MURDER MANSI ON
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Decenber 1, 1941.

Crime had begun in this mansion of death! Could it conplete its sway
despite the presence of The Shadow?

CHAPTER |
PATHS TO CRI ME

CLI VE WALDEN was worried, as he stared fromthe wi ndow of his hotel room
Wrried, and with good reason. He had regi stered under his right nane.

VWhen worry gripped Cive, his face didn't showit. Instead, his |lips took
on a half snile, his eyes becanme cold steel

At present, Cive was alone, so far as the hotel room was concerned; but
there were plenty of persons outdoors. Cive was watching them five floors
bel ow, a typical sidewal k throng as seen on a side street of New York after
dusk.

One nman detached hinself fromthe throng and entered the hotel. dive
t hought he recogni zed the fellow by his stiff gait, but wasn't sure. Still
Cive kept watching all the nore intently. This was the tine to watch: after
Hermbl e had arrived. Back and forth across the lighted area that fronted the
hotel, dive's eyes roved restlessly in search of trailers.

He saw none, though his eyes studied the patchy darkness nmpbst intently.
Strange, the way that one segment of bl ackness seened ready to edge into the
light!

There were nonments when the man at the sixth-floor w ndow fancied that
t he
dar kness became an encroaching streak, with a slow, forward glide; but always
it
faded, easing back into the deeper blackness like a fleeting shadow. dive was
convinced that the wavering was entirely a thing of his imagination, when he
heard a rap at his door

The rap nmeant Henbl e.

Hs lips relaxing into an actual snmile, his eyes switching fromcold
glint
to friendly twinkle, dive Wal den was debonair in manner when he opened the
door
and extended a hand in greeting.

It was Henmbl e who entered, stiffly, as always; his blunt face showed its
usual solem | ook. Henble's expression had every mark of honesty, but with it
a
trace of dunbness.

Cive's wave gestured Henmble to a chair, and continued to a box of cigars
on the table. Henble was hel ping hinself to a snoke when Cive remarked in an

easy tone:
"I was getting worried, Henble. | should have checked in under anot her
nane, but since | didn't nmention it when | talked to you by tel ephone, | was

afraid you wouldn't find me if | did."

The statenent was a bit deep for Henble. Evidently, he'd never heard of
peopl e using nanmes other than their own, and couldn't quite grasp its purpose.
Cive gave an indul gent |augh. He pulled an envel ope from his pocket,
extracted
a batch of timeworn newspaper clippings, and spread them on the table.

"No use reading them" he told Henble. "They're just for reference. They
all say the same thing. They allege that |, dive Wal den, disappeared after



renoving the paltry sumof fifteen hundred dollars fromthe safe of the
Browl and Clock Co. in Riverdale. That was six nonths ago."

Henbl e nodded, though his blunt face was a trifle puzzled. He finally
asked:

"What does 'allege' nean?"

"It neans the thing isn't proven," explained Clive. "So | won't be able
to
sue the newspaper for damages when | show |I'minnocent. As if they hadn't
damaged my reputation already!" There was a flare of anger plain in dive's
eyes.

"Look at this clipping, Henble. It mentions that nmy uncle, Tobias
Browl and, owns the cl ock conpany and has recently appointed my cousin, Elbert
Morion, as manager in ny stead.

"It doesn't say, though, that | was leaving on a sales trip to get sone
busi ness for the firm Nor does it state that my travel ers' checks were in the
safe, which is why | opened it. | didn't touch a cent of conpany funds,
Henbl e!
|"msure you're one man who believes | didn't."

HEMBLE was proving the fact right then. He was pointing to the |ast
paragraph in the clipping, which referred to Henble hinmself. It didn't mention
him by nane; it sinply spoke of the night watchman, which Henbl e happened to
be.

Cive read the paragraph in question and cl apped an approvi ng hand on
Henmbl e' s shoul der.

"Good enough, Henble!"

"I only told themwhat it says there," affirned Henble. "I hadn't any
orders fromM. Mrion not to let you in the office after hours. | didn't
renenber seeing the safe wide open after you left. It wasn't until norning
t hat
they found it N

"I know," interposed Clive wearily. "But only two persons had the
conbi nati on: El bert Mrion and nyself. Elbert happened to be in the town al
ni ght, so he couldn't possibly have come to the office, even without you

seei ng
him"

"But there must have been sonebody that | didn't see N'

"Unfortunately, Henble, there was sonebody that you did see. | was that
somebody. So for six nonths, |'ve been dodging fromone State to another so ny

dear cousin, Elbert, can't catch up with ne and have nme arrested and tried for
acrim |l didn't coomit. There's been enough scandal, Henble, w thout dragging
the thing through court."

Henbl e shook hi s head.

"There's no chance of that any |onger, M. \Wlden."

"I know you think it's bl own over, Henble," declared Cive. "But the
guestion is: are you sure?"

"Mss Trent will tell you the sane thing."
Clive's eyes flashed.
"I'd like to see Gail," he said. "She's still out at the house in
Ri verdale, isn't she?"
"Yes, and | think she wants to see you, M. Walden. | hear that a | awer

is comng there tonight. It has sonething to do with old M. Brow and's new
will."

Clive's lips took on a half smle, and something close to a snarl escaped
hi m

"So El bert has worked around to it at last," he said. "I knew he was
trying to cut ne out with Uncle Tobias. This is the night for a showdown. Did
you bring your car here, Henble?"

"Yes, sir. W can get out to Connecticut in a few hours. If you'll drop



ne
at the factory, you can take the car over to the house. Nobody will see it if
you park it under the big elmtrees.”

“I"l1l go along," decided Cive. "Yes, Henble, 1'mgoing to have a

showdown. But I'Il talk to Gail first; that is, if she'll talk to ne. Maybe" N
his tone was bitter N "nmaybe El bert has sold her a wong bill of goods, I|ike
he

did with Uncle Tobias."

VWat ever his opinion of affairs in Riverdale, Cive Wal den had ful
confidence that he could handle them H's face | acked the hardness that neant
suspi ci on, when he and Henbl e reached the hotel lobby. In fact, dive didn't
bother to | ook around for any detectives who m ght have tracked Henble from
Ri ver dal e.

He hal f-believed that the thing had bl own over, on the basis that El bert
woul d be too interested in the matter of the neww Il to bother about his
m ssing cousin for the present. It night be dangerous when Cive reached
Connecticut; there, he would have to be wary, so he resolved to have Henbl e
travel back to Riverdale by a roundabout road.

But he no longer feared arrest while in New York, a thing that would
i nvol ve extradition: a drawn-out process coupled with a ot of notoriety. Very
probably, El bert wouldn't want his own nane in the papers fromnow on. In the
opi nion of Cdive Walden, there was just one thing that El bert Mrion |ived
for,
and that was the | egacy that he would inherit fromtheir uncle, Tobias
Br ow and.

Until tonight, Cive and Elbert had rated equally in the matter; it was a
known fact that their uncle had arranged to split his fortune between them

According to dive, Elbert was a man who believed that fifty-fifty should
add to one hundred percent N for hinself.

CLIVE was starting to express such opinions to Henble as they crossed the
hotel | obby, and Henmbl e had al ready begun to nod, which was odd, considering
how long it usually took the dull-witted watchman to grasp things that were
told him

It didn't occur to dive that Henble m ght be nodding for another reason
for he never credited the fellowwith being at all subtle.

It just happened that Henble was nmuch smarter than Cive supposed. Right
under his conpanion's nose, Henmble was giving the nod to two nen who were
lounging in a far corner of the |obby. Had Clive seen that pair, he would have
| ooked at themfour tinmes; twice for each. But he didn't happen to see them

They weren't detectives. That was certain; in fact, too certain. They had
the | ook of smart crooks, which they were. One was Lippy Carther, so called
because of his heavy lips. He was also noted for his ability with a gun. The
ot her was Mech Wbodum his nicknanme signified his nechanical skill in
scientific pursuits, such as bl owi ng safes.

Singly, those two coul d behave thensel ves, and did. Lippy, a lazy,
st oop-shoul dered type, with sallow, tired face, preferred the confortable prop
of a pool table to practicing target shooting with human ducks.

Mech had a real yen for nechanical matters and liked to tinker around
repair shops; squatly of build, with broad face and strong, stubby hands, he
had t he appearance of a bona fide mechanic.

But when the two conbined, crime was their notive, and they spelled TNT
Each liked to blast in his own particular way. It was crinedom s hope that the
pair would sone day land in a penitentiary together. In that case, the
predi ction was that Lippy would snipe the guards while Mech would bl ow a hol e
so big in the prison wall that all the inmates could ride out in trucks.

So far, Lippy and Mech hadn't been put to such a test, but they had
handl ed plenty of others and were always ready upon call. Such were the nen
who



took the nod froma cluck naned Hembl e, at present hol di ng down a ni ght
wat chman's job in the town of Riverdale!

As soon as Henble had gone out with Cive, Lippy sauntered over to the
desk and asked the hotel clerk if anyone had left hima nmessage.

The clerk found an envel ope addressed to M. Carther, and said that it
had
been left just a short while before. The clerk was right. Henble had |eft that
envel ope on the way upstairs.

Pocketing the envel ope, Lippy sauntered fromthe | obby, and Mech
fol | oned.

Wt hout exchangi ng any conments, they turned along the street and finally
reached a parked car. Mech took the wheel, and Lippy slid in beside him As
Mech started the car, Lippy gave a wary | ook back

Li ppy' s eyes were good, but not good enough. After all, dive Wl den had
taken a much | onger ook fromhis hotel-roomw ndow and had al so been
decei ved.

The deceiving thing was the bl ackness just away fromthe |lighted entrance to
t he

hotel . Bl ackness that | ooked solid, as nost blackness did. Not being worried,
Li ppy gave it only a passing gl ance.

Thi s bl ackness was solid.

As the crooks pulled away in their car, the inky thickness materialized
itself into a living shape. Skirting the lighted area Iike a cloud of oily
snoke, it showed itself briefly as a figure wearing a jet-hued cl oak beneath a
sl ouch hat of the sane shade.

Li ke a living ghost, the creature in black was swal | owed agai n by
dar kness, which, in this case, was represented by the interior of a waiting
taxi cab. As the nobsters turned the corner, the cab started up, its driver
i rpel | ed by the whi spered command of the strange passenger in the back seat.

Paths to crinme had begun, and The Shadow, foe to men of evil, was on the
trail!

CHAPTER |
THE FI RST HURDLE

LI PPY had the envel ope open and was reading its contents by the dash
[ight, while Mech cruised the car through traffic. Lippy gave a grunt that
brought a grin from Mech.

"Zeke still got you guessing, Lippy?"

"Yeah," returned Lippy. "I thought he'd put us hep to why he's hol di ng
down that job in Connecticut. But he hasn't."

"Maybe he's doing it for a gag," suggested Mech. "A watchman at a cl ock
factory! A joke N get it?"

"Making half a grand apiece ain't no joke. That's what Zeke Henble w |
hand us for tonight."

"Yeah? How many guys do we have to croak?"

It was Lippy's turn to grin.

"None," he replied. "This thing is a pipe. W've got to play it neat N
that's all. Zeke is going to drop off at the clock plant and | et a guy naned
Wal den take his car over to the house, five niles away. That's where we go
first Nto the house."

"Yeah? \Wy?"

"So one of us can do a drop-off and sneak the jellopy down the hill
wher e
Wal den can't find it. I'lIl handle that part.”

"And what do | do?"

"You go over to the clock plant and bring Zeke. He'll grab his jellopy
and



whi z back where he belongs, while we lam |If there's any trouble, we'll handle
it. They won't have anything on Zeke. He'll be the sane ol d watchman when t hey
find him"

The idea of Zeke Henbl e posing as a night watchman, and actually handling
t he task, pleased Mech Whodum i mrensel y.

"What a set-up!" Mech chuckl ed. "Those Riverdal e joskins taking Zeke for
a
boob, while he puts the kangaroo on this kack \Wal den!"

"Yeah," agreed Lippy. "But what's the dodge?"

"That's Zeke's business," returned Mech. "We'll handle our end of it, and
l et himtake care of his."

Swerving the car, Mech took to a side street, sonething that Lippy
couldn't understand. He remarked that they weren't on the route to Riverdale,
wher eupon Mech retorted that he wasn't going to use his own car for the
expedi tion.

"I"mstopping off at a hot-car farm" he expl ai ned. "Those hustl ers have
been cl outing too nmany heaps. They've got sone sizzlers they want frozen, so
we
m ght as well handle it."

Li ppy began to argue that a stolen car mght bring trouble, but Mech
promptly rul ed hi mdown.

"W don't get together often,"” said Mech. "Maybe sonme stoolie has been
waiting to spot us, so he can spill the word. They'll have this heap tagged,
but they won't be |looking for us in a hot one. Get it?"

In his turn, Lippy argued that they'd be out of town before the police
could pick up their trail. Mech nmade a grimrejoinder

“I"mnot thinking about the cops,"” said Mech. "Ever hear of a guy called
The Shadow? He's heard of us."

Mere nention of the dread name made Lippy jittery. Wth gunnery his
specialty, Lippy had but narrowy escaped The Shadow on nore than one
occasi on.

Anxi ously, he | ooked back through the rear wi ndow. He saw a cab anong cars
t hat

were followi ng them but before he could notice it closely, sonething else
jarred his attention

Li ppy turned with a yelp to find his right hand surrounded by a nass of
flame. Madly, he beat out the fire, and found his fingers pressing a few ashes
of paper. Laughing, Mech tossed a dead match out of the car w ndow.

"What's the idea?" demanded Lippy. "Trying to give me a hot mtt?"

"Just burning that note of Zeke's," returned Mech. "You won't need it any
| onger. "

Li ppy pul |l ed anot her paper fromthe envel ope.

"Lucky you didn't burn the map," he said. "It shows the whole lay."

"Look it over, and renmenber it," suggested Mech. "Then get rid of it.
W're pretty near the farm™

THE "farm' proved to be a side-street garage. As Mech pulled in, Lippy
tore up the crude map and fluttered the pieces fromthe wi ndow. Mech blinked
his lights and the garage door opened. The car pulled in so quickly that Lippy
didn't sight a taxicab stopping a short way back

From that cab cane a figure cloaked in black

The Shadow was deft at finding his way into garages. Suspecting that the
nmobsters intended to switch cars, he planned to stop them before they cane
out .

A narrow all ey gave himaccess to a wi ndow, through it, he reached a fl oor
wel |
stocked with cars.

A rear door was opening to another street, and The Shadow saw a car

starting out. It wasn't the sane car that had brought Lippy and Mech to the



old
gar age.

Wth a sudden sweep, The Shadow was half across the floor, an automatic
in
his gloved fist. Fromhis hidden lips rang a chall enge that should have
st opped
the crooks right where they were: a nocking laugh that could only nean the
chal | enge.

Along with the terror that it gave to nen of crime, that mirth usually
stupefied such bystanders as garage attendants, of whomthere were four or
five
in sight.

This time, The Shadow s chal | enge brought a deluge in return. These
weren't ordinary garage nen; they were hot-car hustlers, crooks with as nmuch
at
stake as the nmen whom The Shadow sought to stop

The nen on the floor were the ones who yanked guns in answer to The
Shadow. Seeing the flash of their weapons, the cl oaked fighter whirled.

@uns bl asted from everywhere except the car that Lippy and Mech had
t aken.

It kept on its way in a great hurry, while other gunners were aimng for The
Shadow. More correctly, men were aiming for where they saw The Shadow | ast.
Hs

whirl had becone a fade in anmong the ranks of stolen cars that were undergoi ng
al terations.

Ami d the barks of usel ess weapons cane the answering power of an
automatic
that stabbed its nessages from unexpected angl es, w nging the phony garage nen
in their tracks.

St aggering, how i ng, crooks sought cover. Sone sagged to their knees;
ot hers propped thensel ves agai nst car fenders and rallied to return the fire.

They thought they were fighting for their lives, which, in their
| anguage,
meant they woul d have to give death to The Shadow. WIldly, they threw slugs
anong the cars, spraying fenders, doors and wi ndshields with a rain of |ead.

They mi ght as well have been tossing spitballs. The Shadow wasn't
anywher e
around.

He had taken a zigzag route to the rear door in pursuit of the departing
car. That door was the one place where the gunners didn't |ook for him for
t he
garage nen thought that The Shadow s arrival marked a raid upon their own
racket.

There were tinmes when The Shadow arrived somewhere by acci dent, but
cr ooks
never recognized it. Wthout realizing it, they were sinply hel pi ng hi mpursue
the quarry that he really wanted

Mech and Li ppy had swung a corner when The Shadow reached the rear
street.

Pausi ng in darkness, while guns still beat a futile tattoo within the garage,
The Shadow | ooked for his cab

It was piloted by Me Shrevnitz, a fast-driving hackie in The Shadow s
sol e enpl oy, and Mbe shoul d have caught his cue by this tine.

But Moe, for once, wasn't on the job. Instead of the cab's famliar
runbl e, The Shadow heard only the wails of police sirens.

The hot-car farnmers heard the sirens, too, and started for the rear exit.
There, they were net by a | augh from darkness, and the |augh had sting behind
it, in the way of gunfire. Stumbling thugs flopped back to shelter, tossing
their guns to the center of the floor in token of surrender

Moe's cab suddenly wheel ed into sight, just ahead of the police cars. The



Shadow sprang into the cab, |eaving the garage situation to the conpetent
hands
of the police.

"Sorry, boss!" Me was voicing his apol ogy, as he whi pped the cab around
the corner. "I was picking these up, when the shooting started.”

The corner turned, Me thrust a hand through the wi ndow and pl aced a
cl unp
of torn papers in The Shadow s gl oved hand. Then, eyes gl ued ahead, Me was
| ooking for a car that mght be the one The Shadow want ed.

In his turn, The Shadow saw that the fugitive vehicle had passed from
sight. He told Moe sinply to avoid the police cars and drop the chase.

VWil e Me was doing it, The Shadow deftly pieced the torn papers. They
proved a find, indeed. Rough though Zeke's map was, its features were
conpl et e.

It marked the clock factory, the house, and the nunber of the hi ghway
t hat
passed near both. Mst inportant, it had a penciled road crossing that bore
t he
name: "R verdale."

TEN minutes later, Me's cab stopped in front of a little restaurant.
I nstead of The Shadow, a tall, |eisurely passenger stepped out and went
t hr ough
the pretense of paying his taxi fare.

As he strolled into the restaurant, people recognized himby his calm
hawki sh face that was quite inmbile in expression. Hi s evening attire was
al so
a characteristic touch

The gentl eman fromthe cab was Lanont Cranston, wealthy New York cl ubman.
O late, Cranston had dined frequently at this restaurant, always with a young
| ady named Margo Lane, who happened to be awaiting himat present.

They made a charming pair when they faced each other at a secluded table,
the fastidious M. Cranston and the alluring brunette across fromhim But
their conversation, conducted in an undertone, was by no neans trivial. It was
prompt and to the point.

"About Gail Trent," began Cranston in a casual tone, though Margo sensed
that he wanted a rapid answer. "Does that invitation to visit her stil
stand?"

"It has for six nmonths," returned Margo. "l1've renewed it at the proper
intervals. But you told ne, quite a while ago, Lamont, that the matter of
Aive
Wal den was the sort that would run its own course.”

"It's on the honestretch,” Cranston announced, "and | ooks |ike a photo
finish. Speaking of photographs, I'"'msorry | don't have one of Walden. | saw
himthis evening, but didn't recognize him"

The paradox rather puzzled Margo until Cranston detail ed that he had been
wat chi ng two ot her nen, whose ultimate destination had proven to be Riverdale.
Havi ng recall ed a rather handsonme chap who left the hotel earlier, Cranston
had
st opped back there on his way to neet Margo.

"l asked for Cive Walden," said Cranston, "and | earned that he had
checked out. | take it that he's gone to Riverdale K'

"Where those other two are to neet him" put in Margo breathl essly.
"That's why he gave themthe map!"

Cranst on shook his head.

"W're not certain on that point, Margo. There was another chap with
Wal den, who | ooked like a Riverdal e product. Too nuch so, to suit me. He m ght
have passed the map to Lippy and Mech. For that matter, they nay have picked
it



up el sewhere. We're going to Riverdale to find out."

"But they're already on the way," protested Margo, "and |I'l|l have to cal
Gail, to remnd her of the invitation. Wat's nore, | shall certainly have to
pack. Gail would think it odd if | didn't bring sone |uggage."

"You'll have plenty of time for those details, Margo. |'m goi ng ahead,

al one. "

Diners at other tables saw Cranston and Margo rise to | eave the
restaurant, and supposed they had renmenbered an appoi ntment that couldn't be
post poned for sonething trivial |ike dinner

The surmise was correct, nore or less, but it didn't account for the
refl ective gaze on Margo's face, which turned suddenly to one of happy
inspiration as she neared the door

Margo had been pondering on the enphasis which Cranston had given the
wor d
"ahead;" though its stress was slight, she had caught it, and at |ast was
understanding it.

Cranston expected to reach the Brow and estate, in R verdale, ahead of
ot hers besides Margo. Specifically, he would be ahead of Lippy Carther and
Mech
Wodum though he mght not overtake Cive Wl den

Dropping of f at her apartment, Margo Lane watched Cranston's cab swi ng
eastward and knew her theory was right. Cranston was going to the airport,
where he kept his wi ngless autogiro. Soon, that craft would be spinning in a
beel i ne, straight for Connecticut, ainmng for a | anding near Brow and's
Ri verdal e estate.

There was another detail that Margo nentally added. She knew that her
friend Lanpont Cranston woul d not appear as pilot of that ship. Instead, |ike
the giro itself, he would be a thing of darkness: The Shadow

At this very nonment, nmen of crime who were congratul ating thensel ves upon
havi ng el uded The Shadow were bound for another neeting with the sane
bl ack-cl ad foe who had sent theminto flight!

CHAPTER 1 |
W THI N THE MANSI ON

I T was very dark under the great elns where Cive Wil den parked Henbl e's
car. Though dive had snmall opinion of the watchman's brai nwork, he was forced
to concede that the elns were a perfect choice. Reaching the trees was easy,
because they were on a slope, to which dive coasted after cutting off the
not or .

Furt hernmore, the space could be left in the same silent fashion, and the
elms were located on a little-used drive where the parked car wasn't visible
to
anyone who entered the grounds by the usual route of the | arge gates down by
t he
mai n hi ghway.

Perhaps if Cive had seen Henble's friends, the ones who knew the man as
Zeke, he woul d have sensed the full situation. As it was, Cive hadn't an idea
t hat Zeke was teanmed up with crooks.

As |l east, Cdive Walden was operating on his own, and needed no such
hel pers for the showdown that he planned as his evening' s work.

Stealing out between the elms, Cive saw the |ooning mansion N a great,
scraggly bulk that magnified itself to towering proportions in the night. The
huge house was farther up the slope and thus added the hill's height to its
own. Clive couldn't recall having viewed it fromthe elns at night.

Previously, all his visits to his uncle's house had been quite open, his
nmet hod of approach directly fromthe front, where |lawns forned a gentle sl ope
up to the inposing residence.



Agai nst the hul ki ng shape, Cive saw lights from w ndows; they | ooked
very
di m because the roonms were |large and the |anps set deep

Avoiding the front, Cive skirted toward a | evel space where a driveway
cut past a side door. In the old days it had been a porte-cochere, used as a
carriage entrance, with an extended roof set upon wooden pillars.

Much t hough Tobias Browl and lived in the past, the old man had been
forced
to have that roof renoved because the entrance was too narrow for autonobiles.
Al that remained of the porte-cochere was an ornanental cornice outside the
hal | wvay wi ndow on the second fl oor. The cornice was of marble and showed white
agai nst the gray stone of the mansion

As Cive expected, the door was unl ocked. He entered carefully, however,
ready at any nonent to drop back and slide into the shrubbery that lined the
entrance. Encountering no challengers, he noved in fromthe high-stepped
entry,
through a dimlit vestibule, and into a |larger hall

Across it, he saw the curtains that represented the dining room There

were |ights beyond the curtains, and voices told that the famly was still at
di nner.

The curtains stirred, signifying that a servant was comng fromthe
di ni ng

room Cive took quickly to a passage at the left, tiptoeing softly because
t he
fl oor was stone.

This was an old section of the house, preserved from Revol utionary days,
and it brought dive flush against a door that was hardly wi der than his
shoul ders. The door had a closed bolt, heavy and ol d-fashi oned. Carefully,
Cive drew it back and opened the door

He went through sideways and hal f a dozen paces brought himto a narrow
stairway al nost as steep as a | adder. Myving up the creaky steps, dive felt
his shoul ders brush the wall on either side. These were the old back stairs of
t he Col oni al period, and they were no | onger used.

They had a tragic history: at |east three nmenbers of the Browand fanily
had fallen down those stairs in the course of two centuries, and dive
recal | ed
that none of the unfortunates had survived. Keeping those stairs closed-off
was
a habit with Tobi as Brow and.

At the top, dive encountered a cl osed door, |ocked fromthe other side,
but it was no trick to open it. Using a pocketknife, he pushed it through the
keyhol e and forced the key out fromthe other side, where it dropped with a
muf fl ed t hud upon a car pet.

Probi ng under the door with a pencil, Cive found the key and worked it
t hr ough, breaking the pencil point in the process.

From hi s side, he unl ocked the door, and then cane the only difficult
part. The door opened inward, over the stairs thenselves, and swinging it
wasn't easy fromthis side, as Clive had to retire down the steps to do it.

Hi s position was slightly precarious as the door swung toward his left,
but he grabbed to the right and caught a post of an old, forgotten bal ustrade
that ran along a | edge on the |level of the second fl oor

The door, in its turn, cane flush with a narrow | edge on the other side,
and Cive ascended, drawi ng the door after him taking care to replace the key
on the side where he had found it.

MOVI NG al ong the hallway, dive passed his uncle's study. The door was
invitingly ajar and the roomwas |ighted; but instead of stopping, Cive
continued past a corner and reached the top of the main stairway which went
down to the great hall bel ow



He listened again for voices, and heard them Gail's among them The
sounds carried well fromthe dining room but dive couldn't quite distinguish
t he words.

I mpatiently, he turned and went back to the study. Crossing its
t hreshol d,
he gazed about at a scene that was all too fam liar. Tobias Brow and never
rearranged his study. It was exactly as Cive had seen it six nonths ago.

He saw the massive, flat-topped desk, with the ornate | anp upon it. The
room i ght came fromthe ol d-fashioned lanp, and it gl eamed upon the antique
i nkstand and the quill pen that stood upright in alittle container filled
with
bi rdshot. Across the roomwas the large fireplace with its gargoyl e andirons;
the tongs and shovel were neticul ously placed, as usual

There were the bookshel ves, of course, behind Brow and's desk, and the
vol umes | ooked as though they had not been touched for years. In the far wall,
Cive saw Brow and' s ancient safe, the old one that he had brought here from
the factory. It occupied its own special alcove, and it was, indeed, a relic.

They made their safes fancy in the old days. This one had doubl e doors,
with a dial in the center. It was painted black, and it was decorated with
gold. The nane "Tobias Browl and" ran in a curve across the front, above the
dial. Glded ornanents were painted beneath, and even the gold border around
the safe front was done in ornanental style.

It wasn't the sort of safe that would bother a nodern expert. dive's
lips
gave a bitter twi st when he renmenbered how another safe, the new one at the
of fice, had contributed to his present ill repute.

| f anyone found himhere, alone in a roomcontaining a safe, he'd
pr obabl y
be accused of another crinme. People wouldn't stop to consider that this safe
in
Browl and' s study held nothing of great value. Cive happened to know what its
contents were.

