CRI ME AT SEVEN QAKS
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," August 1, 1940.

Murder strikes at random bringing The Shadow swiftly to the scene!

CHAPTER |
TRAILS I N THE NI GHT

THE sl eek sepia roadster slid to a stop near the crossroads. It stood
there, motor purring idly, while the driver |eaned fromthe | eather-cushi oned
seat to read the weat her-beaten signpost.

It was night, but strong noonlight predom nated, etching the car and its
driver. The roadster was of the convertible type, an expensive custombuilt
job. On its door the initials "C.T." were visible, and the I owered top all owed
a full view of the driver

The man at the wheel was unquestionably "C. T."; he needed nothing nore
than his appearance to prove hinself the owner of the el aborate roadster. He
was handsome, his snooth face darkish; but it was tanned rather than sall ow.
He
was hatless, and his black hair showed sleek in the noonlight.

H s was a face of lines. Black eyebrows fornmed straight streaks above
narrow | i dded eyes; his nose was high, aristocratic. Hs lips, also straight,
marked C. T. as a man of experience, quite satisfied with his place in life.
There were other lines, such as furrows in his forehead, which fornmed anot her
i ndex.

Either C.T. was older than he | ooked, or he had lived a |life of strenuous
action. He appeared to be about thirty, though a skeptic m ght have added ten
years or so to that total and been right. Whatever his age or history, CT.
| ooked quite conpetent to take care of hinself.

Even the way in which he placed a cigarette between his |lips, his manner
in reaching for the lighter on the dashboard, showed ease and poise. H's
choi ce
of a car was an added key to his character

Thi s youngi sh man seened intent on getting the nbst out of life with the
| east expenditure of effort; but behind his snpothness, one sensed a | atent
energy that could carry through to any purpose.

One arm of the signboard pointed to Northdale. It was the road that C T.
wanted. Sliding the car into gear, he cruised along a narrow but well -paved
road, scanning the rolling | andscape that spread beneath the noonlight.

The car reached a hilltop; in the far distance, the sleek man saw t he
tiny
twi nkl es of the town. He reduced speed to a slow coast, as the car descended a
wi ndi ng road through a thick woods.

Trees filtered the moonlight, alnost blotting it out. The roadster's
headl i ghts cut a gl eani ng swat h ahead; out of the darkness, twi n nmasses of
gray
rose |ike ghostly sentinels, to warn of a curve ahead. Pressing the brake
pedal ,

t he youngi sh man brought the car to a complete stop

The gray things were pillars; between themran a roadway that forned the
entrance to an estate. Above, stretching frompost to post, was a grilled
archway that bore the nane:

SEVEN QAKS



Instead of continuing along the road to Northdal e, the sleek man veered
his roadster between the pillars. The turn was sharp; to make it, he had to
back the long roadster out into the road.

As he pushed the gear into reverse, he heard an approaching roar, saw
headl i ghts curving in fromthe road that had brought him here.

Directly in the path of the arriving car, the sleek man cal my nudged his
roadster forward, expecting to be clear of any reckless driver. But the car
that took the turn did a nost unusual thing.

Its driver saw the roadster dead ahead; instead of staying to the road,
he
sl ashed for the gateway, jerking his car to a halt as he arrived.

The incomng car was a rakish sedan. C ashing fenders with the roadster
it blocked the fancy car fromthe driveway between the gates. Doors sl apping
open, the sedan disgorged a quartet of active ruffians, who made a united
drive
for the man in the roadster. As they came, the fringing lights of headl anps
showed the glitter of revolvers swinging in their fists.

Agai nst such odds, the man in the roadster had no chance. Wth one hand,
he grabbed for a revolver in the pocket of the roadster's door; with the
ot her,
he snatched a suitcase fromthe seat beside him Such delay was all that the
attackers required to conplete their onslaught.

Overwhel ming their victim they hauled himfromhis car. Hands pl ucked
away the gun before he could use it. The suitcase was torn fromhis clutch
Sl uggi ng guns descended upon his head, as he tried to ward off the blows with
his arms. Another m nute would have brought conplete disaster to the sleek
nman,
if athird car had not entered the scene.

It came fromthe sane route that the other cars had used. The rapid spurt
of its notor, the sudden shriek of brakes, told that another conbatant was
anxious to join the fray. Instinctively, the four attackers flung their
saggi ng
victiminto a gully and swng, with aining guns, to greet the new chall enger

@uns could not hel p thenmy not against an adversary who opened fire as he
cane. The stabs of an automatic crashed the night air, and with those shots
figures began to stagger in the gl eam of powerful headlights.

As a token that such shooting was the work of a master marksman, foenen
heard a nocki ng | augh

Long, strident, the taunting mrth brought ghoulish echoes fromthe
surroundi ng sl opes, as though the tongues of a thousand denons had joined in
the chall enge. Qut of those echoes canme the hoarse cries of the scattering
fighters, who were learning the | one marksman's prowess:

"The Shadow "

THERE were other nen in the rakish sedan. Crouched | ow, they opened a
counterattack agai nst the [one nmarksman, trying to flank himwhile their pals
found safety. But they did not reckon with the strategy of their superfoe, The
Shadow.

He was gone fromhis car before bullets raked it. Still flinging his
evasi ve | augh, the taunter swung suddenly into sight directly in front of the
headl i ghts. Still voicing his sardonic nockery, he invited the depl eted crooks

to shoot it out with him

They saw The Shadow - a tall figure cloaked in black, a slouch hat
cl anped
upon his head. Hi s hands, thin-gloved, held a pair of automatics, their
nuzzl es
snoki ng, as a rem nder of his marksmanshi p.

Eagerly, two nen in the car lunged for the cl oaked opponent, ainmnming as
they came. Qthers, stunbling or wounded, turned to aid in the new conbat.



@uns bl asted. Their spurts were livid tongues, adding color to the
brilliance of the headlights. The shots becane a volley; but the only result
was anot her rise of that strange, outlandish nockery. Bullets had found
not hi ngness.

The Shadow was gone!

How, where he had vani shed was a stunning nystery to his half dozen
foenen. They didn't stop to reason that The Shadow, cloaked in black, was a
veritable creature of night itself; that his sudden appearance in the glare
had
been a feint to draw themin the sanme direction, while he whisked back into
dar kness.

They m ght have calculated it, particularly those who had been cri ppl ed
by
The Shadow s bullets, had he not followed his quick exploit w th another of
t hose nocki ng | aughs. The chall enge riveted them |eaving themflat-footed
where they stood. They couldn't |ocate the nockery.

Terror overtook them even the hardest of that thuggish crew. They were
ready to fling their guns away, to plead for nercy, rather than continue
strife
with an invisible foe who could be everywhere, yet nowhere.

Then, when victory was in The Shadow s grasp, a new gleamsliced fromthe
descendi ng road. Mdre nobsters were at hand, a reserve crew that the others
had
not expected so soon. By rights, those new arrivals should have pushed
t hensel ves into the sane plight as their pals; but luck turned agai nst The
Shadow.

A swerve of the headlights caught the bl ack-cl oaked shape directly in the
glare, showed crine's chief eneny in the center of the roadway, away from any
shelter. Only The Shadow s swi ftness saved himfromcalamty. He needed cover
and took it, against a background of trees; but this tine, his enenies gauged
the direction and opened a barrage.

Even then, they could not outshoot their shifty foe. The Shadow was
somewhere in the gully, like the victimthat the crooks had abandoned. Their
shots were high, but his aimproved accurate. Even the | ow shots that The
Shadow fired were dangerous, as they ricocheted fromthe road.

Counti ng upon the reserves to cover them wounded crooks reeled to two
cars, the roadster and the sedan. Huddl ed Iow, they took to wild flight along
the road to Northdal e.

By then, the reserves were tasting The Shadow s fire. They didn't attenpt
to capture the cloaked fighter's car, which he had left in a turnout near the
gully. As frantic as the rest, the cover-up crew joined the flight. Rising
from
his inprovised intrenchnment, The Shadow fired final shots at the last of the
departing cars.

A jutting rock saved tires and gasoline tank from The Shadow s amazi ng
aim By the time the cloaked marksman had an open target, his guns were enpty.
Delivering a parting laugh that made fl eeing evil doers expect inmredi ate
pursuit; The Shadow clinmbed up to the road and stowed his guns beneath his
cl oak.

Though crooks had not guessed it, The Shadow s car was ditched to stay a
whil e. The turnout had | ooked better than it was when the |one fighter chose
it
as a strategic spot.

The wheels on the right were mred, and getting them out was sonething
t hat woul d make pursuit usel ess. They had done better than they supposed,

t hose
fleeing fighters, when they took al ong the roadster

One trail was lost, but The Shadow had anot her. He was thinking of the
man
that he had rescued. The hi ghwaymen had not slain their victim of that The



Shadow was certain.

He had seen the fellow sprawl into the gully before a single shot was
fired. There was a chance that the man in question could give sonme facts
concerni ng t hem

THE SHADOW al ready knew the identity of the attackers. They were a band
of
dangerous crimnals, operating under the |eadership of Cint Flenn, |ong under
suspi cion as a bank robber. Cdint was a specialist in the art of alibi, and
t he
| aw had never pinned a robbery on him

Havi ng | earned, through secret sources, that dint was |eaving New York
with a picked crew, The Shadow had foll owed them al ong the route to Northdal e.

Wiy they had chosen to attenpt hi ghway robbery was one problem how they
had happened to pick their victimwas another. The two matters could prove
links in an inportant chain. If the rescued man knew enough facts, he could
not
only help The Shadow to trace Cint Flenn, but night prove a valuable ally in
t he quest.

Such was The Shadow s summary, when he reached the nmuddy spot where the
man had sprawl ed. There, The Shadow spoke in a whi sper, announcing hinself to
be a friend.

There was no answer fromthe mre. Blinking a tiny flashlight, The Shadow
turned its rays downward. All that the Iight showed was a patch of nud
recently
conpressed by a flattened form

The little light noved upward. It reveal ed | oose sod above the gully,
where tufts of grass had been torn away by clutching hands. Beyond was broken
under brush, showi ng where a man had scranbl ed, seeking flight amd the
gunfire

Movi ng through the briers, The Shadow saw torn cloth anong the branbl es.
He reached the driveway beyond the gray stone pillars that bore the nane:
"Seven Caks."

The hard surface of the paved drive showed traces of mnuddy footprints,
whi ch zigzagged. At intervals, the nmarks were well apart, indicating that
their
maker had taken long strides. Ot her spots showed where the victimhad
stunbl ed.

Fol I owi ng those reveal i ng marks, The Shadow saw noonlight penetrating the
thinning trees along the ascending driveway. In the distance, dimlights
showed
a mansion, the house called Seven Gaks. A whispered | augh cane from The
Shadow s
hi dden lips; the tone was lost in the wind that whipped the open hillside.

The Shadow had lost his trail to nen of crime, but this route pleased him
better. It prom sed the unknown, and in the past, such trails had produced
remar kabl e consequences.

There was prophecy in The Shadow s | augh; yet even he could not foresee
the singular future that |lay beyond this venture!

CHAPTER | |

WAI L OF DEATH

DI NNER was over at Seven Oaks, but a silent group still sat at the big
table in the dining room

The man at the head of the table was elderly; his gray hair had a droop
that matched his tired-faced expression. He was Grover Melridge, owner of the



mansi on, and age had crept upon himduring the past few nonths.

Opposite Melridge was his wife, Lucretia, the cause of his worry. She
| ooked younger than her husband, but her very vigor spelled warning.

Lucretia Melridge was nervous, restless. Wienever her eyes steadied, they
took on a distant gaze, and her wan lips forned a smle. She had a way of
staring through people that Melridge did not |ike. She acted as though she
could see objects that were visible to no eyes other than her own.

Frequently, Melridge glanced at the others of the famly: Robert and
Jani ce. They were twins, twenty years of age, and they had an understandi ng
that their parents |acked. Oten, Melridge had noted, the twi ns seenmed to
speak
t hrough gl ances al one. Like Melridge, they were anxi ous about their nother

This was one of Lucretia' s bad evenings. \Watever her nmental ailnment, it
was aggravated by the howing wind and the rattle of doors and shutters. Those
were the sounds that made her smile, as though she heard whi spering voices,
speaki ng to her al one.

There was a witness to the scene, who stood near a deep w ndow wat chi ng
Lucretia Melridge. He was Dr. Martin Heverly, the fam |y physician. Though
scarcely thirty, Heverly had a professional air that made hi ml ook rmuch ol der
but his manner was not a pose.

Heverly had already gained a reputation as a psychiatrist, and was a
consul ting physician at the Northdale Sanitarium noted for its treatnment of
nmental disorders

Looki ng past the others, Heverly caught Robert's eye and gave a slight
beckon. Jani ce was gazing toward her nother, but she turned toward Robert the
nmonent that he arose and watched himjoin Heverly. As the two tal ked, Janice
could al nost sense their conversation from her brother's expression

"Don't worry, Bob," said Heverly, in an undertone. "l doubt that your
mother's condition is serious. It seens to be induced nore by outside
ci rcunst ances than by her own subconsci ous npods. "

"We've kept her quiet," whispered Bob. "For the past week there hasn't
been the slightest excitement here -"

"Which may be the real trouble,” inserted Heverly. "I think it would be
better if she lived closer to the world. She needs sonething to offset her
i magi nation."

Jani ce saw Bob gl ance toward his nother, then turn back to Heverly with a
nod. Sonehow, she caught what was in her brother's nind and knew why he was
agreeing with Heverly. She watched Heverly speak again, but this tinme, Janice
gai ned no inpression of the words that Bob heard.

"A few m nutes ago," said Heverly, "I thought | heard gunshots, probably
fromthe gate. | think we should investigate. | am going down there, and if
your nother should ask where | have gone, it would be best to tell her."

"Suppose | go," suggested Bob. "Then you can stay here and watch her
reactions.”

Wil e Heverly pondered, the others arose fromthe table. Heverly nudged
Bob, and they followed out into the hall. Janice joined them just beyond the
doorway; quietly, she insisted upon knowi ng the reason for their conference.

"I shall tell her, Bob," decided Heverly. "You take nmy car and go down to
the gate. But don't nmix into any trouble. Cone back here, instead."

Noddi ng, Bob started toward the front door. As if timed to his action, a
surge of wi nd whistled about the house and rose to a weird how .

As the blast ended, shutters beat a tattoo with their rattle, and from
t he
nmedl ey came a shrill, prolonged shriek - wild |laughter that ended with a
sopr ano
cackl e.

LUCRETI A MELRI DGE was standing in the center of the hall, her arns
lifted,



hands cl enched. Her eyes were agleam and her head tilted back. Her lips were
wi de, for they had delivered that |augh, which she neant as a wel cone. Her
fixed eyes seened to pierce into the past, seeking some |long-buried tradition

Shivers swept Janice, and she saw that the others felt the same chilling
sensation. Bob was halted halfway to the door. G over Melridge stood swaying,
very pale. Even Dr. Heverly, usually conplacent, betrayed alarm Then

"The wail of the banshee," cackled Lucretia. "The wandering spirit that
cones to foretell death! | can see himhovering anong the oaks, waiting for
soneone to admit hinm Wen the banshee sumons the -"

Wrds failing at that nonent, Lucretia gave another high-pitched | augh
sharper than before. It was answered by a curious noise fromthe |living room
a
basso whi nper, so deep that it sounded like a giant cough fromthe chi mey.

Janice turned toward the living room

"Quiet, Wulcan," she said soothingly. "Quiet!"

"I"mgoing out," gritted Bob, suddenly. He turned to Heverly. "If nother
asks where |'ve gone, tell her."

Lucretia was staring toward the door as Bob reached it, but she did not
seemto see himat all. Her nmind took up the thread that she had nonentarily
| ost.

"When the banshee summons -"

It wasn't Lucretia's voice that riveted Bob. It was the thing that
interrupted; a sound so startling that it seened an answer to a prophecy. From
t he door cane a muffled pounding, that finished with a scrape. Sone hand,
wearied by an effort, had subsided with a |ast desperate clutch

It was the scraping sound that nmade Bob realize that the thing outdoors
was human. Wth a quick jerk, he yanked the door open

In with a gust of wind canme a spraw i ng, bedraggled figure that took a
rising stunble, then stretched full-length upon the floor. Dr. Heverly was
wat chi ng Lucretia Ml ridge.

He saw the wild gaze | eave her eyes; a | ook of sympathy replaced it. She
was the first to reach the unfortunate stranger who had pl unged across the
Mel ri dge threshol d.

At a nmotion from Heverly, Bob nechanically closed the door. Profiting by
Lucretia's nood, Heverly had her help himplace the man upon a couch. Her mind
returning to things about her, Lucretia Mlridge again becane m stress of the
mansi on. She began to call the servants, telling themto bring hot water and
bandages.

Jani ce stepped over to the couch to help Heverly. By the tinme he had
bathed the victims forehead, the physician had a verdict regarding the nman's
condi tion.

"No deep cuts,’
Probably a slight concussion” - Heverly was eyeing the man's cl osed eyes -
he shoul d be kept quiet."

He propped the man's head higher. As he did, a wallet dropped fromthe
pocket of the victims coat. Like the pocket, the wallet had been ripped
apart;
evidently the man had fought to get it back again.

It contained no noney, but there were sone cards, anong thema driver's
i cense and an autonobile owner's card. Both bore the sanme nane.

"Carl Thayner," read Janice, aloud. "Hotel Cairmont, New York."

"Put in a long-distance call, Bob," suggested Melridge. "Find out what
t hey know about this chap.”

Bef ore Bob coul d reach the tel ephone, Thayner stirred. Janice saw his

he said. "Sone bad bruises, but no chance of a fracture.
"so

eyes
open, watched a weary snile formupon his lips. Even with its pallor, his face
struck her as handsone. There was sonething plaintive in the way his hand
tried
to stroke back his blood-clotted hair.

"The Clairnont," nmuttered Thayner. "Haven't lived there... for nonths.



Been driving... everywhere. Fellows... fromthe other car... tonight - He
settled back; his narrow eyes went shut. Then: "Look out for ny bag," he said.
"Very valuable. Lots of nobney in it."

"Your bag?" queried Janice. "But where is it?"

THE question jolted Thayner like an electric shock. He came up stiffly
fromthe couch, staring at everyone about him H's eyes went to the door, as
he
tried to gain his feet. Thayner's action was startling enough, but it was but
part of what occurred.

O her eyes had been watching the entire scene - eyes fromthe bl ackness
beyond a wi ndow near the door. They were eyes that carried a burning glow the
eyes of The Shadow.

I ntent upon Thayner, no one had thought of |ooking toward the wi ndow. But
as Thayner started toward the door, one pair of eyes proved wayward. They
bel onged to Lucretia Melridge.

Perhaps it was the rising wind, lifting to a new wail, that brought the
worman to her forner trend. That, plus sight of the peering eyes, was certainly
enough to produce what foll owed.

Lucretia's shriek reached new heights; coupled with the wind's how, the
words were like a call:

"The banshee -"

A vast roar interrupted. Wth a trenendous |ope, a huge dog cane fromthe
living room The dog was a Great Dane, his coat a dark gray. Timed alnost to
the dog's | eaps, the door cane clattering inward. Bob had left it |oosely
| atched, and the wind did the rest.

Thayner was staggering toward the door, when he saw t he huge beast. The
wi nd seened to spin the man about, bl ocking the dog' s path.

As Jani ce shrieked, "Vulcan!" the Great Dane's lifting forepaws struck
Thayner's shoul ders and fl attened hi mupon the floor. Bob nmade a frantic dive
for the dog and went rolling with Vul can, dragging the great beast fromthe
stranger.

Lucretia was pointing past Thayner to the door, as though she spied
something in the noonlight, flitting toward the great oaks far out on the
[ awn.

"There will be death!" she cackled. "Death in this house - soon! | have
seen the banshee -"

Heverly slamred the door and bolted it. Melridge tried to quiet Lucretia;
he and the servants started her upstairs. Vul can was supplying huge grow s as
t he door went shut, when Bob silenced himwith a cuff and dragged hi m away.
Fromthe stairs, Lucretia gave a strange chortle.

"l saw " she announced. "So did Vulcan! There will be death... in this
house! "

Settled in her prophecy, Lucretia quieted. The nmaid went upstairs with
her, and Melridge returned. Thayner had risen groggily and was begi nning an
apol ogy, so heartfelt that it brought a quiver to Janice's lips.

For a man who had undergone misfortune at the hands of hi ghwaynen,
Thayner's regret at having caused the househol d troubl e was nore than
gentlemanly. It was touching.

"I feel better," he said, "and | think I can be on my way. | thank you
al l
for helping nme. | shall be all right when | get to -
his forehead. "What is the nane of the town near here?"

"Northdal e," said Janice. "I'msorry about Vulcan, M. Thayner. He mnust
have seen sonet hi ng outdoors."

"Vul can?" Thayner's gaze went bl ank; then his weary snile returned. "Ch,
yes, the dog. He rather startled nme, but it was ny fault. I'mthe one to be
sorry, Mss... Mss -"

"Catch him Melridge!" broke in Heverly, springing forward. "Quickly!

He paused, his hand to



Before he falls!"
Melridge was too late to stop Thayner's sway. It was Heverly's quick

grasp
that broke the man's heavy sprawl. Bob cane dashing in fromthe kitchen, to
hel p

the others lift Thayner back to the couch where he had been before.

"He's really out,
brai n concussion."

"Agritty chap," approved Bob. "Say, what were you fol ks doing? Letting
hi mwal k out into the col d?"

"Not at all," returned Janice, indignantly. "He's welcone to stay here as
long as he likes." She turned to Melridge. "lIsn't he, dad?"

"He is," assured Melridge. "W have never been lacking in hospitality.
Prepare a room Janice, and we shall bring our guest upstairs.”

Fromthe fl oor above came a high, trilling [augh, that marked the end of
Lucretia's hysterical outburst. There was a muffed bark fromthe kennel behind
t he house, where Bob had chai ned Vul can. The |ow, sullen nmban of the w nd was
followed by a rattle at the hallway w ndow, as though a ghostly hand had
rapped
a rem nder.

Those tokens passed unnoticed by the persons in the lower hall. They had
forgotten the prophecy of death as voiced by Lucretia Melridge. Yet that
prediction was to be recalled in the near future.

Al ready, the hand of death was hovering over Seven Oaks; nor would the
nmenace end until that hand had found a victim

decl ared Heverly, solemly. "I was right; he has a

CHAPTER 1 |
ALLI ES OF DARKNESS

THE next hal f hour brought quiet to the mansion; even the troubl enaking
wi nd had faded. In Melridge's study on the ground floor, Dr. Heverly was
tal ki ng about Lucretia's condition. Arns folded, G over Melridge nodded his
approval of the physician's statements.

"The facts bear out ny theory," declared Heverly. "You noticed how |l ucid
Ms. Melridge became when an actual enmergency arose. She needs life; not
gl oom
W have been giving her the wong treatnent."”

"I agree," said Melridge. "Lucretia was herself again, the nmonent that

she

saw a stranger in trouble. | amglad that we are keepi ng Thayner here.
Lucretia

wi || probably ask about him the first thing in the norning. The question is:
how Il ong wi Il Thayner stay?"

"Several days, at least," assured Heverly. "It would be unwise for himto
overtax hinself. If he needs any persuasion to remain, let me talk to him"
Bob came into the study. He announced that Thayner was asleep, after
taking sone pills that Dr. Heverly had prescribed. Bob had seated hinself
besi de the desk, when Janice arrived and spoke fromthe door
"Mother is asleep,"” she said, "and | have a headache. |I'mgoing to bed
and
get some rest, so you won't have another patient, Dr. Heverly. Good night."
As she spoke, Janice gl anced upward, then was gone. Heverly noticed Bob
turn his head, as though inspired by his sister's gaze. Heverly had seen the
twins do that before, and the fact interested him In this case, they had
sinmply chanced to |l ook at a portrait on the wall behind their father's desk.
In the darkness of her second-floor room Janice felt her headache
| essen.
Viewi ng the noonlit [ awn, she wondered about the old theory of the full noon



t aki ng sway upon strained mnds. She was quite sure that her nother's
condition
was not serious; nevertheless, it had come at the time of the full noon.

There was another theory, too - that dogs were troubled by the noon. It
could account for Vulcan's actions this evening. The dog's kennel was j ust
around the corner of the house, and Janice listened for any sounds fromthat
direction. She was al nbst undressed when she heard the dog whine.

The sound startled her; it didn't seemlike Vul can. Even when he
whi npered, the big dog's tone was runmbly. But these whines were high, alnost
yel ps. Mechani cal ly, Jani ce approached the wi ndow and raised it.

Wth the whines, she heard the clatter of Vulcan's chain. Puzzled, the
girl stared across the lawn at random Then her eyes fixed as if magneti zed.

It wasn't the breeze fromthe wi ndow that chilled her, although Janice
was
nearly uncl ad. The breeze was mld, conpared to the harsher gusts that had
wai l ed earlier. Janice was frozen by the distant figure that she saw novi ng
past the oaks. It was a shape of blackness that had every quality of a
wanderi ng ghost.

Jani ce wondered if her nmother had seen that cloaked figure off beyond the
house. If so, her talk of a banshee hadn't been inmagi nation, even though the
threat of death could be regarded as groundl ess.

Lucretia Melridge had read deeply into the lore of apparitions, and
bel i eved that old nmansions attracted specters fromthe night; but, so far, she
- and no one else - had clained that such visitants were about.

This was Janice's turn to see the apparition, and the way that the
dar kness suddenly swal |l owed the cl oaked shape seenmed further proof of its
spirit origin. Next, Janice caught the blinks of a tiny light, which made her
t hi nk of other ghostly nmanifestations.

Shakily, the girl cane fromthe w ndow and found ki mono and slippers. By
the tine she had put themon, fear overwhel med her. She nmade a record dash
downstairs and arrived, panting, in the lighted study.

TRYING to pour her story in one breath, Janice nade a botch of it. Her
father gripped her shoul ders, found that she was trenbling. He was | ooking
anxi ously at Dr. Heverly, when Bob intervened, saying:

"Let me talk to her."

Agai n, the nental bond between the twi ns was denonstrated. Collecting her
wits, Janice spoke calmy to Bob, as if expressing thoughts to herself. There
was firmess on Bob's face when he turned to the others.

