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CHAPTER . ECHO CAVE
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HUBERT ENDORF shifted his cigar and gave hisvisitor acdculating sare. In atone that wasthe
counterpart of his blunt features, he demanded:

"Did you know Tobias Morgan well?"
Lamont Cranston nodded.

"Quitewell," hereplied in acasud tone. "I met himin New Y ork afew years ago. He wanted meto
invest in this department store.”

It was Endorf'sturn to nod. As he did his eyes became reflective.

"I remember when Morgan went to New Y ork," he said. "He thought he needed outside capitd to give
Daebury aredly big department store. But he couldn't make a dedl except on achain-store basis, which
was something he didn't want. So he came back and took me into partnership with him."

A big gong sounded as Endorf finished. It wasfive o'clock, the closing hour at Daebury'sleading
emporium. Swinging in hisswive chair, Endorf stared moodily from the window toward the big Sgn that
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bore the names:
MORGAN AND ENDORF

"It will dways be Morgan and Endorf," spoke the blunt-faced man in a softened tone. "It's been three
months since Tobias|eft on his vacation and never returned. But hisname will liveon.”

"Thenyou think heis dead?"

Endorf siwung abruptly at Cranston's cam question. On the way around he plucked his cigar from the ash
tray and wasraising it defensively before his eyes met Crangton's. Snapping into his blunt self, Endorf
declared:

"We may know before today is over. The police are bringing in Shep Kroot, alocal malefactor who
disappeared about the same time Morgan did. Shep hasn't talked yet but he will. However, | take it that
you know dl this, otherwise you wouldn't bein town."

"Quiteright," Cranston agreed. "I happened to be driving through with afriend when | heard the news. |
wasinterested in learning what happened to Morgan.”

"Y ou mean that unsolved crimesintrigue you?"

"They interest afriend of mine," returned Cranston with adight smile. "I refer to Raph Weston, the New
Y ork police commissioner. He would never forgive meif helearned that | Ssopped in Daebury and failed
to hear the police quiz Shep Kroot.”

There was an interruption as a secretary entered. It gave Cranston a chance to study Endorf when the
man was off guard, which was adistinct advantage. So far both had been covering something, each in his
own particular way.

Crangton, for one, was covering the fact that he was interested in mysterious disappearances like that of
Tobias Morgan. He had been making the rounds looking into such cases, but without result until today .
Thetroublein al those instances was that the person who could have profited most had likewise | eft
town.

Not s0 in the Morgan case. The man who had gained in abig way by Morgan's disappearance was his
partner, Hubert Endorf. If Morgan's disappearance was the result of murder, Endorf rated as suspect
No. 1 in Cranston's estimation. Through sheer complacency, Cranston had concealed that thought from
Endorf, but the latter had not done as well.

In hisblunt treatment of hisvigtor, Endorf had shown dl too plainly that the Morgan mystery wasasore
subject. Not only that, his reference to the disappearance as an "unsolved crime’ was very much a
challenge. It looked as though Endorf had decided to throw the case into that category before someone
else did. He was working on the theory that the best defense was an offense.

FINISHING some detail matters, the secretary paused, about to leave the room, and said to Endorf:
"Thereésaman outsde, Sir, who says he's adetective. When | asked if it had to do with Mr. Morgan -"

"It has nothing to do with Morgan!" interrupted Endorf. " The man has comefor the pay roll. Herel" -
Endorf hauled a drawer open and dammed atin box on the desk - "give him this."

"But the pay roll isn't due, sir -"



"Thisisfor the men at thewarehouse. | hired a private detective to take it there, rather than have any of
our employees run the risk. No one can tell what may happen in Dalebury. Poor Morgan's case
convinced me of that."

The secretary took the cash box out to the detective. Seated in the outer office was another man, aquie,
unobtrusive chap. He was the friend with whom Cranston was driving, and his name was Harry Vincent.
Looking into Endorf's office, Harry caught the dightest of gesturesfrom Crangton, but it was enough.

As soon asthe inner door had closed, Harry Vincent arose and strolled from the anteroom. He saw the
so-called detective going down the steps from the mezzanine. Taking advantage of the late shopperswho
were |leaving the department store, Harry kept closeto the man'strail.

Thefellow wasn't difficult to follow, even though he did dide the cash box beneath his overcoat. The
overcoat itself was abeacon. It was a check job, too fancy to be stylish in a conservative town like
Dalebury. Besides the garish coat, the man was wearing a hat with asmall feather, a unique adornment in
these parts. His face was thin and pointed, its nose the sort that poked into sight at every dight turn of his
head.

After afew blocks, the fellow went into adrugstore and found atelephone booth. From the cigarette
counter, Harry watched him fumbling with something under theleve of the phone-booth window and
was quite sure that the prying nose was poking itsalf into Endorf's cash box.

Easing around by the booths, Harry arrived there just as the man began aphonecal. "Thisis Bert
Bevry," hebegan. "Now ligen..."

Whatever else was said Harry didn't hear it, for Bevry dammed the door abruptly before continuing his
theme. When Bevry came out from the phone booth the cash box was still benegth his coat, but its bulge
was matched by another on the opposite side. That was enough to prove that Endorf's cash had been
transferred to Bevry's persona possession.

Seeing Bevry crossing the street to reach a parked car, Harry checked the license number and hurried
back toward the department store to pick up his own coupe. On the way he saw Cranston, but there
was no chance to contact him. Cranston was accompanied by Endorf and the two were going toward the
city hdl to await the arrival of the notorious Shep Kroot.

IT wasjust hdf past five when thelocd public enemy cameinto the police chief's office, handcuffed
between two officers who had received him at the bus terminal. He was booked and promptly
transferred to the didtrict attorney, who motioned al visitorsto be seated.

Asthe center of the throng, Shep Kroot seemed much abashed. He was alittle man with a pasty face
and eyesthat could match arat'sin quickness.

The D.A. opened ceremonies by asking Shep what he knew about Morgan's disappearance. Shep
resorted to the oneword: "Nothin'." That, and "l can't remember," congtituted his entire vocabulary for
the next half-hour.

Meanwhile, dusk was settling, and lights were put on to illuminate the gloomy office. The police chief
obligingly set alamp so that it shone on Shep's swesty face. The heat not only added to Shep's glisten; it
brought nervouslooks from hisdarting eyes.

The scene was taking on the setting of athird degree, afact that didn't escape Shep's attention. The
digtrict attorney acted as though he had rehearsed it by adding anew point to his argument.



"Y ou |eft town right after Morgan disgppeared,” reminded the D.A. "And it was just about the time when
the jewelry store was cracked. The fellowswho did that job aredl injail, with one exception -"

"l wasntinonit!" brokein Shep. "Anybody who says| wasisaliar!”
"When three men testify to the same fact -"

"Them three?' yelled Shep. "They would, theratdl | told them the job was nix. Maybe they think |
queded.”

"So!" Thedigtrict atorney folded hisarms. ™Y ou admit yoursdlf an accessory?"

Shep broke. He wasn't admitting complicity in either case: Morgan's disappearance or the jewelry-store
robbery. But held tell whatever might have abearing on ether - if the D.A. would trest him right. To
prove that Shep would be treated right, the digtrict attorney turned off the glaring light and said:

"Go on. The Morgan casefirg.”

Shep licked away the sweat that had trickled down across hislips. Blinking at faces that he could
scarcely see, he proceeded.

"It wasthisway," informed Shep. "Me and a couple of guysget acal over at the poolroom. It was just
another haul job. | thought we'd be trucking beer to some of them local-option towns. What we find out
in back of the department storeisabig long box that looked like a couch belonged init. Onthething is
some typewriting that saysto stow it in the back of Echo Cave. We don't know nothin' about Morgan at
the time. We think some floorwalker swiped some goods and wantsit stashed.”

Shep hdted suddenly, dropping back in hischair, his hands thrown up in saf-defense. Looming in upon
him was the bulky form of Hubert Endorf, whose blunt face showed fury.

"You killed Morgan!" stormed Endorf. "Y ou're trying to evade the factsl"

Two men hauled Endorf back before his hands could tighten around Shep's neck. As Shep went limp,
Endorf did the same. Meeting the sympathetic gaze of the digtrict attorney, Endorf spoke apologeticaly.

"Y ou know how my nerves are. Poor Morgan's disappearance has been worrying me horribly. If
Morgan's body isin that box, | want to identify it and see that Morgan has aproper buria.”

The didtrict atorney turned to Shep and demanded sharply:

"Y ou say you put the box in the back of Echo Cave. How could you manage that? The back of that cave
hasfalenin, rendering it unsafe for vigitors- or haven't you heard?’

For the first time Shep showed something that resembled asmile.

"I'll say | heard!" he declared. "It was us blasted in the back after we stuck the box there. The note says
hideit, sowe do!"

"How much did you get for the haul ?*
"A century. It wasn't much, split threeways."

Shep'stestimony was dwindling in importance. The digtrict attorney was asking the police chief about
Echo Cave; how safeit would beto enter.



Men were answering, stating that the rear of the cave was blocked with |oose stones, past which a
person could probably squeeze, though no one had tried it.

There was one man who did not wait to hear those details, he had taken them for granted. His name was
Lamont Cranston, and he was gone. At that moment he was stepping into acar that had just arrived, a
coupe driven by Harry Vincent.

In the gathering dusk, Cranston merged with the darkness within the car. What aided the way he did
from sight was the black cloak that he drew across his shoulders, the douch hat that he placed upon his
head.

Hisvoice, when it spoke, was no longer Cranston's. It was alow-toned whisper belonging to that most
sngular of beings - The Shadow!

In two words, The Shadow named his destination:

"Echo Cavel"
CHAPTER I1. WANTED BELOW

SPEEDING aong the road to Echo Cave, Harry Vincent reported on Bert Bevry. He told how he had
learned the man's name, and described a brief trail which he had followed. Bevry had driven about ten
milesto a neighboring town, where he had |eft the car and caught an expresstraininto New Y ork.

How much money Bevry had found in Endorf's cash box, Harry didn't know; but he had teken all of it
because Harry had picked up the cash box later from atrash can in the station. He had brought it back to
Dalebury and driven directly to the city hal on the chance that Cranston would still be there,

In fact, Harry had found time to send awire to Rutledge Mann, The Shadow's contact man - or, rather,
one of them - in New Y ork. Thus, other agents would be posted to watch for Bevry when he arrived.

Finding Echo Cave was easy. Y ou couldn't missit after leaving Daebury, for until recently the cavern had
been the town's most important attraction, and dl aong the road were signs pointing to the cavern.
Swinging into aside road which congtituted the last stretch, Harry was about to turn on the lights when
The Shadow stopped him with awarning.

"Somebody may be here ahead of us."

"Shep'spals?' began Harry. "Why, they wouldn't take the chance of -"

"Not Shep's pas,” interposed The Shadow. " The persons who received Bevry'scall.”
"But Bevry skipped with Endorf's money."

"Exactly." The Shadow'slow laugh was reminiscent. "But Endorf is not aman who would lay himsdlf
open to such smple embezzlement. That cash was aprice that Endorf paid to Bevry."

The thing dawned suddenly on Harry.

"A pricefor area body snatch!™ he exclaimed. "To make up for the amateur job that Shep did without
knowing it! Endorf must have known that Shep couldn't stand the heat."

The Shadow's laugh told that Harry had finaly guessed it. Endorf could not afford to have Morgan's
disappearance become a matter of murder. Disposal of the corpus ddlicti had been the ssumbling block in



every unsolved case on The Shadow's list to date. It showed the operations of a professiona ring
working on ahigh-priced scale.

Fortunately, Endorf hadn't called in such expensive operators until he feared that the chegper job done by
Shep would not stand the strain. The Shadow was at |ast upon avital trail.

THIS road was dark because a cliff towered alongsideit, part of the limestone ridge that housed Echo
Cave. Picking hisway aong the gloomy highway, Harry pulled up in front of the cave itsdlf. All was quiet
there.

But soon carswould arrive, bringing representatives of the law. Until then, the body-snatcherswould
have their chance to earn the money paid by Endorf - if they had not aready done so. The Shadow was
banking on the prospect that the work was not yet completed. His speciaty was holding up such games
of crime, but he couldn't afford to let his presence be discovered too soon.

Standing beside the car, The Shadow surveyed the cliff above and saw that, despiteits height, it was not
formidable. To The Shadow it promised aroute for later departure; so heinstructed Harry accordingly.

"Drive dong thislower road,”" directed The Shadow. "Takethefirst fork to theleft. At theend of five
milesyou will gtrike adirt road that |eads above the cliff. Drive back dong it and wait on the higher level
until I joinyou.”

Harry eased the car away, till without lights. Againgt the black entrance to the cavern, The Shadow was
totally invisble. With awhispered laugh he | et the gaping darkness swallow him.

When atiny flashlight flickered, it was degp within the shrouding confines of Echo Cave. The Shadow
discovered sumpy stalagmites that blocked his route; in sidestepping them he avoided the hanging
saactitesaswell.

Through the gloom pierced by the thin, moving beam, came an unaccountable sound, awhisper that
seemed to pronounce theword, "Hush!™ It wasthefaint stir of The Shadow's cloak, magnified by vaulted
roof of the cave.

The sound itself was helpful. Should invaders hear it they would never trace its human source. Rather,
they would take it as aghostly warning, athing to deter their expedition.

Such wasin keeping with The Shadow's well-formed plan. By reaching the rear of the cave ahead of
Bevry's band, he would be able to hold them in abeyance, then drive them outward into the clutches of
new arrivalswho represented the law.

Inleaving the city hal, The Shadow had started with the certainty that the loca authoritieswould not
dday long in investigating the claim made by Shep Kroot.

Through anarrow passage where the drip from stalactites echoed like anvil clangs on the stalagmites
beneath, The Shadow reached awidened chamber that represented the new limit of the cave. Sweeping
thefloor, thetiny flashlight picked out a clump of tumbled debris which marked the deeper passage.

Working hisway through rough-hewn crevices, The Shadow found definite evidence of the dynamite
charge that Shep had mentioned. Limestone specimens were chopped off sharply. Everything likely to
break had been broken; hence The Shadow needed little caution.

A turn in the passage promised to bring him into the final chamber where Shep and his companions had
stowed the oblong box. Then, as The Shadow shouldered past the final turn, hislittle torch extinguished
itsdf ingtantly.



It wasn't needed. The Shadow had comeinto daylight!

THE illumination came from high above, down along, vertical shaft that had its opening above the cliff,
where the sunset was sill in evidence.

By that trickle of light The Shadow saw hegps of stones, not of limestone origin, piled on the floor of the
little chamber. The blast of afew months ago had caved the chamber's roof, bringing masses of debris
that buried the oblong box, but at the same time opened an outlet to the world above!

That Endorf had looked into the Situation was evident. He must have found the shaft by aprivatetrip to
the cliff top. Its existence probably had much to do with his hiring of expert talent to get rid of the telltae
box. For Bevry'sworkers were aready here!

From his narrow passage The Shadow saw two men, their backs turned toward him. They were of
stocky build, much brawnier than Bevry. They had completed their brief excavation and wereraising the
oblong box from its forgotten resting place. Watching the casket come upright, The Shadow saw theat it
had been attached to arope leading up the shaft.

Gazing upward, the men spread their arms. Morgan's improvised coffin began a smooth upward trip,
hoisted by ablock and tackle. Asit went it revedled arope ladder hanging down the far wall of the
narrow shaft. As soon as they were sure that the box was properly on its way, the two men started up
the ladder, one waiting until his predecessor had gone a considerable way.

Like a shape materidized by the cave's own gloom, The Shadow glided forward, crossed the stone pile
and caught the bottom rung of the dangling rope ladder. Looking up, he saw why the men had worried
about proper clearance. Some thirty feet above, the shaft narrowed dightly and made adight bend of its
far wdll.

The two ghouls had waited for the hoisted box to go past that danger spot. Similarly, the second man had
alowed thefirg to get by the dight bend, before beginning his own climb.

It was now The Shadow's turn to apply the same process. There was no need to hurry the climb. Rather,
caution was the watchword. The box, then the men, were due to reach the outlet at intervals of about one
minute each. The Shadow could certainly cut that time along the find stretch of the hundred-foot climb.

It would take these marauders more than aminute to stow the box into awaiting vehicle, preparatory to
departure. The last thing they would ever expect would bethe arrival of a mysterious challenger from the
very pit which they were o positive was empty.

Box and men were over the brink of the shaft. The Shadow had only thirty feet moreto climb and he
would be therein amoment. He started to speed his ascent, and the impetus was remarkable. The
Shadow didn't just increase hisrate; he actualy doubled it!

Then he saw why.

THE rope was going upward, too. Instead of |oading the box, the crew on the cliff wasfirst hauling up
the rope ladder. A good break for The Shadow if he could turn it to his own advantage; but seconds had
become highly precious. Rather than waste time drawing agun, rather than handicap his progressin the
dightest, The Shadow threw everything into hisclimb.

It wasn't quite enough.

The Shadow's clambering hands were still adozen rungs short of the top when faces appeared around
the outlet. The Shadow couldn't see those faces plainly because the sunlight was behind them. But the



ruddy glow, dicing down into the shaft, gave an dl too good impression of The Shadow.

There were startled shouts above. The rope stopped its upward pull. Those startled men had seen the
thing they feared: the figure of an interloper on the rope ladder, as betokened by itsweighty drag.
Revolvers gleamed in the sunlight as ugly fighters whipped them out to ded with the foe that they knew
could only be The Shadow.

If they thought they had the cloaked avenger at a disadvantage, they were wrong. Hanging to the swaying
ladder, The Shadow kept a one-hand grip while his other fist produced a .45 automatic with twice the
speed of those drawn revolvers.

Given another half second, The Shadow would have begun to snipe those foemen like targetson a
shooting-gdlery rack. They were on the verge of a surprise that would have been their last on earth if
there hadn't been a cooler head among them.

Another shout was answering the excited calls and, with it, the rope ladder quivered. Aningtant later The
Shadow was plunging downward, ladder and dl, in afling that caused his shotsto ricochet from the walls
of the shaft.

The sunlit outlet was narrowing to atiny hole from which faces had bobbed away. Revolvers were
answering over the edges, but they were merely bouncing bullets from the shaft walls. Neither The
Shadow nor hisriva marksmen were clipped in that short-lived fusillade. Credit for the result belonged to
another hand - that of the man who was hauling up the ladder.

He'd smply released the winch, letting the ladder drop and take The Shadow withiit!

At the bend in the shaft, The Shadow amost stopped himsdlf, but his clutch on the stony wall was ruined
when the gathering folds of the ladder came tumbling upon him, lashing his head and shoulderswith the
dap of acat-0-nine-tails. With ajolt The Shadow went through the bottle-neck to the stone-strewn pit
below.

Revolverswere still barking when a sharp voi ce stopped them. The man who had dropped the ladder
told his companionsto forget their guns and help him with the ropes. Asthey tugged, the ladder stuck
momentarily, asthough hands till clutched it. Then, jerking free, it came up from the shaft.

At another snarled order; the crew began shoving stones down into the shaft. There was a clatter as
chunks of rocks descended, followed by the clanging thud of a huge boulder that three men shoved
together. Othersfinished by dumping sizable stonesinto the pit and kicking smaler fragments asafind
offering.

Asthe group was turning to load the oblong box into their waiting vehicle, their snarly spokesman
scoffed:

"Those Da ebury yaps want to find adead guy down below. All right, they'll find one - The Shadow!"”
CHAPTER II1. CREATURES OF BLACKNESS

MUFFLED by the confines of the shaft itsdlf, the rattle of gunnery and the crash of rocksfailed to carry
out through the vast vault of Echo Cave. Thus such sounds remained unheard by the citizens of Daebury,
who were at that moment arriving outsde the cave.

They had come in plenty, these representatives of along-delayed quest.

Police chief, didrict attorney, both had their satellites. Endorf was aong, followed by a dozen other



friends of Morgan, who regarded him loya to the dead man's memory. In the midst of thisthrong was
Shep Kroot, no longer handcuffed, since he was to point the way to where the box was buried.

After abrief confab at the entrance of the cave, about haf the group entered, leaving the rest outside.
Spreading through the cave the glare of flashlights made wide swaths, bringing shimmering effectsfrom
the limestone formations.

Shoving Shep ahead of them, two officers reached the blocked passage that marked the safety limit.
There, the police chief shouldered forward and took Shep into persona custody. Standing beside them,
Hubert Endorf watched the police and others clear a path through the passage that The Shadow had so
recently covered.

Away from the focused flashlights, Endorf could give play to his nervousfedings. Heliked this darkness,
even though it reminded him too much of Morgan.

The cave picked up the voices and the clatter as men forced their way through to the deepest chamber,
but the sounds lessened as the work progressed. Word was coming back that Shep hadn't lied about the
dynamite job. The debris showed definite sgns of ablast. Then came the report that the final obstacle
had been removed.

Men were crowding into the stone-strewn chamber, half a dozen of them. They saw what looked like a
hole in the floor, beside the far wall. Approaching, men stooped to probe. The hole became a solid form
asflashlightsfdl upon it. Then hands were clutching ahuman figure, drawing it upright, as one hoarse
voice proclamed:

"It's Morgan's body - wrapped in ablack shroud!"

The very suggestion froze all hearers except one. He was the person that these finders had mistaken for
the body of along-dead victim. The husky voice and its reverberations tirred The Shadow from his
daze!

Thelast thing The Shadow remembered was landing from athirty-foot plunge that was somewhat broken
by the tangle of arope ladder. The bend in the shaft had not only dowed his pace; it had caused the
shower of stonesto cascade beyond his present resting place, while the big boulder had jammed on the
way down, blocking the debristhat followed it.

Important though they were, those later facts weren't in The Shadow's mind. His present impression was
that he was in the clutch of enemies from above, for the boom of echoes rendered incoherent the words
now sounding in The Shadow's ear.

WITH asudden twist The Shadow ended his resemblance to any other person living or dead. Literdly,
he swept himself into blackness, for daylight was gone from the blocked shaft, and so were the flashlights
as The Shadow completed his swirl. Swinging the gun that he still clutched, The Shadow knocked those
torches from the hands that held them.