The study safe was sinply the repository for old historical records of
t he
cl ock factory, sone old books that Brow and had coll ected, and various famly
heirl oons no nore renarkabl e than the inkstand on the desk.

They were better than junk, those itens; they m ght bring several hundred
dollars if sold to interested purchasers, but they weren't the sort of stuff
that a thief could fence at worthwhile profit. They were so definitel y-tagged
that it woul d be obvious where they came from

There were sonme sheets of witing paper |lying on the desk. Taking one,
Cive drew a pencil fromhis pocket and started to wite a note. Finding the
penci| broken, he used pen and ink instead, replacing the quill exactly as he
had found it.

Noting a black blotter on the desk, Cive decided it was safe to use it,
and did. He was folding the note when the clock chimed fromthe mantel

It was a beautiful old clock, with posts of polished brass supporting its
gl ass panels. It had an ornanental face, with a border of rhinestones that had
becorme dull through age. Its chines were clear and nusical, but not overl oud.
When t hey began, they awoke responses from other parts of the house.

Little clocks tinkled; fromdownstairs, a great grandfather's clock was
chimng, while a series of bongs toned fromthe direction of the kitchen. Like
the clock on the study mantel, those others bore the name "Tobias Brow and" on
their faces, sone in tiny letters, others in bold.

VWhen the chorus of di ng-dongs ended, Cive heard an echoi ng series of
tinkles froma distant room and knew that his uncle would be annoyed. A d
Browl and always listened to the clocks, and didn't like it when one was so
| ate
that it sounded the hour all by itself.



PERHAPS Cive's ears were keener when he listened for the clock notes. He
caught a sound fromthe front stairs and knew that his uncle was com ng up
Hurriedly, Cive left the study and turned into a side passage.

He was just out of sight when he turned to see his uncle approaching the
study. He spied only Brow and' s stooped shoul ders and the back of his head.

Then dive hinself was approaching a room It was Gail's room the door
was shut, so Cive thrust the fol ded note under the door. Taking a circuitous
route anong the labyrinth of hallways, he passed the w ndow above the old
carriage entrance and finally circled back to the front stairs.

There, rather than go past the open study where his uncle was, Cive
descended cautiously to the front hall.

Qut side the dining room he paused to listen. Hearing two voices in
earnest conversation, he lifted the edge of the curtain and | ooked through. He
saw his cousin, Elbert Mrion, talking to Gail Trent.

Gipping the curtain with one hand, the doorway with the other, dive
restrained his growing inpulse to step through and confront them

Mere sight of Elbert angered Cive. H s cousin was handsome in a sleek
way. Elbert's profile, as Cive saw it, was sonewhat overpointed and marked
hi m
as a man of talkative type. But when El bert tal ked, he put an earnest tone
behi nd his words, and his expressi on matched his voice.

He was very persuasive, particularly with |adies, and Cive received the
annoyi ng i npression that El bert was actually convincing Gail

Certainly, the girl was listening intently. Her very lovely face was
genui nely earnest. Wen she nodded, dive saw that she wasn't aware of the
stray |l ocks of fluffy brown hair that drooped waywardly upon her forehead.
Wien
Gai |l reached that stage, it showed that she was convi nced.

Clive didn't like it; he felt that if anyone had a right to convince Gai
of anything, that person was hinself.

"So you see, Gail," Elbert was saying, "it wasn't the question of the
estate that caused nme to denounce Clive. | amnot gaining a single penny from
nmy uncle's newwll."

Gai | nodded; then her hazel eyes showed bew | derment. She expressed the
thing that she couldn't understand.

"But why should your uncle transfer dive's share to nme?" she queri ed.
"I"'mnot related to him"

"Your father was ny uncle's best friend."

"Of course. But still, it is not sufficient reason N'

"It is reason enough for me," interposed Elbert. "You see, Gail,
woul dn't want to profit by Cive's loss. It would nmake it | ook as though
fal sely accused himof rifling the office safe in the clock factory. | only
did
nmy duty."

"I know you feel that way, Elbert." Gail paused, then added: "But why
should I be the one to profit?"

El bert sniled suavely, and Cive hated himthe nmore. It took nore ounces
of restraint on Cive's part when he heard El bert's next question

"You're in love with Clive, aren't you, Gail?"

"I don't know," the girl replied slowy. "I think I was once, Elbert, but
I amno | onger sure.”

"I'f you marry dive," rem nded El bert, "he will get his share of the
estate through you. I won't stand in your way, Gail. | assure you, the nmatter

of the office safe has been dropped.”

VWen El bert gave assurance, Cive invariably doubted it. But he let his
doubt rest for the present. He heard a stir fromthe kitchen and knew that the
servants were novi ng about.

In accordance with his usual plan, dive reserved the showdown for the
future. As he turned to sneak across the hall, he heard Elbert tell Gail that



Hadl ey Corring, the |l awer, would soon arrive.

GO NG out by the carriage door, Cive followed the drive toward the rear
of the house. A sudden sweep of light curved in fromthe front | awn, caused by
t he headlights of an autonobile that was coming in by the main drive.

Cive dived for the house wall; against the gray stone, he showed as a
darting figure trying to escape the glare. Then he was gone into the
shr ubbery.

Cive doubted that he had been seen fromthe car, which he was quite sure
bel onged to Corring, the lawer. In ducking into the shrubs, he | ooked back
over his shoul der and saw that the lights no | onger bored upon him However,
as
he followed the direction of the beam dive spied sonething else.

It was a figure, nore fleeting than his own. A shape revealed so briefly,
so grotesquely, that he scarcely granted it reality. Monentarily, it reni nded
Cive of a mammoth bat; then he had the exaggerated inpression that it could
be
a human formclad in a black cl oak.

Those were nmonentary inpressions only, for the phantom shape faded so
i Mmediately that it seemed no nore than a product of dive's fancy.

It was real enough, that shape that Cive saw. The Shadow had arrived at
the Brow and mansion. Oddly, it didn't occur to Clive that so strange a
creature of the night, if it existed, could have caught sight of himin the
gl are of headlights fromCorring' s car.

By the time that Corring's car stopped by the carriage entrance, dive
was
around t he back corner of the house. He was too far away to hear the whispered
laugh that muffled itself and was |lost anid the breeze that creaked the
branches of the el ns.

The mirth was proof that The Shadow had spied dive Wal den and was novi ng
cl ose upon his trail!

CHAPTER | V
THE MAN FROM THE NI GHT

THE doorbell clanged |oudly when Corring rang it. A stolid-faced servant
answered the sunmons and admitted the |awer. Corring entered the house,
revealing hinself as a dry-faced man whose gray hair marked himwell-up in
years. He gave the servant a brief nod.

"CGood evening, Anbrose," said Corring in an affable tone. "Were will |
find M. Brow and?"

Bef ore Anbrose coul d answer, Elbert Morion stepped fromthe dining room
and advanced, his hand stretched out in greeting.

"dad to see you, M. Corring," said Elbert. "Uncle Tobias is in the

study. Anmbrose will show you up. | shall join you very shortly."
Returning to the dining room El bert found Gail awaiting wth another
guesti on.

"Why did your uncle send for Corring?" she asked. "He isn't his regul ar
| awyer, is he?"

"I think that he is going to be," replied Elbert, with a smle. "Qur
ot her
attorney, Gath, is too prejudiced in dive's favor."

"Too prejudiced!'" Gail exclained. "You are the prejudiced person, El bert
R
"I was speaking for Uncle Tobias," interposed Elbert snmoothly. "He is
prejudi ced against Clive. If he were not, he would not be nmaking a new will."

The statenent |left Gail blank, as Elbert's canny |logic so often did.



El bert liked it when Gail went blank. He approached the girl, rested his hand
lightly upon her armand drew her unresistingly toward him

"I'f you would only trust me, Gail." The words were honeyed from El bert's
lips. "Trust ne, and believe ne. You would then understand that ny love is
nor e
real than dive's. Love unexpressed is always stronger. The long nmonths | have
waited are proof of ny sincerity. This is our time, Gail RK'

Al nmost without realizing it, Gail was in Elbert's enbrace. His circling
armwas conforting, his dark eyes had a warnth.

Gail's face was tilted upward; she was offering her lips for the first
kiss that El bert had so | ong awaited, when the swing of the door in fromthe
ki tchen suddenly cast romance into oblivion. Elbert was annoyed, Gail was
enbarrassed, as they turned to face the intruder

The arrival was Jasper, the other servant. He was taller, thinner than
Anbrose and a bit soft-footed. Jasper gave an apol ogetic bow, then spoke to
El bert.

“I"d like the key to the liquor closet, sir," the servant said. "M.
Corring prefers a special brandy. M. Brow and wanted the bottle taken to the
study, but | amafraid that Anmbrose forgot."

"I shall remnd Anbrose,"” returned El bert, testily. "The brandy is in his
departnment, Jasper."

El bert turned on his heel and started upstairs, while Jasper bowed
hi nmsel f
back into the kitchen. Gail snmiled, despite herself. She remenbered that
Jasper
liked to serve special |iquors because he enjoyed sanpling them El bert hadn't
forgotten Jasper's trait; hence he was del egating the duty to Anbrose.

Since El bert was going upstairs, Gail decided to do the sane. She wanted
to |l ook at the guest roomand see that it was properly arranged for Margo
Lane,
who had called awhile ago to accept Gail's standing invitation for a visit.

There were a fewitens in Gail's own roomthat mght make the guest room
nore confortable. So Gail stopped at her own room on the way.

She found Cdive's note under the door

FROM t he nonment she plucked the fol ded paper fromthe floor, Gail was
breat hl ess. She was sure that it was a nmessage from dive, and she recogni zed
his witing the noment that she opened the paper

It was witten in red ink which added to its inperative touch. The note
was brief, another feature that rendered it effective.

Cive had sinply stated that he must see Gail as soon as possible; that
he
woul d be waiting for her in the old sunmerhouse in back of the mansion. He
hadn't included his own nane nor any signature. They weren't necessary.

Standing with the paper gripped between her hands, Gail underwent a
med| ey
of enotions. Her nenories of Clive surged upon her like the sweep of waves
upon
a beach. They were washing away those nounds of sand that Elbert had so
patiently created during the past six nonths.

Reason wasn't to be considered where | ove was concerned. Gail |oved
Cive
the thrill she received fromthis message convinced her. Any rational attenpt
to
transfer such affection to Elbert was entirely out of the question

Yet Gail felt a regret where El bert was concerned. It faded when she
heard
himcome fromthe study. Fearful that El bert mght find her holding dive's
note, Gail crunpled it and dropped it into the wastebasket, along with sone



ot her wadded pi eces of note paper that she had thrown away that afternoon
Stepping fromher room Gail nmet Elbert in the hall. He was going
downstairs, so she acconpani ed him
They reached a nook in the corner of a great |library where shel ves of
books rose fromfloor to ceiling. They heard Ambrose com ng downstairs,

calling
to Jasper.

"Uncl e Tobias wants themto witness the newwll," El bert explained. "O
course, | can't witness it because | amnentioned in it."

A thought occurred to Gail.

"I'f Anbrose and Jasper are w tnesses," she said, "it neans that they wll

receive nothing fromyour uncle. After all these years K'

"After all these years," put in Elbert, picking up Gail's statenent,
"Uncl e Tobias can rely upon ne to take care of his servants. You can share in
that privilege, if you wish, Gail."

Sonehow, Elbert's nention of sharing brought back his recent proposal
Probably he was thinking that he and Gail would share everything in the
future.

The thought horrified the girl, as it wouldn't have a short while before. That
note fromdive had banished all of Elbert's spell over her

El bert was expl ai ni ng exactly how the will was made. The house and al
t he
property surrounding it would be Gail's share, the | egacy which had formerly
been allotted to Cive. Al of Tobias Brow and's personal effects would go to
El bert.

They included the library, valuable portraits and other paintings, even
the clocks. O course, the business records and the heirloons woul d be
El bert's, too. Roughly, the apportionments were equal, for Tobias Brow and's
personal effects were nunerous and val uabl e.

"I"mglad you' re keeping the house,"” said Elbert in a sentinmental tone.
"You'll have the fixtures and the furniture, of course; in fact, everything
that isn't specified as mine, Gail. | think that dive would have sold the
house, but | know you won't."

Gail gave a nod. She liked the old mansion and its furniture, and had
often said that Brow and's study shoul d be kept exactly as it was. El bert
renmenbered that opinion. Smling, he said:

"You can keep the study clock, Gail, along with the rest of the smaller
things there. O course, the desk, the safe, the fixtures, will be yours
anyway. This library, the paintings, all of uncle's various collections, are
technically mine. But since everything will really be ours N'

He was getting back to the unfinished business in the dining room and
Gail regretted the weak nmonents when she had yielded to his persuasive words
of
| ove. She had to find a quick excuse to | eave the library.

"I"'mvery tired," said Gail. "If you'll excuse ne, | think I'll go to
bed. "

"But you can't," rem nded El bert. "Your friend Margo will be here later."

"You can call nme when she arrives," decided Gail. "I'll slip on a
negl i gee
and come downstairs. Meanwhile, a nap will refresh ne."

GAIL started fromthe library, and El bert foll owed. He wanted to induce
her to remain, but couldn't think of a good argunent.

Elbert's mind was partly on the study; he knew he m ght be sumobned
t here,
any noment. So he smiled at Gail when she went upstairs, and then began to
pace
the lower hall.

In her own room Gail was a bit awed by the task ahead. She was afraid



that El bert would reverse his expressions of good will toward dive if he knew
that his mssing cousin had returned. He mi ght guess the truth if Gail didn't
happen to be taking a real nap when Margo arrived.

The thing to do was prepare the full pretense, and find a chance to neet
Cive, in between. So Gail decided actually to go to bed.

She undressed hurriedly, put on a nightie and tucked herself into bed.
Li ghts out and door ajar, she listened intently for her opportunity to slip
downstairs. Her slippers were right beside the bed and her negligee was in the
closet, and so was her fur coat. She was thinking in terms of the coat, rather
t han the negli gee.

At | ast, she heard the study door open. They were calling El bert, and
Gai |
waited tensely, until he had actually cone up the stairs. Sliding fromthe
bed,
she picked up her slippers and stole to the closet, where she found the fur
coat imediately, by its touch

Still carrying the slippers to avoid their clatter, Gail stepped
soft-footed fromher room and took the roundabout route to the front stairway.

In the study, Tobias Brow and was standing at his desk. A tall, inposing
man despite his years and a recent spell of ill health, he was the nopst
i mpressi ve person in the group

On the desk lay the neww Il. It was typewitten, and ran to two pages.

The first page was turned back, and on the next, Brow and's signature stood
out

in purple ink. Beneath it were the signatures of Anbrose and Jasper, the
requi red w tnesses.

Fol ding the top sheet back as El bert approached the desk, Brow and handed
the will to Corring. The | awyer carefully folded the docunent and placed it
deep in his inside pocket.

Wth a broad snile, Brow and told Anbrose to pour another glass of brandy
for Corring.

Al that while, Gail was nmoving silently down the stairway, clutching the
bani ster with one hand, and | ooki ng back over her shoul der. She could see the
light fromthe study door, shining with a bluish gleamfromthe strong desk
| anp. The nen were out of sight, but their voices had halted and Gail was
afraid they m ght hear her

She went clear across the hall, to the little passage to the side door
before putting on her slippers.
That done, Gail was still careful to avoid any clatter. On tiptoe, she

was

drawi ng her fur coat about her, reaching for the door with her other hand,
when

it opened of its own accord.

A man noved in fromthe dark, and Gail stepped back fromthe vestibule,
her |ips eagerly phrasing a whispered nane:

"Civel"

Then, in the light of the hall, Gail Trent halted, chilled despite the
t hi ckness of the fur garment that envel oped her. Wo the nan fromthe dark
m ght be, she couldn't tell. He mght be dive, for all she knew, for there
was
no way of identifying him

The man was masked. His eyes peered fromthe slits of a blue bandanna
handkerchief that had its corners dangling down to hide his entire face. Hs
dar k-gray hat was drawn | ow upon his forehead. Hi s only utterance was a
| owvoi ced snarl that anyone could have chosen as an audible threat.

To back that threat, the nasked man gripped a revolver; his hand, thrust
forward, pressed the nuzzle close to Gail's breast. So close, that the thunps
of her heart seemed to pound against the nmetal itself.

Crinme had conme to this mansion. Death | ooned as a threat to those within
the house, and Gail Trent was the first to meet with the pressing nenace.



What ever its purpose, crine was taking sway despite the presence of The
Shadow

CHAPTER V
CROSSED BATTLE

MVI NG steadily forward, the nasked invader gave a sideward twist with
hi s
gun that pivoted Gail full about. Instinctively, the girl knew that he wanted
her to turn around and rai se her hands.

Gail could feel the slide of the muzzle along the fur until it prodded
her
anew in the center of her back. Then she was begi nning a sl ow march strai ght
toward those stairs that she had so recently descended, and acconplishing it
with a quietness that surprised her.

Per haps the pressure of the gun was keeping her on tiptoe. At |east, her
slippers didn't clatter as she had feared. On the steps, it becane even
easi er.
Going up was a silent process, particularly when |life depended upon it. That
life did depend on such a threat was evidenced by the whisper close to Gail's
ear.

"No noise, or you'll go first!"
Even the voice was nuffled by the maski ng handkerchief. It sounded nuch
like Cive's; too nuch, to please Gail. Still, she couldn't be sure, for the

whi sper was forced and the acoustics of the |ower hall were very poor. She'd
need nore than a whisper to identify this man as Cive, or anyone el se that
she

m ght know.

The hal f-hour chines sounding fromthe grandfather's clock were like a
death march, ending unfinished. Gail shuddered to their brief tune as she
reached the top step. She stunbled

Fortunately, the slight noise she made was tinmed to the |ast chine.

St eady
agai n, she was pacing toward the study, wondering why the masked man hadn't
fired.

It was slowy dawning on her that his goal was the study itself; that she
had merely interrupted his trip there. On the very threshold of the room Gai
paused abruptly, facing the men within. They turned at sight of her

A d Tobias Brow and was towering behind his desk, with El bert Morion just
beside him Over by the fireplace, Hadley Corring was staring Gail's way over
the brimof a lifted brandy gl ass. Anbrose and Jasper | ooked stupefied at
si ght
of the girl in a fur coat, which, no |Ionger drawn tightly, showed patches of a
ni ght gown beneath it.

Then Gail was sprawling across the floor, shoved roughly by the man
behi nd
her. She tangled in the fur coat as she fell and | ost one slipper that went
slidi ng somewhere beneath Brow and's desk

Li ke the coat, Gail was askew, a shoul der energing fromone fold of the
fur, a knee fromthe other. Anbrose and Jasper were coming forward to hel p her
to her feet, while Elbert was stirring from beside the desk.

The masked man stopped themwith a snarl. For the first time, they | ooked
his way.

He was no | onger concerned with Gail. She was out of the situation as
nmuch
as a rug on the floor. The invader was sweeping his gun savagely about the
semcircle, as though ready to jab a shot at instant notice.

Men were letting their hands come up. Brandy trickled from Corring's



tilting glass and licked down his fingers. Nervously, he let the glass fall
It
crashed on the stone hearth. The masked man wheel ed toward Corri ng.

That was the nmonment when old Brow and showed his stuff. Uncle Tobias
wasn't going to see a guest murdered before his eyes. Weeling to his right,
toward El bert, Brow and began to pounce toward a corner where a heavy cane was
| eani ng agai nst the wall.

That wal ki ng stick was Brow and's favorite weapon. He used it to beat off
vi ci ous dogs and thrash rowdi es who trespassed on his property. If this masked
man wanted a showdown, Brow and intended to give himone, cudgel against gun

The bell ow that Browl and voiced was a mistake. It told his intent, and
t he
masked man was about before old Tobias could get underway. El bert intervened,
in
a fashion that captured Gail's whole adniration as she stared up, helplessly,
fromthe center of the floor

WTH his left hand, El bert sent his uncle back behind the desk, where
Browl and caught himself as he landed in his chair. Lunging | ow across the
desk,

El bert was well beneath the | evel of the first shot the masked nan fired.

Then, with his right hand, Elbert grabbed the ancient inkstand. Sidling
off fromthe desk, he slung it at the masked man just as the fell ow
si de-stepped toward the door to get a better angle of aim

The invader actually had a bead on El bert, but couldn't hold it. The
i nkstand was flying in his direction, and he nade an instinctive duck to avoid
it. Tilting upward, the revolver merely poked a bullet into the filigreed
cei ling.

Anbrose and Jasper were at the fireplace. Bowing Corring aside, they
grabbed the fire tongs and poker, respectively. On hands and knees, Gai
scranbled fromtheir path so they could charge at the foe who bl ocked the
doorway. The masked nman stabbed another shot in Elbert's direction

The bull et crashed the desk lanp at its bul kiest part. Bashing the mnetal
standard, it sent the whole lunp tunbling to the floor, where the glass shade
shattered, along with the Iighted bulb, darkening the room except for the
flicker of firelight and the dimglow fromthe hall.

El bert was quite safe; not only had he dropped bel ow the path of fire,
but
the [ anp had stopped the bullet short of him The clatter of the falling cane
told that El bert was deep in the corner.

El bert's bravery had certainly stemmed the attack; now, Anbrose and
Jasper
were taking over. Coming fromthe darkness, arned with metal bludgeons from
t he
fireplace, they were a real threat, and the nasked man knew it.

He sprang fromthe room slamm ng the door in the faces of the servants.
Madl y, Anbrose and Jasper tried to get the door open, and bungled each other's
effort. Elbert alnost tripped over Gail as he hurried to join them

Then the door was open and Gail saw El bert pressing out into the hal
along with the servants. Anbrose and Jasper went toward the front stairs, but
El bert turned the other way, shouting for themto follow him Gail heard his
cal | :

"The fell ow has gone down the old stairs! Hurry! W can still overtake
him"

Reaching the hall with Corring, Gail saw that the door to the old
st ai rway
was open. El bert was diving beyond the doorway, and as he went, a revol ver
barked up fromthe darkness. Then there was a clatter fromthe stairs
t hensel ves, proving that the masked nman was in flight.



In single file, Anbrose and Jasper sprang down the old stairs after him
and Corring followed, carrying the corked brandy bottle as a weapon. El bert
was
on his feet when the | awyer reached the stairs, and he was quick to foll ow
Corring.

It was all quite vague in the dimlight of the hall, but Gail nanaged to
make out what happened. She decided to go down by the front stairs; |acking
one
slipper, she tripped as she started that direction

Coming fromthe study, Browl and saw the girl stunmble and canme her way
instead of following the others by the old stairs. Gail was clutching the
bani ster at the top of the front stairway when Brow and gri pped her arm

He didn't want her to go down, but Gail insisted, so Brow and acconpani ed
her. As they reached the hall below, they halted abruptly. Things weren't
goi ng
as well as they hoped.

The masked man was in the vestibule, wangling his gun. He was hol ding the
servants at bay; behind themwere El bert and Corring, who had |ikew se cone
t hrough the passage | eading fromthe bottomof the old, narrow stairs.

The invader had only two shots left. He knew that if he used them he
woul d still have pursuers upon his trail. Apparently, his gun gestures, the
i ncoherent snarls that acconpanied them were offers of a conprom se. If
allowed to go his way, he wouldn't fire those two remaini ng shots.

At that noment, he saw Gail and turned his gun her way. The ot hers,
| ooki ng about, realized that the masked man was taking the girl as target, to
give teeth to his threat.

Brow and reached to draw Gail behind him but was stopped by a vicious
gesture fromthe revol ver

Gail saw El bert, screened by the servants, reaching for Corring' s brandy
bottle, intending to throwit as he had the inkstand. It would suffice, at
| east, to spoil the masked man's aimif he fired at Gail

By then, the nasked man's hand was behind him he found the door and
opened it. He was aimng his gun; whether he intended to fire or make a quick
dart away, was still a question, when an unexpected answer cane.

IT came in the formof fantastic blackness, a figure that shaped itself
fromthe night itself, looming in like a mamoth human bat to infold the
masked
man in its huge wi ngs.

Qut of that shape, Gail al one saw bl ack-gl oved hands, one gripping the
masked man's gun wist, the other taking himby the throat.

The revol ver spoke once. Its jab was toward the ceiling of the vestibule,
for its owner was folding backward under the grip of The Shadow. Letting the
fell ow deliver usel ess shots was sinply policy on The Shadow s part. The gun
enpti ed, would be permanently usel ess.

But with the single shot, Gail shrieked convul sively, as mere relief for
her tautened nerves.

Her scream brought double results. Elbert flung the brandy bottle. It
shattered agai nst the door of the vestibule, spattering both The Shadow and
hi s
prey with its contents. The other result cane from outside.

Anot her man, hearing the shot and Gail's scream sprang up fromthe
shrubbery, to grapple with the Iiving blackness that obscured the doorway.

The man fromthe bushes was Cive Wal den. The masked man in The Shadow s
grip was Zeke Henmble, for The Shadow had pulled the mask asi de enough to get a
cl ose view of the crook's face.

But The Shadow was gri ppi ng Zeke no longer. Instead, he sent the fellow
sprawming in fromthe vestibule for others to grab. The Shadow, in his turn
was being throttled by dive, and had to ward off the new attacker



Thanks to Cive's msguided effort, Zeke didn't travel far under The
Shadow s shove. He came about in time to avoid both capture and recognition by
El bert and the others who were charging his way. Pointblank, Zeke ainmed for
The
Shadow, who was grappling with dive on the outer steps.

This time, Zeke wasn't going to mss. He was holding his final shot as he
| unged toward the door, intending to fire true even if The Shadow rol |l ed down
t he steps.

Zeke's pause was too |long. The Shadow and Cive took the dive, but not in
the directi on Zeke expected. |Instead, they went sideward, off into the
shrubbery, inpelled that direction by The Shadow.

Zeke heard them |l ash the bushes as he canme through the door. He stopped
only I ong enough to aimat blackness just below the side of the steps. Pulling
the trigger, he gave a gleeful snarl

Satisfied that he had at | east wounded The Shadow, Zeke sprang across the
driveway and off into the darkness, ahead of El bert and the rest who pursued
him Hearing himdash across the gravel, all four followed him Elbert,
Corring, and the two servants.

Only Tobias Browl and and Gail Trent rermained in the mansion, listening to
the shouts of four men who were all in pursuit of one. But Gail was thinking
of
another N a rescuer who had cone and gone so rapidly that he seemed like a
living ghost.

O all those who had stared fromw thin the mansion, view ng inexplicable
happeni ngs at the doorway, Gail Trent al one had seen The Shadow

CHAPTER VI
HUNTERS AND HUNTED

A SILENT struggl e was underway deep in the shrubbery. It was begi nni ng
when Zeke fired, and his |one shot hadn't disturbed it. For The Shadow,
knowi ng
that the nasked fugitive would deliver the shot, was certainly not a person
who
woul d have waited to receive it.

There was plenty of blackness close to the steps, but none of it
cont ai ned
The Shadow, as Zeke shoul d have realized when he didn't catch sight of The
Shadow s antagonist, Cive Walden. In his great |unge, The Shadow had cl eared
an entire bank of shrubs, carrying Cive with him

Naturally, Cive landed first. Unwary fighters always did, when they
grappl ed with The Shadow. He used themto break his own fall, much Iike the
trick of a cat landing feet downward.

Usual ly, with The Shadow s wei ght added to their own, such spraw ers
crunpl ed; but dive hadn't. The bed of soft shrubbery eased his plunge and
kept
himin a fighting nood.

Recent happenings were rather twi sted, in the opinion of The Shadow.
Whet her Cive Wal den proved honest or crooked, he woul dn't be hel pi ng things
for hinself, or The Shadow, by bringing the hunt in this direction. That was
why The Shadow used silent tactics in dealing with dive.

