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CHAPTERI.THE MAN WHO CAME BACK

LIGHTSwere glowing from the mansion on the hill - thefirst lights that had gleamed from itswindows
for the past five years. Acrossthe lawn that spread among the trees, those lights formed fantastic streaks
that seemed likeliving things.

Those streaks could have been the shadows of the trees that were weaving constantly in the heavy wind.
One patch of darkness, however, was imbued with purpose. Steadily, with gliding progress, it moved
toward the house, until, close to the glow of acorner window, it became a solid shape.

That shape was human, though many observers might have mistaken it for aghost. It formed afigure
cloaked in black - a being whose eyes, hidden benegth the brim of a douch hat, caught the glow of the
window lights and reflected them with the burn of living codls.

Curioudy, only those who did not fear this black-clad being would have mistaken him for aghost. Those
who redlly feared him would have recognized him, had they seen him.
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He was The Shadow, master foe of crime; ahuman fighter dreaded by al men of evil! To such, The
Shadow was far more formidable than any spectra creature of the night.

Closeto acorner window, The Shadow paused. His cloaked shoulder formed an outline againgt the light,
and a hawkish profile formed benegth the douch hat, as The Shadow's burning eyes peered through the
window. There, as he viewed the great hall of the mansion, The Shadow saw a solitary person.

The lone man was Tukes, the old servant who had been with the Granmore family sincethey first moved
to thismangion, forty years ago. It wasfitting that Tukes, the faithful old retainer, should have reopened
the mansion to receive Foster Granmore upon his return from afive-year sojourn in the State
penitentiary.

Since Tukeswas done, it was evident that Foster had not yet arrived. Withdrawing from the window,
The Shadow moved past a corner of the house, and paused. Below the hill lay aglittering vista, a carpet
of light that represented the town of Venetia, plainly visible despite the wind-swept drizzle.

Gresat puffs of flame rose suddenly from amid the valey. Reflecting ruddily from the scudding clouds, the
glare outlined the sprawling buildings of afactory. That plant was the glass works owned by Weldorf,
Granmore Co., the industry upon which the town of Venetia depended.

Asflamesfaded, The Shadow's keen eyes gazed across the valey to amansion that surmounted the
opposite hill. It was lighted, like the Granmore house, but even at this distance the other mansion |ooked
more brilliant. Well it might, for it was the home of the Weldorf family, whose name lacked the smirch
that had fallen upon the Granmores.

Singular, the status of these two familieswho had once rated equally in Venetia

Five years ago, old Danid Weldorf, patriarch of his clan, had been murdered in that distant mansion. His
dayer was amasked robber, who had rifled the Weldorf safe and taken bonds belonging to the
company, valued at aquarter million dollars. The bonds were registered; hence the murderer had never
been able to turn them into cash. For five years, both the killer and hisloot had remained undiscovered.

Suspicion in the murder of Daniel Weldorf had rested briefly upon Foster Granmore. Though most of the
company records had disappeared with the bonds, duplicates had been found, much to the
disappointment of Foster. For those duplicate records had shown a shortage in Foster's accounts, to the
total of forty thousand dollars.

Foster had established an dibi in the matter of Danid's death, but vindictive members of the Wd dorf
family had forced the other issue, with the result that Foster Granmore had goneto jail for
embezzlement.

These were the vitd facts that brought The Shadow to the Granmore mansion; these, plus the added
point that tonight, Foster would return to the old homestead.

Like the missing bonds, the embezzled cash had never been found. In the case of the cash, Foster
Granmore could certainly provide the answer. Whether it formed alink to murder, was aquestion to be
answered by The Shadow!

SKIRTING the Granmore grounds was a deep ravine, and from it, The Shadow could hear the tumult of
araging creek. Thiswasthe rainy season, when swollen streams became roaring torrents that swept out
bridges and carried away shacks built along their shores.

The flood menace was heavy throughout this area, and The Shadow could picture the appearance of the



plunging creek from the sounds that issued from the pitch-black ravine.

Then came an added roar, deceptive at firgt, but plainer asit increased. It was the motor of alarge car,
climbing the hill road that skirted the ravine. Even before the headlights swung into the Granmore
driveway, The Shadow was gliding into the darkness that fronted the mansion. There, under cover of low
shrubbery, he continued toward the front door.

Sweeping the bushes, the headlights failed to reved the black cloaked shape behind them. The big car
stopped in front of the mansion. Hearing its arrival, Tukes opened the front door, and the light showed
the halted limousine. From the big car stepped a dapper chauffeur, who opened the door to let two
passengers dight. The Shadow saw them plainly as they stepped toward the house.

One was Foster Granmore. He showed the traces of hisyearsin prison. Hisface, oncefull and florid,
had become thin and was smeared with asickly pallor. His shoulders were bowed; he had the look of a
wearied man. Indeed, Foster Granmore seemed almost as old as Tukes, the stooped and wizened
servant who greeted him at the front door.

The other arrival was Giles Mandon, general manager of the glass factory. Mandon was a picture of
middle-aged hedlth. He was handsome, with hisdeek light hair and clear blue eyes; friendly eyes
displayed sympathy as he ushered Foster into the old homestead. Mandon's shoulders were erect, giving
him amilitary bearing.

After turning Foster over to Tukes, Mandon swung about and spoke to his chauffeur:
"Wait here, Corbey. | shal bewith you shortly."

The front door closed behind Mandon, and darkness reigned anew. It was darknessthat suited The
Shadow, for he moved directly to the front door. Thelights of Mandon's car were focused along the
drive, hencethey did not reveal The Shadow as he reached the front door. Nor did Corbey, back at the
whed, catch aglimpse of the gliding shapein black.

It was because of Corbey that The Shadow worked the house door inward very dowly, until he found
just enough space to enter. In entering, he blocked off the light completely, and he closed the door as he
turned. The barrier came shut so softly that Corbey hadn't an inkling of what happened.

Within the great hall, The Shadow saw an open path ahead. Tukes had gone back to the kitchen, and
from another doorway The Shadow heard voices, giving the location of Foster Granmore and Giles
Mandon. They had Ieft the door gar, in case they wanted to summon Tukes, so The Shadow took
advantage of the matter.

Reaching the partly opened door, he looked into a comfortable corner den, where Foster and Mandon
were chatting together.

"THOUGHTFUL of Tukes," remarked Fogter. "He even lighted the fire for me, and here are my pipe
and dippers. My favorite tobacco, too!" Leaning back in a deep chair, Foster reached for the tobacco
jar. "It'sgood to be home again. | hope that people will leave me donel™

"I'm afraid they won't, Foster," declared Mandon, with a solemn headshake. "At least, | know one
person whoislikdy to vidt you quite shortly.”

Foster's eyes narrowed into sharp beads. His next question came in asnarled tone:

"Do you mean Titus Weldorf?'



Mandon nodded.

"Titusisafool!" snapped Fogter. "So big afoal, that he till thinks| killed his cousin Danidl! Well you
can't expect too many brainsin one family. Old Daniel had them; Tituslacksthem. I'll handle Titus
Weldorf!"

Again, Mandon shook his head.
"That'sjust the trouble, Foster," he said. "Y ou're not the man to handle him.”

Foster's teeth hit the pipe stem with a savage click that rather proved Mandon's point. At least, Mandon
took it that way. He arose and laid afriendly hand upon Foster's shoulder.

"If Titusarrives,”" suggested Mandon, "tell Tukesto get in touch with me.”

"Very well," agreed Foster. "I'll send Tukes over to your house. He can make it in less than ten minutes,
by the path acrossthe ravine."

There was another headshake from Mandon.

"The bridge went out today," he told Foster "'so you can't send Tukes. Have him phone me, and I'll come
around by car. Besides' - Mandon's tone carried awarning note - "Tukes should stay here, to witness
what passes between you and Titus. Titusisvindictive, Foster, and you are both hotheaded.”

Foster gave ashrug and reached for hisdippers. At last, yielding to Mandon's persuasion, he promised
to follow ingructions.

As Mandon came from the den, The Shadow drew back into darkness, under an old-fashioned stairway,
and et the rugged man pass. Watching Mandon, The Shadow saw him go out through the front door,
which Tukes had come from the kitchen to open.

Remaining where he was, The Shadow heard Mandon's car pull away, and watched Tukes go back to
the kitchen. The Shadow preferred his present lurking spot, for he knew that eyes were watching the
hdlway.

Those eyes belonged to Foster and they were very sharp. They might even have spied The Shadow, had
Foster suspected that anyone was standing in the shelter of the stairway.

With Mandon and Tukes gone; Foster was quite sure that he was aone. He started to close the door of
the den, then decided againgt it, on the supposition that he could certainly hear Tukesif the old servant
came across the hallway.

As Fogter retired into his den, The Shadow came from darkness and again peered through the partly
opened door.

Showing unusud agility for aman wearied by prison life, Foster Granmore was moving about the room,
drawing the window shades right down to the silIs. That task finished, he hurried to the fireplace. There,
he threw a quick glance toward the door. Seeing only blackness beyond it, he supposed that the hall was
quite empty.

His breath coming in eager gasps, Foster reached benesth the mantel and began to turn an ornamental
iron ring that was set in the stone.

The heat from the fire bothered him. He withdrew his hands twice, rubbing hisfingers. Then, tugging a



handkerchief from his pocket, Foster wrapped it about his hand and resumed his operation.

Finishing the turning of thering, Foster gaveit apull. Instead of coming free, the ring swung a an angle,
bringing asmdl, square section of the fireplace with it, on ahinge.

Into the compartment thus reveded, Foster shoved an eager hand. His face, reddened by the fire's glow,
held aleer of satanic triumph. Asplainly asthough he had spoken it, Foster's face was informing that he
expected to reclaim the spoils of crime.

One point, done, was in doubt. Foster's face did not tell whether he merely wanted the forty thousand
dollarsthat he had embezzled, or whether he aso counted on finding the quarter million in bonds that hed
disappeared with the masked murderer who killed Daniel Weldorf.

Whatever he wanted, Foster Granmore did not discover it. His hand, merely nervous at first, became
frantic. Stooping, he peered into the cavity benesth the mantel; even struck amatch to view itsinterior.

Then with asnarl so viciousthat any murderer would have envied it, Foster swung about with both fists
clenched. Hisface had logt its demoniac | eer; he was wearing the visage of amadman.

Small wonder that Foster Granmore was the picture of aman crazed with despair. In paying the pendty
for crime, he had undergone the ordedl in the confidence that he would retain the profits of hisevil.

Instead of wedlth, Foster Granmore had gained alesson that The Shadow could have told him was his
due.

The lesson that crime did not pay!
CHAPTER II. DEATH FROM THE DARK

WATCHING theface of Foster Granmore, The Shadow saw it run the gamut of emotions. Rage
replaced despair, only to weaken into misery. Then the desire for revenge turned the man's face savage,
until he realized that he did not know the person upon whom his vengeance should be wreaked.

Suddenly, acunning glint came to Foster's beady eyes, and held itsdlf like avultures glare. Closing the
gperture beneath the mantel, he screwed the iron ring tight again.

Foster Granmore intended to play smart. Sometime, during the past five years, someone had robbed him
of hisill-gotten gain. When the robbery had happened, who had perpetrated it, were things that Foster
would makeit hisfuture businessto learn. Hisface was actudly gloating, asthough he relished this
chdlengeto hisownership of stolen funds.

The Shadow could hear the sharp intake of Foster's breath - an indication of the embezzler's eagerness
to wage anew campaign.

Around the old house, the wind wailed, as though it shared Foster's disagppointment and wanted to join
his cause. It's shriek was a ghoulish whine, and agust, traveling down the chimney, stirred thefirdight into
wavering tonguesthat licked upward, anew, in vengeful style.

Then, asthough the wind had dready played its part, there came a sharp clack-clack outside awindow
of the room.

Turned from the fireplace, Foster cocked his head and listened shrewdly. At first, he mistook the clatter
for aloosened shutter; then he identified it as an actual rap upon the pane beyond the lowered shade.
Striding across the den, he raised the shade and hoisted the sash. In with a surge of wind came asweep



of rain that forced Fogter to fling hisarmsin front of hisface.

Asfor The Shadow, he did quick work to prevent the door from damming in hisface. Thrusting hisfoot
into the door space, The Shadow stopped the barrier as the wind caught it and droveit hisway.

When The Shadow |ooked again, afigure was clambering over thelow sill. Foster evidently knew the
vigitor, for he had admitted the man, and was closing the window and drawing the shade again.

The man who entered was muffled in araincoat and wore aflabby gray hat. He threw back the coat
collar and removed the rain-soaked hat as he approached thefire.

There, the viditor turned, and The Shadow saw aface quite like Foster's though it was younger and more
robust. With abroad grin, the arrival spoke.

"Well, Uncle Fogter," he queried, "aren't you glad to receive avisit from your favorite nephew?

"Condgdering that you are my only nephew," returned Foster testily, "1 suppose that you are entitled to the
digtinction, Ted. Nevertheless, | am not accustomed to receiving vigitors through the window. The front
door isthe proper entrance.”

Ted Granmore's lips showed a hone-too-pleasant curl. Then, smoothly, he remarked:

"Our businessis confidential, Foster. | didn't care to have even Tukes know about it. It concernsthe sum
of forty thousand dollars."

Foster's eyes went hard, with a.cold glint.

"Come, come, Foster," chided Ted. "We Granmores must work together. Y ou have suffered, of course,
from your stay in prison; but I have borne some of the brunt. After al, the blemish on the Granmore name

"Cut it short, Ted!" snagpped Foster. "How much money do you want?'
Ted shrugged.

"About five thousand dollars,”" he decided. "It would settle some pressing debts. I've aready sold most of
my stock in the glass factory, and | ought to hang on to some of it just for family pride.”

Foster sneered at Ted's mention of "pride’. Then, his expression hardening again, Foster shook his head.

"Sorry, Ted," he stated. "I had debts, too. Old ones. | embezzled the forty thousand to cover them. It's
all gone, years ago, before | went to prison.”

Therewas disbdief in Ted's eyes. In histurn Foster studied his nephew closdly. The Shadow could
understand Fogter's gaze; the older man was trying to guess whether his nephew had taken the money
from its cache beneath the mantel. At last, to break the tension, Foster spoke sarcastically.

"| suppose you're wondering about the bonds that were stolen from old Danid Weldof," remarked
Fogter. "It would be like you, Ted, to think that | took them, too.”

Ted gave a headshake.

"I'm not sure that old Danidl ever had those bonds," he declared. "It would be like aWeldorf, to frame
something that would bring discredit to the Granmores. Tell me, Foster: could Danid Weldorf have
known that you were embezzling company funds?"



"He might have, Ted."

"Very wel, my dear uncle. That would have given Daniel his opportunity to obtain fundsin amuch bigger
way. He could have disposed of the bonds then faked arobbery -"

"And let himsdaf be murdered for hispains?' broke in Foster. "That wouldn't be like Daniel Weldorf; nor,
for that matter, like any Weldorf, not even Titus-"

THERE was another interruption - theringing of the front doorbell. Coming with Foster's mention of
Titus, the bell was very gpropos. Taking Ted'sarm, Foster Granmore pressed his nephew toward the
window, & the sametimehissng in Ted'sear:

"It's Titus Weldorf. Mandon told me to expect him. Get outside, and stay there until Titus has gone!™

The Shadow kept the door from damming while Ted was going out the window. By then, Tukeswas
admitting Titus Weldorf. Retiring to the space beneath the stairway, The Shadow had agood look at
Tituswhen the vistor went past.

Titus Weldorf had along, aristocratic face, with a high-bridged nose that was probably amark of his
clan. Consdering Titus as a specimen, the We dorfs were more imposing than the Granmores. But
behind the haughty air of Tituslay acertain shrewdness, quite as strong as any displayed by Foster
Granmore or his nephew, Ted.

Upon receiving Titus Weldorf, Foster Granmore dismissed Tukes but |eft the door half open. Foster had
not forgotten Mandon's admonition to have Tukes handy, in case of an atercation between himsalf and
Titus. The admonition was asolid one, for the two men lost no timein baring their antagonism.

"I know why you've come here, Titus," opened Foster. "Y ou want to talk about a matter of forty
thousand dollars. Sorry to disgppoint you. I'm not in amood to discuss finances."

"Then perhaps you will talk about murder!” retorted Titus, in atone that had the sharp cut of aknife. "l
refer to the desth of my cousin Daniel. Y ou can't have forgotten it, Foster. Y ou remember other things
that happened five years ago."

"l had an dibi at the time of Danid's murder -"

"So you did, Fogter. Y ou were with Giles Mandon shortly before it happened. Histestimony cleared
you, but there is a chance that Mandon was mistaken as to the exact time when you left him."

Fogter'sfigstightened, then relaxed. He picked up a pipe that he had filled, lighted it, and began to puff
serendy. Then, coally, heinquired:

"Aren't you intimating that Mandon lied in my behaf, Titus?'

"Not intheleast," knifed Titus. "If he had, he wouldn't have produced those duplicate accounts that
branded you as an embezzler. Mandon is honest, and an honest man can be fooled, to some extent, by a
crook."

Again, Fogter'sfists went tight. He bellowed savagely as he bounded across the room, and The Shadow
whipped away from the open door, back into the space beneath the stairs. It wasn't necessary for The
Shadow to mix in the dispute, for old Tukes was coming across the hallway, attracted by the sound of
angry Voices.

Tukes arrived to find Titus backing through the doorway, away from Foster's shaking fist. Seeing the



servant, Foster camed down immediately and waved ahand toward the front door. Then, stiffly, he
ordered:

"Show Mr. Weldorf out, Tukes."
Courteoudy, Tukes conducted Titusto the front door. There, Titus turned and delivered a parting thrust.

"Remember, Foster!” stormed Titus. "A man who will stedl will commit murder! It gppliesin your case,
and | shdl proveit! You will pay for the death of my cousin Danidl!"

Before Foster could give reply, Titus stepped through the doorway and was swalowed by the drizzling
darkness. The wind howled, as though endorsing the words of Titus, and Foster gave asavage gesture,
indicating for Tukesto close the door, which the servant did. Anxioudly, Tukes queried:

"Shall | phone Mr. Mandon?'
"Not yet, Tukes," Foster shook his head. "Wait in the kitchen. | shdl cal when | need you."

WAITING until Tukes had turned away, Foster went back into his corner room. From Foster's manner,
The Shadow could divine the man's exact purpose. Foster had followed Mandon's admonition to have
Tukes present as awitness when Titus Weldorf arrived.

But Tukes had only witnessed a portion of the altercation. Foster Granmore had an even better witness
close a hand: his nephew Ted, outside the window.

Foster hadn't quite closed the window, nor had he fully drawn the shade. He intended to admit Ted again
and renew their own conference.

There was a shrewd gleam upon Foster'sface; he could foresee at least atemporary aliance with his
nephew. Granmore's both, their antagonism toward the Weldorfs would unite them in acommon cause.
Asfor the suspicion that showed on Foster'sface, it had anew significance.

Stll thinking of the missing forty thousand dollars, Foster had begun to believe that Ted Granmore wasn't
the only man who might have garnered those stolen funds. Titus Weldorf, with his show of indignation,
might well be covering atheft on hisown part.

At least, Foster had played smart throughout, for he hadn't given ether visitor an inkling that the funds
were missing from the hiding place. Asfor his coming campaign, Foster intended to play a Granmore
against aWeldorf and sit back to see what happened.

Hearing Foster rai se the window, The Shadow stepped forward from the stairway and thrust the
necessary foot into the doorway, to prevent the wind from damming the door. Through the crack he saw
Fogter leaning forward at the window, hisarm raised against the swirling rain. Foster's other hand was
moving forward to beckon Ted indoors.

It was the same setting as before. A few moments more, and Ted Granmore would be coming through
thewindow to rgoin hisuncle. The Shadow was regarding the Stuation casudly, despite the wall of the
wind.

The drident gale was striking anew note; it carried abansheeg'swail, as though some spirit of the outer
reaches sought to voice awarning fraught with death. Y et, even The Shadow did not regard that chance
whine asan omen.

Then came the stroke itsdlf.



From the doorway, The Shadow could see blackness as a background beyond Foster Granmore. A
background into which the pasty-faced man was |eaning his hand extended asin welcome. In return
came something wholly unexpected.

There was astab from darkness - atongue of flame that knifed upward, straight for Foster's heart. The
report that accompanied the burst was scarcely audible, for the roar of the wind had a drowning effect.
But there was no mistaking the fiery stab. It issued from the muzzle of agun.

With that wind-drowned shot, Foster Granmore reeled back from the window, swayed, and toppled
forward, dead. The man who had paid the penaty for one crime had become the victim of another. From
the misery of aprison cell, Foster Granmore had returned to the security of hisold home, to meet with
degth from the dark.

Death from the dark, in the very presence of The Shadow!
CHAPTER III. THE DOUBLED TRAIL

EVEN before Foster Granmore completed his sudden death stagger, The Shadow was drawing agun
from beneath his cloak to start in the direction of the murderer, outside the window.

Briefly, The Shadow paused in the doorway, still part of the blackness that pervaded it. He was waiting
on the chance that the killer might appear at the window to view his handiwork.

When no face appeared, The Shadow was sure that the murderer had taken the opposite course, that of
flight. The delay was not too long to prevent The Shadow from overtaking him. Any man who had
delivered death s0 ddliberately would not be seized by panic. The Shadow was merdly giving thekiller
sufficient leeway to lull him into asense of false security.

Flinging the door wide, The Shadow sped across the room, cleared the dead form on the floor and
vaulted through the window, into outdoor darkness. So swift was his action, that theincoming wind did
not dam the door until The Shadow had reached the ground outside. There, amid darkness, The Shadow
heard the door asit clapped shut.

Thiswindow was near arear corner of the house, which wasthelogica direction in which thekiller
would have gone. Turning that direction, The Shadow wheded out from the house wall to gain a better
anglefor aswift pursuit. Such little details as clipping corners camein very handy, in caseslikethe
present.

Thiswas one instance when such tactics proved handier than usua. So handy, indeed, that they saved
The Shadow'slife.

Scarcely had The Shadow veered out into the dark, before a gun spoke from the house corner. It's stabs
were straight at the spot where the cloaked investigator had landed. Even from his present position, The
Shadow could hear the whine of bullets amid the higher shriek of the wind. Moreover, there was double
cunning on the part of the opposing marksman.

So truewasthefire that if The Shadow had taken adirect course to the corner, be would have come
graight into the path of bullets, to suffer the same death that Foster Granmore had received & the
window!

Quick though The Shadow had been, when vaulting to the outside darkness, the murderer must have
glimpsed hisarriva there. It would have been impaossible for anyoneto identify The Shadow insuch a
passing glance; but that, in itself, was a disadvantage. Whoever had killed Foster Granmore knew that



Tukes was about, and could therefore have mistaken The Shadow for the faithful servant.

True, Tukeswas old, but hewasloyd. Giles Mandon had admonished him to take good care of Foster.
Asfor the two men who had paid clandestine visits to this mansion, both knew that Tukes was about.
Ted Granmore had mentioned Tukes by name; Titus Weldorf had seen the servant when Tukes admitted
him to the house. Both would have been on the lookout for Tukes, and The Shadow's rapid vault could
have passed for atripping plunge of the sort that Tukes might have made.

On that bas's, The Shadow halted where he was. Crouching in the darkness, severa yards from the
house wall, he waited for the killer to steal back and look for Tukes. During those fateful moments, The
Shadow was conddering the parts that two men might have played.

Ted Granmore had been outside his uncles window when Foster had the argument with Titus Weldorf. It
would have been easy, very easy, for Ted smply to wait and deliver the death shot when Foster cameto
the window.

True, Ted had shown no inclinations toward murdering Foster earlier. But he could have decided upon
such a course after witnessing Tituss visit. Assuming that Ted had taken Foster's hidden funds, he would
have amotive for diminating hisuncle. At very best, there was no love lost between the pair.

And what could be more to a Granmore'sliking than to commit amurder that circumstance would pin
upon aWeldorf?

The Shadow answered that mental question by supplying another. The second question wasthis:
Wheat could be moreto the liking of aWeldorf than killing a Granmore for sheer satisfaction?

This new question put a different aspect on the case. Very plausibly, Ted could have l€eft the premises
when Titus arrived. Noticing the partly opened window, through which thewind had persstently
whigtled, Titus Weldorf might very well have decided to thrust home the vengeance that he had
promised.

Cdculating the time element, The Shadow decided definitely that Titus could have rounded the house and
stationed himsalf outside the den window, hoping for a shot at Foster. If such were true, Foster had
personally helped the cause of his own deeth, by making himsdlf the perfect target for alurker.

In his present mood, Titus Weldorf could hardly have resisted the temptation to jab abullet home, had
Foster Granmore come hisway so conveniently. For Titus had displayed sincerity, when he accused
Foster Granmore of having murdered Daniel Weldorf. To Titus, Foster's steps toward the window could
well have seemed an action controlled by aguiding hand of Fate.

The question of the killer would soon be decided.

WAITING, The Shadow was watchful in the darkness, even though the grimy gray of the house wall
showed nothing againgt its surface. This night was as pitch-black as any that The Shadow had ever
experienced, and it gave other prowlers the same coverage that he had.

But below the window lay asquare of light, coming from the room itself. Foot by foot, The Shadow
could picture the murderer moving toward that glowing square. Given the dightest token of the man's
arriva, The Shadow would be ready for a devastating pounce.

Then, when The Shadow was sure that opportunity was close at hand, a sound came from within the
room where Foster Granmore lay sprawled in death. It came a amost untimely moment, during alull in
the howl of the wind. It was a high-pitched cry of horror, that could only have been voiced by afaithful



servant like Tukes, upon finding the body of his dead magter.

The cry changed the entire Situation. It told amurderer two things. that Tukes was till dive and that the
servant was not the person who had flung himsdlf so recklesdy from the window. That cry wasthe
equivaent of asgnd to thekiller, telling him to resume his delayed flight!

The Shadow took it asasigna for action. Swooping through the darkness, he drove blindly through the
drizzle, for aspot midway between the window and the corner. As his shoulder hit the house wall, he
turned squardly into the arms of a scudding man who was coming the other way.