The men themsalves escaped The Shadow's cyclonic ondaught, for they were dropping away madly,
anxious to escape this dead man who had cometo life. By thetimethey ralied and closed in upon the
cloaked figure, they were sure he had become a ghost. They were grappling with one another; The
Shadow had gone from their midst.

Added to that, an eerie laugh resounded, seemingly in their very midst. From the passage, The Shadow
was sending back his challenge to the men he gtill thought were representatives of crime. The Shadow's
taunt, flung from the passage, was carried among the strugglers who sought the ghost who uttered it!



There were others, though, who failed to experience that illuson. They were men who were till coming
through the passage. They saw the cloaked outline of The Shadow as he blocked their flashlights, and
they drove forward to cope with the intruder. Hearing their gpproach, The Shadow charged them, driving
flashlights and guns upward.

Hewas himsdlf again, The Shadow. Recognizing that these were men from Daebury, heredlized his
mistake about the others. It wouldn't do to stay around and go through lengthy explanations. Even if
believed, such explanationswouldn't help; not while criminaswereriding far away with the remains of
Morgan.

So The Shadow plowed a path right through the men who had opened the blocked passage. Their
massed bulk couldn't dow him, for The Shadow had loads of impetus behind him. The men that he had
|eft beneath the shaft were on the way out, too, coming with a maddened surge that nothing could resist.
They were shrieking that they didn't intend to stay in acavern that contained aghost who could vanish,
yet dill be heard.

FIRST to issue from the passage, The Shadow whedled into the glare of converging flashlights. Meniin
the main cavern were responding to a hoarse shout raised by one of their members. Hubert Endorf.

"It's Shep Kroot! Stop him!™

It was to Endorf's advantage to create a diversion. Whether or not Morgan's body had been found,
Endorf bore agrudge against Shep, and was hoping that the squealer would attempt a getaway and be
daininthe act. Guns were drawn, but they froze as their owners saw the weird shape of The Shadow,
looming like amammoth bat.

Away from the light so suddenly that no one could pick his exact direction, The Shadow gave alaugh
that might have come from anywhere. Immediately, flashlights began to sweep in al directions.

The Shadow's gun spoke three times, ddivering its shotsin the air. Each stab was from a different place,
directed at anew angle. The echoes, coming like a cannonade, were something that The Shadow hoped
would confuse the men about him. The echoes did confuse them, a dozen times over.

Into the glare of the outspread flashlights swept a dozen Shadows! At least, they were creatures of
blackness that resembled his cloaked form. They were those blobs that had hung high in the domes of the
cave, flocks of bats disturbed from their roosts by The Shadow's upward gun stabs!

Zooming into the paths of light, the bats|oomed to human proportions, it being impossible to digtinguish
thelr exact Size asthey swooped. Nor were they easy to shoot, considering their speed and the
excitement of the marksmen. Gunswere popping in the air and amid the wild barrage, the real target -
The Shadow - was speeding toward the main door of Echo Cave.

Oneincident marred The Shadow's departure, a happening that he did not witness. As men poured from
the inner passage to join the crowd in the great cavern, Endorf spied Kroot among them and gave
another cry. Three gunstrained on Shep and fired point-blank, before he could dodge away from the
flashlightsthat reveded him.

Thus, under the guise of justice, did Endorf dispose of the bungler whaose testimony had proven so
codlly.

MEN were pouring into the cave as The Shadow neared its entrance. Knowing nothing of the ghostly
happenings within, these arrivals saw winged creatures swooping toward to them.



Fdling back, the men at the entrance made sweeps with their flashlights, picking out the bats as they
skimmed by. Diving low to pass through the arched entrance, the bats swelled to great proportions as
they came closeto the flashlights. Again, the effect was much of anillusion. It dmost seemed that some of
the bats were of human size.

Outside the cave, two men were standing by acar. Its motor was running, for they had whedled it about
to throw its bright headlightsinto the cavern. The men themsalveswerein the glow, holding drawn
revolvers which they were about to put away, considering that they now knew the cause of dl the
commotion within the cave.

Bats were zooming out from the cave. They formed fantastic shapes, broadening, enlarging, asthey shot
from beneath the arch, to take off like rising planes when they reached the outside night. Men watched
them skim above the leve of the headlights until, suddenly, one bat didn't rise.

Coming low, it stayed aong the ground, looming to mammoth proportions as it neared the startled
watchers. It was of human size and shape, itswingsapair of armsthat projected from thefolds of a
wide-drawn cloak!

Only its eyes could be distinguished beneath the brim of the douch hat that topped its head. From the
hidden lips of this unknown creature came alaugh asweird as any tongue had ever uttered!

Too rooted to dart away from the living menace, the men by the car suddenly lunged &t the thing,
swinging their guns. Emboldened by the beief that their companions would soon join them, the pair
resolved to capture the unknown, whether it be fiend or human.

It was as though the vampire legends had cometto life, persondized in this cloaked form who might be
theking of al batdom.

Striking like aliving thunderbolt, The Shadow sped onefigt, then the other, straight to the gun hands of
histwo antagonigts. Gripping their wristsin astedy clutch, he thrashed them crisscross fashion, tumbling
each man againg the other. Guns scaed unfired from hands amid that human tangle; clearing the two
men, The Shadow reached their car.

Shoving into reverse, The Shadow veered back and away, leaving the muddled pair in darkness that the
headlights vacated. Another twist of the whed and he was spinning along the lower road, following the
direction that Harry Vincent had taken not long before.

Shouts were coming from the cave. With them came the gleam of many flashlights. Arrivals saw two of
their friendsrising, haf dazed, from the ground, pointing after the car that was speeding avay. Guns
opened ahurried fire, but by then the taillights that marked the moving target had twinkled out of sight.

Back from the settling darkness came along, quivering laugh that ended in a shivery crescendo. Yetin
The Shadow's parting laugh was atone of invitation, caling for those who dared to follow!

CHAPTER IV. GONE WITHOUT TRACE

DURING theweird eventsin Echo Cave, Harry Vincent had not been idle, even though he was far from
that scene of action. In his roundabout trip to reach the cliff top, The Shadow's agent had encountered a
trall of hisown.

It began when Harry neared the dirt road that The Shadow mentioned. Hearing a car coming down that
road, Harry had parked on the main highway, extinguishing hisdim lights. Seeing the car emerge and turn
aong the highway, Harry had promptly followed it, with very good reason.



The vehicle happened to be alight ddlivery truck, with closed sides and rear doors. It wasthe very type
of vehicle that would prove most suitable for carrying away the oblong box and itsincriminating contents
from the depths of Echo Cave.

It struck Harry instantly that crooks must have found some opening down from the cliff into the rear of
the cave. What Harry didn't include in his summary was the fact that those same crooks had encountered
The Shadow.

Unfamiliar with these roads, Harry took it that the ddlivery car must have covered adistance equd to his
own, which was not the case. The trip from the cliff top, along the dirt road, was much shorter, thus
taking up thedack intime.

Likedl The Shadow's agents, Harry was trained to make the most of al chance opportunities. Assuming
that the body-snatchers had made a perfect getaway, it was Harry's business to trail them farther. So tral
them he did, guiding his own car by their headlights dong awinding but well-paved highway that led of f
into thehills.

The ddivery truck was making good speed until it reached aleve stretch beside a deserted farmhouse.
There, it pulled to the Sde of the road. Doing the same, Harry watched four men get out and open the
back doors. From the truck they dlid along box that looked somewhat like a coffin.

Carrying their burden toward the barn behind the farmhouse, the four men were met by apair of
flashlights. Out of his car now, Harry saw that other men were helping with the box, taking it into the
barn, where the rear of another car was visible. Obvioudy they intended to drive through the rear of the
barn, follow aroad to some distant wood | ot and eventualy reach another highway, taking their cargo
with them.

One man - indicated by amoving flashlight - was returning toward the delivery truck, which gave Harry
an excdllent idea. Hed take the lone man prisoner, then make him follow the truck. Harry's own car,
parked on the highway, would be a cue for The Shadow should he come along. Init, Harry could leave a
coded noteto his chief.

THE first thing was to snag the prisoner, and neatly. An automatic drawn, Harry lurked in darknesswhile
the flashlight bobbed at the rear of the ddlivery truck. He heard the doors bang shut, and a the sametime
arumble from the barn told that the other car was getting started.

Lunging forward, Harry met the man with the flashlight just as he was stepping from the back of the
truck. Shoving his gun againgt the fellow's side, Harry ordered, "Raise both hands -"

Something rocketed from behind the car and hit Harry so hard that he landed full-length in the highway,
his gun sailing from his hand. Unnoticed by Harry, a second man had shoved into the situation without
delay.

Thefelow hadn't waited to draw agun, which sill gave Harry afighting chance. Coming to hisfeet with a
quick rall, Harry didn't waste time looking for his automatic. He pitched into the man who had bowled
him over and delivered punchesthat told. The crook had begun to reach in his pocket, which put him
badly off defense. In fact, Harry would soon have pummeled him into submission if it hadn't been for the
man with the flashlight.

Using thetorch asacudgd, that fighter came after Harry, only to be met with asolid fist in the chest.
Knocked back againgt the truck, the fellow bounded forward again while his companion, temporarily
relieved, made adive for Harry'slegs.



Soon the three were thrashing it out in the middle of the highway with no holds barred.

Amid thisralling fray, Harry made an unlucky find. He came across his gun and took timeto grab it.
Before he could bring the wegpon to bear he was met by a double drive that redled him clear to the front
of thetruck, wherethe headlights still gleamed.

Shoving one man hafway into the car, Harry turned to stop the other. Thefirst thug came back groggily,
bringing something that his hand had encountered in the driver's seat. The object was a Sizable monkey
wrench which the fellow swung as Harry dodged. The wrench landed aglancing blow, but it was
sufficient to send Harry sprawling in front of the headlights.

Without ado, the two crooks pulled their revolvers, intending to riddlie Harry and then be on their way.
At that moment the glare of arriving headlights struck them and from acar that had just gained the dope
caneaweird ped of challenging laughter, accompanied by the sharp reports of an autometic.

The Shadow, back to life!

IN utter panic, the two crooks flung themsalvesinto their truck and started away. By then The Shadow
was close enough to clip them, but he didn't try.

Harry's predicament was too gredt. If delayed, the men in the car might veer and run over Harry; if hated
and forced to battle with The Shadow, they might jab afew shots Harry'sway to settle that sideissue.

So The Shadow let the truck gain its start while he halted the borrowed car, |€ft it, and scooped Harry
from the ground. Planting his agent in Harry's own coupe, The Shadow took the whedl and resumed the
chase. Hed given the crooks a good haf-mile; now The Shadow intended to show them how little that
leeway would count.

The coupe was geared for speed. Within the next three minutes The Shadow had the taillights of the
dower car in sight. They twinkled off above arise that The Shadow took at fast speed.

Ahead, the highway took a downward dant with aswerve to the left, which would have meant asuretrail
if The Shadow had not been in time to catch aruddy twinkle bobbing among trees and underbrush a a
sharp dant to theright.

The fugitives had veered dong an old dirt road, its entrance hidden past alarge rock, so obscure that
even The Shadow would have passed it in his haste, but for the telltale gleam.

Braking the car, The Shadow whipped it right around the rock and hit the dirt, dl inasingle action. The
fugitive delivery truck was bouncing over another hump less than ahundred yards ahead. Jamming into
high-speed second gear, The Shadow zoomed after it.

Over therise he saw the truck again. Grooved to the deep tracks in the abandoned road it was jouncing
crazily down another dope, gathering momentum as it went. The Shadow didn't bother to change gears,
power was as valuable as speed dong this stretch. Leaning from the driver's seet, an automatic aimed
from hisleft fist, The Shadow delivered afina laugh to tell the fugitives that further flight was usdless.

It was amost The Shadow's last laugh.

With afind jolt the ddivery truck disappeared completely. With it went a crash of splintering boards,
marking aroad barrier that the truck itself had obscured. Within a dozen yards of the spot, The Shadow
saw blackness dead ahead, engulfing blackness that formed a huge mass of night-filled space!

Like amongtrous creature, that Stygian blanket absorbed the coupe's headlights as though ready to gulp



the car completely and forever. 1t would have gulped it, too, if The Shadow hadn't been using second
gear.

The motor retarded vaiantly as The Shadow's foot shifted from accelerator to brake pedal. Leaning far
to theleft, hisbody swinging up and over, The Shadow turned the wheel so hard that he hoisted the
coupe right out of the deadly ruts, just as the car was upon the brink.

Even with that right-angled turn, the car was hovering over the edge of an absolute precipice, its outer
whed s threatening to Sdedip it to eternity, when The Shadow gave aquick jab to the accelerator. With a
lunge, the coupe wedged itself between two trees, one hanging, the other upright.

ASif in echo to the brief crash came arising clatter from aquarry ahundred feet below, denoting the
find destination of the ddivery truck, whose occupants had Ieft it back on the hump, hoping that its
further trail would lure The Shadow to his doom!

Thejolt did onething. It awakened Harry. He saw The Shadow open adoor and swing out into space,
then pivot handily from aleaning tree to reach solid ground.

But there was no chance of overtaking the fugitive crooks. In the till night the pound of running feet was
very distant.

With Harry aiding him, The Shadow warped the coupe from its wedge and worked it back to the
highway. Onetirewasflat, and by the time they changed it the dday totaded haf an hour. During that time
Harry explained about the barn behind the deserted house.

Driving back there, The Shadow discovered that any search would have to be postponed. Already half a
dozen cars were clustered around the one The Shadow had borrowed and abandoned. They had come
from Echo Cave, and men were il trying to locate an unidentified fugitive who could only be described
asagigantic bat with human intelligence.

Nobody bothered to question the arrival of the coupe, since it came from the opposite direction. But in
easing past the clustered cars, The Shadow noted something.

Hubert Endorf wasn't among the searchers. Not being needed to identify the body that they didn't find in
the cave, Endorf had gone back to town. But The Shadow was quite sure that Endorf hadn't stopped in
Ddebury. By thistime be had probably started on the trip advised by his physician.

Two tralslost, The Shadow's only dternative wasto seek athird. By deviousroutes he reached a
highway leading through the valey that passed the old quarry where the delivery truck had finished its
caresr.

It was at least an hour after the crash when The Shadow and Harry dighted at the quarry, which formed
ajagged depression just below thelevd of the vdley highway. Using asearchlight from the car, The
Shadow sent the gleam on adow probe through the quarry.

Theresult left Harry Vincent totally stupefied.

It was one thing to have bodies disappear, but when delivery trucks did the same, the Situation became
unfathomable.

Nowherein that quarry was there asingle bit of wreckage from the car that had made its plunge before
The Shadow's very eyes.

Darkness closed in completdy as agloved hand turned off the searchlight. From the blotting gloom



beside him, Harry Vincent heard the grim whisper of The Shadow'slaugh.
CHAPTER V. ANOTHER WAY OF MURDER

DALEBURY wasalong way from New Y ork, more than twelve hours by the fast limited which Bert
Bevry had taken from aneighboring town. Asfor air travel, Dalebury wasfar off the usud lanes. Asa
result, Bevry was il ahead of The Shadow in reaching New Y ork.

It happened, however, that Bevry's arrival was dready planned for. AsBevry left Penn Station at ten
o'clock this Saturday morning, ayoung man detached himself from the throng of weekend travelersand
took up Bert'strail. Bevry entered a cab, named ahotel and rode away. Histrailer overheard the
destination and took a cab there, too.

The man who trailed Bevry was Clyde Burke, areporter on the New Y ork Classc. Clyde knew the
house detectives at every big hotel and they gave him every break he wanted because of hisdiscretionin
never letting any of his soriesreflect upon the personswho help him.

Clyde could afford to do this, consdering that hisrea bosswas not the Classic, but The Shadow.
Clyde's newspaper connection was used to cover his more important occupation.

It wasn't surprising, therefore, that Clyde Burke should arrive in ahotel room next to Bevry's. The house
dick loaned Clyde a new-type hearing aid that the hotel stocked for guests who wanted them. Planted
againg the connecting door, this device picked up many sounds from the next room, including the crinkle
of money that Bevry counted.

Soon, Bevry received atelephone call. What he had to say was abrupt, amost noncommittal. Whatever
the business of the caller, Bevry settled it briefly.

"Soit'syou again..." Bevry seemed to discount the importance of the call. "Of course. | said wed do
busi ness when you made up your mind... Half past twelve... All right, call it aC.O.D. proposition... But if
he doesn't have the money... well, the dedl is off, that'sal -"

Immediately after that Bevry made aphone call of hisown. Clyde heard the number that he gave and the
few words that followed. Bevry smply told someone that the dedl was closed; that the basis was cash on
ddivery at haf past twelve.

From the phonein his own room, Clyde put in acall to Burbank, another of The Shadow's contact men.
Burbank specidized in such items as telephone books listed by numbersinstead of names. He would
trace Bevry'scall in no time and put the right men on the job.

Clyde's own task was to keep further tabs on Bevry, which was something in itsdf. Bevry promptly
checked out of the hotel and went to Grand Central Station, an act which the reporter copied. There, a
aticket window, Bevry bought a one-way fare to atown called Redland. Phoning this newsto Burbank,
Clydereceived ingructionsto teake the sametrain.

Certain points were very evident. Asthe go-between who contacted killersin behdf of abody-snatching
ring, Bevry had concluded aded in Daebury, another in New Y ork, and was now on hisway to
Redland, which indicated another prospect there.

It was equally clear that Bevry covered himsalf by being e sewhere, usudly on atrain, whenever acrew
was actually disposing of acorpus ddicti. To connect Bevry with an actua murder seemed utterly

impossible



Thusit seemed utterly uselessto have Bevry apprehended and questioned on the matter of "half past
twelve." That time was aready close and by denying everything, Bevry could let the limit pass. It was
better to let Bevry go hisway and pick up thetrall later, considering that his affairsinvolved the deed, not
theliving.

Such was the supposition of The Shadow's agents, Burke and Burbank. Therein, they were wrong.
Clyde'sinability to learn the source of theincoming phone cal wasto result in dire consequences.

FAR from Grand Centra, in New Y ork City, was an old office building, where the elevator service
became very intermittent after noon on Saturdays, snce most of the offices closed at that hour. A manin
agray overcoat and hat stopped in front of that building, pausing long enough to stare curioudy through
histhick glasses at a shop which stood next door.

The shop had asign which said "Vacant,” but it sill gave evidence of occupancy. In the shop were stacks
of rolled rugs which the former tenant had not yet removed.

Entering the building, the man in gray ignored the evator, being familiar with itstwelve-o'clock habit. He
walked up aflight of stairsuntil he reached the third floor. There, he stopped at an office which bore the
name

ALFRED ALDERSON
INVESTMENT REPRESENTATIVE

Opening the door, the viditor stepped in boldly and surprised aman in shirt deeves, who was drowsing
with hisfeet on an old desk. Asthe man sprang about, blinking deepily, hisvistor sad tartly:

"Hello, Alderson. Didn't you expect to see me again?"'

Coming to hisfeet, Alderson thrust out a stubby hand. In an oily voice that suited his dark, greasy
features and their broad, disarming smile, he gave prompt greeting.

"My good friend, Hoyd Helfin!" expressed Alderson. "I thought you were on your way to Texas. Oil
wellsdon't like to be kept waiting, you know.”

"I know it," snapped Helfin, his eyes showing an enlarged glare through thick glasses. "Other people
know it, too. They havefirst claim on that property - and I'm not one of them."”

"My good friend -"

"Enough of that rot, Alderson. Y ou knew these options had run out before you sold them to me. You
were hoping I'd get by, working those old claims, without the big interests learning of it. If they did you'd
get atip-off intimeto clear out. Thetroubleis, | didn't goto Texas."

Reaching to his coat, that was hanging on achair, Alderson produced acigar and bit the end fromiit.
With aside-glance a Helfin, he asked:

"What are you going to do about it?'

"I'm going to get my money back," Helfin retorted. "In exchange for these." From his own coat he
produced the options mentioned. "One hundred thousand dollars, Alderson - or jall!"

Alderson gave a shrug that turned into a shiver. Pretending that the office was chilly, he put on his coat.

Then, inway of reply, Alderson turned and opened his safe. He brought out a bundle of currency and



handed it to Helfin.
"Ten thousand,” stated Alderson. "'l can give you twice that much next week."
"And thereg?'

"After | close one of those legitimate deal's you spoke about. | have several under way, as you probably
know."

Hdfin knew, and smiled the fact. He was sure that Alderson couldn't afford to let him down, not while
bigger businesslay unfinished. Moreover, Helfin ill had the fraudulent options as security. He wasn't
going to let them go until every penny was paid back. So Helfin curbed histemptation to wring
Alderson's neck and let the swindler show him out to the elevator.

Profusein his gpologies, Alderson gestured as though about to pressthe button. Instead, he let histhumb
rest on the catch of the eevator door. Hearing the sharp click, Hdlfin turned in darm; in taking aquick
step away he came right againgt Alderson's other hand, which was bringing arevolver from his coat
pocket.

Twice the gun spoke, its reports muffled between the pressing bodies. Helfin's attempt at acry was
practically adeath rattle as Alderson toppled him through the open door. That door was closing under
Alderson's hand while adull thud echoed up from the elevator shaft.

THERE was areason why Helfin's dying plunge did not end with aresounding crash. A specia padding
had been placed to receive him. Down in the basement, the door of the elevator shaft was open and
projecting into it was alarge rug, its ends and sides poked upright, to form a surrounding wall.

Therug did little to cushion Helfin's landing, but it did much to tifle the sound. If Alderson's shots hadn't
ingtantly killed the victim, the plunge had made amends for the oversight.

Four men who were standing outside the elevator door were not the least disturbed by the bloody mess
that had been Helfin. One big-chinned fellow poked his hands among the human wreckage, found
Hefin'sinsde pocket and brought out its contents. He handed the ten thousand dollars to a companion
who coolly proceeded to count it.

Meanwhile, thefirst man was studying the stack of obsolete options. Heinquired:
"What about these?"