"She saw sonething," he said. "I know it as positively as if | had been
there nyself. A figure in black, off by the oaks, that faded into the trees
bel ow the drive, followed by tiny blinks of light. Two blinks, you said,

Jani ce?"

The girl nodded. Heverly reached for the tel ephone and gave a nunber that
the others recognized.

"I"'mcalling the sheriff," he stated. "I'll tell himto start a search
begi nning fromthe gateway. Apparently, sone of those troubl enakers are stil
about. This proves Thayner's story."

Qut si de the mansion, Vulcan was still straining at his chain. The big dog
was whining no longer; he was putting full effort into his tugs, with an
intelligence that seened al nbst human. Each jerk was wearing at the ring that
hooked the chain to the dog's collar

Jani ce had nentioned Vul can's whine, and she and the others were
[istening
for it. Not hearing the sound, they thought that the Great Dane had qui et ed.

Yet Vulcan, in his way, was giving proof to Janice's story. He had seen
the fading figure and the dwindling lights that marked its di sappearance.

The Shadow had returned to the gate. There, he was checking the ground

for



every possible clue. He was interested first in tire marks, and found those of
Thayner's roadster, where they cut in toward the gate, reversed, and nmade
another forward try.

He identified the tires of the other cars, nmade careful recordings of
their treads. In a ditch, he found a crook's revol ver; farther along, he cane
across a dark-gray hat, new and of expensive nake.

Judgi ng fromthe new condition of the tires, the nodern revolver, and the
new hat, dint Flenn had brought along a well-equi pped crew. Probably they had
wor ki ng cl othes for any bank jobs, but they were certainly traveling as
wel | -to-do citizens and sparing no expense.

How t hey had come across Thayner and how much they had gai ned by robbi ng
hi m were questions that only the victimcould answer, and such information
could wait until he recuperated fromhis adventure. Thayner's car, alone, was
quite a prize, but The Shadow doubted that Flenn would attenpt to peddle it.

dint Flenn was after nore than ordinary ganme; that was a certainty. He
woul d do nothing that might put a crinp in his present activities. Handling
stolen cars wasn't one of Clint's rackets. He would avoid it.

O her clues were trivial, hardly worth the tinme that The Shadow spent in
finding them The cl oaked investigator started past the gateway, toward the
turnout where he had ditched his own car

There was a stir fromthe underbrush; The Shadow wheel ed, shoving his
hand
to a ready gun. Before he could even draw the weapon, a mghty mass sprang
toward him with a roar.

VWi ppi ng his hands apart, gunless, The Shadow t hrust one to the throat of
the giant creature that hit himlike an aval anche. He w apped his other arm
hi gher, folding it about an enornous nuzzle that bristled with glistening
teet h.

Though braced for the onslaught, the bl ack-cl oaked fighter was swept from
his feet and rolled half-across the road by the hurtling bulk that net him

It was Vulcan, loose with all the fiery spirit that he had shown earlier
Such a dog, |aunched upon a self-appointed m ssion, could prove hinself a
killer. Vulcan had given evidence of his ability, and The Shadow had wi t nessed
it, through a wi ndow. But he had al so seen the way in which the beast was
handl ed when Bob had i ntervened.

Intuitively, The Shadow had provi ded the process: one grip to fling the
dog' s head aside, another to muzzle him As they struck, The Shadow gave a
shoul der roll that tightened his grip on the powerful dog.

But Bob's systemwasn't the only one The Shadow used. Even before he
struck the ground, he had voiced a sibilant call that reached the dog's ear

SOVETHI NG i n that strange whi sper spoke of mastery. The Shadow
denonstrated the needed prowess that went with it, and on the second roll, he
felt the dog relax. Hal f-beneath Vul can's bul k, he rel eased his grip, at the
same time speaking a calm subdued conmand.

As Vulcan let his nmouth yawn, The Shadow s arm eased in between the dog's
jaws. Playfully, WVulcan worried the cloaked armw thout an attenpt at a bite.
Rolling the dog to his feet, The Shadow canme up with him He drew a gun and
thrust it toward the G eat Dane.

Vul can did exactly what The Shadow expected; he caught his new friend' s
wrist between easy-pressing teeth and gave a twi st that sent the gun skidding
from The Shadow s hand.

Recl ai m ng the gun, The Shadow warded t he dog away, speaki ng anot her
conmand. He turned toward his car, followed obediently by his newally. In
Vul can, The Shadow had found a nmpbst unusual dog - one trained in police
nmet hods, which nmeant that he had intelligence in proportion to his bulk.

Wi | e The Shadow jacked the rear wheel of his car to insert gravel
bet ween
the tire and the nire, Vulcan sat patiently by, wagging his tail as though



wi shing he coul d hel p.

The Shadow paused at nonments, to pat the dog's head, assuring himof sone
future opportunity. It was good policy, for Vulcan's turn was conming earlier
t han The Shadow anti ci pat ed.

About to step into the car, The Shadow saw |ights swing in al ong the road
fromthe direction of Northdale. Crouching on the far side of the car, he drew
Vul can beside him The arriving autonobile swing in toward the gates; the turn
of its lights threw a glare straight toward The Shadow s car.

G uff voices sounded. G avel churned beneath heavy boots, as nen
al i ght ed.

It wasn't dint Flenn & Co. returning. These were newconers, obviously sone of
the I ocal police authorities. They thought that they had found an enpty car
nevert hel ess, they were drawi ng revol vers as they approached.

Easi ng Vul can forward, The Shadow spoke a | ow conmand. The dog showed
even
nore vigor than when on his own. He becane a canine thunderbolt as he sprang
for
t he approaching deputies, taking themtotally off guard.

Even in the dimlight, Vulcan saw his targets: the glittering revol vers.
He di sarned one man with a superfine twist that carried the fellowinto a
somersault. As the other deputy wheel ed about, Vulcan net himw th both paws
and flattened him trapping the gun on the way.

That done, Vul can was around again, ready to overtake the scranbling nen
and denolish them before they reached their car. But Vul can had an ear wi de,
waiting for a nere word from his new master.

It came, a sibilant tone that the deputies didn't hear amid their
clatter.

St oppi ng short, Vul can barked in grandiose style, to hurry the flight of the
two
nen.

There was a loud voice fromthe car, audible despite Vul can's huge bark
It was the sheriff who shouted:

"It's Melridge's dog! Stay in here, you fellows. W'Ill swing up and take
a
| ook at that car."

The Shadow saved the sheriff the trouble. He had pressed the starter
whil e
Vul can barked. Wth a twist, the rear wheel caught the gravel and jerked the
car
out to the road. Before the sheriff had tine to swing his car about, The
Shadow s machi ne was zoomni ng past him whining in high-speed second gear

Forgetting that Vul can had di sarned the deputies, the sheriff kept
yel l'i ng
for themto shoot, drowning out their loud replies that they couldn't. Lights
gl i mered suddenly from The Shadow s car, but all that the sheriff glinpsed
was
the spot of red that followed it around the bend.

A laugh trail ed back fromdistant darkness, to be answered by the
farewel |
barks of Wul can, The Shadow s new al | y!

CHAPTER | V

AT SEVEN QAKS

LI FE slipped by pleasantly at Seven Caks, as Carl Thayner |earned during
a

few days of residence there. The Melridge hospitality, once established,
proved



itself whol ehearted. The house was wi de open to the unfortunate stranger, and
thanks to his appreciative way, Thayner was regarded al nost as a nenber of the
fam ly, rather than a guest.

Thayner's hurts, though not serious, proved numerous. In addition to his
bandaged head, he carried his right armin a sling, due to a severe sprain
whi ch troubled him He had a linp which tired hi mwhen he wal ked; hence he
spent nmuch of his tine |ounging about the house and on the veranda.

He tal ked often with Lucretia Melridge, and his chats proved a better
tonic than any that Dr. Heverly could have prescribed. Thayner had traveled to
many di stant places; he tal ked of Buenos Aires and Shanghai in the sane breath
as New York. Hi s descriptions pleased Ms. Melridge, for she had a flare for
travel, too.

Mor eover, Thayner was tactful, as Dr. Heverly noted. Wen he nentioned
t he
panpas of the Argentine, Lucretia asked eagerly if he had ever seen any of the
huge vanpire bats that frequented those plains. Thayner pronptly swung the
conversation to descriptions of the gauchos, telling of the riding feats
performed by those South American cowboys.

VWhen Thayner happened to speak of Irish castles that he had visited,
Lucretia swung the tal k to banshees, whereupon Thayner skillfully shifted to
hunor ous | egends concerning the faned Bl arney Stone, thereby avoidi ng
di scussi on of spooks that wandered by night.

Grover Melridge felt hinself indebted to Thayner, and said so. Snmilingly,
Thayner discounted the praise and assured Melridge that the obligation was the
ot her way about. As for Bob, he and Thayner became pals.

They tal ked about pol o, which both |iked, a gane which Thayner had pl ayed
in the Argentine. Wien it canme to adventures, Thayner had many to rel ate,
whi ch
he did in a matter-of-fact style that captured Bob's imagi nation, along wth
hi s
esteem

Meanwhi | e, of course, Thayner had described his nbst recent adventure -
the battle wherein he had sonehow managed to escape from nurderous attackers
down by the gate. Who his assailants were, whether they had overtaken hi m by
chance or design, he could not tell.

If they were New York nobsmen, they mght have marked himwhile he was in
Manhattan, for there Thayner had been a | arge spender. |If they had conme across
himwhil e he was driving toward Northdal e, his car was probably the reason for
their attack. Ruefully, Thayner admitted that the big sepia roadster was too
conspi cuous and branded its owner as a man of wealth.

So far, the car had not been | ocated, and Sheriff Raw ey, a gruff,
bl unt - spoken man, told Thayner that he could probably kiss the roadster
good- by. Crooks had cl eared the nei ghborhood, taking the car with them and
about the best that Thayner could do would be to collect what insurance he had
on it.

Thayner took the situation cheerfully. Wat worried himnore was the | oss
of his bag, which contained all of his funds. Thayner computed the total at
approximately ten thousand dollars, his savings of the past five years. But he
treated the matter philosophically, when he spoke to Janice Melridge.

"All my life," said Thayner, in a reflective tone, "I have been making
friends, not noney. There are dozens of places in this world where | am
wel cone. Pl aces where cash is unneeded."”

"I's Seven OGaks such a place?" inquired Janice, hopefully. "I hope you
have
added it to the list."

"I have," assured Thayner, soberly, "and you can be sure that | shal
somne
day return your hospitality tenfold. | amgetting older, Janice, and it is
tinme
that | made ny fortune. | know of opportunities: forgotten gold mines, islands



with buried treasure. Friends have often wanted to stake nme on such ventures."

THEY were on the veranda, and dusk was gathering. Jani ce suggested that
they go through the house and walk out to the Italian Garden, to view the
rising noon. As they entered the front door, Thayner noted a reflective | ook
on
the girl's face.

It was an interesting face, firmfeatured yet lovely. At nbst nonments,
Jani ce seened softly fem nine. Her snmile was winsome; her blond hair had a way
of dropping its stray |ocks across her forehead, alnost to her roundi sh
cheeks.

When she becane conscious of the fact, she brushed her hair back, tightened
her
lips and gave her chin a lift, as though she wanted to be independent.

At such tinmes, she nost resenbl ed her brother, Bob, who al ways kept his
chin up. When Bob becane reflective, his face seemed to mature. That was where
they differed. Bob had shaken off his youth, whereas Janice was still governed
by chil dhood npods and recol | ections.

"You say you're growing old," Janice told Thayner. She was speaking in
Bob's style. "Just how old are you?"

"Twi ce your age," laughed Thayner. Then, as Janice showed surprise: "In
experi ence; though probably not in years. I"'mstill about thirty, though
| ook
much ol der. "

In Janice's opinion, he didn't. She was contrasting himwth Dr. Heverly.
When so conpared, Thayner seened really young, and his buoyancy was the sort
that would |l ast. Despite herself, Janice began to reflect howlittle
difference
ten years made. She was about to express the thought, when they heard an
i nterruption.

The voices cane fromthe stairway. G-over Melridge and his wife Lucretia
were com ng downstairs, engaging in an argunent. It was seldomthat Melridge
lost his tenmper with Lucretia, but this was one such tine.

"I'"ve had enough of your folly!" stormed Melridge. "I can put up with
many
t hi ngs, Lucretia, but not with this -"

"It is time that | should speak!" shrieked Lucretia. "The truth must be
known! The world rnust |earn! Summon everyone. | nust tell them-"

"About banshees?" interrupted Melridge. "W' ve heard enough of that silly
chatter! Forget the ghosts, Lucretial"

"Some ghosts are real," cackled Lucretia. "You cannot deny it, G over.
They are ghosts of the past, that live in our nmenories. Have you forgotten -

Her words broke off into a gargly sound. Thayner was about to start
forward, when Janice caught his armand drew himinto the nearest doorway,
whi ch happened to be Melridge's study. They heard Lucretia's shriek turn into
a

gargl e:

11 tell... 1V IL tell ="

"I'f you do" - Melridge's outburst was punctuated by his wife's choking -
"you know what will happen, Lucretial"

Chokes changed to noans. Looking fromthe doorway, Thayner and Janice saw
servants arrive to help Melridge lift his wife's linp form Melridge' s hands
were fidgeting, as though they regretted the recent grip that they had taken
on
Lucretia's throat. Watching his wife steadily, Melridge saw that her nood had
passed.

"Hel p her upstairs,'
whil e
| summon Dr. Heverly."

he told the servants, wearily. "Keep her quiet;



Mel ridge went to the hallway tel ephone. Janice drew Thayner into the
st udy
and gently cl osed the door

"You mustn't think too harshly of father," the girl told Thayner. "He's
lost his temper that way before. Bob and | understand; we know that he woul d
never hurt her. But the servants -"

"They woul d not understand,"” inserted Thayner. "Servants never do. It is
too bad that they chanced to be around. But there is no need to worry, Janice.
Your mother's hysteria was brief. It is a sign that she has changed for the
better."

OFFERING the girl a cigarette, Thayner |ighted one hinself and gl anced
around the study. He noted the portrait above Melridge' s desk.
It showed a firmfaced man, with grizzled hair, whose gray-tinged
nust ache
gave himan ironcl ad expression. The eyes were of a steely hue, but in them
dwelt a kindly expression that the artist had captured straight fromlife.
"A fine-1ooking gentleman," observed Thayner. "Wo is he?"

"Howard Loyden," replied Janice. "My father's finest friend. | nust have
met him though he died nearly twenty years ago. Every time | |ook at the
portrait, | seemto feel it speak. Bob has said the sane."

"What does it say?" inquired Thayner, earnestly. "Can you hear its
voi ce?"

"Al nost," declared Janice, "but that is either nenmory or inagination. The
picture speaks with its eyes, the way that Bob and | do, sonetimes. But there
are never words. We just feel that the portrait sees us and understands us.
suppose it's very silly."

"Not at all," rmused Thayner. "It is a very fine thought, Janice. Your
father was very fortunate to know such a friend."

Thayner was still studying Loyden's portrait, when Jani ce opened the
st udy
door and tiptoed a few paces into the hall. He heard the girl's | ow tone:

"Come, Carl. Father has gone out to the veranda, to wait for Dr. Heverly.
W can go to the Italian Garden."

As they went through the hallway, Janice | ooked about her. The house was
dark, except for the fewlights that the servants had turned on. Sonething in
t he bl ackness of the living roomnade Jani ce think of the night when she had
| ooked from her w ndow.

In one gl ance, she fancied that she saw burning eyes that m ght belong to
a bl ack-cl oaked figure. Then she decided that they were enbers in the
fireplace; that any shape in the living roomwas purely her inmagination

Yet there was a shape, that neither Janice nor Thayner saw. It cane from
the Iiving roomafter they had gone outdoors. It was the gliding figure of The
Shadow;, he paused by the door of the study and | ooked into the |lighted room

There, The Shadow observed the portrait of Howard Loyden and noted the
characteristics of the |life-sized face.

Movi ng fromthe study, The Shadow paused to | ook toward the veranda, then
upstairs. It was plain fromhis actions that he had witnessed the entire scene
bet ween G over and Lucretia Melridge, though he had not overheard the
conversation in the study between Janice and Thayner. Qi ding ahead, The
Shadow
went out through the side door that led to the Italian Garden

Al ready outside, Janice and Thayner were passing Vul can's kennel. The dog
was gnawi ng a huge ham bone; he forgot his neal, to rise with a deep-throated
growm and give a violent clank at his new chain.

"Quiet, Vulcan!" spoke Janice. "Quiet!"

Vul can didn't quiet. His grom becane a fierce bark, as the girl
approached with Thayner. In the moonlight, Vul can could have passed for a huge
werewol f, a mighty creature ready to slaughter all humans in sight. Janet drew



Thayner back; then approached a few steps, alone:

"Quiet, Wulcan," she repeated. "W won't disturb you, old boy."

Letting his grow s subside, Vul can resumed operati ons on the ham bone.
Rej oi ni ng Thayner, Janice | aughed.

"Even a toy dog will fuss when having dinner," the girl said. "Vul can
doesn't like to be disturbed, either, so he puts up an argunment, too. Only he
does it on such a huge scale that he sounds terribly dangerous, which he
real ly
isnt."

Thayner agreed. They continued to the garden, where they chatted lightly
on subjects that included noonlight. Janice was trying to forget the recent
scene in the house, and Thayner did his utnpbst to soothe her worries.

CHI MES from the house announced the dinner hour. They left the garden
with its marble pillars and benches. Looking back, Janice observed a noving
bl ot of bl ackness that seened to efface itself. For a nmonent, she thought that
it was a living figure, and started to grip Thayner's armin fright.

Then she noted that the night was clouding. Probably the blackness had
been caused by a cloud drifting across the nmoon. Renmenbering Vul can, Janice
drew Thayner toward anot her doorway, to give the kennel a wide berth in case
the dog did not want to be disturbed.

Yet they heard Vul can bark as they entered the house. The great dog had
seen somet hi ng sneaki ng beyond t he house. Jani ce was about to turn back, when
t he barks subsided. She went into the house with Thayner; as a result, the
girl
failed to see the singular thing that occurred beside the kennel

The darkened blotch fromthe marbl e-pillared garden was nore real than
Jani ce supposed. It had becone a gliding figure, noving swiftly toward the
kennel .

It was the arrival of that formthat quieted Vul can. The G eat Dane
recogni zed his friend, The Shadow. Under the stroke of a gloved hand, the dog
settl ed back upon its haunches.

The Shadow, too, was crouched, invisible against the dark gray of the
weat her - beat en kennel . Li ke Vul can, he was watching for another sight of a
furtive figure that had slipped beyond the house. A prowl er had cone to the
grounds of Seven Oaks; one whose very manner foreboded trouble.

In seeking new traces of the shifty stranger, The Shadow was counting on
another trail. But the naster of darkness had not forgotten the things that he
had seen, and | earned, at Seven OGaks. There was a whi spered | augh beside the
kennel . Vul can nestled his great head in the folds of The Shadow s cl oak

This was the night The Shadow had awaited. Trails had crossed beneath the
dar keni ng nmoon. Soon, The Shadow woul d be finding new paths in the night,
leading himto nmen of crine.

CHAPTER V
BATTLE BELOW

SLEEK and shiny, except for one dented fender, Thayner's sepia roadster
was parked under the shelter of thick trees, on a dirt road to the rear of
Seven Caks. At the wheel sat a crouched man who i ndul ged in grunbles.

A flashlight glimered froma wooded path. Another man stunbl ed through
to
the road. As his light played on the car, the arrival gave a hoarse whi sper

"It's me, Trigg!"

"Wuldn't | know it?" growed the man in the car. "dint nmust have been
screwy when he put you on the job, Gunmbo! Cripes! You were tripping over your
own shoe | eather worse than sonme flat-foot cop."



"I was all right in the open," argued Gunbo, "and that's what | was sent

for, to case the house up on the hill. | done it - so what?"

"You took your own tine about it!"

"Sure, | did, Trigg. You'd have taken longer. It was noonlight when
went
up, which nade it tough. The big pooch spotted me, so | had to wait until it
got
cl oudy. "

"Al'l right, Gunmbo. What did you find out?"

Faces showed in the dashlight. Trigg's was hard, square-jawed, with an
ugly glint to its eyes. @Qunbo's countenance was thin and pasty, with little,
bl i nki ng eyes that were both sharp and shrewd. His reply to Trigg was cagey.

"You'll find out," infornmed Gunbo, "when | tell dint Flenn."

Trigg shoved the car into gear. He hadn't been in a hurry to get started;
not until he had quizzed Gunbo. Finding that the sneak was cl ose-nout hed,
Trigg
saw no use in lingering longer. At the sane tine, he considered that the del ay
had been worthwhile.

So it had been, but not for Trigg. The roadster had waited just |ong
enough to suit another arrival, who had reached the road in absolute silence.
Contrasted with Gunbo's stunbl e-bum approach, a quiet advent had naturally
taken nore tinme, even for The Shadow.

Despite the darkness up by the mansion, The Shadow had observed Gunbo
steal away from shelter of the house. A slight whine from WVul can had certified
The Shadow s inpression. Leaving his canine friend, The Shadow had trail ed
GQunbo down the hillside

At present, he was riding the curved back of Thayner's fancy roadster
havi ng reached that vantage point just as the sleek car pulled away. He had
| earned the identity of the two nen in the car, and one of themwas inportant.
The man in question was Trigg. The Shadow knew his full name: Trigg Ungrel

dint Flenn, the big-tine crimnal sought by The Shadow, was a nan who
trusted very few of his own ilk. Yet dint, Iike other big-shots, occasionally
needed a lieutenant. He had chosen one a few years ago, and the nman of his
choi ce was Trigg Ungrel

If any man could speak for Cdint, and tell sonething worthwhile, that nman
was Trigg. The fact was one that The Shadow filed nmentally for future
reference

The roadster took a twi sty path along a network of dirt roads. Peering
over the side, The Shadow recogni zed | andmarks in the glow of the headlights.
During the past few days, The Shadow had inspected the terrain around
Nor t hdal e
and found marks of incrimnating tire tracks, but they were too infrequent to
produce a trail.

However, The Shadow had | earned what Sheriff Rawl ey did not guess: that
t he crooks who attacked Thayner were still in the vicinity. On all his trips
to
Seven Oaks, The Shadow had been on the | ookout for menbers of Flenn's tribe,
and
toni ght he had scored results, by spying Gunbo.

The present route interested The Shadow. It was doubling back along a
paved road, which accounted for The Shadow s difficulty in tracing the
intermttent tire marks. The car was surprisingly close to the little town of
Nort hdal e, when Trigg swung into an old gravel quarry.

The ground was too hard to show tire marks; and the quarry had anot her
peculiarity, which The Shadow had not noted the few times that he had passed
it.

There was an outlet at the rear of the quarry - a curved road that |led up
to an old, deserted house that clung to a hillside. Trigg extinguished the
headl i ghts as he approached, and with good reason. Through the trees that
fl anked the house, The Shadow could see glimering lights froma valley.



Those |lights represented Northdal e. The abandoned house was on the very
outskirts of the little town, yet unapproachabl e except by the quarry road.
Choi ce of such a hideaway was proof that dint Flenn was crafty. He had tucked
his crew safely away, alnbst within shouting di stance of Sheriff Rawl ey and
t he
latter's deputies.

TRI GG UNGREL rapped at the side door of the house, then shoved it open
He
entered, followed by Gunbo, and The Shadow i medi ately took up the short
trail.

Wor ki ng the door open, he saw what he expect ed.

There was a guard inside, but the fell ow had dropped his duty as soon as
Trigg and Gunbo arrived. He was following the pair into a big roomat the end
of a hall. Using darkness as his cover, The Shadow reached the door itself and
peered through a sizable crack.

The house | ooked |like an old store that had once supplied the quarry
workers. Cint Flenn was seated on a cracker barrel under the light of a
swi ngi ng kerosene lantern. Long-jawed and hard-faced, dint neverthel ess had a
poi se that could not pass unnoticed, even in these surroundings.

He was well dressed, and his manner went with it. In New York, dint had
made a specialty of appearing at gaudy restaurants and gil ded ni ghtclubs. He
had used those places every tinme he needed an ali bi

In the light, Trigg Ungrel |ooked like an imtation of Cint Flenn, and
the rest of the band - even GQunbo - were trying to assunme Cint's pose.

Sone had difficulty, because they had arms in slings and shoul ders thick
wi t h bandages, tokens of their recent battle with The Shadow. There was a
dapper man anong them when dint addressed the fellow, he called him"Doc."
Evidently Doc had served an apprenticeship at sone hospital, and knew enough
about first aid to attend any wounded crooks.

In a snooth, easy tone, dint inquired what Gunbo had | earned. The
pasty-faced snooper put it in a nutshell

"The guy is still up at the house," declared Gunbo. "Thayner, | mean.
There's a dane there, that's gone sweet on him They were tal king nush out in
a
garden that was rigged like a cemetery. | figure it will be tough to snatch
Thayner . "

dint fixed a steady eye on Gunmbo and asked: "Just why?"

"There's three other guys in the house," replied Gunbo. "Ad nman
Mel ri dge,
his son, and a flunky naned Jasper. The nedico conmes there a |lot, too, which
makes four. Besides, there's the pooch. He's half as big as an el ephant, and
as
t ough! "

Stroking his long chin, dint pondered on Gunbo's details. Then, rising
fromthe barrel, he decided:

"The Thayner job is off."

There were nutters fromthe dozen men who surrounded the big-shot. Trigg
Ungrel shoved hinself forward, notioning the others to be silent. Acting as
their spokesman, Trigg demanded sarcastically:

"What's the matter, dint? Afraid you can't build an alibi, like you did
when the Feds knocked off that partner of yours, Nick Bargo?"

The Shadow caught the full point of Trigg' s caustic challenge. The Bargo
case had often been discussed in Manhattan's crinme centers. Everyone knew how
Ni ck Bargo had been trapped right after a bank job, and had lost his life
battling the Feds.

There was anot her question that Trigg could have asked. It concerned
fifty
t housand dollars that Bargo had taken in his |last haul. Though Bargo had been



killed in the getaway, the Feds had never found the cash. If anyone had it,
crooks argued, the present owner of the nobney was dint Flenn

In fact, there had been runors that Cint had doubl e-crossed N ck. The
fact that dint had an alibi meant nothing. It would have been easy for himto
go on the job with Nick, leave his partner to the Feds, and slide off with the
cash.