It was The Shadow who was prepared for that sudden mesting. He clamped the unknown manin a
quick hold that forced the fellow's gun hand upward. They swung full about, and The Shadow, keeping
hisfull sense of direction, drove his opponent against the house wall.

But before The Shadow could follow that advantage by delivering afull-fledged jolt, both he and his
adversary were sprawling upon the dippery turf under the impetus of another attacker, who had hurled
himsalf from the corner of the house!

From then on, The Shadow was one of three, each man fighting for himself, in afree-for-al battle where
the wind whistled like areferee whose sgnalswere ignored.

Gunswere dugging hard againgt warding arms. No one was wasting shots until he could find an
opportunity to place them home, and such chances were lost too rapidly to prove of use.

So poor was the footing that a hard stroke with a gun tumbled the man who gave it, whenever he missed
his mark. Hands were clutching at feet, that kicked them away. Guns clanked as they smacked the stone
wadl.

Even The Shadow's swings were ineffective in this mad battle, until he forced a double tangle with both of
his opponents; then wresting one hand free, he made ahard cross-dash in the dark.

One man took the stroke and redled. He must have warded it, partly, for hisflinging hand caught The
Shadow, hoping to carry him aong. The Shadow followed with him, for the man's Sagger was toward
the lighted space benegth the window.

There, twigting free, The Shadow |et his opponent skid against the wall. He was sure that the fellow must
be either Ted Granmore or Titus Weldorf, and he wanted to see which, before dealing with the other
fighter in the dark.

The staggered man caught himsdlf againgt thewall, and hisface cameinto the light. In that glimpse, The
Shadow saw the pointed, half-pale features of Ted Granmore. The fact pleased The Shadow, for he
congdered Ted acooler hand than Titus Weldorf. It would be easier to deal with Titusin the dark.

In fact, the shots that were ripping from the direction of the corner had dl the frenzy that The Shadow
attributed to Titus. They were wide, hopelessly so, asthey probed the blackness for The Shadow. They
gave the impression that the marksman was haf dazed, and there was another reason for such a
concluson.

Titus We dorf would logically have blazed bullets at Ted Granmore, rather than seek an impossible target
inthe night. Offsetting that was the possibility that Titus might not have dain Foster Granmore, and
therefore was fighting only to save himsdf from an unknown attacker.

THIS was no time to debate such points. Driving low, The Shadow cut in toward the house wall,
reversing hisformer tactics as he sought to reach the corner. It wasn't Tituswho spoiled his plan; the



intervention came from Ted.

No longer groggy, Ted was away from the light below the window, aong the wall toward the front of the
house. He was starting to shoot on aline toward the corner, aming for the spurts he saw there, and The
Shadow, unknown to Ted, was whedling right into that path of firel

One bullet, clipping stone from the house wall, ricocheted so close to The Shadow's face that he could
fed itsbreeze. Before the next shot came from Ted's gun, The Shadow flung himsdlf flat beside the wall.
He heard Ted's bullets whistle overhead; then came a sudden ending of thefire.

Having blasted those few shots, Ted Granmore had turned and was dashing for the front of the house,
anxiousto get away before someone clipped him in the darkness.

The Shadow made for the rear corner. Around it, he gave afew quick blinkswith alittle flashlight, the
sort that would serve as bait for Titus Weldorf. However, there were no shots from the other fugitive,
and The Shadow's only course was to seek traces of the man who had fled past the corner.

He found them when he swept the flashlight aong the ground. There were square-toed footprintsin the
mud, and the distance between them showed that the fugitive had departed on the run.

Tracing that route was asow task. The footprints veered across the grass, and had to be picked out
among the shrubbery beds behind the house. The Shadow came to awalk of flagstones, noticed dabs of
mud upon the stones. Farther dong, he found where the running footprints I eft it.

Then came a path through some trees, with traces of flight along the way, but The Shadow lost thetrail at
apoint where the path forked. No longer did he have achance of overtaking the fugitive. Even arunner
of Titusstype could by thistime have gotten afull five-minute lead.

All that The Shadow hoped to learn was where thetrail led. When he found out, he regretted that he
hadn't picked the route more rapidly.

The footprints stopped abruptly beside the deep ravine that flanked the Granmore estate. Theravine
wasn't more than thirty feet across, but its Sides were very sheer. There, The Shadow saw athing that
Giles Mandon had mentioned to Foster Granmore; something that Titus Weldorf couldn't have known
about.

On each sde of the ravine were the narrow abutments of afootbridge, but nothing lay between them.
Mandon had mentioned that the flooded creek had carried away that bridge this afternoon. Turning his
flashlight downward, The Shadow saw the wooden planking of the bridge dangling in the thundering
creek, adozen yards below.

A low laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips. He probed the bank of the ravine with hisflashlight,
searching for more footprints. He found them, going away from the ravine, but they weren't following the
path back to the house.

They showed long strides, those square-toed imprints, along another path through the trees. From its
direction, The Shadow calculated that thistrail would take him directly to a spot somewhere along the
driveway in front of the Granmore mansion.

Using theflashlight only for direction, The Shadow started on the run. But before he could reach the
drive, he heard the sound of a departing car, followed immediately by the starting of another motor from
some other spot aong the drive. One car stood for Ted Granmore, the other for Titus Weldorf.

Whatever the part that each had played in crime, both were escaping, leaving The Shadow only abroken



trail. The throbs of those motors, flung back by the furious wind, were amockery directed to The
Shadow. His laugh however, carried an acceptance of any challenge that amurderer might offer.

Tothefactsthat he had dready gained, The Shadow would add more, until he could place full blame
upon the man who had dain Foster Granmore!

CHAPTER IV. WANTED FOR MURDER

INSTEAD of continuing ausdless chase to the distant driveway, The Shadow turned and retraced his
own course. Using the smdl but powerful flashlight, he probed for his own footprints, and effaced them.

The task was Ssmple, considering the muddy condition of the ground. Mere shuffling could permanently
eradicate any of the unwanted tracks. But at no place did The Shadow disturb those square-toed marks
that the man ahead of him had made.

Pausing by the ravine, The Shadow heard occasiona crackles below, asthe roaring creek tore away
more fragments of the demolished footbridge. Detouring along the gorge, The Shadow made quite sure
that there was no route acrossit.

Working back to the Granmore mansion, he finished disposing of the occasiona tracks that represented
his own dash in pursuit of aman who might have been amurderer.

In hisreflections, The Shadow il clung to that term "might”, for his observations of Titus Weldorf and
Ted Granmore had convinced him that one was equally as good a candidate as the other for the stigma
that belonged to amurderer. Motives, inthis case, could go far deeper than the surface showed, and The
Shadow was reserving his decision for the future.

Coming around the house, The Shadow found the spot where he had tusded with two foemen. Here, the
grass was thick and, accordingly, footprints were absent. Ted Granmore, at least, had shown excellent
judgment in running to the front of the house. Along that route, The Shadow failed to find asingle
incriminating trace, afact that placed anew complexion on the case.

Though Titus Weldorf might have had a stronger motive for murder than Ted Granmore, the latter, from
gtart to finish, had possessed a better opportunity, and had certainly managed to cover his presence, as
far as he was able. Except for the dead man, Foster Granmore, only The Shadow had seen Ted peer in
through the window. Recollection of that fact caused The Shadow to pause and do the same.

Inside the room, Foster's body was still coiled upon the floor. There was no sign of Tukes; in fact, the
door of the room was closed. From the gusts of wind that whistled past him, The Shadow assumed that
Tukes must have hurried out to the telephone and that the wind had dapped the door shut.

Having no present need to enter the room, The Shadow skirted to the front of the house.

There, he noted that the thick grassfringed right to the gravel. Neither Ted nor Titus had parked their
carsaong thedrive, for it wasin very poor condition, after years of disuse.

Mandon's chauffeur, Corbey, had used the drive because the limousine was bringing Foster home, but
remembering that the big car had taken severa bounces, The Shadow considered it logical that other
carswould have avoided the drive.

Doubtless Ted and Titus had parked at different spots aong the lone road that ran up to the hill top, and
Ted, a least, must have taken advantage of aturnout, where he could have left his car unnoticed.

But these were mattersfor future consideration. For the present, The Shadow was interested in Tukes.



REACHING the front door, The Shadow opened it gradually and saw Tukes standing in the hallway.

Nervoudy, the servant wastrying to get anumber on the telephone, though he had certainly had time
enough to make a dozen callswhile The Shadow was away from the house. As The Shadow listened the
cdl camethrough.

"Hello! Hello!..." Tukes showed aquaver in hisvoice. "I must talk to Mr. Mandon... Yes, | know he has
guestsand isvery busy. But tel him that Tukesis cdling; that I've been trying to get him, but the line was

busy... Yes, very urgent..."

All thewhile that Tukestaked, The Shadow was leaning well within the door, straining to caich the
wavery words above the obligato of the tempestuous wind. The outside noise was adull, varying roar, its
changes difficult to distinguish while The Shadow's hearing was concentrated e sewhere.

Thistime, when the thrumm of motors came, the sounds failed to reach The Shadow.
Instead, lights reached him.

They came with asweeping glare, from the curve of the driveway, the lights of three gpproaching cars.
Striking the front of the mansion, the flooding glow outlined the doorway and the figure of The Shadow
withinit.

Instead, lights reached him. Noting that he was caught flat-footed, he recognized, also, that adash
through the house, while offering escape, would probably be seen by Tukes.

The old servant had witnessed enough for one evening. The Shadow didn't want histestimony to be
clouded by the factor of ablack-cloaked intruder running at large through the mansion. It was better to
risk an outside encounter, on the chance that these newcomers might fail to observe The Shadow at close
enough range to describe him properly.

On that bas's, The Shadow whedled from the doorway, took aflinging leap across some shrubs and
struck the gravel of the drive. Hislegp carried him from the angled dant of the first car's headlight, but as
luck had it, the car swerved and picked up another view of The Shadow landing form. Catching his
footing, The Shadow was off with along bound, just asthe car's front wheels struck aholein the road.

Thistime, the bresk wasin The Shadow's favor.

Not only did the lights lose him when the car jounced; gunsthat blasted from the vehicle were widein
their fire, which was particularly fortunate, considering that the marksmen were blazing with shotguns,
weaponsthat could easly have clipped The Shadow with their spraying fire.

Unquestionably, the men in the arriving cars represented the local authorities. Tukes must have phoned
them, after hisfirgt cal to Mandon produced abusy line. They were stopping their cars, preading them,
so that headlights gave afull view of the lawn. Men were piling out, and revolvers were barking aong
with the boom of shotguns.

They were shooting at nothing.

The Shadow had taken another long stride, and was making more of them. Not that the country sheriff
and his deputies didn't expect him to keep on the run, and were making due alowance; their trouble was
that The Shadow had tricked them.

With the first sound of the guns, he had pivoted on one hed and was reversing his direction. With utmost
speed, the cloaked fighter was springing back to the shelter of the house.



No chance to reach the front door. Tukeswas there, attracted by the gunfire, and some of the deputies
were joining him. There were adozen in the pack, and when they didn't see The Shadow, they guessed
the course that he had taken. They aimed for the low-clumped shrubbery and raked it with their fire.

Again they faled to wing The Shadow.

He'd whedled among the bushes toward the corner of the house. He was around it when the gunstalked.
These men from Venetiawere accurate enough in their fire, but they weretoo ddliberateinam. They
couldn't keep up with the speedy locomotion of The Shadow.

THOUGH hewas out of the bushes, The Shadow wasn't out of trouble. He could tell from the shouts
following the gunfire that the deputies were deploying in al directions. The Shadow had two choices: one,
to cut around the house; the other, to reverse his course. Between those lay another prospect that could
not be termed a choice at dl: the brink of the ravine.

The Shadow took both choices. Cutting around the house, he cameright into the glow of flashlights,
which showed some of the deputiesin their reflection. The Shadow saw a man he wanted; onewho
carried a shotgun.

He sprang for the fellow, sure that he could jump the clumsy gun before the deputy had achanceto aim
it. There was a chance, too, that the man had aready used both barrels - in which case, The Shadow's
course would prove doubly safe.

Both counts came through.

At sight of the lunging shape in black, the deputy dropped back and tried to swing the butt end of the
gun, proving that it was empty. The Shadow caught the weapon, twisted it so suddenly that its owner
hadn't timeto let go. Asthe man spilled to the turf, The Shadow wrenched the shotgun away and flung it
at the other deputies.

Revolversfired wide as marksmen ducked. Flashlights, coming back to focus, gave one afleeting sight of
The Shadow, heading back the way that he had come, toward the front of the mansion. His cloak
streaming in the wind, The Shadow |ooked more like a marauding ghost than ahuman fighter. Likea
ghogt, he vanished at the corner of the house.

Amazing, that disgppearance. The Shadow accomplished it amere second before flashlights blazed from
the opposite direction. Men were coming from the front, attracted by the gunfire a the back. They, too,
caught an evanescent view of The Shadow and thought that he had retraced his course. There could only
be one result from such astuation, and it came.

Two squads of deputies met at the corner, in afirg-classtangle. By the timethey had finished clawing for
awraithlike figurein ablack cloak, they found that they had been tearing at each other. There wasn't any
trace of The Shadow. He'd gone so completdly, that the deputies wondered if there ever had been a
Shadow.

There had been a Shadow, and there still was. At the corner, held turned and bounded off at an angle,
covering haf adozen yards during that important second when no lights were upon him.

The Shadow was at the brink of the ravine by thistime, and he waited there, knowing it was the one
place where no one would search for him. Soon, the deputies would give up the search and go into the
house. When they did, The Shadow would be free to depart.

While he waited, The Shadow looked toward the valey below. The drizzle was over and the lights of



Venetiawere much clearer than before. But The Shadow was more interested in the lights atop a distant
hill, above the puffs of flame that represented factory chimneys.

Those lights belonged to the Weldorf mansion; as The Shadow watched, he saw the lights of acar
crawling up the road to that house on the other hill. That car belonged to Titus Weldorf; he was returning
home after hisvist to Foster Granmore.

Asfor Ted Granmore, who had secretly dropped by to see his uncle Fogter, there was no way of
gpotting his car from this elevation, because Ted was living down in the town and had by thistime
shuffled himsdlf into itstreffic.

A soft laugh gtirred among the ddersthat fringed the deep ravine. The whispered laugh of The Shadow
told that he had not forgotten the men who had visited the Granmore mansion.

The murder of Foster Granmore and the theft of the dead man'sillicit funds were problemsthat The
Shadow dill considered far more pressing than any of hisown!

CHAPTER V. ONE MAN'SVERSION

LIKE the Weldorfs and the Granmores, Giles Mandon owned a house upon ahill. Mandon's residence,
however, in no way rivaed the two traditionad mansionsthat had so long dominated the town of Venetia.

Mandon's house was |ocated close to the Granmore mansion. In fact, its hill could be termed aknaob, or
portion, of the larger Granmore hill. The reason why it was regarded as a separate dope was because of
the ravine that gutted between the higher elevation and the lesser rise where Mandon lived.

Getting up to Mandon's wasn't difficult, because the dope wasfairly gentle. However, it wasalong trip
around by road from the Granmore mansion, ametter of twenty minutes or more, consdering the
wayward-twists of the ravine, that took the road from Granmore hill clear beyond the outskirts of
Venetia

In The Shadow's case, the trip required half an hour. Hed |eft his car afull mile down the road, parked in
aclump of woods opposite the ravine. In addition, The Shadow had to dispose of hisrain-soaked cloak,
and changeto adry pair of shoesthat showed no traces of the muddy ground that lined the ravine.

All this done, The Shadow drove to Mandon's house, to join the party as an uninvited guest.

Cars gdorewere parked in front of Mandon's sizable but smple house. Mogt of the party guests had
arrived ahead of The Shadow. Alighting from his car, The Shadow strolled up to the lighted front porch,
adifferent persondity entirely than the ghostly creature who had played hide-and-seek with the sheriff's
men.

In his present guise, The Shadow was atal man who wore evening clothes as though he had been
molded to fit them. His manner was|eisurdly, hisface very cam. So calm were those features, that they
were amost masklike, and people usudly remembered them because of their hawkish profile.

The Shadow's present face happened to belong to a gentleman named Lamont Cranston, whose name
commanded respect and attention because Cranston was reputed to be amulti-millionaire.

Announcing his name to the servant who answered the door, Cranston was ushered into allittle reception
room, from which he saw and heard the guests who had come to Mandon's party. He observed Giles
Mandon among them, and watched the gleam that came to the man's clear eyes when the servant
announced the name of the uninvited guest.



Hurrying into the reception room, his handsome face aglow with asmile, Mandon extended a hearty
handshake to Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow.

"A pleasure, Mr. Crangton!" exclaimed Mandon. "If I'd known that you were coming to Venetia so soon

"| appear to have come too soon,” interposed Cranston, in acam tone. "1 wouldn't care to interfere with
your party."

Mandon shook his head.

"Youwont interfere, a dl!" He paused, hisface becoming grim. "Y our interruption is dight, compared to
onethat just occurred.” Mandon looked about, noted that no guests were near. Then, confidentialy, he
guestioned: "Y ou've heard of Foster Granmore?"

Cranston nodded.

"Only half an hour ago," informed Mandon, in alow tone, "'l learned that poor Foster had just been
murdered!”

Crangton's face retained its calm expression as he inquired, in matter-of-fact style:
"He was murdered in prison?"

"No, no," returned Mandon. "I suppose you haven't heard. Foster was released today, and came back to
Venetia. | met him at the station and took him to hishouse. | couldn't possibly invite him here; anyway, |
knew he would prefer to be done. | felt that of al places, he would be safest in his own home. B,

apparently -"

Mandon shrugged, and hislips went tight. He didn't care to pursue the subject further, snceit would
involve the name of TitusWeldorf. Turning to conduct Cranston into the other room, Mandon confided:

"| shal haveto go over to the Granmore house, to talk to the sheriff. He said there was no rush, that
there was nothing that | could do. However, | think it would be best if | should see the scenefirst hand.
Rather than spail the evening's party, | do not intend to mention the tragedy to my guests until they are
leaving. | trust that you will keep the matter to yourself, Mr. Crangton.”

RECEIVING anod from Cranston, Mandon proceeded to introduce the new guest to the earlier
arrivas, explaining that Mr. Cranston was from New Y ork. This created much interest, especialy when
Cranston mentioned that he had drivenin by car.

Floods had rendered many roadsimpassiblein the vicinity of Venetia, and everyone wanted to hear of
Crangton's experiences with detours, and hazards such asfalen trees and washed-out bridges.

The description that Cranston gave actually dated back to early afternoon, because he had foreseen
delay in reaching Venetia, and had therefore started early from New Y ork around noon. However, he
conveyed the expression that he had left New Y ork around noon, with no expectation of trouble on the
way. Asaresult, he couldn't have reached Venetia until well after dark.

All thiswasfor the benefit of Giles Mandon, who was an interested listener. Since Mandon, was going to
the Granmore mansion to see the sheriff, it was agood ideato talk of detours on the way to Venetia
Cranston wanted to make it evident that he couldn't have had time for an extra detour near the town
itsdlf; namely, thetrip up the hill to the Granmore house, and down again.



In brief, The Shadow, as Cranston, was disassociating himself from the black-cloaked prowler that
Mandon would certainly hear about when he talked with the country sheriff. Thiswasn't difficuilt,
consdering that Mandon had expected Cranston to arrivein Venetia

For amonth or more, Cranston had been writing Mandon, asking if any stock in the glass company was
for sde. Alwaysawiseinvestor, Cranston wanted to buy some share'sin Weldorf, Granmore, Co.

Mandon had replied that no stock was available at present, but that shares might be offered later. So
Cranston had announced hisintention of coming to Venetiafor apersona interview with Mandon.

Perhaps the shares that Mandon had mentioned were those belonging to Foster Granmore, whaose return
from prison wasthe rea cause of The Shadow'svisit to Venetia. At least, Mandon's mind must have
returned to Foster's case, for Cranston saw his host glance at hiswatch, then quietly excuse himsdif.

Corbey was waiting in the reception room, and sight of the chauffeur told Cranston that Mandon was
going to drive around by the long road.

Then, just as Cranston was resigning himself for await until Mandon returned, there was an interruption.
At the outer door of the reception room, Ted Granmore pressed into sight and pleaded with Mandon to
walt.

Glancing through the reception room, Cranston saw Mandon gesture as though to conduct Ted into
meet the guests; but Ted shook his head ardently. Dismissing Corbey, Mandon led Ted deeper into the
house, avoiding the room where the party guests were.

By then, Crangton had finished talking about histrip. In his quiet fashion, he let others monopolize the
conversation. Stepping away, Cranston stopped by a curtained doorway; then, the moment that he was
no longer noticed, he performed a glide worthy of The Shadow.

Through the curtains, he found himself in ahallway, with adoorway &t the other end. Assuming it to be
the room where Mandon had taken Ted, Cranston approached in The Shadow's noiseless style.

A twigt of the door handle, an easing of the door itsalf, and The Shadow was |ooking into astudy where
Giles Mandon was seated at a desk, listening to Ted Granmore. Mandon was deeply concentrated, and
Ted was busy talking; hence neither realized that The Shadow, in the person of Cranston, was viewing
their conference.

"SO you learned about Foster from Tukes and the sheriff," Ted was saying. "They don't know who killed
Foster. Well, | do, Mandon, because | wastherel™

Mandon's clear eyes shone quizzicaly.

"Titus Weldorf isthe murderer!" emphasized Ted. "He sneaked around by Foster's window and shot him
right through the heart!"

Mandon shook his head.
"| think you'rewrong, Ted," he said. "Tukes says that he showed Titus out, and that he went to his car.”

"Maybe Tukesthinks hedid," snapped Ted, "but it was too dark for him to be sure. Anyway, | ran into
Tituswhen | went back to the window. 1'd used the window to get in to see Foster. | didn't want Tukes
to know | was calling on my dear uncle.”

Thistime, Mandon's eyes narrowed. For the moment, he seemed to be picturing Ted asthe actua



murderer. Then, his show of suspicion fading, he remarked:

"The sheriff gpoke of amysterious prowler around the place. Y ou might have run into him and mistaken
him for Titus"

"l ran into both of them!" asserted Ted. "That'show | know Tituswasin it. This business of an unknown
prowler only accounts for one person roaming the premises. Thereweretwo, | tell you, because |
tackled both of them!™

"Odd you couldn't hold onto Titus," observed Mandon. "I wouldn't credit him with being much of a
fighter.”

"Hewasn't. He got away while | was milling with the other fellow."

"And the other man?'

"He chased after Titus," replied Ted. "I fired afew shots after him, but | couldn't wing him."
Again Mandon's eyes went narrow, and Ted understood. He gave a short laugh.

"Yes, | hadagun,” said Ted. Pulling his hand from his pocket, he displayed the revolver in question.
"Don't worry, Mandon." Ted shoved the weapon across the desk. "It isn't the gun that killed Foster.”

Withdrawing his hand as from a hot stove, Mandon finaly acquired nerve and reached for the revolver.
Ashedid, he remarked:

"Il turnthisin to the sheriff Ted -"

"No, you won't!" Interrupting, Ted sped his hand for the revolver. "Why should | muddle the issue? If
Titusknows | was at Foster's, hell try to toss blame my way. | don't want him to learn that | was around
there”

As Mandon debated the question, Ted added further argument.

"You know I didn't kill Foster," declared Ted. "I wouldn't have come here, if | had. I'm letting you in on
facts, Mandon, because you're the one man | can trust. You'reimpartia, and you wouldn't favor a
Wedorf over aGranmore. Keep that gun for me, and say nothing about it, for the present.”

"Why do you want meto keep it, Ted?'

"To prevent murder!" Ted'stone was hard; his eyes showed aglower. "If | dill haveit when | meet Titus,
I'll shoot him point-blank, like he did with Foster!”

IMPRESSED by Ted's savagery, Mandon decided to keep the revolver. He rose from his desk, turned
to thewall, and opened afair-gzed safe, his shoulders hiding the dids as he worked the combination.
Tossing the revolver into the safe, he dammed the door and twirled the knobs.

"Corbey isdriving me over to Foster's," said Mandon. "Do you want to wait here until | return, Ted?"
Ted shook his head.

"I have my car out front," he said. "I'll drive back to my apartment.” Rising, he was hdf turned to the
door, when he paused and asked: "Why are you driving to Foster's? Y ou could walk there in five minutes
by the path over theravine.



"No longer," replied Mandon. "The flood carried away the footbridge, this afternoon. Theroad isthe
only way to get to Fogter's.”

The Shadow saw ashrewd expression flicker on Ted's face and knew that the young man was thinking
of TitusWedorf, wondering if the latter had encountered trouble after leaving the Granmore mansion.

However, Ted offered no comment, and The Shadow had no time to study him further. Ted was turning
toward the door, along with Mandon, when The Shadow inched it shuit.

A few swift strides, and The Shadow was through the curtained doorway, idling therein Cranston's
casud fashion, when the two men came from the study and took the short route to the front door, to
reach their respective cars, outside. Neither saw Cranston, nor could they have heard the soft laugh that
camefrom hislips, for it was no louder than awhisper.

The Shadow had heard one man's version of murder. Asto the truth of the story that Ted Granmore told,
The Shadow was reserving find decision until he heard afurther account of the same crime, from thelips
of Titus Wedorf!

CHAPTER VI. GUILT UNPROVEN

UNDER the glow of the late morning sun, cars were stopping in front of the Granmore mansion. Daylight
and the passing of the storm had brought a huge change to the scene upon the hill. No longer wasthe old
stone house aforbidding place, bulking weirdly amid the wailing wind. It had the outward semblance of a
quiet, friendly homestead.

Y et, to those who saw it and knew its recent history, the old mansion seemed to harbor doom. Here,
Foster Granmore had returned to receive awelcome in the form of death, and these very visitors had
come to seek some clue to the unknown murderer responsible for the crime,

The sheriff, the coroner, and other assorted officials were in the party. Along with them had come Ted
Granmore, nearest of kin to his deceased uncle Foster. Another member of the party was Titus Weldorf,
who, whether he liked it or not, had been a business associate of Foster Granmore.