The muffling el ement was The Shadow s cloak. He had it off his shoul ders
and over dive's head, its folds tightened around his adversary's neck, much
as
one would twi st a sack. Flat on the ground, dive found his struggles
suppr essed
by The Shadow s el bows and knees, which pinned himduring the garroting
process.



Gargling sounds ended within the tightened cloak; Cive went entirely
linp. The Shadow arose and drew back a lap of the cloak

He had handed out stiff nedicine; but in this case, there had been no
other choice. At least, it was sufficient and Cive would soon get over it.
When nen fought agai nst that slow choking process, their strength spent itself
beyond nor nal cy.

It would be ten minutes, at |east, before ive really recuperated, and
that was nuch |l ess tinme than The Shadow needed for other pressing business.

Wt hout bothering to reclaimhis cloak or |ook for his hat in the
shrubbery, The Shadow energed and cut across the gravel. He had good reason
for
leaving Clive twisted in the cloak. He didn't want anyone to find the fell ow
during his own absence. The Shadow i ntended to return and haul dive away
somewhere for a very definite chat.

Besi des, The Shadow had no tine to lose. He couldn't spare even the
quarter mnute needed to regain his garb and put it on. He was renenbering the
map that Mbe had picked up outside the hot-car farm Its features were etched
in The Shadow s mind

A tiny flashlight tw nkled beneath the big elnms. Its beam showed t hat
Zeke's car was no |longer there. Someone had coasted that car away while The
Shadow, following Corring's arrival, had taken up Cive's blind trail to the
sumer house. The sane shots that brought The Shadow to the mansi on had brought
Cive, too, leading to later conplications.

But it couldn't have been Zeke who coasted the car. It was either Lippy
Carther or Mech Whodum the pair of Manhattan bad nen who had come to this
vicinity, arriving after being overtaken by The Shadow.

It didn't require expert deduction to tell where they had taken the car
There was only one path along which it could have coasted: an old driveway
| eadi ng downgrade fromthe el ns.

Sonewher e bel ow, Zeke Hembl e woul d soon be getting into that car
pr obabl y
close to a spot that was marked on his map. He woul d be goi ng one way, Lippy
and
Mech another. The hunt for a mssing masked man woul d eventual |y ennesh dive
Wal den, who no | onger had a car avail abl e.

AS for the hunt itself, it was assum ng remarkabl e proportions.

Fl ashlights were blinking everywhere. Cars were coming in by the main
gate, some with spotlights that swept across the broad | awns. A big floodlight
was beami ng fromthe mansion, probably turned on by Tobi as Brow and.

O course, dive wasn't found yet; he was lying too close to the house.
It
was The Shadow, now attired as Cranston, who was in danger of discovery.

Zi gzaggi ng fromhis course to avoid the glare, The Shadow paused in the
very shelter of a car that had cone up the main drive and turned off across
t he
lawn, to be out of the way.

The car had a searchlight, but it was pointed in the direction opposite
to
The Shadow s approach. C ose by the car, The Shadow saw nmen cone into the
light.

One was El bert Mrion; the other the servant, Jasper. El bert was dangling
a revol ver; Jasper held a bandanna mask. They gave the trophies to a

| ong-j awed
man who was wearing a | eather jacket and an oversized felt hat.

"W found these near the driveway, sheriff," inforned El bert. "They
bel ong

to the man who i nvaded t he house."
The sheriff nodded.



"I heard about it fromthat |awer fellow Corring," he draw ed. "Woever
the man is, we'll find him | have a dozen deputies closing in on the house."

El bert stared, with puzzl ed expression

"A dozen deputies?" he queried. "Wiy such a turnout, sheriff?"

"Atip-off," was the laconic reply. "Sonebody phoned, said there'd be
trouble here. Told us to wait at the nmain gate until he joined us. W were
there, waiting, when the shooting started.”

The Shadow was novi ng away, naking a speedy detour back to the old
driveway. This was indeed a snare del uxe. Crooks thensel ves had phoned that
tip-off. It hadn't hurt their plans, at all; instead, it had aided them

Waiting at the gate, the sheriff and his posse were too far away at the
start. Wen shots brought them Zeke was already in flight, after chucking
away
his mask and gun. Flight that took himthe other way, toward where his car
was.

True, the sheriff's nen had spread in circle formation. But Zeke was
outside the circle, as were his conrades. Closing in, the deputies would
surely
bag Cdive. Maybe dive was lucky to be lying senseless; at least, it neant
t hat
he didn't know about the tight spot he was in.

But it didn't signify that Cive was nothing nore than a poor, innocent
dupe. This situation mght have the earmarks of an ugly feud: crook against
crook.

VWat ever the situation, The Shadow intended to alter it, very pronptly.
He, too, was slipping the cordon, and he knew exactly where he could find
Zeke's car, if he hurried.

His flashlight close to the ground, The Shadow was picking the course of
the old driveway. Well bel ow the house, he found that it curved am d the
trees,
and |l eveled at a fork. There, The Shadow paused to listen

At first, he heard nothing but the tumult of a small creek that marked
t he
boundary of Brow and's wel | -wooded estate. Then he caught other sounds: the
slight tunble of small stones from an enmbanknent; the heavy breathing of a man
who had reached the trees froma stretch of |awn.

There was a thud as the arrival reached the portion of the drive that
forked to The Shadow s right; then, the man began to nove away fromthe
keen-eared |istener.

Silently, The Shadow stal ked him but the nan gained in the darkness. The
next sound that The Shadow heard was that of an autonobile starter. Zeke was
in
his car; he had found it where his pals had coasted it. He was going to pick
hi s
way al ong the darkened drive and | eave the grounds by a rear exit.

THOUGH gui sed as Cranston, The Shadow m ght well have been a stal king
shape of bl ackness, judging by the challenge with which he halted Zeke's
departure. That chall enge was a strange, sinister laugh that crept weirdly
t hrough the trees, above the murmur of the brook

Zeke must have waited, to listen. He finally used the starter again; this
time, the motor throbbed. Again, The Shadow s |augh crept fromthe darkness.
This time, its eerie tone was ahead of Zeke's car

A car door clattered open. Zeke was frantic, crouching sonmewhere near the
car, hoping to hear the |laugh again. So The Shadow voiced it, and Zeke thought
he had it spotted. He opened fire with a spare gun that he kept hidden in the
car, and ainmed his shots toward the spot fromwhich he thought the |laugh cane.

Zeke was wrong by about forty feet. The laugh chall enged himfroma new
| ocation. Madly, Zeke wheel ed and stabbed a shot again. This time, he was ten



feet closer.

In response cane the report of an automatic. It mssed Zeke by a scant
foot and clanged the fender of his car. Madly, Zeke fired for The Shadow s gun
spurt, only to receive a reply from anot her direction

The crook scranbled wildly fromthe vicinity of his car. The Shadow s
second shot had al nost skinmmred hi m

Even in Cranston's attire, The Shadow was unseen in this thick darkness;
for that matter, Zeke was practically the sane. It was just that The Shadow
noved about and picked his aimnore sensibly than Zeke did. So sensibly, in
fact, that the thuggi sh watchman was |ucky to be still alive. The Shadow coul d
easily have pegged him had he chosen

Actual Iy, The Shadow was working to a different purpose. He was
deliberately m ssing Zeke by inches, to edge the crook away fromhis ear. The
Shadow s fire was the very thing that would bring the sheriff and his nen,

t hat
they m ght capture the real invader who had entered the Brow and mansi on and
make himtell his whole story!

The Shadow s gun was doing all the talking, and his |augh acconpanied it.
Zeke was afraid even to fire at the spurts, which were always in different
pl aces.

Knowi ng that his car was marked, Zeke was scranbling up the enbanknent,
hopi ng to dash away across the edge of the | awn where the going was faster. He
ducked back suddenly as a big light, froma car that was sw nging over the
lawn, glared in his direction. Then, fearing The Shadow nore, Zeke cane up
aimng at flashlights that were bobbing rapidly his way.

As Zeke fired, a hand plucked fromthe embanknment behind himand spilled
himinto the fringe of trees. The Shadow s grab sent the murderous shots w de.
Then fl ashlights were focused hard on Zeke, and he staggered to his feet to
shoot at them

The deputies were swifter; they blasted with whatever weapons they had.
Zeke was the central point of that conbined fire. He was dead before he struck
the turf; his watchman's revolver flipped from his hand.

Then the glare fromthe approaching car was slicing the enbanknent at an
angle, for it had crossed the lawm and reached the trees. It outlined another
figure, and the deputies were naking a great hue and cry. The man that they
saw
was Cranston; they didn't know that he was fighting on their side.

Much di d The Shadow wi sh for his habitual garb of black, as he sped back
along the forgotten drive, zigzagging fromcreek to enbanknent. Half a dozen
men were after him and he couldn't quite manage a perfect fade-out. They were
shooting, and he returned the fire, purposely aimng high. It seened the only
way to discourage them for men were apt to drop to shelter under a barrage.

Not these. They had finished Zeke too easily. They wanted to nail the man
who was still dodgi ng them

One gun exhausted, The Shadow drew another. He was at the fork, stabbing
shots up in the tree branches, when a nman | aunched froma rock beside him The
fell ow was a deputy, slinging a gun as he cane.

The Shadow warded the bl ow but partially. Receiving a glancing stroke, he
stunbl ed groggily, then flung his enpty gun at his opponent.

The deputy ducked. Slicing through the brush, The Shadow came atop a
| arge
rock and rolled across it, intending to do sone shooting with his other gun
The
rock proved a better bulwark than he wanted. The drop on the far side neasured
about twelve feet.

Losi ng his good gun as he grabbed for the rock, The Shadow took the
pl unge, and crunpl ed when he struck the stony shore of the creek, just bel ow

Qut of the cloak and hat that were fambus as his battle garb, The Shadow
was out of battle, as well.



CHAPTER VI |
VANl SHED SHADOWS

THREE nen were view ng the dead body of Henble, the night watchman from
the clock factory. Two of those men knew Henble quite well, though they did
not
call himby his nicknanme, Zeke. One man was El bert Morion; the other was
Sheri f f
Qui ncy, whose deputies had bagged Zeke.

"It's Henmble, all right," observed Elbert, in a noody tone. "\Wat he was
doi ng over here, | can't understand. He belonged at the factory."

"Maybe the masked nan showed up there first," declared the sheriff.
"Henbl e m ght have followed him here."

"You think that Henble gave you the tip-off?"

"I"'mnot sure, M. Mrion, but the voice over the phone was sonet hing
li ke
Henbl e's. "

The third man in the group gave a dry snile. He was Corring, the | awer
He spoke in a rather sarcastic tone.

"I't wouldn't occur to either of you," suggested Corring, "that Henble
coul d have been the masked man who i nvaded Brow and's study in such outrageous
fashi on?"

Both El bert and the sheriff pronptly vetoed Corring's theory. They argued
that Hembl e coul dn't possibly have reached this area while the deputies were
closing in. Elbert was quite sure that the masked man rmust have been soneone
el se.

"I mwondering about Cive Walden," he said slowy. "This night is
certainly one that ny precious cousin would have chosen to return hone,
provi ded he knew about the new will that Uncle Tobias nade."

"Say, that's sonething!" exclained the sheriff. "Walden m ght have gone
to
the factory first, maybe to get at the safe again. He's certainly spent al
t he
nmoney he took the last tine."

"Henbl e was rather stupid," said Elbert, regretfully. "Cive nmade a dupe
of him once, and m ght have done it again.”

"Let's get over to the factory," suggested the sheriff, "and see if we
can
find any evidence there."

Even t hough Henbl e had fallen while shooting at the deputies, there was
still reason to doubt that he was a crook. Another gunner had been active in
this area; sonme of the deputies were inclined to believe that they had
encountered two or three.

Engaged in a fight to begin with, Henble mi ght have m staken the deputies
for other persons. The trouble was, none of the searchers could find the nan,
or men, who had represented the opposition. The only evidence that they
br ought
back was a .45 automatic, which the sheriff took along with Henble's revol ver.

One deputy found sonme spare cartridges |ying near a rock; The Shadow had
brought themout, intending to reload. But that was the |ast trace of the
m ssing fighter.

Per haps a | onger search woul d have uncovered Cranston, but the sheriff
assuned that any strangers had fled far, by this time. He felt it nore
i mportant that his men rejoin the slimcordon up by the mansion, and tighten
the net. He argued N and both El bert and Corring agreed N that the masked man
who began the trouble nmight still be trapped near the house.

Si nce Hembel's car was handy, the sheriff suggested that they use it for
the trip to the clock factory. Elbert and Corring joined him they pulled



away,
whil e the deputies clanbered up the enbankmnent.

FOR several minutes, only the soft nusic of tunmbling waters disturbed the
dar kened scene. Then, above the water's babble, canme the sound of men who were
clattering across the creek, fromrock to rock. They stopped on the near side
and |listened to the dying purr of Henble's car

It was Lippy Carther who undertoned:

"That was Zeke's jellopy, Mech."

"Yeah," Mech Wodum growl ed. "The deps nust have croaked him"

"How did they get here in the first place?"

"Zeke called the tin star. He figured the guy would bring along a | ot of
j aboni es. Shaki ng them shoul d have been a breeze for Zeke. Only, it wasn't."

Li ppy wasn't quite so pessinmistic. He argued that Zeke was the wat chman,
or "bugster," as Lippy chose to termit, at the clock factory. Maybe Zeke had
squared hinmself with the Johnny Laws, and gone back with themto the factory.

"Not much chance," gruffed Mech. "W heard Zeke do a skid off the big
rock, didn't we?"

"Maybe it wasn't Zeke," returned Lippy. "Let's take a | ook-see and find
out."

Using flashlights, the nobsters cane under the |lee of the big rock and
di scovered the sprawl ed form of Cranston

Though | ack of his black garb had brought The Shadow to this plight, his
present identity served himwell. Lippy and Mech had been too far away to hear
t he [ aughs that had so confused Zeke. The Shadow s second autonmatic had fallen
bet ween two rocks; hence the crooks had no idea that he was anyone but
Cranst on.

In fact, they didn't know that he was Cranston. They nerely classed him
as
some stuffed shirt who nmust have been at the party in the mansion. Probably
trailing Zeke, he'd slipped froma rock and cone to grief.

"This guy ain't Walden," declared Lippy. "W saw WAl den down at the
hot el .

He's got a cousin, though."

"Yeah, a bird named Mrion," recalled Mech. "This might be him"

"What' Il we do with hin? Croak hinP"

"Not until we know what happened to Zeke. Let's haul this guy over to the
bus. "

The car was parked across the creek; Mech had driven it there through a
shal  ow ford. Wirking back across the rocks, the thugs nanaged to drag
Cranston
with them though they did considerable splashing on the way.

They | oaded their unconscious prisoner in the rear seat of the stolen
sedan. Piloting the car out through the woods, Mech took a road that led to
t he
cl ock factory.

Knowi ng that only a few nen had gone there, the crooks were sure that
t hey
could prow around a bit and possibly contact Zeke, if he proved to be alive.
Bei ng burdened with a prisoner rather annoyed them They woul dn't have handl ed
one if they hadn't been working for Zeke and doi ng not hi ng except on his
say- so.

Nor woul d they have handl ed this prisoner, had they known, or even
guessed
at, his identity. That is, they would not have handl ed himas they were at
present.

For years, Lippy and Mech, like all nmen of their ilk, had held the
i npossi bl e hope of finding The Shadow under circunstances resenbling these.
This pair would have weighted their prisoner with all the slugs in their guns



had it occurred to themthat he m ght be The Shadow.

Zeke Henbl e, of course, had known that The Shadow was about, but he
hadn' t
lived to pass the news on to his pals. The only other persons who had really
seen The Shadow were Gail Trent and dive Wl den

AT that very monment, Gail was thinking of The Shadow in ternms of Cive.

She had gone upstairs to reclaimher slipper frombeneath the study desk,
and whil e she probed for it, the darkness rem nded her of that nass of human
bl ackness that had swal |l owed a masked furtive outside the door to the
dri veway.

Gail hadn't seen what happened to The Shadow. He had sinply disappeared.
Qdd, the way he had conme and gone, whoever he was; but the question that
perpl exed Gail nost was why Cive hadn't appeared upon the scene. She wondered
if he had run into previous trouble with the bl ack-cl oaked fighter from
out door s.

Then the horrendous thought gripped her that Cive could have been the
masked man. Certainly, Cive had been in the house earlier, and nust have used
the old stairway to reach the second fl oor

If so, dive was actually a | awbreaker. The fact that the masked nan had
fled by the old stairway indicated his full famliarity with the house.

The note under the door

It could nmean that Cive had sought to decoy her to the summerhouse j ust
so that she woul d be out of the way. Not because he really cared for her, but
because he feared that she night recognize himdespite his nask.

Fi ndi ng her slipper, Gail took the side passage toward her room weighing
the opinion that so horrified her

At |east, she still cared somewhat for Clive. The fact was proven by the
way her mnd groped frantically for sone better theory that would be in his
favor. At last, Gail found one. She decided that Cive could have still been

waiting at the sumrerhouse, too far away to hear the shots within the nansion

In that case, he might have known nothing until excitenent began outdoors
and |ights showed everywhere. Still regarding hinmself a fugitive, dive m ght
very well have nmade a rapid departure before the searchers cane his way.
Gil's
one regret was that he m ght suppose that she had summoned the | aw after
findi ng
hi s note.

Gail was at the w ndow that opened above the old carriage entrance. She
rai sed the sash and | eaned out, resting her hands carefully against the narble
cornice, for it had weakened since the porte-cochere had been renmpoved. Peering
as far as she could, Gail saw that the bobbing flashlights made a circle much
cl oser than the summrerhouse.

If only dive had managed to keep beyond that cordon! Very probably he
had, but Gail found herself worrying about The Shadow. He had cone to her aid,
that rescuer in black, and he mght still be close at hand. If so, The Shadow
stood in danger of capture.

The lights were very close and novi ng nearer. They were sweepi ng toward
t he door just below Gail's window The girl's eyes were suddenly riveted by a
stir fromthe shrubbery which only she was cl ose enough to see.

A figure enmerged, and Gail suppressed a cry of alarm It was a shape
cl oaked in black, wearing a slouch hat. She was right: her rescuer was
trapped!

Not for |ong.

FROM her vantage spot, Gail saw how effectively that jet-hued garb could
serve its wearer. The man in black was sinply dropping back each tinme a beam
of



light canme his way. The shrubbery, even the gray wall, gave hima background
with which his figure blended sufficiently to avoid the observation of the
searchers, who were nore distant than Gail.

He was right beside the steps and reaching for them when the cornice cut
off Gail's sight of him She |eaned farther forward; feeling the marble
wabbl e,
she clutched it and drew her wei ght back, fearing that she would | oosen the
bl ock of stone upon the man bel ow.

Her fright ended, Gail remenbered that her own room afforded a vi ew of
t he
carriage entrance.

She hurried to the roomand peered fromits darkened wi ndow. She saw the
door, and noticed that soneone was noving a car toward it. Headlights suddenly
bat hed the door in a nuch brighter glow than flashlights could provide.

Not only the door, but the steps and the shrubbery flanking it were
revealed in vivid light. Gail wanted to shriek fromthe window, telling the
deputies not to fire at the man who crouched there.

Bef ore she could call, she realized that it wasn't necessary. The
brilliant |ight showed bl ankness. Wthin the dozen seconds that Gail had taken
to get fromone wi ndow to another, the cloaked visitor had di sappeared.

Thi s was, indeed, a night of vanishing Shadows. In his tine, The Shadow
had perforned sone renarkabl e fadeouts. But never before had he been observed
in tw places at the sane time. It happened that The Shadow was still a
hel pl ess prisoner in a car manned by two murderous crooks.

Yet Gail Trent had seen himoutside the mansion door. An odd riddle, this
busi ness of two Shadows; one that was to have further and nore startling
consequences before it ended!

CHAPTER VI I'|
CROCKS DECI DE

THE cl ock factory occupied a group of ol d-fashioned brick buil dings that
dated fromthe period when Tobi as Brow and had taken over the business from
hi s
grandf at her. The arrangenent afforded many places to park a car unnoticed, so
Mech chose one.

He gl eanmed a flashlight into the rear seat, saw that Cranston was stil
unconsci ous. Mech nudged Lippy and the two crooks slid fromtheir car

Seeing lights in a wi ndow, they approached it. Looking through a heavy
grating, they sawthe interior of the office, with Elbert Mrion stooping in
front of a safe. He had finished | ooking inside of it and was closing it. The
t hugs watched himrise, shaking his head.

Both knew that Elbert must be Cive's cousin, the manager of the clock
factory. They saw Corring, too, but identified himas a guest fromthe
Br ow and
mansi on, rather than a lawer. It further established their idea that Cranston
was just another guest. Probably both Corring and Cranston had been hel pi ng
t he
deputies hunt for vani shed marauders.

The sheriff was also on the scene, but the crooks gave himlittle notice.
They were | ooking for Zeke, and they still kept watching, hoping he would
appear. Meanwhile, a conversation was going on within the office, but the
t hugs
didn't overhear it because the wi ndows were tightly closed.

"If dive opened this safe again," declared Elbert to his conpanions, "he
didn't take anything. That wouldn't be to his credit, because there is no
noney
here. 1've been having it deposited in the bank every night for the past six



nont hs.

"I don't think dive did open it, though. Not that he's had a change of
heart" N El bert's tone carried marked contenpt N "but because | don't think he
could have managed it. | changed the conbination the day after the robbery."

Corring gave one of his dry smles.

"In that case, Elbert, you can place this in the safe.”" He drew out the

seal ed envel ope containing Browand's neww ll. "I rmust catch the next train
into the city, and | wouldn't care to carry the will with me, considering that
mar auders mght still be about. They mi ght even follow ne."

El bert drew his hand away as Corring extended the envel ope. A headshake
was his answer to the | awer's request.

"I"'mnmentioned in that will," he rem nded. "You should know better than
to
suggest that it be placed in nmy keeping, Corring. Wiy not intrust it to the
sheriff? He has a safe in his office.”

Learning that the sheriff's office was on the way to the station, Corring
decided to follow that plan. He handed the envel ope to the sheriff, who | ooked
at it closely, then placed it in his pocket.

Looki ng about to learn the tine, Corring saw a dozen clocks that told it.
He decided that he had better start for the station

Havi ng found nothing resenbling a nessage from Henble, the three nmen went
their way, Elbert pausing to |lock the office door behind him Mech dropped
down
from outside the wi ndow, but Lippy clutched himand gestured.

"Maybe you ought to try that coffin," suggested Lippy, referring to the
safe. "If Zeke got his, we ought to get ours, in the way of the dough he
proni sed us."

"l asked Zeke about the box," returned Mech. "He said it wasn't worth
souping. It's a John OBrien."

In the parlance of safe-crackers, a "John O Brien" signified an enpty.
Zeke had | earned that Elbert wasn't keeping cash in the office safe. Inforned
on the point by Mech, Lippy dropped fromhis perch and started back toward the
car, only to have Mech tug his arm

Mech want ed his conpanion to come around the corner of the buil ding.

Li ppy
obliged, only to have Mech thrust himback before they came into the open

The three men fromthe office were getting into their car, and their
conversation was heard by the two nobbies. It included nention of Zeke:
regrets
that the watchman was dead, though the sheriff began to gruff a few doubts
regarding Henble's integrity.

El bert changed the subject by saying that he'd call some of the factory
hands, fromthe sheriff's office, and have themtake over the watchman's duty.

Corring suggested that they go to the station first and that El bert make
the call fromthere. Corring was becom ng nore anxi ous about his train.

ANXI ETY had faded fromthe m nds of Lippy and Mech as they retraced their
way to the car. No need of further concern regarding Zeke, for they had
| ear ned
that he was dead. The crooks weren't going to get their prom sed dough, so
t hey
deci ded upon a pronpt trip back to New York

The matter of their prisoner bothered them Starting the car after the
sheriff and the others left, Mech told Lippy to "take a gander at the stiff in
back," which Lippy did, and then announced that the prisoner was stil
sensel ess.

"Good enough," decided Mech, as he swung the car into a highway. "He
won' t
know what hit him Not that | care. It's just that we want to get this over



with, the easy way."

To Lippy, the "easy way" neant using a gun. He pulled his revol ver and
pointed it at the slunped figure in the rear seat, with Cranston's white shirt
front a perfect target.

At that nonment, The Shadow s life hung by sonething thinner than a
t hr ead:
nanely, the hair trigger of Lippy's .38.

Fate couldn't have played an odder trick than maki ng Mech Wodum save The
Shadow s life; but that was exactly what happened, at least for the tine
bei ng.

Mech pushed out his hand and drew Lippy's gun fromits target.

"Lay off," grow ed Mech. "A blast fromthat beater will wake every joskin
in the county! Wth all the dough we aren't getting for tonight, you want to
go
wasting slugs!"

Li ppy reversed the gun in his hand and | eaned over the back of the front
seat, intending to bash Cranston's head with the revol ver butt. Mech haul ed
Li ppy's arm down before it could sw ng.

"Hold it," said Mech. "Just keep one nitt on the door handl e, and be
r eady
to shove the guy when | give the word. Renenber that place where the creek
cuts
deep al ongsi de the highway? That's where we'll dunp the stuffed shirt."

"He's on the wong side of the car N'

"Not the way we're headed," interrupted Mech. "So unlax until we get
there."”

Wth about five mnutes to go, Lippy subsided in the front seat and
opened
t he wi ndow beside him Mech was driving rapidly, and the cool night air
whi pped

into the sedan. Lippy didn't particularly appreciate the fresh breeze. He was
simply stretching out to get a good view of the gorge.

It came, under the glare of the headlights, a perfect locale for crine.
The roadway was hi gh above the creek, and the incline, fifty feet or nore, was
both steep and rocky. There was a guard rail for a curved stretch, but it
ended
where the road straightened. There, only a small, narrow enbankment, ruch |ike
a
hi gh curb, served as protection

Dunpi ng a person over that mound was a matter of timing, only. Lippy
swung
around, took the door handle with one hand, and laid the other hand on the
shoul der of the swaying figure in the back seat.

Mech braked the car as it hit the straight stretch, and voiced the single
wor d:

" Now! "

TWD hands shot to their task, and conpleted it. But they weren't Lippy's
hands. Instead, they were the hands of Cranston

Li ke iron vises, those fists that were actually The Shadow s took the
crook in a grip as unsparing as the one The Shadow had used on Zeke. The
uncl oaked fighter clanped the wist above the door handle, and at the sane
tinme
clutched Lippy's throat.

VWhen the crook tried to clawwith his free hand, The Shadow was qui cker
with a lifted el bow Bringing the el bow down, he trapped Lippy's hand beneath
it.

Mech wasn't wat ching Lippy's progress. |Instead, he was jockeying the car,
jerking it out toward the enmbanknent to aid Lippy's disposal of the prisoner



As Mech veered inward again, The Shadow and Li ppy were thrown toward the door
and their weight did the thing that Lippy's strength coul dn't manage.

Li ppy' s hand j abbed the door handl e and rel eased it. The door flapped
wi de, and Mech heard it. Right then, he realized that Lippy was havi ng
troubl e,
for the fellowdidn't roll back into the front seat as he should have. Mech
darted a gaze to the rear

Seei ng what was happeni ng, he yanked a gun and tried to slash across the
seat back at Cranston's head. A deft twist on Cranston's part and Lippy's
skul |
i ntervened. Then Mech realized that if he used bullets to send Cranston
rolling
t hrough the door, the prisoner still might retain a grip on Lippy, taking
Mech's pal with him

To settle that point, Mech swerved to the inside of the road.