Still, nobsters agreed that dint had probably profited through
circunstances, rather than by intent. He wasn't a doubl e-crosser; he was
smart.

Therefore, they were willing to serve him

Yet such service carried an el enment of mistrust, as voiced by Trigg
Ungrel. The rest of the crew expected Cint Flenn to go into a rage. Instead,
dint spoke icily.

"Sometines, Trigg," said dint, "you open your big face too wi de. You'l
swal | ow somet hi ng, sone day, that won't agree with you. Maybe a few pills, and
not the kind that Doc serves."

Ignoring Trigg, dint turned to the others, to resune his theme. H's tone
was al nost casual

"What did we get from Thayner the other night?" he queried. "Only a
coupl e
of grand. Maybe the guy hasn't got any nore dough. If that's the case, putting
the heat on himwon't do us any good. If we nake a regular snatch out of it,
who's going to fork over any ransom dough? We don't know.

"I say the Thayner job is off. That goes! |1've got a better plan. Gunbo
says that Thayner is making a play for the Melridge doll. Al right, we'll

snatch her instead: Her old nman has dough, and can pay. Besides" - dint gave
a

gl oating chuckle - "it will put this guy Thayner in a tough spot. They'l
figure

he's a finger man, working in our racket."

THERE were grunts of approval fromthe listeners. Cint threw a
contenptuous | ook at Trigg. The lieutenant nmade a rapid effort to regain the
confi dence of the others.

"dint has gone screwy," began Trigg. "This is another of his snmart ideas
that won't work out. What's the dope, dint?" He turned savagely to the
bi g-shot. "Did you get nore dough out of Thayner's bag than you told us? Are
you trying to shove us in a tight spot, like you did N ck Bargo?"

Adint's answer was a lightning punch that cane straight fromthe hip and
took Trigg's wagging jaw as a target. dint's knuckles seemed to draw back as
they |l anded, retarding so they wouldn't feel the blow Trigg took a spraw and
slowy cramed to his feet.

"Qutside, Trigg," ordered Cint, snoothly. "You re denpted to doorkeeper
Talk to yourself awhile."

Sheepi shly, Trigg accepted the denotion. His hand stopped as it reached
the gun on his hip. Wth his other hand he rubbed his chin, and nuttered
somet hing about Cint being "all right." He was still nunbling when he reached
the hall, and there he had a |istener

Drawi ng back into darkness, The Shadow had found a deep doorway and was
waiting for Trigg to pass. He heard Trigg's utterances. Sensibly enough, Trigg
was cursing his own foolishness. His mutters indicated that he still wanted to
take over dint's racket and run it his own way, but the chance was gone.

In fact, Trigg was debating whether or not he wanted to stay in the
racket
at all. Maybe he'd be getting some of those pills that Cint tal ked about -
bullets froma .38 to be delivered when he wasn't |ooking. Trigg was sure that
no one would be surprised if he decanped; and The Shadow agreed.

Shifting silently fromthe doorway, The Shadow decided to nmake up Trigg's
m nd. There were facts that The Shadow wanted to know, particularly concerning



the former partnership between Cint Flenn and Nick Bargo, as well as the
reasons why Cint had taken up the present expedition. Trigg Ungrel was the
man
to supply such data, under The Shadow s persuasi on

Qut of the darkness canme two things: a whisper and a gun nuzzle. The
whi sper reached Trigg's ear; the gunpoint pressed icily against the crine
lieutenant's neck. Trigg's |ips noved in darkness. They forned a nane, but did
not voice it:

"The Shadow "

"Keep noving, Trigg,"’

t he whi sper said. "W're going for a ride in

Thayner's car. dint said you talk too much. Perhaps" - the hissed word
chilled
Trigg - "perhaps you haven't tal ked enough. Sonetinmes, Trigg, people live |ong

when they talk."

Trigg was gasping, as though he wanted to talk right then and there. A
few
seconds nore, The Shadow woul d have marched the shaky |ieutenant right out of
dint's canp and away. But an intervention cane.

The door of the main room opened and Gunbo stepped out, followed by
Aint's voice telling himto bring Trigg in again.

The Shadow s free fist clanmped like a vise on Trigg's arm jerked the
faltering lieutenant into the deep doorway. Sw nging Trigg full-about, The
Shadow pressed hi magainst the door itself, intending to keep himcovered
whil e
@Qunbo passed. It was a hard shove, the sort that Trigg needed, but the door
didn't stand the strain.

Wth a rip, the barrier gave on broken hinges. Cutched by Trigg's
frantic
hands, The Shadow went headl ong into | ower darkness, down into the cellar of
t he
ranshackl e house. Together, the cloaked fighter and his prisoner hit the steps
wi th | ong bounces that ended as they struck the cellar floor.

Despite his efforts to land Trigg underneath, The Shadow took the fina
thunp - a vicious shoul der thud that sonersaulted himacross the floor, where
he tunmbl ed a stack of boxes with terrific clatter

Trigg, rolling clear, grabbed for his revolver, but couldn't find it. The
gun had left his pocket sonewhere on the stairs.

It didn't matter, though, to Trigg, when he heard shouts and heavy
thunping feet fromthe floor above. There was silence fromthe boxes where The
Shadow | ay, half stunned, and that, to Trigg, spelled opportunity.

Reachi ng the steps on hands and knees, Trigg came across his gun and
promptly grabbed it; then raised a triunphant cry. He was squaring hinself
with
dint Flenn, and at the sane tine building hinself into an uglier hero than
hi s
chief.

For Trigg's call could mean but one thing: sure death to The Shadow,
crime's greatest foe.

"Come on, Cint!" shouted Trigg. "I've nailed The Shadow "

CHAPTER VI
CROOK VERSUS CROOK

TO The Shadow, spraw ed beneath the nass of boxes, Trigg' s shout was a
hazy thing, a voice that didn't belong. The whole place was a whirl of
dar kness
that couldn't be Thayner's car in motion. Answering shouts fromupstairs, the
clatter of arriving feet, were like things from outdoors.



Mere nonments seened endl ess. The Shadow felt as Thayner nust have felt
when tunbled in the gully. Al was confusion; sheer instinct told himhe ought
to be somepl ace el se

Shifting groggily against the pressing weight, The Shadow received a
gl ancing blow froma falling box. The sound brought another shout from Trigg:

"Quick, you guys!"

As he yelled, Trigg turned and stabbed bullets at the boxes. He had heard
one spill and guessed its direction well. But Trigg was sinply splintering a
box above The Shadow s head. The cl oaked fighter had not risen. Hs leg
wouldn't Iift him the wench that it took produced a half groan from The
Shadow s i ps.

@unshots had aroused The Shadow, as they always did. Hi s hand gripped the
butt of the automatic that he had clutched throughout the fall. His grip on
t he
gun brought back his fighting desire: a wish for battle, regardl ess of odds.
Hs
crippled condition didn't matter to The Shadow. Flat on his back, he was stil
ready to shoot his way out of trouble.

The Shadow did not reckon that the only out in this case seened certain
death - for hinself.

Fate had played serious tricks upon The Shadow, and this was as bad as
any. But the situation was a freaky one, nore so than The Shadow coul d
realize.

Qdd factors were at work, and they were due to produce odd results.

The first factor was Trigg Ungrel. He heard the groan, and msinterpreted
it. To Trigg, it sounded like a death rattle from The Shadow s throat. In the
dar kness, Trigg wheel ed toward the boxes; then, as flashlights burned fromthe
stairway, he sprang about to face the glare.

Trigg saw the face of dint Flenn thrusting forward. Pointing with one
hand, brandi shing the gun with the other, Trigg yelled:

"I croaked The Shadow! Hurry down, dint, and take a gander. He's right
here, cold -"

At that nonment dint interrupted, by shoving Gunmbo forward with the
light.

He was sending the spotter down first, and intended to follow, when another
interruption cane. This tine, it was The Shadow who provided it, in a purely
instinctive style.

Through a rift between the boxes, The Shadow saw t he downcoming light. He
poked his gun muzzle into the crevice and pressed the trigger

Never had The Shadow provided a nore tinmely shot. Even his wavering hand
could function, for the gun was janmed in place. His target was a big spot of
light that he could pick out, although groggy, and there was a man behind it.
The sizzling bullet found its mark, in Gunbo.

Wth a shriek, the scrawny spy dived into a breakneck spill, the
flashlight bobbing along like a giant firefly inmtating a grasshopper. Anot her
flashlight was swinging into sight, but dint Flenn didn't wait for it to
becone a target.

Beyond Gunbo's bouncing form dint saw Trigg Ungrel, standing with an
uprai sed revol ver that curled snoke fromits nuzzle.

Though Trigg was rooted, his lips still wore a gleeful smle at thought
that he had fini shed The Shadow. It wasn't surprising that dint Flenn should
m sunderstand the grin.

Cint said: "Gve it!"

Adint's gun spoke first; it was foll owed by a conbined roar, as other
mar ksnen eagerly sought to prove their loyalty to their chief. They didn't
stop
to think, for it didn't seem necessary. Al got the same quick flash that
inspired dint.

They saw Trigg and his snoki ng gun. They thought that he had fired the
shot fromthe cellar. They knew that Trigg couldn't have seen Gunbo, for



Cint's face was the first that had pushed into the light. To them Trigg
Ungrel had proved hinmsel f an ace anong doubl e-crossers.

THE barrage withered Trigg. He went down crazily, nouthing sonething
about
The Shadow. Clint was sneering when he reached the spraw ed |ieutenant and
f ound
himlying half across Gunbo's dead and twisted figure. Trigg was dead, too,
but
Cint didn't care to notice it.

"So you got The Shadow," scoffed dint, as he yanked Trigg's face into a
[ight that another thug provided. "Yes, you did - not! Swell hokum raising
hob
down here, to bring ne! Al you wanted was a shot at ne, that Gunbo got
i nst ead.

"You' d have said that The Shadow got away, wouldn't you? Yeah, got away,
i ke he always does. Easy enough to say; when The Shadow isn't even around.
You'd have told the bunch that The Shadow plugged ne, and you'd have done sone
shooting out the windowto prove it.

"Smart stuff, Trigg, but it didn't work. I'mstill running this racket.
Al you're getting out of your smartness is - this!"

Dropping Trigg's head, dint supplied a facial massage in the formof a
ki ck. Taking a flashlight, he approached the boxes and stared at the slats
t hat
Trigg's bullets had ripped. dint was far closer to death than before, as he
started to yank boxes away sinply to show his contenpt for Trigg' s supposed
gane.

One box nmore and Cint would have received a death bullet from The
Shadow s handy gun. The cl oaked fighter, his wits returned, was sinply
wi thholding fire until it becane the only course. In his present plight, The
Shadow recogni zed that battle, for once, would be folly and preferred to avoid
it.

The cellar was still reeling; The Shadow coul d see not hi ng but wavering
lights. Hs free armwas trapped beneath the boxes; he couldn't reach his
ot her
gun. The cartridges remaining in his one automatic weren't enough to settle
Aint's entire crew. It was better that they should think that Trigg had
pl ayed
a crazy gane, and failed.

One box nore. dint's hands were on it, when a call came from above. A
wat chful crook had spotted |ights coming up the steep hill fromthe town.
Savagely, Cint flung the box back in place and snapped orders to his crew.

"CGet going!" he told them "Take all the wheelers, except Thayner's. Let
themfind it; they'll suspect us, anyhow It will make themthink we've really
ammed. We'll get together, out at Kendry's farm

"Mouser is there already. He's nade a deal with Kendry, and the guy will
take us in. Only, don't leave any trail to the joint. Guys like Kendry are al
right until they get jittery. W don't want to spoil a good thing while we've
got it."

Leaving the bodies of Trigg and Gunbo, the crooks piled for the stairs.
Adint went with them and found that he had given his orders just in tine. The
men fromthe town had made a quicker trip than dint supposed.

Leaping into three cars, the crooks wheel ed away by the quarry route.
They
abandoned Thayner's roadster, as dint had ordered, but they had practically
no
choice in the matter. The sepi a-hued car was the first one that the sheriff's
men saw, and the nearest. They had al ready occupied it when the crooks began
their flight.



Fromthe cellar, The Shadow heard the rattle of fading guns, knew that
t he
fight had been wild and futile on both sides. Pushing boxes away; he managed
to
craw to the window and pull hinself upright, hoping that he could drill a few
tires at |long range.

By then, the cars were off through the quarry, and the sheriff's squad
had
no vehicl e except Thayner's. They couldn't use the roadster, because Trigg had
| ocked it.

The keys were still in the dead man's pocket, but The Shadow did not | ook
for them Instead, he stunbled back to the boxes and dragged a strong one to
t he wi ndow. Favoring his wenched | eg, The Shadow managed to crawl out.
Clutching the turf outside the ground-level w ndow, he flattened in darkness
and | ay there.

Deputies were heading into the house. Their shouts told that they had
found the bodies in the cellar. Ohers joined them |eaving a silence
out door s.

Pai nful Iy, The Shadow crept around the house, found the steep hill on the town
si de.

Bel ow, a car was whi zzing through the village of Northdale, its occupants
shooting away at closed storefronts. It was one of dint's cars, its crew
suppl ying what their chief would have described as a false trail. The roar of
its motor had faded when The Shadow began his descent.

THE hill was a cliff at spots, but sliding dowmn it was not difficult. The
Shadow had reached the bottom before the sheriff's nmen left the houses above.

They found The Shadow | ater, but he was well away fromthe bottom of the
cliff. He was |lying beside a car parked near the main street, and he was no
| onger garbed in black. He had stowed his cloak, hat, and guns in the runble
of
t he parked car, which happened to be his own.

Weakly, The Shadow i ntroduced hi nsel f as Lanont Cranston, from New York
Bound on a trip to the Mddle Wst, he had stopped in Northdale, intending to
| ook for a hotel. Getting out of his car, he had been struck by a speeder who
roared down upon hi mwi thout warning.

Cranston's ill luck was marked up as anot her nmi sdeed on the part of
Adint's unidentified crew, which happened to be quite correct, although he had
been injured in a fashion other than the one he described. He was taken to the
| ocal hotel, and a physician was pronptly summoned.

Nort hdal e thought in terns of only one physician, Dr. Heverly. As
Cranston, The Shadow had his first nmeeting with Heverly, and the doctor found
the patient in a talkative mod. Since Cranston's condition was not at al
serious, Heverly provided himwith all the |ocal news.

Heverly told of Thayner's m sadventure; how the band of hi ghwaynmen had
turned up close to town. This time, Heverly was quite sure, the crooks had
gone
to stay.

However, the sheriff had ordered an intensive manhunt throughout the
county. Two crooks had died in a fight anmong thensel ves, evidently in a
di spute
over Thayner's cash, which total ed considerably nore than ten thousand
dol | ars.

They had obviously taken the nmoney with them but they had |ost the
stol en
car through their strife. It would be returned to Thayner tonorrow, and since
Thayner was al so one of Heverly's patients, Cranston could meet himlater. Not
for a few days, however, for Cranston would have to rest that |ong.

VWen the obliging physician had gone, The Shadow rose from bed and



reached
the window Resting there, he stared out into the darkness and phrased a
whi spered | augh.

Heverly's advice was to take a rest, and The Shadow i ntended to foll ow
it,
for one night only. He knew that Cdint Flenn would not attenpt further crine
until the band was properly established at Kendry's farm

Despite his near disaster, The Shadow was pleased with his night's work.
He had pieced inportant facts, although Trigg Ungrel had not l|ived | ong enough
to add sone needed enbel lishnents. Considering Cint Flenn and the
crime-leader's snmooth ways, The Shadow coul d see deeply into the gane.

It was a gane within a ganme, carrying a strong dash of the double cross
that dint would not avow. The episode with Trigg had given Cint ful
control,
but he couldn't afford to let his crew get out of hand again. Besides, dint
had
shown his hand to sone degree by staying near Northdal e.

Crime could not afford to wait beyond tonorrow night. That was when dint
Fl enn woul d nmove to ki dnap Janice Melridge and throw what bl ame he could on
Carl Thayner. It would seem safe enough to dint, who thought that his
schenes,
like his location, were conpletely unknown.

It happened that The Shadow knew both. The rest that Dr. Heverly had
advi sed was pleasant, but it did not bel ong on The Shadow s cal endar. Stopping
crime was not enough; its whol e purpose had to be reveal ed. One being, al one,
coul d acconplish both requirenents.

The Shadow

CHAPTER VI |
CRI ME' S CROSSROADS

THAYNER S sepia roadster, glistening beautifully in the afternoon sun
stood in front of the Melridge mansion. The car was spi ck-and-span, the dents
gone fromits fender, which bore fresh paint instead. Janice was sniling, as
she turned fromthe car to | ook at Thayner

Li ke the roadster, Thayner was in shape again. The bandage was gone from
his head, his armno longer in a sling. He stroked his sleek hair, then
ruefully shook his head.

"You shoul dn't have had the car fixed," he told Janice. "How am| to pay

for the repairs? In fact, I'msorry that the roadster came back. | was
counting
on the insurance noney to start nme on my way again."

"We' || keep the car here as security,"” bantered Janice, "and you'll have
to stay with it. Meanwhile, 1've run up another little bill. | had the tank

filled with gasoline."

Thayner lifted his straight eyebrows, inquiringly.

"The servants have the night off," explained Janice. "So you and | are
goi ng out to dinner."

"But | have no noney -"

"Il get sone fromBob," interrupted Janice, "and charge it up agai nst
the car. W'll go over to the Cherry Tree Inn and have one of their nmarvel ous
chi cken dinners."

Thayner had heard of the Cherry Tree Inn, a dozen miles from Northdal e,
but understood that the place was cl osed. Janice explained that it had opened
agai n; she had heard about it froma trucker who had stopped at Seven Caks
t hat
nmorni ng, selling vegetabl es and ot her farm products.

"The inn is under the same managenent," said the girl, "and the man told



me they were hoping that their old patrons woul d conme back. He was goi ng over
there with a | oad of vegetables, so | told himto have themreserve a table
for

us."

"I remenber the man in the truck," recalled Thayner. "You were talking to
himwhile | was strolling in fromthe Italian Garden, this norning."

"And Vul can began to bark," added Janice. "I really don't know what's
wong with Vulcan lately. He usually has sone reason when he barks at people,
but I'm positive that the vegetable man did not nake a nmove in his direction.”

They went into the house. The afternoon was | ate and Jani ce remarked that
she woul d have to hurry, so that they could get started before dark. Wth the
servants gone, there were many househol d duties for Janice to conplete; and
after that, she would have to change her cl ot hes.

Such matters took | onger than Janice anticipated. Dusk was settling when
the girl came down the stairs, wearing a blue sport's costume that showed her
trimfigure to perfection

Thayner was in the hallway, gazing with adnmring eye. He added a snile
as
Jani ce scampered cutely across the hallway to answer the tel ephone when it
began
to ring.

"Hello... Oh, it's you, Dr. Heverly..." Janice's tone was pl eased. "Yes,

I

was going to call you before we left... Left for where? Over to the Cherry
Tree

Inn... Yes, it has reopened - haven't you heard?

"I"'mgoing with Carl, and we'll be back early... Yes, nother is quite al
right. She went to sleep an hour ago... Father is here, in the study, and Bob
has gone out sonewhere... Yes" - Janice sobered at sonething that Heverly said
- "l suppose that it would be best for you to come here... Thank you, doctor."

HEVERLY was making the call from Cranston's roomin the Northdal e Hot el
The physician's face was troubled as he laid the tel ephone aside; but his Iips
rel axed when he turned toward Cranston. Propped in the bed, the patient was
anusing hinself with a wooden whistle.

"I't won't blow " said Cranston, ruefully, handing the whistle to Heverly.
"Maybe |I'm weak. You try it, doctor. Maybe we can stir up sone excitement in
this town."

Heverly tried to blow the whistle, while Cranston | ooked hopefully from
the wi ndow. But the whistle gave no sound. Pedestrians pl odded al ong the main
street, undisturbed. The nearest thing to excitenment was a friendly scrap
bet ween two dogs across the street, but the nongrels stopped their capers and
sat in attentive attitudes, as Cranston watched them

"Gve me the whistle," said Cranston in a tired tone. "I'll send it back
to the five-and-ten-cent store. By the way, doctor, where is the Cherry Tree
[ nn?"

"It's a roadhouse," replied Heverly, "a few mles beyond Kendry's farm |
t hought the place had gone out of business permanently. I'mglad it has
reopened. The dinners are good."

"W mght drive over there -

"Not this evening," interjected Heverly, firmy. "You' re staying right
here, Cranston - and | have to go up to Melridge's."

"To see Thayner?"

Heverly shook his head.

"Thayner is fully recovered," he said, dryly, "because he followed ny
advice, to rest. My concern is for Ms. Melridge. Her nmental condition has
been
on the border line for sonme time. Sonething has been preying on her mnd, but
she has taken a turn for the better.”



Stepping to the door, Heverly paused to take a final |ook at his weary
patient.

"I'f you want nme," said the doctor, "call Melridge's. I'll be there all
eveni ng. G over Melridge has been under a severe strain, bearing the brunt of
his wife's mania. If one of them should crack” - Heverly gave a worried
gesture

"well, I'd prefer to be there; that's all."

By the time Heverly's car had pulled away fromthe hotel, a marked
i nprovenent had cone over Lanmont Cranston. Hi s expression was wearied no
| onger. Instead, a gleamhad conme to his hawklike features.

He was out of bed, dressing rapidly, though he was still careful of his
injured leg. Hs armtwi nged him too; as he paused, he lifted it gingerly to
shoul der | evel and soon found how nmuch effort it could stand.

Wth a slight Iinp, Cranston left the hotel room and descended a stairway
to the lobby. Hs linp was a half-glide, as he went out through a side door
unnoticed by the clerk, who was buried deeply in a nagazine that bore The
Shadow s portrait on the cover

Wthin the next few m nutes, The Shadow became an actuality in the
dusk-shrouded town of Northdale. As Cranston, he stopped behind a coupe
stationed in a secluded parking | ot al ongside the hotel

Fromthe runbl e seat, he brought a black cloak and flung it across his
shoul ders. d anping a slouch hat on his head, The Shadow gathered in a brace
of
automati cs.

C osing the runble, he swng hinself in through the door of the coupe and
started the car slowy fromthe parking lot. H's speed was normal as he drove
along the main street, until he had passed the three traffic lights that were
Nort hdal e' s pri de.

Then, with the open road ahead, The Shadow pressed the accelerator to the
fl oorboard and sent the coupe whi ppi ng through the night.

MEANVHI LE, Thayner was driving his roadster at a leisurely speed al ong
roads that Janice pointed out.

Dark had come sooner than they expected, for heavy clouds cut off the
struggling noon. There were nonents when the girl | ooked up hopefully; she
felt
sure that the clouds would clear and all ow them noonlight on the trip hone.

Then, snuggling close to Thayner, the girl watched the path of |ight
ahead. The car was noving through a patch of woodl and; the next turn was a few
m | es ahead.

"I feel very safe here, Carl," said Janice. "Very safe - and
confortable."
“In this car?" queried Thayner, in a tone of mld surprise. "It has

brought ne a lot of trouble, Janice."

"Only temporary trouble. Wasn't it worth it, Carl?"

"Fi ndi ng you?" rejoined Thayner. "I1'll say it was! |I'd have gone through
a
hundred fights, like that one the other night, to get the reward that cane ny
way. But | wouldn't want to drag you into trouble, Janice."

The girl smiled. Thayner saw it, and understood. She was thinking that
there were sorts of trouble that she would enjoy if she could only be with
Thayner. Drawing his right hand fromthe wheel, Thayner let his armrest
acr oss
Jani ce' s shoul ders.

Hi s enbrace was nild, alnpst brotherly. As his hand settled on the girl's
arm Janice was thrilled by the Ilight tenderness of its touch. Perhaps Thayner
was experienced in such niceties, but Janice did not care. She found that when
she snuggl ed cl oser, Thayner's hand responded, still in its gentle style, and
she becane even happi er



"It's so peaceful tonight," said Janice, dream|ly. "There can't be any
trouble, Carl. No trouble anywhere in this wide world."

"I wish | could agree," returned Thayner, softly. "Unfortunately, | stil
renmenber tough-going, even in this county."

"But the troubl emakers have gone. The sheriff said so -

"He said it once before."

"This time, he knows," assured Janice. "He and his nmen have searched
everywhere, even up in Rocky Cave. They have inquired at every farnhouse, and
no one has seen a sign of the crooks. They can't possibly be around, Carl."

Thayner gave a grunt of agreenment, as the roadster swung a curve. Janice
lifted her head, then pointed.

"We're passing Kendry's farm" she said. "Turn right at the next
crossroads, Carl."

The crossroads | oomed. Renenbering how he had m sgauged the gateway at
Seven Caks, Thayner gave the car a sharp turn. This time, the nove was the
wrong one. Thayner was caught by an opposite situation. He made the turn
easily
enough, but pronptly wi shed that he hadn't.

Piled in the car's path was a barricade of fence rails; boxes, and other
assorted junk that formed an absol ute obstacle.

Thayner tranped the brakes in time to prevent a crash, for the barricade
was well back fromthe crossing. There was purpose in its position; it hadn't
been visible fromthe corner. The ruse had pulled the roadster right into the
trap.

MEN were springing fromboth sides of the barricade, with guns. Thayner
had a revol ver, one that he had wi sely borrowed from Melridge's study, and he
grabbed it as he shoved Janice out through the far door. Pointing the girl
toward the crossroads, Thayner swung to aim at approachi ng crooks.

Just then, Janice screaned. Two other men had bobbed up from bushes
besi de
the road, to seize her. As Thayner sprang in to aid, they choked his gun arm
but he managed to deliver worthwhile strokes. His battle couldn't |ast,
however, and Janice, seeing the reason, gave a frantic warning cry.

Then men fromthe barricade had rounded the roadster and were headi ng for
the strugglers. They weren't all who were conming into the fray. Flickering
nmoonl i ght, bobbing flashlights showed half a dozen others at the crossroads,
coming in to cut off any flight.

Then - how it happened, Janice could scarcely guess - rescue cane. Not in
a human shape, but in the formof a zoom ng juggernaut - a fast-noving car
t hat
lunged like a great creature of the darkness from across the crossroads.

