THE DEVI L MONSTERS
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," February 1, 1943.

The Shadow s prowess as master over all crime is challenged to the utnopst
when he neets the strangest creatures that ever wal ked the earth!

CHAPTER |
WHEN HORROR STALKED

GREAT, swaying trees | oomed nonstrous in the night, |like creatures
beckoni ng humans to disaster. Tossed by the tenpest, those shapes were living
t hi ngs, hurling thenselves forward in fantastic fashion, only to stiffen, then
l unge with new threat.

Veering suddenly, the roadster drove straight for the nass, as though
inviting its enmbrace. Monentarily, the headlights were blotted out; then a
gat eway openi ng showed a curved drive beyond. Passing beneath the swoopi ng
boughs, the car was literally swallowed by the bl ackness.

It was like entering a giant's mouth, for fromall about came a grinding
sound resenbling the chanp of mghty teeth. But the driveway continued its
curve as the headlights illum nated the course; while the grind was only that
of interm ngling boughs grating under the power of the wi nd.

H gh above, the shriek of the stormwas | essened, nuffled by the very
trees that furnished the horrendous groans. At least, the gale itself seened
far away, which was hel pful. It was soothing here beneath the interlacing
branches, and the car's slackened rate was a pl easant contrast to the high
speed with which it had raced the approachi ng gal e.

Lanont Cranston spoke to the girl beside him H's tone was easy, snmooth

as
the notor's purr:

"Still scared, Mrgo?"

There weren't any lights to display the glance of indignation that Margo
Lane pronptly gave. Still, it was an even break for Margo, because Cranston
woul d easily have seen that her expression wasn't genuine. The girl's face was
still pale, and justifiably so, considering how the car had roared across

shaki ng bridges and ski dded t hrough the nmud of |andslides on its way to
d endal e.

It was like Cranston to ignore all hazards in reaching a destination. H's
policy of speed, hair-raising during the process, had justified itself by its
concl usi on. For the road behind was getting worse under the conbi ned fury of
wi nd and rain. There hadn't been a safe stopping place anywhere along it

Since Cranston couldn't see Margo's face with its forced expression of
bravado, the girl spoke in a tone which was really firm

"Scared?" she repeated. "Why should | be, Lanont? W're here, aren't we;
riding along Farman's driveway?" A nmonent's pause; then, with a Iight |augh
Margo added: "If this is Farman's -"

The shriek that interrupted was Margo's own. All her forced courage
vani shed as she clutched past Cranston's arns to reach his shoul ders. Carrying
hersel f half across the wheel, Margo wasn't hel ping Cranston's driving, but
she
didn't care. She wanted himto stop the car, and quickly, what with the
creatures that were rising up to overwhel mthem

Thi ngs that sprang fromthe ground and | urched forward across the car,
their eyes sharp, brilliant dots that blinked from bl ackness. Shapes from a
ni ght mare, that brought to reality all the fearful runors concerning d endal e
and its surrounding terrain.



Margo's cry stifled as the car jerked to a stop. She was in a grip that
she recogni zed and appreciated: Lamont's. There was security in the pressure
of
his arms, and his quiet |augh, though obviously at Margo's expense, was filled
wi th reassurance. Lifting her eyes, Margo | ooked for the nonsters.

There weren't any.

Those rising things were tree trunks, situated on an enmbanknent, which
accounted for the sudden way in which they had sprung up. As for the blinking
eyes, they were just the lights of Farman's spraw i ng house beyond the
tree-fringed terrace. They'd seemed to go on and off because the driveway's
curve allowed the trees to intercept them

So quiet was the motor, that Margo coul d hear new sounds fromthe woods.
Creepi ng sounds, that were probably caused by the rain as it sifted through
t he
i nterwoven boughs; scurries as of little animals seeking deeper shelter
agai nst
the storm Curious noises that mght be the hoot of ows or the distant calls
of nocturnal beasts. Those weren't things to be feared, even though they were
strange

EASI NG back to her own side of the car, Margo expected Cranston to drive
on. She felt that her action was sufficient, and she didn't want to add a
verbal request in a tone that she knew woul d be too choky. Her fright was over
and she wanted to forget it.

But Cranston didn't start the car. Instead, he stooped his head toward
t he
wheel , pressing Margo's shoul der so that she would bend forward, too. Then in
the nost natural of tones, Cranston said:

"Keep wat chi ng, Margo. Above Farman's house."

It came again, the thing that Cranston had noticed - a flare of greenish
light, like a puff froma blast furnace. It couldn't be sheet |ightning, not
that color; besides, it was too low and too close. It m ght have cone fromthe
roof of Farman's house, which etched its assorted gabl es agai nst the green
flare.

The strange gush di sappeared, as though the gale had snuffed it. Again
t here was bl ackness, save for the lower lights that represented Farman's
mansi on, feeble glimrers conpared with that vani shed wave of vivid green. From
above, trees mpaned, as though their waving tops had played a part in w ping
away the eerie glow Margo shuddered, brought her fingertips into a tight
clench on Cranston's arm

"Whatever it is, Lanont" - odd how the sigh of the trees encroached upon
Margo's whisper - "it nmakes me think of those... of those devil nonsters
they've reported here at d endale! The creatures that we' ve conme to
i nvestigate!"

Cranston's laugh was singular. It had a creepy note that should have
i ncreased Margo's shudders, but didn't. It was the mrth the girl wanted to
hear - the tone that identified Cranston as that nost nysterious of al
humans,

The Shadow

Such a pronouncenment was an antidote to the present situation. Certainly
no horror that stal ked by night could outmatch the prowess of The Shadow,
whose
own ways of nystery surpassed belief. Even the fury of the elenments faded from
Margo' s thoughts as she heard the reassurance of The Shadow s whi spered | augh.

Again the green flare flickered beyond the thickness of the weaving
trees.

This time it was brief, evasive, as though the wind smothered its first
efforts.

Cranston's voice spoke calmy



"Take the wheel, Margo; drive up to Farman's. The house is just past the
next turn in the drive. Wait for me there; Farman is expecting us."

"But |'ve never met Farman," began Margo. Cranston's return to his own
self worried her. "What's nore, you don't know himvery well. It nay be that
he
doesn't want us -

The [ augh of The Shadow intervened, nore expressive than words. It
covered
the very point in question. If Janes Farman, Cranston's only acquai ntance in
d endal e, happened to be the man responsible for runors of queer nonsters seen
inthis vicinity, he would naturally be discouraging visitors, although
pretending to wel cone them

The Shadow was taking the best possible nmeasure to nullify any claptrap

on

Farman's part. Should that green flare be a nmere prelininary, things nore
weird

woul d happen as soon as Cranston's car cane within sight of the house. But if
the car contained only Margo, while The Shadow was wat ching from sone better
vantage point, all efforts at synthetic horror would be nullified.

More than that, Margo woul d have the backi ng of The Shadow as an outside
force. Her trip to the porte-cochere that fronted Farman's mansi on woul d be a
convoyed expedition, once she swung past the last curve in the drive and
reached the open stretch

A hand had drawn Margo behind the wheel. She heard the swi sh of a cloak
and knew that Cranston had donned the black garb that distinguished himas The
Shadow. Looking toward where Cranston's face should be, Margo saw only
dar kness. She knew that her conpanion's features were hidden by the brimof a
sl ouch hat.

In this setting, The Shadow was quite as invisible as | egend cl ai ned he
could be. His whispered tone was |ike something gathered fromthe wind, to
fil
a voi ce beside the car

"Count ten, Margo... slowy. Then start!"”

Margo counted ten as slowy as her nerves would |l et her. Across the path
of the gl owi ng headlights, she saw a singul ar streak of darkness that
stretched
suddenly upward to merge with the trees of the enbankment. Confident that The
Shadow was taking the short cut to open space in front of Farman's house,

Mar go
finished her count quite calmy and thrust the car into gear

Ahead, the drive showed its | ast wide sweep, skirting the enbanknent. A
swi ng around that turn and the goal would be reached, under The Shadow s
gui dance. What m ght happen after that, Margo could accept w thout concern
The
Shadow woul d handl e what ever could occur

But the last twist in the driveway was the nerve-taker. Despite herself,
Margo | et the accelerator travel to the floor just after she pulled the gear
i nto high.

Tinmed to the car's lurch around the final bend came another burst of
eerie
green, like a torchlight stabbed into the sky itself. For one breath-hol di ng
nmonent, Margo saw Farnman's mansi on | oom agai nst the enerald setting; then
with
equal swi ftness, the whole picture was blotted out.

It wasn't that the green flare ended. That vivid burst had not reached
its
peak. Sonething cane between it and the |unging car; sonething bigger than
Farman's house, that swooped down fromthe sky itself, a nonstrous nass of
furious blackness that |ived!



MARGO S own shriek was drowned by the brakes, which she jabbed too | ate.
Already the thing had the car in its grasp and was ripping away the stout top
of the roadster like so much tissue paper. Fierce was the clutch of claws that
j abbed through to seize their hunman prey.

The car itself was lifted by that grip; then, as it jounced back heavily
to earth, Margo was struggling in the air, fighting at talons that carried her
hel pl ess. Her dress ripped as she twisted in the pincer grip, but the creature
did not let go.

Amid the whirl, Margo saw two things |like eyes, orbs that had the fury of
living coals. From sonewhere el se she saw two stabs of flane, that night have
cone fromthe treetops for all that Margo knew, though they were acconpani ed
by
bursts like those of guns, lost quickly in the rising roar of the w nd.

Wth a final twirl, Margo received a forcible bl ow upon the head, as
t hough the clawed creature had purposely crashed her agai nst sonething solid
to
end her pitiful struggle. Wth the jolt, the talons closed tighter, conpletely
ending all resistance.

Her scream ending in a hopel ess sob, Margo Lane was enmeshed in utter
bl ackness that swall owed her within its nmighty maw, her only sol ace being the
fadi ng of her senses, nature's one remedy against this horror of the night!

CHAPTER |
GONE W TH THE GALE

TWD vivid eyes, as green as the fading flare, blinked off as The Shadow
j abbed his gunshots. Coming out fromthe trees as the car's notor ended with a
choke, The Shadow was wheeling around in the space that fronted Farman's
house,
seeking to cope with a nenace as bl ack-hued as hi nsel f.

A great, weaving bulk, the thing first seemed to be much Iike the swaying
trees; but those blinking eyes were low, far closer to the ground than they
shoul d have been, considering the creature's size. It was that very fact that
gave The Shadow the inpression of a nonster on the lunge. Accordingly, he
reversed his course with a long swift stride, intending to outflank the
creature.

VWat ever the beast, it had taken Margo as its prey. Its size, its power
could not, did not, matter. Al The Shadow wanted was another sight of it, to
jab nmore shots at something as vulnerable as its eyes. Gven the right angle,
he m ght be able to distinguish Margo fromthe creature that had seized her -
an inportant point, where The Shadow s gunfire was concer ned.

VWhat ever the creature was, its behavior was npost erratic. Swinging to
| ook
for it, The Shadow couldn't see the thing at all. Wwether it had | eaped,
fl own,
or spun away in gyroscopic fashion, The Shadow could not tell. For all he had
to go by, the nonster, if such existed, m ght have burrowed underground.

There were whirring sounds that mght be just the wind whistling anong
t he
trees. Swoops of bl ackness could be sinply the bending trees thensel ves. \Wat
The Shadow wi shed for was another flash of that green flare - which night help
somewhat, even though Farman's house bl ocked it. At least it would give The
Shadow a skyward view, which seemed nore inportant than a | ook al ong the
ground.

Li ght cane suddenly from an unexpected source, giving The Shadow the
opposi te of what he want ed.

Farman's front door was flinging outward and the light came with it,



acconpani ed by voices. Taking direction fromthe glow that was partly obscured
by the porte-cochere, The Shadow made another turn that ended in a quick,
i nstinctive drop.

Bl ackness wasn't conming fromthe sky; it was |lower, alnost at The
Shadow s
shoul der, lunging in what seened a massive kitelike shape. So odd was the
illusion, that it wasn't credible. Though huge, it |acked the utterly
trenmendous bul k that The Shadow had gauged earlier. If real, this blackness
could only be a portion of the first, assuming the original to be existent!

Rather, this growth of blackness mght be a fleeting shade caused by the
sweep of light fromFarman's front door. That it was such seemed proven when
The Shadow, lunging in the opposite direction, heard a snarl that brought him
to his feet, thrusting his gun straight ahead.

Though t he bul gi ng bl ackness was behi nd The Shadow, the gl owi ng eyes were
in front!

H gher than his head, those eyes faced The Shadow, eyes that bel onged to
the snarling nonster of the night. A creature which, by present proportions,
must be a dozen feet in height! Not only that, the thing had seen The Shadow
and was already springing in his direction with a speed and power that would
render a cl ose-range gunshot usel ess!

The Shadow made a | ow, quick forward dive that carried himright beneath
his hurtling foe. Ending in a roll, he brought up against sonething solid as
he
cane about with his gun, intending to blast the creature that had overl eaped
its
mar k. What The Shadow saw agai nst the vague light from Farman's doorway was
even
nore amazing than all that had gone before.

The thing that had | eaped for The Shadow was a great beast that could
have
been aptly described as a hell-hound or a werewolf. It wasn't a dozen feet
hi gh,
though it was plenty |large enough. Its stature had seened enornous because the
thing was springing froma high enbanknment, against which The Shadow s roll
had
ended.

Havi ng m ssed The Shadow, the manmoth hound was after sonething else, as
was apparent by its |eap. Again, The Shadow saw the vivid gl ow of eyes, nore
yel low than green due to the difference of the reflected Iight. They bel onged
to bl ackness that seened to spread like bat wi ngs. Reaching that nmass, the
hound | urched high in air, as though encountering something solid.

Turning his gun toward the enfol ding bl ackness, The Shadow fi red.
Seemingly, that one shot dispelled the whole illusion, like a pin point
bursting a bubble. The hound was gone as conpletely as though it had been
sumoned back to sone infernal domain. The folding blackness had turned itself
into a void. It was gone too, |ike sonething traveling into another sphere of
space!

THERE was just one argument to shatter this fourth-dimensional concept.
The eyes still renmained, but they were no | onger part of the thing that owned
them Spread apart, they were close to the ground, with a space of twenty feet
bet ween them

Sharp, yellow eyes, focusing on The Shadow as if in new challenge to the
cl oaked fighter who was rising fromthe ground. Eyes that m ght incredibly
gat her thensel ves together and conme boring in The Shadow s direction, bringing
the nonster with them

It wasn't strange that The Shadow should gain the wild inpression
considering that first Margo, then the hell hound, had been gathered into space
by this creature that dematerialized the victinms it gul ped, only to come back



for nmore
Timely shots might cause it to disgorge its double feast, and The Shadow

hoped that the party of the first part, Margo, would still be intact and
alive.

So instead of waiting to see the thing nmaterialize, The Shadow bl azed
qui ck shots at the spot where it nost probably would be, between the brilliant

and converging eyes. Hs bullets whistled through space and chi pped the stone
of Farman's portico. That was bad in itself, but the sequel was worse, and for
a few brief noments nore startling and incredible than all that had gone

bef ore.

The eyes of the creature answered The Shadow s fire with gunshots of
their
own!

Fortunately, the first bullets peppered wi de. Before nore came, The
Shadow s wits were back. Those glowing things weren't eyes; they were
flashlights carried by two of Farman's servants, who had rounded the ends of
the portico and were rushing to the scene of trouble. They were thinking in
ternms of nonsters and living bl ackness, but they were identifying The Shadow
as
bot h!

Away with quick, elusive strides, The Shadow was | eaving the servants
quite as baffled as hinsel f, when they stared toward the spot where he had
been
and saw only the blank enmbanknment. If his own evani shnent had been his only
worry, The Shadow coul d have conpleted it with ease. But he still was thinking
of that other blackness nore massive than hinself, and there was a bulk of it
that seemed to whirl beyond the corner of Farman's house.

Pausing in his tracks, The Shadow fired. The wind rose in a gleeful how,
as though relishing the effect of the gunshots. For those jabs from The
Shadow s muzzl e produced the biggest result yet.

One bl ast and the bl ackness beyond the house was gone. Another, and a
terrific crash sounded; with it, a whitish ghost appeared, ten feet high and a
dozen feet across, literally to explode in a spray that included splintering
posts and a col | apsing roof.

There wasn't anything ethereal about that object. It was a solid
structure
t hat broke apart as though The Shadow s bullets packed the power of half-ton
bonbs. Apparently the cl oaked fighter had wecked a pergola on Farman's | awn,
a
wel | - constructed sunmer house that was painted white.

At | east the servants gave The Shadow credit for the deed. They dived
away, not wanting anything to do with a marksnman whose bull ets were not hing
short of dynamite. There were others, however, who didn't view the singular
cat ast rophe around the corner

One was Janes Farman, in person, a rangy man who was toting a shotgun as
he cane out fromthe portico; the rest were guests at his house party, and
wer e
simlarly armed.

They spied the dodgi ng servants, saw the notions they made in The
Shadow s
direction. Shouting for the weaving fighter to give hinmself up, Farman and two
friends drove forward to surround him They were al nost upon the vague,
crouching figure when it gave a lurch straight toward them Wthout arguing
further, all three let rip with their |oads of buckshot.

The figure didn't even reel. It sinply swayed, remaining erect. Farman
and
his friends were droppi ng back, too startled to let their shotguns fall, when
the servants, thinking the nonster had been slain, arrived with flashlights to
di scl ose the facts. The charges fromthe shotguns had done sone trifling
danmage



to one of Farman's prize forsythia bushes, with which the | awn was well
fringed.

A simpl e deception on The Shadow s part of a dozen shrubs woul d have
attracted nistaken gunfire, considering how lifelike they | ooked under the
conti nued sweep of the gusty gale. Having made a few m stakes of his own, The
Shadow was | eaving further errors to others while he tried to rectify his own.

One fact was certain: in this nmedley of real and fanciful, where the
nearest thing to an actual nonster mnight prove to be nothing nore than a | arge
hound, Margo Lane had di sappeared. Wen The Shadow had | ast seen Margo, she
was
in the roadster; therefore, the next step was to find the car

DI M headlights still were glow ng before the enbanknent at the last turn
of the driveway. Springing down fromthe bank, The Shadow was caught in
m dair,
much as Margo had been in the final stages of her nightmarish adventure.
Clutching tal ons caught his cloak and ripped it fromhis shoulders, while his
sl ouch hat was swept fromhis head. But the claws were nothing nore than tree
branches that covered the stalled roadster

Slidi ng downward, The Shadow settled into the car; as he did, he heard a
nmoan above him Finding a handy flashlight, he turned it up through the ripped
top and saw Margo perched nost unconfortably anong the boughs of the fallen
tree. The girl was nmuch dishevel ed, but apparently unhurt.

Instead of clinbing up to rescue her, The Shadow haul ed down his cl oak
and
hat, stowed themdeep in the car, and settled behind the wheel to wait for
Farman and hi s conpani ons, who were coning in this direction

Reaching the car, Farnman hel ped Cranston out and heard himnutter
somet hi ng about a crash. The scene apparently explained itself: a tree
upr oot ed
by the gale had fallen across the bend of the driveway and Cranston had driven
into it. The ripped top wasn't much of a surprise, considering that the
branches coul d have hooked it.

But when Cranston groped about | ooking for soneone else, and finally
ended
by staring blankly upward, other faces began to show surprise. The roadster
nust
have nade a sudden stop indeed to pitch Cranston's girl friend clear through
t he
wrecked top into the branches on the upper side of the fallen tree.

The servants clinbed the car and hel ped Margo down. Cranston caught her
as
they slid her fromthe side of the car. Her dress dangling fromone arm Margo
rubbed her hand agai nst her head, where she had bunped the tree trunk. To her
returni ng senses, things seemed nore bew | dering than ever

Apol ogi zing for his oversight in not checking the condition of the
driveway, Farman |led the way into the house, the servants following with the
| uggage fromthe roadster. Wiile Cranston was relating a sinple but coherent
story to the guests, Margo went upstairs and changed to anot her dress.

Rej oi ni ng the group, Margo took Cranston's cue and told a sinple story,
too. They'd struck the tree so suddenly, she hadn't realized what it was. O
course, she'd been tossed higher than Cranston, because he was at the wheel
Cranston hinsel f had al ready advanced that sinple explanation for Margo's
surprising flight.

Warm ng his hands at the fire, Farman | aughingly turned the conversation
to the subject of nonsters. There'd been talk of such things around d endal e
"devils," the natives termed them | maginative people, the | ocal townsfolk,
and
superstitious, too.



Still, Farman couldn't blame them Farman was from New York, |ike other
residents of dendale, and all were owners of large estates. Being fromthe
city, he didn't believe the outl andi sh tales he heard. Neverthel ess, Farman's
own imagi nation had run riot this evening, and his servants had shown even
wi | der trends.

"Fancy it!" | aughed Farman, turning his sharp eyes about the group. "I
thought | saw a fellow in a black cloak shooting at sonething around the
cor ner
of the house! A ghost that turned out to be a forsythia bush!"

Even Cranston sniled at Farman's account.

"But the servants" - Farman peered through the doorways of his broad
living roomto make sure that none were within earshot - "do you know what
t hey
t hought they saw? They imagi ned that they saw it change itself into a big bat
that becane a man!

"The ol d vanpire stuff; they probably heard it wherever they cane from
originally. But they said the thing had a gun that could curve bullets around
the corner of the house. Wen the gale ripped the pergola, they thought the
creature's gunfire did it!"

One listener, at least, could credit the last part of the tale. Know ng
t he ways of The Shadow, Margo recogni zed that he had been in action and that
the servants had exaggerated his performance. But Margo was quite willing to
di scount her own inpressions of the things that happened earlier

AFTER they left the living room Margo waited for Cranston on the |anding
of the stairs.

"What a fool | was," confided Margo, in an undertone. "Actually, Lanont,
I
t hought a great creature seized me with its trenmendous claws. And all the
whi | e
there was nothing out there!"

"Nothing at all," assured Cranston. "Nothing except a hound the size of a
wol f that tangled with sonmething three tinmes bigger that snatched it off to
nowhere. "

Margo' s eyes went startl ed.

"You' re serious, Lanont?"

"I ought to be, Margo. Those creatures mxed it up just |ong enough for
nme
to get out of range. But if you want proof, think this over. | wasn't behind
t he
wheel of the roadster, as | said. You were driving the car."

Sl owl y, Margo nodded.

"Then what did you do?" queried Cranston, in a whinsical tone. "Crawl out
and clinb to the top side of the tree yourself? You couldn't have been tossed
that far, you know. Not from behind the steering wheel."

There was sheer desperation in the sudden clutch that Margo gave to
Cranston's arm but the return pressure of his hand was soothing. He assured
Margo that whatever the nenace that |lay abroad, it could hardly penetrate
i ndoors.

As if to corroborate Cranston's statenent, a green light flickered from
beyond the wi ndow of the stair landing. Brief but weird, the gl ow showed a
nmass
of distant treetops waving agai nst the night sky; then the flare vani shed.

Cranston's good ni ght was a whi spered | augh, an echo fromthe past. Wen
one nystery could produce another and return to the starting point with both
unsol ved, The Shadow had found a fitting challenge to his skill at unraveling
strange riddl es!



CHAPTER 1 |
MATTERS OF MONSTERS

MORNI NG dawned crisp, clear and cold, for this was the |late autum

season.

At breakfast, Farman showed hinself the perfect host; he was nore than gl ad

t hat

Cranston and Margo had becone guests at his extended house party. But while he
spoke, Farman was suggesting a fact that he didn't mention: nanmely, that sone
of last night's guests had left.

Gradual |y, Farman worked around it, though he still hedged the question.

"Never a dull nonent here at dendale,"” he asserted. "I should have told
you that before, Cranston. Perhaps you would have paid an earlier visit here.
You |ike adventure."

Cranston nodded. Noted as a world traveler, he couldn't deny Farman's
statenent. Both nmen were nmenbers of the Cobalt O ub, one of Manhattan's nost
exclusive nen's clubs, but Cranston had previously side-stepped Farman's
invitations to visit G endale.

VWhat Cranston didn't state was that his sudden willingness to join one of
Farman's house parties was because of recent happenings in the vicinity.
However, Farman was shrewd enough to take that for granted. He imedi ately
brought up the subject.

"What ever is going on around these parts,” declared Farman, "it's really
serious. When two nmen are killed on two successive nights by somet hing that
literally mangles them it's bad business, even if the victinms did happen to
be
trespassers.”

Cranston's qui zzical stare took Farman's attention from Margo's sudden
shudder .

"Trespassers?" queried Cranston. "On whose property?"

"One was on the Grebb estate," replied Farnman, gesturing toward a corner
of the dining room "Over to the northeast of here; a big place owned by old
Dariel Grebb. He's a retired banker, who owns about half the county."

"And the other?"

"That was on Althrop's place," inforned Farman. "You've heard of Roscoe
Al throp, the big shipping man. He lives to the northwest" - Farman made
anot her
gesture - "and he owns the other half of the county. No, | guess |I'm
exaggerating." Farman shook his head. "Let's call it a third of a county each
otherwi se there wouldn't be roomfor the rest of us."

Br eakf ast being over, Farman suggested that they go outdoors and view the
terrain fromhis rear | awn. Once outdoors, they postponed other matters to
| ook
at the tree, which the servants had sawed in sections to renmove fromthe
driveway. Going around the w de, ol d-fashioned house, they made another stop
to
| ook at the remmants of the pergol a.

"That wi nd was heavy | ast night,"'
t hat
it ruined the sunmerhouse. It must have cone up inside the roof and turned it
inside out, like an unbrella."

The estates owned by Grebb and Althrop occupied distant hills in the
directions that Farman had specified. Their houses, however, were not visible
anong the thick woods that topped the slopes. But straight to the north,
beyond
a vall ey behind Farman's property, was a house atop a midway hill, a mansion
that | ooked old but sizable. Cranston casually inquired who lived there.

"A fellow naned Leonard Thull rents it," explained Farman. "Why he picked
it, I don't know, because it's been enpty for years. Maybe Thull rented it

' observed Farman. "I'mnot surprised



cheap. Still, they say he's worth a lot of noney. He's sone sort of a

pronoter."
"He m ght be working on Grebb or Althrop," suggested Cranston. "Pronoters
usual ly sell ideas to wealthy people."

"Not to those two skinflints,
they do on their own."

"You mean they are partners?"

"Partners!" Farman guffawed at Cranston's question. "Say, if any two nen
hat ed each other, G ebb and Althrop win first claim They both picked
properties in A endale so they could nake their grudge last longer. In a
coupl e
of years they'll hold a silver jubilee.

"I wouldn't want to be Thull, living hal fway between that pair. He's
liable to get caught in the mddle if Gebb and Althrop try dirty work on each
ot her. Suppose we go downtown to the coroner's inquest this norning. They'l
both be there, exchanging rmutual glares."

VWil e Farman was getting the car out, Margo put a question that was on

returned Farman. "Watever they pronote,

her
m nd. Eagerly, she asked:

"That green glare last night, Lamont - whose place did it come from
Grebb's or Althrop' s?"

"Neither," was Cranston's reply. "1'd say it was on a direct line with
Thul I's house. Let's hope he's at the inquest, too."

ON t he way downt own, Farman kept pointing out trees, fences, and even
bridges that had suffered fromthe storm Either he was trying to justify his
own fallen tree that had nearly ruined Cranston's roadster, or he was trying
to
prove his theory concerning the destruction of the sunmmrerhouse; perhaps bot h.