"They gowithit," replied the money counter, gesturing toward Helfin's body. "Waell, this comesto ten
grand. Bevry said it wasto be C.O.D., so let'sgo!"

Two to asde, the men drew the rug from the elevator shaft. While one was diding the door shut, the
othersrolled the rug with Helfin's body insdeit. Taking it on their shoulders, the four carried the long rug
through a basement doorway, up some steps, then into the shop that bore the "Vacant” sign.

Great sheets of wrapping paper were overlapping on the floor. They laid the rug in the center and
wrapped the paper around it, tucking in the ends. Tying the whole thing up, the body-snatchers carried
their oversized package out to awaiting truck and came back for more rugs.

Meanwhile, Alderson's continued buzzing findly brought the eevator down from the eighth floor, where
the operator had been busy playing pinochle.

"Sorry, Pete," said Alderson. "'l usually usethe stairs. But | wanted to ask you something” - hisface



looked troubled - "did you see anything of Mr. Helfin today? Y ou know, the chap who wearsthe gray
coat and glasses?’

Pete shook his head.

"I'mworried," confessed Alderson. "He's dways taking big money, that chap. That's bad businessif he's
the sort who carriesit with him."

Outside, Alderson waved to a cab, which made awide sweep to avoid atruck that was just starting to
pull away from the rug shop which, at last, was vacant. Getting into the cab, Alderson said to the driver:

"Take meto city hal. Or maybe | want police headquarters, down in Centre Street. | don't really know,
because this sort of thing isnew to me. What | want isto find the bureau of missing persons, to report on
afriend of mine who disappeared!”

Murder was done, delivered, and the body removed. With a sang-froid superior to Endorf's, Alderson
was on hisway to report a case which he was confident would remain an unsolved crimel!

CHAPTER VI. PAST, PRESENT, FUTURE

WHEN Lamont Cranston arrived in New Y ork, he went to see hisfriend Rutledge Mann who, like
Alfred Alderson, was adedler in investments, though of afar different sort. Outwardly, Mann wasa
chubby, paingtaking individua who hadn't an ounce of adventure in hisrather portly frame. But within that
exterior lay aloydty to The Shadow that had proven itsaf on many critical occasions.

Mann served as asummer-upper of matters that had gone before, since he speciaized in detail work.
Today, however, he showed a disappointed air. Through Burbank, Mann had received details of Bevry's
phone call, as reported by Clyde, and it had wound up in ablank.

The phone number in question represented athird-rate garage, where truckers from out of town were
accustomed to leaving their trucks on a dead-storage basis. When Burbank dispatched efficient agentsto
that loceation, they learned that some itinerant truckers had answered the phone cal and promptly pulled
out.

Where they had gone, and why, nobody seemed to know.

Temporarily dismissing the subject of the truck, Cranston concentrated on the known trail that Clyde
Burke 4till wasfollowing - thet of Bert Bevry.

"So Bevry hasgoneto Redland,” observed Crangton. "Tell me, Mann, isn't that the town that hasthe
famousiron mine?'

"It was famous twenty years ago,” replied Mann, "but the company closed down when the production
costs became too high.”

"But there has been sometak of reviving the mining industry?'

"Yes" Methodically, Mann drew open afile cabinet and thumbed to the letter R. "Here we haveit -
Redland Iron Mine, proposed reorgani zation. Started two months ago, but so far unsuccessful.”

"Lack of funds?" inquired Cranston.

"Inaway, yes. It seemsthat the owners of the mine, or their assigns, ran into complications that required
further capitd. Public sentiment is against reopening the mine because of Iron Lake."



The name struck home to Cranston.

"I've heard of Iron Lake," he nodded. "It's supposed to be quite afishing spot. What connection does it
have with the mine?"

Before replying, Mann indulged in something rare. It was a smile which looked quite odd on hisusudly
solemn face.

"We might say that Iron Lakeisthe mine," asserted Mann. "It happens to occupy the huge pit which was
the gte of the old mine. To resume mining operations, the lake must first be drained.”

BY way of proof, Mann handed Cranston two circulars. One was issued by the Redland Iron Mine,
under the auspices of James Gravett, the only director of the corporation who was till aresident of
Redland. It was avery brief proposal regarding the reorgani zation of the company.

The other circular was elaborate. It wastitled "Redland Resorts," and it bore the photograph of one
Matthew Clinch, whose flourishing signature befitted aman of his pompous gppearance. It contained a
map of the ample resort region surrounding the town of Redland, with photographs of many beauty
Spots.

According to the circular, Redland owned the two best fishing watersin the entire State. All the lakesin
that particular area were good, but these two were standouts.

One was the private |ake owned by Summit Fishing Club, a sizable sheet of water known as Summit
Pond, privately stocked and maintained.

The other was Iron Lake, famed for its ruddy waters and remarkable depth. Though Iron Lake was the
result of accident - the gradudl filling of avast gulch that had once been aniron mine - it had proved itsdlf
anatura breeding spot for gamefish, and the public was freeto useit.

"This man Clinch seemsto be the obstacle," stated Mann in his methodical way. "He clamsthat Iron
Lakeis public domain and that the mining company has no right to drain it. Of course, Clinchisthe
largest owner of resort property and would suffer considerable financia loss should the region loseits
strongest attraction - Iron Lake."

"Y ou seem to have looked into the subject, Mann," observed Cranston with adry smile. "Let's hear the
rest of it."

"Thereisn't much more," Mann said, "except that every time Gravett puts surveyors and engineersto
work, they are driven away by Clinch's sympathizers. That sort of delay has produced the need for
further funds. A few of them quit their jobs without notice -"

"Y ou mean they disappeared?’

Mann came bolt upright at Cranston'sinterruption. So much was Mann addicted to method that hismind
often jumped some of the most obviouslinks.

"Y ou mean - Bevry!" exclaimed Mann. "That he went to Redland to arrange the disposal of bodies!”

"That seemsto be Bevry'sbusiness,” remarked Cranston casudly. "Tell me, Mann, isthe Redland Iron
Mine dill interested in new investors?"

Inreply, Mann drew aform letter from thefile. It stated that New Y orkersinterested in financing the
Redland Iron Minewereto hold afina mesting, this very night, at the Hotd Goliath.



"Phone afew of them,” ordered Crangton. "Tell them that | shal attend the meeting. But do not add that
my interest in thisinvestment liesin its connection with crime.”

"Investments and crime,”" mused Mann. "Y es, those were what Commissoner Weston wanted to talk to
you about, but not in connection with the Redland Iron Mine."

"Y ou mean Weston phoned you?'

"Y es, because he knew | was your broker,” Mann explained. "The commissioner isworried about the
disgppearance of aman named Floyd Hefin. He thought you might know him."

"I've heard of Helfin," recalled Cranston. "He's a chap who takes potluck on wildcat schemes, and
usualy makes out well."

The statement interested Mann because he happened to know Alfred Alderson, the man who had
reported Helfin's absence. As Mann put it, Alderson was in the investment business, but on the doubtful
list. That fact was sufficient for Cranston. Reminding Mann not to forget the phone cals, Cranston | eft.

STOPPING at Alderson's shabby office, Cranston found it open and deserted. To Cranston's probing
eye, it was evident that Alderson didn't intend to return.

Downgtairs, outside the building, Cranston paused to listen to an argument between arug dedler and the
building superintendent, who had evidently been summoned here. The deder had agreed to buy some old
rugs | eft in avacant store, provided they were shipped to him. He had just |earned that the cargo had
been dumped at the wrong warehouse, and that some of the rugs were missing.

The superintendent knew nothing about it. He hadn't even seen the truck that took away the rugs. The
argument was still hot and heavy when Crangton left for his next stop, the Cobalt Club.

There, Crangton found hisfriend, Commissioner Weston, still waiting for reports from personswho knew
Hédfin. But nobody knew where Helfin could be found.

"At least Alderson showed some sense,” asserted Weston. "He wasleaving on atrip to Texas, but he
risked missing hisplanein order to report Helfin's disappearance.”

When Cranston asked how long Alderson would be gone he found out that Weston didn't know.
Crangton could have added that probably the commissioner didn't know where Alderson had actually
gone. Texaswas alarge State, but the astute Mr. Cranston would have gladly wagered that Alderson
wouldn't be found within its borders.

Alderson's status resembled Endorf's too closely. In each case aman had taken a sudden trip, and both
concerned amissing person. The difference was that M organ had disappeared two months ago; whereas
Hefin had dipped from sight thisvery day. The string of unsolved crimes had moved from the past to the
present.

A town named Redland was |ooming as the place where The Shadow could meet crime and conquer it.
Perhaps through that conflict of the future, he could unveil the shrouded past!

WITH evening, Crangton joined the group at the Hotel Goliath and found himself among haf adozen
reputable investors. They were glad to welcome Cranston as a potentia buyer of Redland Iron stock,
though the whole available supply had been fully subscribed. The spokesman for the group happened to
be astdwart young man named Roy Haskell, who wasn't one of the investors, but amining engineer.

"We're going up to Redland on Monday," declared Haskell. "'If you'd like to come dong you're welcome,



Mr. Cranston. Y ou ought to see the mine - or | should say, the lake - before we begin operations there.”
When Cranston asked if Haskell wasto take charge, the young engineer gave adecisive nod.

"It'stime the work was organized,” said Haskell. "Understand, | don't blame the men aready up there.
For onething they didn't have the right equipment. But we're getting it, fifty thousand dollars worth,
thanks to the money these gentlemen supplied. What with priorities, that equipment isvital, the sort that
can't be replaced.

"That's one reason why we're going Monday. The pumps and drills are coming in on the sametrain, and
I'm going to see that nothing happens to them. Those rowdies up in Redland will pull intheir horns or get
atagteof thig"

By "this" Haskell meant the fist that he pounded on the table. Much impressed, the investors exchanged
gmiles. They al agreed that Haskell was the sort of man that Gravett needed up in Redland, to end the
interference that Clinch and his crowd were making. One man remarked that he wished they had afew
more men like Haskell.

"I'll find the men we need," assured Haskdll. "It's short notice, but the want ad tomorrow will bring
applicants around on Monday morning. I'll have until noon to pick the right ones. They won't haveto be
mining engineers. All | want is men who look honest, capable and loyal.”

Leaving the meeting, Lamont Cranston was doubly confident because: firg, that he would have an able
assigtant for the Redland campaign; second, that Haskell would find at least one applicant of the sort that
he required.

The smple answer was that one man would serve in both capacities. Working for Haskell, he could at
the same time keep The Shadow posted on happenings around the shores of 1ron Lake.

The man in question was named Harry Vincent.
CHAPTER VII. SETTING FOR CRIME

MONDAY was as ugly aday as Clyde Burke could remember. If Redland happened to be aresort
area, thiswasn't its proper season. Never had Clyde seen a place where it could rain so heavily and so
constantly. From the window of hishotel room the reporter watched people hop ankle-deep across
Sreetsthat ran likerivers.

Redland itsalf was an ugly town, squatty, brick-built &l to asingle pattern. The hills around were better to
look at, when they could be seen, which wasimpossible at present. Clyde could occasiondly glimpsea
jagged cliff that looked reddish through the storm, but it couldn't be termed actudly visible.

That hill, hewn deep upon the other side, marked one shore of famous Iron Lake.

Clyde had heard alot about Iron Lake since hisarrival in Redland. To adegree, it made up for the fact
that Bert Bevry had given him the dip, soon after they reached town on the same train that came in by the
branch line from the Junction, ten miles away.

Opinionsdiffered asto Iron Lake, but Clyde was convinced of one thing. He didn't wonder that the great
chasm, hewn through years of iron mining, was perpetudly filled with water. Therainy seasoninthis
vicinity accounted for that fact.

It was naturd, though, that the natives should want to preserve the lake. Half the stores on the other side
of the main street were sporting goods shops. Fishing was Redland's basic industry, the main draw that



thronged this region with vacationists during the proper season. True, there were many who merdly lolled
at summer camps and innswithout ever casting afish line. But if the fishing clan abandoned Redland, the
otherswould go, too.

The proof lay in the fact that Crystal Lake, one of the region's beauty spots, offered the cheapest buysin
shore lots, because that one lake was totaly devoid of fish. People wanted to live where they could cast
aline and get results, as was the case with dl the other lakes around. But Iron Lake topped them all, to
such adegree that there was no comparison.

A big car was pulling up in front of the hotel. It belonged to James Gravett, chief sponsor of the Redland
Iron Mine, and hisarriva promised new results. So Clyde | eft the hotel room and went down to the
lobby to find Gravett aready surrounded by an argumentative throng.

HE was abig man, Gravett, who looked as though he ought to be amine owner. Hewastall and broad;
his face was as ruddy asthe hill that formed the bowl of Iron Lake. As he waved his hands he clenched
them, showing fists that could have backed his arguments had he so chosen.

"It's not the money that matters,” Gravett was saying. "I'm doing dl right with my trucking businessand
my road contracts. After al, I'm only aminor stockholder in the Redland Iron Mine, and one of the old
guard, at that.

"But when we closed down, years ago, we still retained our charter. Since then I've been custodian of the
mining property, such asit is. When the stock-holders want to reopen it, my job isto seeit'sdone. If
they say toforget it, I'll forget it."

Mutters came from the disgruntled listeners. From them Gravett caught the fact that they doubted his
comments on the money question. His broad face showed disdain.

"When you talk about money," asserted Gravett, "you're talking in terms of Matthew Clinch. Who owns
all the vacation property in thisdistrict? Who owns the stores, the theater, even thishotel? To put it
amply: Who owns Redland?"

There was profound silence until a stoop-shouldered man with shaggy gray hair pushed through the group
to join Gravett. Turning, the man addressed the ligteners:

"I'll tell you who owns Redland - or thinks he does! Matthew Clinch!™

The listenerstreated the shaggy man with due respect. He was Blaine Quimby, owner of the weekly
newspaper, the County Clarion. So far, Clyde hadn't made Quimby's acquaintance, for the local
journaist was seldom in his office. But hedd heard it said that Quimby was aman of impartid mold, who
never Sded with any issue until he had judged its merits from the standpoint of integrity.

"l hold no grudge against Matthew Clinch," continued Quimby. "He hasincreased the vaue of his
property a hundredfold, and heis entitled to the profit since he has brought prosperity to Redland. But
when he triesto stop the whed s that he has turned, heiswrong.”

Though respectful, the hearers were not convinced. They still considered Iron Lake a better asset than
the minethat lay deep beneath its waters. With sharp eyes Quimby |ooked from man to man, then spoke
with solid logic.

"Redland wants afamous fishing lake," Quimby declared. "It can dso useaniron mine. | can giveit
both!"

Clyde saw men stare, startled. Some thought that Quimby was about to pull amiracle; others regarded



him asinsane.
"Hafway between here and the Junction,” declaimed Quimby, "isthe gorge of Rocky Creek. It isfed by

the water that flows over the dam of Summit Pond, asfine afishing spot aslron Lake. | happen to
represent the owners of the Summit Fishing Club. My word carries weight with them.

"| am confident that they will rdinquish their private rights and sdll their property to this community. That
accomplished, we can throw open Summit Pond to the public. It will replace Iron Lake as a popular
attraction. Iron Lake can then be drained and the mine put in operation without Redland losing its present
fame!”

Theideawas dawning on the listeners. Seeing it Sink in, Quimby added emphatically:
"And Matthew Clinch will lose nothing!”

THERE was something dramatic about Blaine Quimby. To add to the effect, chance brought a stream of
light through the hotel windows. Therain outside had ceased; the afternoon sun wasfighting through the
clouds. Gravett extended his hand to Quimby, by way of congratulation. But before the two could
complete the handshake, a dissenter spoke:

"Try and get the fishing club to sdll us Summit Pond! Those fellows stick to what they want tighter than
the leeches dong the dam!™

Quimby's sharp eyes picked out the speaker. Lifting his hand, Quimby wagged afinger.

"Asloca representative of thefishing club,” he declared, "1 have warned them repeatedly to repair the
dam that holds back Summit Pond. Having failed to heed that warning, they haveforfeited their right to
the property. If they refuseto sell at afair price we can have their property condemned.”

A dozen hands were shaking Quimby's. Clyde Burke watched them.

Being aman of integrity, Quimby was assuring everyone that he had done his duty by the Summit Fishing
Club. Hiswarningsignored, Quimby had been forced to take mattersin his own hands. Thiswas aflood
period, the time when adam was likely to go out. If it did, the deluge would take out the railroad bridge
that crossed Rocky Creek, below the dam.

Quimby had posted a game warden named Garfield to watch the water level of Summit Pond. But a
mere watcher couldn't stop the dam if it should give, so Quimby had taken further measures. Today he
had sent a crew of workersto buttress the dam and make sure it didn't go out.

"We owe thanksto Mr. Gravett," added Quimby. "He supplied the men."

"Don't thank me," returned Gravett hitterly. "Thank Maithew Clinch. The men that Quimby mentions
werethe crowd | had at Iron Lake. They couldn't even build a shack or set up asurveyor'stransit
without having rocks thrown at them."

Listenersfaced Gravett, trying to look innocent. He gave them an indulgent smile.

"It wouldn't have mattered,” said Gravett. "The men quarreled among themsalves. There was plenty of
evidence of it herein town; every evening ended in adrunken brawl. All of them werewilling to sart a
fight if someone paid them afew extradollars.”

As he pronounced the word "someone,” Gravett stared across the lobby toward a man who had just
entered. The glancewas dl that Clyde needed to identify Matthew Clinch. Ever snce hearrivedin



Redland, Clyde had seen that smug crab face peering a him from posters, circulars and every other form
of advertisng.

NOTING the knot of men, Clinch gpproached. He singled out Gravett and gave him asmile that was
anything but pleasant. Crisply, but with mock politeness, Clinch put the question:

"How isthework progressing at Iron Lake? Have you put the pumpsto work yet, Gravett?'

"The pumps haven't arrived yet," retorted Gravett. "Besides, they would be no usein thiswesather. My
men became impatient, o | turned them over to Quimby."

Before Quimby could put in aword, Clinch interrupted him.

"I have heard about it,” said Clinch. "An excellent idea to strengthen the dam at Summit Pond. |
compliment you, Quimby."

"And | compliment you, Clinch," snapped Gravett. " There has been no friction among the men since they
switched to the new project. Maybe you could give usthe explanation, Clinch."

Clinch returned awatery gaze that was directed at no onein particular. When he spoke it was for benefit
of dl.

"People speak highly of Summit Pond,” he declared. "But to even imaginethat it could supplant Iron
Lake would be preposterous. | prefer that Redland should remain a vacation region, undisturbed by
quarrdsomefactions. If there istrouble among men who are merely here to survey or drain alake, what
will happen when the town is crowded with mine workers?'

Pausing, Clinch gave ashrug asif in answer to hisown question. To prove that he had utterly dismissed
it, Clinch concluded:

"It isfoolish to worry about things that will never happen. Redland will always have Iron Lake; that | can
promiseyou."

As Clinch siwung to go one way, Gravett turned and went the other, leaving only Quimby to talk to the
lobby crowd. Somewhat disappointed, Clyde went over to the desk. He had expected more results from
this chance meeting between Gravett and Clinch.

Sunlight was dwindling. The clock above the hotel desk showed the time to be later than Clyde
Supposed.

Hed have to start soon to meet the evening train when it reached the Junction. A wire had comethis
afternoon from Mann, gating that Clyde was to be there when the train arrived. To Clyde, that could
mean onething only: that his chief, The Shadow, would be on that train, probably in the guise of
Crangton.

Clyde started out to the hotel garage to get the car that he had hired on aweekly basis. It wouldn't be
bad driving to the Junction, for the road followed the high ridge around in back of Summit Pond. What
bothered Clyde was the fact that he had so little to report.

Sometimes very little could mean much to The Shadow. Clyde was soon to be reminded of that point on
ascde s vadt that even hisimagination could not graspit.

CHAPTER VIII. THE SHADOW INTERVENES



DUSK was deep when the limited pulled into Redland Junction and came to a chugging stop.
Immediately, trainmen began to disconnect certain carsin order to attach them to the waiting local. This
was agpecia switch job involving two baggage cars a the head of the train dong with a coach and
Pullman &t the rear.

The baggage cars contained fifty thousand dollars worth of mining equipment; the Pullman carried the
men who had supplied it. The limited wasin ahurry to drop the cars, but theloca could wait - and did.

While the cars were being shunted, passengers dighted from the rear Pullman and stretched their legs
aong the dimly lighted platform, keeping under the umbrella shed to avoid a spattering drizzle that had
closed in a sunset. From an automobile parked near the platform, Clyde Burke identified two of the

passengers.

Onewas Lamont Cranston. He was carrying abrief case, to which he gestured while chatting with some
men who happened to be investors in the Redland Iron Mine. The other was Harry Vincent; his
companion was Roy Haskell, the trouble-shooter hired to straighten out the Situation around Iron Lake.

It was evident that Roy was pleased with Harry; so pleased that he had aready appointed him chief
assgtant in the work to come. When Harry said something and pointed forward, Roy immediately
nodded. Harry was suggesting that they have alook at the baggage cars and their vauable equipment. So
the two men walked ahead.

Immediately, Cranston detached himself from his own group with agesture indicating that he wanted to
put his brief case back in the Pullman. But Cranston didn't stay on the train. Boarding the Pullman asiit
was being shifted, belet it carry him farther dong the platform, then stepped fromits other sde amogt at
the spot where Clyde was parked.

To put it more precisdy, The Shadow stepped off. During the brief interim, Cranston had become his
other salf, thanksto ablack cloak and hat that he whisked from his brief case.

Clyde'sfirst knowledge of hischief'sarriva came when awhispered voice spoke from the drizzly
darkness:

"Report!”

Before Clyde could respond, the order was countermanded by the clutch of agloved hand on hisarm.
The Shadow himself must have stepped aside against the background of the car, for Clyde could see
through the blackness outside the window and thereby judge why his chief had so suddenly switched to a
policy of slence.

Train conductor and station master were meeting on the platform, not more than twenty feet away. As
the two compared their watches, their comments were plainly heard by Clyde and The Shadow.

"What's the word from Summit Pond?"
"Noneyet. Garfidd hasn't called.”
"With therain today the strain must be getting heavier on the dam.”