Lights out, the driver of that car had picked his final objective by the
moon's feeble glow. Upon the nobsters before they realized it, he was bearing
down |ike a nonster of destruction

Attackers heard the car's approaching roar and went into spinning dives
for safety, popping their guns blindly at the rocketing thing that threatened
their finish. They were ready to harry this arrival, to force himto a crash
agai nst the barricade.

Per haps they had forgotten The Shadow. The supposed fakery conmitted by
Trigg Ungrel had nade themthink that their archfoe was no longer in the
terrain. But the fierce challenge that issued fromthe zoom ng car pronptly
di sillusioned them

It was a peal of mighty mirth, its nockery |ouder than the notor's roar
its taunts punctuated with the stabs of a gun that knifed introductory
nessages
wi th tongues of flane.

The | augh of The Shadow, backed by the prowess of the famed fighter in
bl ack!



CHAPTER VI I |
DEATH ON THE H GHWAY

CRI ME had found its crossroads a turning point where anything m ght
happen. Crooks knew it, as The Shadow s car stopped with a swerving jerk, so
sudden that the thugs fired short of it, into a blinding path that issued from
its headlights when the driver pressed the swtch.

The gl are showed Janice, struggling bravely against a pair of brawny
enem es. She was ripping free fromhands that clutched her collar and sl eeves,
as they sought to choke her into silence and suppress her struggles. Thayner
meanwhi l e, was fighting with another pair, who had hi m backed agai nst the
enbankment besi de the road.

There were shouts fromthe remaining crooks, the voice of Clint Flenn
boom ng | ouder than the rest. They were calling upon their pals to hurry; to
help themsettle their archfoe, The Shadow. Gunners who had fired in front of
t he qui ck-stopping car now turned their guns toward the driver's seat.

By then, The Shadow was gone. Hi s tactics, however, differed fromhis
normal formof battle. He had to gauge his work upon his own condition
renmenbering that one | eg woul d buckl e under strain; that he nmust depend upon a
si ngl e gun, because of his weakened arm In a way, necessity favored The
Shadow.

As flashlights showed the vacant space behind the wheel, Cint Flenn
shout ed war ni ngs. He expected The Shadow either to swoop down upon his main
crew, or to go to the rescue of Janice and Thayner

The Shadow did neither. He had gone as far as he capably could; to the
front of his coupe. There, braced across the hood, he was just back of the
shi ni ng headl i ghts.

Wth the notor as a shield between hinself and Clint's main crew, The
Shadow st abbed wel | -ai med shots at spurting guns. The crooks didn't have
strong
shelter, |ike The Shadow. Their responding shots were too wild to find The
Shadow s head and shoul ders, the only marks avail abl e.

As on a previous night, The Shadow was deal i ng deadly damage with his
. 45,

t hough his present marksmanshi p was conparatively sl ow

As wounded foenen how ed, their conpanions went for shelter, dragging the
cripples with them dint Flenn was smart enough to realize that the barricade
woul d serve them as an entrenchnment, so they went in that direction

Cogni zant of Cint's plans, The Shadow had purposely refrained from
ai di ng
Jani ce and Thayner. He knew that the thugs intended to kidnap the girl; that
t hey considered Thayner, alive, to be nore useful than dead. Therefore, the
two
were in no i medi ate danger. Under present circunstances, Cint wanted Thayner
brought al ong wi th Jani ce.

Had dint's four henchmen dragged their two prisoners to the barricade,

t hey woul d have handi capped The Shadow, for his shots could spell doomto the
captives as well as the crooks. But the four did otherw se, despite dint's
new

shouts. The Shadow was baiting them He was on their side of the car, where

t hey

t hought they could get at him

One pair hurled Thayner into a ditch. The other two tried to do the sane
wi th Jani ce. She broke away, thanks to a ripping of her dress. Her belt, of
thin | eather, snapped as a hand gave it a hard tug.

Tripping, Janice rolled into the ditch, and the two thugs thought that
they had flung her there. Like the other pair, they wheeled to open fire on



The
Shadow.

A fresh gun answered their fusillade. Steady jabs seemed to issue from
their own stream of bullets!

They rui ned one of the headl anps; they battered the radiator, fender, and
hood with red-hot |lead. But their blind barrage did no damage to the human
target that they sought. Only The Shadow s bullets were driving hone.

One crook twirled; then another. Bullets exhausted, the remaining pair
broke for cover, stunbling across their sprawing pals. Al that saved them
was
the tinely action of dint Flenn. He fired at the other headlight, snashing
it.

Dar kness enabl ed the other men to reach the barri cade.

SI MPLE, but effective, strategy accounted for The Shadow s success
agai nst
four frenzied fighters. The bl ack-cl oaked marksman had fl attened hi nsel f al ong
t he runni ng board when the barrage began. H's gun was thrust between the wide
front fender and the side of the hood, its nmuzzle projecting beneath the
headl i ght .

Opponents had fired close, but not close enough. The nearest shot was the
one that had smashed the headlight, but the netal structure of the lanp itself
had stopped the bullet. The curved front of the fender had diverted other
bul | ets.

Still, dint and his crew were dangerous. The only way to offset the
barricaded tribe was to take advantage of the cars, because the crooks had
none
at hand.

Though badly battered, The Shadow s coupe was still serviceable; he could
use it for his own purposes. The roadster would do for Janice and Thayner to
make their getaway.

Li ke The Shadow, Thayner recognized that fact. He shouted for Janice to
get to the car. She called back that she was starting, and shots pronmptly
spurted fromthe barricade, in the direction of the voices. At this stage,
Adint preferred to blast the rescued victins, rather than | et them get away.

Fortunately, those shots were wide in the darkness. There was a scranble
as Thayner, up fromthe ditch, nade a dive across the enbanknent. He still had
his gun, and he opened fire fromthe brush, to cover Janice's flight.

Such shots were a give-away, but dint's crew couldn't take advantage.
The
Shadow had rel oaded, and was bonbardi ng t hem anew over the front of his
bl acked- out car.

Thi nki ng Jani ce safe, Thayner took to the woods, as Cint bellowed for
some of his men to "go after the guy." Two of the crooks darted for the woods,
fromthe far side of the barricade, but by then, Thayner had a start. The
Shadow di d not worry about him The present problemwas Janice.

dint had heard Thayner's order to the girl. Should Janice reach the
roadster and start it, she would pronptly beconme a target for Cint's huddl ed
mar ksnen. Thayner had overl ooked the fact, but not The Shadow. He had a plan
to
i nsure Janice's safe flight.

Swi ngi ng from beside his car, The Shadow flung out an arm and caught
Jani ce as she passed

The girl started a shriek, which a gloved hand pronptly suppressed.
Weaponl ess, Janice clutched her dangling belt, tried to flay The Shadow w th
t he puny weapon. She couldn't wench free, for The Shadow cl anped her arns
behi nd her, instead of nerely gripping her tattered dress. Then, at the tone
of
a whi spered voice, Janice's wits returned.



She realized that this blocker could not be a foe; that it was he who had
really brought rescue and borne the brunt of battle against her actua
eneni es.

To her mind flashed a recollection of that strange bl ack-cl oaked figure
that she had seen upon the |awn at Seven Gaks. She remenbered Thayner's hazy
talk of gunfire at the gates; how the sheriff had spoken of some departing car
at the tinme when Vul can had given the deputies a goi ng-over.

This being with the weird whisper was a friend; he was taking advant age
of
alull in battle to offer Janice a sure nmeans of escape. The Shadow spoke,
referring to dint's crew.

"They are waiting," he undertoned, "until you start the roadster. \Wether
or not | open fire, you will be the target."

A hopel essness swept Jani ce. She heard popping shots fromthe woods, far
enough off to tell that Thayner was well away. She wondered if the same route
woul d be best for her. But The Shadow deenmed ot herw se.

Hi s whi sper seenmed tuned to the throb of the coupe's notor, which was
still running, its idling note the only sound anm d the new | ull

"Cet to the roadster,"” said The Shadow. "But make no nove to start it
until you hear -"

H s words ended. Close to Janice's ear canme a suppressed senbl ance of a
| augh; a shivery touch of nockery, even in its mniature echo. The girl
under st ood.

When she heard that taunt - The Shadow s challenge - in full force, she
was to make her departure in Thayner's car. The Shadow woul d do the rest; but
how he woul d nanage it, Janice did not guess.

UNDER The Shadow s nudge, Janice crept toward the roadster, carefully
skirting anay fromits dinmed |ights. The Shadow, neanwhile, was opening the
door of his own car.

Silently, he swung hinself into the coupe and settled behind the wheel
In
the midst of a conplete blackness, he slipped the | ever noiselessly into gear

One foot on the clutch, the other on the accel erator, The Shadow kept one
hand upon the wheel. His other fist gripped an automatic, as he cal cul ated the
brief interval that Janice required to reach her goal

Then, like an invisible thunderbolt, came The Shadow s prom sed stroke.

Vague noonlight showed the barricade, but gave no view of the enem es who
crouched there, ready with their guns. How or in what spots they lurked did
not
concern The Shadow. He was thinking in |larger ternmns.

Hs left foot rel eased one pedal, as his right pressed the other. There
was a roar as he launched the powerful coupe into a terrific lunge, straight
for the center of the barricade!

At the same nmonent, The Shadow | aughed. His fierce nockery accel erated
even faster than the car. Higher, |ouder than the roar of the nmotor, it broke
into a shivery crescendo, as the coupe juggernauted down upon the barrier like
a mammot h bullet in itself. The wild break of The Shadow s taunt was a
pr ophecy
of the crash that cane a second |ater.

Smearing the center of the barricade, the coupe smashed fence rails |ike
t oot hpi cks. The splintering rails acted like |levers, that catapulted boxes,
barrels, and other objects high into the air. Amid that splintering shower
went
the figures of scattering foenen.

A few were in the mddle of the crash. They were flung |ike creatures of
straw and bashed by the descending debris. The rest were staggered by the
shock, for even the fringes of the barricade were hurl ed agai nst enbanknents,
where the weckage poured back |ike recedi ng waves.



Qut of that mass cane reeling figures of men bent only on flight, anong
them dint Flenn. They woul d have been hel pl ess quarry for The Shadow, had he
been able to spy them but, like a powerful Samson, The Shadow had received
t he
fruits of his self-nade disaster

The stout structure of the coupe saved The Shadow from destruction. The
car's turret top was dented, its body twisted. Hurled forward despite his
bracing efforts, The Shadow s head net the car top

Sagged behind the wheel, he felt his senses sw nmng; his hand coul dn't
keep its grip upon the automatic. Like a sound fromfar away, The Shadow heard
t he weapon thud the ruined running board bel ow the w ndow.

There was anot her sound, actually nmore distant. It was the snort of the
roadster, as Janice backed the car to the crossroads and hurriedly swing it
about. She was starting back along the road to Seven Oaks, hoping to get aid.

Monentarily, though, the girl paused. She wasn't worried about Thayner;
she felt that he had surely reached safety. Janice's concern was for The
Shadow.

Then, fromthe ruins of the barricade, the girl heard a repetition of The

Shadow s | augh. She didn't realize that the mrth was forced, mechanical. It
seened a call, telling her to foll ow orders and make a quick departure. Janice
started away.

As the roadster's purr faded, The Shadow still thought that he could hear

its throb. It dawned upon himgradually that the sound was wheezy, that it
cane

fromthe notor of his own car. Bunper, fenders, radiator, had borne the shock
The car could still be driven

Shoving into reverse, The Shadow backed the coupe in wabbly fashion. It
zi gzagged to the crossroads, nmade a somewhat |ucky swi ng about. Its notor was
banging; rims were clattering as they pressed flattened tires. Neverthel ess,
the car started forward when The Shadow jerked it into gear and took the
direction opposite to Janice's.

There was a shout fromthe shattered barricade. Guns gave spasnodic
bursts. dint Flenn had seen the maneuver of The Shadow s crippled car and was
trying to rally his bruised and battered crew, to attenpt a pursuit. The idea
was futile; the nobsters had no cars at hand, and they could hardly drag
t hensel ves together at dint's call

Fromthe fading, wabbly clatter that dw ndl ed off along the other road,
Adint heard the trailing tone of a strained, yet triunphant, |augh

A crippled battler was | eaving. He had delivered rescue, and was bound
for
shelter of his own. Death on the highway had found nen of crinme. It was not
for

The Shadow
CHAPTER | X
NEW TRAGEDY

TO Jani ce Melridge, as she sped along in the roadster, the highway was a
mass of flow ng paving that she no | onger recognized. The first bend that she
took nearly ditched the car. Wen Janice applied the brakes, the roadster
skewed around in the middle of the road and halted, |eaving her wilted and
br eat hl ess.

She was only a half mle fromthe crossroads, but she felt safe, unti
she
realized the car's bad position. In gingerly fashion, Janice worked the
roadst er
straight, started its stalled notor and prepared for new flight.

Sounds from far back made her listen. She heard a netallic bang-bang,



t hat
gradual |y faded on the night air. She fancied, too, that she heard little

bursts, like gunshots. It occurred to her that The Shadow rmust have taken his
own course; that enemes were still around. It would be better for her to
travel on.

Proof of that fact cane when guns spoke from somewhere in the woods that
fl anked the road. They seenmed off at an angle, and meant that prowl ing crooks
could still be after Thayner. But with her first fright ended, Janice decided
that the shots were good tokens. They neant that Thayner was still at |arge.

She had an urge to wait, and aid him She had pressed the bright lights
and they would guide himto the roadster. Then it struck her that the prow ing
mar auders could see the lights, too, and that there were at |east two of them
giving thema better chance of finding Janice first.

From the noment that thought gripped her, Janice imgined things. The
whi sper of the breeze, the creak of trees, becanme the approach of nonstrous
nmen
i ntent upon capturing her, despite The Shadow s earlier effort.

Fright mingling with reason, Janice started on her way again, assuring
herself that a quick return to Seven Caks was the best course for herself and
Carl. In addition, it could bring aid to The Shadow i f he needed it.

The speedometer was clinmbing to fifty as Janice steadied for the next
turn, a fewtenths of a mle ahead. She could take it at this speed, for her
hands were tighter on the wheel and she did not intend to slacken

The curve was through the woods - a | ow enbankment on one side. Janice
wanted to get past it, for beyond, the road was straight.

As she struck the turn, her own shriek mngled with that of the brakes.
Instinct ended Janice's wi sh for speed, as a man cane |lunging fromthe brush,
right into her path.

Janice saw his flinging arnms; if his feet had responded, he m ght have
been able to save hinself. But he couldn't clutch the bushes; instead, he
stunbl ed.

Jani ce yanked the wheel as something heavy thudded the car front. One
[ight went blank; but the other showed the man's whirling figure, tossed into
a
wi ndm ||l sprawl. Then the figure was gone, and the car was reeling onward from
ditch to ditch.

It was at least a hundred feet before Janice could stop it. The front
wheel s had clinbed the enbankment and the car was tilted at a sharp angle to
the left. Sl unping behind the wheel, Janice nearly fell out across the
roadster's door.

In her daze, she heard a voice call. She thought it could be the man that
she had struck; then knew it couldn't be. The voice was fromthe woods; Janice
heard soneone scranbling al ong through the brush

It nust be that the crooks were coming, but Janice did not care. @Qunfire,
the smashing of a barricade, seemed fair enough; but this |atest tragedy was
different.

The man fromthe enbanknment coul dn't have stopped the roadster. Perhaps
he
hadn't wanted to halt the car. He m ght have been a hunted man, |ike Thayner
In
fact - the thought horrified Janice - he could even have been Carl

If only the poor chap hadn't stunbled! The whole thing was terrible, and
Jani ce, unm ndful of her own plight, broke into convul sive sobs. Then, her
head
was resting on a shoul der, she was sliding fromthe car, into strong arns that
enbr aced her.

She could hardly believe that it was Carl's voice, saying: "Janice!" The
whol e thing seenmed a flashback into the past, when they had been driving
happily on their way to Cherry Tree Inn

"What happened, Janice?" inquired Thayner, as he panted. "I heard the



brakes, saw the lights junp, while | was in the woods. | didn't know the road
was so near."
"I struck sonebody," the girl sobbed. "A man who stunbled right in front

of me. | nust... must have killed him"

"Probably one of those rascals who were houndi ng me through the woods,"
observed Thayner, bitterly. "It's just our luck that we should run into them
again."

PLACI NG Jani ce upon a grassy knoll, Thayner fished in the roadster for a
flashlight. His revolver was enpty and he had no spare amunition
nevertheless, he told Janice to wait while he went back and | ooked at the dead
man on the road.

Warily, Thayner kept to the brush, and Janice felt anxious nonments when
his light tenporarily di sappeared. At last, it nmoved in sight again; it roved
the center of the road and finally stopped.

After a |l ong pause, Janice heard Thayner's guarded call, saw the
flashlight move in beckoning fashion:
"Jani ce!"

The girl hurried back. As she neared Thayner, she saw the crunpled thing
that lay at his feet and stifled a gasp

"I don't want to |ook, Carl -"

"I'"d rather you did," said Thayner, soberly. "It's not bad, Janice."

"You nmean he isn't dead?"

"I mean he is dead. Killed instantly, which was fortunate. The sight
isn't
horri bl e, though. The poor chap never knew what hit him"

The words "poor chap" inpressed Janice. She stared into the light, as
Thayner turned it. She saw the dead nman. His figure was badly tw sted, his
head
had a tilt that neant his neck was broken, and there were streaks of bl ood
upon
his face. But, as Thayner had said, he didn't |ook horrible.

He was nore |like a crushed bird, or some wild creature of the forest that
had fallen into sone unexpected trap. In a way, his face | ooked peaceful, as
t hough resigned to the sudden stroke of fate.

As she stared, Janice knew why Thayner had summoned her. This man
coul dn't
be one of the crowd who had |aid the barricade at the crossroads.

Hi s stubbly-bearded face, the square hand that |ay pal mup across his
chest, nmade Janice class himas a farmer. His clothes, too, fitted the part.
They were rough and spoke of honest toil. As Thayner turned the flashlight,
Jani ce saw a shotgun lying in the road beside the body.

The doubl e-barrel ed weapon added to the farmer inpression. Janice decided
that the man nust have flung it ahead of himwhen he tripped fromthe
enbankment. It indicated that he lived in the nei ghborhood; that sounds of the
gunfire must have drawn himto the scene.

A terrible recollection flashed to Janice, as Thayner turned the Iight on
t he dead face again.

"I know who he is!" the girl gasped. "Joshua Kendry - the farner who
l'ives
all al one out here! You renenber - you nust, Carl! - that | mentioned Kendry's
farm™

Thayner nodded; he caught Janice as she swayed. The girl plucked her torn
dress, felt the dangling belt, but couldn't seemto grasp it. She was sobbing
again at the thought of this unnecessary death, when Thayner started her
gently
back to the car.

"What are we going to do about it?" Janice pleaded. "Can't you do
somet hi ng, Carl ?"



"The best thing is to go back to Seven QGaks," returned Thayner, his tone
worried. "W nustn't forget that our enem es, whoever they are, may still be
prow i ng about."

"But we can't |eave Kendry lying where he is. If those same nen should
find him-"

"They can't hurt him Hi s troubles are over, Janice. W must think of our

own.

THAYNER t ook the wheel, with Janice beside him and worked the roadster
one headlight working only, fromits tilted position. Monlight was
reappeari ng
as they retraced the route to Seven Oaks, but Janice's thoughts of ronmance
wer e
gone. She | ooked very forlorn as she shrank deep in the seat, keeping here
eyes
away from the w ndshiel d.

Mere sight of the road, rolling in beneath the wheels, brought back
i npressions of a helpless, sprawing figure unable to save itself from
destruction. At nonents, Janice's |lips phrased words, always the sane
horrified
st at ement :

"I killed him"

The car was nearing Seven Qaks, when Thayner interrupted in an earnest
t one.

"You mustn't keep saying that, Janice. You weren't responsible for what
happened. Those nen who tried to anbush us are the ones to blame. They forced
you to drive the car at an uncontrolled speed, in order to escape them"

"Still, people will say that | was driving -"

"They will if you tell them" interposed Thayner. "But why tell then? By
this time, those shots at the crossroads may have been reported. The sheriff
will find evidence enough to blane Kendry's death on the ruffians who attacked

us.

"But they didn't kill him"

"They were actually responsible. They are nurderers at heart. Sonetimes
it
is difficult to prove guilt against such rascals. Another count charged
agai nst
themw || be hel pful."

There was logic in Thayner's statement. Ordinarily, Janice would not have
cared to shift blame from herself to anyone else. But this case, as Thayner
argued it, was one wherein such a process was justified. As he swung the
roadster between the gates of Seven Oaks, Thayner voiced an afterthought.

"I believe it was all a put-up job," he declared. "Those rogues were out
for revenge, because | escaped them before. The trucker who told you about the
Cherry Tree Inn was probably one of their band. They wanted us to go over that
route tonight."

"That could be true, Carl!" exclained Janice. "I understand, now, why
Vul can grow ed when the fell ow was around.”

“I"1l put the car in the garage,"” decided Thayner. "Let me talk to Dr.
Heverly. You scanper in through the side door, Janice. Get upstairs and put on
sone ot her clothes."

Wal king fromthe garage to the front door, Thayner brushed his clothes
and
made t hem presentabl e. Vul can had been growing in his kennel; apparently, he
hadn't recognized the car when it arrived. But Janice stopped to soothe the
bi g
dog while on her way to the side door. Hurrying upstairs, the girl changed her
attire.

The process was a rapid one. Her ripped dress practically fell apart when



she gave a tug at one shoulder. The belt was no |l onger dangling: it was gone.
Ri ddi ng hersel f of nuddi ed shoes and damaged stockings, Janice slid her feet
into slippers, then put on a negligee. By the light of a dressing table |anp,
she restored her nake-up and fluffed her hair.

Strolling downstairs, she heard voices fromthe study, and approached.
Her
father was there with Heverly, and Thayner was telling thema credible yarn
about finding the Cherry Tree Inn closed when they arrived there. Thayner
turned to Janice as she entered the study.

"You're a great one!" he jollied. "You started ne out to find a place
t hat
wasn't open after all. You forgot the road, and took us all over the county!
Say, doc" - he turned to Heverly - "how do you get to Cherry Tree Inn
anyway ?"

"Driving fromhere," nused Heverly, "I would take the road past Kendry's
farm™

"Kendry's farn®?" repeated Thayner. Then, to Janice: "W didn't go past
that place, did we?"

The girl shook her head. Her response was truthful. They hadn't passed
Kendry's farm The entrance to the farmwas just beyond the barricade.

"I"'msorry, Carl," said Janice, with a smle. "I really did get m xed
tonight. What's nore, we didn't get our dinner. I'll go out to the kitchen and
cook up sonething."

AS Jani ce turned away, she noticed the portrait of her father's friend,
Howard Loyden. Its face | ooked severe, but the girl fancied that she saw an
understandi ng smle beneath the iron-gray nustache.

As she reached the hallway, she recalled another personality; that of a
being in bl ack, whose face she had not seen but whose whispered words stil
echoed in her mnd

She had found a true friend in the rescuer who had cone from shadows and
returned to them He did not know of the accident that marred Janice's flight
fromthe crossroads, but he would piece the facts when he heard of Kendry's
deat h.

Woul d The Shadow approve the course that Janice had taken, at the advice
of Carl Thayner?

The girl felt that The Shadow woul d. She was certain, too, that if she
needed further aid, her cloaked friend would provide it. The thought conforted
her .

Lull ed by the recollection, Janice Melridge failed to foresee that
crine's
thrusts were not yet finished; that she would need The Shadow s help far nore
t han she had toni ght!

CHAPTER X
CLUES TO THE FUTURE

OTHER t hi ngs were happeni ng whil e Jani ce and Thayner made their return
trip to Seven Gaks; events that were to have an inportant bearing upon the
future. El sewhere, persons had taken it upon thenselves to cover certain
details of the evening.

Driving his battered coupe back to Northdal e, The Shadow stopped short of
the town and worked the battered vehicle into an autonobile graveyard near the
outskirts. One of a few hundred ruined vehicles, the coupe would not be
noti ced
in its new surroundi ngs. Had The Shadow taken the car to the hotel parking
| ot



its condition woul d have been a gi ve-away.

Bundl i ng cl oak and hat over his arm The Shadow did some |inping of his
own, finally reaching his hotel room He called Melridge' s and spoke to Dr.
Heverly; he |l earned that the physician was ready to | eave Seven Qaks.

Getting into bed, The Shadow whi spered a weary | augh as he settled his
head into the pill ows.

The fact that Heverly was | eaving gave proof that Jani ce and Thayner had
returned. Since Heverly promised to stop by and see Cranston, there would be a
chance of piecing further facts tonight.

QUT by the crossroads, occasional noonlight showed a frantic band at
wor k.

Adint Flenn and his crew had not fared as badly as might have been expect ed.
They had been wary in their fray with The Shadow, and |uck had al so played a
part.

It happened that the crooks hit hardest in the early fray had chosen the
center of the barricade. It was dint's doing, for he expected a flank attack
and therefore put the strongest nmen on the fringes.

VWhen The Shadow turned his car into a battering-ram and reduced the
barrier to pulp, dint's cripples were the ones who took the major shock

As matters stood, Cint had to dispose of some bodies; but the living
menbers of his outfit were in conparatively good shape, and Cdint put nost of
themto work, disposing of the bodies and clearing up the ruined barricade,
whi ch they dunmped in a cornfield.

The two who had chased Thayner returned, reporting that they had | ost
hi m
The news made Cint rush the workers.

"We've got to cover our tracks," decided dint. "Make it |ook like
not hi ng
happened here. It will make Thayner and the danme | ook |ike saps, when they
tel
their tale to the sheriff.

"We' || snatch the doll later, and old yap sheriff will figure tonight's
stunt was a build-up, with Thayner faking hero stuff to kid the danme. Only,
we' ve got to be away before old yap cones along."

Havi ng restored the scene to a peaceful look, Cint's crew went to
Kendry's farmhouse, where their amateur nedico, Doc, had patched sone
crippl es.

d ancing around, dint demanded:

"Where's Kendry?"

There were shrugs in reply. dint concentrated upon a sallow, squeam sh
crook whose chief distinction was a tiny nustache that | ooked |ike sonething
he
had tried to sniff, and fail ed.