Giles Mandon was also present, not only as the active head of Weldorf, Granmore, Co. but because he
was the one man who could cool any friction between Ted and Titus.

Along with Mandon had come a stranger, a gentleman named Lamont Cranston, who had very
conveniently managed to bein Mandon's office at the time the sheriff called.

Old Tukeswas gtill in the house. In solemn fashion, the servant repeated his story. Hetold of Titus
coming to the house, and mentioned that the visitor had exchanged harsh words with Foster. Waking to
the front door, Tukes gestured outside to indicate Titus's departure to his car.

Then, walking toward the kitchen, Tukes paused and gave agraphic illustration of aman hearing a
gunshot. He dashed creakily to Foster's den, stopped on the threshold, and pointed to the spot where he
had seen the body.

The sheriff, a beetle-browed man named Clemming, next turned his attention to Titus Weldorf. He asked
if Titushad gone directly to his car, and Titus answered him with ablunt yes. More than that, Titusled the
way out the front door, to show exactly where he had |eft his car, below the foot of the driveway.

"l took much longer last night," explained Titus during the move. "Very much longer. | remember
stumbling about here” - he pointed to ahole in the drive - "and after that, | was more careful. Besides, |



hed trouble finding my car when | reached theroad. Very foolishly, | had turned the lights off."

The sheriff asked why Titus hadn't foreseen such trouble, and Titus explained that the lightsin the house
had deceived him into thinking that there would be no difficulty. It was mention of that point that helped
Titus pick the spot where he had | eft his car.

It was ashort distance up the road, and from it, when Titus pointed, the others saw that the house wasin
sght, afew hundred yardsaway. A dight intervening rise of ground gave theilluson that the house was
much closer.

It was the coroner who put the next question. He wanted to know if Titus had heard any shots. Titus not
only shook his head; he remarked that the wind had been againgt him on the return trip, making it
impossible for him to hear anything that happened around the far corner of the house.

All thewhile, The Shadow was watching Ted Granmore, whose lips wore a scoffing curl. Not knowing
that Cranston's eyes were upon him, Ted let his expression widen into an actua sneer. Oddly, it wasn't
meant for Titus Weldorf. Ted wasthinking in terms of the sheriff and the coroner.

Time was when the names of Weldorf and Granmore were both above suspicion in Venetia. Five years
ago, Foster Granmore had ruined the reputation of hisfamily by his embezzlement of company funds. But
the tradition till existed, in the case of the We dorfs. To even suggest that Titus Weldorf might be lying
would bein the nature of acrime, itsalf.

Asthe group moved away, Ted reached out and gripped Mandon's arm asthe latter passed him.
Thinking that Cranston was out of earshot, Ted undertoned:

"Do you see? Wed haveto prove Titus guilty, before these hick officias would makeamove. They're
Weldorf men, both! All Granmoresarejailbirds, in their estimatel”

TED said no more, even though he was sure that Cranston couldn't hear him, a point on which Ted was
mistaken.

However, Mandon was nodding soberly as he and Ted overtook Cranston, and The Shadow knew that
Mandon was actualy consdering apoint that Ted had left unsaid. Ted had inferred it, however, with his
bitter referenceto "jailbirds'.

It wasasmplefact that if Ted Granmore admitted his secret visit to the family mansion, thelocd officids
would promptly quiz him as asuspect, showing him none of the courtesy they had extended to Titus
Wedorf. From the way Giles Mandon tightened hislips, it was plain that he intended to do thefair thing
and avoid al mention of Ted's presence here,

The investigators reached the spot outside Foster's window and soon discovered the footprints around
the corner. It was purdly for sake of comparison that men began to look at the shoes of their neighbors,
and asthey did, Ted'sface showed itsfirg triumphant gleam.

The only man in the party who was wearing blunt-toed boots chanced to be Titus Weldorf, and hissize
looked very much the same as the marks on the ground. For amoment, Tituss face clouded; then, in his
most dignified style, he met the Situation.

Bluntly, Titus remarked that the footprints were much like his own. Carefully, he extended one foot
above the print, and showed pleased surprise when he discovered that it was his exact size. Looking at
other feet about him, Titus observed that hiswere larger than the rest.

"Wearein luck, sheriff!" exclamed Titus. "Y ou must ook for aman who wears shoes of my szeand



syle. Unfortunately, | never buy my bootsin Venetia. Nevertheless, we have gained an important clue.
That is' - Titus gave ashrug, depreciating his own words - "if these footprints are important.”

A whole gamut of emotions swept over the face of Ted Granmore. They ran from eéation, through
dismay, and finally ended in supefaction. Before Ted's very eyes, the men who represented law in
Venedtia, had let their suspicions fade into complete agreement with Titus Weldorf, and at the finish they
were actudly belittling the clues that were staring at them from the ground!

Indeed, they were about to turn away, when Giles Mandon suggested, very impartialy, that it would be a
good ideato follow the footprints. Haughtily, Titus Weldorf conceded that the suggestion was agood
one, 0 the march began.

During it's progress, Cranston wished that he had been able to pick up thetrail aseasly the night before.
If he had, he might have overhauled the murderer and given him ataste of The Shadow'sjustice.

Not that justice wasn't lacking in Venetia. In his own appraisal of the sheriff and the coroner, The
Shadow regarded them as quite competent, the sort of men who could be relied upon in apinch. The
name of Weldorf smply blinded them, and Titus was quite aware of its dazzle. So aware, that it could
prove hisown pitfal, should the time come. Having met with Stuations of this sort before, The Shadow
was unperturbed.

Asfor pitfals, those footprints that so resembled Tituss came close to one, when they reached the
ravine. There, the trailers saw the foundations of the footbridge, tilted in the weakened soil. Below, the
creek till raged, and dl vestiges of the bridge planking had been carried away by the torrent.

Noting how the prints had turned, the investigators followed their new route and came back to the road,
not far from the place where Titus had parked his car. Before anyone €l se could remark upon the
coincidence, Titustook the privilege.

"If I had only been afew minuteslonger!" he exclamed, "1 might have heard the murderer when he
reached the road! He must have been in a panic when he found the footbridge gone. | wonder” - Titus,
accidentally perhaps, let hiseyesfix upon Ted - "I wonder who could have visited poor Foster with intent
tokill him!"

Ted's hand stabbed to the coat pocket besideit. If held had his gun, he might have gone through with the
threat that he had mentioned to Mandon, the night before.

Remembering Ted's murderous inclinations toward Titus, Mandon stepped in between. In hisimpartia
way, he suggested that speculation asto the killer'sidentity beleft to the authorities.

Then, turning to sheriff and coroner, Mandon told about the footbridge going out, the day before. He said
that Corbey had reported it in the afternoon, and that he had personally gone down to see the wreckage,
from hissde of theravine.

At hisinvitation, the officials decided to go over to Mandon's. When Titus stated that he had business
elsawhere, Mandon tactfully invited Ted dong, in amanner that allowed no refusal.

ACCOMPANY ING the group, Cranston took the long ride around by car, and joined the parade from
Mandon's house up to the higher rim of the deep ravine.

There were footprints on this Side, made the day before: Mandon's and Corbey's. They led to the ravine,
and back again, graphic evidence of the inspection trips that the chauffeur and master had made to view
the ruins of the footbridge.



Still impartia, Mandon proved that one set of footprints was his own, and made Corbey demondirate the
same with the second set. During the process, Cranston's eyes were watching Ted, and they observed a
sidfied amile

Ted Granmore was thinking that some day the dull-witted minds of certain officials might grasp the point
that if two men's shoes matched their footprints, the rule might apply inathird case.

Thaose footprints of Titus Weldorf, on the other side of the ravine, were still the evidence that Ted
Granmore hoped would save him the trouble of avenging his uncle's deeth by ridding the world of Titus
Weldorf. Asyet, however, the case was not as open and shut as Ted would haveit.

On theway back from theravine, all talk concerned a mysterious marauder who had been seen outside
the Granmore mansion by the sheriff and his men. Sheriff Clemming kept harping on the subject of a
person unknown, who would have to be found before this case was settled.

By such a person, the sheriff meant The Shadow, and Ted Granmore, listening, recognized that the guilt
of Titus Weldorf would remain unproven until the interloper was discovered and his part in the case
revealed. It never occurred to Ted that right beside him walked the marauder of the night before, in the
person of Lamont Cranston.

A sngular ingtance, this: The Shadow forced to hold back blame from Titus Weldorf in order not to cast
suspicion upon himself. Perhaps there was some other reason why he preferred to let the present
investigation linger.
If s0, only The Shadow knew why!

CHAPTER VII. THE CLANSGATHER

AT noon the next day, funerd services were held for Foster Granmore, and Giles Mandon attended
them. When he returned to his office at the glass factory, he found Lamont Cranston waiting there.

Two people came dong with Mandon. One was Ted Granmore; the other, agirl whose resemblanceto
Ted was so trifling that only eyes as keen as Cranston's could have noted it.

She was Connie Granmore, acousin of Ted's, and at first sight it was plain that she had inherited the
gronger traits of the family.

The early Granmores, cofounders of the glass works, had been noteworthy people. Little had they
supposed that there would ever beill feding between their family and such esteemed partners asthe
Weldorfs.

It had taken years of luxury, ease, and extravagance to produce such schemers as dead Foster
Granmore and hisliving nephew Ted, who had argued over the disposa of stolen funds, the only time
The Shadow had seen them together. Such tactics, however, were quite foreign to agirl like Connie
Granmore.

She was youthful and very lovely, with her degp-gray eyes and light-brown hair, agirl who looked
dreamy, until those eyes began to sparkle. It didn't take anger to bring the sparkle, for indignation was
about the nearest thing to anger that Connie could display. She'd been showing it Snce shearrived in
Venetia, because she had been talking with her cousin Ted.

With those sparkling eyes, Connie had afirm chin, which didn't mar her beauty in the least. Insteed, it
showed she could mean what she said, and her determination was of the right sort. In fact, Connie began



to speak her piece soon after she entered the office, and the ugly looks that Ted directed could not stop
her.

"Ted has been tdling me about Fogter's holdingsin the glassworks," said Connieto Mandon. "Do you
have the records here, Giles?'

Mandon nodded, and turned to afiling cabinet, only to have Connie stop him.
"Isit true," inquired Connie, "that Foster borrowed on those shares?'
"Hedid," replied Mandon. "More than five years ago.”

"And that, | suppose, iswhy Fogter found it necessary to borrow company fundsto the extent of forty
thousand dollars?' Connieturned to Ted. "I think that 'borrow’ was the term you used.”

"I wasthinking of poor Foster," began Ted. "After dl, hedidn't intend to stedl the money. If -"
Connie's eyes, flashing indignation sopped him. She turned again to Mandon, said:

"You arewilling to pay afair pricefor those shares, the same amount that Foster originally borrowed. It
isonly fair that you should have them, Giles, even though Ted has suggested that | hold out for a higher
price”

Ted began to nudge down in his chair. His eyes shifted away from Mandon and gave aworried glance
Cranston'sway. Ted didn't have to State that he had played the rat. From the moment that Cranston had
entered the picture as a possible buyer of glass company stock, Ted had hoped to start him bidding
againgt Mandon when it came to the disposal of Fogter's shares, now controlled by Ted and his cousin
Connie.

Inasmuch as Mandon's own offer covered the par value of the shares, and any added value was due to
his excellent management of the company, there was every reason for Mandon to direct his own anger
upon Ted. But Mandon wasn't angry.

"I shal be quite willing to pay more," he declared. "'l think that ten percent would be quite proper, the
profit to be divided between you two" - he gestured from Ted to Connie - "asthe heirsto Foster's estate.
That ten percent will aso apply to your own shares, Ted, on which | have dready |oaned you the full
limit."

Ted's borrowing was news to Connie, and it brought afirm smileto her lips. The smile faded, however,
when Mandon turned to Cranston and said:

"If youwish to bid higher, Mr. Cranston, you are quite welcometo do s0."

WITH aheadshake, Cranston declined, and received an admiring glance from Connie. Ted hadn't a
word to say, and Cranston understood why, even though Connie didn't.

Short on funds, as evidenced by hislast chat with Foster, Ted was doubtless so deeply in debt to
Mandon that he had actudly forfeited hisright to his own sharesin the company. Knowing that Mandon
could foreclose at will, Ted had tried to pass the selling job along to Connie, and she had upset the dedl.

Considering the circumstances, Mandon's offer of a higher price was an absolute gift, so far as Ted was
concerned. Connie recognized that much, and spoke her admiration of Mandon's generosity. Then,
withering Ted with another accusing gaze, the girl declared:



"l was glad when | |eft Venetia. Glad to find other places, where people wouldn't speak of measa
Granmore. I've lived down agreat dedl in the past few years, and | hated to come back here. | was
genuinely sorry for Foster, and | hoped that you would be the same, Ted, considering the way he died.
But you, a leadt, are ill aGranmore -"

"And there are worse names than Granmore! ™ shouted Ted, drowning Conni€'s voice as he gave way to
fury. "I'll tell you one. It's Weldorf!"

Hewas on hisfest, hisfists clenched, swept by a sudden rage. Mandon sprang up from the desk to quiet
him, and Ted suddenly ssemmed his anger.

To Connieg, it was amost marvelous display of self-control on Ted's part, something that she deemed
impossible, once he had passed the border of normal salf-restraint. But it was no surprise to Cranston.

The Shadow knew that Ted had too much at stake to tossit overboard. He'd already come close to
double-crossing his patient advisor, Giles Mandon.

Knowing Ted's spendthrift habits and his constant need for money, Mandon had let the first matter pass.
But to have Ted storming around the office, shouting threats to al Weldorfs for the factory handsto heer,
was something that could not be tolerated.

It wouldn't take even asnap of Mandon'sfingersto break Ted Granmore. The same authorities who had
whitewashed Titus Weldorf would be only too glad to pick Ted Granmore as the scapegoat in Foster's
death. A scapegoat he would be, if the facts he had revealed to Mandon were known.

Everyone knew that there had been two visitors at the Granmore mansion the night of Foster's degth.
One, Titus Weldorf, had come there openly. The other, a party unknown, was wanted by the law. If Ted
Stated that he had been outside the place, he would make himsalf the person in question.

To arguethat athird individua wasin the case, would be very shdlow stuff. So shdlow, that it would
seem more ludicrous than the "borrowing” pleathat Foster had given in connection with outright
embezzlement.

Oneman, at least, had believed Ted's story. That man was Giles Mandon. Since Mandon was apt to
prove Ted'sonly friend in court, it wouldn't do to try his patience further. So Ted, in most amazing style,
turned his rage into amost abject apology, which he repeated, very humbly, to every person present.
Giles Mandon showed appreciation by clapping Ted on the back.

"Well spoken, Ted!" declared Mandon sympathetically. "After al, you've been through quite an ordesl
because of Fogter's death. And don't forget” - Mandon turned to Connie - "that what appliesto one
member of afamily can apply to another. It hasn't been easy for Ted to bear the stigmathat Foster
brought to the Granmore name.”

It was Connie's turn to become humble. Murmuring her own apologies, she pressed Ted's hand warmly,
and he reciprocated with avery cousinly smile. Then, coaxing them both to the door, Mandon offered a

parting suggestion.

"Conniewill be staying a my house, Ted," said Mandon. "Why don't you drive her up there? She hasn't
seen the place since | remodeled it. Y ou might aswell stay up there, too, because I'd like you to have
dinner with us™

As soon as the two were gone, Mandon shook his head and gave aweary smile toward Cranston.

"l had to get rid of them,” spoke Mandon. " Can you guess why, Cranston?”



"In oneword,” replied Crangton: "Weldorf."

"Two words," corrected Mandon, still smiling. "Weldorf and Weldorf. I'm not expecting just Titus. Heis
bringing hiscousin, Roy."

"Theonly other Weldorf?"
"Here for Foster Granmore's funerd ?"

"Inaway, yes" replied Mandon serioudy. "Y ou have away of hitting facts, Cranston. They'reworried
about those shares of Foster's, too. They prefer to keep the company a closed corporation.”

HARDLY had Mandon finished, before the We dorf's arrived. Again, Cranston was treated to a
gratifying surprise. Connie Granmore had been awelcome contrast to her cousin Ted. Smilarly, Roy
Weldorf was quite an improvement over Titus.

Roy was younger than Titus, and showed none of the older man's shrewd style. His hearty handshake
was the opposite of Titussflabby grip. When Titus, in the manner of avulture, began to talk about the
disposal of Fogter's stock, Roy kept strictly out of it.

Studying Roy, Cranston saw frankness and sincerity in hisfeatures. Roy had the aristocratic visage of a
Weldorf, but none of the haughty air that, in the case of Titus, accompanied it. When Titus expressed
smug satisfaction because Mandon was buying Foster's stock, Roy |ooked relieved.

"Very, very good!" declared Titus. "The less Granmoresin this company, the better."

"Perhaps the same appliesto the Weldorfs," suggested Roy. "I've often wondered how Mandon puts up
with either bunch.”

Titusgave hiscousin agare that Roy ignored. Then, haughtily, Titus announced:
"I have dready arranged that Giles shal succeed mein the management of this company.”

"He's dready succeeded you," returned Roy, "though he'stoo polite to say so. Well, Titus, weve finished
what we came for. Let's go back to your hotel on the hill."

As soon as the two had gone, Giles Mandon laid his chin in his hand and turned to Lamont Cranston.

"What achap, that Roy! expressed Mandon. "He could say moreto Titusinaminutethan | couldina
year! Well, Cranston” - Mandon's mood was becoming one of business- "1 don't think you can buy into
this company right at present.”

Conceding that he couldn't, Cranston arose and shook hands with Mandon, who reminded him that he
was to come to the house for dinner. With that, Cranston departed and went to the local hotel.

There, he sent atelegram to hisinvestment broker, Rutledge Mann, stating that no stock could be bought
inWedorf, Granmore, Co. At the end of the telegram, Cranston added two words. "Send Marvin."

From thewindow of his hotd room, Cranston was il his placid saf as he gazed across the town of
Venetia, to the hills beyond, but the eyes that gazed were those of The Shadow. It was the laugh of The
Shadow, too, that phrased itself upon Crangton'slips.

Whatever the status of Weldorf, Granmore Co., The Shadow had at least found arift in the feud
between the families that bore the same names. He was thinking in terms of Roy Weldorf and Connie
Granmore; how deeply they might become involved in matters past, and future.



Much more depended on the finding of Foster's murderer than the mere solution of amystery.
The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER VIII.CRIMETO COME

IN the morning, two people both friends of Lamont Cranston, arrived in Venetia. Onewas agirl named
Margo Lane, the other ayoung man named Harry Vincent.

The Shadow was quite pleased when they arrived, because it proved that his contact man, Rutledge
Mann, had lost none of hisskill at understanding abbreviations.

Mann - in redlity, asecret agent of The Shadow, - hadn't worried about "Marvin", aperson he had never
heard of before. Hed decided that "Mar" stood for Margo while"Vin" meant Vincent, so he had sent
them both along.

Arriving independently, each was surprised to meet the other, but that surprise was mild when they heard
the things that Cranston had to tell them.

Both Harry and Margo had read about the murder of Foster Granmore, but hadn't connected it with the
death of old Daniel Weldorf, five years before. Succinctly, Cranston explained it for their benefit, ina
secluded corner of the Hotel Venetia. His comments showed that he had spent his sparetime delving
through old court records.

"On an eventful evening five years ago,” stated Cranston, "Foster Granmore stopped in at the glass
factory to talk to Giles Mandon, who wasworking late. While there, Foster learned that Daniel Weldorf
had taken home the company records, dong with a sted box containing certain assets unknown to
Mandon.

"At nine, that same evening, a masked man entered the Weldorf home, shot Daniel dead, and took all the
itemsin question. Naturaly, the question arose: what was in the stedl box? Nobody was sure, until a
New Y ork bank announced that Daniel Weldorf had forwarded alist of bonds, valued at a quarter
million dollars, on which he wanted to borrow to expand the glassfactory.”

Pausing, Cranston watched the expressions of hislisteners. He could tell that both Harry and Margo
were jumping to conclusions. He waited until he knew their thoughts were settled. Then:

"There was no proof that Daniel Weldorf actually had the bonds," continued Crangton. "If he did have,
they were the property of the company. Asfor the records, Mandon very fortunately had some
duplicates, though they were incomplete. Among them were the accounts kept by Foster Granmore. The
accountants who examined them found a shortage of forty thousand dollars.

"So Foster murdered Danidl!" exclaimed Margo.
"Hold it!" putin Harry. "They sent Foster up for embezzlement, not for murder.”

"Because Foster had an dibi," explained Cranston. "According to Mandon, he hadn't |eft the factory until
afew minutes before nine. Foster claimed that he had gone back to his own house, on the other hill.
Thanksto Mandon, his story stood.”

Margo immediately had atheory.
"They werein it together!" she exclaimed. "Foster and Mandon! They wanted the bonds and the records



"So Mandon produced the duplicates,” put in Harry, as Margo suddenly paused. "How would you fed,
Margo, if someone handed you a double crosslike that?"

"Why... why, | wouldn't stand for it!"

"Neither would Foster Granmore.”

Cranston's nod corroborated Harry's opinion, and Margo decided to listen longer before voicing, further
opinions.

"Y ou must both meet Giles Mandon,” suggested Crangton tactfully. "Y ou will agreethat heisan
individudist, who favors no one. | can testify, persondly, that Foster regarded Mandon asared friend. It
was Mandon who met Foster when he returned from prison. There were others, too, who talked with
Fogter that same evening.”

WITH that, Cranston recited his own observations, and both listeners knew that he was speaking from
the viewpoint of The Shadow for they were secret agents of The Shadow. There was silence when he
finished, and after abrief interva, Harry and Margo spoke their opinions, thistime in agreement.

"It was Titus who murdered Foster," declared Harry. "Hefigured that Foster had phonied Mandon's
clock, or something. Anyway, he was sure that Foster killed old Danid.”

"Ted couldn't have gained anything by killing his Uncle Foster," added Margo. "If he had, he wouldn't
havetold his story to Mandon."

"Ted would like to murder Titus, though."

"Yes, andif hedid, somebody would want to kill him."

"You'rejumping well ahead, Margo,” laughed Harry. From the way you tak, this caseisafamily feud!"
"lsn'tit?" asked Margo.

Sobering suddenly, Harry decided that it might be. Turning to Cranston, he asked if there were other
Weldorfs or Granmores, and learned that there was one of each. Then, as The Shadow began to
describe Roy Weldorf and Connie Granmore, hislisteners, in their turn, understood why they had been
summoned to Venetia

The suggestion of afeud wasn't far from wrong. Assuming that Daniel Weldorf had been dain by Foster
Granmore, and that the latter had been killed by TitusWeldorf, it was certainly inthe cardsfor Ted
Granmore to continue the vendetta.

By hisown admission, Ted had inclinations toward murder. It would be The Shadow's task to cover that
Stuation; whether by guarding Titus or watching Ted, he did not specify.

However, asusua, The Shadow was also |ooking ahead. He wanted to make sure that Roy and Connie
were not drawn into the vortex of crime. So far, neither had seemed in sympathy with the quarrel
between their respective families, but there was a chance that tension would increase sufficiently to imbue
mere bystanders with animosity, each to each.

Hence, The Shadow had summoned his agentsto Venetia, that they might cover the future aspects of the
case. It would be Harry's job to meet Roy Weldorf, Margo's to make friends with Connie Granmore.

By noon, The Shadow was ableto fix Harry'sangle. As Cranston, he arranged to lunch with the



Weldorfs, and introduced Harry to them. To Titus, Cranston broached his desire to buy stock in the
glassworks, and Titus bluntly informed him that it couldn't be done. Roy, more affable, specified why.

"Y ou heard what Titus said yesterday," declared Roy. "The less Granmoresin the company, the better.
Y ou're not a Granmore, Cranston, but Titus thinks you might be in cahoots with them.”

Crangton gave agrieved look, and Titus broke into an immediate denid of the fact.

"It never crossed my mind," he began. "Why, to begin with, the Granmores have squandered dl their

"But Tedisaschemer,” putin Roy. "Y ou said so yoursdlf, Titus. HE's coming into a bonus from the stock
heissdling to Mandon. That'swhy you have theideathat he might try to acquire some of yours, through
Crangton.”

"l only said that Ted might try to influence some outside party,” argued Titus, "I didn't specify Mr.
Cranston. But perhaps you have forgotten, Roy, that thereis still another Granmore: Ted's cousin,
Connie"

Apparently, Roy Weldorf had ahigh sense of chivary, for hisface flashed indignation when Titus brought
the girl'snameinto the case. Then, coolly, Roy reminded:

"Connieleft Venetiaafew years ago, Titus. Maybe she hasforgotten by thistime that she ever wasa
Granmore."

Titusgave asneer.
"| suppose you've forgotten you're aWe dorf!"

"Sometimes| wish | had," asserted Roy. Then, to soothe hiscousin'sanger: "Anyway, Titus, | agree with
you that Mandon is the proper man to head the company. Y ou've given him first say on your stock,
should you decideto sl it. | am inclined to do the same.”

FINDING that he couldn't persuade Titus, Cranston decided reluctantly to return to New York. He
remarked that hisfriend Vincent was staying in Venetia, and Roy was quite pleased to learnit.

Apparently, Roy wasfinding it quite boring to be with Titusdl the time, and would welcomethe
acquaintance of alikable chap like Harry. He even inssted that Harry come up to the Weldorf house for
the evening.

The Shadow had worked this system before, but Harry was amazed to see how rapidly it was
progressing in thisingtance. After Cranston left, Titus decided that he had to go over to the factory,
whereupon Roy clung to Harry like along-lost friend.

Apparently, during lunch, Cranston had foreseen that this would happen, but Harry couldn't understand
it. Hewondered if his chief would have similar luck when he introduced Margo to Connie Granmore,

Luck was till with The Shadow.

Driving up to Mandon's, Cranston found Connie at the house, along with Ted, who wasin asullen mood.
Having brought Margo with him, Cranston introduced her, and Connie took an immediate liking to the
other girl.