VWhat ever Cranston's opinion, he didn't express it; but Margo was bored by
Farman's endl ess chatter on the same subject. However, things pronised to be
i nteresting when they reached the county courthouse. Quite a crowd was
assenbl ed to hear the coroner's verdict on the double inquest. Getting the nod
fromone of the attendants, Farman ushered Cranston and Margo inside.

Grebb and Althrop proved to be very nuch alike, despite their personal
di fferences. Each was seated at the opposite end of a long table, and both had
| awyers as spokesmen. Looking them over, Margo coul dn't choose between them
Bot h were stoop-shoul dered and crab-faced; but Gebb had a crop of
short-clipped gray hair, whereas Althrop was quite bald.

If anything, Gebb's features were nore winkled, but it | ooked the other
way about, because Althrop's greater range of forehead reveal ed nore furrows
sinmply on the basis of a larger visible area. Another difference was the way
they glared. Grebb did it with deep-set eyes that narrowed darkly, while
Al t hrop pushed his whole face forward and opened his eyes w de.

Each was obviously trying to prove sonething on the other. Neither would
admt that trespassers were comon on their respective properties, the
i nplication being that the other m ght sent a snooper over to see what was
going on around his rival's place. But they couldn't afford to press such
accusations, Gebb or Althrop, because both were in the sane boat.

They left nmost of the testinmony to their servants, and there wasn't nuch
to choose between. Gebb's servants said that they had heard screans shortly
after dusk, four nights ago, and had found a dead man, his throat badly torn
his body twi sted and broken, lying by a stone wall near G ebb's house.

Althrop's men spoke sinilarly of a death one night later; but the victim
on Althrop's premni ses had been found in the rocky bed of a small brook bel ow
an
old m!|l dam His throat was |ikewi se torn, his skull fractured, with both
| egs
and one arm broken.



The coroner, a dry-faced nan who answered to the nanme of Squire Bates,
proceeded to call upon a nost unusual w tness, who had been close to the scene
of both crimes. The wi tness was naned Jed Guphrey, and when the fell ow took
t he
stand Farnman undertoned, unnecessarily, that Jed was the village half-wit.

Huge of body, but small of head, this speci nen of undevel oped nentality
| ooked about with vacant, colorless eyes and gave a wide, idiotic grin that
showed enpty spaces where teeth shoul d have been. Questioned by the squire,
Jed
became as voluble as his linmted vocabul ary woul d all ow.

"I seen 'em" Jed asserted. "A-lyin' dead, the both of '"em | seen it,

t oo.
"One nonent, Jed,"
do you refer?"

"Nut her on "em" returned Jed. "I nean the thing that done the killin'" on

snapped the squire. "Wen you say 'it', to which case

em

"Describe it for us."

Jed' s description was inconsistent, to say the least. On the first
occasion, he'd seen the "devil," as he terned it, bounding from one stone wall
to another. He'd heard screans, and had next observed the curious killer
| eaping fromthe top of an old barn next to Grebb's property. People who had
listened to the stone-wall incident began to exchange doubtful |ooks when Jed
descri bed the barn junp.

Pl eased by his own story, Jed becane nore graphic with the next case.
He' d
seen the devil monster hop froma | edge on Althrop's prem ses and di sappear
into
a woods. Hearing screans, he'd chased after the thing, to see it fling a

shrieking man fromthe edge of the old mll dam It had then thrown rocks at
the victim until Jed arrived.

"You know what | done then?" Jed gave an idiotic laugh. "I picked up a
rock nyself, like this. An® | huv it at the critter."

The nearest thing at hand being the witness stand, Jed hoisted it. H's
strength was form dable, for the stand was braced to the floor by heavy angle
irons that Jed wenched | oose as a nmere matter of course. Needing a "critter"
to represent the devil nonster, Jed picked the squire, who scranbl ed
under neat h
the table while four men were trying to release Jed's grip on his inprovised
r ock.

Angrily, Jed swung the w tness stand about, clearing everybody froma
six-foot circle; then, disgruntledly, he flung his plaything to the fl oor and
smashed it.

I nasmuch as the witness stand was constructed of solid oak, the power in
Jed's brawny arms was very evident, for the solid stand splintered in the sane
fashion as Farman's pergol a.

"I warn't goin' to hurt you, squire," grunbled Jed. "I was a-tellin' as
to
how | missed the devil with the rock, so | gotta miss you, wouldn't 1? Only,
you
don't jump nigh onto half as far as the critter done."

Craw i ng out fromcover, the squire inquired testily how far the devil
nmonster had junped fromthe edge of the nmill dam Jed's answer on that point
was so utterly fabulous that it practically wote his testinony off the
record.

"Cl ear over the nmoon," asserted Jed. "Right on tother side on't! Cuess |
musta scart 'um" And he went off into a gale of foolish |aughter

THE squire adjoined the inquest with a verdict of death by m sadventure



both cases. Mst of the assenbl age, Grebb and Althrop included, went out by
t he
mai n door, though Margo noted that the two crab-faced gentl emen were keeping
deci dedly al oof, each with a | awer as a spearhead and servants as a screen
for
better progress through the throng.

Farman was followi ng after them and Margo was about to go al ong, when
Cranston pressed her arm

"Wait a nonment," Cranston undertoned. "Let's see which direction Leonard

Thul | takes."

Mar go' s expression was qui zzi cal ; she wondered how Lanont had identified
Thull. Wth a smle, Cranston caught the unspoken question

"That's Thull, over there." Cranston pointed to a stocky man whose back

was turned. "Farman just pointed himout."

Margo' s inpression of Thull was confined to flannel shirt, slacks and
heavy wal ki ng shoes, for the stocky man went out through the rear door
Fol | owi ng, Cranston's arm swept Margo back every tine Thull | ooked around.

Not realizing that he was being trailed, Thull went down a flight of
stairs to a rear alley behind the courthouse. Stopping just within the | ower
door, Cranston and Margo saw himclinb into a car, his back still turned

Nor did Thull show his face as he started to drive away. The last thing
he
did was turn his face toward the rear seat and nake a sweepi ng gesture at
somet hing that reared clean up to his shoulders. The grow fromthe creature
in
back was drowned by Thull's own snarl, as he voiced angrily:

"Down, Buskin!"

Then the car was gone, Thull and the creature with it, and Margo was
staring aghast at Cranston. It seemed strange that he should take the
situation
so conpl acently after his experience of the night before. For to Cranston,
this
was like a neeting with an old friend - or perhaps foe.

I f anything, the beast that belonged to Leonard Thull exceeded the huge
description of the mghty hell hound that The Shadow had seen engage itself
with
a bl ack-w nged devil nmonster in a battle that had ended with a nutual vanish!

CHAPTER | V
CASTLE CHANDOS

ONE thing was evident in dendale: Not only had Jed Guphrey established
hinself as the village half-wit; he had won the title of chanpion liar on a
wor | d-wi de rati ng.

On every corner, people were | aughing about the way |isteners had been
drinking in Jed's story of a fabulous devil nonster that used stone walls as
springboards to reach barn roofs and threw people fromthe brinks of mll
ponds
so that it could chuck the dam after them Just a wonderful build-up for Jed's
payof f of the creature's mighty junp that had carried it clear over the noon.

Waiting while Farman saw sone friends and Margo did sone shoppi ng,
Cranston listened to the |local reactions toward Jed' s testinony. Then
strolling across the street, he entered the town's snall hotel and took a
| eat her - cushi oned chair that faced the brass-railed w ndow.

Di sgruntled reporters, here covering the devil story, were checki ng out
and goi ng back to New York. As the others left, one of them a wiry young nan,
paused to take the chair next to Cranston's. This chap was C yde Burke, of the
New York Classic. He was al so one of The Shadow s secret agents.



"Hell o, chief," spoke Clyde, without turning his head. "That inquest

story
sure was a convincer... the wong way!"

"The moon story sounded new," conceded Cranston. "It wasn't in any of
your
previous reports, Burke."

"Jed never got that far before," explained Cyde. "It sounded all right
up
to that point. Now, the editors will laugh at it. 1'll be on a different

assi gnment tonorrow, when | ought to be out here scouring the county sone
nore."

"Anything so far to support Jed's story?"

"Not much that nakes sense. Sone farner clainmed he heard somet hing hit
hi s
barn roof like a ton of coal, but he' d been drinking too much appl ej ack. That
stuff goes bamall by its | onesone!™

Clyde pulled a road map from his pocket and spread it, as though asking
Cranston's advice on the best route back to New York. What Cyde actually did
was mark the places where he had made inquiries on the devil runmors. The map
al so showed red crosses marking the homes of Grebb and Althrop, with a blue
one
i ndicating Thull's residence m dway between them

"Here's an interesting thing," observed Cyde, draw ng his penci
southward to the thin lines of a dirt road that ran between Thull's house and
Farman's. "Interesting because it's negative. There's a big house tucked away
in that valley by the old road. One of the queerest places you ever saw,
chi ef.
It's called 'Castle Chandos.'"

The slight steadying of Cranston's inpassive eyes was the only indication
of his rising interest.

"No reports of nonsters fromthat area,"” hastened Cyde. "Castle Chandos
is like an oasis in all the turmoil. Still, it ought to nake a good centra
| ocation for |earning what goes on el sewhere. Particularly with things
happeni ng here" - dyde tapped the red cross marking G ebb's estate, then
noved
across and did the sanme with Althrop's - "and here.™

Cranston took Cyde's pencil and nmade a red X on the map to indicate
Farman's house. Calnmy, he added:

"And here."

Fromthen on, Clyde listened breathless to Cranston's experiences which
he
had encountered as The Shadow. Those details only enphasized the inportance of
Castl e Chandos as a calmspot in the midst of furor

VWen O yde was | eaving, he heard the question that he had been expecting
nore and nore. Cranston expressed it alnost idly:

"Who lives in Castle Chandos?"

"An old fellow who calls himnmself Conpeer Chandos,
"They' ve
naned the castle after him He's lived there for years, but nobody knows mnuch
about himexcept that he's never caused any trouble."

replied Cyde.

MEETI NG Margo and Farnman at the courthouse, Cranston found them
di scussi ng
the relative nmerits of Gendale's prize "crabapples"” - Dariel G ebb and Roscoe
Al throp. Since Cranston showed sone interest in the mserly pair, Farman
decided to drive honme by a roundabout road that woul d take them past the
mansi ons of the nen in question

The houses proved as simlar as the nen who owned them though the
bui | di ngs could only be viewed froma di stance because of the extensive



grounds

surroundi ng them Farman was headi ng honme down a | ong sweep to the east of
Al throp's, when Cranston pointed out a dirt road |l eading to the right and
remarked that it |ooked |like a short cut.

"It is," agreed Farman, "and we'll take it. I've just thought of
sonet hi ng
el se | ought to show you."

Deep in the valley road, Farman stopped in front of a great stone gateway
that was flanked by a hi gh picket fence. Through the bars of the gate, he
poi nted out a huge, square-walled building that | ooked like a gigantic
ci tadel .

The massive structure was built entirely of dark-gray stone, with a
castell ated

roof four floors above the ground. Usually such baronial buildings were
situated on hills, but this one happened to be tucked in a secluded val e.

"Castl e Chandos," stated Farman. "I forget what it was originally called,
but we've named it after the nan who |lives there now He calls hinmself Conpeer
Chandos. "

Margo was particularly intrigued by the rare plants that skirted the
castle grounds, sone actually in bloom which was unusual for this late
season.

There were rock gardens, too, with curiously colored stones that couldn't be
native to this terrain. Margo was still studying this delightful scene, when
Farman deci ded to drive al ong.

On the way back to Farman's, Cranston defined the title "conmpeer" as
meani ng "an equal" in the sense of rank or prowess. Farman agreed that the
definition was an apt one.

"d d Conpeer Chandos is an equal, all right,’
equal
to hinmself. He's probably traveled to every part of the world, civilized and
uncivilized, bringing back rare plants and rocks. The whole interior of his
castle is a huge hothouse converted froman old courtyard. That's where he
cultivates his plants. The rocks take care of thenselves."

"I's Chandos there at present?" inquired Cranston

"Yes," replied Farman. "He's getting too old to travel as far and often

decl ared Farman. "He's

as
he once did. They say he mulls over his books and tends his plants while his
servants take care of him Shipnents keep conming in for himat the express
office; mostly minerals for his collection

"Poor ol d Chandos! He doesn't know what's going on, not only in the world
at large but right here in Gendale. Al this crazy devil business passes him
right by; or if we went on Jed's say-so, we could say that it junps over
Chandos and his valley.

"Nobody woul d bot her Chandos |like those prowers did at G ebb's and

Althrop's, only to lose their lives. First of all, they'd have to find the
castle, and once finding it, they'd stay away. That valley can get real spooky
when the msts begin to rise around the castle. They say the will-0'-the-w sp

is often seen there. You know, that col ored gas that |ooks like flane,
sonetines called "marsh fire.""

There was a definite point to Farman's final words, enough to keep Margo
thinking all that afternoon. Reports of col ored marsh gas in Chandos' valley
woul d account for the weird green flickers that Margo and Lanmont had seen the
ni ght before; therefore, if Farman had seen the flare, he m ght not have given
it more than passing attention

But woul d that account for lurid Ilight on such a | arge scal e? Margo
doubted it and her mistrust extended to Janes Farman. He was a shrewd sort,
Farman, wealthy in his own right, though he never tal ked about how he had made
hi s nmoney.

Even Cranston knew little about Farman. The invitation to visit Farman's
house was the standing sort that Farman had extended to various nenbers of the



Cobal t C ub.

Many of Cranston's friends pressed himto visit them and he'd accepted
this invitation only because Farman happened to live in d endal e. Sonehow,
Farman's mention of marsh fire inpressed Margo as an alibi, much Iike his
acceptance of the fallen tree and the ruined pergola, things which Farman
bl amed entirely on the gale of the night before, in the sane breath |aughing
off all talk of nonsters.

AFTER di nner, Margo's theory was further justified. In the gathering
dusk,

Farman went out to | ook at the wecked summerhouse. The nmobon was rising, huge
and vivid, through the woods flanking Farman's | awn, and the gl ow showed t he
shrewd | ook that Farman suddenly turned toward Cranston

"See how those pergol a posts are splintered?" queried Farman. "It rem nds
me of what happened to the w tness box when Jed Guphrey threw it across the
courtroom"”

Cranston's |ips showed the flicker of a snmile

"You don't think that Jed could have torn up this sumerhouse and ri pped
it the same way, do you, Farman?"

"Not on his own," returned Farman. "I've already blamed the gale for nost
of it. But suppose Jed had been prow ing around here the way he admits he was
at Grebb's and Althrop's. If he'd been on the run and the pergola was in his
way, he'd be just fool enough to try to shove it over. Such a heave m ght be
all the wind needed to do the rest.”

Pausi ng, Farman stroked his chin as another idea struck him This thought
was nore pointed than the pergola theory.

"Maybe it was Jed who mangl ed those victinms," declared Farnan. "He coul d
have told his devil story for an alibi. Getting to the spot where he feared
guestions, he switched to the nmoon junp. | think I'd better go indoors and
phone Squire Bates, so he can check on Jed."

Hardly had Farman | eft before Margo was pouring out her own inpressions

to

Cranston. Adding things up as she went on, Margo actually clainmed that Farnman
was pinning things on Jed to keep his own slate clean. In the mdst of all the
devil -nmonster chatter, Margo excl ai ned suddenly:

"Of course, there was that huge beast of Thull's -

"Probably a large mastiff," interposed Cranston. "Thull wouldn't be
exhi biting such a huge dog too publicly, not with all the wild runors now in
circulation. Get back to the devil nonster, Margo."

"I't couldn't have been Jed," vouchsafed Margo. "He isn't big enough, nor
strong enough, even with all his bul k. Besides, there can't be any such
creature as the one described."

"What! No devil nonster?"

"Of course not! If we believe anything that Jed said, we'd have to
swal | ow
all of it. He clainmed that the thing junped clear over the noon."

Pressing Margo's el bow, Cranston turned her toward the trees through
whi ch
the mobon was rising. Hearing a slight sound fromthe thick boughs, Margo was
startled for the nonent; then she |aughed, relieved. The creature that Lanont
i ndi cated was only a squirrel, perched on a bough just to the left of the
nmoon' s great disk

"Watch the squirrel,"” suggested Cranston. "It's going to spring to the
other tree, over at the right. After it does, tell me exactly what it did."

Conscious that it was being watched, the squirrel nade a quick scranble
al ong the bough and took a long, arching leap. As the little creature |anded
on
the Iinb of the other tree, Margo's breath came with a sudden gasp.

"Why - it junped right over the noon!"



"Precisely," declared Cranston, approving Margo's verdict. "That's what
Jed saw the devil creature do. By my cal cul ati ons, the nobon nust have been
somewhat higher than is tonight, but it wasn't nore than a few degrees above
the hori zon.

"Jed didn't claimthe nonster jumped fromthe near side of the noon to
t he
far. He meant that it cleared the moon fromleft to right, or vice versa, just
as you saw the squirrel do - a natural description for a person of Jed's
mentality to give. He would think of the noon like a tree, a house... or a
barn."

So that was it!

There was nore that foll owed Cranston's anal ysis. Margo heard the swi sh
of
a cloak and turned to see her compani on placing a slouch hat on his head.
Agai n
The Shadow, Cranston was starting off to the garage where Farman's servants
had
pl aced and patched the roadster. Eager, Margo trotted along with The Shadow,
keepi ng his cl oaked form visible agai nst the noon.

Firm hands halted the girl and steered her toward the house. Margo's
protests were pronptly snothered by a whispered voice.

"Remenber your own suspicions, Margo," advised The Shadow. "Farman stil
needs wat ching, and that's to be your job. Besides, you'll have to cook up a
reason why | drove into town."

The Shadow was gone, his parting token a whispered | augh that Margo hal f
guessed was at her expense. Fromthe house, the girl saw the roadster coast
fromthe garage and go out by the rear drive that led to the valley road. As
t he car disappeared beyond the slope, Margo | ooked toward the valley itself.

At that nonment, a green light flickered. It could have been the

wWill-o -the-wisp, so quickly was it snmothered. The flare couldn't show in the
brilliant noonlight as it had agai nst the scuddi ng cl ouds acconpanyi ng | ast
ni ght's gal e.

Weird, that light, like a sinister beacon! \Wether in welcone or in

warning, it was inviting The Shadow, intrepid venturer of the night, to the
pl ace cal l ed Castl e Chandos!

CHAPTER V
VALLEY OF AVAZEMENT

CONTRARY to Margo's expectation, The Shadow did not go directly to Castle
Chandos. There was anot her place he wanted to investigate first - a house that
Farman hadn't shown him al ong the detour back fromtown. The house in question
bel onged to Leonard Thull.

Situated between the mansions of Grebb and Althrop, Thull's place
occupi ed
what m ght have been terned the apex of a broad but squatty triangle, the base
of which was the straight [ine between the honmes of the rival msers.

The road didn't follow the straight line; contrarily, it swng way around
the hill in back of Thull's, following a valley as the dirt road did past
Castl e Chandos. So instead of traveling a | ong, unnecessary distance, The
Shadow parked his car not far from A throp's house and fol |l owed the very
stream
that came fromthe old nmilldam where Jed had seen the devil nonster nake its
second Kill.

Reaching the m |l pond, The Shadow surveyed briefly evidence that
supported
Jed's story. The damitself was in ruins and a great gap showed on the edge.
Bel ow, half blocking the little brook, was a | arge broken stone, probably the



rock that Jed clained the nonster had thrown at its victim But it was quite
concei vabl e that the huge stone had nerely been di sl odged, rather than hurl ed.

However, the noon was right. The dam faced south. Looking fromthe
pat hway
on the west side, The Shadow saw the nmoon through a | ow clearing a dozen feet
to
the right of the dam The pat hway probably represented Jed' s own angl e of
approach, which nmeant that the noon junp could have resenbled the squirrel's
antics, but on a nmuch | arger scale.

Nevert hel ess, Jed's devil nonster must have made an actual take-off from
the dam to rise above the angle of the noon's upper edge. Such a feature did
not cause The Shadow to question the half-wit's story; on the contrary, the
cl oaked observer conpared it with his own experience.

If nonster there was, at Farman's last night, it had certainly left the
prem ses with terrific speed, enough so to nake the leap fromthe milldam
pl ausi bl e. Consi dering his own experience in terns of Jed' s description of the
creature seen at Grebb's, The Shadow recalled nmention of a simlar take-off
froma barn roof, which could be conpared, in turn, with the unbrella top of
Farman' s pergol a.

A laugh stirred the nmoonlight as the cl oaked shape of The Shadow nerged
with the trees that flanked the pathway. The Shadow was continuing his
short cut
to Thull's m dway house.

The question of mastiffs was answered as soon as The Shadow reached
Thull's prem ses. There were two great dogs of that breed chai ned near the
house, each having a | arge kennel. But neither ani mal was Buskin, the dog that
Cranston and Margo had seen in Thull's car. These two were Lodi and Presto;
their names were inscribed on their kennels. A doghouse that bore Buskin's
nane
stood enpty between the other two.

Toget her, the two great dogs raised their heads and grow ed, though they
couldn't see The Shadow agai nst the darkened background of Thull's house. They
settled down again as a door opened just around a corner and two nen appear ed.
Evidently the dogs had noted the opening door, which was where The Shadow
couldn't see it.

One man was Thul |, distingui shable by his heavy build. Cbserving Thull's
face in the nmoonlight, The Shadow saw that it matched his stature. It was a
broad, flat face, with heavy jaw. Seen in profile, Thull's lower lip displayed
a thrust as conspicuous as his very blunt nose.

The man with Thull was much younger and rather handsome in a rugged way.
H s hi gh-cheek-boned face had a hard-boil ed expression that m ght have been a
pose, for his thin nose and lips were of sonmewhat sensitive nold. Thull was
attired in slacks and flannel shirt, and the younger man was wearing sl acks
and
sweater. The cap that tilted sideways fromhis forehead matched his dark
cost ume
but didn't cover his wavy blond hair.

"I"'mtelling you, Weldon," argued Thull in an ugly tone, "I can't afford
to let the dogs loose. Wth all this crazy talk about devils, the hounds m ght
be mi staken for them"

The mastiffs didn't snarl as the nen approached the kennel. Thull was
doing that for them Wldon's reply came in a hard, somewhat contenptuous
t one:

"Buskin was | oose last night."

"I"1l swear he wasn't!" Thull said. "Buskin tangled with his chain when
the gal e overturned the kennel. That's how his leg was hurt. You're a fine
person for me to hire, Wl don! Next thing, you'll be claimng that ny dogs
killed those snoopers who were | ooking in on G ebb and Althrop!"

"I wouldn't know," assured Wl don coolly. "Those deat hs happened before
arrived here."



Thul | raised his fist savagely. Instead of making a defensive gesture,
Wl don turned sharply on his heel and started toward the house. The mastiffs,
rising with a grow, settled back beside their kennels. Abruptly Thul
overt ook
Wl don, gripped his armand spoke in a tone entirely changed. Hi s voice was a
wheedl i ng whi ne.

"Be reasonable, Stan," argued Thull. "You cane here knowi ng what the job
woul d be. Wiy bal k at the | ast nonent?"

Hal ting, Stan Wl don | ooked Leonard Thull hard in the eye and rendered
final verdict.

"I'f you let ne take the dogs," spoke Stan, "I'lIl go to Castle Chandos.
O herwi se the deal is off."

Wth a shrug and the muttered words: "You win!" Thull went over and
rel eased the nastiffs. The dogs evidently knew Stan well enough, for they
foll oned when he snapped his fingers. Flanked by two powerful mastiffs, Stan
was of f on the m ssion ordered by Thull.

Behi nd the man who strode toward the deep valley foll owed an unseen
figure
of bl ackness: The Shadow

UNDER t he hush and shelter of great trees near Castle Chandos, Stan
Vel don
paused and wat ched a sudden greenish flicker. It wasn't low, as marsh fire
woul d
have been; the flare came fromthe top of the castle itself.

Unfazed by the singular sight, Stan spoke |ow orders to the mastiffs
acconpanying him The well-trai ned beasts depl oyed toward the clearing and
scattered there, notionless, at Stan's | ow whistled signal

The posting of the dogs benefited The Shadow. He was able to nove cl oser
on Stan's trail as Thull's hireling crept across the open ground to the
castl e.

Si de-stepping a patch of rock garden, The Shadow used a clunp of dark-fl owered
shrubs as background and watched Stan nove al ong the forbidding walls of
Castl e

Chandos.

Evidently Stan was seeking a way into the place, a task which even The
Shadow deened quite difficult. The wi ndows were set high fromthe ground;
their
dull light, trickling in varicolored hues, showed themto be made of stained
gl ass, and nore. The netal joints between those col ored panes were nore than
ornanents; they served as bars against such prow ers as Stan

Skirting the house, Stan took a glance at the huge front door and deci ded
not to try it. From another angle, The Shadow, ever watchful, saw the prow er
start forward eagerly. Past the front door, on the other side, was a new
extension of the castle, partly obscured by trees. Rising to a two-story
hei ght, the new wing resenbled a conservatory, with many wi ndows and a sl opi ng
roof which probably had a row of skylights.

At least Stan could clinmb up and peer in through those w ndows, if
not hi ng
nore. Such seemed his obvious intention, when he paused and reversed his route
for a trip around the house. It was better to keep clear of the front door
where the servants of Conpeer Chandos were apt to be on watch.

A low fog was already creeping through the valley, its effect being
visible by the way it di med the nmoon, producing rainbow rings around that
silver orb. But the nmoonlight was bl ocked off at the rear of the bul ky castle;
anot her reason why Stan preferred this route. Nevertheless, the man stayed a
reasonabl e di stance fromthe shrouding wall, which was bl ack behind the
castl e,
rat her than gray.



There was just enough reflected glow to keep the prowl er visible from The
Shadow s range of sone twenty feet. But where Stan could be seen, his trailer
could not. The Shadow forned a darkened swirl in the gathering mst; nothing
nore. His figure was too vague to be defined as an existing shape.

It was The Shadow s recognition that his own invisibility was not quite
perfect that gave himthe inpression of a strange thing happeni ng up ahead.

Sonewher e about the hal fway point behind the house, another follower took
up Stan Weldon's trail, com ng between The Shadow and the man ahead. Yet The
Shadow, whose eyes coul d pierce darkness as effectively as it shrouded him
was
unable to see the person who had cut into his path.

Literally, The Shadow s trail was intercepted by sonme creature whose
invisibility was total!

VWhat The Shadow di d was sense the presence of the thing. He could al npst
hear it as its notion becane nore apparent. The Shadow could feel traces of
its
f oot mar ks when he reached them But this new figure in the valley of amazenent
caused no swirl in the slight fog, as did The Shadow. Not for an instant did
The Shadow | ose sight of Stan Wl don, twenty feet ahead.

VWhat ever the thing that noved between, The Shadow was seeing right
t hr ough
t he space where the creature should have been

To The Shadow, nothing was incredible. He applied logic to facts that
ot her persons would brand as fancy. In this case, certain points were evident.
Though the nystery nonster mght be transparent to human vision, its bul k was
definite and its substance solid. Oherwise, its creep would be weightless and
consequent |y undet ect abl e.