"What about it, Mouser? You were here with Kendry."

Mouser nodded.

"dd Josh wanted to get in on the fun," he said. "He | oaded up his
shotgun, so | went along with him W heard The Shadow s ha-ha before we got
to

the crossroads. | cane over to help you, and old Josh went chasing after
Thayner."

dint gave a sneer

"You mean Josh Kendry lamred," he said. "If any of the sheriff's bunch
catch up with him he'll say we moved in on himw thout his wanting it.

"Come on, all of you" - dint swng to the cromd - "and fix up this joint
like it was when we found it. We'll make a liar out of Kendry, too. Then we'll

head to anot her place that | know about."



AT about the time when dint and his tribe were | eaving Kendry's farm
Dr.

Heverly stopped at the Northdale Hotel, to visit his patient there. Heverly
found Cranston weaker, and used the fact as an argument in favor of his
earlier

advi ce.

"You need rest, as | said," insisted Heverly. "Wat have you been doing -
worryi ng yoursel f weary?"

"l suppose so," replied The Shadow, in a tired tone. "I've been thinking
how much | woul d have enjoyed a trip to the Cherry Tree Inn."

"Better forget it," said Heverly, as he shook a thernonmeter. "The inn
isn't open after all. Carl Thayner told ne so, when he came back with Janice
Mel ridge."

"At least, they had a pleasant ride."

"They didn't seemto think so. They took the wong road, and had trouble
finding the place. Thayner was hungry and Janice was tired, when they arrived
hore. "

As Heverly left, he failed to hear the whispered | augh that cane from
Cranston's lips. The Shadow was rat her pleased that neither Thayner nor Janice
had reported the battle at the crossroads. Then, his low mrth ending, he
began
to probe for sone hidden reason for their silence.

None was apparent until norning, when Dr. Heverly called. Finding his
patient conpletely rested, the physician displayed a copy of the flinmsy |oca
newspaper. It had a large headline, telling of tragedy. There wasn't a mention
of any battle at the crossroads. The news concerned an unfortunate farmer
named
Joshua Kendry, who had been killed and I eft on the road by a hit-and-run
driver.

"I've seen the body,"

decl ared Heverly. "Kendry was certainly struck
har d.
Killed instantly."

"Any clues to the driver?" inquired The Shadow.

"Afew " replied the doctor. "The sheriff gathered all the fragnents of a
broken |l ens from a headl anp. He found a chunk of the car's front bunper. Those
ought to be enough to trace the car."

"But not necessarily the driver."

"There's other evidence," insisted Heverly. "A strip of leather, with a
buckl e, was found near the body. It m ght have bel onged to Kendry, but the
sheriff doubts it."

"Ny 2"

"I't wasn't anything he'd use around the farm It's a |ight strap, al nost
like a belt, which it may be."

Heverly spread the newspaper, showed the paragraph where the story was
continued. The nentioned clues were |listed, as Heverly had given them Reading
t he account, after Heverly had gone, The Shadow | earned that the various
exhibits were under |ock and key in the sheriff's office.

There had been too much crime around Northdal e, according to Sheriff
Rawl ey, and he intended to investigate the hit-and-run death of Kendry in a
scientific way.

Thi s was Saturday, and on Monday the sheriff expected a technical expert
from New York. Such nen had ways of renolding broken | enses and identifying
odd
parts of autonobiles, to |learn the make and nodel of the cars in question

As for the strap, it would be dusted for fingerprints, its |eather
anal yzed and traced to the manufacturer. By the tinme the expert was finished
with the job, Northdal e woul d know whose car killed Kendry and who had dropped
the strip of |eather on the road.

The fact that Kendry was carrying a shotgun neant little to the sheriff.
In this locality, it was usual for a farmer to take al ong such a weapon,



particul arly since highwaynen had recently been in the vicinity.

To The Shadow, of course, the whol e case was plain. The car was Thayner's
roadster; the strap, Janice's belt. As for Kendry, he deserved what he had
recei ved, for The Shadow knew that the farner had been harboring dint Flenn
and the big-shot's band of outl aws.

It was easy, too, to account for the silence that Janice and Thayner were
preserving. Alnost in detail, The Shadow could picture their conversation on
the trip back to Seven Caks. He al so saw how such silence mght bring them
troubl e, because dint Flenn had covered up his tracks.

Whet her dint knew of Kendry's death hardly mattered. He woul d probably
have pl ayed his gane the same. Looking through the newspaper, The Shadow found
not hing that furnished a newlead to dint. The only other story of any
consequence concerned an associ ation of businessnmen in Northdal e.

Al armed by recent crimes, particularly the wild ride that crooks had
t aken
al ong the main street, the businessmen had demanded special protection. Today
was Saturday, and the nerchants expected the usual week-end influx of farners.
Busi ness was al ways good in Northdal e on Saturday afternoon and eveni ng.

The | ocal bank closed at noon. Merchants were in the habit of holding
funds for deposit on Monday norning. Fearing robberies, they wanted the
sheriff
to put deputies on duty, guarding the stores over the week end; a heavy order
since at |least twenty nen woul d be required.

In vain had Sheriff Rawl ey asked the bank to open in the evening. He had
argued with the merchants, clainmng that danger of new crine was past; but
t hey
woul d not listen. So the sheriff had finally announced that he woul d take
char ge
of the funds hinself and keep themin his office safe from Saturday m dni ght
until Monday norning.

The Shadow estimated that the cash would total about five thousand
dollars. As he folded the newspaper, he gazed fromthe hotel w ndow.

Down the street, he saw the ol d-fashi oned courthouse, set back behind
r ows
of ancient elnms. He knew the | ocation of the sheriff's office, on the second
floor of the secluded buil ding.

O f beyond the town, The Shadow saw the road to Seven Caks and the tiny
mass of trees that surrounded the Melridge estate. In the distance, dimin the
norni ng haze, were rocky hills, the probable habitat of Cint Flenn and his
outlaw tri be, who could no | onger stay at Kendry's.

There was a keen glint to The Shadow s eyes, as they pictured how that
same scene woul d | ook after dark. Then, Northdal e woul d be bl anketed by night,
alikely setting for crime. Also a proper surrounding for The Shadow,
relentless foe to nen of evil.

Clues fromthe past neant nore to The Shadow than they did to the | aw.
Those itens, including the sheriff's plan to keep certain funds in his
possession, were clues to the future.

The Shadow woul d not have to | ook for enem es tonight. They would cone to
hi m

CHAPTER Xl
MOVES AT M DNI GHT

THAT dint Flenn would keep posted on events in Northdal e was a foregone
concl usion to The Shadow.

Oovi ously, the crooks had pl anned their ambush the night before;
therefore, they nmust have found out that Janice and Thayner were going to
Cherry Tree Inn. It was probable, therefore, that Cint had somehow i nspired



the trip in question.

If dint could |l earn what was going on at Seven Oaks, he could keep tabs
on Northdale quite as easily. H s band of outlaws were an assorted | ot, and
The
Shadow had not seen all their faces.

To pick dint's spy fromthe many strangers who came to town at Saturday
afternoon was a task that The Shadow considered futile, particularly since he
was banki ng on sonet hing el se. The Shadow, therefore, sinply spent the day in
his hotel room in accord with Dr. Heverly's advice.

It was near dusk when a car crept up a wooded road anong the
distant-hills, took to a turnout and followed a streambed to a forest nook
where other cars were parked

The man who clinbed out was Myuser; other nobbies greeted their returning
pal , and conducted himup a steep path to a | edge.

There was a crevice in the rocks: the entrance to Rocky Cave, where the
sheriff had searched for the m ssing crooks while they were hiding out at
Kendry's. Entering, Muser found Cint Flenn in a rough-hewn cavern
surrounded
by menbers of the nobster crew.

Kerosene lanterns provided illum nation, but when Muser handed Cint a
copy of the Northdal e newspaper, the |eader carried it to a corner of the
cave.

There, a thin shaft of fading daylight penetrated from a higher crevice, nmuch
smal | er than the normal entrance.

In fact, the upper slit was so narrow, that a nan woul d have had trouble
squeezi ng through. That fact, plus an eighteen-foot drop to the cave floor
rendered it useless.

dint had his nmen keep a check on the crevice when they patrolled
out si de,
but he regarded it as nothing nmore than a speaking tube, and the space bel ow
it
served as a reading room during daytine.

Hol di ng t he newspaper under the streak of daylight, dint chuckled over
t he accounts of Kendry's death.

The Iight was fading as he finished reading it. dint shoved the paper in
hi s pocket and turned to the crew.

"The dane pl owed Kendry under," he chuckled. "That got rid of him and
it's put her in ajam Say - if she and Thayner told their story now, the
sheriff would call it an alibi! A phony one, too!"

I nasmuch as dint specialized in maki ng phony alibis seemreal, his pals
agreed that he could tell when the case was the other way about. Their guffaws
echoed | oudly through the cavern, until dint gave a sudden grow for silence.

"Maybe that's not so good," he argued. "If they put the armon the doll,
on a mansl aughter charge, we'll have a long wait before we can snatch her. Say
- 1'd like to yank that evidence out of the sheriff's office before they get
to
work on it!

"We could sell it to old man Melridge, as part of the ransom deal
Whul dn't that be slick, giving himhis daughter back and fixing it so she
woul dn't have to take the rap on the hit-and-run proposition? That woul d be
servicel"

What ever doubts Cint's followers had held of their |leader's nerits, al
were certainly dispelled by this new scheme. Trigg Ungrel had sown di scontent
anong these outlaws, and it had revived since the flight fromKendry's farm
But dint Flenn was w nning back the loyalty he once received, and nore.

"CGet this, too." dint wagged a finger, driving the point hone. "The Feds
won't be in on it. You can bet old Melridge won't call in Washington. W'l
tell him if he does, that we'll ship his darling daughter into town with the
evi dence agai nst her."

@ ancing at his watch, dint decided that it was time for the crewto eat



di nner, and get going. As he sunmed it, Northdal e was an ei ght-o'clock town,
dead as a cenetery by nine. It was Muser who put an objection
"Not on Saturday night," rem nded Mouser. "The town keeps awake unti

m dni ght, or pretty near. Wat's nore, the sheriff will be around his office
until then."

"How cone?"

"Take anot her gander at that bladder" - Mouser tapped the newspaper that
poked fromddint's pocket - "and you'll see why."

VWen dint read about the plan whereby the Northdal e merchants were to
pl ace their funds in Rawl ey's custody, he thwacked Muser's shoul ders so hard,
the frail crook nearly telescoped. dint fairly shouted the news to the
ot hers.

"Two jobs at one whack!" he gloated. "The storekeepers are leaving their
take with Rawl ey over tonight and Sunday. That neans a sock of dough, along
with the evidence against the Melridge dane. O K., we'll wait until mdnight."

HALFWAY bet ween Rocky Cave and Northdal e |ay Seven OGaks. There, as dusk
hovered over the ltalian Garden, Janice Melridge and Carl Thayner were engaged
in a worried conversation over the evidence that lay in the sheriff's office.

"I can't stand it nuch longer, Carl," said Janice. "Keeping your car
hi dden in the garage has worried nme all day. If anyone should go in there -"
"They won't," inserted Thayner. "Not since you noved Vul can's kennel over

by the garage. He seens to recognize his duty. | tested him and he grow ed
before | cane within forty feet."

"But what good will it do?" queried Janice. "By Mdnday, they'll have
traced your car. They'll come here to question you."
"Very well." Thayner spoke enphatically. "I shall tell themthat we ran

into trouble at the crossroads; that | turned about and drove for Seven Caks.
How coul d | have seen Kendry -"

"How coul d you have seen hi n®"

"Certainly." Thayner's tone was very steady. "W two are the only persons
who will ever know that you were driving the car. | intend to say that | was
at
the wheel, and | expect you to back ny statenent."

"But | couldn't, Carl -"

Jani ce's voice broke into sobs that she nuffled on Thayner's shoul der. He
was telling her that it would be all right; that their story would include
stopping the car to ook at the dead man, which would account for Janice's
bel t
being on the road. But Janice couldn't listen

"You'll go to prison, Carl!" she exclained, in a horrified tone. "Think
of
what that would nean!"”

"I"ve been in worse places," declared Thayner, calmy. "Wy should I nind
a few years, Janice, if | know that you are waiting for ne?"

The girl thought of many things to say, and tried to blurt themall at
once. The burden of her words was that she should be held to blame and would
have to bear the consequences.

"I couldn't make you a crimnal, Carl," said Janice, finally. "It would
sinmply prove that | amone, instead. W couldn't be happy, ever, on such a
basis."

Thayner becane thoughtful; finally, he nodded. In a slow tone, he
decl ar ed:

"W nust equalize it, then, Janice. | shall put myself in your class.
Toni ght, | shall go down and renpve that evidence fromthe sheriff's office.”

"You couldn't, Carl -"

"Why not?" queried Thayner. "If | amcaught, | can adnmit the truth. But

i f
| succeed, you will be clear.™



Bef ore Janice could reply, a car cane wheeling into the drive. The girl
noti oned Thayner to the house, saying that they shouldn't be seen like a pair
of conspirators. Thayner hurried away fromthe garden just as the car swung up
by t he garage.

Jani ce dashed out to warn Dr. Heverly not to go too near to Vulcan's
kennel . The physician introduced a friend who had come with him Lanont
Cranston. Wile Janice was wel comng the visitor, Heverly went into the house
to see Lucretia Melridge.

As Janice turned toward the house, Cranston started to light a cigarette.
Apparently he didn't notice the direction that the girl had taken, for he
started the other way. He was nearing the garage, when Janice saw hi m and
rushed to overtake him

"Look out, M. Cranston!" she exclaimed. "Don't get close to Vul can!"

Cranston didn't seemto hear the warning. He was al nost at the kennel
Jani ce shrieked as a great, gray nass |looned up to neet him

A MOMENT | ater, the girl had stopped short in bew | dernent.

Vul can, the great man-eater, had reached the end of his chain with a
gr eat
| eap, which enabled himto | and both paws on Cranston's shoul der. But he
wasn' t
biting the stranger; he was nuzzling him |apping Cranston's face
affectionately with a tongue that swabbed |ike a Turkish sponge!

Hi s arm enbraci ng the Great Dane, Cranston settled Vulcan on his feet.
Even then, the dog's back was table high, so Cranston | et one armrest on
Vul can's neck, while his hand stroked the dog's head.

Janice, totally anazed, saw Cranston place the cigarette to his lips. It
wasn't |ighted; she supposed that Vul can's | appings had extinguished it.

As a matter of fact, Cranston didn't have a cigarette at all. The thing
that Jani ce saw was the whistle that he had shown Heverly. It still didn't
seem
to work when he blew it; but Janice, by then, was watching Vul can

The big dog pricked his ears, |ooked attentively at Cranston. He regarded
the stranger as an old friend, which was nost curious, considering Vulcan's
usual reluctance to get acquainted.

There was only one tinme that Janice could renenber when Vul can ni ght have
behaved this way. That was the tinme when she had seen The Shadow outsi de the
mansi on. At that, Janice wasn't sure that The Shadow had actually approached
t he kennel.

Wth a fond farewell pat to Vulcan, the remarkable M. Cranston
acconpani ed Janice into the house. He was introduced to Thayner, who pronptly
noti ced Janice's w de-eyed expression and showed concern hinself. A nere
flicker was Thayner's sol e change of countenance, but The Shadow observed it.

Entering the study, The Shadow shook hands with Grover Melridge; then
politely stepped aside, so Melridge could continue a conversation with
Heverly.

From t he doorway of the study, where he calmy lighted an actua
cigarette, The Shadow coul d see Jani ce and Thayner. They were too concerned to
notice him

The girl was telling Thayner what had happened at the kennel. Wth a
bl and
smle, Thayner showed his relief.

"So that was all it was," he declared. "I guess that Cranston is one of
t hose doggy chaps, the kind that even Vulcan would like. | was afraid he had
| ooked into the garage."

"No, he didn't," assured Janice. "But Carl, you can't mean that you're
going to the sheriff's office tonight."

"I am" insisted Thayner. "If | can borrow Bob's car. | certainly can't
use my own. | shall start before mdnight, and remenber - not a word to



anyonel!
Prom se. "

Jani ce nodded a prom se. The Shadow noved back into the study, as the two
cane to join those already there. He noticed Janice as she entered. \Wen the
girl's eyes went to Loyden's portrait, The Shadow s did the sane.

There wasn't the slightest change of expression to show that the picture
intrigued Lamont Cranston quite as much as it did Janice Melridge. Wien Bob
Melridge arrived, a little later, The Shadow again found tine to glance at the
portrait.

It was later, when Cranston had left with Heverly, that Janice pl eaded
again with Thayner. Smilingly, he resisted her appeals; the nost that he could
prom se was that if he should be caught, he would admit that Janice had been
driving his car the night before.

"I"ve talked to Bob," said Thayner. "He's leaving his keys in the car, so
that | can use it at any time. Don't worry, Janice. | won't start too early.”

SOON afterward, Thayner was chatting with Melridge. Janice found Bob and
drew himinto the study. Before she could begin to speak, she saw hi m nod.

"There's something on your mind, sis," declared Bob. "I was going to ask
you about it. Tell ne about |ast night. Was it Thayner's car?"

Jani ce nodded.

"And you were driving?"

Anot her nod. Janice wasn't breaking her prom se. She sinply couldn't keep
anything fromBob. They were twins; all their lives they had | ooked ali ke,
tal ked ali ke, thought alike.

"What does Carl want to do about it?" queried Bob. "Take the bl ane?"

"Yes," rejoined Janice. "Mre than that, he's borrow ng your car, so he
can go down and steal the evidence fromthe sheriff's office.”

"A good idea," returned Bob. "A stout fellow, Thayner. | like the chap."

"And | love him" blurted Janice. "You can't let him-"

"Take my car?" interrupted Bob, quickly. He |aughed, "Don't worry, sis."

O'ten, when Bob | aughed lightly, Janice found it difficult to guess what
was in his mnd. Besides, Bob was glancing at Loyden's portrait, and Janice
did
the sane. Wien she | ooked at the picture, it always occupied all her thoughts.

"Come on, Janice," suggested Bob. "Let's go out and chat with the others.
"Il have to tell Carl that I'musing the car this evening, and that | may be
getting hone pretty late.™

A great worry had dropped from Janice's mnd. Bob went out soon
afterward,
and as the evening waned; Janice began to feel really tired. She went to bed
before el even. As on a previous night, she found herself listening for
Vul can' s
bar ks, when she was undressing near the w ndow.

Jani ce could not hear Vul can; nor could she see him for his kennel was
even farther around the corner of the house.

In a sense, it was fortunate that Janice's wi ndow did not open toward the
garage. Had she seen the kennel, she would have been startled by the way a
bl otti ng darkness suddenly encroached upon it.

That dar kness produced a nuffed jangle from Vul can's chain. Wat happened
afterward was even nore amazing. A tall, cloaked shape stal ked across the
[ awn,
the figure of The Shadow. At the heels of the nysterious visitor was Vul can
freed of his chain.

More than an hour |ater, Janice awoke froma |light sleep, to hear the
di stant cl angs of the courthouse clock donging through the crisp night air.
She
counted the strokes; there were twelve. Confident that Bob would not fail her
Jani ce sighed and went back to sleep



M dnight. A nore inportant hour than even Janice realized. It was the
tinme
when noves were under way; when cross-purposes were at work. Men of crime were
banking on that hour. It was a tinme that Carl Thayner regarded as inportant;
as
did Janice's brother, Bob

Most inmportant of all, mdnight was The Shadow s hour. Yet even the
bl ack-cl oaked master of the night mght find his plans encunbered by the
unf or eseen!

CHAPTER Xl
QUT OF THE DARK

THE mi dni ght cl angs of the town clock jarred the old courthouse and
everything init, including Sheriff Raw ey. Rising fromhis desk, the sheriff
poked a couple of sleepy deputies and told themto cone al ong.

"M dni ght was what | said," he announced, "and m dni ght was what | neant.
"Tain't Saturday night no longer; it's Sunday norning. If anybody el se wants

his money | ooked out for, he can lock it up hinmself. |I've put over five
t housand dollars where it's going to stay, so |I've done ny share of the
bargain."

The sheriff gave a proud nudge toward a | arge, ol d-fashioned safe near
t he
corner of his anple office. He was very proud of that antique, and regarded it
as formdable. So it had been, in the days when safes were first invented. But
Sheriff Rawl ey regarded anything as tough to open that couldn't be handl ed
with
a pair of pliers.

H's rolltop desk was anot her exanple. It had a strong | ock, and that was
enough for the sheriff. There was a tin box lying on the desk; it bore a | abe
with the word "Exhibits" witten in red pencil

Rawl ey left the exhibit box where it was and slanmed the roll top, which
| ocked with a satisfactory click.

After turning out the lights, the sheriff |ocked the office and pocketed
t he key. Anyone could unlock that sane door with a skel eton key, and Raw ey
knew it, for he had used one when he lost his own key. But, as Raw ey put it,
nobody had any busi ness nonkeyi ng around the courthouse, so |ocking the office
was nmostly a formality.

The office had wi ndows, too, but, the sheriff never thought about them
One of those windows slid upward, as soon as Rawl ey had gone. A tiny
fl ashl i ght
bl i nked, as The Shadow swung across the sill.

He had made an easy clinmb fromthe ground bel ow, but when he turned to
t he
wi ndow again, his eyes were on the roof of an old horse shed that encroached
within twenty feet of the courthouse.

The Shadow pl aced the soundl ess whistle to his lips. There was a nuffled
scanper fromthe shed roof and a thing half as big as the wi ndow cane | urching
t hrough the space. Sheriff Raw ey woul dn't have bothered to | ock the door, had
he seen those bl azing eyes cone in at him He'd have kept going, right out to
the main street.

But the sheriff wasn't on hand. Only The Shadow greeted Vul can. Wth a
guiding blink of his tiny flashlight, he pointed the dog to the space between
the safe and the corner of the room There, Vulcan settled on his haunches and
began a patient wait.

Swi ngi ng outward, The Shadow drew t he wi ndow down and dropped fromthe
sill. Landing lightly on the ground, he skirted away fromthe courthouse. He
was counting on his inside ally to start the proceedi ngs as soon as anyone



entered. There wasn't any need to worry about Vul can. The big dog was posted
to
rout invaders.

No one would linger in the sheriff's office after a set-to with Vul can
Qut si de, The Shadow had assigned hinself to double duty. He intended to bl ock
of f anyone who fled fromthe courthouse, and at the sanme time be ready to
surprise incomng reserves.

It wasn't |ong before The Shadow caught signs of a nuffled glow within
t he
courthouse. Someone was using a flashlight, rather clumsily. Its light |eaked
out like the glow of a firefly cupped | oosely between two bands. It showed
from
t he stairway w ndows and paused, finally, in the upper hall.

The Shadow was where he could watch one of the sheriff's w ndows. The
light entered and began a series of prolonged blinks, a fact which intrigued
The Shadow.

The arrival couldn't be Thayner. The Shadow was sure that Vul can woul d
grow before the guest of Seven Oaks even entered the office. Perhaps the dog
woul d have been nore lenient with certain of dint's men, but he certainly
woul dn't have let themcross the threshold.

Looki ng across the street, The Shadow saw a car pause, then nove away. It
was a local car; it bore atin tag marked "Northdale." There was a chance t hat
it carried sone of Rawl ey's deputies; they night have noticed the light's |ast
bl i nk.

Matters weren't going as The Shadow wanted. He changed tactics and
approached the courthouse, taking a rear route. Al was silent and very bl ack
under a building' s shelter. As he neared the rear door, The Shadow heard
someone stunble; there was a clank as a dropped gun struck cemnent.

Anot her man pronptly supplied a flashlight, a very dumb thing to do. But
somet i nmes dunbness counted. It did on this occasion. A hoarse whi sper voiced:
"Douse that glim" and the offender let his light swing about, as he tried to
find the switch. It brought results that the owner didn't expect.

Between the light and the brick wall of the courthouse |oonmed a figure,
sil houetted as plainly as a picture flashed on a screen. Before The Shadow
could shift to darkness, a concert of rough voices lifted their battle cry:

"The Shadow "

ALL depended upon split-second sw ftness, which The Shadow supplied
before
the light actually reached him H s keen hearing had told himthat he was in
t he
mdst of dint Flenn's crew, the swing of the flashlight had come from an
angl e
that he coul d not dodge.

In the uncertain nmonents while the flashlight veered, The Shadow had
instinctively resol ved upon anot her course; one that could take care of
natters
here and in the sheriff's office. H s hands had gone to his cloak, to whip out
a
brace of autonatics.

The guns were ready, as the crooks gave their shout. Big nuzzles bl asted;
with their thunder, The Shadow i ssued a nocki ng peal of |aughter that brought
vol | eys of echoes fromthe courthouse wall. He wasn't aimng for the crooks;
not even for the man who bl azed the light. He wanted to scatter them and the
shots did.

Li ke scared rabbits, the outlaws scudded for shelter. As they rolled
behi nd shrubbery and trees, they jabbed return shots with their guns, a course
that they i mmediately regretted. Meeting The Shadow on his own terns was
al ways



poor policy, and this fight was on the cloaked fighter's terns, though his
foemen did not know it.

He knew every niche of the oddly built courthouse; otherw se, he would
not
have acted as he did. H s shots cane while he was on the nove, picking corners
that he had | ooked over that very afternoon fromhis hotel w ndow Mbbsters
reeled as bullets clipped them Their answering shots nicked chunks from
bri cks; nothing nore.

Al ways, The Shadow s | augh resounded, its gibe increasing with every hit
he scored. The crooks took to their heels despite dint's bellows, |eaving
t heir wounded on the ground.

Swi ngi ng out from cover, The Shadow began firing in the open, so rapidly
that the startled outlaws actually thought they were dealing with two fighters
i nstead of one.

Cars were rolling up the main street, horns tooting raucously. Sheriff
Rawl ey hadn't gone far fromthe courthouse, and the sounds of battle turned
out
his deputies faster than any other sort of alarm The |ocal men were good
shot s;
they were harrying the crooks exactly as The Shadow want ed.