They hadn't talked for haf an hour before Connie excused hersdlf; returning she beamed at Cranston and



Margo and announced:
"I'vejust caled Giles. He wants both of you to stay for dinner and spend the evening with us.”

When Cranston said that he would have to go back to New Y ork, Margo thought the game was through,
but when he added that Miss Lane could accept the invitation, Connie didn't even ask why Margo was
daying in Venetia. Instead, she pressed the invitation upon Margo, in atone that wouldn't alow refusal.

Just as Roy Weldorf had wanted relief from his cousin Titus, Connie Granmore seemed to need a buffer
againg Ted. Whether this meant that Roy and Connie hated the family feud, or weretrying to stiflean
inginctive desireto joinit, was fill aquestion. To such questions, The Shadow could usudly provide an
answer.

As he drove away from Mandon's house, Cranston's lips wore the faintest trace of asmile. Equivaent to
The Shadow'slaugh, that smile told that the brain behind it was probing deep into the riddle, and coming
to afirm concluson.

Whatever that conclusion, one thing was certain: Lamont Cranston was not returning to New Y ork.

As The Shadow, heintended to stay in Venetiato watch for new developments, which, by his
cdculations, might begin thisvery evening. Again, The Shadow wasright; more than right.

Degth was due again in thistown where riva families ruled; doom that might strike despite The Shadow's
effortsto prevent it!

CHAPTER IX. DEEP IN THE DARK

DINNER was over in the Weldorf mansion, and Harry had retired to avast, gloomy library with Roy,
when Titusjoined them. Under hisarm, Tituswas carrying abrief case, which he tapped importantly.

"I'm going over to see Mandon," announced Titus. "I shall return in about an hour, at whichtime | shall
have matters to discuss with you, Roy."

"Nothing valuablein the brief case, | hope," remarked Roy. "Don't forget what happened to Daniel when
he carried bonds around with him."

"Anill-spoken jest!" snapped Titus. "Nevertheless, | wouldn't carry anything vauable where | am going.
Ted Granmore happensto be over at Mandon's house."

As soon as Titus had gone, Roy turned to Harry and gave anoticeable shiver.

"Maybe | shouldn't have joked,” said Roy. "But | haveto laugh off the gloom of thisold place. Therésno
other way to forget it. Why" - Roy looked around - "it wasin thisvery room that Daniel was murdered!
Can't you senseit?’

Harry shook his head, whereupon Roy glanced at hiswatch. He didn't seem to relish the fact that Titus
was returning in an hour. Then Roy became very earnest.

"I've got to shakeit off," hetold Harry. "I think I'll go out awhile, Vincent. If Titus comes back, tell him
I'm upstairs and will be down shortly. He might beirritated if he found | hadn't waited around for him."

AsHarry started to nod, Roy went from the library, calling back histhanks as he went. By the time Harry
reached the front door, he could see Roy's car pulling from the garage, some distance away. Too late to
follow, Harry was getting anew dant on why Roy had so willingly furthered their brief acquaintance.



There was certainly something that Roy wanted to cover up, and he had needed afriend to help him. A
friend who didn't know too much about what was going on in Venetia. Harry had struck Roy asthe
perfect tool, and maybe he wasright. Of al the neat yet innocent dipsthat Harry had ever seen
accomplished, this, was about the best.

Even in hisown mind, Harry couldn't be sure that Roy was actuated by any wrong purpose. It might even
be that Roy had area regard for Titus, and didn't want harm to befall him. Whatever the case, Harry
found himself with no other choice but to fal inlinewith Roy'swishes.

There was only one solace: asyet, Roy couldn't be too deeply involved in the Weldorf-Granmore feud.
At least, s0 Harry fdt, but he was a a point where he mistrusted his own conclusions.

OVER a Mandon's house, Margo and Connie were seated on a sun porch, looking out into the
moonlight, which was straggly because clouds were gathering. There was alovely hedged-in gardeniin
back of Mandon's, and Connie suggested that they stroll through it.

Their gtroll took them to alittle pergola, where they sat down. There, Connie suddenly adopted a
pleading tone.

"I'd liketo be done awhile," shetold Margo. "It's been such astrain here, the way Ted broods so over
Foster's death. Everyone seems so suspicious - thet is, everyone who belongs in this hopeless town,
except GilesMandon.”

Inasmuch as Margo didn't belong in Venetia, she was also excluded from Conni€'s criticism, so she
nodded to encourage Connieto talk further. The nod proved poor policy.

"You'll hdp meget over it," pleaded Connie, "Won't you?'
"Of coursel” replied Margo. "Tdl mehow | can.”

"Just stay here, then," requested Connie, "while | stroll around. So that afterward you can say that we
were here together.”

"Vey wdl."

It wasn't until Connie actuadly began her gtroll that Margo became suspicious. Without waiting to decide
upon an excuse, Margo started among the hedges to hunt for Connie. The hunt produced exactly what
Margo feared.

At the side of the garden, she found a gate in the hedge; it opened to a path that led to aside road, and
since Connie was nowhere e, it was plain that she had gone through the gate.

There was only one thing to do about it. Margo stole into the house, found a tel ephone beneath the stairs
and dialed the W dorf number, intending to inquire for Harry. She didn't have to ask for him, becauseiit
was Harry who answered.

"I know I'm stupid,” confided Margo, "But Connie just gave methe dip. What should | do about it?"

"Don't ask me, Margo," came Harry'sglum reply. "For once, | can't call you dumb. Roy walked out on
methe sameway, and | let him go."

"So well both haveto sit tight -"

"Yes. Cdl meif anything € se happens.”



Margo decided to St tight, out in the garden, inasmuch as that was where Connie would probably return.
She glanced through the halway as she went out through the sun porch, but saw no one. In Conni€'s
case, Margo had been too late in her search; thistime, she wastoo previous.

Scarcely had Margo gone outside before Ted Granmore appeared, sneaking down the stairs from the
second floor. He stole across the hall to Mandon's study and began to turn the knob.

For amoment, Ted hesitated, looked across his shoulder toward the front door. He saw no onein the
hall, and the blackness of the open doorway convinced him that no observer was aboui.

Ted waswrong.

That blackness had taken on asolid form. It represented anew arrival. With darkness settled, The
Shadow had returned to Mandon's to begin his evening's operations. Coming from the front, he hadn't
seen Conni€e's departure by the side gate, nor had he witnessed Margo's brief return to the house, when
she phoned Harry. But The Shadow had spotted one person who needed watching: Ted Granmore.

Perhaps Ted felt an impression of eyesthat he could not discern. His hand shook as he worked the
doorknob, and he fumbled badly. Hearing Mandon's voice within the study, Ted suddenly decided to
knock.

Mandon called for him to enter, so Ted ended his eavesdropping and opened the door. Stepping into the
study, he closed the door behind him.

Immediately, The Shadow glided acrossthe hall and demonstrated the tactics that Ted should have used.
Reaching the door, he turned the knob so smoothly, so softly, that neither it's motion nor it's sound could
have been detected within the room on the other side.

Peering in through the dight crack that he had opened, The Shadow again witnessed an interview
between Ted Granmore and Giles Mandon.

"I'd like my revolver" declared Ted abruptly. "1 want to turn it over to the sheriff."
Mandon eyed Ted Steadily.
"You're sure about it, Ted?"

"Why not?' demanded Ted. They've found that Foster was killed by abullet of different caiber than
mine, S0 I'm safe. Telling my story isthe only way to prove that Titus Weldorf murdered Foster. | need
the gun to back it."

Mandon arose. Dubioudy, he turned to the safe and began to work the combination. Deep in thought, he
falled to hidethe did, and his action was dow enough for Ted to check the combination, something
which Mandon didn't notice, since his back was Ted'sway, though The Shadow plainly saw the eager
way inwhich Ted craned.

As he opened the door of the safe, Mandon paused. Abruptly, he dammed the door shut and twirled the
did. Turning, he declared:

"l can't let you have the gun yet, Ted."
"Why not?" sneered Ted. "Do you think | want it to kill Titus?'

"Frankly, | do," returned Mandon. "It would be ashort-cut to the thing you want: vengeance for Fogter.”



"Then how can | make the sheriff bdieve me?"

"By tdling the sheriff you gave methe gun. Or, better, | can let you have the gun tomorrow. Not tonight,
Ted"

"Why not tonight?"

At firgt, Mandon didn't want to answer. Findly he declared:

"Because Titusison hisway over here. It wouldn't be safe for you to meet him.”
"I'd like to meet Titus and have ashowdown with him!"

"That'sjust the trouble," observed Mandon. "But it's not going to happen in this house. | must ask you to
go upstairs Ted, until after Titus has started home."

Firmly, Mandon escorted Ted from the sudy. By then, The Shadow had chosen a degper recessin the
hallway. Mandon called for Corbey, and the chauffeur appeared, to receive ingtructions.

"Mr. Granmoreisgoing upstairs,” declared Mandon. "I shall ask you to see that he remainsthere,
Corbey. | want no intruson while Mr. Wedorf iscdling.”

Nodding, Corbey gave Ted astolid eye. Noting the chauffeur's stocky build and hard-set face, Ted
shrugged and went upstairs. Mandon turned back to the study, stating that he wanted Titus shown there
as soon as he arrived.

Very shortly, acar was heard out front. The doorbell rang, and a servant came from the kitchen to admit
Titus. Corbey gave a gesture toward the study, and Titus was shown there. Then Corbey, suspicionin his
eye, gave aglance updairs.

He must have remembered that there was aback stairway Ted might use, for Corbey suddenly left his
post and went out to the kitchen.

That gave The Shadow opportunity to move to the study. Looking in, he saw Mandon checking over
papers with Titus. Their business ended, both arose, and The Shadow withdrew from the door.

Thistime, he edged toward the curtains that marked the darkened room where Mandon had given a
party on aprevious evening.

Seeing Mandon coming out with Titus, to accompany the visitor to his car, The Shadow intended to
circle around through the reception room and follow outside, for from now on, he intended to take up
Titusstrall.

Good policy, that roundabout trip, for it meant that The Shadow wouldn't be seen by any servants
coming out through the hallway. Darkness, just beyond the curtains, loomed awelcome to The Shadow's
case, and thistime, thisbeing in black, the deeper it came, the better. Y et there were limitsto darkness,
even in The Shadow's case, and thistime he exceeded them.

There was adight swish as The Shadow glided between the curtains. His shoulder brushed one drapery,
and it gtirred. But the next swish and the curtain's shake were not of The Shadow's making. They came
s0 suddenly, that the cloaked-investigator had barely time to swing about and throw up awarding hand.

In hiswhed, hisfoot caught the opposite curtain; the jog was only dight, but it spelled disaster for The
Shadow.



A gun, dedged by adown-swinging hand, swept from the first curtain and passed The Shadow's guard.
There was an impact as the wegpon sidled hard against the head benegath the black douch hat. Receiving
the stroke, The Shadow sagged.

The blow from the curtain had dropped The Shadow into much deeper darkness than he had expected;
that of unconsciousness!

CHAPTER X. THE HALTED MESSAGE

THE front door had hardly closed behind Mandon and Titus, when aman stepped from the curtained
doorway. The man was Corbey, and he was thrusting his hand deep into a pocket. The chauffeur's face
was tightened in a dead-pan expression which was too set. Its expression of innocence was forced.

In short, Corbey looked like a person who had dugged someone in the dark without giving thevictim a
chance. Nevertheless, considering that this was the household where he worked, Corbey waswithin his
rights. Outside the door, he paused and |ooked back. Seeing no gtir in the darkness, he kept on hisway
to the front Sairs.

Mereluck had been responsible for Corbey's meeting with The Shadow. Hed taken acircuit of hisown,
through the sun porch, after leaving the kitchen, and had happened to come to the curtains just as The
Shadow was retiring from the opposite direction.

Back at hisorigina post, Corbey took alook up the front stairs; then waited for Mandon to return
indoors.

When Mandon came, Corbey would have spoken but for an interruption. Ted Granmore appeared on
the front stairs and called down to Mandon as the | atter passed.

"What about Titus?' queried Ted. "Has he gone back to his house?"

"Yes," replied Mandon absently, "and | have to go to the plant. Titus has been making avauation of the
entire property, and | must look up some factsin question.”

"I'll bet he made the vauation high," gibed Ted. "If you want to buy any of his stock, you'll pay double for
it, Mandon!"

Mandon ignored the gibe. He entered the study and came out again, afew minuteslater, carrying sheets
of figures. Ted was till on the stairway; hence Corbey didn't have achance to gesture in Mandon's
direction.

Infact, Corbey was beginning to look undecided, as though he wondered whether Mandon would
gpprove his dugging tactics with The Shadow. At any rate, the chauffeur didn't follow Mandon outside,
ashemight have,

Ted remained on the stairway until he heard acar pull away, out front. Then:

"There goes your boss, Corbey," said Ted. "A Grade Double-A Sucker, if ever therewasone! Tdl him |
sad o, if you want. Anyone who letsaWeldorf trim him won't resent an insult!”

With a shrug that seemed to dismiss al thoughts of Mandon, Ted turned and went upstairs. Too lateto
contact Mandon, Corbey returned to the curtained doorway, instead. There, he found The Shadow il
motionlessin the dark. Lifting the prone figure, Corbey carried his sensaless prisoner around through the
rear porch, to the kitchen.



WHILE that was happening, Ted Granmore regppeared near the top of the stairs. Peering down, he
made sure that Corbey was not in the hallway below. Therewith, Ted snesked downgtairs. He wasn't
nervous any longer. Probably thoughts of Corbey didn't worry him as much as those of Mandon, though
if Ted had known of the chauffeur's skill as adugger, he might have been perturbed.

Near the study door, Ted listened; then opened the door and entered boldly. Closing the door behind
him, he smiled when he noted that Mandon had | eft the desk lamp turned on. It's glow carried to the safe,
which was Ted's next destination.

There, Ted worked the combination carefully, and the safe came open. Inside, hefound hisrevolver. He
cracked it open and saw that it wasfully loaded.

Ted had put fresh cartridges in the chambers after the shooting match outside of Foster'swindow. The
gun needed cleaning, but Ted hadn't time to bother with such adetail. Closing the safe, he stole out from
the study.

In the doorway, Ted listened. Again, he had aworried sensation that eyes were watching him, but he
findly shook it off. All thewhile, he held hisgun in hishand, ready to threaten anyone who might block
him. Then, to steady his determination, he muttered, half doud:

"A showdown with Titus. That'swhat I'll have, ashowdown! Not here, you say, Mandon?' Ted looked
around, grinning as though he wished that Mandon would appesar, to raise objection. "All right, It won't
be here. I'll go over to Tituss house! Why not? He cameto Foster's, didn't he?”

That mumble couldn't be plainly heard, but somehow Ted's gestures were graphic enough to give some
ideaof what wasin hismind.

Eyeswere watching him from those same curtains where The Shadow had run into Corbey. The same
eyes saw Ted sted acrossthe hall and pause at the front door, where he pocketed his gun. Then, closing
the door behind him, Ted went out into the night.

Margo came from the curtains.

She'd chanced upon Ted, much as Corbey had come upon The Shadow. Worried over Conni€'s
prolonged absence, Margo had decided to come back in the house and try another call to Harry. Sight of
Ted, coming from the study with agun, had stiffened her. Fortunately, Margo was out of sght behind the
curtains.

Guessing that Ted was going over to the Weldorf house, Margo saw need for an immediate warning to
Harry, so she hurried across the hal and picked up the telephone.

Asshedid, sheheard Ted's car pull away, and she listened for arepetition of the sound. There was
none, therefore, The Shadow couldn't betrailing Ted. Then, deciding that he must be keeping check on
Titus, Margo felt relieved, and started to make her call.

Hardly had shelifted the receiver, before shelet it dide back to its hook.

Creaking footsteps were moving up behind her. They betokened heavy feet, yet cautious ones. But for
the strain that gripped her, Margo would not have heard them. Something in those footfals chilled her
amogt to the freezing point. It wasn't until they had reached her that she suddenly rallied, redizing that the
very telephone she held could be used as a bludgeon against an attacker.

Turning, Margo started to swing the phone, only to have her hand stopped by adriving grip. Though the
hand that caught her wrist astight as meta, the voice that accompanied it was oily, amost apol ogetic.



"Sorry, MissLane," it said. "Before you make acall, | must talk to you. About something very
important.”

Margo was looking into the face of Corbey. Well-controlled, the chauffeur's features showed no
animosity, but Margo felt that they were masking something. Then, in the same smooth tone, Corbey
inquired:

"Is Miss Granmore about?"
"Why... yes" Margo fatered. "She was out in the garden. I... well, | just decided to come indoors -"

ALMOST despite hersdf, Margo was covering the fact of Conni€'s absence. Sheredlized, suddenly,
why she was doing it. Having seen Ted snesking from Mandon's study carrying agun, Margo was
beginning to justify Conni€e's departure. Possibly Connie knew what Ted had in mind, and was hoping to
prevent it.

But Harry had told Margo that Roy Weldorf was also at large. No wonder Margo was befuddied!

As shefinished her sammer, Margo's wits returned. For one thing, she didn't have to answer Corbey's
guestions. Margo gave the chauffeur acold gaze, which he returned in kind. Stiffly, Margo questioned:

"Why do you wish to see Miss Granmore?"

"'Something important has happened,” returned Corbey. His hand withdrew from Margo'swrist.
"Something she should know about.”

"Perhaps you should report it to Mr. Mandon.”

"Hejust left for the factory. | won't be ableto reach him until he arrives there. This matter cannot wait.”
Margo decided to test Corbey out.

"Why bother Miss Connie?" she queried. "Isn't her cousin Ted around? Why not talk to him?"

Therewasn't achange in Corbey's poker face. His gaze didn't budge from Margo's. If anything the pose
was too good. It could mean that Corbey, too, had seen Ted go out. If so, he would know that Margo
had seen Ted leave and was therefore playing a bluff. One that Corbey couldn't call without spoiling his
own. However, the resourceful chauffeur found another way out.

"I would rather not inform Mr. Ted," stated Corbey. "This matter isonein which he might prove
headstrong. | would prefer to speak to Miss Connie.”

"If you'd tell mewhat it'sall about," declared Margo, "I might cal her for you."

Margo was turning away, when Corbey caught her arm again. Thistime, hisgrip was asrestrained ashis
tone. Somewhat crypticaly, the stocky chauffeur declared:

"I think that you will do, instead. Please wait here, Miss Lane and | shdl explain everything.”

Inasmuch as she couldn't walk away, Margo decided to remain. Corbey's grip relaxed, and he reached
for the telephone. Watching Margo intently, to make sure that she didn't move more than an arm'slength
away, Corbey called the glassfactory and left amessage for Mandon, to be given him when he arrived.

"Tel Mr. Mandon that everything is quite dright here," stated Corbey, over the phone, "but please add
that | think he should return as soon as possible.”



That brief message failed to furnish Margo with the information that Corbey had promised. It was
Corbey's next call that produced the thunderbolt. Corbey made that call to the county courthouse and
asked to spesk with Sheriff Clemming.

"Hello, sheriff..." Corbey's eyeswerefixed on Margo. "Thisis Corbey... Y es, Mr. Mandon's chauffeur,
cdling from the house. I'd like you to come here a once and bring some deputies with you..."

"Why?" Corbey's expression became gloating, as he asked the question. "I'll tell you why, sheriff." Eyes
gtill fastened upon Margo, Corbey was slently announcing that his words were meant for her as much as
for the listener on the telephone. "Because I've captured the prowler who was around the Granmore
house the night when Foster was murdered!”

There was a sharp exclamation, the sheriff's from the telephone receiver. Corbey cut it short ashe
dropped the receiver on the hook. He shoved his hand forward to catch Margo's wrist as she began to

svay.
With aforced smile, Margo managed to cover up the horror that had swept her.

For Margo knew, from Corbey's triumphant gloat aswell as the words he had uttered, that his prisoner
could only be The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI.INTO THE NIGHT

POLITELY, Corbey bowed Margo toward the kitchen, and she accompanied him without aword.
Silence wasthe only policy at thismoment, for with it, Margo could cover her emotion.

Corbey knew she was perturbed but that was to be expected. Anyone would be worried in ahouse
where adangerous intruder had just been captured, even though the menace was over.

Such, at least, was the impression that Margo tried to give, for Corbey's benefit.

In the kitchen, they found two servants, each holding a gun. The weapons were The Shadow's
automatics, and they were trained on the cloaked prisoner, who lay sprawled in acorner chair, hissouch
hat tilted down over hiseyes.

Looking at the other servants, Margo saw that they weren't nervy chapslike Corbey. Their faceswere
strained, and they had shied away from the cloaked prisoner who had been placed in their custody.

What troubled Margo was the fact that they were holding The Shadow's guns. Having taken those from
The Shadow's cloak, they could very easily have looked at hisface and identified him as Lamont
Crangton, arecent visitor to this house.

Indeed, Margo was very sure that Corbey had |ooked at The Shadow's face. It would account for the
way in which the chauffeur had talked to Margo, sounding her out to learn if she knew the dud identity of
the masguerader.

After dl, it was Cranston who had introduced Margo to this househol d!

In brusgue style, Corbey began to show authority. Stepping to the servants, he jerked the gunsfrom their
shaky hands and chided them for being so scared.

One servant gulped that he couldn't help being scared while watching a prisoner who looked like the next
thing to aghost. The other servant, by his nod, showed that he felt the same way about it.



"Y ou won't be worried, when you seewho heis," scoffed Corbey. "That is' - he spoke as though
correcting himsdlf - "he'sjust some ordinary fellow, like anybody else. He's only wearing that outfit so
nobody will know him. But we're going to have alook at that face of his"

Holding the two automatics, one in each hand, Corbey gestured toward The Shadow and suggested that
Margo remove the prisoner's hat. Therewith, Corbey put an end to al doubt.

Unquestionably, he had aready identified The Shadow as Crangton, though he hadn't |et the other
servants see the captive's face. Corbey was smply pretending that he didn't know, in order to witnessthe
effect on Margo.

Asthey approached The Shadow's chair, Margo halted, trying to pretend that she was afraid. It didn't
wash well with Corbey, as his scoffing smile reveded. The chauffeur wasn't bothering to display his
poker face any longer.

"I.... I think we'd better wait for Miss Connie,” blurted Margo. "Y ou wanted to talk to her, Corbey.
Besdes... | don't know many people herein Venetia."

"Neither does Miss Granmore," asserted Corbey. " She hasn't lived herelately. | don't see any need to
wait for her, MissLane."

"But what about Mr. Mandon? Perhaps he -"

"We don't know how soon he can get here.”

"The sheriff iscoming, though!" exclamed Margo. "We certainly ought to wait for him!*"
"Of coursewe should!"

THERE was sarcasm in Corbey's tone. Nevertheless, he meant what he said. The chauffeur had found
out exactly what he wanted: namely, that Margo knew the identity of The Shadow. She wouldn't have
balked, the way she had, unless she wanted to favor the prisoner.

It was all so plain to Corbey, even though the other servants didn't recognize it. Margo, planted inside
Mandon's house, while her friend Cranston roved about as The Shadow. Having so satisfied himself,
Corbey was quite willing to wait until the sheriff came.

He wanted others to witness Margo's confusion when someone lifted the douch hat to display the face
benegth it. And the mental anguish that Margo was undergoing was something that meanwhile pleased
Corbey, very much.

Likewise, Corbey recognized that Margo would become more desperate during the painful wait. On that
account, he was watching her as closaly as he watched The Shadow, though he wastrying not to let her
know it. One big gun dangling loosdly in hisleft hand, Corbey kept the other toward The Shadow, but
there were moments when he seemed lax.

On those occasions, he let hisright hand gun nudge Margo'sway, just to remind her that it would be
usdesstotry flight.

Therewas aclock ticking loudly on the kitchen wall, and it told off minutes that became more gruding as
they increased. Eyeslowered, Margo kept staring at The Shadow, thinking that perhaps he might be
dead. There were moments when she thought she saw him stir; then she decided that the fold of his cloak
had merely fluttered from a breeze that sighed through the open kitchen window.



Another storm was coming over Venetia, and the breeze wasiits harbinger; but ssorms seemed mild
things, indeed, compared to the ordedl that faced The Shadow.

If «ill alive, he would be accused of the murder of Foster Granmorel

Such accusation would carry teeth. Ted would no longer hesitate about telling of his part in the effair.
TitusWedorf, dready above suspicion, would remain so. A prejudiced loca jury would hang full guilt
upon one man: Lamont Crangton, dias The Shadow.

The breeze wasincreasing. Along with the heavier gusts came flashes of distant lightning, accompanied
by the mutter of faraway thunder. But those weren't the most ominous sounds that reached Mandon's
kitchen. From the dope leading up to the house came the throbs of motors, which announced the arriva
of the sheriff and hismen!

Even The Shadow seemed to shudder, as aheavier breeze whined in from the window and swept the
folds of his cloak. Corbey gave aharsh, pleased laugh and looked at Margo. Her eyes were toward The
Shadow; suddenly, they lifted, hoping that Corbey wouldn't guess something that she had just seen.

If Corbey guessed, hedid it too late.

He was giving the gun awag toward Margo, when the something that had stirred within The Shadow's
cloak lashed forth with whippet speed. A gloved hand overtook Corbey's and caught the moving
automatic in asolid grip. Snarling, Corbey tried to tug the trigger, and succeeded, but it didn't matter.

The Shadow, haf up from the chair, had timed his grab to the exact angle. He'd stopped the gun just
after itsmuzzle had moved away from him and before it had gone far enough to point at Margo.

Thunder reverberated through the room. Not the thunder that accompanied the outside lightning, but the
roar that came with the stab of flame that the gun muzzle dispatched.

Therecail of the powerful .45 reeled Corbey backward, as abullet gauged out agreat chunk from the
vacant kitchen wall. But The Shadow's hand was firm on the gun, accompanying its jounce.

A hard twist of agloved fist and The Shadow, now on hisfeet, had regained one automatic. Y et Corbey
still held the odds. The Shadow was gripping his gun by the barrel, whereas Corbey had a second
wegpon in hisleft hand, with afinger set againgt thetrigger!