The pair moved dong the platform and Clyde redlized suddenly that The Shadow's grip had left hisarm.
Wondering if his chief had gone back to the train, Clyde looked toward the group of investors.

They were staring about as though expecting someone; but it couldn't be Cranston, for they weren't
looking at the shunted Pullman car. It struck Clyde that the man they expected must be James Gravett,



but he probably hadn't bothered to drive over to the Junction in al this messy wegther.

What Clyde didn't notice was that Harry and Roy were returning from the baggage cars. While Harry
talked, Roy's eyes were fixed on the group of investors. Not having seen Cranston leave, Roy could
eadly suppose that he was the man the investors hoped to see. But thiswas too distant for Clyde to
notice, and even Harry didn't observe the momentary frown that appeared on Roy's high forehead.

At that moment Clyde heard another whispered command, this time spoken from within the car beside
him. Itswordswere:

"Summit Pond!™

STARTING the car, Clyde spurted it toward the hill road. It was ten miles by rail from the Junction to
Redland, with the gorge of Rocky Creek hafway between, nearly atwenty-minute trip for the lumbering
local, onceit sarted.

The highway was at least four mileslonger becauseit followed the creek gorge to veer around the pond
itsdlf. Those features didn't particularly concern Clyde, except that the destination ordered by The
Shadow was on the route that the car would have to follow.

The important thing was that The Shadow either sensed a menace from the dam at Summit Pond, or his
keen dedireto investigate the Redland situation prompted him to choose the first angle that came aong.

Clyde reported in histerse, efficient style. The Shadow was interested in Summit Pond, and Clyde had
factsthat concerned it.

Succinctly, Clyde related Quimby's proposa to make Summit Pond a public ingtitution, thus allowing
Gravett to drain Iron Lake without further interference from the populace, since most of the citizens
would consder the pond an adequate replacement for their cherished fishing hole. Clyde was convinced,
however, that Clinch would not be satisfied with the arrangement, no matter how much persuasion was
exerted.

By then the car was whedling adong the fringe of Rocky Creek, where the tumult of the flood-swelled
stream roared up from the narrow cleft ahundred feet below. Over his shoulder, Clyde nudged to
indicate the direction of the railroad trestle farther down the creek. Pointing ahead, he gave the genera
location of the dam that held back Summit Pond.

At the end of another half-mile lights could be seen twinkling from the dam brink. Apparently men were
gtill at work re-enforcing the dam, and Clyde explained that they were the crew from Iron Lake.
Apparently their dissension had ceased after they |€eft that thankless job.

Stll, there was Gravett's argument to consider: that the blame belonged to Clinch. Very plausible that
argument, on the basisthat Clinch owned Redland. Workers at Iron Lake would undoubtedly prefer free
drinks and extradollars from Clinch's sympathi zers rather than receive brickbats from the same hands.

Clyde was speculating thus and doing it aoud, when The Shadow's hand came across and jogged the
Steering whed. Taking the hint, Clyde swung into amuddy road that, from its direction and its deep truck
tracks, must be the direct route to the dam.

Two minutes later the car had topped a hillock from which the lights ong the dam werevisble at an
angleto theleft.

"Stop here," came The Shadow's order. "Lights off."



Clyde responded to the double instruction. Leaning forward, he peered through the drizzle, trying to trace
the direction of some moving flashlights. Asthey disappeared among the trees, Clyde turned to spesk to
The Shadow. Somehow, the blacknessin the car seemed like avoid.

Somewheat gingerly, Clyde shifted to theright and let his hand precede him. A moment later hisfist was
thumping the vacant cushions. The Shadow was gone!

NOT far above the dam was asmall one-story cabin on the near shore of Summit Pond. The cabin
bel onged to the fishing club, which aso owned a pretentious lodge at the head of the pond, though the
latter was closed during the off season.

The only thing modern in the cabin wasits telephone. The illumination came from agasoline lantern that
was hanging from ahook set in one doping roof of the main room, throwing the light very much out of
balance.

Theilluminating Situation was somewhét relieved when aman wearing hip boots, poncho and ahunter's
cap with ared band, came in through the front door, bringing a second lantern, which he proceeded to
hang from a hook on the opposite dant.

There was honesty in thisman's rugged face, yet his eyes were shrewd. The combination marked him for
what he was, afish-and-game warden. He was Garfield, the watcher that Quimby had posted to keep
tally on the dam at Summit Pond.

Picking up the telephone, Garfield caled the Junction and spoke directly to the station master.

"Thisdamisal right," informed Garfield. "Y eah, | been over it from top to bottom... Doing agood jab,
them fellows. Got a brace againgt the front of the dam that looks like abig-sized egg crate... If that won't
hold it, nothing will, especialy when they get the props drove home... Be a better job than that pile of old
telegraph polesyou felows call atrestle... Yeah, give your old boiler the highball and pray that she's got
enough steam in her pipesto start!”

Garfield was chuckling as he put down the telephone. He didn't see the shadowy shapesthat were
creeping in from the doorway, spreading along the cabin's danted ceiling. Behind those ominous shapes
came three men whose rough clothes marked them as workers from the dam.

Suddenly the game warden sensed the gpproach. He swung about, drawing agun with one hand,
clenching the telephone with the other. Two men lunged for him. The third flipped ablackjack against the
back of Garfield's head.

Thewarden didn't fall. He stiffened, rearing in afashion that brought his gun up toward aman who
fronted him. Thinking Garfield was going to shoot, the fellow made afrantic Sde step and svung hisown
revolver at Garfield's forehead, denting it below the hunting cap. As Garfield wavered forward the third
man gave him a push that caved him on the floor.

"That first sock put him out," the pusher said. " Give me a hand with him. He's going out another way -
with the dam!™

Grotesgue blackness hovered on the danted walls as the three men stooped to lift their unconscious
burden. None of thetrio saw the fantagtic thing that streaked the wall, rising from their own black merge.
It was ahawkish profile, topped by the outline of adouch hat. Initsdlf that silhouette was enough to rivet
anyone who saw it, but it was a mere prelude to the audible token that invaded the cabin.

Low, siniger, like athreat cregping in from some outer realm of space came the whispered mirth that



chalenged these men of murder.
Thelaugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. WALL OF DOOM

EVEN as Gafidd'sinert form thudded the floor, the hands that dropped him were lunging forward, their
owners coming with them. Faced toward the door of the cabin, the three men took it that The Shadow's
chdlenge camefrom there.

They wereright. The blackness that might have been only night was actudly aliving shepe. Witha
sudden spontaneous surge, the berserk thugs closed in on The Shadow.

Clutching handsflew wildly asthey sought to best off the dedges of The Shadow's automatics, which
stroked downward from the doorway, then diverged into wide, hard sweeps.

Resdling, the three were scattering as The Shadow wanted, too dazed by the ondaught to draw their
revolvers. Only by blind chance did one man find a handy weapon, one of the lanterns hanging from the
roof. Catching the handle with asinking clutch, the finder wrenched the lantern from its hook and flung it
at The Shadow.

The throw was wide, which made it the more serious. Striking acot in the corner, the lantern burst,
scattering itsfluid over the bedding, which promptly ignited with a sheet of scorching flame. Another of
the ratty trio grabbed the second lantern and hurled it, again with explosive results, even though he missed
The Shadow.

Then the three were crashing out through windows, one kicking over agasoline can as he went. The can
broke open, pouring afew galons of new fud for the fast increasing flames. In Sde-stepping the igniting
gasoline, The Shadow had no timeto fire shots at his departing foemen.

Garfidd's plight was more important. Snatching the unconscious warden from the flame's path, The
Shadow carried him out through the door just before the cabin gave a huge puff that turned it into a
mammoth torch.

Seeing The Shadow as a hunched mass of blackness under Garfied'stilted form, the fleeing men fired
back afew spasmodic shots only to regret their error. One of The Shadow's hands was free and ready
with agun. It stabbed three quick replies. One foeman staggered. The second shrieked and clutched his
arm. Only the third escaped unscathed, thanksto an intervening tree.

Garfidd'sfigure veered through the woods as though taking along, dow-motion dive. Placing his burden
on theturf, The Shadow wheded in Sght again, framed againgt the background of the flaming cabin. His
purpose being to draw attention away from the motionless warden, The Shadow gave a defiant laugh.

STRANGE wasthe answer to that laugh. It came from afar, like the repested cal of abansheewailing in
the night. Those sounds, drifting from the distance were sarting blasts of the locomotive whistle, telling
that the loca was beginning its run from the Junction to Redland.

Instantly, there was action on the brink of the dam which was just beyond the range of the glow from the
burning cabin. Lights bobbed, accompanied by the thwack of axes. The workers at the dam had been
waiting only until the train was on itsway to destroy the very safeguard that they had constructed to hold
back Summit Pond!

Insidious, those thwacks. They mocked The Shadow and his efforts, even his own taunting laugh. His



rescue of Garfield was picayune compared to the task his enemies were confident held be unable to
accomplish - that of saving awholetrainload of humanity bound on itsway to destruction.

Thaose carloads of mining equipment!

They were what these traitors wanted to abolish. That cargo ruined, there could be no further talk of
reclaiming the old iron mine. Most of the equipment wasirreplaceable, and its cost would be an added
burden for acompany that had spent most of the funds contributed to refinanceit.

Added to that, dl theinvestorsin Redland Iron were on board the train, together with their engineering
expert and his picked crew of helpers. Those traitors on the dam brink were starting awashout that
would become awash-up, S0 far asthe Redland Iron Mine was concerned.

Thwack - thwack - thwack -

To stop those dooming strokes, The Shadow charged straight for the dam, literaly attempting to rush a
dozen guns at once!

So unexpected was the course that at first the witnesses couldn't believe it. The Shadow waswell within
their range of gunfire before they thought it necessary to stop him.

In answer to thefirgt burst of gunnery came more than The Shadow'slaugh. Thistime his strident mirth
was accompanied by the staccato burst of his own guns, blazing with amazing accuracy at the men who
sought to halt him.

Bullets punched the dam brink and the construction work beyond it. Slugs actudly clanged the ax heads
that still were swinging. Moreover, in the stretch of blackness that The Shadow saw ahead of him there
were human targets, so many that he was sureto clip some - and did!

One ax swinger reded, shrieking a his comrades, wanting to know what was wrong with their guns.
Other men threw down their axes and drew revolversinstead.

Only then did The Shadow swerve. His action was perfectly timed. He lost only afew seconds by it, but
in so doing he carried himsdf away from the background of the flaming cabin. The Shadow was gone -
and his enemies could only guess where.

Guessthey did, with bullets. Included among the blind marksmen were the two men that The Shadow
hed crippled during their flight from the cabin. From al aong the dam brink, gunsroared in unison; but
the shooters didn't stop at that. They charged en masse, except for the few aready crippled, hoping to
meet The Shadow in the darkness and overwhelm him.

IT wasthen that Clyde Burke gave thetimdiest of aid. His car was pointed right &t the dam; he could
hear the shouts of the charging men and located them exactly.

Clyde pulled the light switch and kicked the foot button that threw the headlight beam to full.

In the path of brilliance were the men from the dam, dl waving their guns. Out of that same burning swath
twisted a cloaked form that wriggled itself into the darkness, as though it had reached out and pulled a
window shade congtructed from the substance of night itsdf. A few of the gunners saw The Shadow go
and probed for him with shots.

The Shadow's guns responded. Massed men writhed like asingle creature in the light. They broke apart,
pell-médl, followed by staggering members who had received The Shadow's dugs. They took to the only
shelter that offered, the ground below the dam. From there they fired upward, while The Shadow raced



aongthebrink.

Clyde's headlights were tilted down and the dam was level, hence The Shadow was soon beyond the
areaof glow, though it wasn't entirely dark at the center of the dam.

Two men with axes saw The Shadow coming and dropped over the front of the dam, to scramble down
the buttress that they were trying to destroy.

It was exactly as Garfield had described it over the telephone, awooden structure that looked like an egg
crate on agigantic scae. It was strongly built, that buttress, for it was actualy holding back the rotted,
bulging dam, but it had one flaw, purposdly put into its design.

The buttress had a tendency to buckle. Should that occur, it would collapse of itsown weight. All that
prevented it was abig beam, wedged in the center of the topmost square, which was like the capstone of
an open-work pyramid.

That beam had al the merit of akeystone. It was taking pressure from both sides of the triangular
buttress. It was wedged so tightly that it couldn't be driven loose, so the game wasto chop it away. The
axmen had hewn it to the point where afew more chops would complete the task. The Shadow had
stopped the operation with only secondsto spare.

Now The Shadow held the bulwark and, like the dam, therailroad trestle was till intact. If released, the
water could reach that trestle in avery few minutes, but those minutes were threatening to become too
few. Desperate men knew it, and were taking desperate measures.

Crippled crooks were cregping aong the dam brink, gunsin hand. They did not open fire; they wanted to
get at point-blank range before they did.

Closer, closer, came the clustered stalkers. Their crawl seemed tuned to the gushing water that seethed
through the cracks of the weakened dam and smmered among the partitions of the buttress. Crouched
above the chopped brace, The Shadow was so much ablot of blackness that his approachers could only
guessthat he still was there. He was huddled, his hands beneath his cloak as though he intended to put
away hisguns.

Perhaps those guns were empty. Or it might be bluff upon The Shadow's part. Singularly, the cloaked
guardian was paying little attention to the cregpers who approached him, nor to the gush of water just
beneath. He was listening into the distance, where beyond the roar of Rocky Creek he could hear the
local chugging toward the trestle thet <till stood safe.

A whistle sounded: two longs, two shorts.

IT wastheloca blowing for acrossing, a continuation of the road that followed the brink of the creek
gorge. From those wails The Shadow could check the train'slocation. Hislaugh sounded from the
darkness. It was atone of satisfaction. His cause was amost won.

Hearing the tone, the crawling men understood it. With one accord they cameto their feet, those with
good arms helping the men who were shaky in thelegs, thelatter using their hands to brandish guns. They
surged for The Shadow like asingle unit; an ugly crew made up of faces, armsand legs.

Something dashed through the air with agreat cross sweep. It was an ax, brandished by The Shadow. A
better wegpon than a gun againgt this multiple monster that had crept too close for its own comfort. The
massed crooks swayed and recoiled. Another step and The Shadow would have put them into hel pless
retrest when, suddenly flashlights cut abroad belt a ong the dam brink.



The gunners from below were on the job again. Scaling their own buttress, they intended to come across
the top and overwhelm The Shadow. Meanwhile they were depending upon the men above to keep their
cloaked antagonist occupied.

Out of the car, Clyde Burke had reached the near corner of the dam. He had agun, but could not useiit,
for he was afraid of hitting The Shadow. It was Clyde, therefore, who became the only sober witnessto
the amazing thing that followed.

The Shadow gave a gesture with the ax to discourage the men upon the brink. Then, turning suddenly, he
drove the blade straight downward into the very beam that the crooks themselves had so lately sought to
ghatter!

Thwack - thwack - thwack -

Those strokes were The Shadow's, coming like cracks of doom. Men on the brink were lunging forward
to clutch him, fearful that even bullets couldn't stop the few more dashes that would complete the
devastating work. From below, men were dinging away their flashlights rather than be burdened in the
mad scramble by which they hoped to reach the top.

Then came a stroke that brought a heavy thud, accompanied by a splintering echo. With it the whole dam
quivered; while from below a crackle told that the square sections of the buttress were telescoping into
diamond shapes. Hands clutched The Shadow; guns shoved at him not only upon the brink, but from
below its edge.

The Shadow settled the first batch with jabs from the ax handle that poked back the aiming men who
clutched him and sent their gun hands high. He was twisting through that group when their guns spurted,
and the dash he gave adong the brink disturbed the aim of the marksmen below. The barks of revolvers
were logt in the groan of the yielding dam. Pressed out by the bulge, the men on the caving buttress hadn't
achanceto control their gunfire.

Shrieksweredl that Clyde could hear as The Shadow came loping from the quaking dam brink and
made afina lungeto solid ground. Shrieks from the cluster stranded on the dam, echoed by those of the
men who clutched the remnants of the toppling buttress. Then, al such sounds were drowned athousand
times over by aroar so mighty that the ground itself began to heave.

The dam was gone with asingle crash. Inits place was awal of foaming white, mighty as any tidal wave,
ahurling mass that represented the whole bulk of Summit Pond released in asingle spurt!

Off went that deluge carrying pygmy figureswith it, aflood so huge that it filled the gorge of Rocky
Creek. A wave of doom, launched by The Shadow, taking asits victims the very men who had sought to
unleash its fury upon others.

Far down the creek, in the path of that devastating cataclysm, tiny lights were gliding across the gorge.
Thosetoy-sized glimmers were from the cars of the Redland local, moving safely acrossthe trestie to
reach the far bank before thewall of doom arrived!

CHAPTER X. ARRIVAL IN REDLAND

IT was Harry Vincent who saw the white crest hurling down the gorge as he gazed from the window of
the smoking compartment at the rear end of the Pullman. Harry's sartled exclamation brought Roy
Haskell to attention.

They were up from their seats and out to the rear vestibule before the train had crossed the trestle. For a



few seconds there was an increasing quiver; then the train was on the solid roadbed and clacking steadily
ahead, while other men were arriving on the platform to learn what was the matter.

Thelocd wason astraight stretch, pounding up the grade, the trestle dwindling yet still visble behind it.
Roy said to watch, which everyone did. The result came very suddenly.

One moment the trestle wasin sight; the next it wasn't! It was far enough away to look like a structure
made of match gticks, and it acted as such a creation might. From the gorge came a prolonged roar.
Amid that tumult the trestle collgpsed, throwing up afew chunksto remind people that it had once
existed.

Roy was on hisway up front. Harry followed. Roy explained that nobody lived aong Rocky Creek, not
even below the gorge, because there the bed widened into swamp land. The marshes would ssmply be
flooded afew feet more and the land could stand it.

Back in the Pullman, Roy stood with furrowed forehead, while Harry repeated his description of the
gpproaching wave. Roy was studying the faces of the pae investors, more than that, he was counting
them. One face was absent. 1t belonged to Lamont Cranston. Roy knew that Cranston must have left the
train a the Junction.

Odd about Cranston. He didn't belong with this crowd. He'd only shown up at thefina conference,
amost as an interloper, since dl the stock had been subscribed. Roy hadn't considered it that way at the
time; held thought it good palicy to be friendly with anyone who might be needed later on. But right now
Roy was confident that Cranston must have had some inkling of the coming deluge; otherwise, he would
have stayed on thetrain.

Possibly Cranston was till somewhere on board. Roy decided to give him the benefit of the doubt until
thetrain reached Redland.

It was Harry, rather than Roy, who noted ajolting of the brakesjust after the locomotive whistled two
longs and two shorts, to denote another grade crossing. Looking from awindow, Harry saw apair of
talllights scooting into the dark. He was quite sure that it must be Clyde's car with The Shadow at the
whed!.

Naturally, The Shadow would want to beat the loca into Redland, and had probably made terrific speed
coming from Summit Pond. Whipping across agrade under the muzzle of alocomotive was nothing to
disturb The Shadow when occasion demanded. Probably The Shadow wanted to board the train as
Cranston when it was pulling into Redland.

THAT conjecture was correct. Still it wasn't the main reason for The Shadow's breakneck speed. The
car that was whedling into Redland ignored the railway depot to stop first at thelocal hospitd. There,
with Clyde aiding, The Shadow propped Garfield in front of the emergency door and rang the bell.

Theintern who answered nearly sumbled over Garfield's dumped form, but he wastoo late to note the
license number of the car that was fast whedling out through the hospital driveway.

In getting Garfidd to the hospital, The Shadow ruined his own chance of reaching the depot before the
train arrived. He was out of his cloak and hat, stepping to the platform as Lamont Cranston, just asthe
passengers came from the Pullman. James Gravett was on hand to meet the investors; hence Cranston
had no trouble sdling into the group.

One man, however, saw hisactuad mode of arriva. Still on the platform of the Pullman car, Roy Haskell
was watching for just such an occurrence. Witnessing it, Roy labeled Cranston as a man to watch, not



only tonight, but aslong as he stayed in Redland.

Gravett's greeting to his friends was cut short when he heard about the dam catastrophe. There was
much commotion around the station. The conductor was making aphone cdl to the Junction so that the
station master there could testify that Garfield had reported the dam as safe.

Other callswere being made to the county sheriff and the coroner. Amid such confusion came the word
that Garfield had arrived at the loca hospital in a serious condition, though no one knew who had brought
him there. Citizens were organizing to go over to Summit Pond and learn al that had happened.

"l cantell you what happened,” said Gravett to hisvisitors. "Those workers proved asinefficient at their
new job as at the old one. They couldn't strengthen adam any more than they could drain alake, though
| must confessthey seem to have done a thorough job getting the water out of Summit Pond.

"But that was because they weren't supposed to do it. I warned Quimby that the men were no good, but
he seemed to think that they would prove capable in their new environment. It al goes back to the
origind migtake - namely, that we had to hire d most anyone who camedong!"

With that, Gravett turned to Roy Haskell.
"What are you going to do for acrew, Haskel?"

"Brought one along,” returned Roy laconically. "About adozen men aredl I'll need at the start. When |
require more I'll get them the same way | did these."

To emphasize his choice of men, Roy introduced Harry Vincent, who met with Gravett'simmediate
approval. When Roy added that Harry wasto be his chief assistant, Gravett gave a pleased nod.

"l want to talk to both of you," confided Gravett. "But it can't be tonight because | haveto hold a
conference with the investors. Meanwhile, take good care of the equipment. | know that you aretired
from your trip, till | suggest that you watch those baggage cars tonight.

"Itisasingular fact" - Gravett shook hishead - "but | trust you two men more than anyoneesein
Redland, even though | never met you before tonight. | have been successful herein Redland and have
plenty of competent men on my pay rolls, but when it comesto aloca issue you can never tell what may

happen.”
With that Gravett | eft, taking the investors with him, Cranston included.

Roy went to see about leaving the equipment in the baggage cars and Harry found himself donewith his
first chanceto learn what had redly happened at Summit Pond. Cranston had gone, but Clyde was
probably somewhere around. Harry turned to look for the reporter.