It pointed to a conplete rout for dint and his band. The Shadow s one
task was to block off a few of the nore wary, including Cdint hinmself. Wsely,
however, The Shadow took a quick | ook toward the courthouse and saw the thing
he hoped woul d not happen

The flashlight was on again, in the sheriff's office, indicating that the
i ntruder hadn't made the departure that he should have. Sheriff Raw ey saw the
glimer, as his yell proved, which was bad enough. Wrse, Cdint Flenn spotted
it and gave a raucous order. Sheer desperation brought a response fromdint's
Crew.

VWiile Cint and two others were smashing in through the rear door of the
courthouse, which was away from The Shadow s angle, the rest of the outl aws
rallied and turned the tide against the deputies.

Scared by a wild but earnest fire, the deputies abandoned their cars, and
Rawl ey went to shelter with them Their flight was away fromthe courthouse;
they didn't know that Cint had entered.

Wth quick strides, The Shadow made for the brick-walled building. He was
keepi ng to darkness, away from any door. As he noved, he drewthe little
whistle fromhis cloak. At this nonment, it was nore inportant than the gun
t hat
he had stowed away.

UPSTAIRS, a man was at the sheriff's desk, which he had pried apart with
a
chisel at one of the weaker sections.

He was huddl ed in darkness, the tin box tucked under his arm His excited
breathing told that he knew he was trapped; that he had nade a bad nistake in
his use of the flashlight.

He hadn't any gun; nothing but the tin box, which he gripped as though
wondering if it would nmake an effective mssile. He shifted to the w ndow,
found it closed. He yanked it open as footsteps-pounded fromthe stairs.

The door of the office was open; the intruder had left it that way, to
hear if anyone approached the door

Li ke a thing conjured from space, a great hul k launched fromthe corner
of
the room went through the door and struck the invaders as they reached the
top
of the stairs.

The hul k was Vul can; he came into the glare of flashlights with a [ong
bound that carried himin mdair. The huge animal's forepaws caught a pair of



human foenmen squarely in their faces.

They didn't have tinme to shoot, those startled thugs who served dint
Fl enn. Nor was Vul can able to stage his weapon-stealing trick

The crooks didn't wait |ong enough to let himtry it; they couldn't.

They went toppling fromstep to step, their bounces increasing. Vulcan
went along with them worrying themas he would a pair of ham bones.

Only dint managed to roll across the rail, as the whirling mass went
past. Coning back he nade a | ast dash up the stairs. At the top, he jabbed gun
and flashlight into the sheriff's office. The gl ow showed a man wheeling from
the window, his startled face met the light.

The man was Bob Melridge. H s youthful features were set firmly, but they
betrayed resignnent. Seeing the box beneath Bob's arm dint gave a chuckl e,
which turned to a snarl when he saw that the safe was still shut.

Del i berately,
dint took aimat Bob, expecting no intervention

A taunt canme fromthe wi ndow It was The Shadow s | augh; inserted when
Adint least expected it. Madly, the big-shot dived out through the door. He
had
reached the stairs, when a gun spoke fromthe office wi ndow Then, too |ate,
dint realized how badly he had been bl uffed.

The Shadow hadn't been in sight when he delivered that challenge to

dint.

Scaling the wall, he had seen the direction of the flashlight and heard
dint's

snarl, as telltale as a rattler's venonous war ni ng.

Wth a stretch, The Shadow had thrust his head up to the sill, to voice
the taunt before he could hope to back it up
Adint had fallen for the ruse. Once in flight, he could not return, for

by
t hen, The Shadow s gun had come to action, speeding himon his way. Crooks in
t he dark had found The Shadow, still in the dark, they were seeking flight!

CHAPTER XI I |
FRI ENDS OF THE NI GHAT

WTH guns still rattling outdoors, Bob Melridge couldn't realize that the
way was clear. He was hal fway between the w ndow and the desk, huddling the
box
to his body, when The Shadow gri pped his shoul der

To Bob, that hand signified the strong armof the |Iaw, apprehending him
in
crinme. It took a hard shove from The Shadow to start himto the office door
From then on, things were speedier. Bob was hal f-tunbling down the stairs,
still gripping the box, while The Shadow steered himon his way.

Near the bottom Bob heard the front door rip open and instinctively
dropped back. The Shadow sped ahead; sweeping his flashlight to dazzle the
newconers, he opened a quick fire.

Hi s shots were high by inches, purposely. Sheriff Raw ey was at the head
of the invaders; the rest were deputies.

Those skinmi ng shots scattered them i medi ately. G abbing Bob, The Shadow
t hrust himout through the back door, firing a few departing shots to warn
away
pursuers. Once in the open, Bob knew which way to go. He made for his car
whi ch
was parked in a rear street.

Shots coul d be heard through Northdale. The firing was scattered, and
confused by the roar of cars. The crooks were managing to pull thensel ves
t oget her, which nmeant that Cdint nust have caught up with them There were



spots where forms lay silent; they were the outl aws wounded by The Shadow.
Their msery was over; they were dead.

Hoping for their pals to help themout, the crippled thugs had opened
fire
on the deputies and had been bonbarded in return. Unable to shift, they had
been
flattened to stay. That, at l|east, would be a help to dint. None of his
bullet-riddled foll owers would ever talk.

Fol | owi ng Bob, The Shadow again brought the whistle into play. There was
a
rattle of a high board fence, as Vul can grazed the top and bounded toward The
Shadow;, just as Bob was starting the car

A snap of The Shadow s fingers sent Vulcan into the seat beside Bob. Then
the car was away, its driver quite bewi |l dered at sight of his canine
passenger.

Fromthe nonment that the light had glimrered in the sheriff's office, The
Shadow had known that the intruder nust be Bob. Vul can woul d never have
remai ned qui et, had anyone el se entered. Again, The Shadow was able to piece
m ssing facts.

He knew exactly what had happened up at Seven Oaks after he had left.

Jani ce had tal ked to Bob; inpressed by Thayner's willingness to undertake
self-sacrifice, Bob had decided to risk the task hinself.

The Shadow had not wanted the tin box to go. It was better that the whole
case should be cleared. It could have been, if Thayner had come for the box.
But Bob's nove altered matters. Once having the box in his possession, and
finding hinmself under stress, Bob needed direct and i medi ate hel p.

In providing it, The Shadow had sent Bob on his way, even though it neant
the escape of dint and the remaining outlaws. Still, there was work ahead for
The Shadow. More things were conming as a consequence of the courthouse fray,
and he had to adopt a course that would suit the new conditions.

Silently, The Shadow bl ended i nto darkness and took a weaving course to
the outskirts of the town. Deputies, driving wildly here and there, failed to
see the bl ack-cl oaked figure that faded whenever their headlights swung in its
direction.

SLEEPING lightly, Janice was awakened by the noise of Bob's car, as it
cane up fromthe drive. She | ooked fromthe w ndow, expecting to see dawn.
Then, excited, she hurriedly turned on a |ight and gl anced at her wist watch.

The time was only hal f past twelvel

Had Bob forgotten his promse to stay out |late? Janice had to learn
Hastily finding slippers and negligee, she went downstairs. As she neared the
hal |, she saw Thayner, fully dressed, nmoving toward the side door. She gave a
low call; he waited until she joined him

"You can't stop me, Janice," said Thayner, with a smle, "so don't try.
Remenber your promise. Bob is back, and I'm starting out."

"Maybe Bob will object," argued Janice, desperately. "After all, you' ve
no
right to use his car."

"He said | could -"

"OfF course! But you didn't tell himwhy you wanted it. If you trust ne,
you shoul d trust Bob."

Thayner nodded, solemmly. Hi s expression showed conpl ete agreenent.

Li nking his armto Janice's, he said:

"Let's go out and neet Bob. | think that he will understand."

They heard a grow as they wal ked toward the garage, where Bob was near
his car. The growl cane fromthe kennel; Bob strai ghtened suddenly and hoarsed
t he nane:

"Jani ce!"

"What is it, Bob?" the girl inquired, anxiously.



"Don't conme any cl oser,’
you, isn't he?"

rej oi ned Bob. "Wait where you are. Carl is with

"Yes."

"I don't want Vulcan to bark." Bob was noving forward, as he spoke. "He's
done enough tonight. He must have gotten | oose and foll owed nme. Here" - Bob
gave a long breath - "here's your precious box!"

Janice couldn't realize what the box was, until she opened it and saw the
contents when Bob supplied his flashlight. The girl spoke, dismayed.

"But, Bob! You shouldn't have done -"

"It was either nyself or Carl," broke in Bob. "I had the car, so | took
first whack at it. Anyway, we're all in this together. You'd better keep the
box, Carl."

Bob's tone brought an anxi ous query from Thayner, who cl apped his hand on
t he young man's shoul der

"Any trouble, Bob?"

"Troubl e?" demanded Bob. "The town was full of it! I1'd forgotten that
cash
in the sheriff's office. Some fellows canme after it."

"Not the sane crooks who were around before?"

"I don't know. Probably, I'd say. Anyhow, they were driven off, and | got
out of it, thanks to Vulcan and -"

Bob hesitated, shaking his head. He rubbed his runpled hair.

"The rest of it was like a dream" he declared. "I really don't know al
t hat happened. But with so many flashlights all around, they may have spotted
ne. |'d better clear out."

Wth that, Bob headed into the house. The others foll owed; they went to
the study, as a place where they could talk. There, with Loyden's portrait
| ooki ng on, Thayner did his best to confort Janice, but failed.

The girl couldn't be at ease while Bob was in trouble. She kept | ooking
anxi ously toward the door, until her brother reappeared, bringing a packed
sui t case

In his other hand, Bob was carrying a small-caliber revol ver. Thayner
opened a desk drawer and produced Melridge' s gun, which was of |arger caliber
In an easy tone, he queried:

"Woul d you prefer this one, Bob?"

"No. Mne will do." Bob's tone was firm "Don't worry, Janice. |'ve
chai ned Vul can, just see that he doesn't get |oose again. You'll hear from ne,
sis. Good-by, Carl."

One arm around Jani ce's shoul der, Bob extended his other hand to Thayner
Then, picking up the bag and the gun, he stepped to the door, stopping only to
point to the sheriff's box, which Thayner had pl aced upon the desk.

"Don't forget the box, Carl," said Bob. "Stow it where nobody will find
it. Janice can probably pick a good place. The house is big enough to hide an
el ephant . "

REACHI NG hi s car, Bob drove slowy past the mansion. He was anxi ous not
to
awaken anyone besides Carl and Janice, hence he kept to the shadowy side of
t he
drive and passed beneath a porte-cochere that forned a roofed roadway at the
front of the | arge house.

The car jolted very slightly at that spot but Bob did not guess the
reason, until he reached the gates. Eyes fixed, Bob was about to turn away
from
Nort hdal e, when a qui et voice spoke from beside him

"Suppose we go to town instead!"

Wth a quick grab, Bob had his gun. A hand clanped his, took the weapon
as
if it were a lollipop. Frozen at the wheel, Bob stared toward his recent



rescuer, The Shadow

Until that nonent, he had doubted the reality of the cl oaked bei ng who
had
conme upon himlike a specter. Bob had actually fancied that he had m staken
Vul can for a human being amid all the turnmoil.

As he saw The Shadow s burning eyes, heard the whispered voice that he
renenber ed, Bob's whol e nbod changed. He was no | onger desperate, covering his
feelings by a show of nerve. He realized that The Shadow was a friend, who had
fought for himlike Vul can had.

Rel axi ng, Bob turned his car toward Northdale. As they neared the town,
silence greeted them for all strife had ended there. Al that while, Bob
Mel ri dge was hearing things that The Shadow told hin facts that brought new
under st andi ng.

Bob was to be a fugitive, but under proper auspices. He was to travel no
farther than Northdal e, which woul d be safe enough. Renenbering his mracul ous
escape fromthe sheriff's office, Bob nodded his agreenent.

Anywhere woul d be safe for those who obeyed The Shadow s orders. That, to
Bob Melridge, was a certainty.

What canme next, The Shadow coul d deci de.

CHAPTER XI 'V
NI GHT OF MENACE

DURI NG t he next two days, all Northdale was astir with runmor. The battle
at the courthouse had left an indelible inpression on the townsfolKk.

Sheriff Rawl ey was conplinmented on his victory over invaders and his
protection of the funds belonging to the I ocal merchants. There wasn't a doubt
that | arge-scal e robbery had been the notive of the crooks.

The nmenace was ended. Dead nenbers of dint Flenn's band were identified
as New York nobbies, like Trigg and Gunbo. Boastful deputies clainmed that they
had wi ped out practically the entire crew. As a matter of fact, they hadn't
even chopped Cint's gang in half, and the sheriff felt that their estimte
was
t oo hi gh.

Nevert hel ess, Rawl ey was quite sure that the remants had fled, this tine
to stay. It never occurred to himthat they had becone outlaws, of the old
bri gand type, and were ensconced and fortified in Rocky Cave.

VWhat bothered the sheriff nost was the di sappearance of the evidence in
the Kendry case. But such minor problens as a hit-and-run accident were
forgotten by the people of Northdale. So the sheriff sinply kept numon the
subj ect.

Li ke the deputies, Rawley took it for granted that Bob's Iight had
bel onged to some advance nmenber of the raiding band. As for Vulcan, no one
except a few fl eeing crooks had caught sight of the battling dog.

It was Monday noon when Mouser crept in through the nouth of Rocky Cave,
bringing the latest news from Northdale in the formof a skinpy newspaper

By the light fromthe upper crevice, dint Flenn read the details of the
m dni ght fray; then glanced over other itens. He gave a chuckle that silenced
grunbles fromhis battle-torn foll owers.

"Here it is,"” announced Cint. "Society news, they call it. Young
Mel ri dge
has gone on a notor trip to Canada; he |eft Saturday afternoon. Bal oney! W
know
where the kid went. He was the pal ooka up in the sheriff's office.

"I lamped his kisser just before The Shadow showed up. The kid had
gr abbed
the box with the Kendry evidence. He's trying to help his sister beat the rap
He was kind of smart, bringing the big pooch with him It was old Fido, and



not

The Shadow, who really got himout of his jam But neither of themwill
nmatter;

not with the way | figure things."

Tearing a piece of wapping paper froma package of supplies that Mouser
had bought, dint spread the sheet upon a slab of rock and wote a note. He
read it aloud to his listening crew, who seened to drink it in through
wi de- open nout hs.

"'Dear Carl,'" read dint. "'The crooks got ne, after all. They thought I
queered their job for them up in the sheriff's office, but | explained
different. What they want right nowis ransom and they're ready to talk
reasonabl e terns.

"'*The fellow in charge is naned Cint Flenn. He says if you conme to Rocky

Cave, he will talk confidential. H s gang knows nothing about it, and all
dint

wants is cash to pay themoff and make up for his past |osses. My father is
weal t hy enough to pay, and it will be better for all concerned. Bob."'"

Wi le the outlaws stared at one another, Cdint added a few lines to the
note. He read them

"'P.S. Don't tell ny sister about this. dint says he isn't sore at her
or
you for the things that happened, and you can believe him He will really make
ternms."'"

Fol ding the note, dint wote Carl Thayner's name on the outside. He
handed it to Muser.

"Cet hold of that vegetable truck," ordered dint, "and drive down to
Seven QCaks, l|ike you did the day when you told the dame about Cherry Tree Inn
bei ng open. Only, don't hand the note to the doll. Make sure that Thayner gets
it, personally."

Mouser didn't like the assignnent, and said so. He argued that Thayner
m ght suspect that the note didn't cone fromBob. Cint's answer was a
repetition of his order, and he drew a gun to back it. Then:

"What diff does it make, Muser?" he denmanded. "This guy Thayner will
have
to play ball. He knows we can put a crinmp in everything, by phoning a tip-off
to
the sheriff that it was Thayner's car that killed Kendry. All Rawl ey has to do
is look in Melridge's garage and get evidence as good as what he lost."

SHORTLY before three o' cl ock, Muser reached the Melridge grounds and
spi ed Thayner on the veranda. Turning the truck around, the squeam sh crook
muf fled his face in his coat collar and pulled up near the porte-cochere. He
wadded the note and flung it over the veranda rail, as he gruffed:

"For you, nmister."

Driving fast for the gates, Muser chuckled to hinmself as he veered away
from Northdal e. From now on, he felt safe. dint Flenn had calnmed all worries
on the part of his outlaw crew. Rocky Cave was inpregnable, so dint said, and
his nmen believed it.

Besi des, Mouser was to stop at a renote railway station and pick up a
batch of trigger-nmen that dint had sumoned from New York. No one woul d
suspect that the gang had been anplified; and the cave woul d becone an
absol ute
trap, should the wong person enter it.

Jani ce was out when Thayner received the nessage. He paced about the
house, and finally went out into the garden. \Wen Janice drove up fromtown,
she | ooked for Carl, but postponed her quest when she heard excited talking in
t he st udy.

Peering past the edge of the door, Janice saw Grover Melridge at the
desk.



He was on his feet, wagging his hand at his w fe, Lucretia, who was in her
hal f - mad nood

"You can't be hearing voices!" exclainmed Melridge. "It is inpossible,
Lucretial Besides, you didn't tell us."

"I have heard voices." Lucretia' s tone was as far away as her stare. "By
day and by night. They told ne to preserve an absolute silence.”

"Such things are inmaginary -"

"I heard his voice!" Lucretia spoke inpressively, and Janice noted that
she was staring at the portrait of Loyden. "I recognized it, and knew by the
t hi ngs he said -"

"Enough!" interrupted Melridge. "Go upstairs and rest, while | send for
Dr. Heverly."

"It was his voice!" Lucretia shrieked. "He said that | nust tell! The
tinme
is alnost here! When he speaks again -

Grover Melridge swooped past the desk and seized his wife. Fearing that

he
woul d choke her nother, Janice dashed into the room to separate them The
servants arrived on the run: Jasper the butler, and the maid, Matilda.

Lucretia Melridge had becone hysterical; the servants hel ped her
upstairs,
to the tune of her mad, wld | aughter.

Grover Melridge went to the hallway, picked up the tel ephone and called
Dr. Heverly. Thayner had cone into the house, brought by the excitenent, and
Janice drew himout to the veranda. Wile she told himwhat had happened, Carl
was unfol ding a wadded sheet of rough paper

"Strange, that nother's malady should have returned,” expressed Janice.
"W thought that it had passed. Then suddenly it burst upon her again. It is
strange -"

"No nore strange than this," interposed Carl, handing Janice the note.
"Tell me, Janice, do you think that this could have come from Bob?"

Jani ce shook her head, enphatically. Thayner fol ded the note and tucked

it
in his pocket.
"I begin to understand it,"'

he declared, slowy. "It is atrick to trap
ne."

"Why should they trap you? For revenge?"

Thayner shook his head, then stroked his sleek hair. H s tone showed deep
t hought .

"They could easily hold me for ransom" he declared. "Your father would
pay, should they tell himthat you killed Kendry and that they intended to
force ne into signing a statement, as witness of the tragedy."

Grover Melridge was calling, worriedly, fromthe door. He wanted Janice
to
go upstairs and see how her nother was. The girl said that she woul d coneg;

t hen,
as her father went back into the house, she asked anxiously:

"What can you do, Carl?"

"Just one thing," replied Thayner. "I shall show this note to the
sheriff.

Fortunately, it doesn't give away the facts that we have hi dden. The crooks
wil |
receive a real surprise tonight, when Rawl ey and his nen cone to Rocky Cave."

"But crooks will talk, if captured -"
"None will be captured,” interrupted Carl, firmy. "They will be wi ped
out. One man certainly will die: this fellow Flenn, who appears to be their

| eader. He is the only one whose testinmony could count."

JANI CE went upstairs. Her mother had quieted, and the girl was still in



the roomw th her when Dr. Heverly arrived. He was disturbed by Lucretia's
condition, and said so, later, when he conferred with Janice and her father in
t he st udy.

"I think that Ms. Melridge should go to the sanitarium™" decided
Heverly.

"Tororrow woul d be soon enough. | shall |eave orders for an ambul ance to cone
over here whenever you call. | amgoing to the sanitariumafter dinner, and
will come here later in the evening."

Leavi ng Seven Oaks, Heverly went to rmake his report to The Shadow O
course, Heverly did not know that he was giving inportant information to the
cl oaked fighter who had doni nated so many events in Northdale. Heverly nerely
t hought that he was calling on a patient, Lanont Cranston

Though customarily taciturn, Heverly chatted nore than he realized, when
under the persuasive influence of Cranston. Since Cranston already knew about
Lucretia Melridge, the physician nentioned new devel opnents in the border-1ine
case.

"The treatnment nust change," declared Heverly, "along with the noods of
the patient. That has been ny theory, and it has produced results at the
sanitarium There are tinmes when a demented person should be hunored; on other
occasi ons, argunent seens to help them Wen she comes to the sanitarium
tomorrow, Ms. Melridge will be under proper observation.”

VWhen Heverly had gone, a door opened between Cranston's room and the
next .

Bob Melridge stepped into sight; he was staying at the hotel with Cranston,
who
had deci ded that he needed a two-room suite.

The Shadow had told Bob to contact Cranston, and the young man supposed
t hat the hawk-faced stranger was sinply another of The Shadow s friends.

"You' re going out?" queried Bob, as he noticed Cranston's actions. "Do

you
think there may be trouble; that ny nother has found out about the other
ni ght ?"

"Somet hi ng pecul i ar has happened,” returned Cranston, calmy. "I think
shal |l contact our friend, The Shadow. Meanwhile, Bob, you need sone rest.

Per haps you might try that mld sleeping dose that Heverly prescribed for ne.
Not too nuch of it, however. The Shadow may need both of us, later.”

Dusk had begun to gather. Cranston's tall formwas scarcely noticeabl e,
as
it crossed the parking | ot beside the Northdale Hotel. Reaching a car
Cranston
produced bl ack garnents that he had left there, and becane The Shadow.

The car was Bob's, but it was a common nodel, and it now had the |icense
pl ates belonging to the car that The Shadow had junked. Because of its New
Yor k
i censes, everyone supposed that it was Cranston's car

Pi cki ng secluded streets, The Shadow drove fromtown. Soon, his

headl i ght s
were blazing a trail in the direction of Seven Oaks. Fromthe statenents of
Dr

Heverly, The Shadow suspected that other devel opments had occurred at
Melridge's, details that the physician did not know about.

Thi s night prom sed strange consequences; events that mght bring a
conpl ete showdown in matters of crime and things of nystery that had shrouded
al |l past episodes. The Shadow i ntended to shape the future to its proper
cour se.

Sonetimes, tragedy could stalk, despite The Shadow s efforts to forestal
it. The Shadow was to have proof of that very fact upon this night of nenace.

CHAPTER XV



DEATH COMES HOVE

THE curi ous whi nes of Vul can di sturbed Janice Melridge, as she waited on
the veranda. Carl Thayner was still upstairs, getting ready for his evening
excursion. Gover Melridge was in his study, and Lucretia had gone to sleep
Al'l being peaceful, Janice decided to see what was wong w th Vul can

Even the servants had avoi ded the kennel lately. Only Bob and Janice
seened to have proper control over Vulcan, and with Bob away, the girl had
taken the full duty. Tonight, especially, she wanted Vul can to be quiet,
because any noi se m ght disturb her nother.

Jani ce could hardly see the kennel as she approached it. Oddly, WVulcan
| ooked overlarge and seened to |l oomlike sonething black. H s whines had
ended;

t he sound that Jani ce suddenly heard was a whi sper

It was rather amazing, because Vulcan's paw pressed her arm then she
felt
a hand clanp her other wist. Its grip had firmess, but with a vel vet
snoot hness.

The Shadow

Al ready her rescuer, The Shadow was truly a friend, in Janice's estimate.
The fact that he could manage Vul can, proved it. Once Janice had believed that
Vul can's opinion as to people was infallible. She had nodified that view,
because the dog was too choosy, but she still felt that Vulcan's acceptance of
strangers could be regarded as an added test.

The Shadow s whi spers were questions, though they sounded |ike conmands.
W thout wasting time on prelimnaries, he was seeking facts from Jani ce. Mich
to her surprise, the girl was giving them

She was nmore troubled over the note that Thayner had received fromdint
Fl enn than she was about Lucretia' s condition; which was a thing to be
expect ed.

Thus, Janice found herself relating everything, realizing, as she spoke,
t hat The Shadow had a right to know. She told of her accident after |eaving
t he
crossroads; how Bob had acquired the evidence that pointed to her guilt.

Finally, she gave the story of the note, repeating, alnobst verbatim the
nmessage that Thayner was supposed to believe had cone from Bob

VWhen Jani ce concl uded her account, The Shadow put a question, which
quite
oddly, related to the earliest link in the chain of circunstance.

"Tell me again about Kendry," insisted The Shadow. "How he stunbl ed, and
how he tried to seize the bushes with his hands."

Jani ce repeated the details. She could see the thing as plainly as when
it
happened; in fact, she felt that the horrible sight would be forever etched in
her menmory. Her voice was strai ned when she finished. Calmy, The Shadow asked
her about com ng pl ans.

"I"'mgoing to the sheriff's with Carl,’

said Janice. "I'Il let himhave
ny
car, and then I'll look up Dr. Heverly. He can bring ne back to Seven Oaks."
The Shadow started Janice toward the house. The hallway was enpty.
Pointing the girl inside, The Shadow whi spered:
"Call the sanitarium Ask Dr. Heverly to send the ambul ance at once. Tel
hi mthat you believe your nother should go to the sanitariumthis evening."
Jani ce made t he phone call. Listening, The Shadow | earned that Heverly
was
not at the sanitarium but that he had left instructions regarding the
anbul ance. Though ordered for tomorrow, it would be dispatched to Seven Caks
within an hour.
Wat chi ng while Janice strolled the hall, The Shadow saw Thayner cone



downstairs. The two went out together, and The Shadow returned to Vul can's
kennel . When Jani ce and Thayner had driven away, The Shadow revi ewed the facts
that the girl had told him

Among themwas an interesting item She and Thayner had put the box of
evidence in a drawer of Melridge' s desk; one that he always kept |ocked. He
had
| ost the key, and Janice had found it. Instead of returning it to her father
she had decided to keep it a while, and use the special drawer in the
nmeant i ne.

d anci ng back fromthe gate, Janice scanned the darkness, which tonight
| acked noonlight. She couldn't possibly have seen The Shadow, but she fancied
that he nmust be on his way sonewhere

Her guess was right. Al was silent; deserted, by Vulcan's kennel. The
Shadow s own pl ans were conpl eted, and he had gone his own route through the
ni ght .