Pul l'ing out an automatic, The Shadow i ncreased his pace, draw ng cl oser
to
Stan and the thing that intervened. H s free hand stretching ahead of him The
Shadow was expecting to pluck something out of nothingness and deal
accordingly. Wth every stride, he could sense the invisible creature nore
plainly, even to feeling the trenble of its footfalls, scarcely nore than an
arm s reach ahead!

Just beyond was Stan, alnost within grasp of the invisible thing. He mnust
have sensed its | oom behind him for he turned abruptly in his tracks as he
passed the final corner of the castle. The Shadow saw the glitter of a
revol ver
that Stan produced with a sweep in the arriving noonlight. An instant |ater
t he
light was blotted out.

The revol ver and the man who ainmed it were both erased by a gray shape of
human size that arrived between Stan and The Shadow as suddenly as if the
ground had di sgorged it!

It was the invisible creature, revealed to human sight apparently of its
own choi ce and accord!

THE SHADOW saw short arms, with jabbing, clawike hands pouncing for
their
human prey. Sleek but plunp, the creature lunged to an attack that al npst
overwhel med Stan. His gun gave a single jab in air as his attacker pawed it
asi de; then The Shadow was springing on the creature from behind, slugging his
automatic for the narrow, bowed head that hunched fromits massive shoul ders.
The inpact of that blow was dulled by what seened a thick, padded hel net.
Beady eyes darted sharply at The Shadow s, right on a line with his own, as
t he
ponderous but agile creature swng about and gave hima sweeping claw. The
nonster seemed hal f beast, half human, as it swayed between the grasp of two
opponent s.



Into that fray cane two new fighters, to side with The Shadow and Stan
Wl don. They were Thull's mastiffs. Anything but gun-shy, they bounded from
opposite directions, lunging their great forepaws to the top of the whirling
fray. The first dog's jarring weight reeled the battle away fromthe castle
corner, where the heave of the second mastiff halted the eccentric whirl.

It was at the nonent that The Shadow gave a hard, side-arm swi ng of his
gun, hoping to hit the gray creature's vul nerabl e neck. Wat the weapon mnet
was
anot her gun, arriving fromthe opposite direction: Stan's revolver. Stee
cl ashed steel, and fromthe force of their blows the two sluggers | ocked under
t he pawi ng push of the giant mastiffs.

No | onger was a hunched and cl awi ng nonster the center of the fray. By

its

sel f-disclosure the creature had proved that it was solid, but in returning to
invisibility it had vaporized as well, leaving its foemen, human and cani ne,
to

decide their own issue anong thensel ves.
Li ke the gray ghost it appeared to be, the mystery nonster was gone, as
t hough the fog of the amazing valley had absorbed it!

CHAPTER VI
VANI SH FOLLOAS VANI SH

IN all his experience, The Shadow had never nmet with a situation matching
this. It was sonmething that called for tine out, to allow for cold
consi deration. To neet a nonster that was real, and viciously so, only to have
it nelt the instant it was surrounded on all four sides, was indeed a matter
for sober thought.

VWhat made it all the nore inpressive was the effect upon the dogs. Presto
and Lodi weren't creatures to be deceived as humans could be. The mastiffs had
arrived with all their animal instinct on the alert, hard upon the trail of
prey. To find their own paws interlocking, their green eyes glaring at each
ot her, was sonething that baffled beast as nuch as nan.

Such amazenent was short-lived. Not that the great dogs solved the riddle
any nore than their tenporary master, Stan Wel don. They sinply switched their
objective, as he did. For there was a stranger in their nmdst, a being who,
under present circunstances, rated as a foe:

The Shadow

The gray thing could belong to the gathering fog that it matched in
substance as well as color. Like Stan, the dogs picked The Shadow as the
vani shed nmonster's | ogical successor and turned their attention his direction
Stan's lunge cane in the formof a driving gun swing that pitched the dogs
apart. Htting on all four feet, they bounded about, ready to follow their
master's call.

The Shadow didn't waste an instant. He knew that a brief grapple with
Stan
woul d make himprey for the hounds. Should he turn his attention to the dogs
wi thout settling Stan's case, he would be a target for revolver shots. So The
Shadow handl ed Stan first.

Shorter, faster than Stan's stroke, The Shadow s own swing canme up to his
attacker's jaw. Packed with the added wei ght of an automatic, that well-placed
punch resenbled a brick wall. It jarred Stan clear fromhis feet, flattening
hi m back upon the turf a dozen feet farther fromthe corner of the castle.

Wth a quick twirl, The Shadow was away as the mastiffs pounced for him
H's spin didn't stop; instead, it becane a conplete reversal, ending with a
headl ong di ve between the converging hounds. It was a trick that rabbits had
been known to use, instinctively; The Shadow was applying it through reason
But it wasn't The Shadow s way to relegate hinmself to the category of a



rabbit.

As the mastiffs flung about to overtake him The Shadow changed the
direction of his dive. Htting the ground on hands and knees, he bounced
upward
like a mssile froma petard, his free hand jabbing for the first dog' s jaws.
Li ke a band of steel, The Shadow s fingers tightened around the beast's snout,
closing its nouth and cutting off the breath fromits nostrils.

VWil e one dog withed, the other tried to bound around its obstructing
mate. Wth a backhand swi ng of his gun, The Shadow cuffed the second nastiff
SO
forcibly that it lost its balance and wall owed Iike a puppy. On his feet
agai n,

The Shadow flung the first dog aside and turned to dart beyond the corner of
the castl e.

Thi ngs happened in such cl ose-packed time space that they seened
i nst ant aneous, though they coul dn't possibly have been

In that quick roll to his feet, The Shadow saw Stan Wl don prone upon the
ground a dozen feet away. To reach the corner, The Shadow had to clear Stan's
hal f-stunned figure, which was all the better, since sight of Stan m ght
di vert
the mastiffs from pursuit. But when The Shadow sought to gauge his spring
acr oss
t he human obstacl e, the hazard no | onger exi sted.

One nonent, Stan Wel don had been lying on the solid ground; the next, he
had vani shed as if that very earth had swall owed him

IT was nore baffling than the sudden appearance and di sappearance of the
bul ky, solid creature that had proven itself a gray ghost. This happened sone
twenty feet away fromthe spot of the first occurrence, and it was a certainty
that Stan couldn't have perfornmed this vani shment on his own.

The ground here was solid enough, too, for The Shadow s own feet were
t huddi ng the very spot where Stan had sprawl ed. Another case of the utterly
i npossible turned real, but this time with an amendnent. Wat The Shadow
hadn' t
seen or sensed, Presto and Lodi nust have.

I nstead of seeking the cloaked fighter who had flung them from his path,
the two great nastiffs gave sudden yel ps that woul d have shaned a Peki nese
Heari ng those bl eats, know ng that sonething form dabl e nust have inspired
them The Shadow hooked the stone corner of the castle as he passed it and
cane
full about, a few feet beyond.

Looki ng back, his gun swinging to aim the nystified naster of mnystery
| ooked for explanations - and saw none.

As if to taunt The Shadow, the scene disclosed itself in every detail
The
reveal ing factor that offset the thickening m st was another glare of the
green
light that Castle Chandos so frequently disgorged. This puff nust have been
long nuffled, for it burst fromthe castle top with flickers of reflected
flane.

Vividly, the enerald brilliance split the thin fog and showed every
det ai |
of the ground beyond the corner, so far as The Shadow could view it fromhis
present angle, which was sufficient, because he saw the grass where Stan had
spraw ed, even to the detail of the flat-pressed bl ades.

Most certainly Stan Wl don had vani shed, and Thull's mastiffs were
di sappearing as fast as they could go.

One was hopping a clunp of bushes with purple bell-flowers; the other had
cleared a sizable rock garden with a dol phin fountain in its center. As trees



envel oped them The Shadow could hear Presto and Lodi crashing through the
under brush, bound for their kennels by the shortest route.

By then, the green flare had ended, |eaving thick blackness which at
| east
could shroud The Shadow from sight of any new creatures that night arrive.

I nasmuch as such visitors would probably be invisible, it was just as well

t hat

The Shadow had acquired such a state. But it still didn't solve the riddle of
Stan Vel don

The answer cane only because The Shadow s senses were conpletely keyed to
the inmpossible. In such concentrated state they could actually outmatch
instinct. There was nothing that The Shadow coul d see, touch, or even snell.
He
was able to hear, but the sound that reached his ears was nothing nore than
t he
snapping of a few dead twigs. Still, the intuition of his other senses applied
thenmsel ves to aid The Shadow s earshot.

Those faint snaps placed Stan Wel don. They were the nuffled proof that
t he
vani shed man had crashed to earth at least fifty yards from Castl e Chandos!

Sonet hi ng seenmed nmonmentarily to blight the dull moonlight that trickled
past the roof edge of Castle Chandos. Looking up, The Shadow saw t hat he was
besi de the gl ass-wal |l ed extension that Stan had chosen as a goal. But the
wi ndows were hi gh above the ground and their panes were very small, ribbed
with
thick netal frames. Myreover, that wing of the castle was totally dark.

The thing to find was Stan Wl don, or what was left of him diding away
fromthe castle, The Shadow | et his senses guide him If something had told
hi m
of Weldon's true fate, the same uncanny sense conbi nati on nust have provi ded
t he
| ocation, too. For once, The Shadow preferred to travel blind.

Through trees so thick that they conpletely cut off the moonlight, The
Shadow reached an obstruction that he recogni zed - the picket fence that
fl anked the gateway of Castle Chandos. The very trees that had been so
troubl esone coul d now prove hel pful. G pping the boughs above him The Shadow
scaled to one so stout that it didn't yield until he had crawl ed al nost to the
fence spi kes.

Pressi ng downward, outward, The Shadow t ook advantage of the bough's flip
and cl eared the spiked fence. Landing in the niddle of the dirt road, he saw
the trees that flanked the other side - a mass of thick evergreens towering
above an enornmous rock that was skirted with | arge bushes.

Lying in that tangled thicket, as definitely placed as if an invisible
finger had pointed himout, was Stan Wl don

REACHI NG t he sprawl ed man, The Shadow found that he was still alive;
noreover, he did not appear to be seriously injured. The answer lay in the
trees above the thicket. They were thick cedars, with springy, flat-needled
branches. Assuming that Stan had covered the di stance from Castl e Chandos in
one flying bound, a crash anong the cedars woul d be the happi est of |andings.

Breaking the man's fall, the boughs had dropped himto the ground, where
t he bushes had served as a further buffer. Stooping, The Shadow lifted Stan by
t he shoul ders and found that he was not dead. The question was whether to
carry
t he unconscious man to the roadster, or bring the car here to pick himup

That depended on the possible existence of a further menace. H's senses
again keyed to the situation, The Shadow rai sed suddenly and whirl ed about. He
hadn't forgotten the great rock, a boulder ten feet high, that reared very
close to the spot where Stan's human cannonbal | act had term nated.



Wth a lunge, The Shadow net the thing that was springing down upon him
a
nonster that mght have fitted any description. Its |leap was |ike one of
Thull's
mastiff's. Its arrival was as sudden as that of the solid ghost of gray. From
the way it darked out the moonlight's trickle, it could have been the bl ack
mass of huge proportions that had identified as a fallen tree, but which The
Shadow still believed was sonething el se.

This thing fromthe rocky perch m ght be the devil nonster that Jed
@Quphrey had actually seen junmp over the noon!

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow met it bare-handed. He caught the creature at
t he
belt Iine and let his knees grip the rock, so that his arms could deliver a
backward fling, propelling the living menace along the route of its own
inertia. By letting the thing use its monentumto aid its own di saster, The
Shadow was | essening his task

Victory proved easier than The Shadow expected. Hi s deflected drive was
perfectly timed and placed. The attacker fromthe rock concluded his pitch
with
an enornous sonersault that |anded hima dozen feet beyond where Stan Wl don
| ay.

Di sentangling itself fromthe brush, the creature staggered out into the
road and paused there |l ong enough to identify itself by angry fist shakes,
suppl enented with guttural shouts. The thing fromthe rock was just the
opposi te of what The Shadow had supposed it m ght be.

It wasn't the nonster whose flight Jed Guphrey had witnessed and
described. The creature was the half-wit in person

Jed was used to laughs. Listeners had provided plenty at the inquest. But
Jed had never heard mirth like the sort that now dented his eardruns. The tone
was unearthly, ghoulish in its nockery, a taunt that would have fitted the
devil nonster that twi ce had crossed Jed' s path.

It came from bl ackness, the gibe that The Shadow gave. The sane bl ackness
that had spun Jed like a whirligig and which now showed eyes that glowed |ike
living coals. As to its size and shape, the half-wit was no |longer sure. He'd
seen darkness stir below the rock and hadn't supposed that it contained a
t hi ng
as large and as form dable as his favorite devil nonster. But Jed's | eap had
convi nced hi m ot herw se.

Down the road went Jed Guphrey, with bounding | eaps that were his
imtation of a nonster's nmoon junp. |If Farman had been present to view that
flight, he'd have used it to further his argunment that Jed was the devil
nmonster. Alittle thing Iike a sumerhouse woul dn't have stopped Jed's rush
for
safety under the pressure of his present panic.

Behind him Jed left a cloud of dust thicker than the fog that was
gat heri ng about Castle Chandos. Fromthat filny swirl, as though belonging to
it, trailed the weird echoes of The Shadow s | augh, speeding the fugitive on
his way!

CHAPTER VI |
FACTS DI SCLOSED

WHEN St an Wl don opened his eyes and | ooked about, his gaze was startl ed.
Not that there was anything horrible in these surroundings; quite the
contrary.
It was the fact that Stan expected al nost anything el se that caused himto be
puzzl ed.

This scene was quite too composed.



Per haps that was due to the influence of a cal mnman whose profile was
slightly hawklike. Nami ng hinself as Lanont Cranston, this leisurely
i ndi vi dual
turned to introduce Margo Lane, a brunette whose poi se and sparkl e made an
i nstant inpression upon Stan

Still, Stan didn't know in whose |iving roomhe was, until Cranston
announced Janes Farman as owner of the house.

Margo saw the way in which Stan's features stiffened, only to relax into
what could be termed their usual hardness. It was pal pable that his pose was a
matter of practice or habit. Evidently, Stan's business was the sort that
requi red such a manner. Though Cranston already had sone inkling as to the
busi ness, he did not nention the fact.

I nst ead, he spoke in a npbst casual way.

"Lucky you showed ne that short cut down through the valley," remarked
Cranston, addressing Farman. "If you hadn't, | wouldn't have found this chap
lying in the road right by that place with the big gates. Wat did you say its
name was, Farman?"

"Castl e Chandos," replied Farman, |ooking hard at Stan. "Named after its
owner, Comnpeer Chandos."

"I remenber now," nodded Cranston. "Anyway, that's where | found -" He
paused, gave a conpl acent glance at Stan, and added with a slight snile
"That's odd. | didn't think to inquire your nane.

Stan cl apped a hand to his inside pocket. He wanted to learn if he stil
had his wallet with its identification cards. He half suspected that this was
subterfuge on Cranston's part; but the wallet was still there.

Stan's lips firned to suppress a snile; this could be deeper strategy on
the part of Stan's rescuer. Perhaps Cranston had exam ned the contents of the
wal l et and replaced it while Stan was still unconscious.

So the smart thing was to play aboveboard. As though honesty were really
the best policy, Stan opened the wallet and passed his business cards around.
The card stated:

STANLEY L. WELDON
Confidential Investigator

The first person to coment was Farman. He gave Stan a sharp-eyed | ook
and
said in a contenptuous tone:

"So you're just a private detective."

"'Investigator' is the word," retorted Stan, brandishing one of his
cards.

"You see, M. Farman" - Stan's eyes narrowed, like the pair that net them -
"y

chief work is insurance investigation. | only handl e other cases as a side
line."

Farman's wince was too apparent to escape notice.

"Don't worry," continued Stan. "I'mnot here on your account. None of the
bi g i nsurance conpani es are making further probe into the fire that destroyed
your shoe factory a few years ago. O course, you did retire from busi ness
i medi ately after you collected the i nsurance noney -"

"Because | was ready to retire," interrupted Farman. "I was too well
al ong
in years to start all over again. |I'd made it plain that | wanted to sell the
busi ness. "

"But there were no buyers," remnded Stan. "That was another reason the
i nsurance conpani es thought you'd chosen a fire as a quick nethod of
liquidating your assets. But as | said, they' ve shelved the matter. That's the
| atest on the subject, M. Farman."

For one thing, Stan had given Margo information as to Farman's weal t h.
Her



previ ous suspicions regarding the man seemed justified by the stigma the
factory
fire had caused. Still, Farman's fire mght have literally been all snoke,
with
no bl ame attached to him however, Stan's nention of the case had strained the
present situation.
Cranston snoothed it with the idle query:
"What does the initial 'L." nean in your nanme? Livinsgtone, | presune?"
"That's it," replied Stan, with a sheepish grin. "Stanl ey Livingstone
Weldon is my full name. They named ne after ny uncle, and he was born about
t he
time Stanley found Livingstone."

EVEN Farman snil ed, which showed that the tension was over. Pouring a
gl ass of brandy, Farman politely offered it to his new guest. To Margo,
Farman's manner placed himin a better light; still, she noted that Farman's
expressi on renai ned foxlike.

Stan observed it, too, and was rather pleased. He felt that he was
t ucki ng
Farman back into his pocket along with his wallet. Watever Stan m ght revea
about this evening' s msadventure, and its causes, Farman woul d keep a cl ose
mout h on the subject, rather than offend a man who coul d reopen the insurance
i nvesti gation.

As for Cranston and Margo, Stan already felt that he could trust them
fully. He was sure that Cranston knew nore than he had stated; therefore, it
woul d be good policy to straighten himon other facts. Since Margo appeared to
rely on Cranston's opinions, what she mght |earn wouldn't hurt.

Briefly, Stan declared that he was working for Leonard Thull; that his
express purpose was to bring back facts regardi ng Conpeer Chandos. He told how
he had come down the hill with the dogs, only to run into trouble near the

house. But Stan's m nd was sonewhat hazy as to what had happened there.

First, Stan remenbered a hunch-shoul dered attacker in gray, who had
ei t her
di sappeared or changed into a creature resenbling a human bat. The nonster
nust
have tried to fly off with Stan, for he'd |l anded in the road outside the
grounds of Castle Chandos.

Margo could picture Jed as the first attacker; The Shadow as the rescuer
that Stan had m staken for another eneny. But she couldn't inmagi ne how Jed had
sl i pped The Shadow, nor how even the cl oaked fighter could have pitched Stan
SO
far.

VWi | e Margo pondered over that double nystery, Farman swtched the
subj ect. Accepting Stan's account with a shrug, Farman suddenly demanded:

"But why did Thull send you to check on Chandos?"

“I"1l tell you why," returned San frankly. "O d Chandos is broke, or
nearly so. Those two skinflints, Grebb and Althrop, know it, and they're
t aki ng
advant age of the old conpeer.”

Cranston saw avid interest in Farman's eyes.

"Thull is a pronoter," continued Stan. "He knows that Conpeer Chandos
nust
have sonet hing ot her than those plants and rocks on which to spend his
fortune.

Sonet hi ng, perhaps, involving both - that Gebb and Althrop are trying to get
at a bargain."

Far man was becoming nore intrigued

"Bi ddi ng agai nst each other!" rmused Farman. "Or maybe G ebb and Althrop
are in cahoots! That woul dn't surprise ne; they're both smart enough to drop a



grudge in order to nmake big profits. Go on, Wldon, while |I pour you anot her
brandy. "

Resum ng, Stan asserted that Thull had nmoved to Aendale in order to
contact Chandos. The prompter's plan was both sinple and fair; he wanted to
outbid Grebb and Althrop on what ever Chandos mi ght have to offer. But Thul
had
deened it wise to learn what the proposition was, before announcing his
attention.

Mor eover, he'd foreseen, Thull had, that his arrival m ght rouse the
suspi cions of G ebb and Althrop. The first few weeks had justified that
opi ni on. Snoopers had shown thenselves on Thull's prem ses, so he'd inported
three mastiffs to keep future visitors away.

"That's how | came in," conpleted Stan. "A friend of mine supplied the
dogs and nentioned ny name to Thull. Wen this devil-npnster business started,
Thul I became worried. He thought Grebb and Althrop might be trying to pin
somet hi ng on hi m because of the mastiffs. So he sent for ne, hoping I could
hurry up the Chandos angle."

Cranston's eyes were conpl acent, but Farman's showed suspicion. Bluntly,
Farman suggested that Thull m ght have sent men to check on Grebb and Althrop
before hiring Stan. Such woul d account for the deaths of prow ers on each of
the I arge estates, the men whose nurders Jed had described as the work of a
devil nonster.

"I don't think Thull sent those chaps," argued Stan. "I'd say Althrop and
Grebb hired themindividually, each trying to check on the other. | know t hat
Thul | thinks so."

Bef ore Farman could offer any other comrent, Cranston put the
st eady-t oned
wor ds:

"Tell us what else Thull thinks." It was nmore a conmand than a query;
furthernmore, Stan grasped the whol e content, probably because of Cranston's
tone. It was a direct call for Stan to decl are whatever he had | earned about
the proposition that Thull wanted to pronote, rather than have G ebb or
Al t hrop
swi ndl e Chandos out of it.

ODDLY, Stan found hinself anxious to tell Cranston. Hi s doubts were
solely
confined to Farman, even though the latter was generously proffering another
brandy. In a way, the brandy was a catch, because Farman mi ght be spending it
to |l oose Stan's tongue. But that didn't matter, because inwardly, Stan had the
t hought that Farman woul dn't believe the thing anyway.

"You'd like to know what Thull is after?" Stan | ooked from Cranston to
Farman. "l1've told you ny mddle nane. Al right, tell me the first nane of
Conpeer Chandos. The term'conpeer' is just a title, you know. "

Cranston gl anced at Farman, who shook his head.

"Never heard the nanme," said Farman. "Never even thought about it."

"It's Paracel sus," stated Stan. "That's what Thull told me. Paracel sus
Chandos is the conpeer's full nane."

Farman | ooked bl ank, then turned his puzzled gaze toward Cranston, who
provi ded the explanation that Stan expected.

"Paracel sus was a fanous al chenmist,"” stated Cranston. "He studied the
mystic virtues of natural objects, attributing necromantic qualities to rare
herbs such as the mandrake. He deened these essential to magica
i ncantations."

"Conpeer Chandos collects rare plants!" exclaimed Margo. "He has brought
t hem from ever ywhere!"

"According to Paracel sus," continued Cranston, "the ultimate purpose of
such study was to learn the secret of transnutation. He sought a rare minera
called the 'phil osopher's stone,' believing that if it were placed in a



crucible with baser netals, the latter could be transfornmed into gold. Such
was

al chemry, the forefather of nodern chem stry, which today is giving credence to
sone of those ancient theories."

Stan finished his brandy and thunped the glass on the table. Rising a bit
unsteadi ly, he wagged a forefinger and conpli mented:

"That's better than the way Thull put it! But he says the sane thing.
Conpeer Chandos is trying to make gold; the light that keeps flickering from
his castle is the flare fromthe furnace where he has his crucible!"

"You mean the marsh fire," sneered Farman, folding his arms. "The old
will-o -the-wisp. You re exaggerating it until it sounds as wild as Jed's talk
of a devil junping over the noon."

Margo coul d have argued otherw se, but didn't. |Instead, she watched
Cranston steady Stan to help himto a chair. Stan was muttering sonething
about
getting back to Thull's.

"We' || have Margo call Thull and tell himyou're all right,'

Cranston
told
Stan. "Thull can formhis own conclusions for tonight. He'll be satisfied
tomorrow, after you' ve seen Conpeer Chandos."

Staring, Stan muttered thickly:

"After |'ve seen Conpeer Chandos?"

"OfF course,"” replied Cranston. "You've been frank with us, so you deserve
a reward. You want to neet Conpeer Chandos. Very well, | shall arrange it."

Cranston and Farman were hel pi ng Stan upstairs when Margo gazed fromthe
wi ndow and saw the noonlight catch the tint of a faint green flicker fromthe
valley far below. It fitted Farman's definition of the fleeting
will-o the-wisp, but Margo knew it to be a flare from Castl e Chandos.

Myst eri ous though the strange Iight was, there was sonething that puzzled
Margo nore. She was wondering how Lamont intended to penetrate the form dable
portals of Castle Chandos and introduce Stan to the illustrious conpeer who
dwelt there.

That task, in Margo's opinion, was a problembefitting Cranston's other
sel f, The Shadow

CHAPTER VI I'|
W THI N THE CASTLE

THE next afternoon, The Shadow found his way into Castle Chandos,
acconpl i shing that marvel in broad daylight while guised as Lanont Cranston.
Not only that, he took Stan Weldon with himon this amazi ng expedition, which
proved nost surprising because of the ease with which it was acconplished.

The cl ever expedi ent whereby Cranston entered the castle consisted in
openly approaching the front door and pounding its heavy knocker until a
servant answered. Announcing his name and that of his conpanion, Cranston
asked
to see Conpeer Chandos and was pronptly admitted.

It turned out that Conpeer Chandos was delighted by the mere thought of
visitors; he net them as the servant was conducting them across the hal |l way.
The fact that both were total strangers did not faze Chandos in the least. His
door was al ways open and he greeted all who used it.

One | ook at Chandos supported the primary theory that had brought Leonard
Thull to dendal e. Both appearance and manner narked Chandos as the perfect
dupe for such graspers as Althrop and Grebb. The conpeer was a thin, frai
nman,
his proportions accentuated by the dark-gray attire that he wore. H s hair was
a
light gray, but nost of it was hidden by a skullcap



W zened of face, but sharp of eye, Chandos wore a perpetual snile on the
dry lips beneath his thin-beaked nose. H's face was birdlike, the skullcap
resenbling a topknot. Wiat he | acked in plumage, Chandos showed in manner. Hi s
step was like a bird s hop, and being short, he kept |ooking up at his
visitors
much as a canary would. To further support the conparison, Chandos spoke wth
a
chirp.

Unquestionably, these visitors had cone to see his plants. They, not
Chandos, were the real attraction of the castle. So Chandos |led the way to the
central courtyard which he had converted into a great hothouse. It was really
somet hi ng to behol d.

Great tropical trees rose in masses of twi sted foliage. Banyans clustered
anong palms, with the | eaves of rubber trees projecting in abundance. But
t hose
were nerely the backbone of the exotic display surrounding them Huge trailing
vines turned portions of the hothouse into veritable jungles, while rare
flowers filled the air with col or and fragrance.

Four fl oors above was the great gl ass roof, supported by tall, thin
girders. Its center was a large square, with four sloping sides extending down
to the inner edges of the castle roof. Sunlight was stream ng in through the
cl ear panes of glass, and those in the center were slightly lifted, being
hi nged at their sides.

Conpeer Chandos pointed out that fact himself, for he was quite as proud
of his "tropical room" his own termfor the courtyard, as the remarkable
plants that it contained. The problem of ventilation conflicted with that of
climate, but Chandos had finally bal anced t hem

Only the hardier plants were in the central sector. The rest were in
di fferent conpartnents, separated fromthe nmain by glass partitions that were
i nvi si bl e because of the creeping plants. But when Chandos led his visitors
along the jungle trails, the thing becane apparent.

At intervals, the conmpeer paused to slide back glass doors that bl ocked
the path. At those points, too, the creeping plants | ooked poised in mdair,
the reason being that they were pressing against the higher glass.