AT that moment Clyde was spying someone he particularly wanted to see. Not far away was Matthew
Clinch, getting into abig car. Why Clinch had come to the depot Clyde didn't know.

But it was a certainty that Clinch must have heard about the bursting dam, and in his capacity of aNew
Y ork reporter, Clyde had anatura right to ask Redland's leading citizen for a statement regarding the
catastrophe. So Clyde started for Clinch's car, only to be blocked off suddenly by a man who stepped
from behind a post.

"Hold it, fellow!" said the man in atone that sounded familiar to Clyde. "Where do you think you're going
-andwhy?'



Clyde still couldn't quite place the voice until he saw the face that went with it. He remembered then that
he'd only heard the voice when it was making telephone cals, or inquiring at aticket window, which were
circumstancesthat didn't call for the man's present abruptness.

By thedim light of the station platform, Clyde was viewing the thin, pointed face of Bert Bevry, rendered
very sdlow and definitey ugly inthe dingy illumination.

The chance was too good for Clydeto lose. If he started an argument with Bevry, as Clyde had a perfect
right to do, they might both wind up in the sheriff's office. That would at |least result in The Shadow
finding out about it and getting around there as himsdlf or Cranston. Something could then be learned
regarding Bevry and there would be the beginning of anew trail, or at least the resumption of an old one.

Those flashing facts, plus hisdidike of Bevry'slooks, committed Clyde to asudden course. Without ado
he brushed off Bevry's hand, turned around and took a punch at the fellow's abbreviated chin. Bevry
ducked the blow, then staged atrick that bluffed Clyde completely.

What Bevry did was shove hisright hand for his pocket asif to draw agun. In wiry style Clyde sprang
forward to stop the move. In going for Bevry'sright hand, Clyde used both his own. Bevry'sleft hand
was free - and so was Clyde's jaw.

Clyde's next impression was that he had been bounced by two of the posts on the station platform. The
first post was Bevry'sfigt, but the second was areal one. Clyde hit it with the other side of his head.

THE gtation went around in circlesfor ashort while. Out of that vortex, Clyde saw afigure springing
toward him. Blindly, Clyde drove with both figts, intending to give Bevry as much asthe fellow could
return. A moment later Clyde's arms were hooked and he was staring at a different face than Bevry's, but
one he knew even better. It belonged to Harry Vincent.

"What happened up at the dam?" queried Harry. " Something so tough that you're il fighting it out in
your imagination?'

It'sno imagination,” returned Clyde. "It was Bevry. He wasn't a the dam! Hewasright herel”

Harry turned to see abig car pulling away from the station. No other vehicle was anywherein sght; nor
was there any person on the platform except Clyde and Harry.

"There he goes, then,” declared Harry. "In that big car.”

"But that's Clinch's car!" exclaimed Clyde. Then, his bresth coming with asharp whistle, he added: "So
that'sit!"

"That'swhat?" inquired Harry.

"Clinch is Bevry's next customer,” responded Clyde. "Everywhere Bevry goes there's a body-snatch.
They didn't think they'd need one a the dam tonight because Garfield was due to go out with it. But
Garfield landed in the hospital instead and hel's still there. Let'sgo!”

Figuring held have time before Roy returned, Harry hopped in the car with Clyde. They reached the
hospita just in timeto see Clinch's car drawing away. Clydetook it for granted that Bevry had dropped
off and goneinto the hospital.

Entering the hospital with Harry close behind him, Clyderaninto ared surprise. It wasn't Bevry who had
|eft the car; it was Clinch. The big money man of Redland had stopped at the office and wasinquiring
regarding Garfied. Learning that the injured game warden was sill unconscious, Clinch expressed



concern.

"Seethat he receives the best of care,” Clinch ordered. "And be sure to notify me as soon as Garfield can
seevigtors”

Seating himself in the reception room adjoining the office, Clinch remarked that he would remain there
until his car returned. Expecting that he would have achanceto talk to Garfield, Clinch had evidently let
his chauffeur take Bevry wherever the man happened to be going.

Driving back to the tation, Clyde talked it over with Harry and cameto adecision.

"The chief will be glad you're watching that equipment,” said Clydein apostivetone. "Becauseit is
important. Meanwhile, I'm keeping an eye on that hospital to seethat Garfield staysthere.”

Instead of "there," Clyde should have used theword "dive." But that was an angle that would have
occurred to The Shadow rather than his agents!

CHAPTER XI. CRIME'S CONSEQUENCE

AT noon the next day, James Gravett stopped at the hotel to pick up Roy and Harry, who were deeping
late because of their dl-night vigil. Thefirst place hetook them wasto Iron Lake, the scene of their future
activities.

The lake could well be termed an unnaturd curiogity. It nestled in ajagged bowl that had once been part
of anirregular ridge of hills. Briefly, Gravett told the history of the mining operations beginning more than
fifty years ago; how the red earth of those particular hills had given itsrich yield, encouraging the mine
ownersto hew deeper and deeper until they had created atremendous valley.

"When the mine closed twenty years ago,” concluded Gravett, "it was confronted by two costly
problems. One, dready on our hands, was the expense of hauling the ore up from the enormous pit. The
only aternative wasto blast away the hill on thefar Sde of the crater, thusforming aleve outlet.

"Unfortunately, the second plan was more costly than thefirg, though it might eventualy have been
written off through decreased expenditures. But even at the lowest operating figure the mine could no
longer make money. Better ore was plentiful in many other localities. So we closed the mine and you see
the result before you: Iron Lakel"

The lake wasn't much to look at. It had avery muddy appearance and the ground around it was
composed of rock and scrub. But the surface of the water was congtantly ruffled by the splashes which
occurred there, proving that Iron Lake wasredly rich with the fish it boasted.

There had aways been trouble during the rainy season, Gravett explained. Pumps were constantly busy
keeping the mine clear. Within ayear after its dbandonment, the huge pit was hdf filled by the drainage
from the hills. Another year and it wasfull. Thethird year - the fish appeared.

"Even then,” continued Gravett, "people wanted the lake drained, claiming its sagnant waters were
unhedthy. Tests were made, however, which proved the contrary. The iron in the water was the reason.
Asthe fish continued to increase, so did the popularity of Iron Lake.

"Though we till retained our charter to mine this property, the fact that we alowed people to usethe
lake shore gave it the status of public domain. Technically, we can drain the lake - and, technicdly, we
can't! Theonly way to settle that point isto test it.

"So far there has been trouble every time we started. The redl trouble was we didn't work fast enough.



The new equipment is our answer. Get it up here, pump the lake out, actually begin to work the mine,
and the argument will be over.”

Roy stated that he was willing to start that very day, but Gravett smiled. It would be better, he said, to
approach the problem dowly until everything was ready for swift and sudden progress. Let the men build
shacks, make surveys and test the soil of the adjacent hills.

All thisto lull the citizens of Redland and gradually lessen their hodtility. Make sure, fird, that Roy'smen
would be loya and keep adding new membersto the crew. Then, with the word "Go," things could begin
to happen overnight.

"There hasbeen alot of undercover talk," warned Gravett. " Such business as the citizens forming agroup
of vigilantes. We don't want anything like that to happen. We must proceed cautioudy, Haskell - which
reminds me that we must aso attend the hearing at the county courthouse this afternoon and learn the
verdict regarding the dam at Summit Pond.”

THEY lunched with Gravett at his pretentious home on ahill some distance from Iron Lake. Acrossthe
valey was amansion much larger than Gravett's. He pointed it out as Clinch's resdence, but Gravett
didn't seem particularly envious of the landowner.

"Clinch will be on the defensivetoday,” asserted Gravett asthey wereriding to town. "Y esterday he
opposed the plan of making Summit Pond a public fishing place as a substitute for Iron Lake. Last night
that question was settled by the destruction of Summit Pond.

"Thelink istoo strong to be overlooked. Clinch has dways settled thingsin high-handed style. He may
even be accused of bribing the workers of having deliberately released the dam. None of them have
shown up since.”

Harry could have added something to that statement, but he refrained. It seemed better to wait and learn
what happened at the hearing. Asthe car was passing the hospital, Gravett ordered the chauffeur to stop.
Getting out, Gravett said:

"I hear that Clinch has been trying to see Garfidd, possibly to suppress histestimony. | think | shal see
Gafidd mysdf if heisreceiving vistors"

Returning at the end of ten minutes, Gravett said that he had talked with Garfield, but found him very
hazy. The car proceeded to the courthouse, where it was stopped by ajam of people. Leaning out,
Gravett inquired the reason for the crowd. He learned that the bodies were being brought in for the
inquest.

"Bodies? Inquest?' Gravett shook his head. "Thisis getting very puzzling. Suppose we go insde and learn
what itisdl about."

Crangton was in the courthouse with the investors. He merely glanced a Harry, as he did with Roy.
Clyde was present, too, but he didn't look Harry'sway. It wasn't necessary.

Having heard the details of what happened at Summit Pond, Harry knew that the bodies must be those of
the alleged workers who had proven themselves murderous criminals and suffered the fate that they
deserved.

Most prominent a the hearing which had become an inquest, was Blaine Quimby. He was ddlivering a
gpeech that was practicaly afunerd oration, filled with barbs.

"Thereis one man to blame for thistragedy,” lamented Quimby. "He is the man who pretends to be our



benefactor, solong asit is profitable and pleases his smal vanity. Let someone €l se propose a benefit for
Redland; hisjedousy becomesinsanity.”

Dramaticdly, Quimby looked around the thronged courtroom. Men were leaning forward, hanging on
Quimby'swords. The shaggy journalist was bresking the spell so long maintained by Matthew Clinch.

"Only yesterday,” continued Quimby, "I offered a proposal that would bring an end to local discord and
givejusticeto dl. | suggested that we acquire Summit Pond as asubstitute for Iron Lake. Would that
man lisen?No! To him, logicisamere simulusfor craftiness. His scheming mind saw away to defeat
public opinion. He gave the order to release the dam at Summit Pond. It was done because hisword
backed by wedthislaw in Redland. | shal name him: Matthew Clinch!"

Quimby's voice rang through the courtroom as he raised his hand and pointed upward. Then, deciding
that he was placing Clinch ontoo high alevel, Quimby lowered his pointing finger. He couldn't poke it at
his listeners because Clinch wasn't among them, so Quimby compromised by pointing toward the door.

PROMPTLY the door swung open and in stepped Matthew Clinch.

"l heard you, Quimby!" spoke Clinch. "Heard you clear out in the street. | thought &t first it wasa
broadcast from Station WRED. | never did believe that Napoleon could address an army of a hundred
thousand men, but now | know it was possible.”

Pushing hisway up to the platform, Clinch pressed Quimby aside, giving him acold sare.

"l could cdll you afool, Quimby," declared Clinch. "But to do so would be an insult to the intelligence of
your listeners. They dready know it."

Turning to the throng, Clinch addressed them in the same crisp tone. Briefly, he summarized Quimby's
argumentsin cold, impartia fashion. Boldly, Clinch declared that he could believe such things, even when
they applied to himself. Then:

"Quimby has made me out aruthless man,” asserted Clinch. "As such | should have ordered the dam
destroyed earlier so that it would carry away the trestle before the train came across. That would have
been the end of dl the equipment bound for Iron Lake aswell asfor theinvestorsin the mining

property.”

Harry threw a glance toward Cranston and saw that his eyes wereriveted on Clinch. Smal wonder!
Even The Shadow had seldom listened to statements such as these, wherein an accused man was baring
the possibilities of a crime attempted but not accomplished!

"Being ruthless,” added Clinch, "1 would have hired men as ruthless as myself. Remarkable men, those.
So remarkable, so steeped in evil, that they were willing to destroy themselvesin order to complete the
purpose | ordained!”

Therewas agreat hush in the courtroom. The listeners were dwelling on Clinch'swords and waiting to
hear more. Clinch spoke again, his tone unchanged, but thistime he was facing Quimby.

"I could believe thosethings," declared Clinch. "Yes, | could believe them, Quimby, but only if | wereas
big afool asyou. But that isimpossible because you are so great afool you did not even think of them!”

Clinch sat down and the courtroom buzzed while the coroner'sjury filed out. Within five minutes they
were back again to declare that the failure of the dam at Summit Pond and the deaths resulting therefrom
were the result of misadventure. Men thrust themselves up to the platform to shake hands with Matthew
Clinch, the biggest man in Redland. Clinch waved them back.



TURNING to Quimby, who sat sllent and forgotten, Clinch spoke in an indulgent tone.

"l am sorry for you, Quimby," said Clinch. "So sorry that | withheld this statement until after thejury's
verdict. Last night | sent atelegram to the directors of the Summit Fishing Club. Hereistherr reply.”

Clinch read thereply. In the opinion of the directors the failure of the dam was due to the negligence of
their local representative, Blaine Quimby. They intended to notify Quimby that he was no longer their
Redland representative. They respectfully requested that Matthew Clinch would serve them in that
capacity if he could find timeto do so.

Thedirectors agreed heartily with asuggestion included in the telegram; namely, that since Summit Pond
no longer existed, the fishing club should transfer its headquartersto Iron Lake, now unrivaled asthe
State's best fishing spot. To aman those same directors were willing to petition the State to preserve Iron
Lake under therigid law that protected al natura fishing waters and rendered them immune from
molestation.

"We have dready made up our mindsregarding Iron Lake," Clinch told the audience that now was
entirely his. "This promise of an additional petition is another argument in favor of our cause.”

L eaving the courtroom, James Gravett found himsdlf the center of avery tiny group, which consisted only
of Roy Haskell, Harry Vincent and the investors in the Redland Iron Mine. To that small coterie, Gravett
expressed the opinion:

"That's the way with Matthew Clinch. He can dways stack the deck the way he wants, even when
another man dedlsthe cards.”

One man was absent from the little group, which wasn't surprising, since Lamont Cranston wasn't actudly
an investor in the mining property. Cranston was at the courthouse door, shaking handswith Clinch. Not
only was Clinch accepting congratul aions, but he was inviting Cranston to comeaong in hiscar.

Roy Haskell saw that meeting. Hisforehead tightened into wrinkles and his teeth gave an audible grind.
The thing fitted with Roy's idea that Cranston had been on the other side, right from the Start.

Harry Vincent didn't notice Roy's reaction. It chanced that Harry was looking at Cranston, too. Harry's
reaction was quite the opposite of Roy's, because Harry knew the inside facts.

Lamont Cranston was making friends with Matthew Clinch for avery specia reason. He was preparing
theway for his other saf, The Shadow. It happened that The Shadow was dways interested in meseting
men who could stack the deck when other people dedlt.

Sooner or later, The Shadow himsalf would become the dedler, just to see how well the cards would
run.

Harry Vincent knew.

CHAPTER XII. CLINCH FINDS A FRIEND

MATTHEW CLINCH was dways glad to make friends. The fact that he had hundreds, merely
stimulated his urge for more. He had found afriend today, a man named Lamont Cranston, who was
reputed to be very wedthy, which madeit al the better, since Clinch preferred wedthy friends.

Riding in Clinch's big car, these new friends had made atrip through the surrounding region, looking at
propertiesthat were likely to interest Cranston. Coming back through town, they were turning toward the
hill where Clinch lived, when he remembered something. Clinch told his chauffeur to stop at the hospital.



Together, Clinch and Cranston went up to see Garfield, the injured warden. A nurse gavethem asmileas
they entered.

"The patient isanxiousto see you, Mr. Clinch," the nurse said. "Wetold him that you called afew times
and he seemed very pleased. But don't talk to him too long.”

Garfidd was sitting up in bed, his head heavily bandaged, particularly above one eye. He tended aweak
hand to Clinch and then to Cranston, when Clinch introduced his friend. In asolemn tone, Garfidd said:

"I'm sorry about what happened at the dam, Mr. Clinch."

"Y ou should tdll that to Quimby," observed Clinch. "The catastrophe was hisfunerd, not mine."
Garfield winced.

"It was nearly my own," he said. "If you want meto tell you what happened up there-"

"Dont tireyoursdf, Garfield."

"But thereisn't much to tell. I'd inspected the dam and it looked al right. | guess| must have gone back
there after | phoned the Junction. Something just went crack - and here | am. | suppose a chunk of wood
hit me when the dam broke loose."

Though hiseyeswere haf closed, Garfield was watching Clinch dl the while, asthough to learn whether
his story met with the visitor's gpprova. Apparently it did, for Clinch rose, gave Garfield another
handshake and said he'd be back |ater.

Riding past the depot, Clinch pointed to ahuge van that was |oading from the baggage car. On the van
wasalargelegendin gold letters:

REDLAND TRANSPORTATION SERVICE

"One of Gravett'svans," gated Clinch. "Looks like aleftover from the last company that went broke.
Gravett must have owned at least twenty transportation companies, none of them successful.”

Cranston's eyebrows raised in query.

"Gravett haulstoo chegply,” explained Clinch. "He takes haf loads and gives too much discount for long
hauls. He never charges extrawhen he hasto buy licensesin other States. No wonder he dways goes
broke."

Looking back through the rear window, Clinch made another survey of the van.

"That'sthefirst load of equipment going up to themine," he remarked. "Wdll, that's another venture that
will mean alot of money lost. But Gravett won't loseit.”

Clinch amplified that statement on the way up the hill. He said that Gravett had afaculty for interesting
investorsin any sort of enterprise; that when Clinch referred to Gravett "going broke," he meant the
companies, not the man. To illugtrate, Clinch gestured to a side road where a massive, truck-mounted
concrete mixer was lumbering into Sght.

"Road contracts are acasein point,” stated Clinch. "Gravett is dways the lowest bidder. On paper his
jobs promise wonderful profits. At the finish everybody haslost money.”

"Induding Gravett?'



"To the man's credit, yes," acknowledged Clinch, in agrudging tone. "If it isto anybody's credit to bea
falure! Technicdly, | might say that Gravett breaks even. His sdlary usudly balances off the amount that
heinvestsin acorporation. But | cal that losing money.”

"Y et Gravett appearsto be wedlthy."

"He's mortgaged to the hilt. If hewasn't held be buying real estate instead of trying to revive the old

mine.

HAVING mentioned red estate, Clinch kept it in mind. Long after they had reached his pretentious
mans on and wandered about its grounds; even after they had finished dinner and were stepping outside
again to view the first good sunset in amonth, Clinch reached to the same menta pigeonhole.

"Speaking of red estate,” he said, "you will find it the best investment in thisregion. Tell me frankly: which
property most impressed you during our tour this afternoon?”

Staring off into the distance, Cranston replied in arecollective tone:

"Crydd Lake"

"Crydd Lake" returned Clinch. "Why, thereisnt afishinit!"

"That'swhy | likeit," expressed Crangton. "The lack of fish renders Crystal Lake unique.”

"You'rejegting,” insgsted Clinch. "Lack of fish does not make alake unique. In contrast, take Iron Lake
and-"

"Thetroublewith Iron Lake," Crangton interposed, "isthat it doeshavefishinit."

It took Clinch awhile to understand. That he did have some sense of humor was apparent when adow
amile brought wrinklesto hisusudly tight face.

"They areamystery, thosefishin Iron Lake," agreed Clinch. "I takeit that iswhat you mean, Cranston.
By what good fortune they first came there, we do not know. Various theories have been offered, but
none are satisfactory. But the lake never shows signs of getting fished out. If it did, Gravett would be able
toreclamhisironmine

Casually, Cranston asked why Iron Lake could not be restocked, should its fish supply decrease. Clinch
replied that since Iron Lake was not of natural formation, nor in any sense awaterway, it lacked the
privilege of being socked from public funds. The same had gpplied to Summit Pond, where stocking had
been the job of thefishing club that owned it.

The trouble was, nobody owned Iron Lake. Therefore, it survived only because of its own peculiar ability
to producefish. Aslong asthat continued, Clinch would fight to preserve Iron Lake and he was sure that
the State would heed his plea. Of course there were others who would support it strongly; cagily, Clinch
caught himsdlf as he was about to name them.

Cranston understood. Clinch meant the wedlthy owners of the Summit Fishing Club, now without a
fishing spot of their own. It was smart of Clinch to swing that dedl, bringing the club to Iron Lake. So
smart that Clinch didn't want to stress the fact to so astute a person as Cranston.

ALL thiswhile, Cranston's gaze was focused upon adistant hill where work wasin progress.
Technicdly, Cranston waslooking at hills, rather than asingle hill, for the summit that he watched formed
the shore of Iron Lake.



There abig van was being unloaded; tents were going up. Off to one Side, two men were running awire
aong the ground.

Roy Haskdll was hard at work with Harry Vincent at his elbow. They were establishing themsalveson
therim of Iron Lake, to be ready when James Gravett gave the word to start full operations.

Over Crangton's shoulder, Matthew Clinch was watching that same scene. Cranston didn't haveto turn
around to picture Clinch'sface, tight and glaring, with its sharp eyes narrowed to tiny beads. Clinch's
minute of silence, terminated by a sharp, angry suck of breath, reflected his expresson aswell asany
mirror.

Suddenly, Clinch became his more contained self.
"Itisgetting dark," he said, "and the evenings are very chilly at this season. Suppose we go in the house.”

Dusk was actudly settling on Clinch's hill, though the sunset till burnished the ruddy summit thet
represented Iron Lake. What interested Cranston was the fact that a car was swinging into Clinch's
grounds, and itslights were blinking from dim to bright and back again, as though the driver couldn't
make up hismind.

Clinch had certainly noticed those lights. Cranston suspected that they might have something to do with
his decison to go indoors.

Thelightsdid have. Entering the house, Clinch was promptly notified that he had avigitor. A minute later
he was introducing Cranston to none other than Bert Bevry.

Fortunately, the go-between hadn't seen Cranston during that meeting with Hubert Endorf in Daebury.
Nor did Bevry suppose that Cranston had even heard of Alfred Alderson, whose ways of murder had
been so cleverly covered in Manhattan.

Asfor adozen previous cases wherein murderers had disappeared like their victims, leaving atrail of
unsolved mysteries that had not yet been branded crimes, Bevry hadn't the least idea that Cranston had
been invedtigating those, either as himself or The Shadow.