At that nonment, other headlights caught the sedan in their glare. They
were comng fast around a bend ahead, due to nmeet Mech's car, glare-to-glare,
near the end of the straight stretch

Mech swerved for the embanknment again. He didn't care what happened to
t he
other car, but he didn't want a collision that woul d | eave hi m stranded on
this
renote road.

The swerve was too nmuch. The road was slightly downgrade and a new curve
was starting. Furthernore, Mech had his mnd on another clash with his gun
and
began one as he handl ed the wheel with his other hand.

The Shadow s fist left Lippy's partially choked throat and grabbed for
Mech' s descending arm Needing a gun, The Shadow i ntended to twi st Mech's out
of his hand.

A twist, indeed. It did nore than take the gun. It took the car right off
the road. Weels hit the enmbanknment, and Mech's one hand coul dn't yank the
sedan back into control

The approaching car was hitting the inside of the road, where the ground
went upward to the hill brow, bouncing about, its headlights gave its driver a
full view of what happened to the sedan

As though an invisible collision had occurred, the sedan toppled in the
other direction, took a long roll into yawni ng darkness and di sappeared,
lights
and all.

It was |like The Shadow s roll across the big rock, only on a vaster
scal e.

Crashes of small trees, the clatter of rocks, told that the dooned car was
bound
on a long plunge.

One figure was flung fromit as the car hurdled the brink. The long |urch
carried the vehicle beyond the flying form Hitting the sharp slope, the car
bounded rather than rolled. It was |ike a creature hobbling on one stilt, for
the edge of the flapping door hit the rocks first and made the bounds
eccentric.

A few such crashes and the door was ripped away; then, with smashes that
echoed loudly fromthe gorge, the sedan transformed itself into junk netal, so
enphatically that no one still within it could have possibly survived.

Springing fromthe car that had halted on the road, a horrified girl
dashed over to the | ow enbanknent toward whi ch the headlights were pointed
The
gl are showed Margo Lane. She hadn't witnessed the struggle in the other car
and
didn't connect The Shadow with it, until a singular event brought her
stock-still and staring.



Sonething Iike a marmoth beetle was crawling up fromthe rocks just bel ow
t he embankment. It becane a human shape as it groped over the nmound and cane
into the car lights.

For a monent, Margo thought that the figure's black attire was a cl oak
then, as the man came slowly to his feet, she recognized it as a torn evening
jacket. She also recognized Cranston's brui sed and bl oodst ai ned face above the
much-nussed shirt front.

"Lanont! You're hurt!"”

MARGO was grabbing Cranston's arm and it was doubly fortunate that she
did. First, because he was swayi ng back across the enbankment until she halted
hi m Again, because a gun began to stab upward from bel ow.

Evi dently another man had been flung fromthe bounding car, with a
| ucki er
| andi ng than Cranston's.

The first shots were w de, proving that the nmarksman was a bit dazed,

t 0o.

But had Cranston slunped to the enbanknent, he woul d have becone an easy prey,
for clattering stones told that the other man was clinbing upward to try shots
at cl oser range.

Margo didn't wait for him Tugging Cranston to his feet, she piloted his
stunbling steps to her coupe and thrust himin beside the driver's seat.

Sl amm ng the door, Margo hurried to the other side and took the wheel

Shoving the car in gear, Margo wheel ed precariously close to the ravine
edge as she straightened her course toward Ri verdale. Then the car was whini ng
in second gear, its speedoneter creeping close to forty as it made the bend.

Margo fancied that she heard shots fromfar back the road, but they
couldn't count. She was out of range, and out of sight as well.

It was well that Margo had been delayed in getting off from New York. She
couldn't have chosen a better time to conme along this road. Her efforts had
certified The Shadow s sel f-rescue, and she was carrying her half-conscious
friend to safety.

Behind lay tragedy. O two crooks in the shattered car, one had perished,
| eaving the other to seek vengeance upon a man whose nanme he didn't know.
Probably, the survivor would recognize Cranston if he saw hi magain. The
qguestion was: would he neet Lanont Cranston or The Shadow?

Only The Shadow hi nsel f coul d have answered that question, and in his
present state, The Shadow neither knew nor cared.

CHAPTER | X
TRAGEDY AHEAD

MARGO was really worried when she pulled her car in through the gates of
the Brow and estate. Cranston hadn't spoken a word all during the ride; he was
| eani ng back, his eyes closed, his face very white, despite its bl ood streaks.

O course, Margo didn't know that The Shadow s plunge in the car was his
second ordeal of the evening; that he had recuperated fromthe first one only
because of the strong, refreshing breeze through a car w ndow that one of his
captors had unw sely opened.

As for events at Brow and's, Margo knew not hi ng about them

She began to | earn soon after she wheeled into the | ong driveway.

Swi ngi ng

flashlights signaled for her to stop the car; as she did, men wi th badges cane
up to the wi ndow. The deputies were polite when they saw Margo; their | ooks
becarme doubtful when they spied Cranston

"Who is this man?" a deputy demanded. "Where did you find hinP"

"Hi s nane is Lanont Cranston," returned Margo, very coolly. "He is a



friend of mine and was bringing me here from New York, when another car nearly
drove us off the road. W nearly tipped over, and M. Cranston was hurt when
he

went out through the door."

So far, Margo was drawing neatly on her imagination to properly patch the
facts. Then, in a worried tone, she added:

"I'mafraid the driver of the other car was drunk; otherw se, he would
have stayed on the road. He went over the edge of a ravine. | called to him
and
he didn't answer, so | hurried here with Lanont."

Mention of the ravine produced a marked effect. Deputies sprang into
their
cars and sped for the scene of the weck. They had finished their fruitless
hunt
for a masked man who had di sappeared near the Brow and mansi on; hence, they
wer e
free to go. O hers junped on the running board of Margo's coupe and gui ded her
up to the house.

They were pulling in by the side entrance, when another car overt ook
t hem
It brought Elbert Morion and Sheriff Quincy. As they stepped out, Elbert began
to inquire anxiously if all were well within the house, while the sheriff
demanded to know why the deputies had dropped their search

The house door opened and Amnbrose appeared. He answered El bert's
guesti on,
stating that all had been quiet since the masked nan's flight. The deputies
wer e
telling the sheriff that the hunt was finished. Woever they were | ooking for
had somehow managed to slip them

"He nust have gone into the house,"’

began the sheriff. "W nust resune
t he
search there.”
The deputies argued that they had kept lights fixed on the house.
Anbr ose,
when questioned, testified that he had seen no one enter, and Jasper, arriving
at that nonment, declared the sane.

Then Margo was doing all the talking, quite indignantly. Introducing
herself to Elbert, she pointed to Cranston.

"He may be badly hurt," asserted Margo. "Can't this wangling wait unti
you' ve taken himinto the house and called a doctor?"

El bert detailed the servants to help Cranston inside. He stirred as they
eased himfromthe car. Wavering from Anbrose to Jasper, Cranston opened his
eyes wearily and saw Margo.

Noting it, Margo began to talk to the sheriff, telling himthe same yarn
that she had given the deputies. By the time they reached the door, Margo
gl anced at Cranston again, saw the faintest of smles playing on his |ips.

The smile was his approval of Margo's story; his thanks for inform ng him
of it. The Shadow woul d support those details when he gave his account |ater

WTH N the nmansion, Gail Trent, |ooking fromher wi ndow, could see the
approachi ng procession. Recogni zing Margo, Gail hurriedly snoothed the
negl i gee
that she had just put on and started from her room

As she neared the main stairway, she saw Tobias Brow and at the top. He
had just come up fromthe library, and was going to his study. Apparently he
hadn't noticed the arrivals outdoors. He was turning the other way, so Gai
didn't bother to call after him

She was on the stairs, about to call down to Margo, when her own surprise
halted her. Gail hadn't noticed Cranston's condition when she saw himfromthe



wi ndow. In the light of the hallway, she observed his bl ood-streaked face as
he
waver ed, hesitatingly, between Anbrose and Jasper

Real i zi ng that he nust be one of Margo's friends, Gail turned about,
intending to hurry to the guest roomand have it ready if they brought
Cranston
upstairs.

Gail saw Brow and agai n.

The old man had gone past his study; for a noment, Gail wondered why.
Then
she renenbered the door to the unused stairway. It was still open, as pursuers
had left it when they chased the masked nman fromthe study.

That door was an obsession with Tobias Brow and. He had installed it just
so the forgotten stairway woul d remain unused. Those stairs were a jinx, in
hi s
estimate. As a child, he'd witnessed the last of the three fatal falls that
had
thi nned the Browl and famly.

He'd sworn that if he ever owned the house, he would block off the fata
stairway; and he had. Lately, he'd talked of nailing the top door shut,

i nst ead

of leaving it nmerely | ocked, but hadn't quite gotten around to the task. At
present, Brow and was at |east closing the door, as he always did when he
f ound

it open.

Gail saw himtake the first downward step necessary to reach the door
whi ch was open on its inward hinges. Her attention was i mediately diverted by
a swirl of blackness.

It wasn't fromthe old stairs; it came fromthe hallway beyond them
Bl ackness that Gail imedi ately distinguished as a nman in a flow ng cloak, a
sl ouch hat on his head.

The Shadow agai n!

Havi ng seen her rescuer enter the house, Gail wasn't surprised that he
was
in the upstairs hall. The thing that startled her was the quick |unge that the
cl oaked i ntruder made for the old stairway, where Brow and had stepped down.
There was a clatter fromthe narrow stairs as the cloaked man thrust into the
dar kened opening. Gail heard a sharp, though nuffled, cry.

She thought that the man in bl ack was grabbing Browl and, only to change
the opinion, an instant |later, when the piercing call was drowned by an added
clatter, which, in turn, took on a dw ndling sound.

Gail saw The Shadow draw back fromthe stairs, staring down, and she
coul d
pi cture what had happened as plainly as though she viewed it, too.

Brow and had given the cry; he was causing the clatter. Like three of his
| anent ed ancestors, the old man was taking the |Iong plunge down the
pr eci pi t ous
steps to the stone passage at the bottom Like a dive froma |ladder, it was a
pitch that couldn't be halted.

Bl ackness swirled again before Gail's eyes. It wasn't the notion of the
figure that she thought was The Shadow. The man in black was still fixed in
t he
doorway, fascinated by the tragedy that he was witnessing: the death that |ay
ahead for Brow and.

Gail's vision was blotted by her own horror; with it cane the terrible
convi ction that she had nmistaken a foe for a friend. That thrust of
bl ack-robed
arnms that she had first thought was a grab at Brow and now had all the
features
of the absol ute reverse.



How sinmply a lunge could turn into a shove!l Delivered agai nst Brow and's
back while the old man was of f bal ance, the nmerest push was enough to start
hi m
on his way to doom That was why the man in black had entered the house and
was
lurking in the upstairs hall.

He'd conme here to nurder Tobias Brow and, and to Gail, the masquerader
SO
famliar with Brow and's habits, could be one person only: dive Wl den

GAI L was stunbling down the front stairway, calling, beckoning, pointing,
all at one time. She didn't have to tell people that sonething had happened on
the old stairs. They had heard it nmore plainly than she, for Brow and's fal
had ended in a very heavy crash in the passage bel ow the narrow steps.

Wth it came a sharp sound, like a pistol crack, that carried even to
Gail's hearing and chilled her, though she didn't know what it neant.

Never before had Gail heard the peculiar inpact of a skull neeting stone
with all the force that a headl ong dive could gather. That crack marked the
i nstant death of Tobi as Brow and.

O hers who heard it were already on their way to the passage. El bert
Morion and Sheriff Quincy were dashing side-by-side. The sheriff was pulling a
gun, so El bert gave hi m precedence.

Anbrose and Jasper couldn't foll ow inmedi ately, because they were
bur dened
wi th Cranston. Anbrose drew Margo over to take the burden on his side, and
Jasper pronmptly shifted Cranston's weight to the girl

Margo managed to reel her wearied friend into a chair, while the servants
were grabbing up their former weapons, tongs and poker, which they had |eft
handy in the | ower hall

In the old stone passage, the sheriff was stunbling over Brow and's body.
Though the light fromthe | ower hall was vague, Quincy saw enough to know t hat
Browl and was dead. Browl and's skull reninded the sheriff of an egg in a
dr opped
crate. Wth a sickened grunt, Quincy shifted back agai nst El bert.

"No need to look, M. Mrion K'

"Look up there!" Elbert interrupted. "I see someone at the top of the
stairs!”

The sheriff saw only bl ackness; his eyes were troubling himat the
nonent .

Weakly, he handed his gun to Elbert, but the bl ackness was gone when the
latter
fired toward the stair top, across the sheriff's stooped shoul der

Caimng that the man was gone, El bert shoved forward, but Quincy bl ocked
his way. The sheriff strode over Brow and's body and tripped on the old nman's
cane, which had fallen down the stairs with himand was |vying,
hal f-splintered
on the steps.

Grabbi ng the cane as a weapon, the sheriff hurried up the narrow steps,

El bert following with the gun. At the top, they saw Anrbrose and Jasper coning
fromthe front stairway with their inprovised weapons.

The servants had finally understood Gail, and were passing along the word
about "soneone in black"” who had hurled Brow and to his death. It fitted with
Elbert's claimof a figure at the stair top N one at which he had fired too
| at e.

Fromthere, the search spread. Pouring into the nmansion because they
heard
the gunfire, the sheriff's men were told to join the servants in the hunt and
at
the sane tinme nake sure that no one slipped fromthe house.



El bert came downstairs, to join Gail and Margo in the | ower hall
Cranston, his eyes apparently closed again, was actually a witness to their
di scussi on.

Sadly, Elbert announced that his uncle was dead; that tragedy of yore had
again gathered a Browand into its fold. But this time, death had been no
accident Nin Elbert's opinion. He blamed it all on the man in black, who N by
Gail's own testimony N had played a hand in the gane of death.

Gail herself had gone completely silent. When called upon to repeat her
testinmony, she sinply declared that she had seen a cl oaked man in the upper
hal I way turned toward the old stairs at the very tine she heard Brow and' s
fal
begi n.

Such a statenent was sufficient for the sheriff and the deputies when
t hey
conpl eted their search

Li ke El bert, they agreed that Brow and's death was nurder, conmtted by a
mar auder cl oaked in black who m ght be the masked man that they hunted
earlier.

They didn't realize that their description of a wanted killer fitted a

per sonage

known as The Shadow, who was fampus as a foe to crine, not as a perpetrator of
evil.

Two persons realized it. One was The Shadow hi nsel f present in the guise
of Lamont Cranston; the other, his friend Margo Lane. Their eyes met in one of
t he nonents when Cranston opened his, and their exchange of gl ances was
expr essi ve.

VWhat ever bl em sh might attach to the reputati on of The Shadow, it was a
certainty that the real owner of that title could never be held to account for
the death of Tobias Browl and. In reality, The Shadow and Lanont Cranston were
one.

Not only had Cranston been in the | ower hall when Brow and took the fatal
tunmbl e; but, of all the persons bel ow, he was the |ast who coul d possibly have
had a hand in Brow and's death. At the time the tragedy occurred, Cranston
hadn't even recuperated froma near tragedy of his own.

The Shadow sel dom dealt in alibis. At present, however, he had a perfect
one. The very men who hunted for The Shadow would be the ones to testify that
Lamont Cranston, in reality The Shadow, was not the cl oaked marauder that they
sought !

CHAPTER X
ONE NI GHT LATER

H S head heavily bandaged, and one arm hanging in a sling, Lanont
Cranston
was drowsing in an easy-chair in the corner of the Browland library. It was
dusk, and the glare of the reading |lanp bothered his eyes, so he had laid his
book asi de.

Cranston's condition had been cl assed as rather serious the night before.
H s own physician had been sumoned from New York, and had declared that it
woul d be unwi se to nove himfromthe mansion. Suffering fromwhat mnight prove
to be a serious brain concussion, Cranston had occupied the guest room
over ni ght .

Today, his condition had considerably inproved, and a phone call to Dr.
Sayre, the physician, brought results. Sayre had decided that the patient
coul d
sit up, after listening to Cranston's own report of how he felt. Sayre
privately
guessed that Cranston had faked things one way, then the other. Cranston had a



habit of doing just that.

VWhat Sayre didn't know was the real reason for the patient's inprovenent.
O course, Cranston couldn't state it to the physician over the tel ephone
whi | e
ot her persons were about. It was Sheriff Quincy who produced the cure.

This norning, the local |aw enforcenment officer announced that no one was
to |l eave the mansion until further notice. Should the nystery man of | ast
ni ght
still prove to be around, the sheriff wanted wi tnesses on hand to identify
hi m
If it happened that he was gone, there might be a chance of |uring himback
shoul d all occupants of the house remain.

Qovi ously, Quincy had been talking to Elbert, and Cive's nane had cone
up
again. Very probably, Elbert had al so enphasi zed that Cive was anxious to see
Gail.

As an occupant of the house at the time of Browl and's death, Cranston
natural ly came under the same edict, as did Margo. Having no further reason to
force his presence on the place, The Shadow had therefore decided that the
role
of Cranston should becone that of a conval escent.

Still, it wasn't wise to overdo it. He wanted to bal ance things right in
bet ween. A position which would allow himto rel apse, or conpletely recover,
as
occasi on m ght demand, was sonething very ideal

In fact, Lanont Cranston was |oom ng as the key figure who could sol ve
this case of crime. Odd that he should be operating as Cranston, and not as
The
Shadow. Even odder that, as Cranston, he was al nobst conpletely inactive.

There were tinmes, however, when The Shadow preferred oddities, and this
was one. Certainly, crinme itself had so far provided much of the bizarre, and
The Shadow could afford to treat it in simlar fashion

O course, the tired M. Cranston knew all that was going on. He |earned
it, on the installnent plan, from Margo Lane, every time she dropped into the
library.

Brow and's body had been renpbved, but sone of the crine's exhibits
remai ned up in the study. One was a bandanna nask; another, a revol ver found
with it. Henble's watchman's gun was also there, as was a .45 automatic found
down by the creek, along with sone | oose cartridges.

Cranston snil ed when Margo gave himthat report. Later, he would have to
take a | ook for the | oaded gun that he had | ost between the rocks.

Most of these exhibits were in Browl and' s desk, because only the dead nan
had the conbination to the safe. However, an expert was com ng today to open
the safe. Its contents, at |least, were listed, and Margo nanaged to smuggle a
copy to Cranston.

Havi ng sonmething of a flare for antiques, he was able to appraise the
special heirloonms that the safe contained, and recogni zed that they coul dn't
possi bly bring nmore than a thousand doll ars.

The precise M. Cranston added that to other items. He was trying to
calcul ate Brow and's total estate in round figures. He doubted that a forced
sale would bring it beyond fifty thousand doll ars.

It divided about equally: half for the house, with it fixtures and actua
furniture; the other half for the paintings, the library, and various antiques
that the old man had col | ect ed.

As for the clock factory, Cranston knew that it was on its last lap. The
nane "Tobi as Brow and" had | ooked fine on clock faces back in the days when
their dials were the size of a harvest moon. It could be seen, and recognized,
on such cl ocks. But those days were gone, and so was the fame of Brow and, the
cl ock- maker.

There was this, however, about Tobias Brow and: the nman had never



specul ated; on the contrary, he had been classed as a mser. This all m ght be
a gane invol ving hidden weal th, enough to bring about a nurder. Therefore,
Cranston was keenly interested when Margo brought hi m data about Brow and's
new
will N facts obtained from Gail

It seened that the neww Il differed fromthe old only in the point that
hal f of the estate N specifically, the house and the furniture N would go to
Gail Trent instead of Cive Walden. The status of El bert Mrion was unchanged.
He was to get the personal property, as in the old will.

THESE facts were what Cranston contenplated, as he rested with his eyes
hal f cl osed. Conceivably, dive Wal den m ght have held a grudge against his
uncl e because the latter was changing the will; but hardly enough for Cive to
masquerade in a borrowed hat and cloak and pitch the old man down the narrow
stairs.

If Cive would want to pitch anyone, anywhere, he would probably prefer
to
take it out on his cousin, Elbert Mrion, on the supposition that El bert had
framed himfor the robbery at the factory.

Therein |lay another elenent. Zeke Henble, the night watchman at the
factory, was a crook, though only The Shadow seenmed to have learned it. Qite
possi bly, Zeke had robbed the safe on his own. He m ght have gotten jittery
and
resolved to clinch the case against Cdive.

Such woul d expl ain Zeke's nmasked entry, his tip-off to the sheriff, the
need for pals to help, his departure, that Cive mght be caught in his stead.

The question was: had Zeke planned further gain by his venture? The

| ogi cal answer was yes, and the why of it was sonething that still made The
Shadow ponder .

There was, of course, the rivalry between Cive and El bert over Gail. By
marrying Gail, dive could regain his heritage under the newwll. In his
turn,

El bert could conme in for the same share shoul d he becone the |ucky suitor.

Each had about the sane to gain, but in neither case was mnurder
necessary.

Hast eni ng the death of Tobias Brow and coul dn't have any bearing on the
matri noni al situation

Cranston's reflections were ended by a nouseli ke scrapi ng behind sone
curtains in the corner. He turned as the curtains brushed his shoul der, and
sm | ed, knowi ng that the nouse was Margo

She had unl ocked the door fromthe other side and was using it to reach
Cranston on the sly. The door opened froma nusty old rmusic room | eading off
fromthe hall.

Leaving the door slightly ajar, Margo slid fromthe curtains and began to
whi sper new facts. The status of Zeke Henble was still unchanged. Deputies had
found the body of Mech Wbodumin the wecked sedan; he had been identified as
a
crook, and the car a stol en one.

But there was no trace of Lippy Carther, the crook who had escaped the
smash. Nor did the police suppose that Wodum had known Henbl e wel | enough to
call him Zeke.

That news off her mind, Margo proceeded with sonething that interested

The

Shadow nore. El bert had reached the | awer, Corring, by |ong-distance

t el ephone

i n Chicago. Corring was concluding his business in the Mdwest, and woul d
arrive tonorrow evening. Until then, the newwll was to remain right where it

was: in the sheriff's safe.
Realizing that the will was very inportant, Quincy was keeping a trusted



man on steady duty in his office. He'd | earned that Mech Wbodum had a former
reputation as a safe-cracker.

Even t hough Mech was now identified with the hot-car racket, the sheriff
wasn't taking any chances, considering that a man of Mech's special ability
had
visited his bailiw ck.

Cranston's eyes closed again. Very quietly, he questioned:

"What about Gail ? Has she heard from Cive yet, Margo?"

"She can't have heard fromhim Lanont," insisted Margo, a trifle
annoyed.
"This is the fifth time you' ve brought up the subject. Gail has been so honest
with nme, that when she says she hasn't heard fromdive, |'msure K'

"Sure of what, Margo?" Cranston interposed. "That she is really in |ove
with dive?"
Margo' s face becane reflective. Cranston was watching her, his eyes w de

open.
"Gail says she's not in love with dive," began Margo, slowy. "She
cl ai ns
she can't choose between himand El bert. And yet N'
"And yet?"
"I"d think, considering the circunstances, she would have nade up her
m nd

by this tine. She's been seeing Elbert for six months, and all that time dive
has been away."
"Gail has chosen, Margo."

PROPPI NG himsel f up in the chair, The Shadow put the case concl usively.
Both he and Margo knew that Cive had been around the night before. As a
basi s,

The Shadow assunmed that Gail, in sone manner or other, had | earned of Cive's
presence. Right there, Margo put in an objection.

"Then Gail might have mi staken Zeke for Cive."

"Perhaps she did," was Cranston's agreenent. "But she knew there was
someone el se around when | grabbed Zeke at the side door."

Mar go nodded. That part was | ogical.

"And with Clive a hero in Gail's eyes," The Shadow added, "she could have
supposed that I, the rescuer, was Cive."

"Why. .. why, yes."

"I left dive in the shrubbery," continued The Shadow, "but | didn't cone
back, as | had hoped. My cloak and hat were handy, and it's obvious that dive
must have used them O herw se, he could not have nade a secret entry into the
house with all those |ights about."

"So far, so good," conceded Margo, with another nod. "Cive was the man
that Gail saw upstairs wearing the cloak and hat. She screaned that he shoved
Browl and down the old stairway. Then El bert said he'd seen the nmurderer, too
R

The rest began to dawn on Margo, as though she had caught and was sorting
out the very thoughts that The Shadow had in mnd. Cranston's lips held their
smle, nmore graphic than words.

Margo was renenbering how Gail, freed fromthe first wave of excitenent,
had no | onger clained that the man in black had hel ped Brow and down t he
stairs
of death. She nmerely said she'd seen the cloaked intruder at the stair top,
turned toward Brow and as he fell.

Only one thing could have changed Gail's story. That thing was El bert's
testimony. Gail knew how anxious he was to pin fault on his cousin, Cive. H's
tirade agai nst the unknown in black made Gail instinctively think in terms of
Cive.

Uwilling to play into El bert's hands, Gail would obviously prefer to be



in Cive's arns. Margo nodded in response to Cranston's smile. He was right:
Gail's true love was Cive

"Either Gail will find Cive," predicted Cranston, "or he will conme to
her. So keep cl ose check, Margo, and tell me when they neet."

"But how will | know who he is?" queried Margo. "I've never net Cive
vl den. "

A soft laugh came from Cranston's lips N a strange echo, it seemed, from
a
ti me when he had been a different personage: a being cloaked in black. H's
answer cane in the even tone that was typical of Cranston, though his
st at enent
was one of the nost unusual that he had ever uttered.

"You will recogni ze Wal den on sight, Margo," assured Cranston. "He w ||
be
someone that you have heard of often, and have seen on nore than one occasion
Cive Wl den will be The Shadow "

CHAPTER Xl
SHADOW MEETS SHADOW

CRANSTON S predictions had a way of coming true; but this tine, he had
called the turn alnobst to the dot. Already, Gail Trent was on the verge of a
nmeeting with dive Wal den

In her room Gail was plucking a sheet of crunpled paper fromthe
wast ebasket: the note that Cive had left the evening before. She wanted to
read it again to learn if there could be a deeper neaning in the sinple
nmessage. But she had scarcely begun to open the paper when she heard the creak
of footsteps fromthe hallway.

A dresser drawer was half open. Quickly, Gail dropped the wadded paper
into it. Turning about, she closed the drawer behind her and faced the door
defiantly.

Gail's eyes were blazing in the mld Iight of the room She thought the
approachi ng person was Margo, whose actions at times today had i npressed Gai
as a trifle snoopy. Friends though they were, Gail intended to tell off Margo,
quite properly.

Then the girl's eyes lost their blaze and were open wi de. The figure that
paused upon the threshold was cl oaked entirely in black. H's hat was drawn
deep
upon his forehead and he kept it tilted forward to avoid the light. Gai
couldn't see his face, but she gave a glad cry.

At that nonment, curiously, Gail was thinking of The Shadow as a separate
identity. Though Cranston's theories were quite correct, Gail's m nd had
drifted more and nore to the first time she had seen The Shadow, when he had
handl ed a nmasked foeman so inpressively at the door

She'd given himthe benefit on his own nerits, in the case of Brow and's
deat h, even though she supposed that he nmight be dive.

Gai |l 's happy tone brought a swish fromthe doorway. Wth it canme the nman
in black. Sweeping away his slouch hat, he took the girl in his arns, and she
was | ooking up into Cive's face.

Fl ooded with empotion, Gail was nearly weeping at the happi ness of this
reuni on. Then, Cdive's voice was whispering close to her ear

"What a fool | was to think you'd mistrust me, Gail! | should have known
that you'd neet nme at the sunmerhouse if you possibly could.”

"I was going there this evening, Cive," Gil responded. "I had to wait
until it was dark enough."

"I was waiting for darkness, too. Fortunately, this house becones gl oony
early. I've been hiding in the attic."