The place was a great naze which baffled the sense of direction. Know ng
t he paths, Chandos was able to make the conplete tour, checking off the
vari ous
conpartnents. Wien they finished, he took themalong an interior hall where
sunlight streaned through dinmy, nellowed by the stained-glass w ndows.

They came to the new extension of the castle, the short wing that fornmed
an addi tional hothouse.

The wing wasn't conpleted. Entering a little roomthat formed a snall
portion of it, Cranston and Stan saw a high scaffolding that cut off the rest.
Sonme plants were visible beyond, rising |like a screen, but they were only a
few
t hat Chandos had been forced to place here while the work was still in
progr ess.

Thi s new section had skylights in its sloping roof, arranged in a
conti nuous row, but Chandos was no |longer interested in pointing out features
of construction. He'd brought his visitors into the little anteroomto show
them his century plants, a hundred of them

Al'l on shelves and in order, a century plant for every year. Chandos had
gone to great trouble collecting them He believed that he was the only nman
who
had a hot house where a century plant always blooned. It had been difficult,
finding out the exact year in which each would flower, considering that it
only
happened once a century. But Chandos had traced the history of every plant
bef ore accepting it.

Conpeer Chandos liked century plants. He said so with a chirp, adding



t hat
his friend Roscoe Althrop was al so fond of them The curious thing was that
Al throp couldn't appreciate plants or flowers when he saw themin mass
formation. He liked to viewthema fewat a tinme, so this evening he was
sending his car to bring Chandos up to the house with some specially sel ected
pl ants.

Tilting his head, Chandos | ooked from Cranston to Stan, assuring both
t hat
they would be welcone if they came to Althrop's house this evening. \Wenever
Al throp invited Chandos up there, he specified that the conpeer woul d ask any
friends he chose. But this was the first tine that Chandos had been able to
invite friends al ong.

VWHI LE the visitors were saying that they woul d consider the invitation
Chandos renenbered sonet hing el se. Beckoning themin through the house, he |ed
them out by the front door and clear around the corner. There, he began
gat hering speci nens from his rock gardens.

"I have another friend," explained Chandos. "His name is Dariel G ebb and
he likes mnerals. | shall have to go to his house after | leave Althrop's. |
t hought that Grebb m ght come over there to see nme, but he said he couldn't.
o
course, Grebb doesn't care for plants.™

That was just another way of saying that Gebb didn't like Althrop
Whet her Compeer Chandos was di splaying tact or ignorance, was a question. The
only positive fact was that he was wapped up in plants and pillowed on rocks,
enj oyi ng the happy dreamlife that such a couch provided.

Chandos was still plucking rocks when they reached the rear corner. He
was
so burdened that Cranston and Stan had to help himcarry them

At the corner, Cranston noted Stan | ooking for the spot where the strange
encounter had occurred with the thing in gray. It had seenmed close to the
corner when it happened, but the distance nust have been consi derably greater
because the corner of the house was adorned with a sizable rock garden, from
whi ch Chandos pi cked nore sanpl es.

Conti nui ng around t he house, the conpeer called for two of his servants
to
carry in the rocks. Both men were patient-looking fell ows, accustoned to
hunoring the conpeer. I n addressing them Chandos called one "Optinus," the
other "Maxinus." After they left, he explained his choice of terns.

"Optimus is ny best servant," Chandos declared, "while Maxinmus is the
strongest. | have another, named Fortissinus because he is the bravest. He
shoul d be around somewhere. Suppose we | ook for him"

Fortissinmus was out by the front gate arguing with a man who was seated
in
an ol d wagon drawn by a swaybacked horse that |ooked |ike a dinme-nmseum
pr oduct .

Seeing the compeer, the hunched man raised hinself fromthe front seat of the
wagon and proved to be Jed CGuphrey.

"Hell o, Conpy!" greeted Jed. "All I'"'maskin' is to gather up sone old
| ogs
t'other side of the fence. You ain't a-needin' 'emor you' d gather 'em
your sel f.

Gettin' so punky, themlogs, that Ad Stunpy will be pokin' his face out on
Cem "

By "Ad Stunpy," Jed neant the will-0'-the-w sp, the curious glow that
went under so many nanmes. Passing over that reference, Chandos asked
Fortissinus why he wouldn't let Jed gather old I ogs.

"You shoul d remenber why, conpeer," said Fortissimus in a respectful

t one.



"The last tine, Jed drove off with some fine speci nens of petrified wood from
one of the rock gardens.”

"But M. G ebb sent them back," said Chandos. "And Jed now knows to keep
away fromthe rock garden. Let him gather |ogs.

Comi ng through the gate, Jed grinned at Fortissimus, who inquired if he'd
seen any nore devils.

"Seen 'un on 'emlast night," replied Jed. "Tother side of the big rock
crost the road. Coned right up out of the ground it did, an' grabbed ne.
Must've flowed off with a fellow what was lyin' there, because both on 'em was
gone when | comed back to | ook. Mebbe 'un on 'emwas you, Forty!"

Jed finished that conment with a doltish |augh. Sonmewhat irked,
Fortissinmus inquired if the creature had junped over the noon again.

"Cuess it couldn't have," decided Jed. "The noon wasn't where he could
have junped over it. He'd 'a' had to hop clear to tother side of your castle
to
get at it."

"Poor chap,"” conmented Chandos on the way back to the castle. "He's
wel cone to all the wood he wants. W use only coal for our furnace. Ah! That
rem nds ne | nust show you the furnace."

In the castle cellar, Stan saw the thing he wanted to find out about - as
the second part of Thull's query. The furnace was huge, but it didn't resenble
an alchemst's retort. Chandos explained that he used it to keep the great
tropi cal roomheated and that sometines a very large fire was needed
Fortunately, the castle had good chi meys, so there wasn't any danger fromthe
fl anes.

Leaving the castle, Cranston started into the village, with Stan riding
beside him Al the way, Stan specul ated.

"Fair enough, that furnace business," conceded Stan. "Still, why should
the flare fromthe chimey be green, unless Chandos is trying somnething
special. Thull may be right about the al chemny."

"We'|| stop by at Thull's," said Cranston, "and you can tell himso. Gve
hima full report... so far as you care to go."

THEY swung by Thull's, and Cranston waited while Stan went inside. After
a
hal f hour, Stan rejoined Cranston and they continued to the village during the
gat hering dusk. To his new friend, Stan detailed his report to Thull.

Stan had said that there was commoti on around the castle the night
bef or e,
so he'd chased the dogs home and had gone into town to stay at the hotel
rat her
than leave a trail back to Thull's. According to Stan, he'd nade friends with
some persons he met at the hotel; specifically, Cranston and Margo.

Learning that Cranston intended to call on Conpeer Chandos, Stan had gone
al ong today, thus learning all he could about the castle. Tonight, Stan was
going up to Althrop's to neet Chandos again. Wen he'd added that Chandos
woul d
be calling on Grebb later, Thull had been quite amazed by his operative's
progr ess.

"There's one thing Thull doesn't like," added Stan. "He thinks Chandos is
getting too chunmy with Althrop and G ebb. Wien | told himthose two were
still
at odds, he said that made it worse. Wth the pair working i ndependently,

Thul |
is afraid that one will sign up Chandos before he gets the chance.

"After seeing Chandos, | had to adnit he's the type to stick by a bargain
once it's made, even though he m ght be gypped. Thull brooded over that while
I
was talking to him He'll have to do sonething about Althrop and G ebb both,



or
he'll |ose out on the Chandos business."

Cranston and Stan net Margo for dinner at the hotel. Leaving before the
others finished, Cranston announced that he was taking the roadster. Farnman
woul d be stopping by in his car, to drop Stan and Margo off at Althrop's.

In his own way, Farman was trying to be hel pful. He was going over to see
G ebb on a matter of mnor business. But it neant that he would be there when
Chandos arrived. Thus, at Grebb's, Farman could fulfill the same m ssion that
Stan and Margo woul d acconplish at Al throp's.

Alittle later Stan found hinmsel f wondering what Cranston's part woul d
be.

Noting Stan's expression, Margo restrained a snile. She wasn't wondering at
all,

for she knew that Lanont would be at |arge, as The Shadow. If devil nonsters,
real or imaginary, were on the roamthis evening, they would neet a fitting
opponent .

It didn't occur to Margo Lane that affairs had reached the brink of
something nore terrible than all previous episodes. On this cal meveni ng, when
all seened so serene in G endale, strange death was on its way nore
nmysteriously than ever, prepared to flaunt its tragic challenge to The Shadow

CHAPTER | X
FRENZI ED DOOM

THE lights of Farnman's big sedan sparkled like little dianonds in the
dark. Viewing the car froma distance, The Shadow could tell that it had
stopped briefly at Althrop's, just |long enough to drop off two passengers.

Now t hat same car was skirting around behind the hill, the dotted lights
bl i nki ng on and off because of intervening trees. It was on its way to G ebbs,
and The Shadow was witnessing its progress froma m dway vantage point near
Thull's. But Farman's passing car was nerely a mnor factor in The Shadow s
out | ook. The cl oaked observer had a | arger reason for being at his present
| ocati on.

The | arger reason was Leonard Thull

However nuch Thull's purposes might tally with Stan's sunmary, Thul
rated
as a disturbing factor in dendale. As rivals in the duping of Conpeer
Chandos,

Al throp and Grebb had certainly been proceedi ng peaceably until Thull cane
along. As the pivot man in matters that did not concern him Thull had
certainly precipitated the reign of horror, whether willingly or not.

Granted that Thull hadn't hired the men who snooped and died at Gebb's
and Althrop's before Thull inported Stan to |l ook into the Chandos question, at
| east, Thull's presence was the reason why Althrop and G ebb had decided to
spy
on each other. Either could suspect that his rival planned to make a deal with
Thul |, the unknown factor

Close to Thull's house, The Shadow turned to gaze toward the valley.

Toni ght there were no green flickers fromthe roof of Castle Chandos. Beyond,
on the southern hill, Farman's spraw i ng house | ay vague but serene. So
peaceful was the countryside that nonstrosities seened inpossible in this

| ocal e.

Yet The Shadow knew that they coul d happen

Twi ce, Jed Guphrey had seen a fantastic creature that killed and bounded
away with a speed resenbling an aerial flight. Qthers regarded those tal es as
i mpossi bl e. To The Shadow, Jed's testinmony wasn't even exaggerated, but nerely
conf used.

One pitch-bl ack, gal e-swept night, The Shadow had net a nonstrosity at



Farman's. The next, he had encountered a gray ghost in the noonlight at Castle
Chandos. Toppi ng that was the experience of Stan Wl don, who had hurdled fifty
yards under an inpelling force as yet undefi ned!

Toni ght was cl oudy, the noonlight straggly. Fromthe kennels, The Shadow
could hear the low grow s of two great mastiffs, trivial beasts conpared with
t he unknown nonsters that might be abroad. As the grow s turned to snarls, The
Shadow gl i npsed a skul king figure off beyond the kennels, but when the
nmoonl i ght suddenly brightened, proved only a wavering bush.

Had The Shadow been fool ed by the very device with which he had deceived
Farman, two ni ghts ago?

Bef ore that question could be answered, a block of light issued fromthe
side of Thull's house. The man hinself appeared, to quiet the dogs with a
| ouder snarl than their own. Unl eashing the beasts, Thull told themto heel
wher eupon, he started in the direction of Althrop's house, acconpanied by his
gi gantic pl aymates.

Cl ose behind noved The Shadow, nuch as he had trailed Stan to Chandos
Castle. But Thull, turning his blunt face across his shoul der as though
suspecting followers, was utterly unable to trace the bl ack-clad shape that
stal ked him The wavery moonlight, casting |ong, indefinable streaks across
t he
ground, was suited to The Shadow s order

MEANVHI LE, Stan and Margo were being entertai ned by Roscoe Althrop, if
hi s
reception could be so termed. Since they were friends of Conpeer Chandos,

Al throp gestured theminto an antiquated living room then announced curtly
that he was going to his upstairs study until Chandos arrived.

As Althrop's footsteps creaked across the hall to a stairway, the
visitors
heard himtell a servant to notify himas soon as Chandos cane.

The living-roomfurniture was definitely ol d-fashioned, and seened a fair
sanmpl e of the whole mansion. Wile Margo sat unconfortably in an overstuffed
chair | ooking through the pages of an old famly album Stan took a look into
the hall. A servant was opening a side door beyond the stairway to admt
Conpeer Chandos, arriving with his precious plants.

It was anusing to see Chandos fussing with those rarities after the

servant hel ped himbring themin. Each plant was wapped in stiff paper, like
a

florist's bundle, as a protection against the chill weather. Unw apping one,

t he

conpeer brought the potted plant to Stan so he could set it on a table in the
living room That done, Chandos went back to unw ap another

Meanwhi | e, the servant was notifying Althrop that Chandos had arrived.
That action was a chrono in itself. For a system of intercomunication
Al throp's house was still equipped with speaking tubes, out of date since the
| ast century. There was such a tube in the wall of the rear hall; the servant
whi stled through it and received a reply fromAlthrop's study, directly above.

Telling Chandos that M. Althrop would receive himin the study, the
servant went back to the kitchen. But Chandos didn't go upstairs; he was stil
busy bringing plants into the Iliving room where Margo was hel ping Stan find
pl aces to put the pots.

They were running out of space and both were | ooking around for nore,
when
Chandos appeared with the last itemin the lot, the cherished century plant
t hat
was in its year of bl oom

Qutside Althrop's old mansion, Thull with arriving with his dogs. Posting
t he hounds as Stan had done, Thull took advantage of a cloud that passed the
noon. Wth brisk stride, he reached a trellis wall outside a second-floor room



where lights were burning. Evidently Thull recognized the roomas Althrop's
st udy.

Thi ck, dried vines were the additional support that enabled the trellis
to
wi thstand Thull's clinmb. From darkness, The Shadow saw Thull stop outside the
cl osed wi ndow and peer through its pane.

Al ready noving forward for a closer view, The Shadow, too, gained a good
break. The cl oud passed and the ol d-fashioned house fairly wallowed in a fl ood
of rmoonl i ght.

There was Thull, plain against the window, his features flatter than ever
as they pressed the pane. There were the dogs, notionless as the iron variety,
as they squatted on the | awn bel ow. And there was The Shadow gone stock-stil
as the brilliance revealed him He had to do the statue act, for the slightest
noti on woul d have drawn the attention of the mastiffs.

A strange scene, this, but one that was expectant rather than forebodi ng.
A tabl eau that seenmed far renoved fromthe local terror that was wont to
strike
by night. Yet those passing noments were building to stark tragedy, nore
horri bl e than any that had gone beforel

It was Thull who broke the spell. Wth a withe that shook the trellis
and
its twisting vine, Thull flung his armwith a wi de sweep at the wi ndow, as
t hough attenpting to hurl a nmissile through the solid glass. As Thull's arm
spread across the pane, The Shadow heard a sharp thud, |ike the stroke of a
fist. But that thunmp was a mere acconpani nent to the prol onged sound t hat
shi vered through the night.

Shrill to a blood-curdling pitch came a dying shriek, the sort that could
be given only by a man whose horror outwei ghed his agony!

For the nonent, The Shadow t hought the screamwas Thull's, but its
direction didn't change when the stocky man canme tunbling groundward, bringing
the trellis with him The frenzied shriek could still be heard above; it was
com ng fromthe wi ndow. Too penetrating to be nmuffled, the death cry was
cleaving fromthe upstairs roomwhere Al throp had gone al one!

H TTI NG t he ground headl ong, Thull bounced to his feet. H s eyes, wide
open, were staring like a nmadman's. Whatever the cause of his insane glare,
hi s
sight was intensified by it. Despite the filmof another passing cloud, the
noon
was giving all the light that Thull needed.

Thul | saw The Shadow.

Al ready in notion, the dark-cl oaked shape nmust have struck Thull as the
fresh materialization of some nonster. Mnentarily, Thull halted; then
how i ng
an order to the dogs, he turned his pause into a |unge.

The mastiffs came to life and seeing Thull's direction, bounded in from
each side to attack the el usive wave of blackness that was swirling in the
fading |ight.

Only by a swift reversal did The Shadow escape the triple trap. Wth all
Thul I ' s madness, The Shadow preferred to neet himrather than the mastiffs.
Swoopi ng under Thull's extended arns, The Shadow lifted the stocky man in
mdair, then sonersaulted him rotary fashion, at the muzzles of the | eaping
mastiffs.

There was a snarling tangle fromwhich the dogs detached thensel ves.
First
one, then the other went in pursuit of the patch of living blackness that
streaked for Althrop's back door. The latch was off, which proved fortunate,
for the |l ead dog, Presto, actually pawed The Shadow s cloak half fromhis
shoul ders.



But before the beast could sink its fangs into the shoul der beneath, The
Shadow whi pped full about, his foot driving upward in a full-length kick. The
altitude of the back steps added | everage to the thrust. Meeting Presto's
chest, The Shadow s kick lifted the mastiff into a sonersault resenbling
Thul I'' s.

Cl earing the spinning bul k of Presto, Lodi took up the challenge, only to
be bounced back by the slamm ng door

Safely in the lighted kitchen, The Shadow heard a servant's footsteps
clattering up the back stairs. VWipping off his dangling cloak and bundling
t he
slouch hat in it, The Shadow started al ong the sane route.

There were ot her noises, fromthe front hall. Through an open connecting
door, The Shadow saw Stan racing up the front stairs, with Margo right behind
him Left in their wake was Compeer Chandos, his face quite dazed as he
shiel ded his potted century plant by resting it on a tel ephone table just
bel ow
the stairs.

Keepi ng up the back way, The Shadow reached the rear of the upper hal
just as Stan appeared fromthe front. The Shadow was Cranston again, with no
trace of his other identity, for as he left the darkened back stairs, he
t hr ust
hi s bundl ed cl oak and hat beneath the hand rail.

Stan wasn't surprised at seeing Cranston; he'd expected Margo's friend to
be around.

The servant was al ready hamrering at Althrop's | ocked door, but the only
answer fromthe study was a bl eating nmoan. Drawi ng the servant away, Cranston
hit the door shoulder first at the hinge side. Hearing the woodwork crack
Stan
hurled sinmilar jolts each tinme his friend drew back

Loosened hi nges broke under one of Stan's heaves. As Stan |urched forward
with the toppling door, Cranston extended a firmhand to grip himback. The
clutch wasn't necessary, for Stan Wl don recoiled of his own accord. Sight of
the thing on the floor was enough

The thing wasn't a nonster. It was worse. It was Roscoe Althrop

No face could have synbolized frenzied doomnore vividly than Al throp's.
H s crabby countenance was contorted to a shape resenbling a composite picture
of a dozen denmpons. He | ooked as though his shrieking soul had traveled to sone
infernal region, only to return and paint the dead face to match a horror seen
there.

If so, the spirit was gone again, for Althrop was very dead. Hi s eyes
wer e
glassy in their sockets, his teeth were gritted as though they had gnashed
their
final noan. As for the cause of death, it was plain, too, pointed out by the
m ddl e fingers of Althrop's spread hands that were planted just above his
shoul ders.

Each finger indicated a deep gash in Althrop's throat, jagged marks that
m ght have been delivered by one of Thull's mastiff's. Something as vicious as
any hel | hound was responsible for Althrop's doom The automatic that Cranston
drew | ooked puny in dealing with a lurking nenace that could cause such deat h.

Nevert hel ess, Cranston pursued his search, while Stan was pressing Margo
back so she wouldn't get a look at Althrop's body. Wth Cranston noved the
stolid servant, drawing furniture aside, that the man with the gun m ght be
ready if a thing should spring to new attack.

But Althrop's study was enpty to the | ast nook!

Cranston's inspection ended at the window. It was firnmly clanped fromthe
inside and its thick pane was puttied tight in place. Putting away his gun
Cranston gazed grimy at Althrop's face, with its tightened death grin that
seened to |l ock the secret of the tragedy that had produced it.

This was death's chall enge to The Shadow.



Doom had struck in a | ocked room so devoid of hiding places that only the
presence of the dead nan's body proclaimed the tragedy possi bl e!

CHAPTER X
CRI ME'S NEXT TARGET

DEEP was the hush that clung to the scene of death - so deep, that
out si de
noi ses encroached |ike dimrem nders of another world. One sound, reaching
Cranston's ears, linked with a recent past that seemed singularly renote. It
dated back to when he had been The Shadow.

The sound was the baying of Thull's mastiffs. Judging it to be a quarter
mle away, Cranston stepped to the wi ndow and | ooked toward Thull's. He was
about right on the distance, for he saw the mastiffs emergi ng beyond a small
clunmp of woods that marked an approxi mate quarter mle

Thul I was keeping up with them show ng remarkable speed for a man of his
weight. It was a |l ong way back to Thull's house, but there wasn't anything to
prove that the man with the dogs woul d head there. Contrarily, Thull seened to
be veering fromthe angle pointing to his place, treading nore toward the |ine
that went straight to Grebb's.

A long, whistling sound canme from somewhere outside. Not overloud to
start
with, it trailed to nothingness. It could have been Thull whistling for the
dogs, but it resenbled nore an arrow, whining on a |long-range flight. The
noi se
carried a slight whinper rather than a trill.

Besi des, though the dogs did not stop, the sound was not repeated. Thul
could have gone too far for a whistle to be heard again, or he m ght be out of
breath. But those points were speculation, like Thull's destination. The main
thi ng was Cranston's next nove:

A last ook at Althrop's body.

The death | eer had widened with the shrink of Althrop's lips. No | onger
did that grin express the past; it seened to forebode a future nenace,
creepi ng
closer with every fleeting noment. If Althrop could have leered like that in
life, he would have applied the grin to one person only:

Dariel G ebb

Strange death had encroached upon Althrop's prem ses before, though its
stroke had been outside the house. Similarly, there had been grimtragedy on
Grebb's estate. Tonight, the weird nmenace had penetrated indoors to pluck
Althrop as its victim

Death done to Roscoe Althrop could be in the making for Dariel Gebb
Thus
did the past nesh with the future.

Turning to the servant, Cranston told himto stand guard; sinultaneously,
he gestured Stan and Margo downstairs. They went, expecting Cranston to
fol | ow,
whi ch he did, but they were surprised to see him peer froma doorway
connecti ng
to the kitchen. Over the armthat he kept out of sight, Cranston was draping
t he bl ack cloak that belonged to his other self, The Shadow.

Conpeer Chandos was standing by the side door. It was open and he was
gesturing outdoors.

"I heard dogs," Chandos was explaining to Margo. "They were baying, and a
man was whistling for them Unless" - Chandos turned and cocked his head to
| ook at the speaking tube in the hallway wall - "unless it was Althrop

whi stling through the tube to sumon ne."
VWil e Margo was explaining that Althrop had died, the shriek fromthe



second floor marking his dem se, Cranston beckoned to Stan. Next cane
Cranston's gesture toward the tel ephone on the table beside the unw apped
century plant.

"Call Grebb's," undertoned Cranston. "Ask for Harry Vincent. Tell him
j ust
what happened here. Warn himthat it may strike where he is."

Harry Vincent was a secret agent of The Shadow.

Reaching the tel ephone, Stan turned to ask if Cranston knew Grebb's
nunber. Stan had to call the operator to get it, for Cranston was gone. He
nust
have | eft through the kitchen but Stan wasn't sure, because it took his eyes a
few nonents to discern things beyond the connecting door

Curious how Stan's eyes couldn't quite focus thenselves to the kitchen's
di mess. Hi s nerves nust have slipped after he | ooked at Althrop's body. As
Stan blinked, his eyes were all right again; the vague bl ackness in the
kit chen
had cl ear ed.

It didn't occur to himthat he had seen solid bl ackness dispel itself in
t he cl oaked form of The Shadow, again in his favored garb! Nor did Stan catch
the grimbut fleeting whisper that marked The Shadow.

OVER at Grebb's mansion, two visitors were receiving a nuch warner
reception than Althrop had given Stan and Margo. But the warmth wasn't from
Grebb hinmself. Standing in a cozy roomhe called his den, Gebb was chilling
t he atnosphere with a col d-faced stare.

The warnth canme fromthe fireplace, where a large | og was burni ng
briskly.

Two nmen were seated, facing the fire. One was Janmes Farman, considered by

G ebb

to be a mere acquai ntance rather than a friend. The other was a young nman
named

Harry Vincent, who had arrived about the sane time, com ng here at Farnman's
request.

Squinting toward Harry, G ebb's crabby face seened to be wondering why a
chap of his clean-cut personality should be associated with so shrewd a person
as Farman. Grebb suspected a catch to it, and so intinated.

"So your specialty is mnerals," expressed Grebb to Harry. "That's why
you
wanted to meet ne, because Farman said | was interested in mnerals too."
Turning abruptly to Farman, G ebb queried sharply:

"M ght | ask where you obtai ned such infornmation?"

Far man hedged by nuttering sonething about it being "comon talk,"
wher eat
Grebb sneered. It would be comon talk, in his opinion, the sort passed about
by
servants who were untrustworthy or runored anbng gossi pi ng acquai ntances. At
| ast, Farman found an out.

"It was Jed who nmentioned it," remarked Farman cagily. "He tal ked about
some | ogs he brought here, that you said were rocks. | thought it was another
of Jed's exaggerations, until he nentioned that he found the | ogs near Castle
Chandos. So | presuned that they were specinens of petrified wood bel onging to
t he comnpeer."

Grebb tilted his head, expecting Farman to go on

"Jed said you sent them back," added Farman. "So you nust have known what
they were -"

This time, Gebb interrupted by turning his back on Farman. Mention of
| ogs rem nded Grebb that the fire needed another. Lifting one, he tossed it
into the flames, cracking the burning | og already there. Sparks showered, fire
| eaped with vivid tongues that |ooked |ike fantastic creatures |eaping toward



t he chi mey.

Warm ng his hands as he stooped before the fire, G ebb spoke testily
across his shoul der:

"Al'l this is pretext on your part, Farman. Qoviously, you want to neet
Conpeer Chandos, because you have |l earned that he is com ng here this evening.

Very well. If you and Vincent will retire to the parlor until Chandos arrives,
| shall ask himif he would Iike to neet you."
Coing out, Farman darted a nasty | ook at G ebb, who was still stooped

before the fireplace. Follow ng Farman, Harry closed the door and felt the
outer knob stiffen under the clicking latch. A polite servant showed themto
the parlor, which was just across the hallway.

Unlike Althrop's, G ebb's house was quite nodernized. Though the den
boasted an ol d-fashi oned fireplace, the furnishings were up-to-date, and the
same applied to the parlor. It was like a stream!lined | ounge, with its chrone
and | eather chairs. The parlor had a fireplace, too, but warnth and flane were
supplied by a gas |og.

As the guests seated thensel ves, Farman started to say sonething, but
hal t ed when he saw the servant was still around. Harry's manner was nore
nonchal ant; as a veteran agent in The Shadow s service, he had run into nany
situations nore ticklish than this.

At |east, such was Harry's opinion so far. It should have altered the
opi ni on when the tel ephone bell began to ring.

The sound cane from Grebb's den. The servant shifted uneasily in the
hal I way and finally went across to listen. For a nonment, he acted as though
about to knock at Grebb's door. Changing his mnd, the servant |left the
hal | way, and Farman began to growl about the way they'd m smanaged things with
G ebb.

The tel ephone bell still jangled.