To Bevry, Cranston wasjust another customer to whom Clinch wastaking red edtate.

"Bevry ismy publicity man,” stated Clinch. "He travels everywhere, encouraging newspapersto say nice
things about Redland. An expensive man for a press agent, but worth it."

Unquestionably, Bevry was worthwhile as aroad man, considering that hisreal work was arranging the
permanent disposa of troublesome bodies at ten thousand dollars per, for people who could afford the
price.

Cranston was quite sure that Endorf had gained afortune through Morgan's degth; and the same
probably applied to Alderson's disposal of Helfin. Other cases had shown the same symptoms.

If Bevry happened to be arranging asmilar dea with Clinch, he was covering it to perfection. But the
fact that Bevry operated out of Redland made his purpose here seem much bigger. It could well be that
Redland was where Bevry brought and delivered the profits, which gave the case anew angle.

AT present Bevry's misson was of amost disarming sort.

"I'vejust comefrom town," Bevry told Clinch. "They're holding amass meeting thisevening. | think that
you should bethere.”



"Of course," acknowledged Clinch. "We can start right away."

"Weought to talk it over first," ingsted Bevry serioudy. "Y oull haveto prepare avery specid speechin
order to stop those hotheads.”

"Y ou mean they're serious about this vigilante business?'

"That's right. In fact some of them have been getting together dready. The meeting islikely to adjournto
Iron Lakein full forceif you don't take control."

"How dreadful!" Clinch gave aworried cluck. "We can't | et that happen. Will you excuse us, Cranston?|
need Bevry to help mewith my speech because hisreaction isaways sound. To think that al thistrouble
should begin again, just when everythingisso well in hand.”

The double talk didn't deceive Cranston. He knew why Bevry flashed those lights. It was Bevry's sgnd
that all waswell from adifferent standpoint than he expressed in words. In histurn, Clinch was playing
the same reverse. Thisbusiness of awell-planned speech was just the sort of bluff that would allow
enough delay to let the vigilantes get started on the work that Clinch wanted, despite his pretenseto the
contrary.

Politely, Cranston remarked that he ought to be getting back to town to meet the mine investors. Again,
Clinch played smart. He wasn't at al annoyed to hear that Cranston was il interested in Gravett's
proposition. Equaly polite, Clinch summoned his car to have the chauffeur take Cranston into Redland.

There was a smile on Crangton'slips as he entered the limousine. By accepting the use of the car, he was
giving Clinch another pretext for being late a the meeting, snce Clinch could say that he had to wait for
his car to return.

If that thought happened to bein Clinch's own mind, this was one time when the big man of Redland had
outguessed himsdlf. For in sending Cranston off, Clinch was dispatching a better spokesman than himsalf
when it cameto curbing trouble.

A spokesman who said it with gunsinstead of words. The Shadow!
CHAPTER XI11. MASKED BATTLE

NEAR the shore of Iron Lake the light of acampfire showed six tents pitched in asemicircle. Thosetents
weretheliving quartersfor Roy Haskell, Harry Vincent and the dozen men with them. Arranged thus, the
tents formed an outer line of defense, with the edge of the lake at either flank.

Inthe midst of all this, close by the fire, were the crates of mining equipment not yet unpacked. Over the
crateswere large coverings of canvas, as a protection should the rainy season return with afinal spasm.

Roy was surveying the stock pile rather ruefully.

"If we were only working those pumps tonight!" Roy argued. "Wed be stedling ared march on Clinch's
crowd!"

"And they'd be staging amarch on us," returned Harry. "Right up the hill and into this camp to wreck
eveaythingindght.”

"Maybeyou'reright," conceded Roy.

"And maybe I'm more than right," Harry added. " That mass meeting may turn into ariot, anyway."



Oneof thelistening men gave agrunt.

"What do you mean, mass meeting?' he queried. "l just came up from town. When | went past the hall
the meseting had started but the place wasn't more than haf full.”

Harry turned his steady eyestoward Roy, who gave asignificant nod and roseto hisfest.

"Y ou're guessing right, Vincent," Roy said. "The haf that isn't in the hall may have started here dreedly.
Let'stake alook around!”

Harry was atrifle dow in getting to his feet, which wasfortunate. The brick that came sailing past Roy's
shoulder skimmed only afew inches above Harry's head. Harry turned hisrise into adive, which Roy
copied, yelling for his men to do the same. More bricks came flying over their heads, glancing from tents,
bouncing into thefire.

"Let'sgo”

Grabbing clubs and heavy toals, the crew responded to Roy's order. Crouched low, they darted in
between the tents, then straightened as they met the brick heavers. The rapid sortie scattered the
attackers, who went darting off into the dark.

That was only the beginning. As Roy's men were Spreading in pursuit, Harry yelled awarning. Looking
back, Roy saw that their foemen were taking advantage of the spread, cutting in through the gapsto
reach the much-prized equipment.

Turning at Roy's quick order, the mining crew converged upon the vandals, producing as hard a
free-for-all asHarry had ever attended. At least adozen men had broken through thelines, all armed
with clubs of their own. Who they were, it wasimpossibleto judge, for they were wearing masksin
keeping with vigilante tradition.

Clubs began to thwack like quarterstaffs, some of the blows glancing from heads that didn't bob fast
enough. Very quickly the masked men scattered, but again their purpose was tricky. Revolvers began to
talk from the farther darkness, sending their dugs above the heads of the mining crew.

As Roy's men ducked, the masked clubbers surged into the fray anew, but the gunfire didn't stop.
Rather, it served as abarrage for the attack.

"Grab those maskd" shouted Roy. "They're wearing them so the snipers can tell their friends from ugl”

Roy's ideawasn't feas ble because his men were forced to keep too low. They were stopping the
attackers by clubbing at their shins, but it was risky business to come up from a crouch and become an
open target. The odds were swinging over to the other side, and badly, when Harry provided the
answer.

"Forget the maskd" he shouted. "' Grab those burning logs and chuck them! That will work two ways"

It did work two ways. As missiles the firebrands were far better than the clubs that Roy's crew
discarded. Flung at the masked crowd, the flaming logs reversed the attack into arout. But the second
result was dl the better.

The scattering of the logs ruined thefirdight. No longer were Roy and his men distinguishable targets for
the snipersin the darkness. The shotsthat till came werefired blindly. Harry's quick wits had ruined the
whole scheme of attack!



ON hands and knees, Roy was ordering his own men to resort to gunfire. There were shotgunsin with
the mining equipment, though they weren't enough to go around. Meanwhile, Roy was groping for
something e se, and which he promptly found. It was atelephone already connected by the wire that the
crew had stretched along the ground.

"I'm caling Gravett," Roy told Harry. "He says he has some truckers that are dependable. Men who
don't belong herein Redland. Gravett just ordered them in from distant routes.”

Shotguns were answering the snipers as Roy made the call. Asaresult Roy didn't haveto tell Gravett
much of what was happening. A startled exclamation from the receiver was proof that Gravett heard.
Without waiting for further details, Gravett told Roy to keep holding off the foe. In ten minutesthe trucks
would be up from town.

Gravett's voice cut short abruptly as the telephone went dead. Some of the masked attackers had found
the wire, which meant that they were making aflank maneuver. Roy told hismen to fire their shotguns
that direction. They did, and aflurry of revolvers answered in hasty retreet.

"That's chasing them,” commended Roy. "With only ten minutesto go, we won't have to worry."

Therewas oneflaw in Roy's argument. The finding of the telephone wire was sufficient for the vigilantes
to know that acdl for help could have gone through. At least they acted upon that supposition without a
moment's delay.

Up from the darkness between the tents sprang a batch of men who had remained there. Dim light from
the smoldering logs showed the gleam of revolvers. Seeing shotguns shoving at them, the masked men
suddenly beat a swift retreat, and Roy made the mistake of ordering his men to follow and club them into
submission.

Hardly had the charge begun before arow of flashlights gleamed from across a concrete wall that
marked the edge of an old highway leading past Iron Lake. The new highway was farther back, and the
men with the flashlights had snesked down fromit to lay in wait for the proper time.

Thiswasthe proper time!

Roy's men were tangling with masked attackers who had done another turnabout in the dark. Fully
engaged in the new free-for-al, they couldn't do athing to stop the flank invasion.

These men from the flank belonged to the crowd of vigilantes, but they formed areserve group. They had
|eft it to the othersto begin the fray while they remained in readiness. Being vigilantes, these fresh fighters
were aso masked.

Thelr flashlights showing the way wide open, the men beyond thewall prepared to clear it. A dozen
strong, they could then take Roy's crew from the rear, polish them off, and wreck the equipment before
the truckmen arrived!

Only something superhuman could have halted that charging horde. And the superhuman arrived at the
gpot most vitally needed. Rising suddenly before the gleaming flashlights was a cloaked figure that took
on gargantuan proportions as hisweird shape cut the beams.

The Shadow!

ARRIVING in the midst of bettle, the cloaked fighter had spotted the source of coming attack. Skirting
through the darkness, The Shadow had reached the near side of thewall. Now he was scaling the six
foot concrete barrier, right into, the midst of the invaderd!



Barking revolvers, roaring shotguns drowned The Shadow's laugh so far as Roy and his crew were
concerned. Only Harry caught atrace of it through the noise of battle. Likewise, Harry wasthe only
person who managed along enough glance to identify hischief.

Some of Roy's men saw the blacknessthat clouded the flashlights, but merdly thought the lights were
sending signd blinks to encourage the other vigilantes. The only fighterswho redlly saw and heard The
Shadow were those who composed the very squad into which he was making his startling thrust.

Just as he had dedlt out punishment aong the dam at Summit Pond, so did The Shadow ddliver it on this
wall that stood near Iron Lake. Only, thistime, The Shadow lacked a handicap. He didn't have to run the
gantlet of enemy guns. He wasright in there from the moment he began his heavy work.

Slugging tactics were the sort The Shadow used. He wasn't wasting shots at thisinitia stage, for he knew
they might be needed later. Hislong arms, sweeping both directions as he drove dong the wall, were
guiding fiststhat packed dl the wallop needed.

Downstrokes, backsweeps, quick turns and sudden dashes, were spilling masked men like dollson a
rack. The only thing to the advantage of the stupefied vigilantes was the fact that The Shadow insisted in
beating them in one direction, back to their own side of thewall.

The cloaked conqueror wasn't giving any man a chance to dash over and join the fray wherein Harry,
Roy and their companions were gaining an even break. He was putting foemen right where they
belonged, in aspot they didn't want.

Asthelast of the dozen floundered from the wall, The Shadow dropped swiftly to hisown side. Hislaugh
mocked his foemen as they opened fire from the ground. Those who had dodged The Shadow's dedges
weretrying to clip himin the dark that had replaced their flashlights. They were smply shooting & the
spot where The Shadow had been.

Sometimes, however, The Shadow could laugh too soon.

Thiswas one of those occasions. He didn't careif they located his exact position; in fact, he preferred
they should. Those who cared to clamber over the wall would make themselves the smplest of targets.
The masked men knew it, so they didn't try.

Instead, four of them launched to atask The Shadow couldn't see, for sharp as his eyeswere, they
lacked X-ray vison. Keeping low beyond thewall, the four men charged, shoulder to shoulder. They hit
the concrete with an impact that jarred them.

It jarred the concrete, too. Though strong enough to support the weight of climbers, the cracked wall
wasn't in condition to stand the punch of afour-man pile driver. Gaps near the end of the wall were proof
that chunks of concrete had broken in the past, and these charging men evidently knew al about it.

Their drive wasn't blind, nor even desperate. The wall gave as though fashioned for such purpose. A
block of concrete six feet square heaved forward as though a catapult had hurled it.

A massive chunk that packed the crushing weight of ajuggernaut was toppling straight for The Shadow,
catching him so squarely in its path that to Sde-step it wasimpossible.

CHAPTER X1V. GONEWITH THE NIGHT

ASthe concrete cracked, The Shadow recoiled. Half crouched, he saw the poised block balance for a
single moment, its height increased by the fact it was on edge. In that moment The Shadow experienced



the sensation that murderous men had known when the breaking dam had carried them from its brink.

The concrete block was white, like the foam of the great wave that had scattered victims adong the fringes
of the creek gorge. But thiswave waslike it frozen thing, a specter of stone, cometo life.

As The Shadow took another backward step, the stone wave crashed but did not break.

It struck only afew feet short of The Shadow's retreating figure, and the landing increased itsimpetus.
Over it came again, its next sde threatening to crush the victim who had barely managed to escape the
first impact. With the momentum that it was gathering down the dope, thisimprovised juggernaut could
not fail to trammel anything aong its path!

Asthe block heaved, The Shadow lunged to meet it. Asagreat edge of stone dashed downward, he
leaped acrossit to grip the next sector of the block. Instead of staying in the stone's path, The Shadow
wasputtingitin hid

Literally, hewas climbing over the bounding block asit continued its mighty bounce. It wasthe same as
scaing the concrete wall, except that the barrier wasin motion. Fighting hisway forward, upward, The

Shadow was on atreadmill of gigantic Sze. Helooked like ablack beetle trying to get clear of arolling

stone.

During three of those fateful turn-overs, The Shadow was on the absolute brink of destruction. He was
clambering over each rearing edge as though taking the crest of awave.

If hed lost his hold, his strength or even his speed, the great block would have carried him down another
stroke and mashed him to pulp.

But The Shadow was neither dipping nor wesakening. He was gaining on the thing that hurtled him,
speeding his scramble faster than itsrotation. As astony edge reared high, The Shadow was ba anced
upon it, then across, diding down the next side. That side came levd, but by then The Shadow was
grabbing the next and diving beyond it.

Up heaved another stretch of stone, but The Shadow had aready begun aheadlong dide. Over another
rearing edge he went, before it could tip him back. His pitch ended in a somersault upon the ground,
while behind him and bel ow the great mass of concrete continued its whirling bounds to end with ahuge
splash in the brick-red water of Iron Lake!

The bouncing block had carried The Shadow more than sixty feet during his counterwise trip acrossit.
Hisfight for life could be measured in ten quarter turns of that massive cube. Up by the broken wall,
flashlights had followed the block's course long enough for their ownersto be convinced that The
Shadow was forever settled. Now those lights were veering as masked men poured through the gap left
by the toppled block.

Masked murderers were starting to the aid of their companions who were losing their hand-to-hand fight
with Roy's crew.

LOUD came The Shadow'slaugh, so strident that it stood for aliving fighter, not a ghost. The Shadow
wasn't wasting time by etting his enemies wonder whether he was dive or not. He wanted them to know
that their improvised juggernaut had failed - to convince them that the term superhuman was but amild
description of his prowess.

All the while, though the vigilantes didn't know it, The Shadow was fumbling for hisguns. His hands were
gtill making rotary grabsfor great stone edges, somehow, hisfingers couldn't limit themsdavesto such



small scope as abrace of automatics, even though The Shadow's guns were of the largest pattern.

But the laugh was sufficient in itsdlf. Halting, the men from the wall jabbed frenzied shots at their taunter.
Thelr hasty gunfire was s0 high that The Shadow could scarcely hear the bullets whimper overhead.

And now The Shadow had hisguns.

His shotsin the dark were more effective. The Shadow had the advantage of firing upgrade. Even when
short, his shots ricocheted from the stony soil into the ranks of his adversaries. They were on the run,
back to their broken wal, The Shadow's laugh spurring their mad flight.

The bottle-neck gaped black in the wide stretch of old concrete, giving The Shadow a perfect
opportunity to spill hisenemies like puppets, provided, he could sill furnish the wherewithd.
Unfortunately, The Shadow's guns were empty. He'd spent hislast shotsin routing the flank attack and
was therefore unable to follow up hisvictory.

At least not with bullets.

The Shadow's guns had proven their merit as bludgeons and could do the same again. On hisfest, he
was gtarting up the very path from which the rolling concrete block had shorn the moss without gathering
it. But as The Shadow reached the break in the wall he decided to leave the pursuit to others.

Three roaring trucks had arrived dong the highway and were whedling into open ground, to throw their
glaring headlights on the scene of recent battle. From them were springing brawny men with monkey
wrenches so big they looked like gargoyles. These were the reserves dispatched by Gravett, to aid Roy's
crew.

So far had the trucks come that their headlights were dmost at thewall. The glare was pouring right into
the encampment where Roy and his companions had staved off the last attack. But the masked men were
gone, somewherein the darkness of the higher dope. Roy and Harry yelled for the trucks to swing
around.

Crouched by the wdll, The Shadow formed a portion of the blackened gap when the turning headlights
swept past him. Calmly, he was reloading his automatics, looking for sgns of the vigilantes. But despite
the wide sweep of the headlights, none of the vigilanteswerein sight.

All of them were gone; those who had origindly begun the fray and the reserves whose flank attack The
Shadow had countered. True, there were many of them, with enough uninjured to help those who had
suffered in the fray, but their very numbers made the disappearance of the combined throng aremarkable
occurrence.

If the ground had swallowed them, which it hadn't, it couldn't have done a better job. Like Roy's crew,
the men from the trucks stood stupefied. There were plenty of truckers, at least adozen in addition to the
drivers, al prepared to give battle. But there was no one left for them to fight.

The only explanation was that the vigilantes had fled over the hill brow, which wouldn't have been difficult
if they had al been hale and hearty. But considering the quotathat Roy's men had staggered, to say
nothing of those The Shadow had knocked out, the thing was most amazing.

HEARING the details of the battle, the truckmen decided to drive aong the road beyond the brow and
seeif they could pick up traces of the masked marauders. During that palaver, The Shadow was moving
past thetrucks, skirting their lights, on the way to take alook himself.

Reaching the brow, he dropped beyond it and listened for any sounds from the dope on the other side.



There were none, nor could The Shadow make out shapes of stumbling men down the grade that was
dimly visblein the partia moonlight. A low, whispered laugh came from The Shadow'slips, then halted
suddenly.

Other sounds demanded immediate attention. Coming back over the brow, The Shadow saw what
looked like an immense torchlight procession moving up the road that led around Iron Lake.

The citizens from the mass mesting!

They hadn't waited for Matthew Clinch to arrive and ddliver one of hisfamous speeches. Informed that
shooting had dready started on the hill, they had broken up their meeting and comein full force.

Outraged citizens, these, ready to argue that any gunfire must be the fault of the mining crew. That
guestion settled, they were justified to take over the Situation. What the masked vigilantes had failed to
do, this mob that was coming openly intended to finish.

Wearied by their fray, Roy's men couldn't hold them off. Indeed, haf of the mining crew was
incapacitated. Roy himsalf was dazed from the battle and Harry, who now stood in charge, could not
count asingle man in good enough shape to renew the struggle.

Harry turned to the truckersto tell them that the work wastheirs. He was too late; they were already
back in ther trucks, starting for the road, intending to go acrossthe hill. Harry yelled after them, but his
voice was drowned by the roar of the angry townsmen, ahundred strong, asit surged dong the last
stretch of the road.

The mob had seen the trucks and recognized them as belonging to Gravett. Having come here to wreck
some of Gravett's property, the mob decided to do athorough job, starting with the trucks. Thefirst
truck was almost to the highway; nonchaantly, the driver leaned out and signaled to the othersto veer
left, which was the direction toward the hill brow.

It was easy to head that way before the mob arrived. The truckmen were taking asmple out, leaving it to
Roy and Harry to do the same. Tough chaps, those truckers, but not tough enough to meet the attack of
amob that outnumbered them ten to one.

The Shadow held adifferent opinion.

DOWN from the hilltop, The Shadow appeared very suddenly in the flare of the first truck's headlights.
Hewasto thel€ft, the direction which the driver intended to take. A fierce laugh echoed through the
night, piercing the roar of the approaching mob. Thedriver of thefirgt truck stared, dowing hisbig
vehide

An automatic stabbed. Its bullet whizzed between the windshield and the truck driver's nose. The next
shot carved a chunk from the door at the driver'sleft ebow. Wildly, the man wheded histruck to the
right and, as he did, another bullet crashed the truck's hood.

The Shadow's laugh was coming closer, its mockery telling exactly what its author wanted. Having
nudged that truck to the right with hiswell-placed bullets, The Shadow expected it to keep going. He
wanted speed, too; otherwise, he wouldn't have kept on shooting as he did.

Thinking that every shot was meant for him, the driver of the leading truck gave his vehiclefull speed
aong the road beside the lake, preferring to take chances with the arriving mob rather than stay within
range of The Shadow'samazing aim.

Sincethe driver didn't waste time in looking behind him, hefailed to see thered purpose of The



Shadow's further shots.

The cloaked marksman was taking the second truck as histarget, giving it the same trestment as he had
thefirst. The second driver caught theidea quickly, snce he had an exampleto copy. Veering away from
The Shadow'sfire, the second truck followed thefirst.

Sprinting straight across the path of the third truck's headlights, The Shadow fired at it from theright,
sending it over the hilltop. Two trucks were enough for The Shadow's purpose. He preferred to let the
third go itsway, so he could keep shooting after the other two and make sure they didn't fater.

Harry was watching this procedure with utter admiration. He could understand The Shadow's purpose
and was |ooking forward to the result. The man who didn't understand was Roy. Seeing The Shadow
shooting at the trucks, Roy gave an angry cry and started forward, raising his shotgun.

Groggy though he was, Roy might have found histarget but for Harry's prompt intervention. Therewas a
loose stone just away from Roy's path. Harry gave it aquick shove with hisfoot and Roy tripped over it
like aman stumbling up a curb. The shotgun dug anice holein the ground to receive Roy's shoulder when
he landed.

Dazed by the sudden sprawl, Roy failed to view the sequel to The Shadow's Stratagem. Two trucks were
roaring along the road by Iron Lake, their driversin amood to stop for nothing. In the path of those
trucks was the frenzied mob, caught on the narrow belt of highway.

On one sde the road sheered off steeply. Over that edge went fifty men rolling, like tumblebugs down a
dope so sharp they couldn't stop, except when they encountered spiny shrubs and scrawny trees. The
other brink was the shore of Iron Lake; the rest of the mob took it astheir haven.