"The attic?" Gail brushed the m st fromher eyes. "Wy, they searched



there, divel"

"Not the old part, where you have to crawml down to the |ower level. |
even
had trouble finding it. They didn't find it at all."

dive paused; when he spoke again, his own voice choked:

"Uncle Tobias? Is... is he dead?"

Gail gave a sl ow nod.

“I'f I only could have saved him" declared Cive ruefully. "He was just
st eppi ng down when | came around the corner. | was close; | heard himstunble.
When | grabbed for him he was already tunbling, cane and all. | heard you
scream " Cive paused and nmet Gail's eyes. "You thought | pushed him didn't
you?"

"At... at first, Cive."

"Of course! It did |ook bad. Besides, you didn't know that | was the nman
at the stair top. | had to pick these up to get into the house. The chap who
was wearing themgave ne a real tussle out in the shrubbery.™

GAIL stared, in real surprise. So Clive hadn't been The Shadow when she
first saw him Though dive didn't realize it, Gail had a sudden surge of
doubt, for her swing in Cive's favor was based on her recollections of the
early epi sode involving her own rescue.

At least, Clive was honest about the matter, and that was sufficient to
curb Gail's new doubts. A bit abashed at having doubted himat all, Gai
snuggl ed deeper into his arns.

"Tell me," queried Cive. "Wat about Henbl e?"

"He was killed," Gail replied. "They don't know what he was doi ng around
here." She | ooked up suddenly. "Wy did you ask about Henbl e?"

Cive explained that he'd heard the deputies nention the fellow He
hadn' t
stayed in the hidden attic all last night. He had made a trip to the kitchen
to
obtain supplies, and found that his borrowed garb was a great help when it
came
to keeping out of sight. He'd heard other things, too.

"This Cranston chap,” said dive. "Wiy did he conme along with that friend
of yours, Margo Lane?"

"He intended to drive the car back to New York," responded Gail. "They
nearly had an accident on the way. Lanont was quite seriously hurt, as it
was. "

Cive nodded.

"I heard the deputies say that, too," he declared. "But it strikes nme as
a
bit thin, a man being hurt in the car that wasn't wecked."

"Lanmont happens to be a millionaire,” informed Gail. "He wouldn't have
been in the other car with an autonobile thief."

"I wasn't thinking of the other car."

"What were you thinking then, dive?"

Gail's tone was a bit angry. She didn't like Cive's suspicious manner
It
wasn't fair that he should doubt other people, particularly a man so friendly
as
Cranston, when Gail was giving Cive hinself the benefit of some questionable
si tuati ons.

"It's all so mxed, Gail," said Cive, at length. "I was just wondering
who had this hat and cloak at the start. | doubled on ny tracks; so did
Henbl e,
it seems. Maybe Cranston did the same. | nust get to the bottomof all this,
Gail. By the way: that note I wote you. OF course, you destroyed it?"

Gail was drawi ng away. She turned about again in front of the dresser



Her
m strust was increasing.

"Don't worry about it, dive,’
note."

Cive's frank manner returned. He drew off the cloak and tossed it across
his arm wth the slouch hat.

she said crisply. "I disposed of the

"I won't need these any nmore," he declared. "I'll |eave themin the
st udy,
where the sheriff can find them | know | can depend on you to cone to the
attic
and keep ne posted on other devel opnents. You see, | trust you, Gail."

"It's quite time you did, dive."

"I don't blane you for wondering at tines," insisted Clive in an earnest
tone. "l've been in a tougher situation than you realize, because you al ways

get a sugar-coated story fromEl bert. He wouldn't have hesitated at using you
to lure me back here.”

"Leave El bert out of it, Cive."

A smile of agreenent appeared on Clive's face. It had the cold touch that
denoted worry, but Gail construed it differently. She took Cive's expression
to nean that he would like to count Elbert out of matters permanently, as his
Uncl e Tobi as was.

"El bert won't |eave hinmself out," began Cive. "I cane here on that
account, Gail. | knew the will was being changed K

"Who told you?" interrupted Gail quickly.

"I mean," corrected dive, "that | thought it would be changed."

"Your share is nowin ny favor," said Gail. "That should suit you, if you
really trust me, Cive."

"It suits me. Quite!l"

AS Cive turned to | eave, Gil followed. She didn't want himto go away
hurt back to his lonely hiding place. Along the hallway she was protesting in
| ow, ardent tones, that she cared for Clive but that she couldn't stand his
grudge agai nst the world, which went so far as to include a very ani able
stranger |ike Cranston

As they reached the door of the study, Cive paused, and smiled in nuch
nore pl easant fashion. He rested his hand tenderly on Gail's shoul der, as he
sai d:

"I"'mgoing in here to leave this borrowed outfit. I can't wait |onger
Gail, because | hear soneone coming up the front stairs. Make sure they don't
cone into the study."

Cive was closing the study door behind himwhen Gail turned around to
see
Margo on the stairs. Again, Gail felt a surge of apology for having felt
nmeanl y
toward Margo. Certainly, Margo's progress up the stairs had not been stealthy
in the |east.

"I... | nust talk to you, Margo," declared Gail seriously. "It's about N
well, it's about so many things. | really need advice."
Gail was placing her hand on the study door to nake sure that it was

fully
cl osed. Margo thought that Gail wanted to hold the conference in that
parti cul ar
room and therefore stepped forward. Quickly, Gail caught Margo's arm

"Not here!" Gail exclained. "In nmy room Margo. We mustn't disturb
anything in the study. | know the sheriff wouldn't like it. I... | was just
maki ng sure that the door was | ocked."

Not only Gail's expression but her voice, gave away the fact that
something in the study worried her, and Margo took it that something m ght
nean



someone. Gail's tone was rising, as though she wanted it to be heard within.

“"I"'d like to talk to Lanont," Gail added, still loudly, as she and Margo
passed the front stairway. "He's such a good friend of yours, Margo. Perhaps
he

knows N wel |, perhaps as an outsider, he could answer sone problens better
t han
N wel |, better than Elbert could."

They were out of sight of the study, and Gail pronptly reduced her voice.
Reachi ng her room she sat down; then started to rise again. She'd forgotten
to
cl ose the door, and Margo sawto it that Gail didn't.

Very much by chance, it seened, Margo took a chair that partially blocked
the door. Gail hesitated; then decided that it wouldn't be good policy to
bother with the door at all.

Gail was definitely troubled, and Margo was sonmewhat irked herself. Gai
m ght just as well have shouted: "I've seen Cive!" |If Margo had gotten
upstairs sooner, she night have seen him too, in The Shadow s borrowed garb

Margo sinply hadn't thought that Cranston's prediction would be fulfilled
so soon; hence, she had taken her tine com ng up. To make anmends for it, she
was listening to Gail with one ear for outside sounds with the other

Havi ng mentioned Cranston, Gail was asking questions about him wanting
to
know why Margo hadn't told her that he was com ng too. She wondered if
Cranston
acted leisurely always, or whether his accident had been responsible.

She wanted nore details about the accident, too. She was getting quite
pointed with her remarks, because she wanted to hold Margo's full attention

Meanwhi | e, Margo was hearing sounds N creaks fromthe direction of the
study door. They paused; then, when Margo was about to rel ax, they began
agai n.

Gil didn't hear them she was too deep in the bedroom So Margo nade a
suggesti on.

"Suppose we go down and talk to Lanont, Gail. He can answer these
guestions better than | can. As for advice, | know that Lanont can give it."
They were on the way fromthe bedroom when Margo heard sounds anew al ong
the hall. Making the turn ahead of Gail, she was sure that she caught a
gl i mpse

of a black cl oak near the doorway to the old stairs where Tobi as Brow and had
taken his fatal fall.

Not wanting Gail to guess that she had spied The Shadow s inmtator, dive
Wal den, Margo paused to warn Gail that they nustn't tax Cranston with too many
guesti ons.

"He may be napping," said Margo. "If he is, we shouldn't disturb him You
under stand, don't you?"

Gai | nodded, neaning that she understood. But she didn't really
understand. Secretly, Margo was smling at the thought of anyone catching
Cranston napping. To do that, they would have to catch The Shadow off guard,

t 0o.

She forgot that Cranston, alnost by his own admi ssion, wasn't exactly The
Shadow for the present. He had bestowed that title upon Cive Wl den

Assum ng, however, that Cranston had equal rights to be called The Shadow
whi | e soneone else was prowing in his favorite garb of black, he could at
| east be caught nappi ng, under given circumnstances.

AT that nonment, Cranston was entirely off guard. He was resting back in
his easy-chair, and the slight nmotion of a curtain by his shoul der nerely made
himsmnile.

He renenbered that Margo had | eft the door fromthe rmusic roomopen. Cute
of her to try to sneak into the library w thout himknowi ng it.



Cranston made a slight shift in his chair, to obtain a view of the
curtains froma mrror on the side wall. He was just reaching the proper
angl e,
when he | earned that his visitor wasn't Margo.

A gun nuzzle pressed agai nst Cranston's neck. A voice as cold as the
st eel
told himto stay right where he was. It was the nudge of the gun that gave
Cranston's head the final shift that enabled himto see the mirror

He saw a cl oaked figure loomng fromthe curtains; recognized the gun as
one of his own automatics.

It was a case of Shadow meeting Shadow N and Lanont Cranston, the genuine
Shadow, even though he | acked the proper accouternents, was at the nercy of
t he
i mpostor who wore the garb of black

CHAPTER Xl
THE SHADOW S FI NI SH

FOR the first tinme in his long career of battling crine, Lanont Cranston
was | earning fully why he, when garbed as The Shadow, could strike terror into
the hearts of hardened crooks. In studying the nost effective neasures of
approach, he had never been able to appreciate the surprise that his sudden
arrival produced.

He was getting the full effect, at |ast.

The jab of a gun against his neck wasn't a new experience for The Shadow;
seeing hinself on the other end of the automatic was the real novelty. Viewed
inamrror, the sight was totally unreal

Perhaps he hadn't fully recovered fromthe slight concussion that his
physi ci an had exaggerated to suit his, The Shadow s, conveni ence. Whatever the
case, The Shadow coul dn't shake off the illusion that the figures in the
mrror
were placed wong

Hi s senses grasped the notion that he was the cl oaked person with the
gun;
that the hel pless man in the chair was soneone el se. Al ways, when trapping an
evi | doer, The Shadow pictured the man's sensation. It seemed that this time he
had projected his inmagination too far

He didn't belong in the chair, yet he was clanped there by invisible
bonds
that wouldn't let himspring back into the shape of blackness that should
properly represent The Shadow.

It was the sense of touch that forced The Shadow to the realization that

he was still Cranston, and hel pl ess. The back of his neck kept telling him
t hat
a gun muzzle was chilling it. Hi s ears caught a harsh undertone, and it served

further to bring himto reality. It wasn't his, The Shadow s voice, that
commanded himto raise his arns.

Slow y, Cranston's hands came upward, and now, as The Shadow of the past,
he was recalling all he had said to Margo about The Shadow of the present.

He'd expected Cive Wal den to make use of the borrowed garb, but this
went
beyond predictions. There nust be some reason why a man garbed as The Shadow
woul d pick Cranston for a victim One reason, in particular

The man who wore the cloak and hat was definitely deep in crinme. So deep
that he wanted to di spose of The Shadow. Not only that, but the masquerader
had
a clear know edge of the inside facts.

Possessing the cloak and hat, he knew that The Shadow was at |arge, and



had presunmed that he woul d choose this mansion as a base while investigating
crinme.

One man, alone, had so situated hinmself. That man was Lanont Cranston.

Havi ng thus di vined why he had been chosen as a target by the fal se
Shadow, the hel pless M. Cranston was puzzled to find hinmself still alive.

Most

men deep-dyed in crime would have bl asted The Shadow t he nmonent they held the
chance. Therefore, it was plain that the pretender in the cl oak nmust have
somet hi ng nore at stake.

The answer struck hone.

It wouldn't do for Cranston to nmerely be found dead beside his chair,
slain by an unknown assassin. This killer wanted to place the guilt on soneone
other than hinmself. He was waiting for witnesses to view the fatal deed.

Death to The Shadow, delivered by The Shadow

At least, it would forever cover up the fact that Lamont Cranston was The
Shadow; but that was no confort for Lanmont Cranston

THE sound of footfalls, comng toward the library door, directly fromthe
hal |, were tokens of approaching death. So was the harsh whisper when it cane
agai n; the renewed prod of the automatic added enphasis.

Cranston's hands cane higher, shakily, as his shoul ders bowed forward in
response to the quiver of his neck

Good busi ness, those shakes. The fal se Shadow noticed them as the real
Shadow coul d tell, by sidling a glance toward the mirror. Thinking he had his
victimbadly worried, the cloaked crook wouldn't be too hasty with the gun
The
fal se Shadow wasn't worrying about split seconds; the real one was. He felt
t hat
he had gained a few

Margo's voice called fromthe doorway:

"Lanmont !

She wasn't al one, for footsteps continued even though Margo halted. It
was
a help, for the masqueradi ng murderer would prefer two w tnesses rather than
one. Particularly another w tness besides Margo, who knew Cranston very well
and m ght not give an exact version of his death.

Cranston's |ips opened. The man behind himsaw the notion in the mrror
and voiced a low snarl for silence. Cranston took it to nmean that his hands
shoul d go higher, and again his neck inched forward. He | ooked very funny in
the mrror, his head poked forward in ostrich fashion, his trenbling hands
wi ggl i ng behind his ears.

At that nonment, Margo stepped into the library. Her gasp riveted her a
few
paces inside the room She was staring, unbelieving, at the scene, nore
surprised than Cranston and nuch nore horrified.

To her, the fal se Shadow | ooked real for the curtains gave hima spectral
background. Yet she knew he coul dn't be The Shadow, not with Cranston al so on
t he scene.

Cranston didn't see Margo. He was still considering his own reflection
and
that of the cloaked imtator behind him He was listening, too, for the
footsteps that woul d denote the arrival of the second, and really inportant,
witness: Gail Trent.

Those footsteps came, and with them a horrified tone of accusation in
Gai |l ' s voi ce.

"Civel"

Gail's expression of the masquerader's identity was the equivalent of a
trigger tug. Though she didn't realize it, she mght as well have used her own
finger to deliver the shot that was neant to rid the world of The Shadow, in



t he person of Lamont Cranston

There was only the fraction of a second between Gail's outcry and the
shot
that came. But there was one person in the roomwho dealt in such fractions.

He was The Shadow, the real one.

Qui cker than the other man's trigger finger, Cranston's left hand nade a
rightward thrust. It was a perfect jab, for the hand was behi nd his head,
thanks to the gradual cringe that Cranston had introduced. The gun bl asted
with
a roar that nearly nmade Cranston's head burst, but the effect of the shot was
on
his eardrum only.

The automatic was no | onger at Cranston's neck when it spurted. Flane
from
the muzzle nerely scorched his jaw. The bullet didn't come that close. Wde by
the fraction of an inch, the slug found its |odging place in a bulky book on a
shel f across the library.

The fal se Shadow twi sted to try another shot. He | earned then why
Cranston
had keeled himto the right. He couldn't take aimby a mere swing of the gun
he
had to twirl his body hal f about.

Cranston was nmoving faster, no longer a pitiful invalid. H s bandaged
left
arm which he had raised fromhis sling, was quite as rapid as his right.

Crossing his right forearm Cranston's |left hand took another hold on his
cl oaked attacker. Margo and Gail saw a bl acki sh mass cone whirling through the
air. The flying figure toppled the chair and both [ anded on the floor. The gun
went scaling fromthe hand that poked fromthe tangl ed sl eeve of the borrowed
cl oak.

Rolling on his back, the man in black made a blind thrust as Cranston
sprang his way. Gail couldn't see Cive's face, for the slouch hat had cone
clear down to the masquerader's chin. But the kick that the spraw ed man gave
was | uckier even than he hoped. H's feet struck the chair, shot it forward
j ust
as Cranston | unged.

This time, it was Cranston who hurdled forcibly, to | and shoul der-first
upon the floor. His antagonist was rolling toward the curtains; coming to his
knees, he grabbed them and haul ed hi nmsel f through

As he dived fromsight, he yanked at his hat with one hand and pl ucked
t he
cloak with the other. Showi ng the sane good footwork, he kicked the door shut
behi nd hi m

CRANSTON was conming to his feet, scooping up the automatic on the way. He
drove for the curtains, with Margo cl ose behind him G abbing the knob of the
door, Cranston tried to shove the barrier open. It didn't give. The fugitive
in
bl ack had twi sted the key.

Fromthe doorway to the hall, Gail was calling for the servants, and both
wer e respondi ng. Ambrose was coming fromthe kitchen; Jasper down the front
stairway. They heard a man dashi ng across the hallway and went after him

Meanwhi | e, Cranston was reversing his course, with Margo still follow ng.
They were making for the doorway where Gail stood.

Gail sprang aside to let Cranston pass. It took hima noment to avoid
her,
and during it, he could hear shouts and scuffles fromthe hallway. Then
springing into sight, Cranston saw two nen reeling, each in a different
direction.



One was Anbrose; he was clawi ng at a black cloak that had been wr apped
about his head and shoul ders. The other, Jasper, was struggling to get a
sl ouch
hat up from his eyes.

Even The Shadow coul dn't have turned that double trick nore neatly than
his imtator had. Getting the garnments clear, Anbrose and Jasper were half
bewi | dered, not know ng which way to turn. Nor did The Shadow know, for he was
too late to witness any of the struggle.

One nman, alone, was able to guide the chase. He was coming in fromthe
vesti bul e.

The arrival was Elbert Mrion. He had driven into the driveway a short
whil e before. He didn't bother to find out what had happened; he could see al
he needed. WIldly, Elbert gestured toward the passage to the old stairway.

"There he goes, you fools!" Elbert howed at the servants. "Go after him
but ook out! He has a gun! | heard himusing it!"

Anbrose and Jasper sped for the old stairs, casting cloak and hat aside
as
they went. Elbert turned to follow them then paused as he heard the side door
slap open, to admit a pair of deputies. Before he could tell them where the
fugitive had gone, Gil joined him

"It was Cive," she said firmy, "and | can tell you where he went. He is
hiding in the attic, in the old part. You can find the entrance if you | ook
careful ly."

"Il find it," prom sed Elbert, as he beckoned to the deputies. Then
turni ng, he saw Cranston, holding the automatic. "Ah, Cranston!" El bert added
"You have a gun. Are you coming with us?"

For answer, Cranston extended the automatic to Elbert, alnost letting it
fall as the other man took it. Then, wavering, Cranston would have slunped if
Margo and Gail hadn't caught him

Mar go expl ai ned that he was having another of his dizzy spells; that he
had overexerted hinself in fighting off the attacker who had fl ed.

El bert waited no longer. He hurried upstairs with the deputies at his
heel s.

Slunped in a chair, with Margo standing by to see that he didn't topple,
Cranston watched Gail pick up the cloak and hat. Hol ding the garments in each
hand, Gail turned and said:

"We've seen the finish of the masquerade.™

By that, she neant that they had seen the finish of The Shadow, for Gai
consi dered that personality to be nothing nore than a false identity that
Aive
Wal den had assuned for purposes of crine.

Cranston reached weakly for the cloak and hat, and Gail handed themto
him as souvenirs.

Margo agreed that it was the finish of the masquerade, but not with the
rest of it. She knew what Cranston's acceptance of the garnents neant.

The Shadow was comi ng back into his own!

CHAPTER XI I |
THE SHADOW RETURNS

VERY shortly, Cranston's dizzy spell was over. He arose fromhis chair,
pressed his hand to his head, and decided that sonme fresh air would do him
good. He was still carrying the hat and cl oak when Margo and Gail hel ped him
to
the side door.

VWhen the door was opened, Cranston | eaned agai nst the doorway and t ook
| ong breaths.

Sounds of heavy poundi ng could be heard from sonmewhere in the house.



Evidently, Cive's pursuers had run into a bl ocked door. Gail |ooked toward
Mar go anxi ously.

It was difficult to tell whether Gail hoped that Cive would be captured,
or whet her she was longing for his escape. Even Gail couldn't have answered
t he
guestion at the nonent.

Mar go, catching a glance from Cranston, turned to Gail

"W can go upstairs,” said Margo. "Lanont is quite all right. | suppose
we
ought to learn what's happening, so we can tell himlater."

Lanont proved that he was quite all right as soon as the two girls left.
Stepping out to the driveway, he picked a car that had its motor running.

In their hurry, the deputies had left it as it was. Easing the car into
gear, The Shadow headed it toward the el ms. When he reached the slope, he cut
the motor off and coasted it down the old driveway, using only the dimlights.

The trouble upstairs lay with the attic door. Usually, the attic wasn't
| ocked, though the key always hung beside the door. Brow and had used it as a
strongroom at times when the mansion was enpty; at other intervals, the attic
was al ways open. At present, the attic was | ocked and the key was gone.

This backed Gail's statement that Cive had gone to the attic. Very
probably, he had closed the door and |ocked it fromthe other side. The |ock
of course, was strong, and so was the door. Ordinary pounding was bringing no
result. Elbert sent the servants downstairs to see what they could find in the
way of battering-rans.

Qutside, nore cars were com ng up. A deputy had called the sheriff,
telling himthat the Brow and mansi on had agai n becone a madhouse. Entering,
the sheriff found the servants gathering the inplenments that El bert wanted.

Anbrose was carrying a hatchet and an ironing board. Jasper had a big
| og,
and intended to bring an andiron fromthe fireplace in the study.

Learning that Cive Wal den was trapped in the attic, Sheriff Quincy gave
a
pl eased grunt, then turned to nmen who acconpani ed him

"Stay outside," Qincy told them "in case he makes a run for it. He's a
killer, this fellow W nay have to give himleeway."

Reaching the attic, the sheriff suggested that the door be settled by the
simpl e process of blasting the I ock with gunshots. The others stood back,
whil e
Qui ncy denonstrated just how it was done. He used nobst of the shots in his
revol ver, so he stopped to reload. Then, thrusting the door open, the sheriff
baw ed:

"Come out, Walden! If you don't, we'll shoot to kill!"

Qut si de the doorway, Gail gave a nervous gasp. Margo steadied her
whi spering that dive would certainly surrender. The sheriff repeated his
conmand, but there was no response.

El bert suggested searching the hidden section of the attic. They found
it,
with an old trunk wedged tightly between two slanting beans that practically
hi d
t he openi ng.

Men worked in gingerly fashion to renove the trunk, while the sheriff
kept
telling dive that resistance woul d be no use.

"I'1l give you while | count ten to come out, Walden N'

The sheriff's idea of ten was fifty. He'd repeated that warning five
times. Finding it didn't work; Quincy crawled into the hidden room
Fl ashli ghts
threw a glare ahead of hiny guns bristled in the glow, ready to open fire if
Cive made trouble.

Cive didn't make any trouble. He couldn't.



He wasn't in the hidden room

CRAW.I NG out, after a thorough search of the | owroofed cranny, the
sheriff was half sheepish, half angry. He wanted to know who had seen dive
cone to the attic. Gail stepped forward. Again, her loyalty to dive was
subdui ng her accusati ons.

Gail admitted that she'd talked to Cive; that he had nmentioned the attic
as his hiding place. She added that he had been wearing the hat and cl oak, but
had stated that he was | eaving themin the study. But she was no |onger sure
that dive was the man who had nmade the attenpt on Cranston's life.

"Clive would have certainly conme here," insisted Gail. "So maybe it
wasn' t
dive. Maybe" N she stared, horrified N "nmaybe someone attacked Cive first,
and
took the hat and cl oak away from him™"

The sheriff scoffed at such a theory. He turned to the two servants and
demanded to know what the man in black had | ooked Iike while he was tangling
themin the di scarded garnents.

"He | ooked |ike M. Walden," declared Arbrose. "As near as | could tell
sheriff."

"I'"d say the sane," added Jasper. "I only had a glinpse of him while he
was shoving the hat down on my head. But when Mss Trent nentioned M. Wl den
it struck ne she was right."

The sheriff began peering into trunks, sone too snmall to contain anyone
larger than a midget. At last, he came to an attic window It was circular in
shape and swung on a pivot in the center

There was just about enough space for a man to squeeze through; but
outside, the wall was sheer. Noting a simlar w ndow at the other end of the
attic, the sheriff went there. This time, he nade a find.

The wi ndow opened just above an el, which was a little | ower than the one
that held the hidden extension of the attic. It was an easy drop to the el
roof; the question was, how far a man could travel after reaching it.

The sheriff was calling for a volunteer, when he heard a shout from
bel ow.

Deputies had spotted Quincy at the attic w ndow.

"Spread out!" bawl ed Quincy. "W're sending a man down. Watch where he
goes, and | ook around there."

The choice of a volunteer was easy. Elbert undertook the task. He said
that he knew the house as well as Cive, and probably better. He was irked
because he had forgotten about the old hiding place in the attic. He'd clinbed
t he roof when he was a boy and woul dn't have any trouble.

Not wanting to be burdened, he handed The Shadow s automatic to Margo,
and
told the sheriff to keep the flashlights busy and have revol vers ready.

El bert squirmed through the | ower half of the circular w ndow, found the
el roof with his feet, and slid down to it. Wth the flashlights playing their
beanms, he soon picked an easy course toward the ground.

It was just a case of noving fromroof to roof. OFf an edge of the el
El bert saw a bay wi ndow projecting fromthe second floor. Dropping to its top
he crossed it and saw the top of a porch, and | owered hinself to it.

Wal ki ng al ong, he went from sight; then returned. On the ground, deputies
spread out farther with every nove that El bert nade.

"He m ght have used the cornice over the old carriage entrance," El bert
called up to Quincy. "Still, it's pretty wabbly. By the way, Gail, you ought
to
have it cenented. The house is yours, now, you know. "

"Never m nd whose house it is," shouted the sheriff. "Tell us where el se
Wal den ni ght have gone."

"It's an easy drop fromthe other end of the porch roof," El bert



i nf or ned.
"Over toward the elns.'

The sheriff saw |lights beyond the clustered trees and called for nen to
pass the word along to watch that direction. Then, telling El bert to stay
ri ght
where he was, Quincy ordered the rest downstairs. Going with them he
announced
that they would all join the cordon and close in toward the house, with the
exception of Gail and Margo.

The girls were to stay inside the door, keeping it closed. Noting that
Margo had a gun, the sheriff told her to have it ready.

IT had taken a long tine for the hunt to reach this final stage. Margo
renenbered abrupt quarter-hour chines fromthe grandfather's clock at the tine
she and Gail had gone upstairs. At present, the same clock was breaking its
tune on the three-quarter-hour note.

She wondered what Cranston had been doing in those thirty m nutes!

Fromthe sheriff's standpoint, the tine had been well spent, for
everyt hing had been done quite thoroughly. Reaching the nmpst distant outpost,
Quincy ordered the nmen to close in. The cordon neared the el ms and stopped.

Fl ashlights focused on a man who was | eani ng against a tree, snoking a
cigarette.

The man was Clive Wl den

Rai sing his hand, dive gave a wel com ng wave. The sheriff approached him
with a leveled gun, while others steadied their weapons in the sane direction.
dive laughed, pleasantly and lightly.

"So you cane down fromthe attic," declared the sheriff. "W thought so!"

"The attic?" Cive echoed. "Don't tell ne you were | ooking for me up
there!™”

"Where el se could you have been?"

"Coming in fromthe gates. | stopped here to watch Cousin El bert doing
exerci ses on the roof. | heard sonebody yell about noving in toward the trees,
so | decided they woul d be a good place to wait."

The sheriff decided to cut the argunment short.

"It's no use, Walden," he said. "W know you were prow ing around the
house wearing a black hat and cloak. If those things don't belong to you, who
owns t hen?"