A frown clouded Harry's frank face. He wasn't |istening to Farman; the
t el ephone bell seemed nore inportant, though Farman apparently didn't think
so.

Still, Grebb mght have a policy of ignoring phone calls; that could be why
t he
servant hadn't knocked at the door

The ringing ceased and Harry settled back to accept a cigarette that
Farman proffered. But before he could strike a match, Harry heard the jangle
begi n anew.

Soneone was persisting in an effort to reach Dariel Gebb. The very
cl angor of that bell cried horror. Grebb should certainly be sensing it, nore
so than his visitors, for Grebb was in the roomwth it.

Why didn't G ebb answer?

Harry shot a quick | ook at Farman, wondering why he was trying to out

tal k
t he tel ephone bell. But Farman wasn't tal king any | onger; he was coming to his
feet, his face displaying a hunted | ook. Gipping Harry's arm he excl ai ned
hoar sel y:

"Listen!"

Still, Farman didn't seemto hear that ominous bell. He was concerned
with

somet hing froma greater distance, that came |ouder as it sounded anew. Harry
heard it, the baying of great hounds coming full tilt for Gebb' s house!

"Thull's dogs!" exclaimed Farman. "1 knew he'd been letting them | oose!
Here's where we clinch the case against him"

DASHI NG out through the hallway, Farman yelled for Gebb's servants to
cone along. Harry followed, still hearing the tel ephone's jangle, though it
was
al nrost drowned by the clatter. Wenching the front door w de, Farman sprang
out



to a broad porch ablaze with Iight shining a wel come for Conpeer Chandos. By
t hen, Farman had gone too far with his urge.

Up fromthe darkness of the front |awn sprang the two mastiffs. They
| oomed so huge that Farman must have thought he was seeing double in terns of
Jed's devil nonster. He couldn't even shriek when he opened his mouth; his
hands, lifted for protection, |ooked |like feeble paws.

Hooki ng Farman with a sweeping arm Harry actually hurled hi m back
t hr ough
the front door and followed with a rolling dive. One of the servants slamed
t he
door just as big forepaws thumped it. A furious scratching dw ndl ed suddenly
and
a pounding started, accompanied by a man's frenzied voi ce.

"Let me in!"

Thi nking the nmastiffs had seized a victim Harry yanked the door open
The
man outside was Thull; he'd already called the dogs off. But his face was
stricken with a horror that surpassed the grotesque. He seemed to be | ooking
t hrough Harry as he shouted to Grebb's servants:

"The nmonster killed Althrop! It nearly nurdered ne! It can travel
anywhere, everywhere! It may be coming to get Gebb!"

Hearing sudden growl s fromthe dogs, Thull wheel ed quickly about. He
shrieked that he saw yell ow eyes rising out of the trees. Raising a shotgun he
was carrying, Thull how ed:

"The devil nonster! The thing that kills and | aughs!"

Harry saw the eyes blink just before Thull fired. The shotgun's kick
| anded Thull in Harry's arns. Instantly, there came an answer both to Thull's
shout and shot. A weird laugh, throbbing sinister fromthe trees, that Harry
knew to be The Shadow s!

Per haps The Shadow was denyi ng the inpeachment that he killed by
delivering the laugh alone. But Thull didn't take it that way. Wenchi ng away
fromHarry, he reached the front of the porch and et go with the other barre
of the shotgun, straight at the massed bl ackness where the trailing |augh
still
echoed!

As the sounds of the gun blast died, there came a silence as heavy as the
dar kness. Whatever the creature in the night, Thull nust have bagged it. The
mastiffs believed so, for they were |oping across the lawn to fetch whatever
Thul I had sl ai n.

A silence so conplete that it seenmed final to Harry Vincent; a soundl ess
death knell for his chief, The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
MARK OF DOOM

THE DEATHLY sil ence was indeed conpl ete, because, anong other things, the
ringi ng of the tel ephone bell had ceased. Had the sound continued, it could
have been heard on the porch, but Harry didn't notice its absence. He was
wai ti ng, hope as good as gone, to see what m ght happen when the soft-footed
dogs reached their prey.

I f The Shadow still lived, he could handle them He m ght have to shoot
them but it would be warranted if the dogs attacked him Then, as the beasts
reached the trees, Harry felt a mingled surge of hope and horror

Sonet hi ng was standing there between two trees, for the dogs nmade a | eap
at it. But the thing didn't even try to beat them off! They pawed and worried
in away that Harry coul dn't understand.

Soneone was asking Grebb's servants why they didn't go and see what the
dogs were about. They replied cautiously that they didn't want to visit that



spot at night. It was the stone wall where they'd found a mangl ed body of a
prow er close to a turn in the road. So that was the thing between the trees -
the stone wall!

The dogs were starting to nose about the wall. This time, they would
surely find The Shadow. Angrily, Harry swung to tell the servants that he'd go
where they wouldn't. He stopped short when he saw the nan who was speaking to
the servants.

Lanont Cranston, nonchal ant as ever, was standing right by the front
door,
gesturing idly with a thin cigar that rested between his fingers!

Like a thing out of a very distant past, Gebb's tel ephone bell began to
ring again. The calmsnile that Cranston was giving Harry turned to a
slight-traced frown. Cranston's inpassive eyes becane alert as they surveyed
the group, noting that it had an absentee.

Casual but steady canme Cranston's query:

"Where is Gebb?"

"I'n his den." Harry nudged in through the front door. "W left himten
m nut es ago; nmaybe nore. That's the third tinme sonmebody has tried to ring him
up. "

Wthout a word, Cranston strode into the house, his manner as comandi ng
as it had been at Althrop's. He reached the den door and knocked there. Hs
i mobile face did not show worry, but Harry's did and the servants saw it.
They
linked Harry's expression with the wild things that Thull had shouted on
arrival

Li ke trained seals, the servants appeared suddenly, one with a crowbar
the other with an ax. After giving the doorknob another try, Cranston took the
ax and sl ashed the edge of the door. He returned the ax, received the crowbar
and applied it to the place that he had chopped. A deep pry, a deft wench,
and
t he door flew open.

There lay Dariel G ebb, huddled on the hearth before the open fire, which
was burning briskly, with occasional crackles. Wile Harry stopped to answer
the tel ephone and learn that it was Stan, Cranston approached G ebb's figure.
The servants were hurrying to open the wi ndows, but Cranston stopped themwth

a gesture.
"No use," he declared. "Your master is dead. Look at those w ndows" -
Cranston's tone was nethodical - "and tell nme if they are firnmly latched."
The wi ndows passed inspection, but the servants still couldn't quite

bel i eve that Grebb was dead. Despite its position, his body |ooked quite
peaceful, nore as though he'd met with a fainting spell than death. But
Cranston dispelled the servants' doubts in no uncertain fashion

Cranston sinply raised Gebb's face in a slight sideward tilt and | et
t hem
have a |l ook at it.

Horrified gasps cane fromthe stooping servants. H sses echoed back from
the holl ow of the fireplace, as though the flanes expressing a sibilant,
ghoul i sh delight. The fire crackled, bringing nore denoniac sounds fromthe
nmoi st 1 og, while the flanes contorted in a nacabre dance.

Lurid, flickering was the light that crossed G ebb's face, but the ruddy
gl ow nmerely enphasi zed the expression already there. Wth all their
trepidation, the servants couldn't match their master's contorted features.

Al t hrop' s hideous count enance was peaceful conpared to Grebb's. This victim
in

hi s moment of sudden, horrendous death, had literally thrown his whol e visage
out of joint.

Grebb's eyes were staring opposite ways; his jaw had slid far to one side
to make way for his tongue, which hung |ike a | eathery appendage. Al noisture
was gone from Grebb's nouth and face, yet his arms had shielded his face from
the heat of the hearth.



That a living nonster had done the deadly work was evi dent when Cranston
tilted the body sideward. Upon Grebb's chest was the brand of the murderous
thing that had slain him

Grebb's shirt front was seared away in the fashion of a slash. Sparks,
even flames fromthe fire, could not have produced that result; they would
have
burned or seared. Hi s chest |ooked as though it had received a knife thrust
from
a white-hot blade that scorched straight to his heart!

Unl ess a human hand had supplied that stroke, it must be the work of sone
reptilian creature whose hot breath had been furnaced by a stomachful of
l'iving
coals. This case resenbled the stabbing bite of a sizable poison lizard,
except
that instead of deadly saliva, flanme had been injected.

WHATEVER t he nurderer, it nust be somewhere in this room Such, at |east,
was the opinion of all but Cranston, who had so recently arrived from anot her
seal ed chanmber of death. Neverthel ess, he watched the hunt progress. |ndoors,
Grebb's servants lacked tindity, or else the shock of their nmaster's death
had
jarred it out of them

They took all the furniture apart, poking into every cranny, until they
sati sfied thensel ves and all other witnesses that no creature |larger than a
flea could have escaped their search. The only spot left was the fireplace, so
t hey dashed water on the flanes.

Li ke something alive, the fire hissed and faded. Snoke swelled through
t he
room then drifted up the chimey, snoke that was tinged a sickly green from
t he
dyi ng enbers. Using flashlights, the servants peered up the chimey. The
danper
was open, but its slits were too narrow to allow the passage of anything
form dabl e enough to account for G ebb's death.

From t he doorway, Thull was explaining his angle of the case. He began by
claim ng that someone had | et his dogs |oose, inplying that the person m ght
be
Jed @uphrey. Cranston knew that Thull was lying for a start, because while
gui sed as The Shadow, he, Cranston, had seen Thull unleash the dogs.

The reason for Thull's fal sehood becanme apparent as he proceeded. He
didn't want to admt that he had gone deliberately to Althrop's. Al eging that
he had found the mastiffs in that vicinity, he added that he had seen a
nmonstrous creature wing from Al throp's house. The thing had attacked Thull
but
t he dogs had saved him fearing that the creature had wi nged for G ebb's,
Thul |
had rushed here to give the alarm

Despite hinself, Thull was adm tting that whoever m ght have nurdered
Al t hrop woul d have held the sane intention regarding Gebb - a thing which
definitely applied to Thull

The reason Thull overl ooked that point was his worry regardi ng sonet hi ng
el se. In reaching Althrop's study wi ndow, he hadn't stayed | ong enough to
 earn
that it was clamped fromthe inside. Should investigation prove that w ndow to
be unl atched, Thull would be naking hinmself Suspect No. 1 if he admtted he'd
been outside it at the time of Althrop's death.

Yet Thull, a chanpion of bungling, was practically stating that he'd
| ooked in on Althrop; otherw se, he wouldn't have known that the man was
nmur der ed!



On one point, Thull told the truth. He said he'd detoured by his own
house
to get the shotgun. Even though he'd started straight for Gebb's, he nust
have
made that stop, because he hadn't been carrying the weapon at Althrop's. The
shotgun wasn't a minor itemfrom Cranston's viewpoint; it had offered him
serious conplications upon his own arrival at this house.

Newconers were arriving to give their version of what had happened at
Althrop's. Meeting themin the doorway of Grebb's den, Stan and Margo were
astounded to |l earn of the second nmurder. Harry Vincent hadn't mentioned it
when
answering Stan's phone call; he'd sinply said to come over

Stan and Margo had conme in Althrop's car, bringing Conpeer Chandos wth
them The old naturalist had packed away his plants and was bringing in a
suitcase full of rock specinmens to show to Grebb. The conpeer's kindly face
showed disbhelief, then grief, when he heard of another friend s death. Sadly,
he asked to be taken back to the castle, so Cranston deputed Harry to drive
hi m
there in the roadster.

Finding the car at the side of the porch, Harry stowed the plants and
rocks in the runble and took Chandos in front. Going out by the lane, Harry
gai ned an answer to The Shadow s miracul ous escape fromthe point-blank fire
of
Thul | ' s shot gun.

Those blinking eyes had been the roadster's headlights taking the turn by
the stone wall. Aimng at the lights, Thull had pulled trigger just after the
car swung fromthe path of fire. The Shadow s | augh was a teaser to draw
Thul I's second shot close to the same spot; |ikew se, the mrth had drowned
t he
sudden spurt that The Shadow gave the notor

Driving the car in toward the house, The Shadow had exti ngui shed the
lights and let it coast the final stage. He'd stowed away his hat and cl oak
to
arrive as Cranston.

BACK at Grebb's, the other visitors were |eaving, anong them Leonard
Thul I, whose blunt face rel axed when he learned that Althrop's death was as
conplete a riddle as Gebb's. No longer did Thull deal in regrets. His lips
wore a knowi ng smle when he left the house. He was no | onger worryi ng about
conpetition in any deal he m ght propose to Compeer Chandos.

Alone in Gebb's den, Lanont Cranston stooped beside the fireplace. He
studi ed the ashes, which were gray, with streaks of black. Qddly, the black
stretch formed a curious pattern, shaped nuch like a |izard.

Sifting those ashes through his fingers, Cranston found trifling
particl es
of green, but what interested himnore was a whiti sh substance that powdered
under pressure, becoming a very fine dust. It bore the appearance of vol canic
| ava reduced to a pulverized state.

VWhen Lanont Cranston left, a short while later, his eyes |acked their
i npassi ve gaze. Not that they had taken on the penetrating power that
characterized The Shadow;, that woul d have been poor policy for Cranston in his
present guise.

I nstead, those eyes were reflective, distant in their stare. They were
t he
eyes of a dreamer gazing into an imaginary realmand picturing what it m ght
produce if projected to reality!

CHAPTER Xl



SPEAK OF THE DEVI L

STAN WELDON felt |ike a social outcast. That cane from bei ng cooped up
with Leonard Thull, a man whose m nd had worn its single track right down to
t he roadbed. But there wasn't any way of getting out of it. Stan was still
wor ki ng for Thull on good advi ce.

The advi ce canme from Lanont Cranston, whose easy way of getting good
results commanded admiration. Not that Cranston had cracked the devil mnystery,
or anything like it; but if anyone could, he would. After a day or two of
i nquests, with the sane old mi sadventure verdict, Cranston had left for New
York, planning to be back the next night.

This was the evening of Cranston's departure, or rather it was the
nor ni ng
after, for the town clock had just struck nidnight. Waring his cap and
sweat er,

Stan was standing outside Thull's front door |ooking far across the valley to
tiny lights upon the southern hill

The lights were from Farman's house, still populated by a few guests at
hi s perpetual house party. Margo Lane was there and so was Harry Vincent, the
student of mineral ogy.

Stan had wondered sonewhat why Farnman had dragged Vincent up here. It
| ooked a |l ot as though Farman intended to nooch in on the Chandos proposition
as a conpetitor to Thull. But Stan was rather well convinced that Vincent's
presence was of Cranston's arrangenent, which put matters in a better |ight.

Still, Stan wasn't inclined to trust Farman any farther than he woul d
Thul I, which in each case ambunted to about three steps fromthe nman's own
front door.

The countryside was | onely and bl eak, except for the distant |ights at
Farman's. No lights at all from A throp's house or G ebb's. Both nmansi ons were
cl osed, the servants departed. Castle Chandos was bl anketed in the darkness of
its valley; no longer did the greenish flickers recur fromthat vicinity.

Aswirling wind blotted out Farman's lights. Stan thought it curious,
until he noted white flakes against his sweater. It was the season's first
snowfall, and nore than a flurry, considering the way the wind was rising.

Stan went indoors. In the kitchen, he found Thull nursing a bottle of
appl ej ack, the favorite beverage of this region. Brushing the snow fromhis
sweater, Stan remarked:

"Better lay off that stuff, Thull. First thing you know, you'll be seeing
devils the way Jed does."

"I"ve seen devils," nuttered Thull thickly. "Saw one over at Althrop's."

"You mean the thing the dogs couldn't find?" [aughed Stan. "They were as
bad as you were. That proved itself when you took shots at G ebb's stone wall
and the hounds chased down to bring it back."

Pouring hinsel f another drink of applejack, Thull pushed the bottle at
Stan, who declined, remenbering how he'd talked too nuch after sanpling
Farman's brandy. That had been anong friends, considering that Cranston and
Margo were two to Farman's one. But Stan didn't class Thull as a friend. He
preferred to let Thull do the talking.

"I sawthe thing, | tell you," Thull insisted. "Saw it kill Althrop! Like
this" - Thull clawed his throat and gave his hand a wiggle - "that's the way
it
took him.. And Althrop dropped... like that!"

By denonstration, Thull shoved a glass fromthe table. It crashed on the
floor, but he didn't seemto notice it.

"What did the thing look |ike?" Stan inquired.

"It was a snake," replied Thull. "Only, it turned into a bird and cane,
zoom right at ne! | was outside Althrop's w ndow. "

"Why didn't you say so at the inquest?"

"Coul dn't say so. Wuld have disputed nmy own testinony. | didn't know



Al throp's wi ndow was | ocked until too late. Anyway, who woul d have believed
nme?
You don't even believe ne."

St an shrugged.

"It's hard to believe," he said, "because you still haven't expl ai ned how
the creature finally got out."

Thul | reverted to the former theme; his brief battle with The Shadow. He
argued that the snake-bird nmust have found a way out when it made another try.
The fact that it had enlarged into a man-sized bat inpressed Thull as just
something el se in the nature of the beast. He added though that he'd heard it
whi r past himsonewhere in the dark, after he started away from Al throp's.

"Anot her new angle," remarked Stan. "You should have nentioned it - at
t he
i nquest . "

"Why should I?" demanded Thull. "They didn't believe Jed, so why should
they believe nme? They'd have said | was trying to alibi ny dogs. Too many
peopl e say they' ve seen the dogs |oose.™

"Wi ch they have."

"That's silly! Who could have |let them]| oose?"

"Anybody," retorted Stan. "Those mastiffs are trained to stalk and fetch
but they're friendly around the kennel."

Angrily, Thull took a final drink and pounded the bottle on the table. He
said he was going to bed, which he did, after several stunbles on the stairs.
Stan decided to turn in, too. Going to sleep, he wondered how nmuch there m ght
be in Thull's story.

Stan's own experience with a creature that vani shed |like a ghost; his
subsequent trip across the castle fence, were taller tales than Thull's. But
at
that they were just prelinmnary to the weird tragedi es that had snuffed out
Al throp and G ebb.

W TH norni ng canme a new phase in the nystery of the devil nonsters.
Roused
by a hammering at the front door, Stan went to Thull's roomand tried to shake
hi m awake, but it wouldn't work. So Stan went downstairs, to find a conmittee
headed by Squire Bates. They had Jed Guphrey with themand the half-wit's
br oad
grin was tickling his ears.

The squire wanted to know what Stan had heard during the night. Wen Stan
sai d nothing, the squire showed hi mhow rmuch "not hi ng" could be. Qut on his
nmor ni ng wood haul, Jed had seen evidence of a devil nonster and had forthw th
reported it.

To begin with, both of Thull's dogs were gone. Their kennels were
overturned, the chains broken. A light |ayer of snow showed clunpy tracks
| eadi ng away. Those tracks stopped near a stone wall, which had very little
snow on top. At one bare spot, however, were the packed inprints of the clunpy
creature's feet.

Twenty yards away was a barn with a shed attached. On the shed roof were
t he sane footmarks, showi ng where the creature had | anded with its next bound,
for there wasn't a sign of anything in the snow between. Above, on the edge of
the barn itself, were two nore prints over the hayloft door. Wth that second
hop, the devil nonster must have cl eared the peak of the roof.

On the other side of the barn, which the investigators reached by a wi de
detour, any evidence was spoiled by a farmer's foot tracks to his house. But
the flying nonster, estimated by its footmarks to be a dozen feet high
woul dn't have stopped so close after its huge junp. The group went farther
al ong and di scovered traces by another stone wall a hundred yards away.

Here the thing had | anded near an old well, and then hopped to the roof
of



the well shed on another take-off. There were marks of paws at this spot and
whi | e everyone was wondering about them a nastiff's head poked out of the
wel |

house. The dog was Lodi and when he saw Stan, he whined a greeting. Stan
shapped

his fingers and Lodi canme fromthe well house.

They found Presto under a clunp of bushes on the other side of the stone
wal . The inference could only be that the flying terror had carried off both
dogs at once, and finally dropped them because they inpeded its trenmendous
flight. Neither dog was hurt, but that could be because the creature had been
| uggi ng a doubl e burden

"That other dog of Thull's," remarked the squire, "the one he calls
Buskin. It's over at Doc Crowder's. He says its leg was hurt and its neck was
cl awed sonme. What do you know about it, Wl don?"

"I only know about the leg," replied Stan, "but | suspected that Buskin
was more hurt than Thull supposed.™”

"Did sone critter fly off with it?"

"Thull didn't think so," recalled Stan. "But he may change his opinion
after he hears about this."

VWhat Thull had to say was sinmple. He didn't believe the thing when he
first heard it. But when he was shown the proof positive, he shook off the
ef fects of his appl ejack binge and decided to help | ook for nore evidence of
the nonster that had carried off his faithful dogs.

The course was eccentric as far as traced, so the searchers went in
various directions. It was Thull hinself, alert to the quest, who arrived at
the courthouse with news of further tracks. They were off the dirt road
| eadi ng
t hrough the vall ey, near another stone wall, marks of a hop-skip-junp with the
wal |l as a final stepping stone. On Farman's side of the road, they pointed to
the spraw i ng house upon the hill

Cutting across fields, Jed Guphrey went in eager search of evidence that
woul d support the tale that Thull had substantiated. The final tracks were
spotted by Jed on the roof of Farman's garage; fromthere, they had taken off
for nowhere, since no nore were found. No footprints other than the nonster's
were found anywhere near the garage, except those that |led fromextra cars,
parked at least thirty feet off.

THE arrival of the townsfol k brought questions from Farnman and his
guests;
in turn, they were asked what they had seen or heard the night before. The
answer was nothing; some cars had cone in late, and a few had left early, but
nobody reported anything out of the usual

Among those nost interested in this new evidence were Harry Vincent and
Margo Lane. They left pronptly to survey the evidence el sewhere. As for Stan
Wl don, he went to the hotel for breakfast and was there when Leonard Thul
cane back fromthe courthouse. Driving back to their house on the hill, Thul
kept chuckling to hinmself. He finally let Stan in on it.

"Instead of ny belonging to Jed's half-wit class," declared Thull,
"they' ve decided that Jed has a whole brain after all. Maybe that's not
conplimenting me, but I'mjust as pleased."”

"Then they think the devil thing is real ?"

"How can they help it?" returned Thull. "They've all seen the evidence,
and they weren't drinking applejack. Wll, they won't be springing any nore
runors about ny dogs. If Buskin did get |oose that night, it was because the
devil nonster grabbed hi mand dropped hi m somewhere el se.”

They were swinging in beside the house when Stan thought of another
subject. He expressed it to Thull:

"What about Conpeer Chandos?"

"There's no hurry in his case now," replied Thull. "He is probably



grieving over his friends Althrop and G ebb, not knowi ng they were out to trim
him Well, 1've suffered like they did, but fortunately ny dogs took the brunt
of it and survived.

"Stay a few days longer, Stan; on full pay, of course. After things have
settled down, I'Il visit Castle Chandos; and |1'd |ike you to cone al ong,
because you've already met the conpeer. That is, you' ve talked to him |
didn't
have a chance, the night Gebb died."

Fromthe kitchen wi ndow, Stan watched fresh flurries of snow. He noted
that the sky was clearing, but that didn't sweep the clouds from Stan's mni nd
One thing was bothering himbadly: the fact that the nonster's tracks had | ed
to Farman's. That |ast hop fromthe garage coul d have | anded the devil thing
right on top of Farman's house.

There were many gables on Farman's dwelling, with a flat space hidden
anong them Whatever the devil creature was, it must |ive sonewhere, and
wherever it did, soneone was harboring it. \Wich nmeant that Janmes Farnman was
looming large in Stan's catal ogue of suspicions, sonething with which Stan
knew
that Margo Lane woul d agree.

Still, Stan wasn't fully satisfied. Something el se was creeping through
his mnd. Turning fromthe wi ndow, he went to the china cl oset and found
ThulI's bottle of applejack. At a tine when sober people were seei ng whacky
t hi ngs, appl ej ack m ght be the treatnent to keep normal.

That wasn't Stan's only thought. As he studied the line where the liquid
ended, he had a better idea. He noted particularly that the | evel was marked
with a penciled line. Rather than pour applejack down the sink, Stan erased
t he
line and drew another two inches above it.

A very neat begi nning, Stan decided. The snow wouldn't nelt before
eveni ng, because of the continuing flurries. Tonight, with the bottle as his
gui de, Stan Wel don mi ght be seeing devil nonsters in the making!

CHAPTER XI I |
FALSE VERSUS TRUE

W TH apprai si ng gl ance, Leonard Thull watched Stan Wel don reach for the
bottle and fall short. It wasn't just Stan's hand that flopped; his head did,
too. His armbrushing the glass, Stan rolled it fromthe table; stretched as
he
was, he didn't budge when the gl ass crashed.

It was night, and Stan had been breaking the nmonotony by punishing the
appl ej ack. Thull had refused the stuff, claimng he'd taken too much the night
before. But now Thull reached for the bottle, drew it toward himand neasured
the distance fromthe pencil line to the liquid |evel

More than two i nches were gone, enough to prove that the "liquid
lightning" was taking hold on Stan. Placing the bottle close beside Stan's
hand, Thull arose and stole out through the back door, closing it gently
behi nd
hi m

| mredi ately, Stan roused fromhis pretended drunk. He'd pulled the act
just as neatly as Thull had the night before. Peering past the edge of the
wi ndow shade, Stan saw Thull out in the garage. The man was packing things in
the big rear conpartnent of his coupe

Bringing the car out, Thull returned to the back door. By the tine he
opened it, Stan was again faking a stupor. Wiat Thull then did was very
peculiar. He collected all the ice cubes fromhis large electric icebox.

Not just the cubes that were in the freezing tray, but a lot nore.
Evidently Thull had been piling them away. As he packed the ice cubes in a



si zabl e cardboard carton, he kept |aying pieces of newspaper between the
chunks
of ice. That done, Thull brought a |arge paper bag froma sideboard and t ook
it
along with him

There was one thing that Thull had |l eft behind: the shotgun. Picking up
t he doubl e-barrel ed weapon, Stan crooked it under his arm GCetting his cap and
pulling it over his head, he sneaked out by the side door, intending to get a
l[ift on the rear bunper of the coupe.

A hand fromthe corner clanped firmly on Stan's arm the one that held

t he
shot gun. Before Stan could wench the weapon free, a voice was telling him
"Come along."” In the nmoonlight that had replaced the snow cl ouds, Sam

recogni zed Harry Vincent. He was right: Vincent was Cranston's friend; not
Farman's.

Harry hurried Stan to the nearest trees, where the roadster was parked so
Thull wouldn't see it. They were in their car by the time Thull drove out, and
Stan expressed his appreciation to Harry for having provided this preferable
conveyance. The roadster was on slippery soil, but Harry had coasted it there,
so their start was easy and silent. Harry sinply rel eased the brake and | et
t he
car glide until it reached gravel

Then, in gear and with the nmotor purring, they were follow ng Thul I,
whose
car taillights were showing like red dots, a quarter nile ahead. Stan gave a
slight | augh.

"So you figured it out, too, Vincent?"

"Part of it, anyway," replied Harry. "Some of it was too pat to be real
The business of the dogs, for instance.”