WITH acry, Margo leaped in, hoping to intervene. She was swept aside by the rapid action of the duel.
Corbey was using a gun left-handed, and had to bring it up and around. He shouldered Margo aside as
he whesdled with the wesgpon.

Asfor The Shadow, he sent the girl spilling farther, for he was spinning even fagter, away from the arc of
Corbey'saim.

At that moment, it seemed that Corbey would surely overtake The Shadow with the gun muzzle before
the cloaked fighter could bring his own wegpon to aim. The thing that Corbey didn't expect was the back
dash of The Shadow's hand. It came, carrying the reversed automatic, with ahard, sure stroke, squarely
againg the borrowed gun in Corbey's | eft fist!

Corbey didn't have achanceto pull thetrigger asthe automatic went flying from his hand. The best he
could do wasjab hisright hand into his coat pocket, to bring out his own revolver, which he carried
there.

Spilled in one corner of the kitchen, Margo saw The Shadow spring the other way, toward the spot



where he had knocked the extra automatic.

Instead of pausing to regain the loose gun, The Shadow reached the light switch and pressed it. There
was adoor just beyond, and Corbey fired at it when the lights went off. A sudden splash of lightning
showed the doorway - empty!

Then came alaugh from back within the kitchen. The Shadow hadn't forgotten his extragun. Hed smply
decided to handle the light switch first. His dive back into the kitchen had bluffed Corbey completdly, and
before the chauffeur could change hisam, The Shadow taked - with two guns!

Up from the floor, The Shadow's stabs were directed toward the ceiling. They were purposely harmless,
but Corbey didn't know it. Corbey was diving beneath atable, and when he heard The Shadow's laugh
again, the chauffeur blazed anew &t the doorway. The Shadow'slaugh till trailed, with adeparting tone
that Corbey couldn't understand until the lightning flashed again.

Strange, the way that blaze seemed clouded, only to clear itsalf before the flash had ended. Y et the
singular occurrence explained itself when eyes turned toward the window. The thing that had blanked the
lightning was a black-cloaked shape. The flare was increasing, because that same shape was sweeping
out through the window, dropping from sight beyond!

Corbey fired hislast shots through the vacant window. With the rumble of thunder thet followed the
lightning flash came the mockery of afarewell laugh, announcing that Corbey's prisoner, The Shadow,
was goneinto the night!

CHAPTER XII. WANTED: A KILLER

|F ever aman was gripped by savage disappointment, that man was Corbey. Hewasn't going to let a
prisoner vanish from hissight and get away with it. He started for adoor that led outside, shouting for the
sarvantsto follow him, which they did, largely because they preferred a more ample space than the
confines of the kitchen.

There were shouts from in front of the house that came when lightning flashed anew, and Margo realized
that The Shadow must have been spotted by the sheriff and his men. To the echoes of outside gunfire,
Margo cameto her feet, wondering what next to do.

At leadt, the best way to help The Shadow was to stay away from trouble, so Margo took the route that
led through the rear sun porch.

There, the open door to the garden was most attractive. There was a chance that The Shadow might
double back among the hedges, where Margo might be able to aid him. So Margo turned and started
down the steps, only to run squarely into a person coming the other way. Fortunately, an arriving lightning
flash identified the person in question.

It was Connie, and she was breathless. She wanted to know what had happened, and she wastrying to
make Margo believe that she'd been walking among the hedges al thiswhile. Drawing the other girl into
the porch, Margo settled the Situation very promptly.

"Corbey captured aprowler,” declared Margo, "but whoever he was, he got away. Y ou aren't involved,
Connie, so don't worry. I'll explain that you didn't leave the garden.”

"Thanks, Margo,” murmured Connie. "With al this trouble between the families, | wouldn't want to be
involved -



"l undergtand, Connie."
"I'll do asmuch for you," added Connie, "if | ever can!"

Margo felt sure that Connie would soon have her chance, though it would be difficult for her to redlly
help. Whether or not The Shadow escaped from his present pursuers, there was going to be plenty of
talk when Corbey announced that his black-clad prisoner had been none other than Lamont Cranston.

As Crangton's friend, Margo would beright in the thick of embarrassing questions, and would certainly
need whatever support Connie or anyone else might offer.

Shaking off pursuerswas usudly quite easy for The Shadow, but in this case, the lightning flasheswere
playing hob.

Off at the Sde of the house, The Shadow wasin the middle of alawn, with deputies spreading
everywhere. Each flash of lightning gave them afresh view of ther fugitive, and they were shouting to one
another that he was the same mysterious marauder that they had encountered at Granmores.

The deputies were shooting as they shouted, but tonight they lacked their devastating shotguns, serious
weapons at this close range. Sheriff Clemming hadn't expected any trouble at Mandon's, for Corbey had
indicated that everything was under control. Hed brought five deputies smply because that many
happened to be around. They were dl regulars, who preferred revolvers.

The deputies were wasting their fire. They hadn't achance to wing adarting target like The Shadow. By
the time they glimpsed him, alightning flash was ended and they were smply shooting into the dark.

Corbey would havefired, too, if hisgun hadn't been empty. Instead, the chauffeur was shouting
suggestions, and hiswords made sense.

"Cut him off from the front!" bawled Corbey. "Box him in back, among the hedges!"

SHERIFF CLEMMING certified the order, and the deputies did their best to follow it. The task proved
easer than they expected, for The Shadow, too, heard Corbey's shout, and it made senseto him as
wdll.

Cutting for the rear corner of the house, The Shadow was going right where the deputies wanted him,
when they saw him by another stresk of lightning.

Then The Shadow was in among the hedges, and the deputies were learning that he, not they, had
profited by Corbey's suggestion. Though the rear garden was cramped, the hedges furnished the very
cover that The Shadow needed.

Each lightning flash showed deputies peering over hedge tops, looking for afugitive who had purposdy
lost himsdif in the maze by the Ssmple expedient of crouching low.

During intervas of dark, the deputies plunged about, running into each other and getting nowhere. The
storm was amost on the hill, and awind-swept drizzle promised torrents of rain that would make the hunt
hopeless.

Crawling aong the line of ahedge, The Shadow rolled beneath the brambles as a deputy blundered past.
Finding an opening in the hedge stumps, The Shadow worked through and sneaked for the other side of
the house.

Heknew that if he reached the front, a short dash would take him to ample clumps of shrubbery that



adorned the sides of the curving driveway which led up into Mandon's.

It happened that Corbey guessed what The Shadow might do next and began to tell it to the depuities.
Pulling themselves out of entangling hedges, they started around to the front of the house, too.

From awindow, Margo and Connie saw them on the move. The Shadow, it so happened, had gone past
unnoticed. But he wasn't to remain o.

Moving to afront window, the girlswere just in time to witnessamost startling sequel to the man hunt.

The Shadow had reached the front driveway and waswell clear of the lightsthat glimmered from the
portico outside of Mandon's front door. The rain was coming hard, pelting straight into The Shadow's
face. He couldn't see the shrubs, or anything else, down the driveway, but he had his sense of direction to
guidehim.

Hight wasthe only course. The Shadow had more important matters than the dodging of deputies. Asfor
the matter of Corbey, The Shadow was quite sure that he could offset any testimony that the chauffeur
might give.

Any factsthat Corbey divulged would dwindle into insignificance when more important matters were
revealed. Still, it would be better if Corbey kept slent.

He was a trouble-maker, this Corbey, and The Shadow had a score to settle with him. Even Worse,
Corbey was to add more trouble, His chance came as he reached the front of the house.

At that moment, The Shadow was beginning arun down the homestretch - that portion of the drive that
would lead him to the shrubs.

Vivid lightning filled the sky; with it, amighty thunderclap directly overhead. The sorm had arrived in full
blagt, and the brilliance of that lightning flash offsat the blinding fury of therain.

Corbey saw The Shadow, and gave atriumphant bellow as he dashed in pursuit, with the deputiesa
dozen yards behind.

Blotting darkness had returned, and in it The Shadow reached the shrubs, which the lightning flash had
shown him. He didn't drop among them, as he had when in the hedges. Instead, he zigzagged through the
bed of bushes, changing course, so asto be out the path of fireif the deputies decided to rake the shrubs
with gunfire

Reaching the shrubsin the darkness, Corbey gave another shout, which The Shadow heard. So did the
deputies, who were ssumbling forward.

"Thisiswhere hewent!" yelled Corbey. "Get him! He's the man who murdered Foster Granmore!™

Lightning blazed, as though Corbey's shout had produced it. Waving his gun across acurve of bushes
that fringed the driveway, Corbey was sure that he had sighted the huddled shape he wanted. His shout
rose triumphant.

"Thereheid And I'll tell youwho heidl Hisname-"

A SMASH of thunder interrupted. Lightning had blotted out but the deputies saw the stab of agun from
the shrubs where The Shadow had gone. They knew that Corbey's gun was empty, hence he couldn't
have fired the shot. What they didn't know was that The Shadow hitherto had fired only to discourage
personswho might am hisway.



Riling into the shrubs, they blazed away until their guns were empty, aiming in the genera direction of the
last shot they had seen.

More lightning showed the shrubs, but no figures among them. Caught up with the deputies, the sheriff
ordered them ahead. They stumbled in and out of bushes and found themsalves back by the edge of the
curving drive. There, one of the deputies floundered, gave asudden yell, and flung himsdlf upon a prone
figure

"I'vegot him!"

The deputy had some one, dright, but his captive wasn't The Shadow. A glare from the sky revedled the
man'sidentity. The deputies had found their own pa, Corbey, and he was definitely dead. The sheriff's
gtern tonefollowed the thunder's rumble.

"You foold" boomed the sheriff. " Shooting at the man Corbey was after! 'Y ou should have known you'd
clip Corbey instead! Bring him up to the house!

The procession reached the house, bringing Corbey as a burden. As Margo and Connie opened the front
door, the group was outlined, not by aflash of lightning but by the glow of headlightsthat came swinging
up thedrive.

Asthe car reached the house, aman sprang out. He was Giles Mandon, back from the factory.

Men were laying Corbey's dead form in the hall when Mandon joined them. Asthey tried to tell Mandon
of their blunder, he glared at them, denouncing their stupidity. He wastelling the sheriff that Corbey was
worth a dozen of the deputies who had dain him, when Clemming turned up from Corbey's body.

"Don't blame my men, Mr. Mandon," said the sheriff solemnly. "I don't think they dropped Corbey after
al. They'd have gotten him in the back, but thisbullet took him in the heart. Seefor yoursdf.”

Mandon looked, and nodded. On the outskirts of the group, Margo could hear the mutter that came
from the deputies. They werein accord with the sheriff'sfinding, not merely to excuse themselves but
because the evidence pointed to another hand behind the fatal shot.

Never had matters been so ominous. As plain aswords, that murmur stated:

"Wanted for murder. The Shadow!"
CHAPTER XI11. THE CHANGED TRAIL

IT was Giles Mandon who brought order out of chaos. He rapped home the point that too much time
had been lost in tracking akiller, the night when Foster Granmore had died. He demanded to know what
had happened in his absence, and it took Margo to tell him.

Omitting any references to Connie's disappearance of an hour, and Ted's departure, Margo stated smply
that Corbey had captured an unknown intruder, who had later escaped.

By the time she finished, Margo had witnesses to support her. Two frightened servants came from where
they had been hiding and solemnly nodded their heads.

Finding that Margo aone was voca, Mandon demanded:

"Who wasthe intruder?"



"l didn't see hisface," answered Margo. "It was covered with his hat."
The servants nodded their corroboration.

"Maybe Corbey took alook at him," suggested Mandon glumly. "If he did, that'swhy the fellow killed
him."

"Corbey knew, aright," assured the sheriff. "He was spilling it when the thunder interrupted him. The
murderer heard him, and that's why hekilled him. 1t's going to be tough, though proving it, considering the
way my men were shooting. Thekiller could lay it to them.”

"But that bullet through the heart -"

"Corbey wasydling to us," brokein the sheriff. "He might have turned around and gotten it. Understand,
| don't think he did, but it could have happened that way."

"That can be settled,” decided Mandon, "by probing for the bullet and checking it with the guns your
deputieswere carrying.”

"Kind of abig wound," observed the sheriff, looking at Corbey's body. "1'd say the bullet mushroomed
againg arib. Not much chance of identifying aflat bullet. The expertswill probably tell usit could have
come from anybody's gun.”

Mandon's expression changed suddenly. The sheriff's reference to gunsin generd had given Mandon a
recollection. Turning to Connie, he asked grimly:

"Wherésyour cousin Ted?'

Connie shook her head and looked at Margo, who aso professed ignorance, since she was supposed to
have been out in the garden most of the time. Beckoning to the sheriff, Mandon led the way into the
study. Sight of the closed safe reassured him.

"l suppose I'm worried over nothing," began Mandon. "Still I'd better make sure -"

He fingered the combination and the safe came open. Turning, Mandon showed a horrified expression,
which only Margo understood. Prompted by a question from the sheriff, Mandon explained.

"Therewasarevolver inthissafe," he said. "It belonged to Ted Granmore.”
"If it belonged to Ted," queried Clemming, "what wasit doing in your safe?"

"| put it there so Ted wouldn't useit,” Mandon replied. "He asked for it this evening. He wanted to give it
to you, sheriff."

"To me? Why.
"I suppose I'd better tell you the whole story."

THEREWITH, Mandon gave an exact account of Ted'sfirst visit, when he brought the revolver. Hetold
how Ted had been at the Granmore house, and detailed Ted's accusations of Titus Weldorf, along with
his mention of amystery manin black.

"l believed Ted," stated Mandon smply, "“though | wasn't willing to brand Titus as Foster's murderer. The
killer could have been the man in black.”



"Right!" expressed the sheriff. "He was around there that night. It'sup to usto find him."
"That may not prove difficult.”

Mandon's steady words chilled Margo. She feared that he had somehow guessed that Cranston and The
Shadow were one. Then Mandon's next statement ended her alarm, though it produced new
complications.

"Ted admits being at the Granmore house," reminded Mandon, "and he was here this evening when | | €ft.
I'm wondering, sheriff, if Ted could be the mystery man he talked about."”

Clemming's big hand thwacked the desk.

"There'sthe answer!" he exclaimed. "Ted put on that black rig so he could snoop around Foster'sl He
was snooping here, too, or he wouldn't have been able to get into your safe. He couldn't risk having you
see hisface. If he was spotted, he wanted to blame it on the unknown party in the case.

"He had to keep Corbey from recognizing him, too. But Corbey met him and dugged him cold. What's
more, Corbey found out who Ted was. No wonder Ted laid for Corbey, down by the drive. It was
murder, that'swhat!"

Mandon was mationing for sllence. He had something degper on hismind. Again, hisimpartidity was
coming to thefore.

"We must refrain from blind accusations,” declared Mandon. " Speculation is not proof. | would not say
that Ted Granmore was murderoudy inclined, except -"

Mandon's eyes were on the open safe. He turned, his frank gaze changed to one of horror. Mandon was
recalling, only too well, some of the thingsthat Ted had said this very evening. The sheriff pressed
forward.

"Except for what, Mr. Mandon?'

"Except in one case," replied Mandon dowly. "Ted wouldn't trust himsaf with that gun, because be was
afraid hewould kill Tituswith it. Tonight, Ted was talking about a showdown with Titus when he came
here"

"TitusWedorf came here?'
"Yes, but he left safely. | saw to that. Tituswent homejust before | started to the factory -"

Mandon ended his own comment by reaching for the telephone on his desk. He lifted the receiver and
began to jiggle the hook. A voice responded, only to cut off while Mandon wastrying to give the
Wedorf number.

Outsde therewas aglow of lightning, followed by receding thunder. Rain pelted heavily, and Mandon
heard it.

"The storm has put the line out of commission!" exclaimed Mandon. "The service has been terrible dl this
week! No chance to phone Titus. Even the operator couldn't hear me. WEIl have to rush over to the
Wedorf house, sheriff!”

The sheriff logt no timein starting. He and his men were going out the front door, Mandon with them,
when the latter turned and looked back a Connie and Margo, who were wondering if they ought to



come aong, too.

Mandon told them to stay, and try the Weldorf number in about ten minutes, on the chance that the line
would bein operation by that time.

MARGO didn't wait that long. She tried the hall-way phone soon after the cars had sped from the
driveway. She couldn't get an answer at first, but somejiggles of the hook finally produced the operator,
and Margo gave the number.

It was then that Connie intervened. She reached to take the telephone from Margo's hands.

"You'd better let metak," began Connie. "Thismay be serious business, Margo. | wouldn't want you
mixedinit."

"I'maneutra,” reminded Margo. "It wouldn't do for aGranmoreto talk to aWeldorf."

"But | could explain things-"

"Y ou mean you could camly tell Titusthat Ted is coming over to murder him?1 don't think he'd listen.”
"Roy would -"

Connie halted, then began to ssammer.

"I mean Roy might," she said. "Hé's different from the other Weldorfs- at least they say heis, that is; |
don't mean that the Weldorfs say it. | mean other people say -"

"Y ou're too confused to talk to anyone,”" declared Margo. "I'll handle this matter. Wait! I'm getting an
answer, and it sounds like one of the servants.”

It happened to be Harry Vincent, who was expecting acal from Margo. Very briefly, Margo summed
up events at Mandon, and asked if Titus had returned. Harry said that he hadn't, and added that Roy was
gtill absent, too.

Though Connie caught only Margo's haf of the conversation, she began to wonder about it. Margo was
certainly going into agreat many detailsfor the benefit of amere servant.

Hanging up, Margo noticed Conni€'s expression and explained that she had talked to aguest a the
Wedorf house, aman named Vincent, to whom she had been introduced that afternoon. Sudden
enlightenment came over Conni€'sface, and she gave aknowing nod. Quickly, she asked:

"Did he mention Roy Weldorf?'

"Hedid," replied Margo. "He said that Roy wasthere, and that he would tell him everything. That was
why | decided to be so specific.”

There was just one reason why Margo misgquoted Harry. The case of Roy Weldorf was so smilar to that
of Connie Granmore, that Margo deemed it only fair to give him abreak. Roy had dipped Harry; but, in
her turn, Connie had dipped Margo. Since she had declared herself aneutral in the feud between the
families, Margo couldn't very well inform a Granmore regarding a Weldorf.

"It will be dright, then,”" declared Connie, quite relieved. "Between them, Vincent and Roy should
certainly be able to soothe Titusand Ted. I'm sure that they can, at least, keep Ted from shooting Titus -
if Ted redly intendsto do so, which | doubt.”



Margo didn't share Conniesrdief. From dl that she had seen, she feared that death was ill on the
march. Asif in corroboration came a stregk of lightning, aped of thunder, both from the direction of the
Weldorf hill. The storm had brought tragic happenings to Mandon's home; it might do the sameto the
Weldorf mansion.

Y et, withal, there was a better omen. Along with that storm had gone The Shadow. Despite the fact that
he was blamed for Corbey's degth, his real mission wasto prevent doom. Unless murder had already
struck, The Shadow was the one being who could halt it.

CHAPTER X1V. A QUESTION OF MURDER

IN the gloom of the great Weldorf library, Harry Vincent was standing by atable, gripping the telephone
with one hand and thrusting the other deep into his pocket, where he could fed the comfortable touch of
agun.

Hewas glad that he was equipped with an automatic, even though such wegpons had brought trouble to
his chief, The Shadow, upon this very evening.

Harry's case was different. He was an invited guest in a house where murder threatened, and could
therefore explain dmost anything that happened. Inasmuch as The Shadow was at present afugitive,
Harry might haveto take over the duties of his chief.

Therelay the difficulty. Filling The Shadow's shoes was a tremendous problem. There were timeswhen
The Shadow had called upon Harry for such service, and this could be regarded as one of them. In that
case, however, Harry should have heard from The Shadow by thistime. Instead, he had only heard from
Margo.

True, Margo had given vauable facts, but there were till somethat Harry needed. Vitd facts, upon
which coming events hinged. Trying to piece the missing points was more of ariddle than Harry could
solve.

Thefirgt point was Titus Weldorf.

By al caculations, Titus should be home by thistime. In fact, he should have returned asmuch asa
quarter hour ago. He had left Mandon's earlier than Mandon himsdlf. Y et Mandon had reached the
factory, and then returned to his home,

If Titus had returned, where was he now?

Therewas apartid answer. Titus could have driven his car into the garage without Harry hearing it. The
garage was none too close to the house, and the thunder of the approaching storm could easily have
drowned amotor's noise. But there was no reason why Titus should have stayed in the garage,
particularly with a storm about to break upon the hill.

Next: Ted Granmore.

Ted had gained agood head start on the sheriff. A much greater range than the sheriff supposed, because
Ted wasn't the man in black who was regarded as Corbey'skiller. Infact, by Harry's calculations, Ted
should be here by thistime, too, which made mattersal the worse.

Thefind point was Roy.

Hewasthe "other" Weldorf. the one who wasn't supposed to be in the picture yet, though circumstances
might have produced such aresult. Assuming that Titus Weldorf was being stalked by Ted Granmore, it



might be that the latter was hounded by Roy Weldorf.

As hethought in such terms, Harry hated himsdlf with ashort laugh. Thisthing was getting beyond
sengble limits. Maybe it would reach the point where Harry would fancy that Connie Granmore was on
thetrail of Roy Wedorf. It wouldn't do to jump ahead in such absurd fashion. Right now, Harry's
problem wasto see that Ted Granmore didn't find Titus Weldorf.

Since there was no chance of either being in the house, Harry decided to go outside. Rain was battering
hard against the windows, so Harry borrowed one of Tituss raincoats from arack in the hall. Opening
the front door, he moved out into the storm, and turned his head to avoid the brilliance of avivid lightning
flash.

AsHarry opened hiseyes again he still saw aglare. It came from the headlights of a car that had labored
up the steep hill and was now coming past the garage. Stepping behind abig pillar, Harry saw the car
stop. A man sprang from it and started to dash up the steps, into the house. Harry recognized Roy
Weldorf.

Roy's hurry was evidently caused by the storm, nothing more. He halted a sight of Harry, shook steams
of rain from hishat, and questioned breathlesdly:

"Is Titus back? The storm delayed me -"

"Titusisn't back," interposed Harry, "but he should be. | just had acdl from Mandon's saying that Ted
Granmoreison hisway here, gunning for Titus."

Roy's face showed alarm. He made a sudden gesture toward the garage, which could barely be
discernediintheblinding rain.

"Therearelightsin there," declared Roy. "l saw them when | passed. | didn't put my car inside, because|
didn't want to get wet. | thought that | could go there later.”

"Y ou're going there right now," asserted Harry. "And so am |. Come on!”

They dashed to the garage and found one of itsfolding doors gar. Roy wasin the lead, not being
burdened with araincoat, and before Harry could stop him, the other man wrenched the door open and
gprang insde. Harry followed, trying to drag Roy back. It wasn't necessary.

Roy stopped so abruptly that Harry almost bowled him over. Then both were rooted, staring at asight
that quite fulfilled their worst fears.

STANDING in the center of the large garage was Tituss car. The door on the driver's Sde was open,
and beside it stood Ted Granmore.

He was faced toward Roy and Harry, covering them with arevolver, the one which he had taken from
Mandon's safe. But the aimed wegpon wasn't the thing that riveted Roy and Harry.

On the cement floor, at Ted'sfeet, lay the body of TitusWeldorf. Its crazy sorawl was evidence enough
that Tituswas quite dead.

Here was murder on display, with murderer in evidence. Asaman who had just completed onekill, Ted
Granmore looked quite capable of another. His face, however, was the strangest portraya of mingled
moods that Harry Vincent had ever observed.

Ted's face showed satisfaction, yet was tinged with worry. He carried a sneer that was weakened by a



twitch. At one moment, hisfinger would tighten as though ready to pull the gun trigger; then hishand
would loosen asif it wanted to drop the revolver on the floor.

Suddenly, defiance became Ted's ruling mood.

"I know what you think!" he snarled. "Y ou think | murdered Titus, theway he did with Foster. But thisis
onetime circumgtantial evidence doesn't hold!”

Roy dtarted to say something, only to receive awarning nudge from Harry's elbow. Ted didn't notice
Harry's shift. So Harry went further with it. Under cover of Roy's body, Harry began to work his hand
into his pocket, to draw his own gun.

"Maybe Fogter killed old Danid," conceded Ted. "I wouldn't have put it past him. Foster was out for al
he could get, eveniif it didn't include a pile of bondsthat Danidl lied about. If Foster did kill Daniel” - Ted
paused, emphaticaly - "then Titus had aright to kill Foster.

"Titusdid kill Foster! I'm willing to swear toit! That gave mearight to kill Titus. | know what you're
thinking, Roy! Y ou'd liketo kill me, wouldn't you? But theright isn't yours, because | didn't murder
Titug"

Ted'swords had lost their sneer. They rang out clearly, asthough driving home atruth. A strange truth,
from aman who was standing beside the very body of hisvictim. So strange, that it couldn't be believed.
Ted saw the doubt on Roy's face, and scowled. Then:

"Why should | lieabout it,"" questioned Ted narrowly. "I could kill you, too, Roy, and that friend of
yours, whoever heis. I'd do it if | wereredlly amurderer, but I'm not. I'll tell you why. I'd planned to give
Titus achanceto confessthat hed killed Foster. Only somebody killed him firgt.”

As Ted finished, there came aflash of lightning and aroar of thunder, marking the passage of the scorm
acrossthe hill. Ted seemed to enjoy the battering of the elements, as though the fact the lightning hadn't
struck him dead could be regarded as a proof of his statements. But Roy's eyes till fixed on the body of
Titus, showed no bdief in Ted's story.

Watery beads appeared on Ted's forehead. Whether raindrops or perspiration, they annoyed him, and
he wiped them away with hisfree hand. Reaching for the car door, Ted dammed it shut above Tituss

body.

"Somebody got herefirst!” repeated Ted savagely. "I saw the car and knew it belonged to Titus. |
sneaked in and saw him, sitting at the whed!. | yanked the door open and told him to come out. He came
- like that!"

Reaching for the handle, Ted pulled the door wide, and ended with adown-sweeping gesture to indicate
the spill of the dead body. In so doing, Ted turned without redlizing it, and his gun away from the men he
covered.