Cive didn't answer. It wasn't necessary. The real owner of the
nyst eri ous
garb suddenly announced hinself. H s proclamati on was a nocki ng | augh t hat
qui vered fromoutside the ring of flashlights.

Men wheel ed as one, to probe the darkness. Only the fact that their
lights
were many enabled themto spot The Shadow.

He was springing froma car on the main driveway, a car that deputies
recogni zed as their own. Again, his strange taunt sounded, waking echoes from
the gray walls toward which he darted. Men began to shoot their revolvers; in
response, The Shadow st abbed his automati c.

The Shadow s shots were as mirthful as his laugh. He was firing themso
high that they whistled well up in the branches of the elnms. He wasn't trying
to hit anyone with the bullets fromthe gun that he had found on a brief trip
down to the rocky creek. Ot her nmarksnen were aining at The Shadow i n earnest,
but their fire was as useless as his own.

Bull ets were sinply bashing the wall of the house. The Shadow had
reversed
his direction and was of f somewhere in the surroundi ng darkness. So certain
wer e
t he deputies that he would seek the house as refuge, that they still believed
himto be lurking under its walls



They poured forward in a body, to find thensel ves neeting each other at a
pl ace where the wall fornmed a wi ndow ess abutnent. Fromthe distance, it
seened, they heard a trailing |laugh. They turned, to sweep the lawn with their
lights.

Wthin the house, Margo heard a light tap at the side door and believed
she recogni zed it. She pressed forward, with Gail following. Wirried by the

shots outdoors, Gail stepped out to peer at the lights. Margo, still in the
doorway, heard the swi sh of a cloak beside her. Then the gun was gone from
Margo' s hand.

The hall |ights glooned, ever so slightly, as an entering figure obscured

them Wth a | ook over her shoul der, Margo caught a brief view of The Shadow s
raci ng figure.

The sheriff arrived bringing dive, and El bert appeared, too, having nmade
a hurried drop fromthe roof when the shooting lulled. They entered the house
and went to the library, since it was the only room|arge enough for the
conference that was to cone.

LAMONT CRANSTON stirred fromhis easy-chair, placed his hand to his
bandaged head and blinked, rather dazed, at the crowd that entered. His
puzzl ed
attitude was proof to all but Margo N and perhaps another N that Cranston
couldn't have been anywhere el se but here during the recent comotion

Only Margo, however, was able to understand the nmere trace of a smle
t hat
Lamont gave her. She knew that The Shadow was hi nsel f again. He had
est abl i shed
the fact that he was a distinct individual, who could return and vanish as he
chose. Any others, clumsy in their actions, had been nere nasqueraders.

There was sonet hing el se about The Shadow s brief return and the
di sappearance that concluded it. The event was a fair warning from The Shadow
one that all mght well heed. It neant that he woul d reappear again when the
right tine arrived.

That time woul d depend upon further evidence, not yet gathered by The
Shadow. Evi dence which by its very nature would explain the real reason for
t he
untimely death of Tobias Brow and, former nmaster of this mansion where crine
hel d sway despite The Shadow s presence!

CHAPTER XI 'V
MATTERS OF CONSCI ENCE

THE mai n purpose of the conference was to question Cive Wal den regardi ng
his recent actions; but it wasn't very easy to begin the quiz. Elbert Morion
attenpted the natural start.

He wanted to know why Cive had been prowl i ng about wearing a black cl oak
and hat. dive's answer was a shrug, with a questioning glance at the others
present.

Al of them with the exception of Cranston, had seen The Shadow crossing
the awn while Cive was under the nmuzzles of half a dozen guns. To enphasize
that point, Cive put a question to El bert.

"I"1l ask you the sane thing," said dive. "What were you doing, Elbert,
when you wore that costunme you just spoke about?"

"I was on the porch roof," snapped Elbert. "I couldn't have junped up
there fromthe mddle of the [awn."

"And | didn't drop out of the elms,"” retorted dive. "Wich counts us
bot h
out. Let's shake on it. W haven't seen each other for six nonths."



El bert refused dive's proffered hand. Looking about, Elbert noted
Cranston and appealed to him

"This chap in black," said Elbert. "He tried to murder you, didn't he,
Cranst on?"

"I hardly think so," was Cranston's calmreply. "He had a gun right
agai nst my neck, but didn't use it. Wien | whacked his hand away, he fired.

suppose it was all in fun."

"Al'l in fun! Preposterous, Cranston!"

"I't mght have seened so at the tine," Cranston agreed, "but not
considering the reports of what happened outside, just now | understand that
a

dozen men were shooting at this chap, in earnest, while he was nerely using
hi s
gun to nip the top buds off the elmtrees.”

El bert | ooked at the sheriff, saw himrubbing his chin, nuch inpressed by
Cranston's logic. If Cranston thought that The Shadow had been indulging in
nere theatricals, Sheriff Quincy saw no reason to dispute it. But El bert was
persi stent.

"You can't deny the masquerade, Cive,'
you wearing that trick outfit."

he declared. "Gail says she saw

Cive gave a steady glance toward Gail, who pronptly | apsed into her nood
of the previous evening.
"I thought | saw Clive," the girl declared. "It was dark, and | m ght

have
supposed that he was wearing a cloak and hat."

"But you saw Clive," persisted Elbert. "Here, in the house."

"I know | saw someone in a hat and cloak," parried Gail. "I was thinking
of dive, as | often do, so |I could have supposed that he was Cive."

Margo turned to Gail and inserted some support.

"W both saw the man in question," declared Margo, "when he was here in
the library. But | couldn't see his face at all. Could you, Gail?"

Gail shook her head. Margo turned to Cranston

"Coul d you, Lanont?"

"No," replied Cranston, "and | had the best chance of all. You see, | was
tossing himabout a bit. He wasn't wapping ny head in his cloak" N Cranston's
gaze fixed on Anbrose N "nor was he pulling that hat of his down over ny
eyes. "

Then, with a |l ook toward Jasper, Cranston added: "It's rather difficult to see
t hrough a hat when it's over your eyes."

Both servants had been anxious to repeat their earlier testinony that the
man in black was dive. Cranston's subtle coments spoiled the show, so far as
t hey were concer ned.

Ambrose gave a slight headshake. He wasn't sure that his opinion wuld be
of use. Jasper's silence indicated that the other servant had cone to a
simlar
deci si on.

El bert still pressed the matter

"Rat her a coincidence," he said to dive, "that you should conme hone on
this particular evening, at this very hour."

"Not at all,"” rejoined Cive. "It happens that | have an appoi nt ment
here.”

"An appoi ntment wth whon®"

"An appointment with our |lawer, David Grath."

"Grath used to be our lawer," retorted El bert, "but he is no longer."

"He still thinks he is," declared Clive. "He's coming here, bringing the
will that Uncle Tobias asked himto keep. | wonder if that's Gath's car that

just arrived outside."

IT turned out to be Gath's car. In a few mnutes, the attorney entered.



He was a stubby man, very brisk of nmanner, and he shook hands with Cive as
soon as he saw him

"Sorry about your uncle," spoke Gath. "Too bad you were away when he mnet
with the accident, Cive. I'mglad you called ne when you arrived in town this
afternoon. Well, |'ve brought the will, as | pronised."

Grath was drawi ng an envel ope from his pocket, and of all the silent
persons in the room Gail was the nost astonished. It didn't occur to her that
A ive had made the tel ephone call from Brow and' s st udy.

Gail was actually wondering if she had really seen Cive after dusk.

She' d

heard of strange daydreans that were extrenely real, and the neeting m ght
have

been one of them

After all, she had been thinking of Clive for six months, and she
recal | ed
ti mes when she had fancied she'd heard his voice speaking to her. Possibly her
m nd had junped a greater gap because of the stress follow ng the tragedy in
t he mansi on.

Noting Gail's dazed nood, Elbert decided to switch the subject back to
other matters. He turned to Gath.

"That will is canceled," declared Elbert. "My uncle nade a | ater one,
Grath. Corring was the attorney who drew it up for him"

Grath | ooked about, expecting to see Corring, whereupon El bert infornmed
himthat the other attorney was not yet back from Chicago. Grath renarked
testily that he should at |east have been inforned that Tobias Brow and had
i ntended to change his will, even though the new one had been drawn up by
anot her | awyer.

Going further, Grath said he couldn't understand why he hadn't been
cal |l ed
on for the service, instead of Corring.

“I"1l tell you why you were left out," declared Clive. "El bert didn't
trust you, G ath, because you are a friend of mne. El bert poisoned ny uncle's
m nd agai nst you, as he did in my case."

"Your case, Cive, is quite different," snapped El bert. "You are still
want ed for that robbery of six nonths ago!" Elbert swung to Quincy. "There's
your man, sheriff! Take him"

Gail started to intercede in Clive's behalf; she faltered. Both Cranston
and Margo noted that she was adopting a neutral attitude. She'd gone far
enough
in Clive's behalf, retracting the statenents that she had seen himclad in
black. It was time that Gail gave El bert a break, even though he had forgotten
his promise to drop all past charges against dive.

The arm of the | aw, personalized by the sheriff's beefy hand, was
cl anmpi ng
down upon Cive. The young man tw sted away angrily, and turned to G ath.

"You're a lawer, Grath. Can't you help ne out of this mess?"

"Wth the greatest of pleasure,” Gath responded. Then, to Quincy: "Wy

go
to a lot of bother, sheriff? If you arrest Walden, I'Il have himout with a
habeas corpus wit before you ve locked himin a cell."

El bert pressed forward.

"Not so fast, Grath," he declained. "There's plenty of evidence agai nst
Cive. Fair evidence, too. He knew the conbination to the factory safe. He was
seen to enter the office N

"By whon?" put in Grath quickly. "My client admits nothing. The burden of
proof is upon you" N Grath's snile was shrewd N "or your witness."

Grath was not only famliar with matters of six months ago; he had heard
of Hemble's recent death. The forner watchman was the only w tness who could
have sworn that Clive visited the factory the night the safe was robbed. In
intimating that fact, Grath just about ended the case against Cive, so far as



robbery was concer ned.

For a monent, El bert was quite taken aback. He | ooked at the sheriff, who
shrugged hel pl essly. Then El bert steadied his eyes on dive, and spoke in what
seemed an affabl e tone.

"You win, Clive. | won't insist that you be arrested for robbery."

CRANSTON saw that Clive caught an added neaning to Elbert's look. In his
turn, Cive glanced sourly at Grath, who was sniling over his acconplishment.
A
fine acconplishnent, indeed.

VWat ever doubts it raised on the robbery matter were counterbal anced by
the fact that dive nmight have coaxed Henble to his death, for the very
pur pose
of elimnating the only witness in the case.

Grath, the smart |awer, didn't even catch dive's glance. Grath was
handi ng hi s envel ope to Quincy.

"Keep it, sheriff," suggested the |awyer. "You have the newwll, so you
m ght as well hold the old one, too. You can produce them both, tonorrow, when
Corring arrives. | shall be here, of course.”

"You're welcome to stay overnight," spoke Elbert, in his nost pleasant
tone. "In fact, Grath, | insist that you stay. Sheriff Quincy has placed this
house under sort of a quarantine. Al persons who enter are supposed to
remain. "

Grath rubbed his hands and nodded, as though the prospect pleased him He
st opped suddenly, when he realized that his situation applied equally to
Cive
Throwing a worried look at his client, Gath was net with a half snmile that
carried contenpt of Gath's legal ability.

"I'l1l stay," dive decided. "That is" N he eyed Elbert N "if you think
t he
house is safe while I'minside it."

"The sheriff can station a man in the study,"” retorted El bert coolly.
"That's where you'd be nost likely to operate. Uncle's old safe is in there.
Renmenber ?"

Cive doubled his fists and nmade a forward gesture. Hoping that he could
tag an assault charge on his cousin, Elbert baited dive further

"W haven't been able to open the old safe yet," he remarked. "The expert
hasn't arrived. Perhaps you would like to pinch hit for him dive. O N do
you
al ways need to know the conbi nati on when you open a safe?"

The bait was too fancy. Cive becanme a wise fish and didn't take it.

El bert dropped his foxy tactics and becane the perfect host, telling his new
guests that the servants would show themto their respective roons.

At |east, Elbert had won his point of keeping Cive in custody, although
his cousin would be a tenant of the mansion, not a prisoner in the local jail.
VWen everyone el se had gone, Margo | ooked at Cranston, who was stil
reclining in his easy-chair. He arose and renoved the cushion; from beneath

it,
he produced a folded bl ack cloak and a flattened slouch hat, sniling as he
di d.

"You' d better be careful, Lanont," whispered Margo. "Soneone ni ght see
you
t aki ng those things upstairs.”

"Go ahead, then," suggested Cranston, "and |let ne know when the way is
clear."”

Margo went out into the hall, then turned to call back softly that no one
was about. \Wen Lanont didn't appear, Margo frowned and canme back into the
library. She stared about, nuch puzzl ed.

Cranston was no longer in his chair; in fact, he wasn't even in the room



It was Margo who received the next token that the way was clear.

It came from somewhere on the main staircase N a | ow, whispered |augh,
carrying to Margo's ears. The girl suddenly realized how foolish it had been
to
warn Cranston that he nmight be seen while carrying the cloak and hat. H s way
of
carrying themwas to put them on.

Even Margo hadn't seen Lampbnt when he passed her in the hallway. Her
nmysterious friend had agai n becone The Shadow

CHAPTER XV
DEATH COMVES BEFORE

THI NGS were tense within the Brow and mansi on when eveni ng again arrived.
D nner was over and this evening Cranston, nuch recuperated, had dined with
t he
rest. They formed a group about the dining roomtable. Gail between dive and
El bert; Cranston next to Margo.

There was a sixth chair, vacant. It belonged to Grath, but he had left.
The sheriff had called to take Grath to the station to nmeet the other |awer,
Corring.

The feud between Cive and El bert was buried, a fact which only nmade the
scene nore tense. Neither man woul d have shown courtesy to the other if each
hadn't felt that he was due for sone sort of triunph at the other's expense.

O course, the whole thing hinged on the return of Grath and Corri ng.
Each
| awyer woul d be bringing a seal ed envel ope, and both envel opes woul d be
opened.

The nerits of the old will would be nmatched agai nst those of the new.

As Grath had mentioned during dinner, wills were delicate |egal
instruments, at best. There was al ways a chance that one coul d be broken.

In a sense, this scene resenbled the time when crine had first struck
wi thin the nmansion. Anbrose and Jasper seened to renenber it, as they went
their separate ways. Each servant, nmoving in and out, covered a little sphere
of his own. Any tine one infringed upon the other's duty, he backed out
suddenly as though rapped on the nose.

Last night's mx-up in the hallway had much to do with it. Ever since,
Anbrose and Jasper had been intimating that the other was to bl ane because
t hey
hadn't caught The Shadow. He certainly couldn't have nuffled one with the
cl oak
and suppressed the other with the hat at the sane instant.

One servant nust have been the first to tackle the masquerader, and each
claimed the distinction. Wich, in turn, could account for the fact that both
had becone dubi ous about insisting that the fal se Shadow was Cive \Wal den.

To be positive on that score, either Anbrose or Jasper would have to
concede that he had taken a | onger | ook than the other, and such an adm ssion
woul d brand the man who nmade it as second best.

The point intrigued Cranston. It was typical of servants, to stickle
about
petty matters.

El bert broke a run of silence to |lean forward and speak across to dive.

"I'f you'd like to go over those inventories, you can," said Elbert. "They
are up in uncle's study."

"Thanks," returned Cive. "I think |I should."
"Quite right," agreed Elbert. "There is still a chance that the old will
may hol d."

"I don't believe so," responded Clive, with a headshake. "I'd like to



check over things on Gail's account, that's all."

El bert gave a very understandi ng nod. Both cousins were going the limt,
hoping to gain Gail's preference. Elbert provided an added touch as dive
reached the door.

"By the way, Cive,'

he called, "the safe is open. | left it that way.
You
m ght check on the itens init."

"But they're yours, aren't they?" queried Cive. "Under the ternms of
either will?"

"All the nore reason that soneone el se should check them" answered
El bert. "If there are any doubtful itens, we can settle their status w thout
di spute.”

IT was all so very ducky, that it began to worry Margo. She | ooked toward
Cranston hopefully, but he maintained his cal mmnnered sil ence. There were
nmonent s, though, when Margo wondered why she should be puzzled. The whol e case
was so very, very sinple.

Unquestionably, Elbert had urged his uncle to make a new will, whereas
A ive had hoped that the old one would stand. The transfer of dive's |egacy
to
Gail had sinply switched the object of the rivalry. The man who marri ed Gai
woul d gai n what ever el se he want ed.

O would he?

There, Margo was stunped. The strange death of Tobias Brow and; the part
pl ayed by Zeke and his pals; finally, the attenpt to take Cranston's life and
t hus di spose of The Shadow N all were points that indicated a nighty schene
fostered by a crafty nind.

Jasper entered the dining room

The thin servant stopped near El bert and nade one of his apol ogetic bows.

"The key to the liquor closet, sir. M. Corring is conming, you know. I
believe there is another bottle of his favorite brandy."

"I'f there is," returned El bert, "Anbrose will get it.

"But it should really be in ny departnent, sir K'

"And woul d be, Jasper," Elbert interposed, "if you hadn't abused the
privilege when it was yours."

Jasper left in his soft-footed style. When Anbrose came in, El bert
beckoned to the stolid servant, then reached to his pocket for the keys, only
to find he didn't have them

It was Gail who produced them El bert had given her the keys the night of
her uncle's death, saying that the house was now hers.

Soon after Anbrose left, Elbert suggested that they go to the library. He
wanted to be near at hand when Corring and Grath arrived. Reaching the hall
El bert thought he heard a car and hurried to the side door, but it was only a
deputy coming to take over another's duty.

Anbrose went upstairs with the brandy. The servant was still gone when
El bert hurried to the door again in response to a knock. He cane back, his
face
annoyed.

"Only a deputy wanting to know when the sheriff would be back. He should
certainly have arrived by this tinme."

Gail suggested that Corring's train m ght have been late. El bert went to
t he door, opened it, and stepped out. He came back shaking his head.

"No sign of a car," he said. "You can usually hear themhalf a mle away.
Well, | suppose we shall just have to wait."

He began to bring down books fromtheir shelves to show themto Cranston
and Margo. Most of them were historical volunes, some nmentioning the old
Browl and mansion, with illustrations of it in the early days. Elbert was
| ooki ng for another picture when Gail exclaimed excitedly:

"I hear a car! They're com ng now "



Hurriedly, Elbert closed the book and thrust it back on its shelf. He
started out of the library, and Gail followed. Cranston gave a nod to Margo;
t hey arose and went al ong.

It mght be that the delay had been sonething nore serious than a late
train. Therefore, The Shadow was anxious to witness the arrival of the sheriff
and the | awyers, and hear, first-hand, whatever they had to tell

Both Cranston and Margo were in the hallway before El bert reached the
si de
door. They saw himstop with Gail and wait, because Anbrose was ahead of them

Having returned fromhis trip up to the study, Anbrose was performng his
regul ar duty of answering the door. He, too, had heard the car and knew t he
i mportance of the coming visitors.

Ambrose was very punctual about answering the door. He had opened it when
Cranston and Margo joined Gail and Elbert. Al four were crowdi ng through the
vesti bul e when Anbrose took a few forward paces to the outside steps.

The car was stopping in the driveway and El bert gave a call fromw thin
t he doorway:

"Hell o! Corring?"

The nen fromthe car gave an excited shout, which halted El bert at the
door edge. Simultaneously, there came a cracking sound from somewhere above.

It was outside the house, and it night have been fromthe sky, for al
that Margo knew. Her thoughts, though, junped blindly to the elns with their
hi gh-reachi ng branches.

THEN Margo was being bow ed aside, and Gail was swept the other way, by
the spreading arms of Cranston. He was lunging for the doorway, pausing only
for another sweep at El bert, to keep hi mwhere he was.

Anbrose was Cranston's objective; the servant had heard both the shouts
and the crackle. Recoiling first, then | ooki ng upward, Anmbrose was standing
with horror-stricken face.

The servant was throwing up his arnms as if to ward off sone nenace from
whi ch his body cringed away; but his feet were rooted at the ends of his
paral yzed | egs.

Though Cranston was noving with the faned speed of The Shadow, it was
i npossible for himto save Anbrose. The man's |ife depended upon his own
action, and his slownoving brain didn't respond to the rapi d energency.

Indeed, it was only by remarkable skill that The Shadow saved his own
life
at the final instant. The crackle was a huge clatter when Cranston's figure
reached the door. Both Gail and Margo shrieked when they saw a great thuddi ng
curtain of white bash down toward the woul d-be rescuer. One pace nore and
Cranston woul d have been within its folds.

He stopped hinself with a hard, hooking grab at the doorway's edge.
Throwi ng hinmself into a spin, Cranston actually bounced back and forth in the
door way.

The thing that struck Ambrose didn't bounce. It flattened the stocky
servant so suddenly that he seened to disappear into the ground. A weight of
about half a ton was landing in one |unp, striking Anbrose upon the head and
shoul ders. The massi ve object was the marbl e cornice that bel onged above the
si de door.

Unabl e to bal ance hinmself in the doorway, Cranston reeled outward and
down
the steps amid a rising cloud of white dust. Small chunks of stone were
droppi ng, dislodged by the fall of the unmoored cornice. They m ssed Cranston,
but he sprawl ed over the marble slab itself and rolled to the driveway.

He was picking hinmself up when El bert sprang down the steps. The sheriff
and the two | awyers hurried over fromthe car, while Margo and Gail halted in
t he doorway.

They all saw that Cranston was unhurt follow ng his desperate attenpt to



rescue Anbrose. It was very fortunate that Cranston hadn't started his drive a
trifle sooner.

In that case, he'd have been with Anbrose when the smash cane, and sone
i dea of his probable fate could be gained by a view of Anbrose. The servant
was
at the bottom of the steps; he was under the jagged slab of marble which was
about half the size of the doorway.

Anbrose' s head was crushed, worse than Brow and's had been; one shoul der
| ooked |i ke a pancake. His arns and legs, all awy, were poking fromthe edges
of the fallen cornice. Death had struck anew at this mansion of disaster

Death so enphatic that it seened designed by a power greater than any
human hand!

CHAPTER XVI
TW IN A ROW

MEN were staring up at the w ndow above the side door, their faces very
grim Their m nds were conjuring phantominages of a ghostly formin black
They were renenbering how Gail had clainmed that she saw such a figure, the
ni ght when Tobi as Browl and fell down the old stairs.

They weren't thinking in terns of The Shadow.

He had sonmehow assuned a distinctive personality through his actions | ast
ni ght, when he had | ed the deputies a w | d-goose chase across the lawm. H s
gunfire, aimed away fromhis pursuers; his evasive laugh; finally, the fact
that he had gone away fromthe nmansion itself N those had counted in The
Shadow s favor. The figure that had prow ed the house was different.

He was a masquerader, a nenace, an imtation of the true Shadow. He was
soneone who borrowed a cl oak when he wanted to deal in death. He'd been
pr esent
when Browl and di ed, and he had apparently tried to nurder Cranston. It m ght
chance that he would be around again, gloating over the death of Anbrose.

Hence, eyes were peering hard at the wi ndow, the spot where the nman m ght
be. Eyes saw bl ackness, but it was only the darkness of the w ndow itself.

One man, of course, knew that no masquerader woul d be seen. The man who
knew was Cranston. Having reclained his favored garb, he was quite sure that
no
one el se could be using it. Neverthel ess, Cranston was studying the w ndow as
keenly as anyone. He hoped to catch a glinpse of soneone.

The fall of the cornice could hardly be attributed to chance. It was mnuch
nore |ikely that someone at the wi ndow had deliberately shoved the | oosened
stone and sent it on its way.

Deat h had conme before The Shadow expected it. Odd, too, that it should
have fall en upon Anbrose. But it wasn't odd that the w ndow above proved enpty
when The Shadow s keen eyes probed it. The nan who had shoved the cornice
coul d
easily have slipped away fromthe wi ndow, even before Cranston had made the
heroic attenpt to rescue Anbrose.

Unfortunately, none of the men fromthe autonobile had noticed the w ndow
when the cornice fell. The crackle of the stone was the thing that caught
their
attention, and their eyes had instinctively followed the great slab during its
dr op.

Sone of the sheriff's men were arriving fromtheir outposts, attracted by
the crowd on the driveway. Quincy assigned themthe task of renoving the
corni ce and the body.

Si de- st eppi ng the doubl e obstacle, he entered the door, beckoning for
t hose who belonged in the house to foll ow

Margo and Gail stepped back into the vestibule. From behind them Jasper's



face was peering, very white.

The servant saw El bert enter, and queried in faltering tone:

"What... what happened outside, M. MNorion?"

"The corni ce dropped on Anbrose,"” returned El bert. "You m ght have been
the victim Jasper, if you had insisted upon taking over Ambrose's duties."

"He was answering the door, sir?"

"In a way, yes. He was |ooking outside to see if the car had arrived.
W' ve been expecting it for the last half-hour K

El bert paused, abruptly. He happened to renenber that he was the person
nost interested in the car's arrival. Gail recalled it, too. She clutched
El bert's arm

"You'd been to the door three times, Elbert!" the girl exclained. "Had
you
gone out on those steps?”

"Only briefly," Elbert replied slowy. "Just out and in. If I'd seen the
car, | would have waited on the steps, of course.”

"Perhaps that cornice was neant to fall on you instead of Ambrose!"

THE others crowded close at Gail's words. All were in the hallway by this
time, and Cranston's keen eyes were studying the various faces. Both | awers,
Corring and Grath, were asking questions, as though the hallway were a
courtroom

Sheriff Quincy was saying sonething about taking a | ook at the w ndow on
the second floor. Elbert turned to Jasper

"Were you upstairs, Jasper?"

"No, sir," the servant replied. "I was in the kitchen, where | bel onged."

"I was upstairs," spoke a voice fromacross the hall. "It was very qui et
in the study, until the commtion began down here. Wat was it all about? It
sounded as if sonmebody had been murdered."

The voice was dive's. He was | ooking about, counting faces, from where
he
stood at the bottomof the main stairway. Evidently Cive wasn't including the
servants in his tabulation, for he seened to think that everyone was al
ri ght.

O herwi se, his reference to nurder woul d hardly have been good form

"Sonmeone has been nurdered,"” declared Elbert bluntly. "Anmbrose was the
victim but it seems to be the consensus of opinion that death was neant for
me. Ask them what happened. They will tell you, dive."

There was a slight trace of snmooth sarcasmin Elbert's tone, which
i ndicated a renewal of his feud with dive. But Elbert's voice was quite
consol i ng when he spoke to Gai

"You'd better let us thrash this out," said Elbert. "Wy don't you rest
yoursel f meanwhile, Gail? Margo will stay with you, and we'll call you when we
are ready for the neeting in the study."

El bert gestured toward the stairway, and Margo threw a | ook toward
Cranston, who nodded. As the girls left, Cranston turned to join the group and
witness Clive's reaction to the details of Anbrose's death. A few nonents
later, Elbert was with them his eyes fixed hard on dive.

"Too bad about Anbrose,"” dive was saying glumy. "If I'd had ny way,

t hat
corni ce woul d have been renoved | ong ago. Uncle Tobias thought it nmade a nice
decoration, but | could see no use for it."

One man was noving away fromthe group, unnoticed even by Cranston. The
man was Jasper. His style, as usual, was soft-footed, but his knees were a
trifle shaky and his face was still very white. He started first toward the
kitchen; then turned to the main stairs and went up to the second fl oor

Mar go happened to see himwhile she and Gail were turning the corner
toward the bedroom Looking back, Margo noted that Jasper was going to the
st udy.



He | ooked nunb; his gait was nechanical. Margo deci ded that Jasper nust
have realized that he was now the only servant in the house and that it would
be his task to prepare the study for the com ng conference.