Fifty splashes made alot of noise, but they werelost amid the howls of men who couldn't swim. Their
companions, scrambling back when the trucks were past, found themsel ves busy rescuing their friends,
too busy to consider further mobbery.

The trucks were around the bend and tearing down the hill, but their work had been accomplished. The
mob was broken into aflock of dazed and bedraggled individuals, incapable of riot. From the darkness
near the hilltop, The Shadow watched men clamber back to the road where they turned and sheepishly
started back to town.

Watching, Harry Vincent wondered about that other mob, the masked vigilantes. Had they been
townsmen - or some other gang, using the masksto hide their red identity? It struck Harry that they had
either been driven off, or perhaps had willingly retreated for some good reason. Could the reason be that
they feared being identified?

Heturned, attracted by something.

Tiny lights were coming from the distant courthouse, signifying thet the sheriff and his deputies were on
the way to enforce what law and order till remained in Redland.

Thanks to The Shadow, those arrivals would find agreat deal more of it than they expected. From the
hilltop came atrailing laugh that faded into the same darkness that absorbed The Shadow, conqueror of
crime,

CHAPTER XV. THE DOUBLE TRAIL
FROM Gravett'sliving room, Roy Haskell glumly surveyed the pasty sky above the Redland hillsand



wished heartily that he hadn't taken his present job. Turning to the radio, Roy twisted the dia, hoping to
hear some news from somewhere else.

What Roy heard was the voice of Matthew Clinch, speaking from Station WRED. Asusud, Clinch was
spieling aflow of oratory that someone el se had probably written. His theme was the same old talk:
"Preserve lron Lakefor Redland.”

As Roy chopped off the program he heard a dry laugh behind him. James Gravett was entering the room;
he was evidently pleased a Roy's reaction.

"Y ou should have heard Clinch the other night,” declared Gravett. "When he arrived at the mass meeting
and found that everyone had |eft, he hopped to Station WRED and made his speech anyway, cdling
upon the citizensto desist from force."

"Smart of Clinch," scoffed Roy. "He could afford to talk that way, with the wolf pack already started for
itskill."

"He said he wanted no bloodshed," added Gravett. "Rather aneat way of putting it. That didn't mean that
the mob was to spare the mining equipment that you worked so hard to save.”

"Givethe credit to the truckmen,” said Roy. "We best off the vigilantes; they drove off the mob. Or,
rather, they drove right through them, according to Vincent."

Gravett gave areflective nod, then clapped his hand upon Roy's shoul der.

"Wemust bide our time," Gravett asserted. "Quimby isworking in our behaf, compiling facts that will
discredit Clinch in the eyes of thiscommunity. Quimby isatrue crusader; for years his editorids were the
talk of Redland. After dl, the pen is mightier than the sword, you know."

"They weren't using swordsthe other night,” objected Roy, "and neither were we. If our shotguns had
carried farther we'd have done more than cripple some of those vigilantes. Anyway, we made them keep
their distance, so their revolver fire couldn't damage us. It wasdl right until their leader showed up.”

Gravett's broad face showed a flush of surprise.
"Ther leeder?'

"A fdlow in black," specified Roy. "Wearing some sort of acloak and adouch hat. He stopped the
trucks from chasing hisfriends. So the drivers outsmarted him by swinging the other way and breaking up
the mob. Vincent thinksthat squaresit for the fellow in black, but | don't agree.

Gravett was drumming the radio cabinet with his knuckles. Roy's new angle seemed to puzzle him.
Nevertheless, Gravett could provide at least apartial answer.

"Strange how suddenly things have happened,” observed Gravett. "First, the dam went out at Summit
Pond, through an accident that has not yet been explained. Then, for the first time vigilantes organized
themsalves into a masked band, counting on amob to support them.

"Previoudy, trouble camein flurries, never with teamwork such asthis. It would seem to methat Clinchis
somehow learning our plansin advance, that he knew dl about the arrival of the equipment and that the
investorswere on thetrain.”

"There was oneinvestor who wasn't," shot Roy. "Lamont Crangton left the train at the Junction. Just what
has Cranston had to say about mattersin genera ?'



"Very little," replied Gravett. "In fact, he wasn't at the meeting the other night when you phoned for help.”

"That'sjust the sort of thing | mean," argued Roy. "If Crangton isn't interested in theiron mine, why ishe
gaying around town?"

"There are other good investments here -"

Gravett cut himsdf short. The only such invesments were Clinch'sbargainsin red estate. With agrim
smile Roy reached for his hat, remarking that Cranston would bear watching. Gravett didn't seem to think
90, for hewas till shaking his head when Roy |eft. That headshake, more than any nod, gave Roy the
ideathat he would have to do some watching on hisown.

DOWN at the office of the County Clarion, Clyde Burke was looking through the big, dusty volumes of
back files. He wastrying to acquaint himsdlf with the whole background of Redland before having a
heart-to-heart talk with Blaine Quimby, the man who was going to do so much to aid the local Situation.

The files dated back to the heyday of the iron mine and carried quite an account of its closing, twenty
yearsbefore. A few volumes|ater, red estate began to take the limedight. During the intervening years,
certain names dropped out of sight, those of wedthy men who had rated asiron barons during the

heyday.

Apparently they had gone from Redland to find more profitable fields. Clyde came across occasiona
references later; reports that so-and-so had goneto Australiaor that some other loca bigwig had retired
andwaslivingin Cdifornia

The curiousthing was how they dl drifted so suddenly from sight. What matched it as an oddity wasthe
fact that certain pages, even wholeissues of the Clarion were missing from those old bound files. Clyde
made amenta note of it and continued on through the years.

Therewas no way of telling just when fish had first appeared in Iron Lake. Apparently people had fished
there spasmodicdly at first. Indeed, thefirgt actua referenceto the lake wasin one of Quimby's editorials
written at least two years after the lake had filled, wherein he termed it a public nuisance.

Then came ayear of actud effort to have the lake drained, during which time the files were replete with
lettersfrom fishing fans, protesting againgt the plan, which findly faded out when experts pronounced the
|akes waters as hedlthy.

The next referenceto Iron Lake was afew years|ater in areported speech given by Matthew Clinch,
who extolled the lake as one of Redland's fine attractionsto vacationists.

That wasfully five years after the mine had closed and Clinch was just beginning to develop red edtate.
Having reached that point, Clyde closed the file and | eft the newspaper office. It was getting dark and he
wanted to see Quimby before the latter left his office, which wasin the same building asthe Clarion.

Quimby was hard at work among piles of paper that strewed his desk. Looking up from under agreen
eye shade, he gave Clyde a pleasant nod and gestured to the papers.

"The truth about Clinch," chuckled Quimby. "How he fattened at the expense of Redland. He began by
inflating values of redl estate so he could sdll his properties high. When aboom would break, Clinch
would buy back low.

"Then to help Redland regain its place on the map, Clinch would push property up again, higher than it
was before, so new suckerswould think the old ones should have hung on. To Clinch, those newcomers
were just another crop and a better one. When | get through with Clinch I'll have him branded astwin



brother to aswindler. Thiswill be acomplete expose of Clinch's activities during the past fifteen yeard™

Clyde remarked that he'd been studying Redland's history dating further back, whereupon Quimby's
expression sobered. The editor shook his head.

"We must keep to theissue," he declared. "Twenty years ago, and more, well" - Quimby stroked hischin
- "matters weren't dway's perfect when Redland was amining town. Certain facts could better be
forgotten.”

"They areforgotten,” expressed Clyde, "judging from the missing numbersin the Clarion files"

"Pure caredlessness,” explained Quimby. "1 doubt that those files were ever complete. But | have many
clippings from that period in my private collection." He gestured toward an old safe across the shabby
office. "Indexed clippings, Burke, like thosein the usua newspaper morgue. Sometime you may look at
them; but for the present let us clinch this Clinch busness™

Again Quimby gestured toward the papers on the desk, so Clyde decided it good policy to stick to the
crusader's pet subject, particularly asit promised much information that The Shadow wanted.

ACROSS the street, Roy Haskell was|ounging in the lobby of the Redland Hotel. He knew that Lamont
Crangton was in the dining room and would soon be coming out. So Roy strolled over to the telephone
and caled the number of the extenson line that the mining crew had repaired.

When Harry Vincent answered, Roy stated that Gravett had detained him. He asked how matters were
and Harry described them as quiet, adding that the new men were showing good morade. He didn't add
that the key men among the replenished group were agents of The Shadow, who had answered Roy's
hurried advertisement for workers to replace those who had gone to the Redland Hospital.

Relying on Harry's word, Roy was more than pleased. He went back to achair and pretended to read a
newspaper. One headline caught his attention; it stated that today, trucks from the State fish hatchery
were busy stocking the local lakesin preparation for the coming season.

Roy read the list. There were a dozen lakes named in rotation, the last being Crystd Lake, famed asa
camping ground, yet ignored because it was fishless. There was a paragraph concerning Crystal Lake
which looked like arehash of something written before. It stated that the hatchery experts doubted that
thefish would long remainin Crystal Lake because of past experience with that body of water.

The common assumption wasthat Crystal Lake was infested by gar, pike, or other types of killer fish
seldom found e sewherein thisregion. Very few fish of thekiller type had been caught there, but that
could be because so few peoplefished in Crystal Lake. Some dwaystried it at the opening of the season
but gave up after spending awhole day without anibble.

Suddenly remembering that fish had nothing to do with his present mission, Roy |ooked acrossthe
newspaper again and promptly ducked as he saw a man coming from the dining room.

With a second glance Roy discovered that it wasn't Cranston. But before the first man had crossed the
lobby, Cranston did appear, so Roy used the newspaper as ashield again.

Thefirst man from the dining room happened to be Bert Bevry, though Roy did not recognize him. In fact
Roy had never heard of Bevry. Y et the shrewd-faced man was playing an important part where Roy was
concerned. If Cranston hadn't been watching Bevry he would have noticed Roy playing hide-and-seek
behind the newspaper, atrick so old that it produced suspicion merely through its use.

Bevry went to the hotel parking lot, entered acar and drove away. Cranston did the same and by the



time his car was pulling out Roy had climbed into his own. He couldn't see Cranston & the whed of the
other car, but he was quite sure thiswas the right one.

A doubletrail had begun. Cranston wastrailing Bevry; Roy, in turn, was following Cranston. But that
was not the feature that truly made it adoubletrail. The main thing wasthat Roy was on two trails at
once though they involved only Cranston's car where Roy was concerned.

Lamont Cranston, whose affairs so interested Roy, had become The Shadow, the other person whose
presence in Redland likewise linked with Roy's erroneous impression of the powers behind crime.

CHAPTER XVI. ONE RIDDLE SOLVED

SEVEN milesfrom Redland, the State fish hatchery nestled in a secluded valey, reached by alittle
traveled road. Tonight that route was busy with the hatchery trucks completing their tripsto and from the
surrounding lakes and streams, but the rush was amost through.

Three carsthat picked their way aong the road met little difficulty passing the last of the trucks. When
they parked those carstook different spots, well away from the lighted hatchery buildings. One by one,
three figures did from those cars and moved closer to the hatchery.

Below the buildings were poals, each on adifferent level, with dams between them. Crossing the outlets
were small stone bridges which formed artistic arches. The pools were part of the hatchery plant; in them
disported most of the fifteen million baby trout that were raised here annudly. By now, however, many of
the tiny fish had been shipped from these protected waters to the lakes and streams in this quarter of the
State.

A truck wastaking onitsfinal load of fish tanks near the hatchery building when the supervisor came
along to check. He stopped and gave an abrupt stare.

"Thisisn't your load," the supervisor told the truckmen. "Thisgoesto Crystd Lake. It'sajob for No. 5."

"No. 5 hasdready got ajob," laughed one of the truckers. "He's hauling out of that bog they cdll atrout
stream over by Carey's Mill."

"Y ou mean he'strying to haul out!" put in another trucker. "1t will take awrecking car to get him loosethe
way he went through that corduroy road.”

"He went through, al right. Some of the logs were rotten. Anyway, No. 5 asked usto take the Crysta
Laketrip."

"Lucky we came aong when we did or hed have told somebody else. How about it, super? We get it,
don't we?'

The supervisor nodded and marked up the trip to the credit of No. 8, the truck which was loading the
tanks. Theloading done, the supervisor went away, and the truckers staged a little delay on their own.
One wastrying to find amatch to light a cigarette; another was fussing at the latch on the backdoor of the
truck.

In response to such suggestions aman sidled in from the darkness. He stepped near the headlights, but
on the sde of thetruck away from the hatchery buildings. The truckers glimpsed him and came around to
the front. They formed aclugter to hide the man when he moved into the light.

The reason the man cameinto the light was because he had afist full of money, which he began to count
in batchesthat he handed to the truckers. They tallied the currency as he counted it, but the fact the man



wasin thelight did not reved hisidentity. Over hisface the man was wearing a bandanna handkerchief,
well tightened to form amask below thelevd of hiseyes.

That masked man was Bert Bevry.

The proof lay in the darkness that came cregping forward. Black gloom, which when it neared the glare,
materialized itself into acloaked fighter. Closer and closer, The Shadow was becoming an actua witness
to thisbribery.

Drawing an automatic, The Shadow held it just behind Bevry's back. He was waiting for the moment
when the masked man stepped away. Then Bevry would find himsef helpless, unableto cal the truckers
to hisaid. They would go on their way to the work that Bevry wanted done, thus establishing acase
agang themsaves.

Therewas only one thing wrong with thistableau. No one witnessing it could observe that Bevry wore a
mask, nor that he was doling out money to the truckmen. Hence, instead of appearing as an instrument of
justice, about to deal with acase of bribery, The Shadow |ooked the part of alone criminal.

Such was the impression gained by Roy Haskell, who had come here from his car, wondering why he
hadn't sighted Cranston aong the way. Spying The Shadow with an autométic at the back of a seemingly
innocent man, Roy raised arevolver and fired point-blank &t the figure in black!

HIS own back turned, The Shadow could never have escaped that bullet no matter how swift hisaction.
The fighter who had outbattled the most dangerous of criminaswas on the verge of doom from ahand
that should have been afriend's. With that shot Roy Haskell was doing his utmost to end the career of
crime's greatest foe, The Shadow!

Unwitting though Roy was, hisam was perfect as he pressed the trigger to complete a deed that he
would have regretted al hislife. What saved The Shadow wasintervention of a sudden and unexpected
sort.

A man who wore a hunter's cap with aband of red, lunged from beside atrout pool in amad, hard dive.
He was brawny, that chap, but he wasn't cumbersome. Even the big boots that he wore did not delay
him. Hisforward hand caught Roy's arm and shoved it upward just asthe revolver spurted.

The arriva was Garfield, now out of the hospital. The game warden had talked with Roy's own men and
formed his own conclusions regarding a cloaked interloper who had presumably led the masked
vigilantesintheir raid a Iron Lake.

Though Garfied had never seen The Shadow, he connected such a being with his own experience.
Garfidd'slife had been saved by an unknown stranger who had rushed him from Summit Pond to
Redland Hospitd, after dedling with traitors at the dam. The Shadow fitted Garfild'sidea of what such a
friend would be.

He'd made amistake himsdlf, had Garfield, that night at Summit Pond. He wasn't | etting anyone do the
same, here at the fish hatchery; and the rule applied to Roy Haskell. Flung to the ground, Roy lost the gun
that had fired high and wide. Disarmed, he found himsdf struggling with Garfied.

Roy's shot brought Bevry full about. At the same moment The Shadow wheded ingtinctively, knowing
that the shot had been marked with his name. Seeing The Shadow, Bevry lunged for him, shouting for
othersto help in the attack.

The truckmen couldn't help. They were too busy stuffing money in their pockets. Bevry reached The



Shadow and grappled with him lonehanded. True to form, The Shadow hauled his antagonist away from
the light, completing the maneuver just intime.

In from the dark sprang haf adozen men, dl masked like Bevry. Had The Shadow delayed amoment
longer the murder crew would have riddied him. But he was gone, taking Bevry with him - gone where
his seekers could no longer find him!

Dropping off into the darkness, the crew listened for Bevry's shout, and heard it. All six cut loose with
revolvers, shooting high to clip The Shadow, because they knew that Bevry wouldn't have shouted unless
he was on the ground. In response to the blaze of guns came The Shadow'slaugh.

It was mirth from nowhere.

Asquickly as he had gripped Bevry, The Shadow had flung him. Bevry was on the ground, true enough,
but The Shadow was nowhere near him. Having fooled this batch of killers, The Shadow was prepared
to pick them off one by one.

The Shadow had fooled them too well!

INSTEAD of reveding themsdves by further gunfire, as most marksmen were prone to do, this bunch
took to their heels and Bevry went with them. When The Shadow's big guns began to stab the darkness,
there waan't asingle foeman remaining in his path of fire,

They were making in the direction of the trout poals, below the lights of the hatchery. To overtake them
The Shadow took the quickest route across the path of the truck lights. As he came the cloaked fighter
issued another challenge, astrident laugh, baiting the opposition to turn and offer fight.

Masked men wouldn't have stopped if it hadn't been for Roy. Breaking away from Garfield, Roy saw
The Shadow pausing in the glare from the truck. Thistimeit was Roy who turned thetrick of spoiling a
marksman'sam. He hit The Shadow with aflying dive just as the cloaked sharpshooter was beginning to
find therange.

Turning as bulletswhistled past them, Bevry'stribe saw The Shadow sprawling in Roy's clutch. They
were on the bridges between the pools, and the stone parapets offered what they thought was protection.
Eager gunnersaimed for the grappling figures just as Roy and The Shadow redled into the dark.

They didn't care what happened to Roy, so long astheir bullets found The Shadow. They were putting
the cloaked marksman on such attight spot that discretion seemed the lesser part of valor. Over the stone
rails of the bridges, masked men were shoving their gun hands forward asthey fired, thinking that with a
few shots more they would surely find The Shadow.

Perhaps they would have if The Shadow hadn't found them first. Sending Roy on along, somersaulting
fling, The Shadow used the gun bursts as his targets. He stabbed his own shots straight for those blazing
muzzleswith immediate results.

There, were howls from the dark, accompanied by splashes as wounded men reded away and flung
themselves across the farther parapets to escape The Shadow's wrath. Still the big guns roared, tuned to
the mighty laugh that mocked the foemen who had stretched themselves too far. The Shadow was
stocking the empty trout pools with human fish who didnt likeit.

More splashestold that the crippled gunners were clambering from the shalow pools, hoping to stagger
farther from The Shadow's range. Anxious to turn this battle into a roundup, The Shadow started for the
nearest bridge only to run into Roy again. Considering the way he had been tossed around, Roy wasn't



capable of providing much delay, but he stopped The Shadow |ong enough to produce another
emergency.

The men in the hatchery truck were getting the vehicle under way. They veered it toward The Shadow,
catching him full in the glare, dong with Roy. The truck bore down so rapidly that it would have taken
two victimsif The Shadow hadn't copied the example of the fugitivesthat he had so lately scattered.

Catching Roy under one arm, The Shadow carried him in aflying lurch into the nearest trout pool. The
gplash drenched the near wheds of the truck as they skirted along the pool.

Instead of stopping, the men in No. 8 kept on. The truck was taking the bend in the road below the
hatchery when The Shadow emerged from the pool, tossing Roy's bedraggled figureinto the arriving
arms of Garfield, who was expressing his apologies for having let the troublemaker get awvay.

The supervisor and others of the personnel were arriving in order to learn what had happened. Leaving
the explanations to Garfield, who didn't know the redl details, The Shadow hurried into the deserted
officein the main building. Finding the telephone, he called the sheriff's office and announced in asinister
tone that more trouble was about to happen up by Iron Lake.

Next, The Shadow caled Harry Vincent to give him brief but explicit ingtructions. That done, The
Shadow stepped out into the darkness where night absorbed him aong with his water-soaked cloak.

TEN minutes later, atruck cameto astop on the road that led dong Iron Lake. It had made arapid trip,
except for the last stretch, when the driver had coasted from the hilltop without lights. From the road, the
men in the truck could see the campfire of the mining crew, but al looked quiet there.

Opening the rear of the truck, the men from the hatchery brought out atank and dumped it, fish and all,
into the waters of Iron Lake. Setting down that tank, they went back for another. Just as they were set to
heave, flashlights glimmered dl about them. Frozen, the truckmen found themsaves within aring of
brigtling shotguns.

It was Harry who told them to stay just as they were, which the bribed men did, having no other choice.
Lightswere coming up the hill, accompanied by the roar of speeding cars. Headlights struck the bend
and reveal ed the tableau beside the halted hatchery truck.

Harry and his men didn't have to explain themsalves. They had the right to protect the property dong the
rimof Iron Lake. A suspicioustruck, stopping in thisvicinity, demanded inquiry. The sheriff could have
asked how they had seen the truck from their camp around the rim of the lake, but he didn't bother to put
the query. Instead, he quizzed the hatchery workers.

The sheriff wanted to know why they were stocking Iron Lake, the place that grew fish dl onitsown.
Everyone knew that Iron Lake wasn't on the hatchery list. When the prisoners sammered that there had
been a mistake the sheriff decided to search them. He didn't find the gunsthat he expected, but he
discovered something se.

First, pockets disgorged large bundles of cash, far in excess of the sums that these men normally would
have carried. Then came the orders from the supervisor, the officid sheet sent dong with every hatchery
shipment. It listed the tanksin the truck and gave their destination: Crystal Lake.

Here wasthe answer to along sought riddle: why fish disappeared so quickly from Crystal Lake. The
answer was that they were never put there! This bribery business was aregular event whenever the locdl
lakes were stocked. But that was only half the story.



The more important phase was the fact that, Iron Lake was the recipient of those vanished shipments.
Redland's sdlf-replenishing fishing holewas afraud. Y ear after year the citizens of Redland had been
gulled with the belief that Iron Lake was unique.

In asense it was unique, inasmuch as there was no other fake just likeit.

That truth stood revealed by The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVII.CRIME'SCOMEBACK

MATTHEW CLINCH was on the air, spouting the usud stuff that he served from WRED, the station
that he controlled. His broadcasts had become adaily feature, for Clinch was doing his utmost to renew
popular enthusiasm toward preserving Iron Lake.