"That's the way it struck ne," acknow edged Stan. "Thull tried to do too
much at once. By proving there was a devil nonster, he could make his own
story
stand. Trouble was, he wanted to alibi the nastiffs, too. But he doesn't have
to
have themw th himtonight. He nmust be fram ng something el se.™

Harry | ooked toward Stan and queri ed:

"Why the shot gun?"

"I didn't want Thull to conme back and find it around while | was

m ssi ng, "

replied Stan grimy. "He might go |looking for me with it. He's rather carel ess
wi th a shotgun, you know. Besides, | might use it to throw a scare into Thul

hi msel f."

Harry was renmenbering Thull's carel ess ways. They'd given Harry a scare
of
his own, the tinme when Thull had apparently bl asted The Shadow off to glory.
Whil e Harry was thinking of The Shadow, Stan did the sanme in other terns.

Al oud, Stan inquired:

"I's Cranston back yet?"

"He'l | be back any tinme," replied Harry. "Margo wired hi m about the new
devel opnents. He's probably seen the newspapers, too. The New York sheets are
full of devil-nonster talk, all over again. The reporters are back in
d endal e. "

THEY saw Thull's car stop near a house on the outskirts of dendale. Stan
identified the house as the residence of Squire Bates. Watching fromtheir own
par ki ng spot, Stan and Harry found the noonlight sufficient to show all of
Thul |'s acti ons.

From the back of his car, Thull took a floor nop and a bridge lanp. To
each, he attached a sawed-off tennis racket, which he wapped in burlap. One



went on the end of the nop, the other fitted to the tip of the bridge lanp's
| ong extending arm

"What a cinch!" exclaimed Stan. "All he has to do is poke the end of the
mop in the snow. Say, he could have done that fromthe door of the hayloft, to
make marks on the shed. But why the bridge | anp?"

"He used that for the marks on the barn roof," decided Harry. "The |anp
isn't heavy, and he could swing it so the |long armcane up and over the edge.
A
neat bit of work."

"CGetting in the barn was easy, too. Thull could have used the side where
the farmer had wal ked through the snow. But there were other marks, near the
stone walls. How could Thull have gotten to those places?"

"You're seeing how," replied Harry. "Keep watching."

There was a stone wall |eading in behind the squire's house and Thull had
begun to wal k along its top. Practically bare of snow, the stones didn't |eave
many tracks. But Thull was settling those by the sinple expedient of stooping
wi th a whi sk broom and brushi ng t hem away!

Harry suggested that they steal closer and watch the rest. Wile they
wer e
comng fromthe car, Stan undertoned an explanation of the dog angle. Thul
had
simply told the mastiffs to follow himalong wall; he'd ordered one to junp to
the well house, and the other to the bushes. It was just |ike ordering themto
their kennels, a thing which Thull often did. Once placed, the big dogs al ways
stayed put, being well trained in such obedi ence.

Fromthe stone wall, Thull poked marks on the ground. Next, he took a
| ong
reach to the roof of the squire's shed, adding a few nore marks. He picked up
the bridge | anp, weighed it, but decided he couldn't use it. That didn't
matter; tonight, Thull had a better trick

There was a high el mthat branched over the squire's house. Com ng back
along the wall with his props, Thull picked up something that proved to be
string ends. As he raised them Stan and Harry could see the loop itself,
| eadi ng over the highest branch above the squire's house.

"Thul | nust have used a rock to toss that string this afternoon!™
exclaimed Stan. "He had plenty of opportunity while the squire was down at the
courthouse maki ng statenents.”

Thul I had opened his |arge paper bag and was pouring the contents of the
carton into it. Harry asked what was going into the bag.

"I ce cubes,"” replied Stan. "A couple of hundred of them Look! Thull is
hauling it like a big kite right over squire's house! It won't take long for
that ice to nelt through the paper -"

It didn't. Thull was back in his car when the crash canme. Like the
clanmping claws of a real devil nonster, the ice cubes hit the roof with a
| oud,
spreading clatter, amid a flurry of the slips of newspaper that had kept them
separate. Bouncing to the ground, the cubes plunped through a snowdrift to
join
other jagged ice that fornmed a | ayer beneath. That snow was al ready pockmarked
by icicles that had dropped fromthe roof edge. Thull had tabbed such details
earlier in the day.

Thull's car was instantly away on a qui ck coast down the road. Wi pping
after it, first fromthe wall, then along the road itself, cane the remants
of
t he paper bag, hauled along by its string!

Harry started a quick coast to take up the trail, keeping the car lights
of f. The noonlight was sufficient to follow the road, and when they were
passing the next turn, Harry and Stan both heard the clatter of opening
wi ndows, the shout of excited voices, com ng fromthe hone of Squire Bates.



SKIRTING the town, Thull pulled into a narrow but well-travel ed | ane and
t here unl oaded his props again. Wthout intending a pun, Stan remarked that
Thul I was probably up to sone new deviltry; to which Harry opined that this
was
the tine to show up the farce. Between them they promptly figured out a
system
quite as cute as Thull's.

Instead of entering the lane, Harry would drive around to the other end,
as though com ng down from Farman's by a short cut. At the right time, Stan
would let rip with the shotgun fromthe rear end of the |ane, then sinply
slide
fromsight and wait.

Two t hings woul d happen: people would conme on the run fromthe squire's,
whi ch wasn't far away; Thull would scranble back to his car, fling his props
aboard and start through the I ane. But he wouldn't get through; he'd neet
Harry's car conming the other way, and the |lane was too narrow for cars to pass
each ot her.

There Thull woul d be, blocked off, with the squire's friends arriving to
find his proof of fakery. At best, Thull could only flee fromhis car, |eaving
t he evidence behind. It was one of those things that couldn't fail to work; so
Harry drove away, |eaving Stan starting his short sneak into the | ane.

Since there was tine to wait, Stan crept forward to see what Thull was
doi ng. He saw Thull standing on the top of his coupe, using the bridge lam to
tanp fake devil prints on the roof of an old tool shed belonging to a quarry
that flanked the |ane.

To Stan, this explained how Thull had put simlar prints on top of
Farman's garage. Hi s suspicion regarding Farman turning to synpathy, Stan felt
nore resentful toward Thull

Drawi ng his cap back, Stan ained the shotgun toward the bl ackness t hat
represented the old quarry. What a racket the com ng blasts woul d make,
wi t hout
hurting anybody! There woul d be plenty of echoes, for the quarry was deep
H gh
above, Stan could see its far brink, jagged with rocks al ong the edge.

About to pull the first trigger, Stan halted and raised his eyes. He
t hought he'd seen notion fromthe quarry brink, as though a rock were about to
topple. But no; all was normal there.

O was it?

Rai sing the cap visor higher, Stan squinted in disbelief. One of the
rocks
that had shown jagged bl ack agai nst the snow patches was no | onger there! Yet
it
couldn't have fallen into the quarry, for there had been no crash.

The thing couldn't be a rock. It nust be something else. What else, Stan
knew i nstantly when he heard the whir. By then, it was too late for Stan to
shout a war ni ng.

A flying creature of inmmense size slashed through the saplings just above
Stan's head, the air reverberating with the gust of its great wings. So swift
was the concussion that its passing suction spilled Stan to one el bow and
whirled his | oosened cap from his head.

As he | anded, Stan heard a hi deous shriek that he thought nust be the
devil rmonster's, until its trail of anguish proved that it was human. Looking
up into the nmoonlight, Stan saw who had screaned and why. Leonard Thull was no
| onger standing on his car top, faking oversized footprints in the snow on the
t ool - shed roof.

The real thing had arrived to disprove the fal se and weak a horrendous
retribution on the faker. High in the air, Thull was a hel pl ess, dangling
thing, flying for the treetops, much like the paper bag that he had hoi sted
above the squire's roof.



The thing fromthe night had seized him Thull was clutched in the cl aws
of a creature with massive, scythe-shaped wi ngs, a crocodile's body, and an
el ongated snout that woul d have served a Gargantuan wolf. Bird, reptile,
beast,
in a sense all three, the trenendous nonster was carrying off its human prey
to
some strange bourne fromwhich no victimcould return

CHAPTER XI V
THE WRONG MAN

MADLY, Stan flung the shotgun upward and fired. He aimed high so he
woul dn't hit Thull, or what was |left of the man who was taking the squeeze of
the flying nonster's claws. That high shot was better judgment than Stan
calcul ated, for the whirring creature's rise was so swift that it cane right
into the path of the gun bl ast.

It was like flinging acorns at a |oconotive. The spatter of buckshot
didn't even scratch the whirling nonster. It heard the report, though, for it
turned its | ong-beaked head back over a wing and Stan saw eyes of yell ow green
that had a flash |ike poison. Al the nore reason to use the second barrel

Stan let the eyes have it.

The yel |l owi sh orbs were gone, but only for a nmonent. The flying
nmonstrosity had sinply blinked. Stan was neeting with the sanme invul nerable
thing that had confronted The Shadow on his arrival in G endale. But tonight,
the thing was carrying off a man instead of a dog!

There wasn't a pergola to obstruct the creature's path and enabl e Thul
to
save hinmsel f, as Buskin had. Tonight, the devil nonster's take-off was on a
swifter, larger scale. It was using the nmomentum gai ned by the | ong swoop from
the quarry brink to carry upward agai n.

Still, Stan's shots scored, though their hits didn't hurt their living
target.

The | ook back and the blink were just enough to mar the creature's
cour se.

It tangled, or at least its claws did, with the top branches of a tall pine
tree, about the only obstruction it couldn't easily clear. Stan saw the high
tree bend like a sapling as the nonster perforned an aerial stunmble across it.

Rushi ng along the road, Stan saw a thing scale toylike fromthe treetop
It was Thull, either too hurt or too scared to scream H's whirling body was
pi t chi ng headl ong toward one of his favorite stone walls, but he cleared it by
several yards. Meanwhile, Stan was dashi ng al ong beside the wall.

Reaching Thull, Stan found the man was dead. Some passing boughs had
broken his fall, but not enough to help. Thull had struck exactly on his head,
whi ch was jamed so deep between his shoulders that it wasn't pleasant to see,
even in mld nmoonlight. But something even nore unpl easant was coming Stan's
way.

A rumbl e of air announced it. Dropping back, still clutching the shotgun
Stan saw the fierce eyes of the monster |oom ng down upon himfromthe
background of the trees. At first, he thought that they were nerely w dening;
then, in a tw nkling, he guessed that the creature's |ightning approach was
t he
reason for their sudden enl argenent.

The stone wall jarred as the creature's weight pounded it. Beak and cl aws
wer e doubl ed together, comng right at Stan, as the thing decided to take him
as its prey, instead of reclaimng Thull. Wth all his mght, Stan clubbed the
butt of the shotgun at the nmighty mass of |iving doom

Spi nning, Stan struck the stone wall shoulder first. The shotgun was
mashed from nere contact with one of the creature's talons. Stan's sweater was



hal f gone; the sane claw had snatched it. But the nmenace was past, for the
aerial reptile was away again. Back against the wall, Stan saw it cross the
gl owi ng surface of the noon.

It would have been a hop fromleft to right, the kind Jed nmeant, had the
nmoon been | ower. But Stan wasn't interested in such mnor specifications. He
was getting to his feet, stunmbling up the slope, anxious to find out where
el se
the creature went.

To the left lay the deep valley, black despite the snow |If that darkness
had engulfed the creature, it could only have gone to Castle Chandos. But Stan
renenbered the eccentric manner of the nonster's flight, so he turned to | ook
el sewhere. There, over the brow of the hill, he caught a last glinpse of the
wi nged beast, settling in a spot that could only be its nest.

There was no mistaking it. Stan could judge the creature's size by
conparing it with the landing spot. The thing was nestling in anong the gabl es
of Farman's sprawl i ng house!

Stan could see it turn its | ong-beaked head and fling its equally
proportioned topknot, which at close range nade it appear much like a
gar goyl e.

Settling inits nest, it seened all head because its wings were folded. Then
Stan saw only gables in the noonlight.

So Farman was the devil's keeper! In faking tracks on Farman's garage,
Thul I hadn't been far wong - if Thull had actually faked them The thing now
was to reach Farman and pin his crine upon him Stan didn't wait to contact
Harry; there was no tine to |l ose. On the run, he continued up the slope.

THERE wer e peopl e outside the house when Stan arrived there: Farman,
Margo, a few other guests. They were tal king about shots that had been fired
froma distance. Jestfully, Farman was suggesting that soneone m ght have seen
Jed's devil nonster, when Stan injected hinself into the scene.

Both fists clenched and wavi ng, the capless man with tattered sweater
flung straight at Farman. Though he didn't realize it, the terror of Stan's
own
experience was gripping himlike a reflex. Hi s voice was an insane shriek, as
he
accused:

"Not Jed's nonster! Yours, Farman! | saw it carry Thull away and drop him
dead! | was the person who tried to stop it with those shots. | saw where it
cane - right here to your house, Farman!"

As Farman dodged to avoid the fists, Stan gripped himinstead. Flinging
Farman into other hands, Stan shrieked for themto hold him Inside the front
door, Stan grabbed the first weapon he could find, which happened to be a
heavy
cane. Cesturing up the stairs, he told Farman's servants that the nonster was
on
the roof and yelled at themto grab other cudgels and cone al ong.

They grabbed Stan instead.

Farman was in from outdoors, because his friends had sinply let himgo.
He
was bl ocking his own stairway, and he had a drawn revol ver. Farman was
excited,
too, making it plain that he was prepared to stop Stan at any cost.

From t he doorway, Margo wondered. Farnan's gun, the frenzy he was
show ng,
the fact he wouldn't let Stan go to the roof, were all mpot points. Wat could
Farman lose if he did et Stan go up? Nothing, unless Farman was the man who
har bored the devil nonster

To Stan, the sight of Farman's revol ver offered hima better weapon than
a



cane. He sinply broke free fromthe servants, rushed Farman and took his gun
away before he could fire it. The servants, sw ngi ng canes and pokers,

overt ook

St an.

To escape the nmassed attack, Stan had to reverse his course and go
out si de
agai n, where there would be nore scope. Margo obligingly stepped fromthe
doorway to | et him pass.

There was little doubt that Stan could have staved off an attack from
i ndoors, now that he had obtained a gun. The questi on seemed whet her he coul d
cow Farman's friends and servants by threat alone. If not, Stan would have to
use shots to reach the stairs. For a nonent, he paused, as though hoping to
win
over sone of the group through argunent.

It was inpossible to argue with another group that flung suddenly upon
t he
scene. Fromthe corner of the house cane Squire Bates, bringing a batch of
townsmen arned with shotguns. Wth a |long, accusing wave, the squire indicated
Stan and shout ed:

"There's Wel don, nmen! He's the nurderer! Seize himbefore he kills
ot hers,
as he nmurdered Thul II'"

VWeeling toward the house, Stan was just ahead of the aim ng shotguns,
only to find hinself blocked off by Farman's faction, surging outward. It
wasn't the idea of giving Farman's unarmed friends a sporting chance that made
Stan veer back toward the townsfol k. He wanted to clip the men with shotguns
first; that was all.

Stan didn't realize that he'd be shooting into a hornet's nest. He didn't
even hear Margo's fervent call, warning himto give up the mad attenpt. Only
t he sheer inpossible could halt Stan fromthe suicidal course that would pin
him alive or dead, with a real nmanslaughter charge to back the m staken
accusation of nurder.

THE sheer inpossible happened. That was, all witnesses took it to be such
except Stan Wel don, and he was the person nobst concerned. Qthers m ght have
i gnored the swoop of nobnstrous bl ackness that precipitated itself fromthe
r oof
of Farman's portico. But not Stan! He knew the nenace of the thing that was
swoopi hg down. It must have hopped fromthe roof, the devil nobnster, again
seeking Stan as its prey!

Death to the thing!

It would end the terror and mean Stan's vindication. Forgetting the human
wol f packs that were convergi ng upon him Stan swung his gun around and up, to
fire a point-blank hail of lead into the clawed creature with the glaring
eyes.

So close it was, that its clutch came as Stan fired

The incredible outdid itself.

So sudden was the creature's change, that Stan thought his shots had
deflated it. The thing wasn't twenty feet broad by a dozen high; Stan had
chopped it right down to his own proportions. Nor were its eyes yellow they
wer e darker, and they burned. Hands, not claws, were gripping Stan; their
clutch wasn't sharp: it was hard, like iron

One fist was tight on Stan's wist, pushing his gun hand aside. H s
bull ets hadn't clipped the nonster! It seenmed actually a gargoyle draped in a
jet-black shroud, but it had the anbitions of its larger self, for it was
whirling Stan clear fromhis feet, away fromthe portico, into what seened
anot her take-off!

Cane cl ashing sounds back at the portico. Woden canes and netal pokers
were slashing the barrels of shotguns. The nen who were seeking Stan had net



wi thout finding him Startled, they | ooked upward, thinking the roof of the
portico was the only place where he could have gone. But a vertical leap of a
dozen feet struck them as beyond Stan's capability.

So completely had the mighty blot of blackness envel oped Stan, so swiftly
had it whirled himfromthe paths of his attackers, that the occurrence would
have rated as a major miracle if someone hadn't taken a chance | ook toward the
| awn and seen Stan reeling there. Fighting off his rescuer, Stan had nanaged
to
wrest free, disregarding the whispered |augh that sounded in his ear

The Shadow s | augh

Most nmen woul d have understood that tone. Unfortunately, Stan's sole
recol | ection of The Shadow as a bl ack-cl oaked personage dated to a tine
out si de
Castl e Chandos. Then, The Shadow had sonewhat confused hinself with a queer
gray
creature; at least, in Stan's mnd. Tonight, Stan was in no nmood to
differentiate between nonsters, gray or black

A gun roared as the conbined groups started for Stan. It was The Shadow s
automatic, fired by a seemingly invisible hand, for he was |ost in darkness.
Vel | - pl aced shots that sizzled nere inches wide, The Shadow s fire broke the
charge. Then he was on the whirl again, swooping at Stan from an unexpected
direction, pulling himto a car that was arriving by Farman's driveway.

It was Harry Vincent's car, and he clinbed out the other side in a hurry.
A war ni ng hiss from The Shadow was sufficient to informHarry of Stan's nood.
Still sw nging about, wanting to gun The Shadow but failing utterly to find
him Stan was propelled into the car and the door slamred after him That deed
at least inpressed Stan as resenbling rescue. Gabbing the wheel, he started
the car around and out the drive.

No shots followed Stan's flight. Men by the house were hearing a weird
| augh, traveling the other way. Thinking in terms of nonsters, too, they
bl azed
away in the wong direction. They | earned their aimwas w ong when soneone
spi ed
a fleeting shape cutting over toward the driveway that Stan had left in his
new
gai ned car.

Reaching the portico, Harry turned to see a final blaze of shotguns. The
| augh chopped short, with only its echoes trailing frombeneath the trees; but
Harry wasn't worried. The enbanknent flanking Farman's driveway was as good as
the stone wall at Gebb's.

Under the portico, Farman was expressing a testy opinion to Margo.

"That fool Wl don!" snapped Farnman. "Accusing nme the way he did! Com ng
here after the wong man!"

"I would termit the other way about," spoke a cal mvoice. "Those friends
of yours are hunting Wel don. They are going after the wong man!"

Margo Lane turned in amazenent. Standing beside her, quite unruffled by
his recent exploit as The Shadow, was that master of nonchal ance, Lanont
Cranst on!

CHAPTER XV
ONE BY ONE

THE man hunt was on

There was no stopping it, even if Cranston had preferred to do so. He
felt
it better that Stan should be found and apprehended. Cranston reached that
verdict after he'd heard Harry's confidential report.

The case against Stan was this:



Squire Bates, aroused by a nysterious clatter on his roof, had sumobned
friends to help ward off a devil nonster's forays. They had just uncovered
tracks that appeared to be the nonster's, when they heard gunshots fromthe
quarry.

Headi ng there, they had di scovered Thull's car, containing inprovised
paraphernalia for the faking of a nonster's tracks. Thull was gone, but |ying
nearby was a cap identified as Stan's. Looking for further traces, the
searchers had di scovered a man's footprints al ongsi de a stone wall.

The human tracks led to Thull's body; beside it was a shotgun so badly
smashed that it was obviously the | ethal weapon that had just about split
Thull's skull in half. The same footprints led up the hill to Farman's house,
and it seened likely they were Stan's.

At |east, the townsnen had given Stan a benefit of doubt; until they
reached Farman's house and di scovered Stan on a ranpage. Now, with Stan in
flight, it was perfectly proven that he was the man who arrived fromthe hill,
for Farman and his guests had alibis. That was, all except Cranston, but it
was
understood that he had returned in Harry's car, the one Stan seized. Such
bei ng
the belief, with no objections, Cranston allowed it to stand.

As for Stan, nobody knew or cared whether he or Thull had perpetrated the
nonster fakery. Perhaps both had worked together on the hoax. There stil
couldn't be any justification for Stan nurdering Thull, and Stan's effort to
blame the kill on a nonster was repudi ated by the evidence which proved such a
creature to be a hoax.

Standing in front of Farman's fireplace, Cranston sumed up the case in
different wise. He began with the assunption that Stan had encountered a devil
nmonster and had tried to save Thull fromit. He was sinply going on the facts
that Stan had shrieked, filling in the rest. Two of Cranston's |isteners
agreed: Harry and Margo.

There was one other listener: Farman. This being his house, he couldn't
very well be excluded fromthe conference. Farnman's face showed occasi ona
di sbelief at nmention of the nonster, but there were nonments when he seened to
worry. Watching Farman constantly, Margo observed those flickers.

"Now that the pressure is off," observed Cranston, "Stan will probably
surrender peacefully, if found. The sooner he is in jail, the better."

"How s that?" put in Farman quickly. "I thought you believed his devil
story."

"I do," affirmed Cranston. "The jail is one place where the nonster can't
get at Stan. It wouldn't tear down as easily as your sunmerhouse, Farnman."

There was sonething of a scoff in the snmle that Farnan gave as a reply.

"Still, Althrop wasn't safe,” continued Cranston, "nor G ebb. O her
creatures, lesser in size but nore deadly, were responsible for their deaths.
On the whole, | think it will be best to find Stan privately and bring him
here.”

Far man | aughed outri ght.

"And where will you find Wl don so easily?"

"Over at Thull's," returned Cranston coolly. "He's sure to return there
sooner or |ater."

There was a heavy rap at Farnman's door. A deputy sheriff had arrived,
bringing Cranston's car, which had been found in the valley road, where Stan
must have abandoned it. The deputy reported that the search was ranging far
and
wi de; he then left to rejoinit.

DECIDING to make the trip to Thull's, Cranston took Harry and Margo
al ong.
Searchers stopped thema few tines on the way, but did not hold them nor
inquire their destination.



Arriving on Thull's bleak hill, they found it as deserted as Cranston
expected, except for the mastiffs, which were gazing in nmelancholy fashion
from
their kennels.

There wasn't long to wait. Soon Stan's figure appeared, coming fromthe
direction of Althrop's. He junped down froma stone wall, proving that he'd
used the best of systems to throw off trailers. Thull's trick of covering his
own footprints while making devil marks was proving useful to Stan

"Contact him Vincent," ordered Cranston quietly. "He knows you w ||
believe his story."

Harry slid fromthe car and intercepted Stan near the side door, much as
he had managed it earlier

From the gestures that passed between them they were getting al ong
admrably. Relaxing in the car, Margo let Lanont watch the conference while
she
gazed idly el sewhere. Suddenly, Margo riveted.

The thing that startled the girl was a grotesque shape com ng forward
from
the stone wall. It was |ike a wi nged nonster creeping along the ground. The
thi ng was hunched, and its wi ngs seened half fol ded; so om nous was the sight
that Margo coul dn't budge nor scream Her hand slid, rather than reached, for
Cranston's arm beside her in the darkened car

Once she encountered that human arm Margo was able to tighten her
fingers. Their very tingle told Cranston of an approachi ng nenace even before
Mar go gasped:

"Look, Lanmont!"

At that nonment, the big creature dw ndled. Just as Stan had ni staken The
Shadow for somet hi ng di sgorged by the devil nonster, so had Margo erred. She'd
magni fi ed the approaching figure into part of its own shadow, noving ahead of
it in the nmoon-bat hed snow.

The dw ndl ed nonster was only Jed Guphrey, the erstwhile half-wit. That
Jed no | onger deserved his forner rating was proven by his present snmartness
in
knowi ng where to | ook for Stan Wl don. Wrse, he'd just spotted Stan and Harry
besi de the house.

As Cranston was sliding into cloak and hat, Jed raised a prol onged
"Hi - Yaaaaahhh!" that brought deputies dashing fromthe road. It was The Shadow
who surged forward to neet them If he could break this rush, he knew that
Harry could get Stan away all right.

The deputies didn't know just what hit them so suddenly did The Shadow
whirl into their flank. They dived away, com ng around w th shotguns and
rifles, only to dive farther as The Shadow jabbed shots into the ground around
them Then The Shadow was gone as suddenly as he arrived.

They saw hi m next overtaking Jed, sprawling the big yokel in the snow.
For
Jed was the one man in the crowd who woul d be wat chi ng where Stan and Harry
fled.

Losing time with Jed, The Shadow was i mredi ately cornered by the charging
deputies, much to Margo's consternation. But he'd chosen hinself the proper
corner, the one by the dog kennels. Margo saw bl ackness blend with the wall of
t he house; next, she heard the clank of chains. The shouting deputies were met
by Presto and Lodi, who flattened themwith flinging forepaws.

The mastiffs weren't exactly savage. They didn't know whether to wel cone
or attack these strangers, so they conmprom sed by worrying them GCetting the
dogs quieted, the deputies glared flashlights all around the kennels and
agai nst the indented house corner. They couldn't find a trace of The Shadow.
He
had vani shed |like the termhis nanme inplied.

As a last thought, the deputies rattled at the house wi ndows, only to
find



them | at ched. They deci ded that The Shadow must have filtered out anong them
SO

they went their way. But Margo, watching fromthe darkened car, was sure she'd
have seen a fleeting streak of blackness agai nst the snow.

She was right; The Shadow hadn't filtered away. He appeared suddenly from
besi de the house itself. Then, away fromthe snowy background, he blended into
the gl oom beside the car. In her amazenent, Margo forgot the awe that
Cranston's cl oaked gui se al ways produced upon her. Eagerly, she excl ai ned:

"Lanmont! How did you... where were you?"

"I'n a doghouse," canme The Shadow s reply, in Cranston's nost whinsica
tone. "Lodi's, | think. | didn't peek out to read the name while the
flashlights were around. "

"But they used the lights everywhere -

"Not in the kennels. At |east, not deep enough to nake out the back
wal | s.

Mastiffs are | arge dogs; those kennels are deeper than the deputies thought."

Margo began to express further admration of The Shadow s chanel eon
tactics, when Cranston's steady tone interrupted with:

"Whi ch way did they go?"

"Over toward Gebb's," replied Margo. "Jed went with them and they took
t he dogs."

"I don't nean the deputies."

"Ch!" excl aimed Margo suddenly. "Stan and Harry! Why Stan started running
down toward the valley, so Harry went after him"

There was a strange note in Cranston's tone, sonething that, for once,

i npressed Margo as a senbl ance of alarm when he said:

"Go down to the valley road. Watch for themoutside the castle gates. If
they arrive... wait!"

Bef ore Margo could reply, there was void in the darkness beside her. The
Shadow had gone.