There was nore than that behind Jasper's action

DOMNSTAI RS, the group had come to an agreenent. The sheriff's suggestion
was a good one: nanely, to have a | ook at the w ndow above the cornice. If
t here was anythi ng queer about the accident that killed Anbrose, traces m ght
be found at that spot.

Cive was blandly suggesting that the house be searched, to see if
sonmeone
had entered and gone into hiding. OQthers besides El bert gave hima doubting
stare. It sounded like a clever cover-up for Cive's past actions.

"We'| | have a |l ook at the wi ndow," decided El bert, "and then proceed with
our schedul ed business in the study. By the way" N he was |ooking about as
t hey
neared the stairway N "where is Jasper? | think we should have himwith us."

"l suppose he went back to the kitchen," said Cive. "I'Il call him"

The rest were already on the stairs, Cranston anpbng them when Cive
called for Jasper. The fellow didn't cone fromthe kitchen, though he should
have heard the call.

At that noment Cranston | ooked upward, and saw the study door at an angle
fromthe stairs. The door was cl osed

It flashed suddenly to The Shadow that Jasper m ght have gone there. I|f
so, there wasn't a nonment to be lost. Ideas had begun to fall in line very
rapidly.

O hers wondered at the speed that Cranston suddenly displayed. Despite
hi s
present guise, he had the sw ftness of The Shadow as he took the steps by
pairs,
maki ng for the study door. Though they didn't guess what was on his mind
ot hers
knew he had some purpose and sprang to follow him

Cranston, too, was calling Jasper. H's words were:

"Jasper N wait!"

The study door was thick. If Jasper happened to be beyond it, he m ght
not
hear the call. Therefore, Cranston didn't slacken pace. A dozen feet ahead of
the others, he grabbed the study door and pushed it open

He was right; Jasper was in the study. The thing that The Shadow wanted
to
ward of f, had al ready happened.

To steady hinself after what happened to Ambrose, Jasper had gone for the
brandy bottle. He'd lost no time in swallowing a stiff drink. The bottle was
back on the study desk, and Jasper was setting an enpty glass beside it, as he
turned guiltily toward the door

Jasper was drawi ng the back of his hand across his nouth, to w pe away
traces of the brandy that was trickling down his chin. He wanted to face the
arrivals in the manner of a perfect servant.

Jasper's hand didn't conplete its sweep. Instead, it stiffened. H s eyes
bul ged suddenly, as if staring right through Cranston. As his hand sagged
under
its own weight, Jasper's lips were reveal ed

They were parted in a twisted grin that rmuch resenbl ed a hi deous | eer
Hs
ot her hand fl attened agai nst the desk. Jasper tried to stop his sway but
fail ed.

He was tunbling forward as Cranston reached him and his weight had the
inertia of the marble block that had so recently tunbl ed upon Anbrose.



Cranston
couldn't do nore than divert the fellows fall.

The sheriff, springing through the door that Cranston had opened, nade a
hard lunge to halt the servant's sideward coll apse. Like Cranston, he coul dn't
stem Jasper's dead wei ght.

Dead wei ght, because the man hinsel f was dead!

His fall broken, Jasper didn't thud the floor too hard; but it was hard
enough to give his body a slight roll that brought it face upward. Bul ged eyes
were al ready glassy. The leer on Jasper's dips was frozen

TW in a row Anbrose and Jasper

That the first death wasn't an acci dent was proven by the second. Soneone
had certainly shoved the cornice down upon Amnbrose. For soneone had designed
the death that overtook Jasper. Even the blundering sheriff couldn't overl ook
the evidence. He saw it before Cranston gestured solemly toward it: the gl ass
besi de the brandy bottle.

Picking up the glass, the sheriff sniffed it. He detected an odor quite
apart fromthe grapelike scent of brandy. It was the snmell of al nonds,
significant of a virulent, quick-acting poison

Uncor ki ng the brandy bottle, Cranston noted the sane odor. The brandy
itself had been doctored with the poi son. Anyone who tasted it was dooned.
Jasper had set the precedent.

A hush fell upon the roomwhere a surroundi ng group of men were staring
at
the second man who had nmet death, in their very sight, within the space of a
dozen mi nutes.

One face was masklike: Cranston's.

Behi nd those i nmobile features, the brain of The Shadow was at work. For
the second tinme in those sane dozen ninutes The Shadow had been too late to
frustrate murder. But the deaths of both Ambrose and Jasper could be
expl ai ned.

Strange though The Shadow s theory might be, he was |ooking forward to
its
proof. Looking forward, because the proof, in whatever formit took, would
necessarily be nore singular than the nmurders that preceded it!

CHAPTER XVI |
THE HAND FROM THE PAST

A LITTLE thing like a nmissing cornice was pronptly forgotten when so
potential a substance as poisoned brandy |lay at hand. Sheriff Quincy took
over,
and for a start demanded to know all about the bottle. Elbert Mrion told him
the sinple facts.

The bottle belonged in a |iquor cabinet, along with a great nmany others.
Anbrose had been told to bring it upstairs because Corring preferred this
particul ar brandy.

Learning that the keys to the cabinet had been in Gail's possession, the
sheriff sent for her. After Gail recuperated fromthe shock of Jasper's death,
she stated that the keys hadn't been out of her possession until she gave them
to Anbrose at the dinner table.

The next thing needed was the history of the bottle after Anbrose took it
fromthe cabinet. It was a fresh bottle, opened only that evening, for the
| ast
one had been broken in the fray with the masked man who had first introduced
crinme to the Brow and mansion

Clive offered evidence.



"Anbr ose nmust have brought the bottle up here," he stated, "because he
was
the only person who cane into the roomwhile | was going over the lists."

"You say he nust have brought it up,"” put in the sheriff. "Didn't you see
himbring it?"

"No," returned dive. "Anbrose was trying not to disturb me. He nmust have
set the bottle down quite carefully, wthout nmy notice."

"You shoul d have heard himpull the cork."

"I didn't. The first tine | saw the bottle was when | left here. I was in
a hurry at the time, because | heard the comoti on downstairs."

Cive's testimny was somewhat substantiated when a deputy brought word
that there was a corkscrew lying on the liquor cabinet, with the cap of a
brandy bottle beside it. Cbviously, Anbrose had pulled the cork before
bri ngi ng
the bottle upstairs, which was why dive hadn't heard the pop of the cork

The sheriff was repeating for the tenth tinme that he would find out why
someone wanted to nmurder the servants, when Corring put in an objection

"No one wanted to kill the servants,"” Corring argued. "Someone tried to
murder El bert, to begin with and pi cked Anbrose by nistake. In this case,
was
to be the victim because the brandy was neant for ne. Jasper happened to take
a
drink of it before |I had the chance."

Corring's logic was good. The Shadow had expected himto present it. He
had wondered how long it would be before the idea occurred to the lawer. It
was only natural that Corring should express the point ahead of the others. He
was the person who had the narrow squeak

The deat hs of Ambrose and Jasper were taking on the nature of an
uni ntended sacrifice: one, in behalf of Elbert; the other, on Corring's
behal f.

"And now," said Corring, noting that the sheriff had accepted the theory,
"I propose that we proceed with the reading of the wills. My tine is val uable,
Quincy, and so is Gath's. Wiy not |let us handl e our business while you
pr oceed
wi th your investigation of these deaths?"

For answer, the sheriff produced the two envel opes that he had brought
fromhis office and handed each to the proper |awer. He decided to let his
i nvestigation wait until the wills were read.

CORRI NG bowed toward G ath.
"On the chance that these wills may have much to do with recent crine,"

declared Corring pointedly, "l suggest that both be read in detail. The one
you
drew up is the earlier will, Gath. Perhaps you should read it first."

Grath agreed. The envel opes were opened. Grath began to read his will
al oud, while Corring checked by his. It becanme evident inmredi ately that the
wordi ng ran rmuch the sanme, except that Gail's nane had been substituted for
Cive'sinthe later will.

In droning voice, Grath read the statenent:

"*And |, Tobias Brow and, do hereby bequeath to my nephew, Cive Wl den
nmy house, the land upon which it stands, the fixtures and furniture said
house,
except as may be later specified N "

The droning continued. Finished with his reading of Cive's share, Gath
cane to El bert's.

"*And to ny nephew, Elbert Mrion, |, Tobias Brow and, bequeath ny
personal property, to wit: my library and its books; all paintings in nmy art
gallery; ny collection of antiques. | also bequeath to said El bert Mrion ny

safe and its contents, consisting of fanmly heirl ooms and busi ness records.



At that point, Grath paused to turn a page. He adjusted the reading
gl asses that he was wearing. By then, Corring had stopped checking on the
second will, having found the statements regarding Elbert to be identical for
several paragraphs.

"There is a final paragraph,"” declared Gath. "It sinply says that any
nmoney anong Brow and's effects shall be divided equally between the heirs.”

"To the last penny," added Corring, with a smle. "The will | hold states
the sane thing, Gath. | don't have to refer to it. | renmenber it."

Grath showed the final page of the will he held. It bore the signature of
Tobi as Brow and, boldly witten. Wth it were those of two w tnesses.

One witness was Gail's father, who had been alive at the tinme when the

will was drawn. The other was that of a forner servant in Brow and's enpl oy, a
man who was still alive, but too old for further service.
It was Corring's turn to read the neww |l aloud. He did so in a drone

that matched Gath's:

"*And |, Tobias Brow and, do hereby bequeath to my ward, Gail Trent, ny
house, the I and upon which it stands, the fixtures and furniture of said
house,
except as may be later specified N "

And so on, until Corring had concluded with Gail's share, always
enphasi zi ng her nanme by way of contrast to Cive's. Coming to Elbert's share,
Corring read it even nore nechanically:

"*And to ny nephew, Elbert Mrion, |, Tobias Brow and, bequeath ny
personal property, to wit: my library and its books; all paintings in nmy art
gallery; ny collection of antiques. | also bequeath to said El bert Mrion the

contents of ny safe, consisting of fam |y heirl ooms and busi ness records.

Fl i pping the page over, Corring turned to G ath.

"Here is the final paragraph,” said Corring, "referring to the noney. It
is very obvious in this case that the heirs nmeant are the ones nentioned:
nanely, Gail and El bert. There can be no possible dispute on that point.

"You may exam ne Browl and's signhature and those of the wi tnesses, who
happen to be Anbrose and Jasper. The fact that both w tnesses are recently
deceased can in no wise invalidate the will. Sone persons nay have that
erroneous inpression, but we are attorneys, Grath. W both know N'

Corring paused, staring hard at G ath, whose face had taken on a
surprising change. It was difficult to describe or classify Gath's
expr essi on.

It showed a mixture of amazement and triunph; with it, a doubt that bordered
upon absol ute unbeli ef.

Corring began to think that G ath was having a heart attack and stretched
a supporting hand in his direction. G ath pressed the hand aside. He took off
his gl asses and | ooked straight at Corring.

"You and | both know one thing, Corring," stated Grath. "Awll, to be
valid, rmust have the signatures of the testator and those of the w tnesses.
The

original will has those, Corring, but this later one N'

AS Grath shrugged, Corring | ooked at the original will lying on the desk,
its signatures showing purple in the yellow gl ow of the desk |anp. Then
Corring
turned his gaze to the will that he hinself had drawn up at Brow and's
request.

Grath's eyes had already viewed the final page. So had ot hers: The
Shadow s.

From where he sat, Lanobnt Cranston was | ooking right between the | awyers.
He knew the reason for the conflicting expression on Gath's face. He watched
the horrified astoni shnent that took hold of Corring's features when, in, his
turn, Corring | ooked at the final sheet of the will.

The signatures that Corring had mentioned N those of Tobias Brow and and



his servants, Ambrose and Jasper N sinply did not exist!

VWere signatures shoul d have been, the sheet was bl ank. Three nanes, all
bel onging to nen of the past, had perished with them Sone other hand, also
working in the past, had w ped off those all-inportant signatures as clearly
as
a wet rag taking chalk froma bl ackboard.

Whose was the invisible hand?

How had the hand, itself, acconplished the result?

VWhat bearing did the result, in turn, have upon recent crime and tragedy
within this house?

Those questions were flashing to every nmind while Corring was frantically
holding the new will to the lamplight, hoping to find sone traces of the
m ssing signature, believing, perhaps, that the heat fromthe [ anp woul d
restore the vani shed ink.

Men were answering their self-put questions. Al but Corring. He was too
wrapped up in his efforts to regain the witing; efforts that were utterly
wi t hout avail.

The men who had the answers turned to Clive Walden. Hi s own face bl ank,
Clive read their accusations. One man, of course, was Elbert Mrion. Another
was Sheriff Quincy, whose aninobsity wasn't unexpected. But even dive's own
| awer, Grath, was anong the accusers.

El bert becane the spokesman

"It's very plain, Cive," he said coldly. "You are the gai ner because the

signatures are mssing. The old will names you as an heir, while the new one
gives your share to Gail. If you can explain this N

"Explain it!" broke in Cdive. "Explain something that happened to a will
that I never even saw Wy, | wasn't anywhere around here!™

"I really hope you weren't," returned El bert. "After all, dive, | can be
neutral. My share of the estate is the same in either will. | hope you can
prove that you had no hand in this. You have sinply to establish the fact that
you were el sewhere on the evening when the will was signed.”

It was sonmething that Cive couldn't prove, and knew it. He'd been here,
in this very house, at the tine El bert specified. But Elbert's words were not
the reason why Cive suddenly |lost heart. He was in a mood to fight it out,
tooth and nail, with every man who tried to outargue him

Wth every man. Not with one girl.

The girl was Gil Trent. She was seated near the door, and her eyes were
fixed on Cive. The light that Cive knew so well was gone entirely from her
eyes. Her face showed no accusation; not even reproach. It registered hurt.

Hurt that cane fromGail's heart. Al her belief in Cive was broken. One
el ement had carried her all along: love for dive and the trust that went with
it.

She had thought that such trust was shared. \Watever was hers, was
Cive's, and Gail had been sure he understood and was willing to reciprocate.
No | onger was she sure. She couldn't be.

Cive wanted everything for hinmself. Such was the only answer; otherw se,
he woul dn't have cared a whit about the change in his uncle's will. H's return
could only mean a plot on his part to make the old will stand by sonmehow
nullifying the newwi |l N a thing which had been done.

A campaign of three murders, all for dive's benefit. Tobias Brow and,
maker of the will was dead, as were the w tnesses, Anmbrose and Jasper. Bold
crimes, with Cive ever on the spot, using Gail's loyalty to hel p himover
somne
of the rough spots. Such were the thoughts that flooded Gail's mnd; and dive
under st ood.

CLI VE wat ched Gail approach El bert and press her hands upon the rival
cousin's arm Wen the hurt look left Gail's face, it was because her eyes mnet
El bert's.



By then, dive no |onger cared what happened; he felt that Gail was | ost
to himforever. He didn't hear the sheriff's voice announcing his arrest for
triple murder. Nor did Clive feel the handcuffs that clanmped, cold, on his
Wi sts.

They hauled Clive to his feet and marched himfromthe room His |ips
showed that hard half smle, the calloused expression, that really hid a deep
enotion. On his way to jail, Cive didn't bother to | ook back at the faces in
the room It was no use. They would all accuse him

So dive thought, but he was w ong.

One face was totally inmpassive. It belonged to Lamont Cranston. Its very
i Mmobility was expressive, and there was one person who understood Cranston's
nmood. Margo Lane knew that Cranston was reserving decision in this case.

VWat else was in his mnd, she couldn't guess. Oten, Margo had tried to
penetrate Cranston's inscrutable gaze, and had fail ed.

For Cranston's face, when it took that |ook, was a mask for the mnd
behind it: The Shadow s!

Margo gai ned one glimer only, and it was really the result of her own
intuition. She was considering the thing that Cranston had foreseen: the
nmystery of the vani shed signatures that bel onged on the new will.

It seened that nmurder was out; but was it? That question, Margo realized,
was all-inportant to The Shadow.

The real riddle remained to be solved, and it was a riddl e of the past.
Everything that had happened |l ater stenmed fromthat one initial crime: the
trick that caused the signatures to vanish. A crine of |esser consequence in
itself, it had proven heinous, for it was the direct cause of nore deaths than
one.

How facts could be fitted to reveal the hand responsible for evil was a
probl em for The Shadow. Whet her the burden bel onged upon Cive Wl den, or
ot herwi se, was not the imredi ate i ssue. The problemwas to reconstruct the
operation of the crime itself.

Once all the facts of the nmachination were recognized, |ater events would
piece into the picture and thereby clear the entire case.

The Shadow knew

CHAPTER XVI | |
THE NEEDED LI NKS

LAMONT CRANSTON was in the Brow and library | ooking through some of the
old volumes in the historical collection. The excitement of the previous
eveni ng had overtaxed his strength, and he was agai n undergoi ng recuperation

VWhen Margo Lane cane into the library, she was al nbst convinced that
Lamont's rel apse was real. He certainly couldn't be solving the nystery of
Browland's will here in the library. Gthers were at work on that matter, in
t he
study, and by right, Cranston should be with them Furthernmore, the wll
seened
very far fromhis mnd when he inquired in a tired but whinsical tone:

"And how is the other invalid?"

"You mean Gail, of course," replied Margo. "She's still in her room as
she has been all day."

"You've talked to her, as | advised?"

"Of course. But whenever she answers, which is very seldom she does it
with sobs.”

Cranston nodded slowy. He still believed that Gail would recover from
her
| ovesick condition and talk to Margo. For that matter, Margo shared Cranston's
belief but was tired of waiting for Gail to come around.

"The experts are still working on the will," announced Margo. "They've



gi ven up on one idea, though. Those signatures couldn't have been witten in
di sappearing ink."

Cranston's eyes showed interest.

"The i nk was dark-blue," continued Margo, "or very nearly purple. There's
a bottle of it on the shelf in the study closet. The bottle that Anbrose
al ways
used to fill the inkstand."

A nod from Cranston. He had seen the bottle.

"They've witten with it," added Margo, "and blotted it with all sorts of
acid solutions. | think they made it vanish a few times, but when they did,
t he
paper went with it."

"The sane paper that Brow and used?"

Mar go nodded. She expl ai ned, further, that the experts had used a m xture
of starch and iodine to produce what | ooked |ike dark-Dblue ink

They'd witten with the solution; then bleached it, only to find that

t hey
could trace the witing under a fluorescent |light. But neither such light, nor
anything else, sufficed to make the will show its vani shed signatures.

"Starch and iodine are not the answer," assured Margo, "nor any other of
the purple concoctions they' ve tried. They just can't find the formula, if
there is one, although the study is beginning to snmell like a chemlab."

Cranston decided to look in on the experts. He rose wearily fromhis
chair
and started upstairs with Margo. At the top, Cranston turned to the girl and
suggest ed:

"Why not try to talk with Gail again?"

"It won't do," returned Margo glumy. "She's been given too nmuch | eewnay,
Lamont, and the same was true of Cive. What good would it be to quiz either
of
then? If they broke down and told sonething nore, it would only be what we
al ready know. "

"Leeway al ways hel ps," declared Cranston. "If you really encourage Gail
she may, talk further than you N or even she, herself N might expect. Do what
you can, Margo."

Cranston continued into the study, to see how the chenists and ot her
experts were naking out.

THERE were four of them and they had begun to di spute anong thensel ves.
One man was still arguing in favor of inks. He was drying a dozen sheets of
Browl and' s wat er mar ked paper, and was experinenting in reverse.

He was using secret inks that did not show until devel oped by sone
process. Fromsinple | emon juice, which revealed itself when he heated the
paper over the desk |lanp, the expert was going into chem cal nethods that
accounted for the snmells that Margo had nenti oned.

The roomreeked with ammoni a funes, because the chemi sts had been using a
copper - sul phate sol uti on; which the amoni a devel oped into pal e-blue witing.
The trouble was that he couldn't nake the witing di sappear the way the
signatures on the will had vani shed.

He did have a conbination of linseed oil and amoni a that appeared when
t he paper was soaked in water and vani shed when it dried. But that didn't fill
the bill at all. The study merely snelled worse after the experiment.

The others call ed upon Cranston for an opinion. They believed that they
were entirely off the track. The only answer appeared to be that soneone had
switched the signed will for a blank. The thing was possible, of course. In
fact, The Shadow had been considering it, all along.

Ei ther Corring, the lawer, or Quincy, the sheriff, could have nmade the
swi tch, but The Shadow saw no reason to tag either of themas suspects. dive
hadn't even handled the will; nor, for that matter, had El bert. True, one or



the other might have taken it fromthe sheriff's safe, but The Shadow
renenbered that trusted nen had been constantly in Quincy's office.

The real answer lay with the will itself. Sonehow, the brain that
arranged
the witing' s vanish had al so foreseen the expert tests that would follow, and
had therefore allowed for them The fact renmined that the docunment had been
actual ly signed by Brow and and two w t nesses.

Looki ng about the study, The Shadow vi sualized the scene. He saw t he desk
| anp, the sheets of paper showi ng very white under its glow He noted the
bull et dent in its heavy base and renmenbered that a masked intruder, Zeke
Hermbl e, had provi ded sone diversion soon after the will was signed.

He | ooked at Browl and's chair, then to the corner where the old man had
kept his cane handy to repel just such invasions as Zeke's.

Al these points were hearsay, for The Shadow had not w tnessed the scene
itself. However, all the persons present at the tinme had agreed in their
accounts. It could be that certain details had escaped nention. If so, The
Shadow wanted them Mere trivialities, perhaps, that hadn't seened worthy of
account, yet those could be the needed |inks.

There was one person who coul d provide them N honestly and, The Shadow
hoped, with new sidelights. That person was Gail Trent. Sooner or |ater, she
woul d break her silence if Margo's synpathy continued. It was better to depend
upon Margo, then to approach Gail direct.

Thoroughly on the defensive, Gail would hold back testinony, as such, but
she woul d be equally willing to unburden her full troubles to someone she
coul d
fully trust.

GAIL did trust Margo.

Proof of it was evident in Gail's room There, Gail was in bed, her face
deep in the pillows, which occasionally emtted a nuffled sob

Gail had been in bed until noon, when she had dressed and cone downstairs
for lunch. Mere sight of the dining roomhad been too much.

Hysterically, Gail had rushed upstairs again and thrown herself back into
bed. Her clothes were scattered all about the room where she had flung them
in
her haste.

Bed was her one refuge; when the pillows didn't suffice, she could pul
the covers over her head and shut out all the world, including Margo. At
present, however, Gail was aware that Margo had cone into the room and she
didn't mindit.

Turning her head slightly, Gail opened one eye and peeked at Margo, who
wasn't even |l ooking Gail's way. Margo was goi ng about the room gathering
Gil's
cl othes and arranging themvery neatly, on a chair. She went to the w ndow and
drew the shade a trifle, to cut off the afternoon sun

As an afterthought, Margo went to the cl oset and brought out Gail's
slippers and negligee, arranging themat the foot of the bed. She brought a
vase of flowers fromthe dressing table and placed them on the wi ndow sill,
where Gail would see them when she opened her eyes. Turning, Margo tiptoed
toward the door of the room

Sudden appreciation gripped Gail. She tilted up in bed, fought back a
sob,
and cal |l ed chokily:

"Margo!"

The break had conme. Gail began to sob out all the facts that she had
previously retracted, adnitting her faults and beggi ng Margo's advice. For a
while, there wasn't any advice that Margo could give, for Gail was nerely
recounting established details. Then canme the crux.

Gail was no | onger sobbing. Her tone was defiant, when she decl ared:



"Clive thinks | can't prove anything against him If | hadn't once |oved
him | would show himthat he is wong. By rights, | should show him"

"You can't prove that he was here the night his uncle died," returned
Margo. "You didn't really see him you know "

"But | still have the note he left!" exclaimed Gail triunmphantly. "dive
thinks | destroyed it, but | didn't."

"What note, Gail?"

"Why, the one that said to come to the sumerhouse,” Gail replied. "I
thought I'd nmentioned it, just now It was under ny door, and it's in dive's
witing."

Sliding frombed, Gail went to the dresser and opened the top drawer. She
found the crunpl ed sheet of paper and unfolded it. Finding one side blank
Gai |
turned it over. The other side was bl ank, too.

"How stupid of ne!" Gail exclained. "I nust have taken the wong paper
fromthe wastebasket. | threw the note there, along with some letters |I hadn't
finished." She | ooked across the room and added: "And the wast ebasket has been
enptied!"

Margo detected a new note in Gail's tone. In a very few mnutes, Gil had
| ost her ardor toward denouncing Cive and seened really glad that the
i ncrimnating message was gone. But Margo, stirred by another thought, pressed
the matter of Clive's note.

"Was it witten in pencil?" Margo queried. "O in ink?"

"Inink," replied Gail. "I renmenber that part, perfectly. You see the ink
was red, so vivid that the witing startled me when | sawit."

Gai | shuddered. "It nade ne think of blood!"

Mar go pondered, then said firmy:

"I think we should tell Lanont about it."

Gail hesitated, hedging nmentally, as on previous occasions where dive's
fate was concerned. Then, renenbering that the evidence was gone, she deci ded

that Cranston could be told. In fact, Gail seened quite willing to talk to
Margo's friend.
"Hurry into sone clothes, then," said Margo. "I'Il be down in the library

with Lanont. You can join us there."

MARGO t ook the crunpl ed paper along. Cranston had returned to the
library,
and | ooked up from his book when Margo arrived.

She told himabout the note that dive had witten, and explained that it
must have been on a sheet nuch simlar to this. However, Margo finished that
statement with an added word:

"Unl ess N'

Cranston was hol ding the paper to the light. He sawits watermark, the
sort found on the bond paper in Brow and's study. The sheet was thin, for
not epaper. Fol ding the bl ank paper, he put it in his pocket and gave Margo an
approvi ng nod. Then:

"Red ink, Gail said?"

"Yes," repeated Margo, "but | don't think there's any red ink in the
house. There nmight be at the factory, but we're not at all sure Cive stopped
there. The ink must have been in his own fountain pen, if he carried one. But
peopl e don't usually have red ink in fountain pens."

Gail arrived at that nonent. She was wearing the negligee, and had put it
on in a hurry. She was anxious to nake sure that Margo reported everything
correctly to Cranston. Gail was pl eased when Cranston proved hinself a
stickler
for accuracy.

"Could dive have witten the note in the study,
ot hers came upstairs?"

"l suppose so," replied Gail. "He would have passed the study on the way

he queried, "before the



to nmy room"

"The study door was open?"

"I"'msure it was. Yes, | remenber seeing the light, every tine | passed
it. The study lanp is quite bright."

"Yet it wasn't bright enough for you or any of the others to recognize
t he
masked man when he arrived."

As Cranston spoke, Margo gave himan anxi ous | ook, fearing that he was
trying to trap Gail and that she woul d becorme m strustful

Gail's confidence, however, had been fully won. She furrowed her
f or ehead,
real ly wondering why the masked man's bandanna handkerchi ef had served him so
well in a light that was really bright.

"His face was nostly a blur,"” said Gail slowy. "You couldn't quite tel
where the mask ended. O course, he had it down to his chin, but it nust have
fl apped some when he noved around. Yet | couldn't glinpse his face at all

"Real |y" N Gail's gaze was very honest N "if | thought that Clive was the
masked man, |1'd tell you so, M. Cranston. But | really don't know "

"The bandanna, of course, was bl ue?"

Gai | nodded. Again; Mrgo thought that Lanmont had tried a trick. He'd
seen
t he bandanna, a blue one, picked up on the lawmn. He nmight be testing Gail's
story. Then Cranston was asking Gail for a detailed version of the fray with
t he masked nan.