By then, Harry's automatic was drawn, out of sight behind Roy's back. Harry didn't lose an ingtant.

WHEELING, Harry yedled to Roy: "Look out!" and shoved his companion behind Tituss car. Making a
forward lunge toward Ted, Harry was driving, gun first, asthe fellow came about. Harry was aiming for
Ted'sgun hand, hoping to clip it with aquick shot.

But Ted didn't wait around. He sprang in front of the car, between its radiator and the wall of the garage.
Springing to overtake him, Harry had Ted really on the run, when an obstacle presented itself.



That obstacle wasthe body of Titus. Tripping acrossit, Harry fell against the running board. Throwing his
arm forward to protect his head from the front fender of the car, Harry failed to avoid aglancing blow
that somewhat jarred him. With thejolt, helost hishold on the automatic, and it clattered to the floor
beside Harry'sflattening form.

Over the hood of the car came Ted Granmore, his face as savage as any human's could be. His denid of
murder seemed a shabby pretense, considering his present action. He intended to kill Harry in cold
blood, before any human hand could stop him. Nor was any hand close enough to ddliver aid. Thething
that saved Harry Vincent was alaugh. A weird, strange tone that seemed more than human. Coming, as
it did, in thewake of astorm wherein dl the e ements had loosed, that outlandish mirth might well have
been uttered by a creature from another world.

The tone had stayed the hands of killersin the past, and it worked anew in the case of Ted Granmore.
Poised half acrossthe car hood, Ted forgot Harry for the moment, to look for amore formidable foe
whose very mirth threstened destruction.

Ted Granmore had reason for the sudden dread that he displayed. He was hearing the laugh of The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XV.STRIFEON THE HILL.

IT took Ted Granmore only afew seconds to |ocate the source of The Shadow'slaugh, but that brief
period was enough. Not enough to give Ted abulge againgt anew attacker, but sufficient for The
Shadow to assure the future of his agent, Harry Vincent.

Thelaugh came from the door of the garage. The Shadow had arrived there just in time to witness
Harry's tumble and hear the clatter of Ted's leap atop the hood of the car. Though Ted was where The
Shadow couldn't see him, the fighter in black recognized the danger that Ted represented.

Therefore, The Shadow laughed.

He knew the effect that his snister mockery would produce when it echoed within the confines of the
garage. But The Shadow's vocal chalenge was but the prelude to further action, that he supplied in his
usud rgpid syle.

A sweep of blackness came hurtling forward, so suddenly, that Ted took it for something from nowhere.
It was past the spot where Titus lay, and springing onward beyond Harry's rising form when Ted aimed
at thething in black.

Savagely, the man who repudiated murder, sought to kill the cloaked foe who had literally snatched one
victim from his grasp. Thinking that The Shadow was coming around the front of the car, Ted aimed past
theradiator and tugged histrigger twice.

Ted missed. Twice.

He couldn't understand it. He was firing at nothing but alaugh. Ted's blood shot eyes were seeing black
spots againgt the garage wall where his bullets had smashed themsdves flat. Black spots, asthough The
Shadow, by some mysterious process, had demateridized himsdlf into amultitude of specks!

Thefault lay with Ted'sstrained vison.

At the moment that Ted's gun swung to aim, The Shadow staged one of his swift swirls. He didn't
continue on to the wall. Instead he sivung full about and dropped low, dl in one amazing twidt.



So dusive was The Shadow's fade-out, that Ted'svision, like hisaim, carried onward. The man who
wouldn't admit himself akiller would have sworn that hed seen The Shadow right in front of him when he
amed.

Asfor thelaugh, it might have come from anywhere, the way The Shadow voiced it. It wasn't surprising
that Ted'simagination placed it at the one spot whereit couldn't be.

The whole result was just too much for the maddened mind of Ted Granmore. Dropping to hisside of the
car, Ted flung himself about and dashed for the door of the garage.

Into Ted's path came Roy Weldorf. Ted didn't even see him, for Roy was canny in hislunge, coming
from in back of the car. But when they grappled, Ted struck out savagely, and Roy, dodging the furious
blows, dived clear acrossthe back of the car. There, Roy came into the path of another charging fighter.

The Shadow was coming after Ted aong the other side of the car, hoping to cut him off before he
reached the garage door. Roy's dive spoiled The Shadow's opportunity.

Half sumbling, The Shadow was gripped by Roy, who was acting blindly, thinking that he had
encountered Ted again. Clutching hard, Roy gripped The Shadow's cloak, until its owner wrenched it
forcibly from hisgrasp. By then, Ted was out of the garage.

Wheding in pursuit, The Shadow saw Ted outlined in the gleam of headlights from acar coming up the
hill through the lessening rain. As The Shadow aimed, Ted ducked behind atree and began to shoot at
the arriving car. Another was behind it; these were the sheriff's cars, and they were followed by
Mandon's.

Recognized by the newcomers, Ted became an object of immediate pursuit. Men were out of the cars,
deploying while they opened fire, and Ted was ducking somewhere in the darkness beyond the
driveway.

For adouble reason, The Shadow decided that blackout tactics were to his own advantage. He wanted
to capture Ted, and knew that he might manage it in the dark, he also wanted to keep the deputiesin
ignorance of his presence.

Good policy, considering that the sheriff's men wanted The Shadow for Corbey's death. The fact that
they might have mistakenly identified him as Ted Granmore, occurred immediately to The Shadow;
hence, histwo reasons for keeping to the dark, combined to form athird.

Swinging around in back of the halted cars, The Shadow circled past the trees, to block off Ted's
escape.

It would be excdllent if the fighter who wasn't Ted should meet the one who was. Considering The
Shadow's aptitude in darkness, there could be but one result. A brief set-to in the night, and Ted
Granmore would be found dazed and helpless. This, if anything, would produce arespitein the existing
feud, abreathing spell wherein facts could be established.

Off beyond the trees The Shadow waited. He could hear aman stumbling somewhere and knew that it
must be Ted. The deputies were badly off thetrail. A few more minutes and The Shadow's cause would
be won.

SOMETHING had happened elsewhere.

In the garage, Roy Weldorf had reached Harry Vincent and pulled him to hisfeet. Rubbing his head,
Harry was looking about, puzzled by the sounds of gunfire outside. Harry was feding in his own pockets



for hismissing autométic.

Roy saw the weapon, picked it up, and was about to hand it to its owner, when another idea struck him.
Harry was staring the opposite direction, so Roy pocketed the gun himsalf and hurried out of the garage.

All about were flashlights. Like the headlamps of the cars, they were somewhat dimmed by the rain that
had dackened to adrizzle. Since no one wasfinding Ted, Roy decided upon asmple course,

He started out into the darkness among the trees, on the assumption that if Ted still chanced to be
around, he could be found where lights were absent.

At that moment, Ted was moving very cagily, hoping to snesk from the untenable terrain. He was
heading right for The Shadow, though he didn't know it. The reason of course was that The Shadow had
purposdy placed himsdf in Ted's path, judging its direction by the occasiona soundsthat Ted made.

Through sheer accident, Roy was coming the same direction. Not being hunted, he was making more
noise than Ted. His sounds attracted the deputies, and they suddenly started in among the trees. Seeing
the lights, The Shadow made aquick shift, intending to cut Ted off sooner than he had origindly planned.

Things happened in very quick succession.

Ted heard Roy's overloud gpproach and sprang to hisfeet, looking over his shoulder. At that moment, a
flashlight bored through the trees. It revealed Roy to the deputies, and they saw Ted beyond. Roy saw
Ted, too.

In atrice, the Weldorf-Granmore feud was carried another step onward. Roy Weldorf bounded
forward, aming the gun he carried. Ted Granmore, anxious to escape, did not turn to fire. Instead, he
tried to spring off between the trees.

He stumbled, caught himsdlf againgt atree trunk, and turned like a creature at bay. Of the pursuers, only
Roy saw him, for Ted had sagged into alittle gully.

Aiming point-blank, Roy tugged the trigger of Harry's autométic.

By dl therules of the hunt, that shot should have driven home to Ted Granmore's brain. But Roy Weldorf
missed histarget by yards. Out of pitch-blackness, into the glare of the powerful flashlight, swept a
cloaked shape that enveloped Roy with asingle swoop.

So powerful was The Shadow's drive, that he lifted Roy clear from hisfeet and sent the gunshot up
among the tree tops. Then Roy was somersaulting somewhere in the darkness, to land in alittle daze of
hisown.

Other pursuers saw The Shadow. Already inclined to believe that he was Ted Granmore, they thought
the question settled. They didn't stop to think how Ted had shifted position and changed attire, al ina

few scant seconds. They began to shoot for the figure in black, and under such a barrage The Shadow
had only one choice.

With weaving stride, he picked thefirst darkness that he could reach. Hisfade-out was so sudden that
even hisdirection proved deceptive. But the bullets that raked the tree trunks produced another target.

Hearing the whining dugs, Ted Granmore found hisfeet and dashed away. Hashlights promptly spotted
him, but he kept on running, and his start was enough to take him out of gun range.

All very suddenly, Ted had become himself again, in the opinion of the sheriff'smen. It didn't matter how



he had shed the cloak that they thought he was wearing. Ted wastheir quarry, and they intended to trap
him, never redlizing that they were cutting off the one pursuer who redlly could have bagged the fugitive.

Though quite safe in the darkness, The Shadow had no further chance to join the chase.

TED doubled histrail. He cut back toward the garage. There wasn't aperson to block him off. Every
man, GilesMandon and Sheriff Clemming included, had started in among the trees. Harry Vincent was
coming from the garage, but he no longer had agun, and al he could do was drop back out of sight.

Ted didn't even see Harry. Turning toward the hill below the garage, Ted loped to acar that he had
parked just off the road. Springing into the vehicle, he loosened the hand brake and let the car coast. It
was whirling down the hill before any one could overtake him.

Otherswere climbing into their cars, eager to give pursuit. Strife on the hill had ended in amotorized
chase. Carswere scudding down into the valey, their lights swinging wildly as they made sharp turns.
The only men not in the chase were Harry Vincent and Roy Weldorf, who were meeting in the center of
the driveway in rather groggy fashion.

Thiswasn't The Shadow's chase, either. His opportunity had passed. He had tossed aside his chanceto
capture Ted, rather than take a dead prisoner into camp. But for The Shadow's intervention, Roy would
have dropped Ted with bullets and the family vendetta would have moved aong another peg.

From al that he had seen, The Shadow had full reason to class Ted Granmore as amurderer, and
therefore aman who deserved desth. Ted Granmore, standing above the body of Titus Weldorf, had
pleaded innocence, but The Shadow had not been present to hear it.

What The Shadow had viewed was Ted's later effort to kill Harry Vincent, in atruly murderous fashion.
Ordinarily, The Shadow would not have prevented someone e se from stopping aman like Ted with
bullets. But the case of Roy Weldorf was not ordinary.

Had Roy dain Ted Granmore, The Shadow's best-laid plans would have met a sudden end. Weldorf
versus Granmore, with death the purpose, was something that The Shadow intended to obliterate so
thoroughly, that the world would forget that talk of such afeud had ever existed.

Tonight, The Shadow had failed to prevent the murder of Titus Weldorf, but he had forestalled the death
of Ted Granmore. Superficidly, the cases seemed no different, since the evidence of murder was equal
againg both.

But there was a difference. The Shadow knew.

That waswhy Harry Vincent heard the whisper of a parting laugh from somewhere among the rain-swept
trees. A grim laugh, yet one that promised to sweep away the cloud of mystery that hovered over a
crime-deluged town.

The laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVI. PROOF OF MURDER

WHEN Sheriff Clemming and Giles Mandon returned to the Weldorf mansion, they came without their
escort of deputies. The sheriff had assgned his men to important duty - that of covering al the roads
around the township.

Ted Granmore had escaped his pursuers, but they had found his car, abandoned near a washed-out
bridge. It wouldn't be safefor Ted to try to travel farther.



On the contrary, Sheriff Clemming could not predict Ted'simmediate capture. Ted knew the territory
around Venetia, insde out, and it might take weeksto find him. These hill lands had once been the habitat
of outlaws, and anyone familiar with the legends of those days could easily take advantage of forgotten
hiding places throughout the countryside.

Added to that, the devagtation caused by the recent floods would render a man hunt practicaly
impossible. Hence, the sheriff was resigned to the task of keeping Ted boxed in within his present
bounds.

That Ted Granmore had murdered Titus We dorf seemed a salf-evident fact.

When he viewed Tituss body, lying beside the car in the garage, the sheriff turned to Mandon, who
shook hisheead. In face of such evidence asthis, Mandon could hardly voice his previous belief in things
that Ted had said.

When Harry and Roy told how they had surprised Ted on this scene of death, the case looked as good
asclosed. Therewasjust oneriftin Ted'sfavor.

It came when the two witnesses declared that Ted had denied the murder, claiming that he had found
Titusdead in the car. But the statement was so pa pably absurd that the sheriff immediately regjected it.

"Ted tried to bluff you," declared the sheriff. "Nobody would have been herein the garage, lying in wait
for Titus. If held been killed somewhere ese, how could he have driven himsaf home? If you two fellows
had only come here sooner, you'd have been in timeto keep Ted from killing Titus."

Roy gave quick response.

"Y es, sheriff, it wastoo bad,” said Roy. "If we'd only seen the lightsin the garage allittle earlier, wed
know more about this case.”

"Y ou saw the garage lights?"

"Of course!" Roy was speaking in matter-of-fact style. "That'swhy Vincent and | hurried down from the
house."

The sheriff stepped to the garage door and looked toward the mansion. The rain was over and the lights
in the house showed clearly, so the sheriff assumed that the garage lights could be seen from the
mangon.

Harry could have testified that the garage lights weren't visible from the house at the time Roy mentioned.
Then, nothing could be seen amid the deluge that was pouring from the sky.
However, even though Harry said nothing, Roy coolly put aspikein such testimony.

"There were no strangers hereabouts,” Roy told the sheriff. "At least, not to my knowledge. Of course” -
Roy gavealight laugh - "Vincent might be counted a stranger, but | can vouch for the fact that he didn't
leave the house dll evening. In fact, when heand | came down here to the garage, | wasleading the

way."

Roy ended by giving Harry afriendly thwack upon the shoulders, asthough he had done him agreat
favor. Inaway, Roy had. Hewas clearing Harry entirely. But it happened that Roy was doing himself an
even better turn.

Without so stating, Roy was indicating that he, himsdlf, had been in the house dll the while, afact which



only Harry could deny.

If he did deny it, Harry would thereupon put himself in abad spot. He would be admitting that he was at
large at thetime of Tituss death. People might begin to believe Ted'swild yarn that someone else had
dain Titus. That someone e se could be none other than Harry Vincent.

Very clever of Roy Weldorf, to preserve hisown dibi by affording onefor Harry! It gave Harry the
digtinct suspicion that Roy, not Ted, might have had ahand in Tituss degth.

If Harry had seen the hasty way in which Roy had later tried to shoot Ted, during the chase among the
trees, the suspicion would have enlarged itsdlf.

However, only one person had witnessed that event: The Shadow.

AT present, The Shadow was again in the offing. He was watching the conference at the garage from
darkness across the driveway. He saw the looks that Harry exchanged with Roy. The Shadow was
pleased because Harry maintained a stolid expression, that showed no traces of the suspicion that he
mugt certainly havefelt.

Roy's actions on this evening were becoming more important in The Shadow's mind. They were reaching
the point where they demanded thorough investigation.

Accepting Roy'stestimony at it's face value, Sheriff Clemming stroked his chin and stared at Tituss car,
whereupon Giles Mandon gave an approving nod.

"I wouldn't overlook asingle clue, sheriff," declared Mandon. "When you find Ted, hewill till deny that
he murdered Titus, and after all, no one witnessed the actua crime. Often, aman's guilt or innocence
depends upon some vita but forgotten detail "

Impressed by Mandon's suggestion, the sheriff began an ingpection of the car. He admitted, reluctantly,
that Titus could have falen from the driver's seet, as Ted claimed. The keyswere missang from the
ignition lock, however, and that proved amoot point. It indicated that Titus had driven the car into the
garage and drawn out the ignition key.

Looking to the floor, the sheriff saw aslvery glimmer and found aring of keys. Hetried them, and one
fitted theignition, lock. Promptly, the sheriff called upon the others to bear witnessto the fact.

"Evidence againg Ted Granmore!" announced the sheriff. "If Titus Weldorf had been dead when Ted
found him, the keyswould till beinthelock.”

"That doesn't quitefollow," began Mandon. "I'll admit adead man couldn't have drawn akey from a
lock. But Titus might have taken out the key while dive, and yet remained in the car awhile.”

"What for?' demanded the sheriff. "There was a storm coming up. Why would Titus stick around, instead
of going into the house?"

"I don't know," admitted Mandon. "I suppose he would normally have put the keysin his pocket. There
wasn't anything e seto do with them.”

"He might have thought of using another key," put in Roy. "Maybe there was something in the trunk, and
he was wondering if he ought to takeit with him or leave it here. I've often puzzled over such things,

mysdlf."
The sheriff took the keysto the trunk and unlocked it. Looking in the rear compartment, he saw nothing



at firgt, but finally observed the end of a newspaper-wrapped package poking from the upright sparetire
that occupied one side of the compartment.

Leaning in, the sheriff brought the package out. As heripped off the wrapping, his eyes went startled.

Two objectsfdl from the sheriff's hands and thudded the floor of the compartment. Together, those
objects congtituted a pair of square-toed shoes. They were old shoes, of the size and the type that Titus
wore, and they were caked with dry mud, that broke off in chunks when the shoes thudded to the floor
of thetrunk compartment.

"So Titusdid kill Foster!" spoke the sheriff, inadow, dull tone. "The gdl of him, suggesting that we use
his shoes as modd s to track down amurderer! Well, we know that Titus murdered Foster and had
evidenceto get rid of, but we're equaly certain” - he swung to the others - "that Ted murdered Titus, and
well prove that, too!™

"How?" queried Mandon.

"By the bullet in Titussbody," returned the sheriff. "I don't think it flattened, like the one that hit Corbey.
When wefind Ted, hell il have hisgun, because he won't fed safewithout it. Well get that gun and
clinch our cas2!"

AS the men turned from the garage, blackness receded. All during the discussions, a black-cloaked
figure had loomed in the very doorway as asilent, unseen member of the group.

So smoothly did The Shadow blend into the outer darkness, that it seemed literaly to swallow him.
Watching from the thickness of the night, The Shadow saw men separate.

Mandon and the sheriff were going back to town, while Harry and Roy were turning toward the house.
The Shadow followed the latter pair, entered the front door after them, and from the gloom of ahuge
hallway watched them go into the library. The Shadow saw Roy turn and hand Harry his automatic.

"You'd better keep this, Vincent," declared Roy solemnly. "I shouldn't have borrowed it in thefirst
place.

"I didn't know you did borrow it," said Harry.

"| picked it up while you were groggy,” explained Roy. "And I'd have killed Ted with it, if something
hadn't tripped me. It'sa horrible thing" - Roy clapped his hand to his head - "to redlize that you might
havekilled aman!"

"Wouldn't you have been judtified?'

"At the time, perhaps, but not now, Vincent. Since we've learned that Titus actually murdered Foster, we
know that thereredly isafeud. I'd be perpetuating it, if | took ashot at Ted Granmore.

"I hate thisquarrdl, Vincent! Now that it's my turn to kill, according to the rules of vendetta, I'm going to
show how | redlly fed by ending the whole thing!"

Therewas sincerity in Roy'stone, but it was very much like the double dibi that he had given for himsalf
and Harry. Thefact made Harry wonder. He wanted to believe Roy, because he looked like aman
worthy of trust; but, after dl, he was a Weldorf and murder might run in the blood.

It even occurred to Harry that Roy's way of stopping the feud could have been by killing hisown
kinsman, Titus, and getting revenge on the Granmores by blaming it on Ted. Anyone might stoop to any



depths, inthemidst of al thismuddle.

Perhaps Roy sensed Harry's doubts. If so, he used the best system to quell them. Roy turned the
conversation to another subject. He began by stating that he was sorry he had cometo Venetia; that
once heleft, hed never vigt the town again. He preferred the smadl city in Missouri where he had started
in business on his own, and was making out quite well.

"It's great to be settled down," declared Roy. "Out there, we've forgotten al about this stodgy town, and
we never mention families. I'd like you to stop off sometime, Vincent. | think you're one person who
would understand.”

There was one person who aready understood. He was The Shadow. Moving out from the Weldorf
mansion, The Shadow gave alow-toned laugh.

The Shadow could more than surmise why Roy Weldorf had been so cagy on the matter of his absence
from the house, this evening. The Shadow's theory was so good, that he was resolved to test it

promptly.

However, The Shadow had a matter of his own that needed immediate attention. In this business where
murder was being pinned on people right and |eft, The Shadow did not care to share a portion of the
burden, not even in the mind of a person who trusted him. So The Shadow's course through the
darkened night led him back to Mandon's.

SKIRTING the house, The Shadow heard voices from the enclosed porch. Margo wastalking to
Connie, and they were discussing the tragic death of Titus Weldorf, dong with theflight of Ted
Granmore. Corbey's death had dropped to aminor subject, and whenever it chanced to be mentioned,
The Shadow could admost hear Margo shudder.

Mostly, however, the two girlstalked of Ted.

"I never did like Ted," admitted Connie. "Maybe | should stand by my own cousin, and | probably would
if I belonged to any other family. But... well, | just don't like to be consdered a Granmore."

Margo murmured that she felt she understood.

"| supposethat Ted wasjustified,” proceeded Connie. "That is, for killing Titus Weldorf. Of course,
Corbey's case was different. Still, it might have been an accident. What do you think, Margo?"

"I'd say it was an accident,” replied Margo. "But what about Ted? Do you think they'll find him after the
floods have ended?’

Connielaughed softly.

"They cdl thesefloods!" she explained. "1 wish these people could seered ones! Why, when the
Mississippi River spreads acrossits banks, it covers adozen counties larger than thisone! Out there,
they'd have to use boats to hunt afugitive like Ted!"

"From the way the sheriff talked," declared Margo "they'll have to use bloodhoundsin thisterritory. But
Mandon saysthat once they bring in dogs, Ted will know they're after him. Mandon advises strategy.”

"Sowould," said Connie. "Giles should be able to propose a better way. | suppose well hear al about
it tomorrow. So good night, Margo.” Connie rose, turned toward the door that led into the house, and
paused, to add softly: "And thanksalot!™



After Connie had gone, Margo waited hopefully. Very soon, she heard the whisper that she expected.
Springing to the open window of the porch, she found The Shadow waiting there.

Eagerly, Margo began to pour what facts she had learned, only to have The Shadow stop her.
"Well get to the point, Margo,” he undertoned. "Y ou're wondering why | killed Corbey."

"Yes," admitted Margo, "l am.”

"Theanswer isquitesmple” The Shadow informed. "I didn't kill him."

"Thenitwas Ted, fter dl!"

"Quite unlikely, Margo. | think we can place the blame on someone dse.”

"Not on Connie!" exclaimed Margo. "She'd gone away, | know, but she was back by that time -"

Margo hated. Another name had cometo her mind; that of Roy Weldorf. Only too well did Margo
remember that Roy had dipped Harry this same evening. It all began to form apicture: Ted hunting Titus,
while Roy, in histurn, was seeking Ted. But The Shadow pursued the topic no further.

"Watch Connie carefully,” was dl he said. " She may be drawn deep into the case beforeit isal over. If
anything serious threatens, contact Harry."

There was a swish beyond the open window, the vague semblance of a cloaked figure moving off
between the hedges. Then only the fading whisper of alaugh announced The Shadow's departure for a
destination unknown.

CHAPTER XVII. MANDON'S STRATEGY

ANOTHER funerd was over - that of Titus Weldorf. Harry had attended it in company with Roy, and
the two were back in the Weldorf mansion. There, with four lawyersin attendance, they were going over
Tituss papers when Giles Mandon arrived.

The setting was peaceful compared with the night when Titus Weldorf had met aviolent end. It was
afternoon and the day was very bright, even though the huge library carried an air of perpetua gloom. In
fact, Roy needed atablelamp in order to read the various papers that the lawyers presented to him.

"Theedtateisquitein order,” said Roy to Mandon, "and it looks asthough | am the principd heir,
dthough | am not interested in any of Tituss money."

Though casudly uttered, Roy'swords could have carried avery sinister significance, onethat did not
escape Harry Vincent. So far, vengeance had appeared as the primary motive in the deaths of Weldorfs
and Granmores. By that token, Ted Granmore was marked asthe dayer of Titus Weldorf.

Perhaps vengeance was not the redl rule of the insgdious game. Murder could have a profit motive. It
certainly applied in Roy's case, even though he brushed the thought asde so lightly. Infact, Roy's
admission of disnterest in the feud had been worrying Harry steedily ever since the other night. Lack of
one motive for murder could indicate another, where Roy was concerned.

Coupled to that, Harry had heard from Margo. She was till staying at Mandon's, by request of Connie
Granmore. Though nothing had occurred to make contact necessary. Margo had caled Harry anyway.
The reason was that Margo feared doubts on Harry's part.



He, too, had heard talk of how Corbey had been killed by a masquerader in black, commonly accepted
as Ted Granmore. Harry, of course, would know that the person in question was The Shadow. Since
The Shadow was absent, Harry could be suffering the same qualmsthat had earlier afflicted Margo.

So Margo had phoned, to put Harry right. Hed said nothing of his own suspicions regarding Roy
Wedorf. But Harry now had agood idea of why The Shadow had departed. It was very likely that the
mysterious investigator had gone to check on matters that concerned Roy Weldorf.

Harry's reflections ended when Roy spoke again. There was agrim chuckle to Roy'stone, as he read off
some of theitemsin Titusswill.

"Fifty thousand dollars for a specid mausoleum,” read Roy. "Well, I'm not surprised. Tituswanted it built
onthishillsde, so well put it there. People can point to it and say: Thereliesthe last of the Weldorfs!
I'm sure Tituswould likeit."