DOMN where the thick trees sheltered the ground fromthe snow, Stan
Vel don
sank panting on the ground. He could see the dim color-tinted lights fromthe
st ai ned- gl ass wi ndows of Castle Chandos. Their gl ow was cheery, friendly. But
as Stan rose to his feet, a chill swept over him He felt that he was a nman
bereft of friends.

Proof to the contrary arrived in the shape of Harry Vincent. Hearing Stan
nove about, Harry stunbled up beside him Stan's voice showed appreciation
when
he thanked Harry for staying along with him Thanks expressed, Stan's tone
har dened:

"What's your advice, Vincent? To give nyself up?"

"Not at all,"” returned Harry tactfully. "It looks like we're both in the
same nmess, particularly if Jed recognized nme. Let's squirmout of it."

" How?"

"We'll talk it over when we get to the road. If we hear any cars com ng

we can take to a stone wall."

They stole out fromthe trees and noved through the |ight snow
surroundi ng
Castl e Chandos. Sone of the odd bushes were still in bloom the rock gardens
were glistening in the noonlight. Stan |led the way around the unfinished w ng,
on the assunption that no one would be watching fromthat side of the house.

As they reached the front corner, they saw parking lights wink off froma
car arriving outside the gate. Stan gave a nervous twitch, as though to dart
away.

"I't may be Margo," suggested Harry. "Wait here while | find out. ']
blink the lights if it's all right."

The big gate wasn't |ocked. Harry opened it with a slight clank, which he



didn't try to cover when he saw the roadster. Approaching the car, he

whi spered

for Margo to blink the Iights, which she did. They waited for Stan, but he
didn't appear.

Starting back to find him Harry paused suddenly at the gate. He was
staring back along the snow, toward two sets of footprints, one his own. The
others, Stan's, were plain in the noonlight, but they stopped a dozen feet
from
the corner of the house!

Mar go' s voi ce cane guardedly fromthe roadster, inquiring the trouble.
Harry replied in a hushed tone.

"I"'mnot sure," he said. "Stan may have traced back, using his own
footprints. If he didn't" - Harry paused, then added grimy: "Well, in that
case, there's plenty in his story of a devil nonster that carried Thull away."

VWhat ever the case, Harry wasn't going to let Stan down. On the chance
t hat
Stan had retraced his path again, Harry went through the gate. The noi se of
its
cl osi ng made Margo nervous; she slipped fromthe car and hurried to the gate.
Peering through, she | ooked for Harry. He wasn't in sight.

The thing was puzzling, for Margo was sure she'd gotten to the gate
before
Harry coul d have reached the castle. On sudden thought, she | ooked for
footprints. She saw the path that Harry had nade from house to gate. There was
a second line of prints beside it.

That second |ine was nost curious. Beginning fromthe house, the nmarks
cane toward the gate, but stopped. Those were Stan's footprints. Begi nning
from
the gate, the path consisted of Harry's footmarks returning. They fornmed a
direct line toward Stan's, only to stop short of them with a dozen feet
bet ween!

Chilling moonlight froze Margo where she stood. She swayed as though
caught by the flicker of the npbonbeans. Then, inpelled by stark terror, Margo
turned, flung herself into the roadster and kicked the starter. She was away,
driving madly, desperately, along the skiddy road.

One by one, two men had vani shed, prey to sone unseen horror which by its
sheer invisible prowess outmatched the devil nonsters already reported.

Margo Lane wasn't fleeing for her own Iife alone. Upon her depended two
other lives - those of Stan Wl don and Harry Vincent, provided there was stil
tine to save them

Only one being on earth could possibly provide a rescue, and Margo was on
her way to find him

The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI
TRAIL OF DI SASTER

IT wasn't until she'd skewed the car into Farman's driveway that Margo
remenbered the final word of The Shadow s instructions. Just one word:

"Vait!"

Margo hadn't waited. She'd gone before The Shadow reached the vall ey,
leaving himto enter the snare unwarned. That thought was such misery to Margo
that she was al nbst starting a return trip to the castle, when a hopel ess
realization gripped her

How coul d she warn The Shadow if she did go there!

To do so, she would have to enter the ground and pass the very corner
where two nmen had di sappeared as though the earth had gul ped them which it
couldn't have, because its snowclad surface was still undisturbed. And even



i f
she did go, Margo would be too |ate.

By now, The Shadow woul d have traversed that very spot! Visible against
t he betrayi ng snow, even he night have nmet the fate that Margo was willing to
accept for her error of omission. No, it was better to apply The Shadow s
or der
to wait, but in a different fashion

Margo could wait here, on the chance The Shadow woul d return.

If he didn't, she would know what happened to himand could at |east tel
the story to someone el se. One person, at |east, would believe it. Cdyde Burke
was back at the local hotel, with the other reporters, and he was one of The
Shadow s agents.

M nut es passed and becanme nore pressing. It wasn't just the chill of the
air and the cold of the nmoonlight that worried Margo. She felt she wasn't safe
out here. Things had happened on a weird scale, right in this very yard, that
ni ght when the gal e had bl own Margo and Lanont into G endale and all its
i ncredi bl e probl ens.

It would be better to go indoors. There, Margo could clinch things by
phoni ng C yde. For all she knew, the future might be resting in her hands
alone. It wasn't safe to let it stay so. Leaving the car, Margo approached the
house, but as she did, she opened her handbag and drew out a stubby autonatic.

There was still Farman to consider. Lanmont had never denied Margo's
suspi cions of their host. Tonight, Stan had arrived demandi ng that Farman show
himto the roof, to search for a flying creature that Stan was sure had | anded
there.

Farman had refused!

There was the answer! The Shadow had gi ven Farman | eeway, even though the
man was keeper of the devil nonster. Farman knew where everybody had gone to
| ook for Stan. He could have arranged for Jed to go there; then sent his
flying
devil to the valley, knowi ng that would be the short cut back

Margo was already in the house when those thoughts fully gripped her. Too
late to turn back now and go downtown to find Cyde, for there were footsteps
coming fromthe stairs. Looking in that direction, Margo saw Farnman
approachi ng, a quizzical expression on his foxlike face. Instantly, all of
Margo's inward inpressions packed into a single inpulse.

Swi ngi ng straight toward Farman Margo ai ned the stubby automatic and
or der ed:

"Lift your hands and turn around! Then |ead the way to the roof!"

Farman sniled as though he didn't believe that Margo was in earnest.
Gradual ly, his face clouded and he started to say something. Margo
i nterrupted,
stating that if Farman tried to call his servants, she'd shoot. She rem nded
Farman that his hands were supposed to be up. He lifted themslowy, then
flung
them forward fast, bringing hinmself wth them

He was junping Margo's gun

Maybe Farman renmenbered his own hesitancy when Stan had junped on him To
Margo, it seened that Farman's formwas in air, approaching like a diver in a
trick slownotion nmovie. Al the while, her thoughts were flashing "yes" and
"no" like blinking lights going red and green. Then one "yes" stuck

Margo's gun was right at Farman's chest. Those darting hands that seened
to creep were still short of their goal. Wth tinme to spare, Margo's trigger
finger tugged and she heard the report of the shot which stood for justice or
mur der - which, she did not really know.

To Margo's amazenent, the tongue of flame spurted w de! Yet Farnman was
stopping in his tracks, hurled back by sonething. As for the recoil of the
tiny
gun, it was trenendous. It literally bowl ed Margo backward and sent the weapon
flying from her hand.



Everything - the gun stab, Farman's lunge, Margo's forward thrust - had
been diverted by a spasm of blackness that drove into the m dst of things,
li ke
snmoke in solid form

FROM t he corner where she | anded, Margo saw bl ackness clear. Qut of its
snoky m st appeared the head and shoul ders of Lanont Cranston, then hands, as
t hough rinsing thenmselves of an inky film One finished with a fling, as
t hough
tossi ng bl ackness aside, while the other pressed sonething silver that flipped
open |ike a book

"Cigarette, Mrgo?"

Cranston was reaching, helping Margo to her feet, as he proffered his
plati numcigarette case. Slightly dizzy fromher whirl, Margo was seeing bl ack
specks. She realized she'd seen bigger ones after her sudden |anding. No
wonder
she'd had the illusion of The Shadow literally blurring fromhis cl oaked shape
into Cranston's!

Suddenl y remenbering Farman, Margo | ooked for him He was lying in the
opposite corner, and Margo feared that her shot had told. She wouldn't have
fired it had she known Lanent would arrive so soon. She was telling Cranston
so, when Farman began to rise, gently pressing his hand to his chin.

"Sorry, Jim" Cranston apol ogized. "I could brush Margo off, but | had to
hook you cl ear out of the way. Your chin offered good | everage. It was just
with the heel of ny hand, you know. "

Farman didn't know. It had felt like a fist to him But he was nollified
when he saw Cranston pick up Margo's gun fromthe far side of the hall. Farman
was renenbering how cl ose the bullet had whistled; but oddly, he couldn't
recall seeing Cranston intervene. Farman wasn't acquainted with Cranston's
ot her self, The Shadow

Apparently, though, Farman had been getting thicker with Cranston than
Margo realized. That was further indicated when Farman nudged his thunb
Mar go' s
way and sai d:

"She must have believed Weldon's nonster talk. She wanted to go up to the
roof and see what was there.

"Of course, | promised you that | wouldn't |et anybody go up there
tonight. | even stayed here after everybody else started out to hunt for
Vel don. "

"I know," nodded Cranston, "It was the right thing, Jim But we'll go up

now, and Margo can cone al ong."

Cranston delayed to light his cigarette. Wen he canme al ong, he stayed
slightly in the background and Margo was sure he was bringing the hat and
cl oak
that he had so recently discarded. The roof itself was dark because of the
gabl es, but there was no m staking the nechanical contraption that was parked
in the center.

It was a w ngl ess autogiro!

"The very latest," announced Cranston. "I flew it back from New York this
eveni ng. "
"Wl don must have seen it landing on the roof," put in Farman. "He

m st ook
it for the crazy nonster that Jed tal ks about, but nobody ever saw "

"Wong, Jim" reproved Cranston. "Wl don did see a devil nonster, so
called. | sighted sonething of the sort myself while | was flying in here. Wy
do you suppose | brought the giro here and asked you to keep it a strict
secret ?"

"You nmean... you're going to hunt the devil thing?"

"Exactly - and all the rest of its playmates, snmall and | arge. Don't



worry, Margo" - Cranston curbed the girl's inpatience with a gesture - "I know
what happened to Stan and Harry. | saw their tracks in the snow by Chandos
Castle. That's another reason why |I'm going there" - he waved his same hand
toward the giro - "in this!l"

So the riddles lay with Conpeer Chandos!

Such had become the only answer. The feud between Althrop and G ebb had
cl ouded things, until their deaths had elininated them as possible master
scheners. Thull's blunders were too tactless to be subterfuges on the part of
a
geni us. Cranston had therefore picked Chandos as the hidden brain i mediately
after the unexpl ai ned deaths of Althrop and G ebb

Cranston was tossing sonething into the autogiro, probably a hat and
cl oak, though it was too dark to see. Fromthe side of the plane, he turned
and
decl ared met hodi cal | y:

"Thul | nust have bungled all along. He |l ed us astray on the question of
Al throp and Grebb. They weren't swi ndling Chandos; it was the other way about.
My theory is that Althrop financed the conpeer's expeditions, hoping for a
fortune fromrare plants; while Grebb put up cash, expecting the sanme from
m neral s."

"But why did they et himget away with it?" denmanded Farman. "Two mi sers
like Althrop and G ebb!™"

"Their feud was the reason,"” returned Cranston. "Each thought that the
ot her was being duped, and that made it all the sweeter. So when the right
tinme
cane, and both becane suspici ous, Chandos elininated them Know ng what the
devil nonster is, | can picture the other creatures he has used. Having
revived
one formof prehistoric |life, Chandos coul d produce another fabul ous species.
That seens to be his real hobby."

Cranston was in the autogiro. Farman pressed forward to put another
guestion - one that interested Margo, too, despite her eagerness for Cranston
to get started.

"But Thull was drawi ng suspicion from Chandos and thrusting it on ne,"
decl ai med Farman. "Wy, then, did Chandos nurder Thul | ?"

"Because he knew that Thull had guessed too nuch," concluded Cranston.
"Chandos wanted none of Thull, nor his deal. None is the right word; the
resul t
proved it. Moreover, Chandos knew his real nmonster would find Thull while he
was
pl anting evi dence of a fake one. Wth Thull's hoax exposed, there would be no
nore tal k of devil monsters. Not a shred of suspicion could remain to bl emn sh
the future of Compeer Chandos!"

THE roar of the notor drowned the whispered | augh that Cranston uttered
as
a nocking challenge to the master schemer whom he had just denounced. For with
the instant take-off of the autogiro, Lanont Cranston had becone The Shadow.
As the whirl of the big horizontal blades lifted the ship with the speed
and precision of an elevator, Cranston's arnms were dipping into the black
cl oak, his hand was placing the slouch hat on his head.
H gh above Farman's rose the nman-nmade thing that rivaled in speed and
bul k
the living nonster produced by Conpeer Chandos. Then, when his ship was but a
spi nning dot against the noonlit sky, The Shadow cut off the motor. Far
beneat h
was a block of gray, its center a sparking square: Chandos Castle, its
gl ass-topped courtyard vivid as a dianond in a baser setting!
Silent was the giro's descent, precise the hand that guided it. Laying



this ship squarely to the mark was a matter of conparative ease. G eat
wi ndmi | |
bl ades were braking the drop as a parachute would; but this was a controlled
machi ne that could rise again at instant's notice.
Al the while, The Shadow was | ooking for flaws in the square-shaped
di anond. As the object enlarged, he saw them - open panes in the very center
of
the tropical room
A great gap | ooned, |larger than the autogiro. Fromthe silent ship cane a

| ow but quivering |laugh, as chilling as the frosted noonlight.
Conpeer Chandos hadn't |ocked his bird roost for the night. Perhaps his
gigantic pet was still at large; if so, all the better. A creature of a

di fferent plumage would find that roost instead, though Chandos mght at first
m stake the autogiro for the pterodactyl.

As such had The Shadow defined the devil nonster: a flying lizard of the
prehistoric period, probably belonging to the | atest of the pterodactyls.
Amazing creatures that still could exist in certain renote |ands, which
Chandos
had probably scoured in order to find his specinmen.

Apart fromthe adventure of it and the lives that lay at stake, The
Shadow
had a scientific interest in this case. Hs eyes were fixed below as the
yawni ng
center of the castle loonmed up to receive the autogiro.

No sign of the creature yet amd the foliage in the mdst of the |ighted
hot house. Time nowto play the brain for the autogiro and berth it as cleanly
as the flying lizard was wont to roost. The Shadow flicked a control; the giro
tilted to the perfect angle and followed the course of a parabola inward to
its
goal .

The ship was above one edge of the open roof when fromthe other cane its
seeming twin, the difference being that the duplicate whirred. Hearing the
sound, The Shadow | ooked strai ght across the pit; by then, the simlarity of
the flying things was gone.

In contrast to the autogiro with its w ngless body and spinning wi ndmll,
the creature fromthe night had a gargoyle head and doubl e-fol ding wings. In
its vicious eagerness to keep a marauder fromits nest, the hom ng nonster was
showing itself in full.

The Shadow saw it unni stakably, and knew it for a pterandon, |atest and
greatest of the pterodactyls, in fact the largest of all flying creatures
known
to exist. He tripped the giro's notor, whipping his craft into an upward
[ urch,
just as the pterandon slashed its scythe wings for a simlar |unge.

There, above the yawni ng roost that was |arge enough for one but not for
both, these creatures of the past and future | ocked. Nature's npbst gigantic
wi nged experinent had clashed with man's ultimate in controll ed nmechani cal
flight!

The crash was as mghty as the issue of nature versus man. Its result was
the echo of the ages, another case of nutual destruction. The autogiro fol ded
in a mass of tangled weckage, wapped within the mangl ed wi ngs and body of
t he
pt erandon. Toget her they plunged, creature and machi ne, down through a thick
strew of foliage that ripped to shreds beneath their crashing weight.

Wth the inpact, blackness envel oped The Shadow. Trapped in the | ocked
mass so tightly that he couldn't budge, he was hel pl ess during the drop that
mar ked the end of his disastrous trail. During what seenmed a | azy spin, he
knew
that the ground was comng up to neet the nmonsters that had cl utched hi m deep
in



their enbrace

The ground struck like a ceiling above The Shadow s head. Wth it,
bl ackness was conpl ete. The echoes that rattled the partitions of the hothouse
and carried out through the open dome of Castle Chandos were loud and long in
their reverberations.

They were not heard by The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI |
MONSTRODAMUS

HARRY VI NCENT and Stan VWl don each were |ooking at a face that neither
had
ever expected to see again.

They were | ooking at each other. To both, it seemed hours since they had
been confined in separate cells resenbling the oubliettes of nedieval castles,
t hose dungeon pits into which prisoners were tossed and forgotten

One thing al one had broken the nonotony - a jarring crash that had
carried
even to those |l ower cells, shuddering the very foundations of the castle. Each
prisoner had thought - and hoped - that the walls would cave about him but
t he
cells had stayed intact.

Then the conpeer's servants had appear ed.

Optinus was in charge of Harry; Maxinus controlled Stan. The neeting of
the prisoners and their gun-bearing guards was taking place outside a
brass-faced door that suddenly opened of its own accord. Side by side, each
prodded by a gun, the prisoners were nmarched into the strangest roomthat they
had ever seen

It contained one thing they recogni zed: Compeer Chandos.

The master of Castle Chandos was attired in a robe of purple trimed with
gold. On his gray head rested a coronet, its golden points tipped with
scintillating dianonds. At an angle across his lap lay a scepter, adorned wth
a giant enerald, that seened the crystallized enbodi nent of that vivid green
flame so often noted above Castle Chandos.

In one corner of the roomstood a globe five feet in diameter. Its
interior was lighted and it was revolving slowy. But its surface did not nmap
the earth; it was a star gl obe of the heavens, with brilliant dots that
represented the constell ations.

Opposite was a stand much i ke a reading desk. Spread upon it was a book
of gigantic proportions, its open page enbellished with illum nated |ettering.
Beside the throne was a hollow ball or glass, like a fish gl obe, except that
it
was fully rounded and had no opening. Wthin were tiny creatures noving am dst
foliage of every imagi nabl e hue; grotesque creatures that | ooked |ike spiders
in an animal form things that were magnified by the curved gl ass that bounded
their three-foot domain.

"W have nmet before,"” spoke the man on the throne. "You knew ne then as
Conpeer Chandos, the nane that | chose to give the world. You are fortunate
nortals, to be told nmy title of the future, even though you will not live |ong
enough to reveal it."

Ri si ng, Conpeer Chandos stepped forward. As he |lowered his arms, he
di scl osed a curious enbl em enbroi dered upon his robe, a circular device of a
gol den snake | ooped to forma circle. But it was not to that enblemthat
Chandos poi nt ed.

St eppi ng aside fromthe throne, the man in purple waved his hand and
ordained in a dramatic voice

"Behol d!'"

Upon the back of the throne, enbl azoned on the curve that marked the |ine



of the conpeer's shoulders, was a nane in jet-black letters that stood vivid
agai nst the gol den setting:

MONSTRODAMUS -
"You have heard of Nostradamus," spoke Chandos, "the savant whose
propheci es have carried through the centuries. Persons have wondered sonetines
why his predictions were obscure. | shall tell you why. Beneath themlies a
greater riddle than the prophecies thensel ves."

Stepping to the great book, Chandos turned a page and laid his finger
upon
aline of lettering, which he did not deign to read. He kept on turning pages
and pointing, to other references as he continued with his discourse.

"Nostradamus bel ongs to the past," resuned Chandos, "but his know edge
bel ongs to the future. What coul d be plainer! The past linked to the future!

H s was the know edge intended for a man of practice to take and shape. A man
who woul d honor the menory of his predecessor, Nostradamus, by turning that
future to its predicted nold!"

G osing the book, Chandos crossed to the great star globe and let his
fingers trace the passing constellations. In a tone that resenbled the chine
on
a bell, he decl ared:

"In the past, there were nonsters. Great creatures who controlled the
earth but could not rule it. In the present, we have brains that can rul e but
fail to control. Drawing fromthe past, the present can shape the future. | am
the man intended for that mi ssion!

"I have rediscovered and revived the nonsters of the past. It is right
that my name should resenble theirs. But in using themto shape the future, |
shal | follow the prophecies of Nostradamus, so ny nane should be a tribute to
himas well. Thus |I stand before you as the man of things to come." Turning,
Chandos drew hinself erect, and proclained: "I am Mnstrodanus!"

TO the astoni shment of the prisoners, Mxinmus and Optinus pronptly flung
their guns aside and fell prostrate to the floor. If either Harry or Stan had
guessed that such folly would happen, they could have ended the travesty then
and there.

The thing that was nmost grimy hunorous was the attitude of Conpeer
Chandos. Swelling with the pride that he felt bel onged to Mnstrodanus, old
Chandos was totally oblivious to the freedomthat the prisoners had gai ned.
But
he was so pl eased by the homage shown by his servants that he refused to
accept
it further.

Chandos waved his hand to end the obeisance. Coming to their feet,

Maxi nmus

and Optimus picked up their guns on the way and becanme their stolid selves,
each

covering a prisoner. It was all conpleted while Harry and Stan were stil
staring at each other.

At least, it gave the prisoners hope. Should Chandos again bl are the nane
"Monstrodanus,” Harry and Stan woul d do sone bowi ng of their own, but not in
the direction of Chandos. They woul d bow straight for the guns and grab them

Unfortunately, Chandos was finished with his kingly role. He discarded
crown and gown, revealing his dark-gray suit and skullcap as the attire
beneat h
the regalia. He was smiling in a very friendly way when he brought forward the
hol | ow gl obe that contained the crawing things.

"My first experiment," declared Chandos. "A mcrocosmc world, existent
in



itself. Animals, plants, in equal balance, living on forever. It proved that
what was, shall be. That was why | travel ed everywhere in this larger world,
seeking old things in far places and delving into the distant past, know ng
that | should find what | desired.”

Chandos told his servants to conduct the guests to the tropical room
Instead of going to the main section, they entered one of the side
conpartnents. There, Chandos reached into a deep box and brought his arm out
slowy. Coiled fromwist to shoulder was a thing that |ooked like a black
snake.

"Aflying serpent," identified Chandos. "Mentioned by Herodotus, the
ancient historian. In Buto, in Arabia, he learned that with the spring, these
creatures flew through a gorge to Egypt, only to be net and destroyed by
fl ocks
of i bi ses.

"That is why the ibis becane the sacred bird of Egypt, because it saved
the land fromdestruction. Later, comrentators doubted Herodotus, but I
bel i eved him Because of the ibis, the flying serpent became extinct, or
nearly
so. No creature ever becones entirely extinct. | finally found the flying
serpent in Arabia."

Chandos carried the serpent to a narrow pipe that was upright on the
wal | .

The thing uncoil ed and went up through the pipe. Mxims reached in another
box,

took out a guinea pig and clinbed a | adder. As the serpent energed, Maximus
ext ended t he gui nea pig.

There was a hiss, a strike, and the guinea pig fell lifeless fromthe
servant's hand. Dropping fromthe | adder, Maxi nus was away before the serpent
could choose himas further prey. Doubling itself, the serpent returned down
t he pi pe. Chandos was awaiting it with notionless arny the serpent craw ed
around his wist. Carefully, Chandos slid the coils over his hand and gave an
upward fling. The serpent straightened, its scales flipped out like the
feathers of arrows and it flew through the air with a sharp whir, landing in
t he box where it bel onged.

"When | took the flying serpent to Althrop's," declared Chandos sinply,
"it was wrapped around the century plant. |I sent it up through the speaking
tube and it cane down again. | carried it to the door and sent it hone. These
creatures have an ancient instinct to return wherever they cane from That is
why they always tried to return to Egypt, in spite of the ibises.”

HAVI NG t hus admitted one gruesonme nurder, Chandos apparently renenbered
anot her, for he turned on his heel and beckoned for his guests to follow He
|l ed them straight down to the cellar, to the furnace, where Optinus pulled the
door wi de. Chandos pointed to a deluge of dancing flanes.

"You have heard of Benvenuto Cellini, the nost em nent goldsmith of the
si xteenth century," spoke Chandos. "If you have read his autobiography, you
will remenber that when he was five years old, he was in the basenent chanber
of his home watching a fire of good oak | ogs.

"It was then that Cellini's father pointed to a creature like a lizard
that was disporting in the intensest flame and told his son that it was a
sal amander, a creature that dwelt in fire. Cellini's ears were boxed so he

woul d renenber it. | shall not use violence to make you renenber ny
sal amanders. Your lives will be too short to bother."

The sal amanders were certainly in Chandos' furnace, a dozen or nore of
them Fierce creatures, lizards the size of baby alligators, withing |like the

very flanes in which they disported. Chandos did not approach the fire too
closely. These creatures were untrai ned, as Gebb's case proved. There had
been

one in Gebb's fireplace.



"Earth, water, air, and fire," asserted Chandos. "Those were the el enents
naned by Paracel sus, who stated that living creatures were found in all. Anong
those belonging in fire were sal ananders. Mdern scientists would | augh and
ask
you to show them a sal amander in a fire.

"Fool s! Wuld they expect a goldfish in a glass of water drawn froma
kitchen faucet? Fish are found only where water is perpetual. To find ny
sal amanders, | went to the crater of Munt Vesuvius, where fire is eternal."

Chandos gestured for Optimus to close the furnace door. Arns fol ded, the
conpeer stared with the glittering eyes of a pronounced enthusi ast.

"Fish can live out of water," he declared. "Sal ananders can |ive out of

fire... for atime. How did the sal anander appear in the fire in the Cellin
basement chanber? The answer was stated: the fire was of good oak | ogs.
"I found that nmy Vesuvius sal amanders woul d burrow i nto oak. | packed the

cavities with powdered vol canic | ava and brought the | ogs hone. It took
tremendous heat to revive those sal ananders after their |ong journey; a heavy
strain on my chimey, but | renewed their vigor

"A few days ago, | let the liveliest specinen burrowinto a fine oak I|og,
which | pronptly packed and pl aced outdoors for Jed Guphrey to find. That |og
found its way to Grebb's fireplace. | was sure so active a sal amander woul d

lose but little vigor fromits brief trip."

Chandos finished with a I ong, cackling laugh. It wasn't necessary for him
to unravel further the secret of Gebb's nysterious death. Harry had
personal |y
seen (G ebb toss the log that cracked the deadly one already in the fireplace,
and stand there warnming his hands in invitation to the fiery lizard.

There was a regretful note to the finish of the conpeer's cackle. He was
t hi nki ng of the sal amander.

"Poor creature!" mourned Chandos. "It went to ashes when the fire was
ext i ngui shed. But Gebb's death was worth the sacrifice. Like Athrop, he was
begi nning to doubt the bargain he had made with ne. G ebb thought | was
gathering nminerals like pitchblende and other rarities on ny expeditions.

Al throp thought | was bringing hone exotic plants fromwhich | could extract
remar kabl e drugs.

"Fool s! | studied nminerals to discover fossilized bones to aid ny search
for creatures supposedly extinct. | brought back curious plants so that the
creatures | did discover would have the proper food upon which they could Iive
and thrive. But Thull was the greatest fool of all, thinking that | delved in
al chemmy. Bah! Anyone should know that it is inpossible to transnute base
netal s
into gold!"