She told of Elbert's intervention: how the flying inkstand had spoil ed
t he
masked man's aim The shot that hit the | anp broke the bulb, she testified,
and
t hat produced darkness. She described how Anbrose and Jasper |ed the chase,
carrying fire tongs and poker as weapons.

"OfF course, Browl and brought his cane,"” put in Cranston. "He was apt to
grab it in an energency, wasn't he?"

"l suppose he brought it," returned Gail. "I don't renmenber seeing it
when
M. Brow and caught nme at the front stairway, so | wouldn't fall. But he nust
have had the cane, because he was carrying it later, when he fell down the old
stairs.

"You were here then, M. Cranston. Don't you renenber how the cane
clattered down the old stairs, too?"

Cranston renenbered, and nodded. The afternoon was |late, so he ended the
qui z. He had to go to New York, he said, but he would return | ater; perhaps
t onor r ow.

The girls saw himto the door and watched himdrive away in Margo's car
Gai | was disappoi nted. The conference had begun so nobly, only to arrive
nowher e.

Margo adnitted di sappointment, too. She really believed that Lanont had
weari ed. She could only hope that he had gl eaned sonething of real value from
his chat with Gail. But she was sure that he had not |earned very much.

It happened that Margo had failed utterly to penetrate the Cranston mask.
Her friend, The Shadow, had wel ded all the needed |inks. Far sooner than Margo
or Gail expected, The Shadow would return to crack the case w de open

More than nurder would come out. Mdtive would be reveal ed, treachery
exposed, and crinme's acconplishnent nullified. For The Shadow i ntended to
sol ve
the riddle of Browl and's unsigned will by restoring it, signatures and all

CHAPTER XI X

CRI ME' S METHODS



I T was evening, and a group was gathered in Brow and's study to listen to
an illustrated lecture. Quite a |letdown, after the part that this room had
pl ayed in tragedy, but the sheriff had hopes that the | ecture would produce
results. On that account, he had brought Cdive Walden fromthe county jail to
wi tness the event.

The lecture was to be given by the experts who had tried every known
device, so they said, to restore the signatures, if any, that had once been on
Brow and' s second will.

They had failed, but dive didn't knowit. So the sheriff was trying a
little psychol ogy. The idea was for the experts to act as wi se as they | ooked,
and go through with the sane experinments they had tried that afternoon

It seened to be working rather well. From across the study, the sheriff
wat ched dive, who was seated between two guards. He noticed that Cdive was
restl ess and kept glancing his way often.

If the sheriff had turned around, he would have seen Gail Trent behind
hi m
and m ght have realized that Cive's glances were on her account.

Margo Lane was on one side of Gail, Elbert Mdrrion on the other. Gail kept
exchangi ng words with her conpani ons, and every tine she turned toward El bert,
Cive's face took on a bitter smle that his eyes backed with a steely glint.

The sheriff didn't know that those were synptonms of worry. He sinply
decided that Cive was a hard nut to crack, but that sooner or later the snile
woul d be gone and the prisoner's eyes would show a hunted | ook, instead of
hard
chal | enge.

The experts were using Brow and's old safe as a stand for a projector

and
were turning the light on a screen they had hung on the opposite wall. The
slides they were showing illustrated the nethods of devel opi ng hidden witing.

After such prelimnaries, they turned off the projector and began a
denponstration with sheets of paper, chenical preparations, and fluorescent
lights, talking with a great deal of technicality.

The sheriff decided to play his hand. He interrupted the chenist who held
the floor.

"Can't you explain this in sinpler terns'" queried the sheriff. "So that
we can all understand it?"

"Certainly," said the chem st, responding to the cue. "It neans, sheriff,
that we shall certainly restore the witing on that will. W can't use al
these tests on the docunment at one time, and there are sone which will require

special care. You may rest assured, however, that we shall have the signatures
bef ore tonorrow noon."

The sheriff |ooked at Cive and noticed that he had becone indifferent.
He
gestured to the experts; they started to take the projector fromatop the
heavy
safe. It was then that a voice fromthe hallway stopped them Everyone
recogni zed the cal mtone as Cranston's.

"Hello," he greeted. "Trying sone nore of those tests that won't work?
You
chaps are certainly persistent."

Sheriff Quincy felt |ike adding another sudden death to those that had
occurred within the mansion. The sheriff would have liked to deal it, with
Cranston as the victim He threw a quick look at Cive and saw the prisoner's
face switch to a genuine snile.

Cranston's banter had told Cive exactly what this get-together was
about .

He relished the joke on Quincy, whose bluff was uncovered.



LAMONT CRANSTON was quite hinmsel f again, the indolent New York clubman
who
found life boring. He was wearing evening clothes and sported a silk hat and a
cane.

In chatty nood, he explained that he was on his way to a party in New
Haven and had nmade a detour to Riverdale just to see how things were com ng
al ong. He was swinging his walking stick idly as he | eaned in the doorway.

"Do you know, " Cranston resuned, "I thought | might give you sone help.
When | arrived back in town, | called a consulting chem st and asked hi m about
i nks that disappeared.”

Cranston didn't pause to add that the consultant had been hinmsel f, though
in a different personality. As The Shadow, he had spent sone time in his own
| aboratory trying an experinent. Continuing, Cranston said inpersonally:

"I learned of some stuff called hydropide. It's nade by adding
phenol pht hal ein to amonia. O course, you nust have the right proportions, if
you want the best results. In that case, you can use hydropide like ink, only
it doesn't last. It fades out, and that's the end of it."

The experts | aughed. One of them spoke:

"Very thoughtful of you, M. Cranston. It just happens that you' ve
over| ooked the nost inportant detail. Hydropide is a red solution. Brow and's
will wasn't signed in red ink. The ink used was a dark-blue, slightly purple.”

Cranston gave a nod.

"I confess ny ignorance,"” he said. "I had a druggi st nake up sone
hydropi de and send it over. | found out that it was red. However, an odd thing
happened N

He paused; stepping into the room he hung his cane on the back of a

chair

and brought an envel ope fromhis pocket. Laying it on the safe beside the
projector, he asked to see Browand's will, the one w thout the signatures,
prom sing to be very careful of it.

Fol di ng back the first pages, he hung them over the screen on the far
wal |, so that the last page of the will was on display.

Going to the projector, he focused it on the will. He asked that other
lights be turned off; while that was bei ng done, Cranston opened the envel ope.
Fromit, he produced slides of colored glass and began to insert theminto the
pr oj ector.

"A chap at ny club goes in for lighting effects,"” explained Cranston.
"Theatrical work, optical transformati ons of stage scenery, and that sort of
thing. | asked his advice."

First, an orange slide; then a blue one. Cranston was naking pretty
colors, which transferred thenmselves to the screen, but did nothing nore. He
used a red instead of the others, throning a lurid Iight through the room He
repl aced the red with green, and rubbed his chin in rather puzzled fashion

Then, choosing a slide which was nmarked "Anber," he started to put it in
back of the green; changed his mind and slid it in front. The slight change in
tint was the needed touch

Persons cl osest to the screen observed a faint trace of something on the

| ast page of the will. Cranston stepped over and pointed triunphantly. He
f ound
Quincy right beside him

"See, sheriff?" Cranston queried. "The signatures! Faint, | admt, but it
brings themout. | can tell you sonething else. If you take a photograph
t hrough a special kind of filter, it will step them up

"Here" N he thunbed through a notebook and tore out a page N "this tells
you the right filter and how to set the canera. | picked up sone infornmation
on
that point, too."

Squinting, the sheriff was reading Brow and's signature on the will, with

t hose of the servants who had witnessed it. The two | awers were present, and
had approached to stare over the sheriff's shoul ders.



They both agreed that the will was valid; that photostats, if they cane
up
to Cranston's claim would stand as added proof in any court.

Renoving the will fromthe screen, Cranston gave it to the sheriff. He
took a piece of paper fromhis pocket, used a bit of adhesive tape to attach
it
to the screen. Under the peculiar light, the paper showed a nessage. Gil was
cl ose enough to recognize it.

"Cive's note!" she exclained. "The one he |left under my door that night

R

THE girl had spoken before she realized it. There was a hoarse cry from
Cive as he bounded to his feet. The guards caught himand pinned his arns
behind him dive was stormng at Gail, accusing her of treachery. H's guards
finally silenced him

"Just a piece of paper that | happened to pick out of a wastebasket,"
remarked Cranston. "Vhile | was here, | wanted to nake a few notes on sone
books in the library. Wien we were testing the lights at the club, | used this
paper for a background, and the witing popped in sight."

How accidental it all seemed! If Margo Lane hadn't known that Lanont
Cranston was The Shadow, she woul d have believed that he had stunbled on so
many things by chance. But Cranston was by no neans through with his | ucky
stunbl es.

He renoved the slides fromthe projector, and in the white |ight,
pr oduced
alittle bottle of hydropide. He wote a few lines and held themto the light.
They showed in vivid red, exactly as Cive's note had first appeared to Gail
Still keeping the paper in the light, he dropped a blue slide in front of the
pr oj ector.

Not having had tinme to fade, the red witing bl ended with the blue gl ow
to
produce a definite purple, the reputed color of the ink with which the wll
had
been si gned!

"You see," remarked Cranston, "we have blue reading |lanps at the club
They're quite the thing nowadays. So when the hydropi de came over fromthe
druggi st, | thought, at first, that it was dark-purple instead of red."

He stepped over and turned on the desk |anmp, then went back and detached
t he projector.

"That's very odd!" Cranston | ooked at the paper again and saw red witing

onit. "l supposed that this desk | anp would have a blue bulb, too."

"I't did have!" broke in Gail. "I remenber! Jasper put in a new bulb that
afternoon. He said that M. Brow and wanted better light in the study."

"I see," remarked Cranston. "And did Jasper fill the inkstand, too?"

"No. Anbrose attended to such matters. He was al ways very careful to keep
the inkstand filled N'

Gail broke off, surprised by the faces about her. She suddenly realized
that she had inplicated the servants in the plot. Each had played his part in
preparing the scene for the signing of a will that would repudiate itself.

But the fact that Ambrose and Jasper had been acconplices in no w se
cleared dive of the major blame. He saw that accusati ons were com ng his way.
Cive becane canny.

"Why woul d Anbrose or Jasper work against ny uncle?" denmanded Cive. "He
had treated themwell for years."

"In the past, yes," observed Cranston. "They nust have been thinking of
the future, hoping for a share of the estate. As witnesses to the will, they
could not be naned in it. Each might have willingly listened to other offers.™

Clive tried another tack.

"I'f you think | murdered nmy uncle, you're wong. Gail didn't even see ne



at the tinme. She saw soneone in a black cloak."

Gail wanted to remind Cive that he had appeared in that same cl oak
later, but Cranston intervened.

"Let's look at the old stairway," he suggested. "Talk of a man in bl ack
rem nds nme of a chap called The Shadow. He stanps out crinme. If Gail saw him
he must have been trying to aid Brow and. "

Cive gave a sly glance. Cranston's efforts to vindi cate The Shadow were
hel pful to Clive. He followed willingly when the guards thrust himtoward the
hal | . Cranston wal ked ahead; since he was carrying a cane, he decided to
represent Brow and.

Pushi ng the door inward over the old stairs, Cranston stepped downward,
wangl i ng his cane back and forth.

"I don't see how Browl and coul d have been carrying his stick," said
Cranston. "Look. Mne is as long as the distance across these very narrow
stairs. Hello! Wat's happened?”

A FEW steps down, Cranston no |onger had his cane. Its handl e had caught
on an old rail post on a level with the second floor. The ferrule was wedged
beneat h the door and the | edge on the other side. Cranston couldn't find his
cane in the dark, until he stunbled against it as he cane up the steps.

Fortunately, Cranston was stunbling up; not down. Hands caught him from
above; he steadied, eased down a few steps and worked hinself under the cane,
rather than attenpt to tug it |oose. Joining the others, Cranston | ooked down
the stairs.

"So that was it!" he exclainmed. "You can't even see the stick. No wonder
Browl and' s cane was splintered! It nust have wedged the way mne did. But he
certainly wasn't making a test of the stairway."

"OfF course he wasn't," put in Elbert. "I don't believe that Uncle Tobias
was carrying his cane. |1'd say that soneone janmed it there. You' ve cleared
The
Shadow, Cranston. CQur task is to find the real nurderer."

Eyes were already fixed on Clive, as he stared at the death snare that
Cranston had duplicated in such accidental style. It certainly explai ned
Browl and' s death. Stepping down to cl ose the door, as was his habit, the old
man coul dn't have m ssed tripping over a cane wedged at floor |evel.

Al'l eyes bore accusation, Gil's included. But Margo was | ooking at
Cranston. He gave a slight shrug and turned away. It signified that he had
solved the whole thing as a matter of routine; that done, he was going on his
way.

Too bad, thought Margo, that it had to be Cive, but the circunstances
were all against him She'd have liked to go alone, with Lanont, but realized
that she ought to stay with Gail. So, with the rest, Margo retraced her way to
t he study, where they were taking dive.

She didn't even listen for the strain of a parting | augh that she
someti nmes heard when Cranston | apsed into his other self. Margo was sure that
it would not conme. Though Cranston had answered certain riddles, they had
nmerely pinned matters nmore firmy on dive \Wal den

Solving crime by sinply establishing the obvious could be no triunph for
The Shadow

CHAPTER XX

THE FI NAL CLAUSE

CLIVE WALDEN didn't long resist the grilling that began when he reached
t he study. Bonbarded with accusations, he volunteered to answer them by

telling
his whole story. They let himtalk, and he gave the details sinply, bluntly.



He'd conme back to | earn what was happening in his uncle's house. H s
friend, Hemble, the watchman, had doubl e-crossed himby nmoving the car from
t he
elnms while dive was in the nansion

Qovi ously, Henbl e nust have had crooks aiding him to further some plan
of
his own which woul d make Cive the scapegoat.

Denyi ng that he had played any part in his uncle's death, dive clainmed
that he had returned to the attic, the night of his neeting with Gail, and had
stayed there until he heard pounding at the door. Adnmitting that he had |eft
by
the roof route, dive sinply said that his questioners knew the rest.

El bert Morion took the floor

"We know the rest, Cive," he assured. "Clever of you, to lay a death
trap
for Uncle Tobias. Cranston's discovery makes it inpossible for us to prove
t hat
mur der agai nst you. But when circunstantial evidence strikes twice in ten
m nutes, pointing to one man only, it cannot be disputed.

"You were up here, al one, when Anbrose brought the bottle that he had
opened. You were the only man who coul d have poi soned that brandy as bait for
Jasper. You knew how to bring Jasper to the bottle. Death would be a
suf fici ent
shock for his nerves.

"The death of Anbrose N How sinple it was for you to reach the wi ndow
above the side door and | oosen the cornice when Anbrose stepped beneath; then
to come downstairs and play innocent, while Jasper, renenbering the bottle and
needi ng a drink, cane up here to his doom"

Wth that, El bert swung to Corring.

"W were both fools,"” Elbert told the lawer, "to think that nurder was
meant for us, while dive was sinply disposing of two acconplices, as he
probably did with Henble."

The case was perfect. Staring, Cive could find no suitable answer. He
rose to his feet when his guards urged him He was due for another march back
to the county jail, a death parade, for no jury would acquit a man on a charge
of doubl e nurder that provided both notive and nmeans.

An interruption halted dive. The tel ephone was ringing on the study
desk.

The sheriff answered it, held a short but pointed conversation, and then hung
up. His face showed that the call had inpressed him

"I't was from New York," Quincy announced. "The police comm ssioner was on
the wire. They've been checking on that crook who spilled hinself into the
ravi ne, Mech Wbodum They say he left New York with a pal, Lippy Carther

"The main thing, though, is that both were friends of Henble. They called
hi m Zeke, the conm ssioner said, because his specialty was picking small towns
as places to operate, and playing dunb while he was there."

Hope flashed to Cive's face. He swung to his cousin.

"You see, Elbert?" put Cive. "There goes your robbery charge. Henble
nust
have rifled the factory safe hinmself, and let nme take the blane. He came here
for bigger ganme, thinking he could frame nme again.

"Maybe" N dive nudged to the study safe that bore the name of Tobi as
Brow and in letters of gleaning gold N "mybe Henbl e thought he'd find nore
nmoney in there."”

The matter provided a brief delay, even though El bert scoffed at dive's
theory. Margo was thinking hard about the call from New York. She didn't doubt
that Lamont coul d have arranged it, for he was a great friend of the police
conm ssioner. But the call was too well tined.

Cranston nust have doubl ed back, after |eaving the mansion, and sinply
made the call fromthe extension phone downstairs. A very sinple matter



calling the | ocal operator and asking for a test ring. Lanmont could have
tal ked
to the sheriff and represented hinself as the police conm ssioner

Per haps Cranston was about to return in person. Eagerly, Margo |ooked to
the doorway N and gave a little gasp that others heard. Yes, Lanmont was back
but he was no | onger Cranston

He was The Shadow.

| NSTANTLY, Margo understood why The Shadow, as Cranston, had cleared al
bl em sh fromhis other personality. He had needed to return as The Shadow to
settle final facts that only his cl oaked presence coul d back. Already, The
Shadow was creating awe. Men sat transfixed as they faced him

Hs first words, uttered in whispered tone that carried traces of a
| augh,
were cleverly put, indeed. They inplied that he had been outside the study
door

when the sheriff received the comm ssioner's call, thus bolstering the
accepted
belief that the call was genui ne.

"So you have | earned about Zeke Henble," spoke The Shadow. "It was tine

you did. He was the masked nan who entered here, but his purpose was not
robbery. He was al so an acconplice in the matter of the will."

El bert Morion, |less awed than the others, |ooked toward the sheriff and
gave a knowi ng nod. The Shadow was pi nning one nore fact on dive Wl den

"Zeke pl aced one shot well," The Shadow conti nued, his whisper carrying a
trace of sibilance. "He crashed the | anp and broke its blue bulb, thus
rendering a valuable service to a crimnal schene."

No one was surprised that The Shadow was acquainted with the trick of the
blue light. H s whol e appearance, together with his speech, marked himas a
bei ng who woul d be acquainted with the vital facts.

"A crimnal scheme," repeated The Shadow, "fostered by a clever plotter
who dealt in triple nmurder because he had nmuch to gain, or nuch to lose, if
t he
new will stood."

This was tagging it hard on Clive. A smile showed on El bert's snooth
features. He was |iking The Shadow nore and nore.

"Zeke's invasion was nerely a fake," The Shadow concl uded. "He had a task
to do, and did it. A task nmore subtle than picking the lanp with a bullet. He
had to delay that shot, at first.

"You nmust all realize" N The Shadow was advancing into the room N "t hat
another article required some attention. | refer to N this!"

Stretching a gl oved hand, The Shadow advanced it to the desk and lifted
t he ol d-fashi oned i nkst and!

Even the sl owest thinker present could not fail to grasp the inport. The
trick of the vanishing signatures had depended upon the red fluid that passed
as ink, as well as the blue lamp bulb.

The imtation ink could not be left as an exhibit. Disposing of it was a
vital matter. And someone had di sposed of it in a nost natural and effective
f ashi on.

El bert Morion!

The whole thing flashed to Gail: how El bert had chucked the ink-stand at
the masked man while the latter was bluffing with his gun

She found her voice and began to proclaimthe fact, while Corring, on his
feet, was boomi ng his support of her testinony: a gane between Zeke Henbl e and
the man who had hired him the real master of the show, Elbert Morion

THE SHADOW was pointing to the exact spot where Zeke had stood. He was
i ndi cating sonething that he had noted that afternoon: not evidence, but the



lack of it, which counted even nore.

On the rug where the inkstand had struck, there wasn't a trace of any
stain. Small wonder. The "ink" was the hydropide that Cranston had nenti oned.
It had dried and vani shed, true to form

Clive swng to El bert.

"So that explains it!" snapped dive. "You had Henbl e fixed six nonths
ago. You gave himthe conbination and he rifled the office safe of what little
it had to put the blane on ne. He pretended to be ny friend, and coaxed ne
here
at the tinme you stipulated. So that he and a couple of crooks like himcould
frame ne again, this tinme for nmurder!™

El bert took it all quite coolly.

"The facts are unsupported,” he declared. "Suppose that | wanted to get
rid of both Anbrose and Jasper. Wat opportunity did | have to nurder then®"
H s tone was defiant. "Can anyone tell nme?"

The Shadow s | augh announced that he coul d.

"The process was very sinple," came The Shadow s sibilant tone. "You nade
each servant believe that he was the sol e acconplice. Anbrose thought that the
ink was the whole trick. Jasper believed the light to be responsible.

"Each dreaded the tine when the blank will would be shown. Each was ready
to lie, saying that he wasn't sure that he had signed it, but feared that the
other's testinmny woul d outwei gh his. So you prevail ed upon each to di spose of
t he ot her.

"Anbrose put the poison in the brandy, confident that Cive would be
bl amed when Jasper died fromit. Jasper stationed hinself at the w ndow above
t he side door and pushed the cornice when Anbrose appeared bel ow. He was sure,
too, that dive wuld be blaned."

The "perfect" case against Cive Wal den faded into insignificance as The
Shadow reveal ed these details of supercrinme that Elbert Mrion had concocted.
Then, before Elbert could offer a word in dispute, The Shadow added:

"I should have foreseen your intent, Mrion, when you masqueraded as
nmysel f the night you threatened Cranston. You | earned that \Wal den had worn ny
hat and cloak and that Gail knew it. Wen you found those garnents, here in
t he
study, you decided to nurder Cranston in Gail's presence.

"When you fled, you dunped them on Anbrose and Jasper, while you made for
t he side door and doubl ed back again. It proved themboth to be your
acconplices. Wen each was reluctant to support the other's testinony, it
| ooked |i ke a gane between them

"Cranston nust have thought so. It wasn't until Anbrose met with sudden
death that Cranston realized Jasper's danger. Each was really trying to
outsmart the other N

Gail Trent didn't hear the rest. Her eyes brinmng, she was |ooking to
G ive Wal den, seeking his forgiveness for her doubts. He had left the cloak
and
hat in the study, as he promi sed, with The Shadow s gun and cartri dges.

Cive smled as he returned Gail's gaze. He couldn't blame her doubts,
consi dering that El bert was their sponsor

Then El bert's voice was heard, challenging The Shadow s accusati ons.

ELBERT was brazen in tone, sneering that his accuser's words were nere
fancy. Even if they proved correct, the rmutual nurders in which Anbrose and
Jasper had indul ged were their own deeds, not El bert's.

"You dealt in rmurder of your own," The Shadow i nterposed. "Soneone set
t he
death snare for your uncle, and you were the man. You took the cane when you
pur sued Henble. You wedged it on the old stairway. You expected Brow and to
follow i mediately, but it was not until later that he stepped into the trap."

Again, Gil |ooked at Clive. These words were substantiation of dive's



claimthat he had tried to save his uncle when he stunbled on the stairs and
took the cane with himin his fall. El bert, however, was still contenptuous of
The Shadow s accusati ons.

"I murdered ny uncle?" queried El bert. "Wat possible notive could | have
had?"

The Shadow turned to the | awers who were standing by. He spoke in a
conmandi ng t one:

"Read both wills! Specifically, the final clause dealing with Mrion's
share of the estate.”

Grath read the excerpts fromthe old will, first:

"'| also bequeath to said Elbert Mrion my safe and its contents N "

The Shadow gestured that Grath had read enough. He turned to Corring, who
quoted fromthe new will:

"'| also bequeath to said Elbert Mrion the contents of nmy safe N "

Anot her gesture, then The Shadow s tone.

"Not quite the same," he declared, "though they were accepted as
identical. Tobias Browl and was a man of judgment. He once favored his nephew,
El bert; then changed his opinion. So he bequeathed to Gail Trent his nost
val ued possession: the safe which was in this room He knew that Gail intended
to marry dive N

The Shadow did not finish. Diving for the desk, Elbert scooped out the
wat chman's gun that once belonged to Henble. It was | oaded, and El bert hoped
to
down The Shadow with it. He stiffened as he heard a taunting |augh

Eyes rising ahead of the revolver, El bert saw hinself covered by a .45
automatic in The Shadow s gl oved hand.

Then cane a snarled voice fromthe doorway.

"Lay off, Shadow," it said. "I'mtaking over!"

Eyes turning, The Shadow saw Li ppy Carther. The nmi ssing marksnan had
nmuscl ed back into the picture at a nost untinely nonent. Lippy held a revol ver
trai ned on The Shadow, but he wasn't quite ready to fire. Elbert was partly in
t he way.

"Move out, Morion," spoke Lippy to Elbert. "I thought you doubl e-crossed
Zeke, but it looks like you didn't. Anyway, a guy that stands up to The Shadow
is right enough for ne."

Bef ore El bert could nmake the shift that Lippy wanted, The Shadow whirl ed.
He caught El bert, sent himon a spin across Lippy's path.

The Shadow coul dn't fade, for everyone else was diving for the sides of
the room He wheeled for the only space that offered nmonentary respite: the
front of Brow and's big safe.

@uns were barking, but their aimwas w de. They were m ssing The Shadow
and bashi ng against the safe. Suddenly away fromthe great black box, The
Shadow fired at the really dangerous nmenber of the pair before him Lippy
Cart her.

From hi s new angl e, The Shadow had t he advantage. He punped shots hone
before Li ppy coul d manage accurate aim Lippy pitched to the floor, his gun
slipping fromhis hand.

El bert hadn't waited. He was out through the door, having spent nost of
his bullets. The Shadow was after him and the persons scattered about the
study could hear the titanic |laugh that the black-clad fighter uttered. The
mrth prom sed doomfor Elbert Mrion, but the shots that listeners heard were
not from The Shadow s gun

A few barks fromEl bert's gun, while The Shadow s | augh conti nued; and
then N

A SHRI EK echoed through the mansion. As it trailed, it was acconpani ed by
the crashing tunble of a human form that ended in a hard but muffled smash
agai nst awai ting stone.

A sharp pop sounded N the cracking of a human skull. After it cane a



slight but curious clatter of a stick of wood rattling down a flight of very
steep steps.

El bert had fled by the old stairway, forgetting that Cranston's cane was
still wedged across its breadth. H s murder of his uncle was proven by
El bert's
own deronstration. The duplicate of the pitfall that he once created narked
t he
end of El bert Morion.

A great hush lay within the upstairs study, until Margo Lane gl anced
toward the old safe. Her exclanmation brought the full attention of the others.
Hal f a dozen bullets had bashed the safe front and left their marks. Not nere
bl ackened dents, but scars of gold that matched the decorations on the front.

Cive Wal den reached the safe, and his armencircled Gail Trent when she
arrived. Like the rest, they saw what the brilliant spots neant. dive stroked
his fingers over the letters that spelled his uncle's nane. They were not nere
letters of gilt.

They were gold, real gold, like the whole bulk of the safe! Bullets that
nm ssed The Shadow had knocked away bl ack paint, proving the sort of netal of
whi ch the safe was nade.

Cold, to the weight of hundreds of pounds, representing hundreds of
t housands of doll ars!

This was the real wealth of Tobias Brow and, which only his nephew El bert
had guessed until The Shadow divined it.

A mser at heart, Brow and had sworn sone artisan to secrecy and had him
construct a safe entirely of gold, masked by bl ack paint, except where
stenci |l ed nane and decorations peered through.

By the new will, which The Shadow had restored, this wealth belonged to
Gail Trent and would be shared by the man she really | oved, dive Wl den. Such
was the uppernost thought of all who viewed the reunited pair N with one
excepti on.

Though she was glad that all had turned out well for Gail and dive,

Mar go
Lane was standing by the study door, listening for a token fromthe night.

This time it came, faint, distant, trailing, but |acking nothing of its
strange, expressive mrth.

The Shadow s | augh of triunph over crine!

THE END