FI NDI NG Sheriff Rawl ey at his office, Thayner showed himthe note and
expl ained his theory. Janice sat in admiring silence at the way Carl handl ed
the situation.

It was preposterous, Thayner decl ared, that crooks coul d have captured
Bob, who had started for Canada on Saturday afternoon.

"They don't know that we had a tel egram from Bob," decl ared Thayner
lying
i n what Jani ce considered an admirable style. "He's safe and sound. These
outlaws are trying sheer bluff. They're sure that | won't show you this note,
sheriff."

Rawl ey agreed, with a nod. He, too, was in an admring nood. He
appreci ated Thayner's anal ysi s.

"Il gather a posse," declared the sheriff. "W'Ill close in on Rocky
Cave
and wi pe out the gang."

"Not too quickly, sheriff," advised Thayner. "They may have pickets
posted. Entrenched as they are, they will hold the odds, unless we use
strategy. Suppose you keep your men at a distance, while | nmove in ahead."

"Into a certain trap?"

"Not at all,"” replied Thayner. "If | cone alone, they will receive ne,
cordially. They won't try rough stuff until I've walked into the cave.

"And t hen?"

"I won't go into the cave," Thayner chuckled. "Supply me with a couple of
guns, sheriff, and I'll be ready to start shooting the nonment | see a false
nmove or find nyself getting into things too deeply. They'll come after me, of
course -"

The sheriff didn't give Thayner a chance to finish. Wth an enthusiastic
t hwack, he sl apped his desk so hard that the roll top rattled.

"They' ||l spread after you!" ejaculated Rawey. "And we'll close in on
them The first shots we hear will be the signal for our attack."

Thayner's smile proved that Rawl ey had grasped the full sense of the
schene. Announcing that he would go ahead in Janice's car, Thayner renained in
the sheriff's office, to help himconplete the arrangenents. The sheriff was
phoni ng deputies, when Janice left to ook for Dr. Heverly.

She stopped first at the hotel, but Heverly wasn't there, though they
expected him From outside cane the clang of the anbul ance that Jani ce had
ordered fromthe sanitarium The girl gave a pleased smle, knowi ng that the
anbul ance was on its way to Seven Oaks.

Still watching for Heverly, Janice saw Thayner come fromthe courthouse
and get into her car. The sheriff was with him he waved good | uck as Thayner
drove away. Then Rawl ey began to talk to arriving deputies.

Worriment seized Janice, but she managed to choke it back. Mirnuring
Carl's name, she felt sure that he could take care of hinself.



Behi nd that thought, Janice remenbered The Shadow and was confi dent that
the cl oaked fighter would be present at Rocky Cave, to nake sure that Thayner
did not suffer harm

At that nmonment, Janice had a real cause for worrinment, had she known it.
In the hallway at Seven Oaks, Grover Melridge was answering a tel ephone cal
fromthe sanitarium

"The anbul ance?" he queried. "Wy, | didn't think that it was coning

unti |
tomorrow - But, of course, if Dr. Heverly is sending it tonight - Wuat's
that?... Ch, | see. Sone deputies stopped it outside of town, because they
t hought they mght need it -"

"More trouble tonight?" Melridge gave a hopel ess cluck. "Wll, never nind
t he anmbul ance... Yes, Dr. Heverly can bring Ms. Melridge over in his car
11
gi ve himthe nmessage when he arrives here... Yes, yes. I'"'msure she will be
wel |

enough to go. The car may be better than the anbul ance -
It struck Melridge, as he left the tel ephone, that Janice could take her
nother to the sanitarium But Janice wasn't about when he | ooked for her. Both
Jasper, the butler, and Matilda, a maid, thought that they had heard her car
but whether it came in or out, they weren't sure.
Nor could they agree how | ong ago they had heard it. Jasper said nore
t han
hal f an hour; Matilda said | ess. One thing was certain, however. Janice wasn't
at home, and both servants knew that she had intended to go to Northdale with
Thayner. So Melridge left the servants and went back into his study.

HALF across the threshold, Melridge stopped short. Lucretia was standi ng
behi nd the desk beneath Loyden's portrait. Her manner was inperious, her face
showed the youthful vigor that characterized her nmental mal ady.

In her hand, Lucretia gripped Melridge's revolver. How she had obt ai ned
it, her husband did not know. He thought that he had left it |locked in the
desk.

"The tine has come, G over!" spoke Lucretia, in a low, tense voice. "The
time for ne to speak. The voice has told ne! If you refuse to let nme speak -"

"Loyden's voice?" interjected Melridge, quickly. "Did it come fromthe
portrait?"

Lucretia turned to stare at Loyden's picture. Her lips tightened, as she
shook her head.

"Not fromthe picture," she began. "The voice canme fromthe void. It said
that | must speak; that | should allow no one to stop ne. The voi ce neant that
you might try to stop ne; that you would interfere -"

Interfere, Melridge did. He showed vigor of his own, as he |urched across
t he desk and grabbed the gun from Lucretia's hands. She tried to retain the
weapon; it bounced to a corner of the room Struggling, both went after it.

They tripped as they neared the door. A lanp overturned and shattered,
| eaving the roomin darkness save for a vague di nmess fromthe hall

Mel ri dge managed to gain the revolver, as Lucretia shrieked and seized
hi s
throat. Melridge's head sl ammed against the wall; his eyes saw flashes of red.
H s anger, at that noment, was as great as Lucretia's nadness.

The gun went of f; not once, but twi ce. Sagged back against the wall,
Mel ri dge opened his eyes and clutched for the weapon, as it was slipping from
his fingers. A horror gripped himat thought of how he had | et hinmself go
berserk. Sheer instinct, perhaps, using the gun while it was in his hands.
Still, he was to bl ane.

Wiere was Lucretia?

Trying to get to his feet, Melridge dropped the gun. Wth a groan, he
pressed his hand to his head. He was slunping as he heard voices, along with



the clatter of arriving feet. Fromthe floor, he snatched the revolver, ready
to use it again.

These could be the voices that Lucretia tal ked about! He wouldn't |et
t hem
madden him the way they had his wfe!

Then hands were shaking Melridge. Another light was on, to replace the
broken | anp. The arrivals were Jasper and Matilda. Melridge recogni zed t hem
but couldn't understand their portrayal of horror. Their faces |ooked Iike
t hose of persons he had seen while coming out of ether, after an operation

The servants were staring at the floor. @ ancing in the sane direction
Mel ri dge shared their horror. Spraw ed before himwas Lucretia, dead.

Her dressing gown was dyed with crimson, fromthe two bullets that had
penetrated her heart. Those shots from Melridge's gun had fulfilled the
prophecy that Lucretia had made on a night that seened very |ong ago.

Death had cone to Seven Caks; doomto the woman who had foreseen it.
Stiffening, Melridge thought that he could hear a distant sound that m ght
have
been the banshee's wail. Then, out of a nental whirl, he becane hinsel f again.

Grover Melridge seenmed to shrink, as he placed the revol ver on his desk.
Turning to the servants, he said in a hollow, saddened voice:

"I killed her. Call the sheriff."

CHAPTER XVI
W THI N THE SNARE

CROCKS were crouched about the nei ghborhood of Rocky Cave. dint Flenn
sneaki ng back and forth anong them kept exhorting his outlaws to the task
t hat
| ay ahead.

"Treat Thayner easy," he told them "Let himget right up to the nouth of
the cave. Leave it open. Al the better, if he gets inside."

Creeping up the slope, dint found a | one guard near the narrow upper
crevice, told himto speak the word if there were any signs of Thayner. That
done, Cdint returned to the cave itself.

The interior blackness was total. Cdint flashed a Iight about, picking
spots where his men were posted. They were around the edges of the cavern
partially entrenched by chunks of rock. There were other spots nearer the
center of the cave, but dint had themall covered by his nen. He sat down on
a
stack of boxes containing canned goods and gave his final order

"If Thayner gets in here," said dint, "let himfool around. Don't pop
out
on himuntil he gets too close. I'll do the talking, when I'mready."
Posting hinself in a good spot, dint waited. The whole hillside seened
to

push its silence down into the cavern, which dint had changed from an
i npregnable fortress into an absolute trap

Peopl e hereabouts knew all about Rocky Cave, for it was a favorite picnic
ground during other seasons. But the cave would becone nore fanous after dint
was through with it. Tonight's visitors would find out why.

Qut si de the cavern, the guards kept duty, occasionally giving | ow voiced
reports to the man up by the little fissure. He didn't bother to answer, as
al l
reports were routine. No sign, yet, of Thayner

dint hadn't discounted the chance that Thayner mght do nore than nerely
visit the cave. Therefore, Cint was set for whatever m ght occur. He had one
plan, if Thayner came al one; another, if the sleek prey chose to bring
conpani ons.



Many nmen woul d give thensel ves away, and the guards would therewith give
an alarm But if Thayner kept men in the offing - as Cint knew the visitor
mght - the trap would do the rest.

Everything was perfectly set to coax Thayner into a snhare from which
there
woul d be no return, except at dint's say-so. Cint had tested the trap, by
firing shots inside the cave, and outlaws, |istening outside, had barely heard
t hem

Maybe Thayner would try sonething if he ran into pickets, as greeters.
But
he wasn't going to neet the pickets. He was going to find the nouth of the
cave
wi de open. By the time he figured hinmself a fly, and dint the spider, it
woul d
be too late for Thayner to do anything about it.

As m nutes passed, sounds occurred near the cave mouth, so slight that

t he
surroundi ng guards did not hear them One picket spoke to the crook up by the
fissure, saying that everything was still the same. Soon afterward, the sounds

went in that direction.

The man above heard them He thought for a nmonment that a prow er was
near ;

t hen, hearing sounds fromthe opposite direction, he decided that two nen were
about, hence they were his conpani ons and not Thayner

Then, as the sounds cane cl oser, he was struck by the thought that the
pi ckets weren't supposed to be up where he was.

Sonet hing el se struck him at al nost the sanme nmoment, before he could
voice word to nen below, either outside or in the cave. The thing that struck
hi mwas the butt of a .45 that came through the dark, with the swish of a
cl oaked sleeve trailing it. The guard's skull took the blow He coll apsed.

ROLLING the fellow to one side, The Shadow shifted in the darkness,
finding the narrow crevice. Then, discovering how tight a squeeze it was, he
descended to the cavern's usual entrance and crept through. Once inside, he
began to use his flashlight.

It wasn't The Shadow s usual flashlight; it was a |arger one, the sort
t hat Thayner woul d probably use. The Shadow s actions were slow and a trifle
clumsy. He brandished the Iight in what seenmed a worried fashion, and the
crooks found it easy to bob below the level of the roving glare.

They didn't realize that they were being spotted during the sweeps;
al t hough The Shadow did no nore than glinpse them They thought that Thayner
was wondering why no one was about. As the flashlight blundered toward a rocky
portion of the floor, dint Flenn poked up fromhis own position

Thayner, so Cint decided, was right where he should be - close to the
supply boxes. They certainly told the visitor that the cave was occupied, if
nothing else did. dint gave a quick call for lights. They cane, half a dozen
of them

Wth the lights were shouts fromstartled thugs, as they saw the figure
of
The Shadow. They had guns, but before they could use them the cloaked arrival
performed their own trick of bobbing into cover. He chose the |unpy floor near
the center of the cave. It didn't offer shelter fromthe flanks, but The
Shadow
attended to that detail

As he dropped, he hooked the supply boxes with his arm tunbling them
endwi se. They | anded at an angle, filling one space that dint had considered
a
sure path of fire, should crooks need to use it.

One man was stationed at the rear of the cave, but rocks intervened. To



make his fire sure, he woul d have had to rise fromcover.

The fellow wouldn't risk it with The Shadow, not unless a second gun was
ready to join his. There was a second gun, fromthe other flank. Muser was
t he
man who gripped it, and the thug with the little nmustache was never squeani sh
when he had a revolver in his fist.

But The Shadow was taking care of that flank. He had a gun nuzzle
poi nting
at Mouser, indicating that the nustached sharpshooter would start the battle
with his own death, if he did so nmuch as budge his gun an inch upward.

Per haps The Shadow s position was nore precarious than crooks recogni zed.
The Shadow saw to it that they did not |essen their opinion of his strength.
From the barricade that he had chosen, the bl ack-cl oaked avenger delivered a
power ful |augh of challenge that was nagnified by the confines of the cavern

Echoes resounded fromthe very spots where foemen crouched, as though
they, not the rocky walls, were joining in the mrth that The Shadow provi ded
at their expense.

Startled, the crouching men stared at each other. Even dint wheeled in
alarm thinking that his whole tribe had beconme a covey of |esser Shadows
| eagued with crine's arch-foe!

Then shudders seized the nobsters. It was worse that these echoes shoul d
be provided by The Shadow, than by their own pals. It was as if the |laugh had
cone anong them that The Shadow hinsel f was at every man's el bow

There was this about The Shadow s chal |l enge. Normally, when he surprised
men with his taunt, it nunbed them nonentarily; sonetimes |onger. In heat of
battl e, The Shadow s gi bes made crooks excited and caused themto fire
bl i ndl y;
or wildly, which was a great factor in The Shadow s victories.

But there were tinmes when the amazing features of a setting produced
unpredi ctabl e results. This was one such tinme; wherein The Shadow, trapped,
had
turned the tide upon his trappers. Their very thoughts were jolted; they
couldn't act as sane nen.

Chance was that they would fling their guns away; come creeping, whining,
with arnms lifted, dint Flenn in the |lead. Such behavior on the part of
eneni es
had been part of The Shadow s experience.

Conversely, they could go the opposite limt, becom ng denmons who woul d
fight to death. Once the fever gripped a few of them it would spread to all.

Though The Shadow could not tell beforehand which thing would result, he
was able to divine the synmptoms. For a full quarter mnute, crooks were on the
verge of the nost abject surrender imagi nable. One gesture fromdint - and he
actually began it, at one nonent - they would have decl ared The Shadow to be
the trapper and thensel ves the trapped.

CROCKS woul d have lived, had they chosen that course. The Shadow woul d
have preferred to have themgo to prisons, where they could circul ate details
of his victory, a triunph so astounding that it would do nore to reform
convicts than years of prison sentences.

But dint did not conplete the gesture. H's strained m nd took a pendul um
swing. Fromthe way that Cint went taut, The Shadow knew that the reverse was
com ng: battle, as brutal and unreasoning as that which ignorant savages woul d
give. It had to cone; so The Shadow urged it.

Resting one gun on the rock beside his hand, The Shadow drew an obj ect
into sight. Crooks saw the thing and recognized it as a whistle. It went to
The
Shadow s lips; they saw the effort that he made. But the whistle didn't bl ow

dint gave an insane how that echoed through the cave as gl oating irony,
in response to The Shadow s earlier laugh. Shrieking simlar glee, the outl aws



sprang fromshelter in a body, ready to bring disaster to their black-clad
f oe.
As they rose, so did The Shadow.

He had dropped the whistle; he had both guns ready and he gestured the
first at Mouser, then aimed it rearward. The gun spoke as Mouser ducked, stil
thinking it was covering him At the sane instant, the nan at the rear of the
cave did a tunble as he lurched into sight, his own gun begi nning an aim
whi ch
it failed to keep.

The Shadow s other .45 beat Cint and the rest to the shot, but couldn't
stop them They were firing, too, as The Shadow bl azed away. He was shifting
hurriedly, keeping shelter, drawing themin a body, so they couldn't flank
hi m
He was making for a side portion of the cave, where thugs were sure to box him
despite his fire.

Only the aid of another fighter could have served The Shadow in that
schenme of strategy. Such couldn't conme, crooks thought, for, by this time, the
mout h of the cavern was seal ed. There wasn't a way whereby a human hel per
coul d
have j oi ned The Shadow s cause.

He wasn't dependi ng upon such assistance. The attack that joined The
Shadow s was provided by a creature quite able to join the conbat; a fighter
who had heard the signal, though crooks had not.

A great thing squeezed itself through the crevice in the cave roof,

[ aunched itself into a twenty-foot spring upon the crooks who were cornering
The Shadow bel ow.

dint and an exultant crook beside himwere flattened by the weight of
t he
great beast that struck them crosswi se. Vulcan had squeezed through the
Crevice,
and expanded hinself into a mamoth battering-ramthat overtook the outl aws
with
the speed and force of a projectile.

Sprawl i ng crooks went rolling, as guns popped in futile fashion. The rest
were stunbling over dint and the other man in front. Like the snare, battle
had turned agai nst the crew that had devised it.

Triunph was to be The Shadow s. His fierce laugh told it, and with that
m ghty burst of mirth cane the approval of another fighter - the baying voice
of the great dog, Vul can

CHAPTER XVI |
THE ROUNDUP

IN the matter of an instant, The Shadow and Vul can had turned battle to
their favor, but the fight was not yet finished. There was no stopping Cint
and his tribe, once they had gone berserk, except by keeping up the struggle.

Crooks were shooting desperately, and it took remarkable efforts to
of f set
them The Shadow s guns were jabbing needed shots at aimng nen. His stabs
stopped those who were still on their feet, while Vulcan took care of the
sprawl ed foenen.

In his tricky fashion, the dog snatched revol vers before the gunnen coul d
use them As he disposed of each gun with a shake of his big head, Vul can went
after another.

The dog's neat tosses were |anding the weapons at the feet of his present
mast er, The Shadow. As the disarned nmen tried to escape, Vul can pawed them
back
where they bel onged. He was ready to chew them if they nade nore trouble.



Al ready nmaul ed, they were ready to surrender, when Cdint Flenn made a sudden
br eak.

Lucky enough to slip past Vul can, and chancing to scoop up a gun which a
wounded marksman had dropped, Cint made for the nmouth of the cave, blazing
wi ld shots as he went. The Shadow was after him so was Vulcan, but dint's
| uck persisted.

GQunners were comng in fromthe cave nouth, attracted by the nuffled
shooting. dint yelled for themto get The Shadow, and they tried. They
couldn't see that cloaked fighter; hence their shots were wild, for they had
all the cave wherein to aim In their turn they were cooped, caught in their
tracks, when The Shadow returned the fire.

Two other men went with Cint; they were the only ones still in action.
Vul can roll ed one over and over; then went after the other, who happened to be
Mouser. The dog caught the squeam sh crook by the belt and shook himlike an
oversi zed rat.

VWhen Mouser's pal found a gun and tried to shoot at Vul can, The Shadow
paused, in passing, and slugged the crook before the fellow could pull the
trigger.

That settled matters in the cave. dint had fled, followed by those of
t he
reserves who still could run, after having tasted the fury of The Shadow s
fire.

Speedi ng out into the darkness, The Shadow spotted fugitives by the noise they
made and opened a fresh fire.

Wsely, The Shadow had conserved what bullets he could, as was testified
by his slugging tactics against the last man who tried to finish Vulcan. He
knew that his shots would bring a response.

dint yelled that there was still a chance to trap The Shadow, and his
remai ni ng nen believed their |eader

They were the new nobbi es that Muser had collected on his tour in the
truck. They had the shelter of darkness, the wide hillside where they could
dodge. It was The Shadow who was boxed, and they believed that they could get
him He had made a bad slip, so they thought, in resunming battle before he was
fully in the clear.

Hi s chal | engi ng | augh was absent, which spoke of desperation on The
Shadow s part. Mbsters not only turned and fired; they began to close in
warily, counting upon their nunbers to turn the tide. They didn't suspect that
The Shadow was now playing a part allotted to Thayner, the man who had not yet
arrived; that this gunfire was intended as a signal

The crooks, thenselves, were bringing disaster their way. Fromfar down
the hillside, the sheriff and his deputies were hurrying up. They didn't need
flashlights; the spurts of revolvers guided them The noise they nmade was
drowned by the echoes of the fray.

VWen the cl osing cordon suddenly revealed itself, it did so at close
range. The sheriff's nen charged, a yelling pack, four to every crook

Scuffles ended with the groans of suppressed outlaws; there were a few
mad
scranbl es down the slope. Flashlights were sweeping toward the cave nouth,
when
The Shadow turned toward the hei ghts above. He had bl own the whistle once
nor e,
and Vul can was with him They were gone, when deputies invaded the cave to
gat her in Muser and the rest.

FROM hi s vantage point, The Shadow watched the blink of |ights down the
hillside; saw them waver, and return. There were occasi onal spurts of guns,
telling that dint and a few desperate outlaws were reversing their course,
under pressure fromthe deputies.

Li ghts converged from several angles; The Shadow noted one that hurried



up
the sl ope. Then, as he shifted along the higher level, he reached the neeting
point. The brilliance of many lights reveal ed the climax.

Deputies were piling upon the panting crooks. One man, nost vicious of
t he
lot, was still trying to get free. The Shadow held hi m covered, but had no
need
to fire. The fellow was brandi shing an enpty gun, as was proven by his usel ess
tugs at the trigger. The |last outlaw was dint Flenn

A few deputies fired, frantically. G hers warded them back and | eaped for
dint, hoping to capture himalive.

Slugging blindly, dint tore free, staggered toward the first open path
he
saw. More deputies cane angling in to cut himoff, as a flashlight burned
squarely fromthe path that dint had taken

Wth a dodge, Cdint foolishly aimed his gun. He was tuggi ng away, at the
unresponsive trigger, when the man with the light fired a straight-ained shot.

Wthout a noan, dint curled, a bullet in his heart. As deputies reached
him the marksman joined them The arrival was Carl Thayner, and the sheriff
approached to bestow congratul ati ons.

"A great job!" conplinmented Raw ey. "How you got away fromthem was the
best part of it. W thought surely that we'd find you dead in the cave."

Thayner's expression showed bew | dernent, which The Shadow under st ood.
The
sheriff supposed that it was the result of a haphazard flight that Thayner had
taken to get clear. Finally, Thayner stroked his hair and smled. He didn't
accept the congratulations in full.

"I wasn't init, like |l wanted to be,’
dint Flenn!"

"In the cave?" queried Raw ey.

"No; here." Thayner paused, as he pointed to the figure on the ground.
"I'd say this fellow was dint Flenn, wouldn't you, sheriff?... He |ooks like
the | eader of the crowd.”

The sheriff took a look at dint's face and nodded a partial agreement.
Deputies were bringing up some captured crooks. Rawl ey stopped them and asked
the prisoners to identify the dead man. Some wouldn't talk, but finally
Mouser,
who was among the group, admitted that it was dint Flenn

The Shadow was turning away al ong the hillside, when he heard the sheriff

he declared. "But, anyway, | got

say:
"Take those fellows down the hill. Put the wounded in the ambul ance t hat

you brought from Northdal e. Lucky you thought of bringing it along. It's

com ng

i n handy."

At the word "anbul ance,"” The Shadow made a sudden shift, that brought a
responsi ve grow from Vul can. The G eat Dane thought that the nove neant new
battl e, and Vul can was nore than ready to fight again at The Shadow s side.
Al
men with guns were alike to Vulcan; he was trained to take their toys away. He
was about to take a great |ope at the deputies, when The Shadow cl utched his
collar and silenced himw th a quick whisper

As a procession of lights went down the hill, The Shadow fol | owed,
bringi ng Vul can along. He could see the lights of a car scudding in along a
road and felt sure that it was bringing unwel cone news.

Agai n, The Shadow was just beyond the fringe of gleam ng flashlights,
when
Sheriff Rawl ey reached the road where the ambul ance stood, with other cars.
Just
t hen, the speeding car arrived.

A man | eaped out and spoke hastily to the sheriff. H s words couldn't be



heard, but surroundi ng deputies stood silent, guessing that some new trouble
had occurred. The sheriff turned to the group and gruffed the news. H s voice
was | oud enough to reach The Shadow.

"Go back to town," he told them "But some of you stick around, in case

want you. M. Thayner and | will drive over to Seven Caks. They've had trouble
there." He turned to Thayner and added, solemmly: "It sounds like murder."

"Murder!" exclainmed Thayner. Then, with a gulp: "Not... not Janice
Mel ri dge?"

"No," replied Rawmey. "Ms. Melridge was the victim Her husband killed
her. He says he's ready to confess. W'll learn the details when we reach
there."”

Cars pulled away, one by one. The anbul ance went with them |oaded wth
t he wounded. Others, |ike Muser, were taken away in cars. Raw ey and Thayner

drove of f together. Soon, the scene was deserted, silent.
By then, The Shadow had noved off through the woods. He reached Bob's
car,
parked on an abandoned road. Wth Vul can beside him The Shadow drove away.
Low,
nmedi tative, his grimlaugh brought a whine from Vul can
This was no laugh of triunph. It was a mrthless tone, of regret. Wile
The Shadow was wi nning victory at Rocky Cave, crine had struck at Seven QCaks.
Crime whi ch The Shadow had supposed coul d not happen, because of his
nmeasures to prevent it. The damage done, his only course was vengeance upon
t he
nmur der er!

CHAPTER XVI | |
CRI MES CONFESSED

GROVER MELRI DGE sat behind his desk, facing the stern eyes of Sheriff
Rawl ey. There were others in the room- the two servants who had heard the
fatal shots, as well as persons intimately concerned with the case. One was
Dr.

Heverly; another, Janice Melridge. They had arrived soon after the crine, and
sent word for the sheriff.

Carl Thayner, of course, was present. He had cone with the sheriff, and
Thayner's arrival had eased Janice's strain. Finding her nother dead and her
father a self-admitted killer, had been a double shock for the girl. She had
been bewi |l dered until Carl arrived, but the fact that he was still alive
seened
to break the chain of msfortune

Jani ce had already heard her father's story. Wth Carl's arm steadyi ng
her, she listened again while he recounted it, sinply and patiently. He told
of
t he argunent; how Lucretia had produced the gun

He said that he hoped people would believe himwhen he declared that his
original intention had been nerely to take the weapon fromhis wife's unsafe
hands.

"But | cannot condone ny crine," added Melridge, solemly. "It was
nur der,
and ny stress was no excuse. Wien | nanaged to get the gun - when | was jarred
inthe struggle - | sinmply did the wrong thing.

"I"'mnot sure | even saw Lucretia. | can't even remenber in which hand
held the gun. | was |ike another person; yet |I nust still have been nyself. M
own shots actually roused ne; and when the lights canme -"

He broke off, burying his face in his hands. As Jani ce shuddered, Thayner
whi spered encouragenent. He told her that her father could nake a plea of
insanity. Melridge overheard it and raised his head.