Such acknow edgnent from Conpeer Chandos, the man whose pasti ne was
bringing the incredible to reality, was enough to bury the nyth of al cheny
forever. But Harry and Stan weren't thinking along such lines. They were
wonderi ng how soon their own burials, if any, would take place.

CHANDGCS had ot her things to show them and it wasn't good policy to
object. He led themupstairs and through the castle to the unfinished w ng,
where they saw a creature they had al ready net.

It was a dipl odocus, a form of dinosaur, weighing twenty tons and
boasti ng
a neck and head that were nore than thirty feet |ong.

The di pl odocus was a vegetarian, but it was easily trained to pick up
smal | er creatures and pl ace them where denanded. It was the thing that had
snatched Stan and Harry in such qui ck succession fromthe ground outside the
castle. Poking its head out through an open skylight, it had done each task so
suddenly that the di sappearances seened phenonenal

Stan particularly detested the diplodocus. He wasn't interested in the
fact that Chandos had hatched it from an ancient egg preserved in the thick



ice

of an Al askan gl acier. Stan should have been on the | ookout for the thing, for
it was the very creature that had tossed himover the fence, the first time he
cane to Castle Chandos.

That night, the conpeer had been working the furnace heavily to put the
sal amanders in fettle. The dipl odocus shoul d have very carefully lain Stan
right down through a gap in the central hothouse. What stopped it was an
annoying flare fromthe chimey. Startled by the vivid-green light, the al npst
brai nl ess di pl odocus had tossed its head the other way and let its human
bur den
fling away.

Even those nonsters had their linmtations, though Chandos stood ready to
prove that under his application their conbined force would be invincible. The
thing that interrupted was the arrival of the third servant, Forti ssimnus,
acconpani ed by anot her pair that Chandos did not nane.

Fortissinus acted as the spokesman, thus proving he was the bravest of
t he
| ot. For when he announced that the pterandon was dead, Conpeer Chandos fl ew
into a rage. He ordered Maximus and Optinus to take the prisoners to the
t hrone
room

Arriving there, Chandos put on his robe and crown. But he didn't swell
and
procl ai m himsel f as Monstrodanus. Al Chandos did was bel | ow

"Bring in the nmurderer!"

Fortissinmus and his two conpanions left. They returned with a thing so
linp that it | ooked like one of the prehistoric creatures. But when they flung
t he bl ack shape on the floor before the throne, it proved to be neither bird,
beast, nor reptile, either singly or in grotesque conbination

Thi s thing was The Shadow

CHAPTER XVI | |
DEATH BY DEGREES

VWHI LE waiting for the figure on the floor to stir, Chandos calmy told
Harry and Stan what their fate would be. Each was to be assigned to a separate
conpartnent in the partitioned hot house. Those sections, Chandos expl ai ned,
were nore numerous than a tour of the prenises had reveal ed.

Chandos was | ooki ng strai ght at Stan, who renenbered how he had foll owed
a
much-m xed trail when he cane here with Cranston. By those tw sty routes,
Chandos had led his visitors right past certain conpartnents and around t hem
Those nust be the extra divisions to which Chandos referred.

Conti nui ng, Chandos stated that each special conpartment held its quota

of
antiques and horribles in the formof creatures that npst scientists believed
were found only in fossilized form That wasn't all; some of the nonstrosities

were hybrids of Chandos' own devel opment. The various creatures were
segregat ed
because certain species did not get al ong together

However, they all had a common eneny: nanely, man. How |l ong Harry and
Stan
woul d I ast was the question that really interested Chandos, because he
regar ded
the test to be a val uabl e experinment. Whatever happened, he'd see that the
victims weren't too badly mangl ed.

"You are both outl awed," sneered Chandos. "So | shall let your bodies be
found by the searchers who are at present |ooking for you. Someone will have



to

take the blame for killing you, so | have chosen Jed CGuphrey. So far, he has
managed to el ude ny dipl odocus, but | have another creature that will surely
capture him

"Jed has been cautious of late, but tonight he is hel ping a w despread
search and will forget hinself. | shall let himsee all nmy creatures, send him
forth in conpany with your bodies. | amsure that Jed will tell his story
according to my order. Should he even begin to describe ny creatures" - the
snake enbl em qui vered as Chandos gave a shrug - "well, who would believe hin®"

A low | augh answered. Though weak, it carried traces of a chall enge.
Looki ng toward the fl oor, Chandos saw The Shadow rise to hands and knees, then
sag back again. There was anxiety in the expression of the man whose title
"Monst rodanus” deserved accent on the first two syllables, though that wasn't
how he pronounced it.

Harry saw the conpeer's expression and recognized its significance.
Chandos wanted The Shadow to live, in order to deal himdeath befitting the
crine he had comitted.

The pterandon, whatever it mght be, had evidently rated as the prize
prehistoric pet package. Correctly, Harry judged that it was therefore the
flying thing that Jed had described as a devil nonster

The Shadow was show ng renmarkabl e recuperation, much to the delight of
Chandos. The next tine he rose, he reached his feet; reeling, he | ooked for
something to grasp and finished by enbracing the huge stellar globe, as far as
his arms could extend around its huge girth.

The Shadow s wei ght being insufficient to stop the globe's revolution, he
rolled with it and woul d have toppled, but for the quickness with which the
conpeer's servants caught him

They marched The Shadow before the throne, that he m ght hear the decree
of Monstrodanus.

Si ngul arly, Conpeer Chandos did not overly denounce the cl oaked cul prit.
The conpeer was beconing reconciled to the death of the pterandon, recognizing
it as another landmark in the history of evolution. It was the avowed purpose
of Chandos to match nonsters against men in a titanic struggle which would
eventually result in the world supremacy of Mbnstrodanus.

Since the applied power of such creatures as the pterandon depended upon
their master's brain, Chandos would have to allow for the machines that nen
m ght enploy to counteract them The crash between the flying lizard and the
whirling autogiro was the first instance of the sort, and Chandos woul d
renmenber it in shaping his future policy.

Dnel I'i ng upon the subject of his prehistoric pets, Chandos avowed t hat
they could acconplish all that machi nes could manage, and nore. Land, sea, air
were not the only realnms that he coul d conquer. He had creatures that could
live in fire; others that operated in the depths of the earth.

H's only lack was mass output. He couldn't sacrifice a pterandon for each
aircraft that one might destroy; nor could he raise enough dinosaurs to cope
with fleets of tanks. Such nonsters, therefore, would become auxiliaries only.

Sal amander s, wi nged serpents, were equally deadly and nore fearsonme. By
their use, Chandos could elininate the greatest nmen of brain. Unnolested in
this forgotten castle, Chandos woul d secretly, mysteriously lop off the heads
of governnent and industry throughout the world, until chaos woul d be
uni ver sal

Chaos from whi ch Monstrodanus woul d energe suprene. He could wait for
t hat
day, this master in the purple robe and di anond-studded crown. Already the
wor | d
was wrecking itself through strife and warfare, and the weaker, the nore
di sorgani zed it becane, the sooner would begin the reign of Mnstrodanus,
creator of his own predicted destiny.



Rl SING from his throne, Chandos swept his arms wide to dismiss the
subj ect
and at the same tinme halt the bows that his servitors were about to give. Like
The Shadow, Harry and Stan were cut short of an opportunity to nake a break
for

safety.

"Bring the captives,"” commanded Chandos. "I shall use this one" - his
gesture was toward The Shadow - "in the greatest of all experinments in death.
The denonstration will prove the conbi ned power of nmy chosen creatures. It
will

be death by degrees, each step an added inpetus toward the instinct that no
human can suppress: Fear!"

As Chandos uttered the word "Fear!" even Fortissinus shuddered with the
ot her servants. Surveying The Shadow as a vulture would its prey, Chandos
narrowed his eyes to tw nkling beads that reflected his evil delight at
gai ni ng
so intrepid a subject for the test to cone.

They reached the central section of the gl ass-topped courtyard, the
portion that had been the pterandon's roost. No |onger robed as Mnstrodanus,
Chandos bl andly remarked that his flying lizard had been on the wing the tine
when he had shown his visitors through this place.

The remai ns of the now dead pterandon had been renoved, along with the
wr eckage of the autogiro. Apparently this central chanmber was to be the scene
of The Shadow s com ng ordeal

Maxi mus and Optinus started to take Stan and Harry to other conpartnents.
Chandos ordered themto keep the prisoners here. He wanted themto w t ness
what
happened to The Shadow. Their own deaths, later, would be pleasant in
conpari son, and Chandos was inclined to be lenient toward Harry and Stan

No | onger unsteady, The Shadow was surveying the giant hot house. By
daylight, the glass divisions had not been apparent, though The Shadow had
suspected them because of the way certain pliable plants had seem ngly
ext ended
straight upward in air, |ike beanstalks.

At present, under artificial light, the glass walls showed reflections.
Thin, horizontal cracks were plain at various altitudes, proving that portions
of glass could slide up sectionally, one past another. Ampong the canoufl age of
matted plants, The Shadow coul d even detect the outlines of control |evers.

Thus Chandos could at any tine | essen or enlarge the scope of any
i nvisible conmpartnment. The case applied even to this central room for there
was a dividing streak across the mddle of its plant-tangled floor, ending by
a
prickly plant that was topped with a spiny bulge three feet above the ground.

Pressing The Shadow toward a stunpy, gnarled tree that |ooked Iike a
m ni at ure Banyan, Fortissinus and his conpani ons gave the cl oaked prisoner a
sudden spin that sent himbackward agai nst the wi de boughs. The Shadow
stunbl ed
across sonething that instantly becane alive.

Up fromthe tropical matting came two pinchers much |ike giant |obster
cl aws. They pinned upon The Shadow s knees, toppling himback agai nst the
gnarled tree, where his arns went wi de and his hands clutched the boughs.
Lesser claws tightened on his | egs and ankles, while an appendage |ike a great
| ooped tail cane whipping up

Looki ng down, The Shadow saw a dozen eyes glaring fromthe six-foot
nmonster. The thing was a giant scorpion, a relic of the fossil period. Its
t ai
was acting as though it bore a poison sting, but the creature didn't try to
use
it. Recalling that there was a genus of fal se scorpions, The Shadow deci ded
that this was one of that group's forebears.



Wth its tremendous size, the thing didn't need a stinger. Its rea
nenace
were its chelas, those huge pincers that gripped The Shadow s knees. Had they
ti ghtened, they could have sheared right through their captive's knee joints;
but the giant scorpion preferred to consider its prey awhile, before
di smenbering it.

At a word from Foi tissimus, the other hel pers slapped things like sliny
ropes upon The Shadow s arns as they stretched against the tree boughs. The
ropes wapped of their own accord, and The Shadow stared to see what the
l'iving
| ashes were.

Ei ght feet in length, each was a gi ant earthworm

Not hi ng prehistoric about these. They were speci nens from G ppsland, in
Australia, where they were comonly found. But like so many creatures of this
i sol ated continent, these nonstrous worms were unquestionably the survivors of
a once wi despread race. They were the sort of specinmens that Chandos woul d
naturally collect as evidence of retarded evol ution

Pl NCHED by t he giant scorpion, |ashed by the m ghty earthworns, The
Shadow
had other treats in store. Chandos appeared with his flying serpent and let it
coil around The Shadow s neck, to dart its fangs about his face.

Knowi ng that this thing had nmurdered Althrop and |l ater darted at the
wi ndow where Thull was peering through, The Shadow remai ned noti onl ess, hopi ng
that the thing would ignore himand return to Chandos as it had before. But
t he
serpent remained, its occasional hisses telling that it suspected The Shadow
to
be a thing alive.

Far fiercer was the hiss that cane from dead ahead. The scorpi on dropped
its probing tail to The Shadow s wai st |evel, and The Shadow vi ewed the new
horror that Chandos had just supplied. Muximnmus and Optinmus were setting down a
great open-fronted stove, filled with coals so hot they spurted greenish
flane.

Hi ssing amid that hellish furnace were the sal amanders, lashing their
fiery bodies out through the front. Level with The Shadow s chest, they were
ready to stab their scorching dagger tongues the monent the cl oaked figure
shrank away. The Shadow did not shrink; indeed, he couldn't, not with the grip
that other nmonsters held upon him

Chandos had brought the sal amanders to inspire further terror in his
captive. But it was inpossible to produce nore of something that was, so far
absent. The Shadow s eyes were steady, placid, and Chandos recognized it.

The master of nonsters called for sonething that nade even Forti ssimus
shudder. Neverthel ess, the bol dest servant brought it - a flat, oblong box
t hat
fitted upon the furnace top on a level with The Shadow s gaze.

Popping the lid back, Fortissimus sprang away. Even Chandos did not | ook
at the contents of the box; he watched The Shadow i nstead. C anped as he was,
The Shadow had no choice but to view the new horror. At first, he sawonly a
| ayer of coarse gray sand; then, as the grains absorbed the heat from bel ow,
the sand stirred.

Up reared a reptilian head with eyes that actually sent stabs through
air,
straight at The Shadow s own. A nmouth spread, enmitting a | ong green tongue
from
a bl ood-red gullet. Above the creature's hideous visage puffed a spiny crest -
yel | ow surrounded by spots of white resenbling a diadem C aws raised fromthe
sand, bringing with themw ngs instead of shoulders. Thus did the creature
poi se on the fringe of its granul ar bed.



Eye to eye, The Shadow was neeting the gaze of a thing that couldn't
exi st, but did.

The nonster was a |iving basilisk!

Through centuries, ancient savants had averred that such a creature could
be found am d the hot sands of the Sahara Desert, if anyone chose to | ook at
it, which no one did. For the deadly, phenonenal poison of the basilisk lay in
its gaze!

Conpeer Chandos believed such ancient |egends. He had good reason to
credit them Modern scientists had discredited such creatures as the
ei ght - f oot
earthworms that at present bound The Shadow s arms, only to eventually admt
that such creatures could exist, and did.

On ancient testinmny of Herodotus, the conpeer had obtained a flying
serpent that had survived the watchful ibis. The latter evidence of Cellini
had
enabl ed himto di scover salamanders in the volcanic lair fromwhich occasiona
speci mens were carried by eruptions, to astonish the human inhabitants of a
| ess hellish domain.

So Chandos had sought a basilisk and found one.

O her terrors failing, Chandos had produced the one that no nortal could
face and survive. He had captured the basilisk in the dark of the nmoon to
avoi d
its murderous glance. He knew why the creature poised; it was waiting unti
its
stare had slain; then it would spring to gorge upon its prey.

But Chandos was behind the upraised box lid, ready to slamit down. He
didn't want the basilisk at large, where it mght turn its glance at anyone,
Chandos i ncl uded.

Across the creature's chest, Chandos saw The Shadow s eyes fix in a
gl assy
stare. Their color was startling, myriad in hue, a reflection of the
basilisk's
own deadly optics! So notionless, so unblinking were The Shadow s eyes, that
Chandos was convinced the basilisk's optical stabs had won.

Chandos | ooked at the basilisk, knowing that the creature itself should
recogni ze by instinct when its prey had succunbed. C aws stirred the sand;
wi nged shoul ders lifted. Chandos heard a triunphant hiss fromthe vicious
gul l et beneath the stabbing eyes that he did not care to see.

Wth a sharp clap, the conmpeer slamed the |id and thrust the heated box
to Fortissimus, who received it in the folds of an asbestos cloth. Another
hi ss
resounded; this triunmph cane fromthe |Iips of Chandos hinself.

The deat h degree of Mnstrodamus stood delivered - to The Shadow

CHAPTER XI X
DAWN OF TERROR

AT the touch of Chandos' hand, the scaly serpent uncoiled from The
Shadow s neck and wrapped about the conpeer's arm Two servants pried rods
into
the scorpion's pincers and rel eased the creature's grip upon the victims
knees.

The bi nding wornms were taken from The Shadow s arns.

The cl oaked figure did not slunp. It stayed rigid, stiffened, like the
eyes that were glazed in a perpetual stare. Wth a sweep of his hand, Chandos
tunmbled the figure forward. A frozen statue, The Shadow struck the ground wth
a crash that was silenced by the clustered foliage. Al ready, Mxinmus and
Optinus had renoved the sal amander stove, to return its creatures to their



furnace. Wiile awaiting their return, Conpeer Chandos stood with fol ded arns,
surveying the basilisk's work. Athing to renenber, the victims synptons in a
case like this. So sudden was death, that it brought rigor mortis with it.

Di m dawn was streaking the sky above Castle Chandos, tinting the strange
scene within. The dawn of a new era, presaging the reign of Mnstrodamnmus! For
Conpeer Chandos stood worthy of his self-chosen title. Having conquered The
Shadow, the naster of nonsters could overwhel many foe on earth!

There was one slight detail: the disposal of Harry Vincent and Stan
Wl don. Instead of sending theminmrediately to their respective chanbers of
death, Chandos lifted his head and gazed expectantly at the dawn. Wth a side
tilt, he listened toward the ground. A faint runble reached him Chandos
gestured and Fortissinus drew a bush aside.

Fearful was the creeping sound that came fromthe earth itself. Then from
a deep burrow energed a man-sized shape in gray, carrying a burden equal to
itself. Letting the burden drop at the conpeer's feet, the gray creature
squatted like a mammoth rat and | ooked at its master, Chandos.

The thing fromthe ground was a nonstrous nol e!

More than that, it was the gray ghost that had appeared and vani shed
out si de Castl e Chandos!

As for the burden that the m ghty nole had brought, it happened to be Jed
Quphrey, somewhat naul ed, but greatly startled after his involuntary
underground trip.

Though trained to retrieve any humans that it met, the nole did not feast
on such. It preferred giant earthwornms of the Australian variety, so its
nast er
fed it a pair, the same two that had recently bound The Shadow |i ke whi pcords.
Meanwhi | e, Chandos coment ed upon nature's conpensati ons.

Since small worns were preyed upon by small noles, the existence of giant
wor nms had urged Chandos to | ook for giant noles. He had found this one in
Australia, by dint of long search in the G ppsland region. It was the handi est
of creatures to bring in prowers.

No wonder the thing had seened a gray ghost, even to The Shadow

That night, when trailing Stan, The Shadow had sensed an intervening
creature that he couldn't see, its burrowing the simulation of footsteps. The
nmoti on of noles was like swimmng through the earth, and this giant specinmen,
in diving upward, had literally sprung fromthe ground. Meeting nore than it
could handle, it had dropped away with the sanme speed, while The Shadow was
reeling away with Stan

The next day, Conpeer Chandos had planted a rock garden over the nole
hol e, thus concealing his nonster's work. He would probably do the sane with
the spot where the creature had captured Jed.

caLpLy, firmy, Chandos was addressing Jed, only to receive the
half-wit's
vacant stare. Jed was his old self again after his weird experience. Mximnmus
and
Optinus arrived and yanked the dull nman to his feet, but he still woul dn't
listen to Chandos.

Jed was staring at what he thought was his old friend the devil nonster
shrunk to human size. He was | ooking at the cl oaked shape of The Shadow, and
the fixed glow of the glassy eyes scared him

"That thing is dead!" storned Chandos, referring to The Shadow. "Dead,
like you will be if you do not listen! There are words you nust renenber, Jed,
to repeat exactly as | tell you."

Looki ng dully at Chandos, Jed was noddi ng, though he did not understand.
But he couldn't keep his gaze on the conpeer. H s eyes drifted back toward The
Shadow. Hal fway, they froze, and Jed's lips let out a hoarse cry as wild as
any
yet heard during the whol e past reign of horror



Not hi ng coul d stop this nmadman. Flingi ng Maxi nus and Optinmus aside, Jed
made a wild lung toward Chandos, who junped aside. The giant nole saw the
crazed man com ng and ducked down into its burrow. Its specialty lay in
trappi ng unsuspecting prey; to the nole, Jed in action was a nonster as horrid
as itself.

Fortissinmus went flying as he tried to block Jed fromthe door; like the
ot her servants, he bobbed up again, drawing a gun to shoot the crazed fellow
But not a shot was fired after Jed. Another and nore inportant target
announced
itself - with a |augh.

Turning at the weird mirth's chall enge, Chandos and his foll owers saw The
Shadow, back to life!

On his feet, the cloaked fighter was drawi ng automatics that his captors
hadn't bothered to collect. Jed al one had seen The Shadow ri se; that was why
the half-wit had gone berserk. Knowi ng that Jed still classed himas the devil
nonster, The Shadow had tined his revival to Jed' s glance, thus starting a
sudden and hel pful confusion

There was death in the gaze of the basilisk, but not to humans. Chandos
had confirned so much of the ancient |egend, that he had taken the rest for
granted. The eyes that The Shadow really watched were the conpeer's, above the
basilisk's crest. They'd been gloating so expectantly, that The Shadow, whose
predi canent was conpl ete, had decided that the best solution was to gratify
Chandos' wi sh.

Long versed in the study of hypnotism The Shadow had set his eyes in the
stony gaze that went with a cataleptic state. To a degree, he had applied
sel f- hypnosi s, wherein a nesnerist becomes his own subject. Nothing could have
nore anmply illustrated the fabled result of a basilisk's deadly glance. The
Shadow s ruse, supplenmented by his rigid sprawl, had conpletely decei ved
Chandos into thinking that his cl oaked captive was dead.

Preserving the hoax to await the best opportunity, The Shadow gai ned a
perfect break. He'd flung Jed into things nuch as Chandos sprang his nonsters.
Now The Shadow was followi ng through with his own attack

WHEELI NG t oward the door The Shadow gestured Stan and Harry through
conmandi ng themto follow Jed outdoors. Thinking that the cl oaked fighter was
coming with them they went. But The Shadow reversed his course and stayed,
whirling back to deal with Chandos and his servants.

They scattered ahead of The Shadow s gunfire. Into the thick foliage,

t hey

paused to stab back shots. Chandos was with them or rather one of them for
none were cl ose together. Hardest of all to find, the skull-capped | eader was
aimng a revolver with the rest.

They needed such weapons, Chandos and his nmen, to control sone of the
| esser nonsters that flourished in their domain. Wen it cane to gun agai nst
gun, they outnunbered The Shadow three to one. They were six in all, Chandos
and his servants, each with a gun to fight The Shadow s brace of automatics.

Bul | ets were poundi ng the shockproof glass that forned the various
partitions. Wth a sudden | augh, The Shadow vani shed into a mass of vines just
ahead of converging gunfire. His hand found a |l ever and tugged it. There was a
runble as a | arge panel of glass rose.

@uns were blazing at echoes only. From across the central roomthe |augh
was repeated, tuned to another runmble. The Shadow had opened a second of the
speci al compartments. Chandos and his followers |iked nonsters; The Shadow was
letting them have them

But not in the style they wanted. These were nonsters that wouldn't mx
the things that gushed through on paw, hoof, and wi ng. A dog-jawed
cynoganat hus, shaped |ike a hal f-sized hi ppopotamnmus, tangled itself with a
great-billed hadrosaurus in a quick prelimnary bout. Gant tree frogs, bold
because of bul k, hopped full force at waddling pareiasauri, only to find that



their prey could fight back.

Smal | er creatures proved thensel ves the tougher. They were arnored, many
of them ancestors of armadillos and hermt crabs, constructed on a |arger
scal e. Darting down from an upper section that The Shadow opened, cane
nonsters
resenbling bats, and birds |ike crocodil es.

Most powerful of all was a saber-toothed tyrannosaurus, a half-grown
creature that stretched a nere twenty feet and stood half as high. Terror even
of the fighting nonsters, this creature chewed its path right through the
shanbl es, lashing its tail to stun passing prey.

The | ease on human life was short. Chandos and his nen had becone the
victinms of the winners when the nonsters finished fighting one another. They
were trapped in the deepest portion of the place, having gone there in vain
guest of The Shadow. Already, some of the servants had succunbed to the thud
and flay of the nmighty nonsters.

From somewher e near, Chandos shrieked a hopeful cry. Too |atel

The Shadow had al ready thought of it - the bush with the prickly knob
t hat
served as lever for the central glass. His laugh was a taunting answer to the
shri ek that Chandos gave. Hearing the nockery above him Chandos | ooked up

High in the air, The Shadow was rising toward the open dome on the w de
edge of a sheet of glass that becane a thick-walled barrier, blocking off the
| ast faint hope of escape for Chandos and his tribe, since they were cooped up
in a place that had no outlet, along with half the fighting nonsters!

The Shadow had known that the spiny |ever must control sonething of this
nature, for the sinple reason that the pterandon coul d never otherw se have
left its nest. Al creatures of the order pterodactyl were | edge dwellers that
had to light on overhanging brinks to resunme flight.

In nodern setting, they preferred stone walls, mlldanms, quarry brinks.
They coul d swoop past car tops and snatch away victins [ike Thull. But they
couldn't land on flinsy pergolas, to prepare for another hop, w thout wecking
such frail structures. To overconme the pterandons |linitation, Chandos had
provided this mechanical |edge, that it nmight hop the wall around the castle
courtyard.

The Shadow was no pterandon; nor did he have his autogiro. As the great
gl ass stopped, he found hinself far above the range of the fighting nonsters
that were making the castle quake. But he was isolated, a target for Chandos
and the other gunners, whose last minutes of life could still be spent in
t aki ng The Shadow along to their doom

Bull ets ricocheted fromthe towering gl ass as The Shadow groped on the
edge - shots which The Shadow coul d not answer under present stress. They were
finding the range, those marksnen, for one bullet skimred The Shadow s hat
brim Still, The Shadow had twenty feet to cover at this crawing gait!

Strai ght at The Shadow came a great, inquiring head, thrust fromthe open
top of the castle's neww ng. It was the diplodocus, tamest yet nost gigantic
of the castle's creatures, and the only one still cut off fromthe prehistoric
battl el

A GREAT nout h took The Shadow, much as a scoop shovel would, and swung
hi m
across the roof just as a final volley of gunfire sounded from deep bel ow
Those
shots were the last; not because Chandos and his sagging followers could no
| onger find The Shadow, but because they, thenselves, had just been found by
their own nonsters.

Carryi ng The Shadow al nost to the ground outside the castle, the
di pl odocus hesitated. Fromthe gate out front, Harry and Stan saw it reverse
its lift, to swing the cloaked figure back where it had found hinm But hardly
had the upward notion started, before The Shadow bl azed both guns into the



brai nl ess creature's face.

Dr oppi ng The Shadow to the ground that was so close, the nmonster whipped
its head over the edge of its huge kennel and deep within.

Shots were stabbing after it from The Shadow s guns, and in its fright,

t he di pl odocus stanmpeded. A lash of its mighty tail quivered the castle; then
the thing was crashing toward the building's depth with all the power its many
tons coul d pack!

The very dawn seened to thunder as stones collapsed amid the great crash
of glass. Its inner walls smashed, the entire castle caved into its holl ow
courtyard, burying nonsters, living and dead, prehistoric and human, in a
gr eat
mass of rubble that crushed the mightiest of all the nonstrosities, the
di pl odocus that produced the crash under persuasi on of The Shadow s gun stabs!

Thi ck and gray was the cloud that covered the echoing scene. The rising
dust seemed to suppress the thundering echoes. Wen the cloud dispelled, the
silence was conplete. This dawn of terror had brought twilight to the rule of
Conpeer Chandos. The Monstrodanmus of the future belonged with the creatures
that had returned to their prehistoric past.

From somewhere cane a strange, trailing laugh that told the triunph of
The
Shadow. Its fading echoes |ingered above the gray pile of tunbled stone that
had
once been Castle Chandos!

THE END