"Thelast of the Weldorfs?" inquired Mandon. "What about yoursdlf, Roy?*

"I'm not staying in Venetia, Giles. I'll liquidate the estate, see Tituss silly endowments given homes for
cats or whatever else he meant them for. I'll sall this property and add it to the residue.”

"Including Titussinterest in Weldorf, Granmore, Co.?"
Nodding, Roy reached for another sheaf of documents and handed them to Mandon.

"The stock isto be sold,” declared Roy. "However, thereis one proviso: It must never, under any
condition, become the property of aGranmore."

"I suppose that you will buy it," remarked Mandon. ™Y ou should, Roy. It'sworth much more than par.”

"That's one reason why I'm not keeping it," declared Roy, with asmile. "I'm putting everything into cash,
as| told you. It happensthat you have aready offered better than par vaue for Tituss stock. So I'm
letting you buy it, Giles."

THANKS glowed from Mandon's gppreciative eyes. The glassfactory was his pride, and he had every
right to regard himsdlf asitsreal head. He wanted to control the company outright, and Roy waswilling
that Mandon should.

"Y ou're paying liberdly for Tituss stock," Roy told Mandon, “though I'm sureit'sworth the price you
offer. Tituswas a hard bargainer, but you've done wonders with the business. | still have some shares of
my own in the company. Will you take mine a the same figure?'

Mandon nodded, more pleased than ever. Smiling, Roy gestured to the group about him.

"With four lawyers present,” declared Roy, "we should be able to draw up afina contract. They can
copy the termsthat you and Titus agreed upon. And now, Giles' - Roy's smile broadened - "you have
only to acquire the Granmore interest.”

"I've done as much," stated Mandon. "Ted's shares are already mine, though I've promised him aten
percent bonus. Connie has agreed to sell me her interest at the same price."

"A nicegirl, Connie," approved Roy. "Too bad she'sa Granmore. After all, it doesn't matter. I'm not
proud of my family. | don't suppose that she's afflicted with any misguided loyaty toward hers.”

"Sheisnt," returned Mandon. "I wish you could meet her, Roy. | know you'd like her."



Roy shook his head.

"It wouldn't do for usto be seen together in Venetia," he declared. " People would think that Connie and |
intended to murder each other. Perhaps, somewhere else -"

He paused abruptly, threw a glance at the lawyers, who were drawing up the contract for the stock sale.
Then, taking Mandon's arm, Roy beckoned for Harry to follow them. Leading the way from the library,
Roy stopped in the hall to draw his companions into adeep recessin back of agreat stairway.

The dcove was as gloomy asthe library, for it'swindow was of thick richly-stained glass, a product of
Weldorf, Granmore Co. that had been ingtalled here in the days when the two families had been friendly.

Indeed, this was something of an ancestra acove, for the Weldorf mansion had been built by Roy's
grandfather, and, strange though it seemed, the first guests who had admired this a cove had been
Granmores.

The stained-glass windows threw amottled cloud upon the faces of the men in the acove. Watching Roy
Weldorf and Giles Mandon, Harry saw them dyed with many colors. It wasimpossible to analyze facia
expressonsin that dim, varied light. Nor could voicesreved the red thoughts behind them, for the
solemn setting produced low, restrained tones.

"Before | leave Venetia, declared Roy Weldorf, "one thing must be settled: the matter of Ted
Granmore."

"I've thought of that," spoke Mandon. "I know that you are opposed to family quarreling, Roy, but
people would begin to wonder, if you weretotaly indifferent regarding Tituss desth.”

"That'sit exactly!" affirmed Roy. "It ismy duty to settle al unfinished business, and Ted comesin that
category."

ROY'Swords drilled home to Harry. How nearly Roy had settled that very business, the night when The
Shadow had spilled him when his gun wastrained on Ted Granmore!

Again, Harry remembered his own misgivings concerned Roy. If Roy had actudly killed Titus, he couldn't
afford to leave Venetiawith Ted at large. Once captured, Ted would cry innocence, and people might
believe him, unless Roy happened to be around as Ted's rel entl ess accuser.

All this could be but fancy in Harry's mind. Possibly, Roy was trying to do the right thing and go through
with proper obligationsthat rested upon the last surviving rlative of TitusWeldorf.

Apparently Mandon was accepting that viewpoint, though it was difficult to form atrue conclusion of
anyone's sentimentsin this strange light, where al talk was subdued.

"Ted confided in you before, Giles," pressed Roy. "Perhaps he would do the same again, if given the
opportunity.”

"Y ou mean | might persuade Ted to give himsdf up?’
"I think you could." Roy'stone firmed. "Y ou would have to use strategy, of course.”
Mandon considered the problem, then shook his head. He didn't seem to fedl there was a chance.

"Corbey'sdesth istheredl trouble," asserted Mandon. "Ted would fed that | would never forgive himon
that count.”



"Let him think that you don't know hekilled Corbey."

"But we do know hekilled Corbey,” Mandon argued. "All we know about a prowler in black was that
Ted clamed he saw him. Up here, after Titus was murdered, we saw both Ted and some onein black,
but not together. Everyone agreesthat Ted was just putting on an act to fool us.”

As hefinished, Mandon studied Roy in the queer light. Despite the many hues that tinted Roy's face,
Mandon managed to catch some flicker of its expression. Sharply, he queried:

"Do you agree, Roy?"

"Frankly, | dont,” returned Roy. "I'll tell you why, Giles. | saw them both at the sametime: Ted and this
mystery man, in the garage.” Roy swung to Harry. "So did you, Vincent."

"Hardly!" Harry forced alaugh. "'I'd gone bye-bye when | sumbled over Titud"
"So you had," Roy recaled. He swung to Mandon. "Well, Giles, you can &t least take my word for it."
Mandon nodded.

"I think it would work," he said dowly. "I'll passit dong to the sheriff, Roy. When word gets out that
there are two personsin the case, Ted will learn it, wherever heis hiding. Newspapers have been missng
from R.F.D. boxes throughout the county. The sheriff issurethat Ted is picking them up.”

"Good enough,” decided Roy. "Make it look as though the other man isasuspect in Tituss murder, too.
Then Ted will certainly communicate with you."

"Perhaps not,” returned Mandon glumly. Suddenly, his eyes showed clearly inthe dim light. "But Ted
would certainly try to reach his cousin Conniel™

Roy reached out and gripped Mandon's arm. Despite the tricky light, alarm was plain on Roy's face.
"Don' let Connie get mixed in this, Giled"

"Why not?"' queried Mandon, in surprise. "Ted wouldn't hurt her. She'sa Granmore. | don't understand,
Roy."

Roy's grip relaxed from Mandon's arm, and his laugh came short and hard. The confines of the dcove
made the tone ugly, and a sneer showed on Roy'slips, an expression that even theillusion of thelights
could not dispd.

"Y ou should understand,” declared Roy, "because you stated the reason, Giles. Connieisa Granmore. If
she met Ted, shewouldn't tell you where. Promise methis, Giles: that you, or some trusted person, will
keep Connie drictly in Sght from the time this new word goes out.”

"l shal, Roy," assured Mandon, "and | have the right person to help me. Well start working on thisright
away."

By the "right person”, Mandon meant Margo - afact that Harry recognized. Remarking that the sooner
he saw Sheriff Clemming, the better, Mandon turned away.

Starting to follow, Harry glanced and saw Roy till standing in the dcove. Hickering light threw stains of
red and green across Roy's visage, giving it adefinitely satanic tinge, that faded suddenly as Roy stepped
away from the queer glow.



Wondering whether or not that light had shown Roy Weldorf in histrue colors, Harry Vincent found
himsalf wishing that The Shadow would soon return. If Harry's guess proved right, new clouds of doom
were gathering above the murder-stricken town of Venetial

CHAPTER XVIII. THE SHADOW'SRETURN

THAT evening, Giles Mandon did more than announce his plan of strategy to Margo Lane and Connie
Granmore. He declared that it was already in operation, and in proof, he displayed a copy of the evening
newspaper. A specia edition, rushed through the press, carried agreat scarehead shouting the possible
innocence of Ted Granmore, wanted for two murders.

Connie read the headlines, then looked steadily at Mandon, to query:
"Doyou bdievethis Giles?'

"Frankly, | don't," returned Mandon, "but Roy Weldorf does. At least he says he does, and he wants me
to go through with it."

"Wasit Roy'sidea?’

"Inasense, yes. But | supposethat | wasredly responsible for its development. Y ou may not agree,
Connie, but the only hope for Ted isto have him give himsdf up and face dl accusations squarely. That's
why I've gonethrough withiit."

Connie nodded. She saw Mandon's point perfectly. He had more to say, however.
"It may require your co-operation, Connie -"

"l understand,” said Connie. "Y ou'd like me to answer the telephone whenever it rings, just in caseit's
Ted who happensto be cdling. I'mto learn where heis, and tell you.”

"Exactly! Sothat | can go to see him; nothing more. | promise you this, Connie: | won't take the sheriff to
where Ted is; not until Ted persondly agrees.”

Mandon's statement was fair enough, and Margo, catching Conni€'s eye, gave an approving nod.
Gradually, deep wrinkles effaced themsalves from Connie's forehead, and she nodded, too. In fact,
Conni€'slips showed a smile when she declared:

"If Roy Weldorf iswilling to give Ted afair trid, who am | to object? Since| have your word, Giles, that
Roy will dedl squardly, I'll go through withiit. | know that no Granmoreis supposed to trust aWeldorf,
but perhaps | am the exception to the genera rule.”

It was shortly afterward that Mandon drew Margo into another room and told her to keep Conniein
sght, whenever possible. Margo gave afirm nod in return. She hadn't forgotten the other evening, when
Connie dipped away, and this night Margo didn't intend to let it happen again.

"Well taketurnsin the job," added Mandon, "so Connie won't know that she is under surveillance. We
mustn't let her weaken in her determination. Ted's pleas might influence her, you know."

Agan Margo nodded, but she was thinking of something €se. While murder remained amystery in
Venetia, ahuge burden still rested on The Shadow. It was even on the increase, that burden, and the
evidencelay in Margo's Sght. Those big headlines that blared the story of amystery killer!

The Shadow!



Mandon saw Margo's shudder, but misinterpreted it. He thought that Conni€'s friend wasthinking in
terms of Ted Granmore. Mandon tried immediately to reassure Margo.

"Tedisnofiend," declared Mandon. "Hekilled Corbey under stress, and he thought he was performing a
duty when he murdered Titus. Having done what he set out to do, he will be sick of death. If he were
innocent, it might be different. A man who feds that the whole world has wrongfully denounced him, is
apt to prove dangerous.”

Mandon's words were actualy quite soothing. All Margo needed was some reassurance regarding The
Shadow's status in the case. Convinced that Mandon didn't believe that amystery killer wasin the thing,
Margo showed immediate relief.

Again, Mandon came to awrong conclusion. He thought that Margo wasn't worried about any possible
complicationswith Ted.

THEN began the death watch. Though it began quite smoothly, the evening became a horror. Never
before had Margo known such suspense, not even when the clock in Mandon's kitchen had ticked off
minutes that promised catastrophe for The Shadow.

There was too much to think about, while waiting for that call from Ted - the call that might never come.
Connie began to show grain, and Margo felt the same, though for adifferent reason. A new, and very
serious, darm was growing in Margo's mind.

Margo was sure that The Shadow had |eft Venetiawith the full conviction that it would teke at least a
week for the sheriff and his men to find Ted Granmore. But that was before Giles Mandon had evolved
his present Strategy .

As matters now stood, there was a chance that Ted would be found at the end of the second day since
Tituss death.

More than that, the system itself seemed dangerous. Why, Margo couldn't understand, but she at least
sensed some of the factorsin the matter. Seeking to meet Ted in some obscure place might prove very
serious for Mandon, or anyone else who tried it. Even worse, thiswas the sort of emergency inwhich
The Shadow expected Margo to communicate with Harry.

Such communication wasimpossible. If Margo cdled the Weldorf house from Mandon's, it would be a
give-away. Even to attempt to use the telephone was taboo, since Mandon was keeping the line open for
Ted'scdl.

Only onething kept Margo sane under the stress of this strange vigil: Harry, at least knew what was
going on, because hewas over a the Weldorf house with Roy.

It happened that Harry was having troubles of his own, afact which didn't occur to Margo. Harry was
solidly determined to prevent Roy from dipping away done, as he had on a previous important
occasion.

In his pocket, Harry had his gun, and intended to use it as a persuader should Roy attempt to embark on
another mystery trip. Harry was doubly on the dert, because he had good reason to suspect that Roy
had a gun of his own, though Roy disavowed the use of wegpons.

They received one cal a the Weldorf mansion, and it was Roy who answered it. He talked briefly, then
turned grimly to Harry, suggesting that they resume the chess game that they were playing in thelibrary.

Harry's curiosity gained the better of him.



"Who wasit, Roy?'

"Sheriff Clemming,” Roy replied. "Cdling up to say that they haven't heard from Ted, asyet.”
"But Ted won't call the sheriff."

"Mandon may, if Connie hearsfrom Ted."

That wasdl, but each succeeding minute carried greater tension, and with the flegting time, Harry felt
further concern over the question that <till bothered Margo: namely, when The Shadow would return.

At Mandon's there was acall from the sheriff, too. Connie answered, and turned the phone over to
Mandon, who ended the call abruptly and turned apologeticdly to the girl.

"| assureyou, Connie," declared Mandon, "that | won't inform the sheriff until after I've talked persondly
with Ted -"

"l believeyou, Giles," brokein Connie. "It'sthe drain of al thiswaiting that worriesme. If only -"

Connie broke into ahalf sob and Mandon tried to soothe her. Discreetly, Margo strolled to the front
door, feding that it would be better to have Mandon call her, should Connie reach apitch of hyserics.

At last, Margo saw Mandon beckon. She approached, to find that Conni€'s sobs had quieted.

"| think that Connie ought to go to bed,” decided Mandon. "The ordeal has been too much for her.”
"But what if Ted cdls?" blurted Connie. "I'll haveto talk to him."

"Margo can waken you," said Mandon. "Y ou'll see Connie upgtairs, won't you, Margo?”'

Nodding agreement, Margo understood that Mandon wanted her to make sure that Connie realy went
to bed. It was an excdlent ideafrom Margo's viewpoint, for it meant that Connie couldn't dip out of the
house. Still, the chance of Conni€'s doing so seemed dight, considering that she was obvioudy anxiousto
be around if Ted phoned.

FROM thewindow of Connie's room, Margo kept watching the twinkling lights of Venetia, with the
blackness of the hills beyond, wondering how close Ted might belurking, if at all.

From the darkness of the room behind her Margo heard the bed creak, as Connie settled into the pillows
with agraeful sgh.

Then, asmilar sigh dmost dipped from Margo'slips. Off above the invisible horizon, she saw other
lights, dots of red and green, that were approaching like abrace of shooting stars. They represented an
arplane cutting through the night, making for the landing field near the outskirts of the town.

It wasn't the time for acommercia ship to be arriving. Those lights could mean but one thing only:
The Shadow had returned!

Twenty minuteswas dl it would require for him to reach Mandon's, once the plane landed. Everything
was safe at last, though Margo wasn't taking any chances.

Starting from the room, she paused beside the bed to make sure that Conni€'s clotheswere redlly
discarded and lying on achair. Ogtensibly, however, Margo was only stopping to say good night to
Connie.



"Get ared nap,” advised Margo. "Maybeit will last until morning. Ted probably won't cal tonight. And
Conni€" - Margo put her next words with al the assurance that she could command - "I know that
everything isgoing to turn out right!"

It seemed to Margo that nothing could matter, now that The Shadow had returned. Only twenty minutes
longer, and each of those minutes would lessen the srain, instead of increasing it. Never in her life had
Margo felt more glad, until she took a step across the threshold. There, asound halted her.

The telephone was ringing from the floor below, and its discordant note drummed hard in Margo's cars.
She heard Connie gasp: "It's Ted!" and despite herself, Margo believed that it was.

Ted'scal coming now, when The Shadow was amost at hand! To Margo, the clangor of that bell was
like anote of doom that could not be forestalled.

Doom it wasto be, again despite The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIX. DEATH'SMEETING

THINGS began to move swiftly, too swiftly for Margo. Before she could even leave the doorway,
Connie came flying through, attired in dressing gown and dippers, to dash downgtairs.

She arrived there while the telephone was till ringing, with Mandon standing beside it. He raised his hand
warningly, and Connie nodded. Her nervousness was gone; she was ready for the task that shefelt sure
would spell an end to a bitter feud.

It was Margo who felt nervous, as she watched from the stairs to see Connie lift the receiver and spesk a
firm hello. Then Conniewastaking eagerly.

"Yes, Ted," shewas saying. "Thisis Connie... Of course I've seen the newspaper... Yes, I'd liketo
believe what it says - that some other person killed Titus... Certainly, I'll seeyou!" Connie paused to give
alight laugh. "Why should | be afraid?... Right a-away, and done?... Very wdll, Ted. At the old

quary..."

Hanging up the telephone, Connie turned to Mandon without saying aword. No speech was necessary;
he had heard her mention the quarry. Mandon gave amusing nod.

"Theold quarry,” he said. "The telephone must be still connected in the watchman's shack. Y ou know the
place, Connie, where we used to get the limestone for manufacturing glass. It's on the road that curves
north between here and the Weldorf hill."

Connie knew theroad, and Margo was taking menta notes. She hoped that Mandon would deliberate a
while. If only hewould wait long enough for The Shadow to arrive!

"I'll go over thereand talk to Ted," decided Mandon. "I think | can persuade him to give himsdf up.”
Connie gripped Mandon'sarm.
"1'd better go dlong, Giles-"

"No." Mandon shook hishead. "It wouldn't be safe, Connie. Ted is excitable. Sometimes I'm the only
person who can handle him.”

"But | promised that I'd see him."



"You will seehim, Connie. I'll bring Ted back here. Go up to bed again, and I'll have Margo stay down
here." With awave of dismissal, Mandon began to muse again: "Which car will | take? Thekeysarein
the sedan out front. But the coupe will be better. I'll go to the garage and get it."

Slowly, Connie was going upstairs, passing Margo on the way. Mandon threw an upward look and
shook his head reprovingly. Connie gave a pout, then tightened her lips grimly. Turning abruptly she
increased her pace up to the room, her dippersclattering al the way.

As soon as Connie was out of sight, Mandon spoke to Margo. "Connie must stay here," he undertoned.
"It redlly wouldn't be safe. Besides, | promised someone-"

He paused, and Margo understood that he meant Roy Weldorf. Margo could readily recognize that Ted
might not trust a meeting between two Granmores. There were moments of silence, that Margo counted
asapreciousdelay. Then:

"As soon asyou can, cal the sheriff,” ordered Mandon. "Tell him to have his men surround the quarry
hill."

Margo's eyes opened wide.
"You'regoing to turn Ted over?"
"Certainly not!" replied Mandon indignantly. "I just want him to be handy in case Ted surrenders.”

Mandon's voice had raised. Over it, Margo thought she heard the patter of feet in the hallway above, and
feared that Connie was stedling back without her dippers. She gestured warningly to Mandon, who tilted
his head and looked across Margo's shoulders, up the stairs.

"It'sdright," declared Mandon, with asmile. "Connie hasn't sneaked back to listen. As| said, if | have
the sheriff there -"

"You won't be ableto bring Ted here," interposed Margo, seeking more delay, "but you told Connie that
you would."

"I'll bring him," promised Mandon solemnly. " Sheriff Clemming will come aong, too. Therewasn't any
mention of the sheriff in my bargain with Connie." Mandon paused, shook his heed dowly. "It'sthe only
safeway."

MARGO was about to agree, when she fancied those footfals again. Thistime, she turned, but there was
no one near the top of the stairs. Margo even went afew steps up to assure herself that Connie wasn't
eavesdropping. Mandon decided to end that worry. He beckoned Margo out to the kitchen.

There, while the sameticking clock marked off the seconds that were bringing The Shadow, Mandon
detailed things that Margo wasto tell the sheriff. He said he would blink in dots and dashes from the hill,
after hetalked to Ted.

Hewastrying to arrange a smple code with hisflashlight, using the whole aphabet, which Mandon said
he didn't entirely remember, when an interruption came.

It was acar motor starting. Mandon hurried out to the hall, with Margo after him. Hearing the car whizz
away, Mandon changed direction and dashed upstairs. He paused at Connie€'s door only long enough to
give asinglerap, then flung the door open.

The bed was empty. Conni€'s dippers and kimono were lying on it, but her shoes and dress were gone



from the chair. Sheld hurried into her clothes while Mandon and Margo were in the kitchen, which meant
that she had actualy overheard their conversation and was on her way to warn Ted. The car that had | eft
was Mandon's sedan, which he had |eft out front, with the key still in the lock.

Speeding downstairs again, Mandon grabbed the telephone. Margo thought he was going to phone the
sheriff, but he till intended to leave that to her. Instead, he called the Weldorf number and began to talk
to Roy.

"Ted cdled from the quarry,” began Mandon, "and Connie has gonethere... No, no, Roy! | didn't intend
to let her go... Yes, | remember our discussion... She misunderstood something | said, and thought | was
breaking apromise | madeto her...

"Y es, you can get there as soon as she can... I'll be right dong, and the sheriff will be coming, too... Let
Connie handleit her way, unless shetriesto help Ted escape... Alright, Roy. | won't waste any more
time.."

Mandon hung up, and to al intents the call was over. So, at least, was Margo's impression, but Mandon
knew matters were different at the other end.

In the Weldorf mansion, Roy was gtill talking to adead line, and making an excellent pretense for the
benefit of Harry, who was standing by.

"Why, no!" Roy spokein atone of surprise. "What would make you think | had agun, Giles?... The one
the other night? That belonged to Vincent... Yes, I'll let youtalk to him..."

Roy handed the phone to Harry, who said hello before he redlized that the line was dead. That word was
the only one that Harry spoke. Taking advantage of Harry's unguarded position, Roy swung afist
upward, past the telephone, and clipped Harry squarely on the jaw.

Redling, Harry tried to swing the phone Roy's way. With asweep, Roy flung it aside and hurled himsalf,
full force, before Harry could recover. Landing hard on the floor, Harry took another jolt.

Roy's hand snaked into Harry's pocket and brought out the gun it found there. While Harry was il
trying to shake off the results of the attack, Roy dashed from the house, armed with the borrowed
automatic.

Over at Mandon's Margo was at the telephone. She heard Mandon's car spurting from the garage and
wondered if she ought to call the sheriff, as Mandon had ordered. He'd shouted back the same
ingructionswhen heleft. If Margo didn't comply, shed find it difficult, explaining matters afterward.

Then, asMargo falteringly raised the receiver, her orded reached itsend. A voice spokein her ear, but it
wasn't from the telephone. 1t was awhispered tone: The Shadow's. Smultaneoudly, a black-gloved hand
took the telephone from Margo's hand. Turning, Margo gave aglad cry.

There stood The Shadow, arrived at last.

It took only afew momentsfor Margo to blurt al she knew. Thrusting the telephone back to her, The
Shadow ordered Margo to complete the call to the sheriff. Before she could raise the receiver, he was
gone.

Speeding away in the car that he had brought from the airport, The Shadow was making for the old
quarry on the north road. He could see lights climbing the hill ahead, two sets of them, coming from
different directions. One represented Roy's car; the other, Connie's.



Then, lower down, behind Conni€'s car, The Shadow saw lights that stood for Mandon. Those lights
were hafway up the dope when The Shadow's car reached the bottom. He was gaining, but time was
shortening. Doom was looming closer.

Death was scheduled to preside at that meeting by the quarry. The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XX. THE LONE WITNESS

GUN in hand, Roy Weldorf stumbled aong the path that led to the old shack beside the quarry. HEd
reached the hilltop first, as Mandon had predicted, but his road hadn't taken him close enough to the
place he wanted. He could see the shack ahead of him outlined in the glow of lightsthat had arrived near
it while hewas dill ontheway.

Those lights blacked off, and Roy stumbled worse than ever, but kept up his pace. Connie had reached
Ted first, but there was gill achance that Roy could arrive soon enough.

The door of the shack creaked open. The dull gleam of an ail lantern showed Ted Granmore, holding the
same revolver that had served him in the past. Ted heard Conni€'s voice and recognized it. He beckoned
her into the shack, but she stopped in the doorway.

"Quickly, Ted!" Conniewas bresathless. "I have acar waiting! Takeit -"

Ted interrupted savagely. His hand snatched Connieswrist; he twisted her aside and poked his gun out
into the dark. By thelight from the lamp, Connie saw hisface, bleary and unshaven. Hisvoicewasa
hoarse snarl.

"Takeit where?' he demanded. "Into atrgp? | thought no one was coming with you.”

"No onedid," assured Connie. "l can explain later, if you cal mea Mandon'sagain. It'sonly... wel, only
that | wanted to keep my promise-"

Ted interrupted savagely. He was |ooking toward the road d ong which Connie had come, thinking that
he saw the blink of car lights. Wonderingly, Connie studied her cousin'sface, redizing that he must be
quite as desperate as Mandon had pictured him.

"If you'l listen to reason, Ted," began Connie, "and give yoursdlf up -"

"To pay for acrimel didn't do?" snapped Ted. "What chance does a Granmore have? They'd accuse me
of murdering my own uncle, if they could! Y ou should have heard them whitewash Titus Weldorf onthe
question of Foster's degth.

"Why can't they turn that rule the other way around? Why shouldn't they brand the Weldorfs the way
they have us? They'd learn, soon enough, that | didn't kill Titus! There's only one man who could have.
HisnameisRoy -"

Ted didn't add the hated name of "Weldorf". Another man had pushed into the light. Roy was pressing
between Ted and Connie thrusting the girl asde. Roy's borrowed gun was jabbing closeto Ted'sribs.

"Drop that revolver, Ted!"

All thefight seemed to leave Ted in one vicious spasm. As he snarled, hisfingersloosened and his
revolver clanked from a stone. Pushing Connie farther away, Roy lowered the automatic and stated
camly:



"Y ou are both coming aong with me.”

His eyes shifted to Connie as he spoke, and Ted saw a chance. With a savage fury, the hunted man
hurled himself, bare fisted, upon the last of the hated Weldorfs.