"Insanity?" he queried. "That can never be nmy plea. It would do for
Lucretia's actions. She was not herself. But | have no excuse. | killed her in
cold blood. |I saw her body" - he pointed, graphically - "lying on that very
floor. He who kills shall pay the penalty! | amready."

Jani ce | ooked to Loyden's portrait. It seemed severe tonight, as though
it
approved of Melridge's confession. Again, the girl shivered. She felt that her
not her's death was an accident, not nurder; but she was not the person to
judge. Menory of another tragedy - the death of Joshua Kendry - was too fresh
in her own mnd.

There was another witness to the scene in the study. The Shadow was
standing in the gloony hall. He saw that Melridge's story was finished; tine,
therefore, was short. Stepping to the tel ephone, which was well away fromthe
study, The Shadow made a call.

Hi s tone was | ow, whispered close to the nouthpi ece, as he spoke to Bob
Melridge at the hotel

VWhen The Shadow returned to the study door, he heard Grover Melridge
asking a request of Rawl ey, to which the sheriff acceded. Melridge wanted to
gi ve sone things to Janice, before he went to jail. He produced a key and
reached toward the desk drawers

Fortunately, it wasn't a key to the bottomdrawer. There was only one
such
key, and Janice had it. She was worried, however, when Melridge produced a
box,
until she saw that it was nmade of wood, not nmetal. It wasn't the box that
cont ai ned the evidence of the highway tragedy.

Handi ng the box to Janice, Melridge spoke.

"This is a birthday gift," he said. "You are not to open it until next

nmont h, when you are twenty-one. It is for Bob, as well as yourself. | w sh"
Melridge's eyes were troubled - "that | could intrust it to Bob, along with
you. | hope it will be safe until he returns.™

Jani ce turned and gave the box to Thayner, with the query:

"WIIl you keep it, Carl?"

As Thayner nodded, Melridge beanmed approval. He knew of the ronance that
had bl ossonmed between Janice and this new friend.

"I wish you both happiness,"” said Melridge. "Look out for her, Carl. | am
glad that you are here. This is an inmportant trust."

THE SHADOW had drawn away again. He was back at the tel ephone; his voice,
unheard by those who were listening to Melridge, was gruff, unusually Ilike the
tone of Sheriff Raw ey.

Melridge returned to his desk. Janice gave a worried glance toward
Thayner. She knew that it might be quite a while before Bob returned.

Thayner assured her that all would be well; that trouble would bl ow over.
The only other person who heard that assurance was The Shadow. He was close to
t he door again.

The sheriff was produci ng handcuffs, apologetically affixing themto
Melridge's wists. He said it was a formality, but he had to do it. Janice's
gaze was troubled, but her father smiled in her direction

"Don't worry," he said, "and don't think too harshly of me, Janice. You
wi || understand sonme things, later. Enough to know that while ny act was
i nexcusable, | still had a certain trust in mnd."

A car was pulling up in front of Seven Oaks. The Shadow watched the big
door; when it opened, he gave a beckoning notion and drew qui ckly away from
t he
study door. He was gone when Bob Melridge arrived and crossed the threshol d,
bl ocking his father and the sheriff.

There was a determination on Bob's face that Janice had never seen
bef ore.



Sonehow, it steeled her, too. She wanted to voice approval, when Bob denanded
why the sheriff was arresting his father. The sheriff gave the reason, and
Mel ri dge added statements from his own confession

"I'f ny father has confessed his guilt," said Bob, suddenly subdued, "I
shoul d do the same.” He turned to his sister. "G ve ne the key, Janice."

"What key?" asked Janice hastily. "Wat can you nean, Bob?"

"The key to the bottom drawer of the desk," replied Bob, "where you put
the metal box. | know all about it, Janice."

Perpl exed, the girl turned to Thayner. Bob voiced a plea at the sane
tine.

"You'll help me, won't you, Carl?" he queried. "You'll let me adnit what
|'ve done. How | stole, to cover up a previous deed that | comitted."

There was a gasp from Janice. She felt Thayner's hand tighten on her arm
to steady her. Slowy, Thayner |ooked frombrother to sister. Finally, his
eyes
centered on Bob

"You're a fine fellow, Bob," said Thayner. "WIling to nake every
sacrifice. But | shouldn't let you do -"

"You will let me, though?" Bob's query was eager. "For Janice's sake - so
that her consci ence can be clear?"

"It won't be clear," began Janice. "If you do this, Bob -"

"No one has a better right," interposed Bob. "I want you to be happy,
Jani ce, when you go away with Carl."

The girl | ooked at Thayner. He was nodding, slowy. As Janice stil
hesitated, he said soothingly:

"Let Bob have the key."

Jani ce found the key in a pocket of her dress. She sobbed as she let it
fall into her brother's hand.

To Sheriff Raw ey, this new drama was a riddle that heightened at every
stage. Apparently, Bob wanted to confess sonething, but how that had any
bearing, he couldn't guess.

Not until Bob opened the drawer. Then, when the light glimered on a
net al
box that bore a | abel, Rawl ey understood. Pl anking the box on the desk, Bob
opened it.

"These were from Thayner's car," said Bob. "It's out in the garage. o
|l ook at it, sheriff, if you don't believe it. But Carl wasn't driving the car
when it hit Kendry. This belt belongs to Janice. She dropped it in the car
and
it fell out on the road. But she wasn't driving, either

"I was driving the car, sheriff. | struck Kendry and killed him That's
why | took the box fromyour office. | didn't want other people to be bl aned
for sonething they didn't do. They were foolish enough to want ne to avoid
bl ane, too. So | took the box."

BOB thrust his hands forward, but Rawl ey did not have another pair of
handcuffs. He said he'd take Bob with himw thout using them But Bob was
i nsi stent.

"I'f ny father needs them" he argued, "so do |I. But father is nore to
bl ame for what happened here than | was, for Kendry's death. Both cases have
their circunstances, sheriff."

"They're different," argued Raw ey. "Just how, a jury will have to
deci de. "

"Thi ngs can be decided now," declared Bob, firmy. "You need nore
evi dence, sheriff. Wait a few nminutes and it will be here.”

The sheriff waited half a mnute, then suddenly becane inpatient. He told
both to cone along; that he'd handle the forrmalities. He was the | aw, and
woul d
prove it. During Rawl ey's harangue, Bob | ooked troubl ed.



Then came the sound of nmore cars - new arrivals stanping in through the
front door. Rel axing, Bob |laughed in a style that was actually happy. The
Shadow hadn't failed him

As if in answer, Bob heard a whispered mirth that crept in vaguely from
dar kened doorway across the hall. He knew the token, and all it signified. It
told of startling things to cone.

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X
DEATH S DOUBLE TALE

THE arrivals were deputies, bringing five prisoners, men who had been
captured at Rocky Cave. Wiile Sheriff Rawl ey stood half stupefied, his nen
herded the captives into the study and grouped themin a corner, under the
poi nts of guns. Then Rawl ey found his voice.

"Why did you bring these nmen here?" he demanded. "At whose order?"

"Your order, sheriff," said a deputy. "At least, that's what we were told
down at the courthouse.”

"Cet themout of here!™

"Wait!" Bob was facing Rawl ey. "I said there would be new evi dence. Ask
t hem about Kendry."

"\What about Kendry?"

"They can answer," returned Bob. "Ask them™

The sheriff wheeled on the group. One man | ooked weaker than the rest;
ready to tal k without persuasion. The man was Mouser; his nouth | ooked as
droopy as the half-finished cigarette that hung fromhis down-turned I|ips.

"What about Kendry?" repeated the sheriff. "Answer nme, if you know what's
good for you."

"He was with us," replied Muser. "Wrking with the mob. dint told me to
grease the guy; so | did. W were using his farmas a hide-out."

The neaning of the thing drilled home to Rawl ey. He demanded nore
detail s,
and Mouser gave them The captured thug told how Kendry had started out with
t he
shotgun, to help with the ambush at the crossroads. Nudging a thunb at Thayner
and Jani ce, Muser added:

"W were after them"

"Whi ch neans that either of themhad a right to run himdown," argued
Bob.

"He was arned, and bent on nurder. | was just stalling, awhile ago, sheriff.
It's Janice's turn to talk."

Tal k, Janice did. She told her story in detail. As he heard it, Raw ey
shrugged at first; then reached to the box of exhibits and dunped the contents
into the wastebasket. He sunmed up the case in satisfactory fashion

"What we did with guns tonight," declared Raw ey, "you did with a car
t hat
time, Mss Melridge. W went after nmurderers, and got them Al you deserve is
a

nmedal . "

He swung to Bob.

"I can't arrest you, either," he decided. "If you hadn't gotten into ny
office, we wouldn't have seen the light that brought us there in time to rout
the crooks. Only, 1'd like to know why you took the evidence, instead of

talking to me."

Bob's tongue was in his check, as he glanced toward Jani ce. Then
nmet hodi cal | y, he gave his reason; one that he hadn't had before, and which
Jani ce therefore guessed had been suggested by their rmutual friend, The
Shadow.



"You were hot after the wong person, sheriff," said Bob: "You wanted a
hit-and-run driver, when you should have been | ooking for outlaws. | figured
that Kendry was in it, but | knew |l couldn't prove it until you captured sone
crooks and nmade themtal k.

"So | took the evidence and kept it, until you got on the right track

You
made a swell clean-up tonight, and the tinme was ripe. If you want an apol ogy,
sheriff, 1'll be glad to nake it. You have ny thanks, already."

The sheriff clapped Bob on the shoul der. Then, stiffening, he turned to
Mel ri dge.

"Sorry," said Rawm ey, gruffly, "but we two will have to go along."

UNCONSCI QUSLY, the group had clustered toward the center of the study. No
one was near the door; the only persons | ooking in that direction happened to
be the prisoners. Muser suddenly became squeani sh, and his nervousness spread
to the rest.

Bl ackness was streaking in across the threshold - a foreboding patch that
| ooked li ke a huge silhouette. It rem nded crooks too nmuch of a form dable
eneny: The Shadow.

Looki ng up, Mouser saw the figure that was com ng through the doorway and
gave a shri ek.

Al turned. They saw the tall formin black. The Shadow stood wi th fol ded
arnms; his burning gaze surveyed the entire group. There wasn't a solitary
nove,
not even from Sheriff Rawl ey, when the gri mavenger approached and pl aced his
hand upon the shoul der of G over Melridge.

Both Bob and Janice noticed that their father faced The Shadow wi t hout
fear; a fact that pleased them Somehow, they couldn't blame himfor their
not her's death. They knew that Melridge, nore than anyone, had suffered from
t he shock of that tragedy.

"You were nistaken in one instance, sheriff," spoke The Shadow, in a grim
whi sper that made the captive thugs quake. "Perhaps there is error in
anot her."

The sheriff cleared his throat with a gruff cough. Who this stranger was,
did not matter. He was willing to debate the point. He began

"G over Melridge has confessed to -"

"As his son did," interposed The Shadow. "He has described a crine that
he
did not conmit. H s own testinony proves it."

It was Melridge's turn to stand amazed, as The Shadow turned to him

"Your wife spoke of voices," declared The Shadow. "Perhaps, for once,
those voices were real."

The Shadow s eyes turned toward Heverly. The doctor was suddenly pronpted
to give testinony.

"They m ght have been!" Heverly exclainmed. "Her condition had changed so,
Melridge. She liked to talk of voices that she thought she heard; but she had
nmenti oned none for several days. The voices that she told you of, particularly
t hose today, must have nmade a different inpression.”

Centering upon Melridge, The Shadow caught a change of the gray-haired
man' s expression. Steadily, The Shadow made a hal f-fini shed statenent:

"She nmentioned a particular voice she'd heard -"

"She did!'" exclaimed Melridge. "She said that she heard his voice. She
nmeant” - he hesitated, then |ooked to the wall - "she neant the voice of
Howar d
Loyden!"

"She threatened to tell -"

"Yes, as she had before. Tonight, she nmeant it nore than ever. There were
t hings -"

"Contained in the box that you gave your daughter.”



Hunch by hunch, The Shadow was picking up Melridge's story, carrying it
further along. Both Bob and Jani ce were anazed; so, for that matter, was
Mel ri dge. The presence of The Shadow seened to grip himlike a spell.

"I can say no nore," began Melridge, hastily. "Nothing nore. It could do
no good."

"You have said enough," declared The Shadow. "Let us exam ne your
confession further. Your wife had a gun. How did she get it?"

"I don't know," adnmitted Melridge. "The fact really puzzled ne. The gun
bel onged here, in ny study. Wiy anyone should have taken it; | can't
under stand. "

There was a slight gasp from Janice. She suppressed it grinmy, as
Mel ri dge
conti nued.

"Unl ess soneone left it where she could find it," he said. "At any rate,
she had the gun. | took it fromher, as we struggled. W struck the lamp -"

MELRI DGE was pointing to the corner, near the door, where the lanp |ay.
It
was a tall floor lanp with a heavy base, but with a single sweep, The Shadow
set
it upright.

He had been | ooking at that |amp before. He gave the |l anp a hard shove
with his foot. It slid, weightily, but did not overturn

"Like this" - finishing the first action, The Shadow jolted the lanp with
his shoulders - "or like this?"

"I don't know," stated Melridge. "It's odd that the lanmp won't upset. It
seens as though those pushes nmerely pressed it closer to the wall."

The Shadow had stepped through the doorway. All that they saw was his
hand, as it swung inward. Catching the lamp with his fist, The Shadow
overturned it fromthe wall. It fell into the exact position where it had been
bef ore.

A sudden light came to Melridge' s eyes, but The Shadow i gnored him Again
i nsi de the doorway, the cloaked investigator turned to Janice.

"You saw Kendry with both arns flinging," rem nded The Shadow. "But there
was a shotgun with Kendry's body when Thayner found it. Perhaps Kendry did not
stunble fromthe road bank. It is nmore probable, that he had lost his gun in a
struggle; that he was half hel pl ess when soneone pushed himinto the car's
pat h.

"Just as soneone" - The Shadow swung again to Melridge - "pushed the | anp
over, fromthe doorway, and came into the struggle am d the darkness. Someone
who bashed you hard against the wall, picked up your gun and quickly fired the
death shots -"

As if to illustrate the action, The Shadow wheel ed about. H s gl oved
hand,
qui ck as a whippet's start, whisked an automatic fromhis cloak and ained it,
not at an imaginary form but directly at a living, schem ng man.

The rapid move was tinmely. The other man was al so on the draw. But The
Shadow s automatic had himcovered before he could tug a revolver fromhis
pocket. Letting the weapon slide back again, the hel pless man | et his hands
conme to his shoul ders.

This time, Janice Melridge did not gasp. She already understood. The man
wi th the uprai sed hands was Carl Thayner, a man of nurder who had used
friendship as a disguise for deeds of crine.

CHAPTER XX

THE THI NG FROM THE PAST



FROM a nmedl ey of conflicting thoughts, Janice could think of only one
thing: Wul can. She renenbered her old belief in the dog's judgnent of humans.
It had been proven, nore than ever, after she began to doubt it. O all who
dwelt within this household, only one had failed to welconme the friendly
stranger, Carl Thayner.

Vul can had repeatedly shown his distaste for the new guest. Perhaps The
Shadow had observed it on his visits to Seven Caks. Certainly, The Shadow had
m strusted Thayner. That was why he had ordered the anbul ance tonight! Fitting
closely was the fact that The Shadow and Vul can were thensel ves friends.

Jani ce's thoughts went to the wooden box that had tunbled from Thayner's
arnms when his hands came up. The box was lying on the floor, and it told a
story of its own.

Thayner wanted the box!

Wy ?

He coul d have stolen it earlier, if he wanted it. Wiy had he waited, and
conmitted crimes in the meanwhil e? Looki ng at The Shadow, Janice suddenly
di vined the answer, as his gaze briefly net her own.

For some reason, Thayner had needed Janice, as well as the box. That was
why he had sought to ruin conmpletely other nenbers of the fanily.

Craftily, Thayner had taken advantage of every opportunity. He had made
Jani ce think that she killed Kendry. Subtly, he had tal ked Bob into going to
the courthouse, to steal the box. He had foreseen - as he proved tonight -

t hat
he expected Bob to take the blame for the tragedy on the road, as well.

Those voices that Lucretia had heard!

Still an opportunist, Thayner had provided them particularly this
afternoon, after he had received dint's message. He had talked in terns that
Lucretia Melridge understood, probably speaking outside her room He had
pl aced
t he gun where she could get it.

Maybe he hadn't cared which of the two died: G over Melridge or Lucretia.
He wanted one dead, the other put away, either in prison or an asylum All
because he wanted Janice to be dependent upon no one but hinself. Know ng that
she trusted him the nysterious box would thereby become his trophy!

A laugh ended the chill silence. Its tone was shuddery. The Shadow was
voi ci ng other facts, rem nding Thayner of the night that he had conme to Seven
Oaks. The Shadow asked why Thayner had turned his car between the gates, even
bef ore crooks arrived.

"You were com ng here,
si l ent,

"to introduce yourself and gain the good will of the househol d. Watever your
original plan of entry, luck gave you a better one. You entered as a hel pl ess
wayfarer, robbed on the hi ghway, which created the very synpathy you wanted.

"You did not expect dint Flenn to overtake you." The Shadow was draw ng
closer to Thayner. "But Cint expected nore nmoney than was in your bag. A
gr eat
deal more - perhaps as nuch as fifty thousand dollars!™"

Tur ni ng, The Shadow faced Muser and the other crooks. The facts that
Thayner woul dn't admit were easily recognized by them They gul ped the
t hought s
that flashed to their m nds.

"The dough that N ck Bargo had, before the Feds caught up with him™"

"Say - this guy Thayner was the real double-crosser! He got the dough!"

"And dint Flenn knew it! That's why he wanted to get Thayner!"

decl ared The Shadow, when Thayner remai ned

DURI NG t hose out bursts, Gover Melridge was standing stolidly beside his
desk. Turning, he raised his handcuffed hands and took Loyden's portrait from
the wall. H's face was solemm as he faced the |isteners, who knew, fromthat
nmonent, that the greatest of Thayner's crimes was to be exposed.



"Howard Loyden was my best friend," declared Melridge. "He died of a
broken heart, after his wife, Cara, left himfor another nman. Wo that man
was, Loyden never knew. But he placed his two children in ny custody.

"Yes, Bob and Janice, Howard Loyden was your father. | often wondered"
he gl anced toward The Shadow - "why no one detected the fam |y resenbl ance.

But
| was not to tell you until you were twenty-one. Lucretia and | raised you as
our own children

"When Lucretia's mnd wandered, the secret troubled her. That was the
thing I did not want her to tell. | feel that | can state those facts, at
present, because Loyden gave ne the privilege on one condition. If | should
ever find the man responsible for his wife's desertion."

Approachi ng Thayner, Melridge held the portrait face to face with him
The
stern eyes of Loyden seened to cone to life; their gaze made Thayner w nce.

He was the culprit, and he could no longer hide it. He, alone, could have
spoken facts concerning Howard Loyden to Lucretia Melridge.

"You had only one regret," accused Melridge. "You wanted to stea
Loyden' s
nmoney, along with his wife. You did not get the noney, so you waited. You cane
here, seeking to gain the fortune that Loyden left, by acquiring his daughter

"You were a young nman, Thayner, much younger than C ara Loyden. That
nmuch,
| should have known. You still |ook young, nuch younger than you are. You used
the sane smooth policy to win Janice's trust that you enployed in urging her
nother to | eave her father."”

Janice no longer had a ot of trust in Thayner, as Melridge saw, when he
gl anced toward his foster daughter. The girl's eyes were ablaze with
accusations of her own, and Bob was drawing to her side, his fists clenched.

Toget her, they were ready to seize Thayner and choke himinto sonething
that the sheriff would have to carry out.

H s snugness seened gone. Hi s handsone face | ooked coarse. |ndeed,

Thayner

had a pitiful expression, seemingly his last play for synpathy, as he cowered.
But even in that pose, he had design. H's huddle carried himnmomentarily from
the path of The Shadow s aim

Li ke a flash, Thayner shot into action. He grabbed the portrait from
Melridge and slashed it at his accuser's head. As Melridge dodged, Bob and
Jani ce sprang in. Wirling them between hinself and The Shadow, Thayner yanked
his revolver. He yelled to Muuser and the other crooks.

"There's still a lot left of Nick's fifty grand! Come with me, all of you

Mobsters surged. They struck The Shadow, as Janice and Bob dived away to
l et the cloaked fighter get a shot at Thayner. The Shadow fired as Thayner
di ved through the doorway. Attackers reached The Shadow at that monent; his
jarred ai mwent high

Then, as the quickest way of reaching Thayner, The Shadow denonstrated
how
he could settle crooks. They were armed, for they had snatched guns from
ast oni shed deputies while making the drive, but weapons did those thugs no
good. The Shadow sl edged with two guns of his own.

Hs blows felled a pair of enem es, and he sagged with the spraw ing
crooks. The others, shooting, found targets coming at them not The Shadow but
their pals, lurched forward by the fading fighter in black. Acconpanying a
strident |augh, The Shadow s gun spoke, aimed for two crooks who had mi ssed
hi m

As they floundered forward, The Shadow di ved between them bow ing the
| ast of the five prisoners to the floor. By then, the sheriff and the deputies
were init, for they had acted al most as quickly as the crooks. They took
prompt charge of the overwhel ned outl aws, while The Shadow was speedi ng out



t hrough the hall.

THE roar of a notor told that Thayner was starting away in a deputy's
car.

Bob's car was out by the garage and he was hurrying for it, when The Shadow
overtook him As Bob jerked the car about, The Shadow stooped besi de Vul can's
kennel . Then, with a spring, he was in with Bob

They whi zzed under the porte-cochere. Thayner had rounded the first curve
inthe drive. It would take a hard chase to overtake him for they were forced
to follow the same wi nding course to the gates. Once outside, there was a good
chance that the nmurderer mght get clear, for Bob's car was none too speedy.

As the car neared the final bend, Bob heard The Shadow s | augh, strangely
whi spered. Gazi ng ahead, Bob saw a blot flash into the glare of his Iights.
Then he recognized it as Vul can

The big dog didn't have to stay to the drive when The Shadow rel eased
hi m
Speedy as well as powerful, he was taking cross-cut to the outside road.

Ahead, Thayner wheel ed his car through the gateway, taking the sharp turn
in proper fashion. He was pressing his foot to the accel erator, |aughing as
t he
sound of Bob's motor came fromwell back in the woods. Thayner scarcely heard
the crackl e of the brush beside him

Thi ngs fromthe past meant nothing to this man of crinme. He had | ost
Jani ce's fortune, which he had hoped woul d include Bob's share, as represented
by bank books and ot her documents in the oblong box. He regretted that |oss;
but not his crinmes.

Yet there was one thing fromhis recent past that he was to renenber,

t hough not for very long. It canme upon himlike a mghty cyclone, hurling in
fromspace. It was a living hulk that cleared a wide ditch in one prodigious
| eap, landing with all paws upon the man it wanted.

Struggling to keep his car on the nove, Thayner was also fighting with
hi s
nemesi s, Vul can.

It was a wild struggle between dog and man. During the madcap battle, the
car roared onward, with Thayner's arm crooked through the wheel. He had his
gun
and was using it, but to no avail.

He knew Vul can's trick of snatching guns and nanaged to tw st the weapon
about; but before Thayner could fire, Vulcan made anends for not getting the
gun with a bite.

Wth a swoop of his big paw, the dog hit the revol ver aside, sending
Thayner's bullets to the roadway. Then Vul can took a real hold, not on
Thayner's gun but on his neck. Again the gun hand was comi ng up; once nore,

Vul can downed it.

The road veered toward a ravine crossed by a slender bridge. Choking,
tortured by the clutch of Wulcan's fangs, Thayner managed to see the bridge
rail, but not the roadway that went with it. He picked the wong side, just as
anot her car came spurting on his trail

Too late to stop the climax, The Shadow and Bob Melridge witnessed its
fulfillment. Thayner's speedy roadster |ooked as nuch alive as the figures
t hat
were struggling within it. It acted alnbst with a pause, as it took the wong
side of the abutment and hurtled off.

As the car dipped forward, Thayner was carried to his doom but in the
same instant, Vulcan's great frame |aunched through space. Huge forepaws
followed a twenty-foot arc and shot across the bridge rail.

Monent arily; Vul can dangled there; then the crash of the car on rocks,
some fifty feet bel ow gave inspiration to the fighting beast. H s hind | egs
fairly clawed the bridge rail and propelled hi mupward, forward, over to solid



safety.

AS Bob halted the car, Vul can cane panting toward himand sprang into the
seat. That was when Bob first noticed that The Shadow was gone. Witing, Bob
wat ched a tiny flashlight, tw nkling dowmn the sides of the ravine.

It stopped beside Thayner's smashed car. Bob saw it sweep, as he |istened
to the dull thunder of the creek down in the gorge. Then, like a knel
fl oating
up from sone abandoned tonb, canme a peal of mrthless |aughter

That tone was a token of final triunph. It told what Bob Melridge - or
Bob
Loyden - expected. It neant that Carl Thayner had nmet with the inevitable. The
nmurderer had failed to survive the trenmendous crash. His crinmes had ended;

t hey
wer e seal ed by death.

There was nmore to The Shadow s strangely trailing | augh, as Bob
recogni zed
when he heard it fade and saw the tiny light no | onger. Choosing his own route
t hrough the ravine, The Shadow had departed. Hi s | augh was a token of
farewel |

It would be Bob's duty to carry the word back to Seven Oaks and tell them
that the curse of the past was gone. Janice would be waiting for that word, as
would Dr. Heverly, the man she had forgotten while under Thayner's spell.

They would all renenmber their friend, The Shadow. Realizing it, Bob
turned
to Vul can. He saw the dog's head rai se, watched the curious tilt of Vulcan's
ears. Then Bob recalled a nysterious whistle that Janice had nentioned.

Pitched to a tune that no human ear could hear, that whistle had served
The Shadow when he needed his ally, Vulcan. A dog's ear was tuned to that high
tone, and Vul can was hearing it now.

Per haps he hadn't understood The Shadow s |augh to be a farewell. But he
recogni zed the whistle trill that Bob could not hear

The Shadow

THE END