In that moment, Connie's loyalty to her cousin seemed blanked by her duty to ad aman in danger. Her
scream was frantic.

SWINGING to meet Ted, Roy tossed his gun across the other man's shoulder, preferring to meet himin
two-fisted style. Perhaps his recent success in subduing Harry had given Roy agrand impression of his
punching power, but it didn't work in this case. Ted was too ardent with his grapple. Locking, thetwo
redled into the darkness.

Inside the shack, Connie saw the telephone. She sprang for it, to make acdl. Then, redizing that
immediate aid was needed, she remembered Ted's revolver. Pouncing to the doorway, Connie picked up
the wegpon and brandished it toward the two figuresin the gloom outside.

"Stopit!" cried Connie. "I'll shoot!"

She didn't mean the threat, but it took effect. The fighters twisted apart, and she saw one - that she was
sure must be Ted - launch himself in anew fling that sent his adversary sprawling.

Excitedly, Connie looked to see where Roy had landed, but he didn't come back into the light. For the
moment, Connie feared that he had gone over the quarry edge. She gave awild surge forward, and
picked the wrong direction.

It was Connie who felt the sudden skid of stones beneath her feet, and saw the whitened mass of
limestone that formed a perpendicular path below. She, not Roy, had found the brink, and she couldn't
hat hersdlf!

Blackness actually loomed up to recelve her. But it wasn't the blackness of the depths.

A cloaked arm caught the girl, spun her about and flung her to the solid ground. What might have
happened to Connie was told by the clatter of the loosened rocks that went plunging in her stead.

Sprawled full length, Connie was too frightened to budge. A great splash came floating upward asthe
stones reached the stagnant pool that filled the quarry bottom.

The girl hadn't an ideawho had rescued her. She couldn't redize that another figure had arrived upon the
scene, intent upon halting the strife between Roy and Ted.

The Shadow, bent upon one rescue, had seen amore immediate need for another. He had accomplished
it by alunge dong the quarry edge. His strong arm had scooped Connie back and flung her to safety
after she had begun an actud fal!

Behind Connie's back, ablack shape was il gyrating on the limestone fringe. Only by incheshad The
Shadow saved himsdlf from a plunge in Connie's stead. He was half over the brink when the faling sones
Splashed.

Clawing for the holds that his feet had missed, The Shadow was finding them with his hands. Poor holds,
that loosened in chunks each time he gripped, only to have The Shadow grab anew for firmer rock.

Then, asif the struggle were too much, The Shadow's twisting form took asideward dide farther dong
the brink. There were more tumbles of |oosened stones as the whitish limestone showed in dl it's breadth,



with no splotch of black to dimiit!

Connie saw nothing of The Shadow's fateful struggle. Eyesfixed ahead, she was watching aman againgt
the dim light from the shack. That man was Ted Granmore. Hewas on hisfeet, atrifle groggy, and his
hands were clutching ahead of him, as though seeking another grip on Roy'sthroat.

Roy wasn't anywherein sght, so Connie knew that he must be where he had rolled when the grapple
broke. All that Roy would need to do was rise and swoop to make an easy capture, for Ted was really

dizzy.
Roy didn't make that move.

As Connie looked for him, his gun spoke, instead. It knifed a sharp stab from the darkness, straight for
an open target in the shape of Ted Granmore. To Connie, that shot was like awell-aimed arrow, for she
witnessed itsinstantaneous effect.

Ted jolted high, his hands flapping toward his chest, only to fail before they reached it. With atwisty
topple, Ted Granmore caved forward, dead.

IT had al theform of outright murder, that desth stab from the dark, for Ted was helpless, unarmed,
when he became the target. With alow moan, Connie crept forward on hands and kneesto reach the
body of her cousin.

A gresat slence seemed to reign, save for faint splashes from the quarry pool. Then, like astrange specter
from another world, a black-cloaked figure returned to the scene. It came over the quarry brink, that
formin black, inching upward cautioudy.

With the grip of gloved fingers, the pressure of soft-toed shoes, The Shadow had literaly clung to the
quarry wal at the time when he had spread full length along it. HeEd dug hard into the spaces | eft by
trickling stones, and hisfourfold grip had saved him.

The Shadow's ears had heard the shot from the death gun, but he hadn't been ableto hurry hisreturn.
Rolling to solid terrain, he stayed flat, and watched Connie as she bent above Ted'sfallen form.

Then, from somewhere on the road, The Shadow heard aman'slong cal. It was answered by other
shouts, below. Lightswere coming up the hill.

A glow showed cars parked crooked by the road. One was The Shadow's, another belonged to
Mandon. Thethird car, highest up was d'so Mandon's, but it was the sedan that Connie had used. Near
the cars was Mandon, gesturing to the headlights that revealed him. Asthey reached him, men sprang out
to join him. No one had to point what lay ahead. Everyone could see.

Roy Weldorf was on his hands and knees, trying to rise further. The effort failed him, for aknee gave
under him. As he heard men dashing toward him, Roy clutched a gun from the ground and came up to his
feet.

It was Harry's automeatic, but Roy had no chance to useit. Sheriff Clemming and two deputies were upon
him. Seeing their facesin thelight, Roy gave aweary smile and handed them the gun.

"Never used it," he declared. "I dropped it deliberately, and took my chances on adugfest with Ted."

They helped Roy to hisfeet and turned him toward the shack. Roy saw Connierisefrom beside Ted's
body, and he gave his chin aworried rub.



"l must have hit him harder than he hit me," declared Roy. "Hope | didn't hurt him too much. Anyway,
there heis, sheriff - ready to answer for the murder of Titus."

It seemed to dawn very dowly upon Roy that Ted had aready answered for anything he might be called
upon to give account for. Roy's captors had shoved him right above Ted's body, when their prisoner
gasped hisredization that his recent opponent was dead. Then, shaking off his daze, Roy looked about.

One by one, accusing faces met him, until his eyes reached Connie Granmore. She, of al persons
present, was the one who should have been most vengeful. But Roy, saw understanding in her gaze. He
sad, quiteamply:

"I didn't kill him, Connie."

AsaGranmore, Connie should have denounced Roy'swords as alie. Ted's death marked another score
in the feud; a point for the Weldorf faction. Here was Conni€'s chance to add atally for her sde, and
with it produce the fina win for the house of Granmore.

Only for amoment did Connie hesitate. Then, with what seemed total disregard for justice and revenge,
shesd:

"l believeyou, Roy."

Others present refused to accept that verdict. They took Roy and Connie to waiting cars and started for
the courthouse, under command of Sheriff Clemming, who aso ordered the bringing of Ted's body.

For severd minutes, many lights were shining, but none turned toward the quarry edge. All occupied with
other matters, none saw the motionless watcher whose cloaked shape formed a curious blob upon the
ground.

Nor was The Shadow's car observed among the gathering of vehicles. The last men to go down the hill
assumed that it belonged to others of the sheriff's band.

When the scene was his, done, The Shadow arose and moved toward the dim shack. Eerie mirth
whispered from his hidden lips. It seemed to creep across the quarry edge, to be gathered by those very
depths from which The Shadow had saved two victims, one of them himself.

Ghostly were the prolonged echoes that stirred back from the blackened gulf that The Shadow had
defied!

Using the telephone in the shack, The Shadow called Harry Vincent and received areply. Uncertain asto
Roy's destination, Harry had been forced to call Margo, and that, plus other delays, had prevented him
from getting started. The Shadow gave Harry certain ingtructions, then went to his car.

AT thelocd courthouse, Sheriff Clemming was giving hisinterpretation of athird degree. He waswaving
Harry'sgun in front of Roy's eyes, demanding that the prisoner admit he had dain Ted.

Headshakes were Roy's only answer, even when Giles Mandon inserted the suggestion that Roy might
have some claim to sef-defense. Findly, Mandon said:

"I'll go and seeif | can find old judge Wilman. Roy needs alawyer, and I'm sure the judge will handle his
case. I'll be back within an hour, sheriff."

The sheriff hoped to make progressin that hour. He wastired of finding murderers asvictims, in this
ceasdlessfeud. If Roy wouldn't admit that he had killed Ted, Clemming intended to prove it despite him.



So the sheriff concentrated his verbal barrage on Connie.

"I want the truth and nothing but!" stormed Clemming. "Remember, young lady, perjury isacrime. |
know you're opposed to al thisfeuding, and that's why you're standing up for a culprit who don't deserve
it. But you're going to hang it on him, just the same, as sure as your nameis Connie Granmore! "

Defiantly, her lipstight pressed, Connie faced the sheriff. He put aquestion sharply:

"Y ou saw the shot that killed your cousin Ted?"

Connie nodded, dowly.

"And you can name the man who fired it?"

"No," returned Connie, not to be trapped by an impersona question. "I only saw the shot.”

"I see" The sheriff took afew short paces, turned suddenly and snapped: "Who e se was up there by the
quarry;”

"Why, only... only -"

Connietried to catch hersdf, too late. Her lips were sarting to frame the name "Roy Weldorf", which in
itself would be the incriminating proof that the sheriff needed. Connie didn't redlize that The Shadow had
been present, too. Her escape from the quarry brink had seemed aweird whirl in which some
superhuman agency had saved her.

Again, The Shadow cameto Conniesad. As she, the law'slone witnessto Ted's death, was about to
brand Roy Weldorf asakiller, an interruption filled the room, so forcefully that it totaly drowned
Connie's hating gasp.

Like atoken from the beyond, astrange, powerful mirth countermanded all else. It rose in strident tone
to asardonic pitch, that reached afierce crescendo and shivered into untraceable echoes that murmured
from every wall.

Ligtenersfroze, and stared in absolute bewilderment, as they heard the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XXI. THE MURDER MOTIVE

EY ES were staring everywhere save toward the door from which The Shadow's laugh had come. That
door, only dightly gar, was closing dowly but tightly.

Shaking away the thing that he wanted to class asimagination, Sheriff Clemming turned anew to Connie
Granmore. He wanted her to repest the name that she had started to give, but Conni€'slips had
tightened. Angrily, the sheriff thrust hisface toward the girl's, determined to make her denounce Roy
Weldorf.

There wasn't time. The door was opening, and everyone was swinging in darm, fearful that they wereto
meet that dread being called The Shadow. Instead, they saw Lamont Cranston enter, in hisquiet,
impassive way. His eyes showed inquiring surprise as he stepped across the room.

Ignoring Crangton, the sheriff spoke stormily to Connie, saying:
"Y ou saw Roy Weldorf murder Ted Granmore! Y ou'll spesk thetruth -"

A dry chuckleintervened. It hadn't any semblance to The Shadow's laugh, that mirth that came from



Crangton. Asthe sheriff whedled angrily, Cranston shook his head. He was drawing along envelope
from his pocket.

"I wouldn't bother, sheriff. Itisn't any use. Thisgirl can't serveyou asawitness."
Sheriff Clemming didn't ppreciate Cranston'sinterruption. He gave a contemptuous glare, then spoke:
"I'm from Missouri, Mr. Crangton.”

"Quite acoincidence," returned Cranston casualy. "'l have just returned from there. | brought along this
certified copy of acertain lega document." He passed the envel ope to Clemming. "L ook it over, sheriff."

Then, while the sheriff was tearing open the envelope, the calm-mannered Mr. Cranston added:

"Granmores and Weldorfs might wish to kill each other. Granmores might kill Granmores, Weldorfs
might even kill Weldorfs. They could testify against their own kind, too. One Weldorf could bear witness
to amurder by another Weldorf, sheriff, but not under al circumstances. No woman can legaly serve as
awitness againgt her husband!”

The sheriff's eyes were staring as he heard Cranston words. He gazed at the duplicate document in his
hands. It was a copy of amarriage certificate, one year old, bearing the names of Roy Weldorf and
Connie Granmore!

WITH ahappy sob, Conniereached Roy'sarms. All need for pretext was over. They'd cometo Venetia
separately, Roy asaWeldorf, Connie as a Granmore, hoping to quell the feud between the families-
Roy by hobnobbing with Titus, Connie by talking to Ted.

They'd fet that knowledge of their marriage would cause their feud-mad relativesto reject them. So Roy
and Connie had kept that information to themselves.

It explained why Roy had |eft the Weldorf mansion that night when Tituswas dain, the very time at which
Connie had dipped away from Mandon's. Roy had driven over to meet Connie, so that they could spend
an hour together, making plans. They thought they had gathered the Stuation well in hand, only to have
tragedy stak anew. Tragedy which neither could fully understand.

They could have told al thisthemsdlves, Roy and Connie. The strain of present circumstance had made
them fedl that mention of their marriage would be charged as a deception, to be used against them. It
hadn't occurred to either that the statement would automatically make Ted's death an unwitnessed fact,
with Connieout of it entirely.

That vita point had been recognized only by Lamont Cranston, otherwise The Shadow. He had used the
same perspicacity that had earlier enabled him to divine the true status of Roy and Connie, from remarks
that they had made, separately, to Harry and Margo.

Roy'sreferenceto "we' asliving in Missouri, and Connig's mention of floodsin thet vicinity, werethe
basisfor Cranston'strip to the Midwest.

Tenson relieved, Roy wastelling his story to the sheriff without interruption. Hed wanted to reach Ted
Granmore, to tell him that Roy sought no vengeance for the deeth of TitusWeldorf. It could dl have
worked if Giles Mandon had performed the function of intermediary, as origindly arranged.

Mandon's modifications had mixed Connie in the case. Unable to contact Roy, she had dashed off to
meet Ted. Hearing from Mandon, Roy had feared that Connie's rashness would imperil her, particularly if
shetold Ted shewas married to Roy. Roy feared for Connie because she was now aWeldorf, and



therefore fair gamefor any Granmore who might be murder bent!

Step by step, such facts were building their own logic, and al the while Cranston smiled, for it was
working out as he had foreseen. Nevertheless, there was grimness in that smile. The Shadow had hoped
to crack the case before it bloomed with further desth: namely, that of Ted Granmore.

The Shadow's new entry, as Cranston, had been much like alast-minute reprieve granted to Roy
Wedorf. But he couldn't blame Roy for having hurried the search for Ted. Such effort had been sincere
enough on Roy's part, and he wouldn't have attempted it had he guessed the coming consequences. Even
Roy'sdugging of Harry could be forgiven. Roy had needed to get started, and carry agun with him, in
behdf of hiswife, Connie,

The sheriff's telephone was ringing, and while Clemming still kept nodding over Roy's statements,
Cranston answered the call. It wasfor him, he said. A plane was abouit to take off from the airport and
he would haveto catchiit.

So Crangton left, keegping to himsdlf the fact that the call was actudly from Harry Vincent, supplying a
much-needed report.

Hard upon Cranston's departure, Sheriff Clemming thwacked abig fist againgt his open pam, and
exdamed:

"Themanin black! That'swho!"
Eyesturned quizzicdly in Clemming's direction.

"Can't you see?" the sheriff demanded. "He must have been up by the quarry. He'sthe fellow who killed
Ted Granmorein cold blood! Whatever he thinks heis - amysterious avenger, or what-not, he's been
taking peopl€eslives. Corbey's, then Ted's-"

Connie arted to interrupt. She was camer, and she was gaining definite recollections of ablack-clad
rescuer who had saved her from afall into the quarry. It wasn't fair, this accusation of the mysterious
personage in black. Connie was about to speak for The Shadow, when he spoke for himself.

Again, The Shadow laughed.

Thistime, they saw him. He was standing openly in the doorway, his burning eyes boring from beneath
the brim of hisdouch hat. Hislaugh carried an off-key note. It was more than sinigter; it had an ingdious
sound.

Hewasn't belying the sheriff's charge. Rather, he seemed to gpproveit. Sheriff and deputies cameto their
feet, reaching for their guns.

Oneterm, done, could fit their present impression of The Shadow:
Man of murder!

WHEELING before asingle gun wasfully drawn, The Shadow sprang off through a corridor. They were
after him, pell-mell, but he outraced them from the courthouse. Hewasin acar, peeding off, flinging
back adefiant laugh, when they arrived upon the steps to blaze useless shots after him. Scrambling into
their own cars, the sheriff's men started in pursuit. Roy and Connie followed.

The Shadow'strail wasleading out of town, until it reached the foot of the Granmore hill. There, he
swung for the grade, but not before pursuers spied histaillights. The chase roared up the hill, passing



some cars parked near the top. It didn't stop until it reached the mansion. There, The Shadow hurled his
car aong the rough driveway, right to the front door.

On this occasion, he made for the front door the moment he was out of his car. The deputies thought that
it would block him, for the house was closed, with old Tukes gone.

They were hating their cars dong the driveway, and were springing out to aim at the cloaked fugitive,
when they saw the front door swing. The Shadow was actualy entering the house!

Pursuers poured after him. The Shadow had waited for them in the hallway, but when they spied him, he
wheeled before they could aim their guns. He was diving for the very room where Foster Granmore had
been murdered on that stormy night of his return from prison.

But The Shadow, as on the earlier occasion, changed the direction of his stride outside the door itsdlf.

With atwist, he dodged back into the space close by the stairs. Not an eye saw that deceptive swirl. The
door of the room was closed, and the hall was dark. Perfect strategy on The Shadow's part, but the
illuson wasto gain ahelping hand.

There was aclatter as the door of Foster Granmore's room was yanked inward from the other side.
Arriving men saw afigure againgt the dim glow of asinglelamp. A figure that sprang back into the room,
giving the effect that the man in question was The Shadow, continuing his mad rush.

Before the startled man could dam the door again, the deputies were upon him, covering him with guns
from every angle. Over their shoulders|ooked the square-jawed face of Sheriff Clemming.

The square jaw hung open. Eyes bulged aboveit. For the sheriff was viewing the last man he expected to
see: GilesMandon!

Onthetablelay agreat batch of green. Its mass represented the listed bonds that had disappeared at the
time when old Danid Weldorf met a sudden end, five years ago.

That Mandon had brought them here was evident, for the bonds were lying beside ameta box that the
sheriff remembered having seen in Mandon's safe.

Above the fireplace was an open square of tile, which showed an empty space. Mandon had come here
to plant the missing bondsin the cache that once held Foster's embezzled funds. Instead of forty thousand
in cash, Mandon was hiding aquarter million in other wedlth!

Tense dtillnesswas broken by The Shadow's laugh. No longer wasit faked to lead the law aong awrong
trail to aright destination. That work was accomplished. The Shadow's tone was an accusation of crime,
ataunt flung at Giles Mandon, who recoiled when he heard it.

Othersturned to see The Shadow stepping in from the hall. Instead of afugitive, the cloaked avenger
loomed as a champion of justice.

"YOU killed Danied Weldorf, five yearsago,” The Shadow told Mandon. "Y ou pinned suspicion on
Foster Granmore by reveding him as an embezzler. Then, generoudy” - The Shadow put sarcasmin the
word - "you exonerated him of murder by giving him an dibi, saying that he was with you at nine o'clock,
thetime of Danidl's death."

"Foster had no exact knowledge of the time element. He never guessed that hisalibi wasredly yours,
Mandon. By accusing him on one count, clearing him on another, you bluffed the law completely,
Mandon. So Foster went to prison, and you were regarded as an honest man.



"However, you couldn't regp your golden harvest. It wasn't until after you murdered Daniel Weldorf that
you learned that he had sent alist of hisbondsto aNew Y ork bank."

Pausing, The Shadow gestured to the space above the hearth. Resuming, he declared that Mandon must
certainly have searched the Granmore mansion until he found the embezzled cash that Foster had hidden.
Mandon had used that cash toward buying stock in the glassfactory, largely Foster'sand Ted's.

Then The Shadow painted a startling picture of happenings on the night of Foster's return from prison.

"Y ou came from your own house, Mandon," accused The Shadow. " Corbey accompanied you, but he
stopped at the footbridge. Y ou put on old shoes that had belonged to Titus Weldorf. Y ou made tracksto
the road, then followed the solid gravel and reached the window yonder.

"From outside that window" - The Shadow's finger pointed - "you murdered Foster, after Titus had gone.
Y ou were the man whom Ted encountered in the dark!™

Mandon glowered as the others stared. The Shadow further declared that Mandon had dashed to the
footbridge, leaving Titusstracks behind him. Changing shoes again, he had hel ped dump the bridge that
Corbey had already loosened, sending it down into the gorge.

"l saw the wreckage that night," spoke The Shadow. "By morning, the flood had washed it away. If the
bridge had crashed as early asyou said it had, there would have been no debris|eft by evening!™

Almost ashen, Mandon's face revealed that The Shadow had spoken facts. No longer could Mandon
hope to dispute this amazing investigator who had suspected his part so early in the game. Then The
Shadow's tone struck a solemn note, as he mentioned his chance meseting with Corbey.

The Shadow had foreseen that Mandon would carry the chain of murder farther; but the cloaked fighter
was out of things at the time of the next stroke. Slugged by Corbey, The Shadow wasn't ableto be
present when Mandon went out with Titusto the latter's car. There, Mandon ddliberately murdered Titus
with Ted'sgun!

Returning into the house, Mandon had replaced the gun in the safe. Instead of leaving in hisown car, hed
driven Tituss, carrying its dead owner back to the Weldorf garage. There, he'd picked up acar of his
own, hidden somewhere near, and had driven to the factory.

Meanwhile Ted, fdling for Mandon's bait of |etting him learn the safe combination, had regained his gun.

Going over to demand a showdown regarding Foster's death, Ted had found Titus murdered! He'd fled
in theface of the false evidence againgt him; and Mandon had later coaxed the sheriff into finding Tituss
old shoes, which Mandon, himself, had planted in the back of the dead man's car!

In between had come the death of Corbey - ddlivered, not by The Shadow but by Mandon, who had
halted his car below his own house when returning from the factory.

For Mandon, hearing Corbey's threat to expose someone, had mistaken the cry. He didn't know about
Corbey's capture of The Shadow. Thinking of his own hide, Mandon thought his accomplice, Corbey,
wasturning againg him.

So Mandon fired the fatal shot and sped back to his car. Therewith, he disposed of the one man,
Corbey, who could have revedled his game from the inside. Safer than ever, Mandon had then decided
to murder Ted Granmore and put the blame on Roy Weldorf, continuing the fake vendetta.

The stroke had come this evening. Arriving to find Roy struggling with Ted near the quarry shack,



Mandon had grabbed up Roy's discarded gun. Conni€'s near fal into the quarry had occupied The
Shadow with her rescue @ amost untimely moment.

Ted had felled Roy with astunning punch, and Mandon, creeping in, had stabbed the shot to Ted's heart.
Héed fled, leaving the gun close to Roy, who found it while recovering from hisfray with Ted.

"The reason for these murders lies before you,” concluded The Shadow, gesturing to the stacks of bonds.
"From man after man, Weldorf and Granmore, Mandon was buying up shares in the glass works, and
death was an ad to that game.

"Hisfinish wasto have al dead except Roy and Connie. With Roy incriminated for Ted's death, and
Connie awitness againgt him, crime looked perfect.

"Roy had given options on the last of the Weldorf holdingsin the company. With prison facing him, he
would never have canceled the options. Connie, who hated the town and dl it represented, was sure to
sl thelast of the Granmore shares. An honest enough procedure on the part of Mandon, who was
paying proper pricesfor the stock. But it promised something for the future.”

STEPPING forward, The Shadow pushed Mandon aside and picked up a sheaf of bonds, gesturing
them in the direction of the empty space benesth the mantel-piece.

"These belonged to Weldorf, Granmore Co.," reminded The Shadow. " Once he owned the business
outright, these bonds would be Mandon's property, should they be brought to light. Planted here, he
could find them whenever he chose. A week from now... amonth... or ayear!

"A lucky find, dating back five years. Bonds supposedly hidden by Foster Granmore, branding him, at
lagt, asthe dayer of Danid Weldorf, and thereby explaining the whole feud between the families. This
weslth, aquarter million dollars, would then belong to Giles Mandon, friend of Weldorfs and Granmores,
and impartia killer of both!"

All eyesturned on Mandon, the one-man vendettawho had dain four personswith hisimaginary feud.
Perhaps the fact that he had managed those desths separately made Mandon believe that he could deal
with combined numbers, even when The Shadow was included.

Springing about, Mandon sprang for the window, crashed through and landed on the ground outside.

The Shadow bounded after him. From across the lawn, car lights blazed, flicked on by Margo. Beside
their glow rose Harry Vincent, with aready gun. He'd gone to Mandon's, contacted Margo, and they
had watched Mandon return home and leave. After acall to Cranston, they had foll owed.

Trapped between The Shadow and his aiming agent, Mandon made a quick dart for the front of the
house. He was haf around the corner, waving agun, an open target for the aming automatics. The
Shadow was about to press atrigger and drop Mandon, wounded, as atrophy for the law, when agreat
roar sounded.

Reserve deputies had arrived out front, with shotguns. Hearing shoutsto ssop Mandon &t all cogt, they
had spotted him in the car lights and responded. A deluge of close-range shot felled Mandon
permanently.

When Roy and Connie came dashing out from the house with Sheriff Clemming, they stopped short to
dtare at the master murderer, who had found degath as his own reward.

Theface of Giles Mandon wore an ugly grimace, unlike anything in life. Not even when The Shadow
trapped him, had he let his features betray the inner evil that was his. Hed done his utmost toward the



extermination of Wedorfs and Granmores, but Mandon had failed.

One of each family survived, and they were united. To Roy and Connie would go full control of the
factory their friendly ancestors had founded, and their holdings would include the reclaimed quarter
million that Giles Mandon, himsdlf, had restored under the persuasive pressure of The Shadow.

When Roy and Connie looked for The Shadow, he was gone. He had joined Harry and Margo in the
waiting car, and it was coagting slently down the hill, unnoticed. It'staillights passed aturn and blinked
from sight. Not until then did The Shadow's parting token arrive.

It came in the form of atriumphant laugh, that picked up echoesfrom the great gray walls of the massive
Granmore mansion, where The Shadow's quest had begun and ended.

Strange mirth that faded, trailing, yet lived in the ears of those who heard it. Walls plucked that laugh and
echoed it, as though the huge house, itself, approved The Shadow's conquest over crime.

Such was thefarawd | of The Shadow!
TheEnd