It was a one-man battle, nothing more. Redland didn't care what happened to Iron Lake. Things hadn't
reached the point where the citizens were actually antagonistic toward Clinch; he was too important for
anyoneto risk incurring his enmity. Besides, the charge of bribery had not been traced back to Clinch.

The public was smply apathetic, and that satisfied Roy Haskell. His pumps were ready; given the "go"
sgnal, hewould begin to drain the mine. But al he could get from James Gravett was a headshake on this
as on previous evenings.

"That gpeech wasn't meant for Redland,” declared Gravett as Clinch finished. "It was meant for members
of the fish-and-game commission and other men who hold political appointments, the sort that Clinch can
bresk with asnap of hisfingers"

"But what can they do about it?* queried Roy indignantly. "Iron Lake is outlawed; it has no status
whatsoever. It isnot anatura resource. It has been illegaly stocked at the expense of the State. It
occupies property belonging to the Redland Iron Mine. In fact, we can say it doesn't exist.”

"That'sjust thetrouble,” returned Gravett. "There are otherswho can say it does exist. When the
legidature opensits session next week, Clinch will tossthis question right into their [aps. For dl we know
they may decide to make Iron Lake a State park.”

"Clinch can't bribe awhole legidature -"

"Hewon't have to resort to bribery. He was smart enough to have petitions signed before the truth came
out. None of the signers have asked to have their names struck off. They aredl afraid of Clinch."

"But doesn't the mine still have its charter?”
"Yes, but it hasn't been exercised for twenty years. The legidature could decideto revokeit."

So camly was Gravett taking it that Roy's patience broke. Roy muttered something about draining Iron
Lakeif he had to do it himsalf with asieve. A smile spread across Gravett's broad face.

"Y ou haven't forgotten Quimby," reminded Gravett. "He has been working steedily through al this
turmoil. He phoned this afternoon, asking meto stop in at his office a nine o'clock. Unfortunately, | have
to attend the celebration at that hour.”

"What cdebration?"

"The restoration of service between Redland and the outside world. Thefirst train isgoing out over the
temporary trestle. | am going to make a speech at the depot.”



Roy's face showed surprise. He thought that Clinch was Redland's only speechmaker. Understanding
Roy's expression, Gravett explained that the branch railroad was controlled by the Redland Iron Mine
which gave Gravett full control initsaffars.

"It'smy only chanceto best Clinch at hisown game,” chuckled Gravett. "I invited him to be present, but
he declined. He said hisradio talkstire him, which | suppose they do, since they have that effect on
everyone else. However, getting back to our origind point - suppose you stop in at Quimby's office and
pick up the data he has prepared. Nine o'clock sharp!”

I'T was shortly before nine when Lamont Cranston saw Blaine Quimby remove his green eye shade and
begin to gather the strewn papers from his desk. Cranston was watching from the darkness of his hotel
room, which afforded adirect view into Quimby's office above the County Clarion.

Reaching for hat and cloak, Cranston became The Shadow. Leaving the hotel room, he went down by a
gloomy stairway and out through a side exit. Even when crossing the street The Shadow remained unseen
by keeping to stretches of blackness between the street lamps. The precaution was hardly necessary for
the street was deserted.

Gravett had hired aband for the celebration at the depot, and it had drawn the populace. Right now the
band was playing at full blast; its music could be heard adozen blocks away. Asamatter of courtesy,
Clyde Burke had gone to report Gravett's big shindig, otherwise he would have been co-operating with
The Shadow on this occasion.

Infact, Clyde gill had the matter on hismind. As blackness gathered at Quimby's door, denoting the
dlent arriva of The Shadow, the telephone began to ring. Quimby reached for it. He recognized the voice
that came to the accompaniment of band music.

"Hello, Burke," said Quimby. "Yes, I'm dl finished... I'm going to send my article to the governor, dong
with al the documentsthat prove the facts... No, Clinch won't have aleg to stand on when this becomes
public -" He listened, then went on:

"Certainly, I'll be glad to haveyou read it... Y ou'll be amazed to learn how thoroughly Clinch has bled this
town... Nationwide news? It will make every front page in the country... No, you'll have to wait until
tomorrow to read it. I'm giving it to Gravett tonight... He was supposed to stop here at nine, but hell be
late because of the celebration -"

As Quimby replaced the receiver on the hook he faltered. Blackness was cregping across hisdesk in a
most uncanny fashion. For amoment Quimby thought his eyes were deceiving him; then, asthe blackness
spread, awhispered laugh sounded in his ear.

Totdly startled, Quimby turned and saw The Shadow. Eyeslike living cod's were meeting the editor's,
but their burn chilled Quimby. Or the thing that froze him could have been the muzzle of an automatic that
loomed below those eyes.

A gloved hand reached forward and plucked the large Manila envelope that lay on Quimby's desk. The
envelope was stamped, but Quimby had not yet addressed it. That detail seemed unimportant to The
Shadow as he did the envel ope benegth his cloak.

Stiffening in his chair, Quimby showed a brief display of protest only to be cowed by anudge of the
automatic. Then came The Shadow's whispered tone:

"| shall seethat thisreachesits proper destination. Meanwhile, Quimby, let me remind you of other things
that have happened in Redland, yet never reached the public eye. There was atime when prominent



citizens disappeared from thistown.”
Weakly, Quimby nodded. Then be found hisvoice.

"That has nothing to do with thiscase" he argued. "It happened before Clinch had a chanceto trim
them."

"Others have disappeared more recently - investorsinterested in the Redland Iron Mine and surveyors
who worked there.”

"They didn't disappear,” objected Quimby. "They merely went away -"

"So did the first men go away," interposed The Shadow. "These new cases may belong among your
indexed clippings, Quimby. Suppose we look at them.”

THE Shadow's gun nudged toward the safe.

Shakily, Quimby arose and went across the room. As he turned the combination he threw a sharp glance
across his shoulder.

"If these cases were crimes,” ingsted Quimby, "you have no right to suppressthem. If | knew your full
intention -"

"My intention isto have you disappear,” inserted The Shadow calmly. "Not like the others, who did not
return. When you come back your case will be dl the stronger because of the mystery concerned. In
fact, your cause will bewon."

Therewas an eager look on Quimby'sface but it faded. Asacrusader for local reform, Quimby felt that
he had no right to fake a disappearance. He said so in just that many words. The Shadow's reply was a
ghilant laugh. Then:

"I recognized your scruples,” The Shadow told Quimby. "That iswhy | approached you as| have. You
need not be a party to your disappearance, even though it is necessary for your safety. If you doubt me

The Shadow finished the statement by placing the gun muzzle against Quimby's neck. Head haf turned,
Quimby could see agloved finger tighten. Redl fear swept Quimby, which was what The Shadow
wanted. When the time came for Quimby to give the details of this strange orded, he could honestly say
that every act was forced upon him.

The safe came open. Nervoudy Quimby thumbed through the indexed clippings and brought out those
The Shadow wanted. The office was strangely quiet; even the distant music of the band had ceased.
Then, as Quimby handed over the clippings, the big town clock began its nine strokes.

Hands raised, Quimby was marching toward the door ahead of The Shadow's gun. Faintly, the band
began again; with its strains came the starting toots of the locomotive that was drawing the night train to
the Junction.

Where Quimby was going he didn't know and hardly cared. He was beginning to trust The Shadow, this
being who could probe so deeply into forgotten things. Reaching ahead of Quimby, The Shadow opened
the door to continue the march downgtairs.

It was Quimby who looked through the doorway first. Of a sudden he went squeamish, recoiling back
into the office. It was only right that Quimby should play an unwilling part in this abduction, for such was



in accord with The Shadow's terms. But Quimby played the part far too well.

In from the stairway sprang a man as honest as Quimby, yet whose self-deception had aready spurred
him to dragtic actions and still could. The man was Roy Haskell, hereto fulfill the nine-o'clock
appointment that James Gravett could not keep.

Onelook told Roy al he wanted to know. To his distorted mind, crime was staging acomeback, its
perpetrator - The Shadow!

Though unarmed, Roy lunged at The Shadow furioudly.

To avoid the attack, the cloaked fighter wheeled away, took Roy in another of those tricky grips and
dedged his gun hand toward Roy's head. It was only The Shadow'sfist that struck, but that wasn't

gpparent to Blaine Quimby.

In atrice Quimby's attitude was changed. Taking it that The Shadow was actudly acrimind, the editor
gprang to his desk, wrenched open a drawer and found an old-fashioned revolver by the light of the desk
lamp. Bouncing back to the door to be beyond The Shadow's reach, Quimby brandished the weapon,
shouting that another move would m ean death.

Quimby was more nearly right than he knew. He wasn't actualy aiming a The Shadow, for he couldn't
see just where the cloaked fighter was. But The Shadow saw the menace that promised doom in the
shape of aleveled revolver.

Not Quimby's gun, but another, pointing through the door, its glistening muzzle trained on Quimby
himsalf! A gun gripped by an unknown marauder arrived to countermand The Shadow's planswith a
deed of murder!

CHAPTER XVIIlI. THE SHADOW'S COMPROM | SE

ROY HASKELL was making himsdf aparty to murder. Not only did he il clutch The Shadow; his
grip was on the cloaked fighter's gun hand. So tenacious was Roy that there wasn't a chance for The
Shadow to whip the weapon free in time to stop murder at the door.

It was The Shadow, therefore, who was forced to desperate measures, anything that might temporarily
stay an executioner's hand. Redling with Roy on the far Side of the desk, The Shadow grabbed the only
thing that could in any way alter the threatening scene. The thing be seized was the desk lamp.

Off balance, The Shadow was hurled back by Roy's charge, but he brought the lamp aong. Asthe short
cord wrenched from its socket, the room blacked out. The Shadow couldn't risk awarning cal to
Quimby, for the murderer would hear it, too. He could only hope that Quimby would lose nervein the
dark and dive to the security of some corner.

Quimby did neither. He held his ground, right under the muzzle of the murderer's gun that he hadn't
guessed was present. Even worse, Quimby gave his exact location as he worded a challengeto The
Shadow.

"I'm going to shoot!" sngpped Quimby. "I mean it! If | don't you'll kill Haskell, anyway! Therisk isworth
it-"

With Quimby'sfirst words, The Shadow acted in the only way he could. Unable to shake off Roy and
get hisgun hand free, he gave along sweep in the darkness, letting hisleft arm fling full length.

From The Shadow's left hand sailed the heavy lamp, clearing the desk from which The Shadow had



snatched it. The Shadow was hurling that missile in alast desperate effort to stop the murder that was
due from the doorway. But the lamp didn't reach the door. It struck afew feet away fromiit.

Thelamp's crash was drowned by the stabs from akiller's gun, fiery thrusts directly at Quimby'slocation,
as given away by the editor's own voice. Three shotsin al and, with the last, the hidden n sprang
away from the door.

He must have paused just long enough to wipe his own prints from the gun for it suddenly thudded the
office floor, tossed in through the doorway. Then the killer's footsteps were pounding down the stairs,
bound in rgpid flight.

By then The Shadow was getting a backhand stroke that redlly staggered Roy; ill, when The Shadow
gtarted for the doorway, Roy sprang after him. Again they grappled, and asthey reeled against the wall
Roy's shoulder hit the switch that turned on the cailing lights. Just in front of him Roy saw arevolver lying
on the floor. He made adive and grabbed it.

The Shadow's hand clamped tightly on Roy'swrigt; but it was neither that grip nor the burning gaze of
The Shadow's eyes that made Roy go rigid. What horrified Roy was the sight of Quimby sprawled
motionless on the floor near the shattered desk lamp.

Facts struck home to Roy's dazed mind. For the first time Roy redlized that those shots from the
doorway were meant for Quimby, and that the gun that fired them was now in Roy's own hand!

That thiswas aframe-up, Roy could not doubt. Common sense was drilling through his mind; the trouble
wasit only went hafway. Still holding to the fixed thought that The Shadow was an enemy, Roy took it
that the cloaked avenger was responsible for the frame. Savagely, Roy swung the revolver upward,
intending to make it adeath gun in hisown right.

The Shadow'sweighted fist hit Roy's chin hard. So hard that the room itself upheaved. The shock and
roar of aterrific exploson drowned Roy's senses.

IT wasn't anilluson. The blast wasred. It came from the floor below. The man who had fired from the
doorway was not only insuring murder; he wastrying to cut off The Shadow. What the bomb lacked in
explosveforceit supplied inincendiary qudities. Up through the broken floor of Quimby's office
wallowed agregt sheet of flame.

The Shadow lost no time with Roy. He smply hauled him through the doorway and sent him diding down
the stairs. Before Roy reached the bottom a man was springing in from the street door to receive him.
Thearrival was Harry Vincent. Grabbing Roy, he rushed him out to awaiting car in reponseto a
commanding gesture from The Shadow.

Driving away, Harry looked back at the flaming building. Thefirewasrising with tremendousfury, for the
man who set off the bomb had planted it in the place that counted most - among the cans of gasoline
used to clean the presses of the County Clarion. Like most small-town newspapers, the Clarion was
infested with an abundance of inflammable trash, which added more fue to the growing holocaust.

Thelightsin Quimby's office had gone out because of the explosion, but againg the flaming background
which replaced them, Harry could see the cloaked figure of The Shadow grotesquely outlined asiit
stooped toward Quimby's desk.

Vaguedy, Roy was muttering:
"Quimby - dead - murdered - the gun -"



Roy's fingers clutched feebly as though they expected to find the gun that was the subject of his mutter.
The whole picture flashed home to Harry. He could see Quimby lying dead upon the office floor, beside
him arevolver that Roy had grabbed, only to drop under The Shadow's persuasion.

Doubtless, The Shadow was bringing aong that gun with other evidence that he was gathering from
Quimby's desk. He could afford the time for the stairs were not yet enveloped in flame. The street door
was acurtain of fire, but behind it there was a passage to aback aley, which the blaze was till trying to
reach.

Chances were that The Shadow would reach the dley first and find Clyde waiting in another car. The
celebration was over at the depot, and Clyde would be the first man to hurry away.

HAD Harry been able to remain around, he would have seen considerable proof of his conjectures.
Actudly, there was aman on hand to see Clyde's car whed up from the depot, turn toward the front
street and then make another veer asit decided in favor of the alley. The man who saw it happen was
pulling amask down from hisnoseto his neck while he was getting into acar of hisown.

He gave asnarl and started toward the dley. Clyde's car had aready nosed in behind the burning
building. It wasjust starting to pull away again when the unmasked watcher saw it. The scene became
suddenly vivid asagreet siweep of flame engulfed the rear passage of the building, cutting off the only
remaining avenue of exit.

The watcher from the corner displayed a pleased gloat on his pointed features. The leer suited the face of
Bert Bevry, but it was gone dmost as soon as it began. For in the wake of Clyde's departing car, Bevry
saw acloaked figure sending the car away with acommanding gesture.

The Shadow!

The cloaked master had reached the aley before the flames cut off thefina path. And now, asthough the
gestureitself had carried him, he was gone into farther darkness, beyond thefiresglare. All that Bevry
could see was Clyde's car turning the next corner of the aley, away from the main street.

Raising his mask with one hand, Bevry shoved his other to a pocket as though to draw agun. It wastoo
late to use such aweapon, since both The Shadow and Clyde's car were gone. Besides, Bevry
remembered that he didn't have agun. He'd tossed his own into the upstairs office after blazing those
murderous shots at Quimby. Dropping his mask, Bevry started back to his own car, then cameto an
abrupt halt.

A larger car had stopped acrossthe street. It was a chauffeured limousine and Matthew Clinch was
riding in the back seat. The car had stopped because fire engines were clanging aong the main street
toward the Clarion Building.

Hurrying over, Bevry rapped againsgt the window. As Clinch opened it, Bevry blurted:

"Get back to the house! 1t's bad enough that | should be around here. | was counting on you to give me
andibi. Asitiswell haveto answer for each other.”

Pausing, Bevry nudged toward the chauffeur and undertoned the query:
"Hesadl right, isn't he?"

"All my servantsare,”" replied Clinch dryly. "We shdl have no difficulty, Bevry, provided you tdl me
precisaly what has happened.”



"Haskell murdered Quimby," declared Bevry, rehearsing the liethat he intended to make public. "By
rights he should have come running out where people could see him and accuse him of the crime. But that
fellow they call The Shadow got him away in acar. It won't matter, though. We can find witnesseswho
will say they saw Haskell inthere”

Clinch gave ashort nod.

"Get your car," hetold Bevry. "1 shal follow you up to the house. Too bad | was late, getting to Gravett's
celebration, where | intended to make a surprise appearance. Still, it will work out better for you,
Bevry."

Bevry's car was gone when the limousine had turned around. Hardly had the big car started before
Clinch was treated to a sharp surprise. What he had taken for the thump of a bumper against a curb was
actually the opening and closing of arear door.

A GUN muzzle was nudging closeto Clinch's heart. In the startled man's ear came the whispered order:
"Tdl your chauffeur to pull over and stop.”

Through the speaking tube, Clinch gave the order in avoice that lacked its crisp tone. Again Clinch heard
The Shadow's Sinister whisper asit said:

"Y ou will remain here, Clinch, until people see your car. Later, when the sheriff questionsyou -"

"No, no!" gasped Clinch. "I didn't murder Quimby. But they will accuse me of it, surely, even though I'm
innocent!"

"Thereisaway whereby you can establish that innocence, provided you will not force your servantsto
support afdsedibi. An dibi that would not hold, Clinch, because | could persuade those servantsto
reverse their testimony to the truth.”

There wasn't any doubt on that question. Clinch was persondly fedling the full measure of The Shadow's
persuasion. He knew that his servants would crack under much less gtrain.

"Tedl metheway," pleaded Clinch. "I'll takeit."

The Shadow thrust Quimby's big envelope into Clinch's hands; with it he supplied a sheet of paper.
Plucking afountain pen from Clinch's pocket, The Shadow told him what to write. That done, The
Shadow told Clinch to address the envelope in his own hand.

"Meanwhile, order your chauffeur to drive usto the Junction,” added The Shadow. "We can makeiit just
before the limited pullsout.”

Makeit they did, and asthe limousine arrived at the Junction platform The Shadow plucked the
addressed envelope from Clinch's hand. So slently did The Shadow leave the limousine that Clinch didn't
redlize he was gone until acloud of filtering blackness obscured the mail sacksthat had been taken from
thelocd. Lying on atruck, those sacks were about to be tossed into the mail car of the limited.

Only briefly did the blackness become solid; then, to Clinch'swonderment, it was gone. Clinch stared
until he saw the sacks go on board the train. Finally, his crip voice regained, he ordered his chauffeur to
take him home, but not by way of Redland.

From somewhere, seemingly in untraceable darkness, Matthew Clinch heard aweird, shuddery laugh
tralling after his departing car - uncanny mirth that was drowned by the mighty chugs of the Starting



locomotive asthe limited pulled out.

Bitterly, Clinch grimaced. Necessity had forced him to lose this verdict but he didn't relish the resuilt.
Matthew Clinch was still determined to remain the overload of Redland despite the person who caled
himsalf The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIX. CALLING ALL KILLERS

MATTHEW CLINCH was seated at atable in Station WRED, going over the latest broadcast that Bert
Bevry had written for him. Bevry was the man who wrote al of Clinch's speeches, though the fact wasn't
advertised. The present broadcast was the fifth in anew series that had begun the day after Clinch's
meeting with The Shadow.

Looking up, Clinch shook his head warily.
"It'sstrong medicine, Bevry. Thistalk iseven more provocative than the others| have given.”

"It hasto be," argued Bevry. He gestured to the open window. "Listen! Hear that pounding from the
hills?'Y ou know what it is? The pumps draining Iron Lake! They'll be finished before morning.”

Clinch tightened hisfists. He looked about, as though expecting a spectra shapein black to crop up
through the floor of the broadcast room.

"Y ou brought it on yourself,” argued Bevry. ™Y ou should have told me that Quimby, with his crazy idea of
integrity, had sent you his article to let you read it. And you were even crazier to mail it to the governor,
aong with that note saying that you werewilling to let him judge the case on its merits.”

"It wasfortunate | did," retorted Clinch. "Thefact it wasin the mail before Quimby was murdered clears
me of any mative for killing him. Nobody has asked me for an dibi to cover that particular evening. They
haven't questioned you either, Bevry, because it istaken for granted that you were with me."

Bevry gave ascowl.

"Meanwhile, Haskell isfree," said Bevry. "Up there pumping out your preciouslake! Y ou're so scared
that you won' let metip off the sheriff that Haskell killed Quimby.”

"It'sbetter to let it rest,” ingsted Clinch. "It hasn't been actualy proven that Quimby is dead. Some
people think he went away after | agreed to let the governor decide matters. The lesswe say about
Quimby the better off weare."

Clinch wasright. He had taken afearful beating in the newspapers when Quimby's article appeared. The
governor had decided that Clinch was only one step short of aswindler. Every legidator who had ever
been friendly with Clinch could no longer remember the fact. The State didn't intend to even consider
Clinch's pleathat Iron Lake be preserved.

From Quimby's revelations of Clinch's redl-estate developments, complete with facts, dates and figures, it
was plain that anything Clinch wanted wasfor hisown profit. Only one man waswilling to deny it: Clinch,
himsdlf. That waswhy he had et Bevry persuade him to deliver these new broadcagts, though Clinch
himself was pleased because he hoped The Shadow would hear them.

The Shadow had placed no restrictions upon Clinch so far as his controversy with Gravett was
concerned. Clinch was free to argue against Redland becoming amining town again and he could go as
far asheliked. So Clinchwasdoing it.



DRIVING down from Iron Lake, Roy Haskell turned on the car radio so that he and Harry could hear
some of Clinch's broadcast. Over the air came the crisp voice, blathering another of the speechesthat no
longer interested Redland.

"Somewhere there are listeners who will understand these sentiments," Clinch was saying. "People who
will recognize that there is more a stake than whether Redland should remain arestricted vacation region
or become amining center. This has become amatter of preserving something that isirreplacesble.

"Tosuch listeners, | say: thisisameatter of life and desth. | ask them to put themselvesin my position; to
think how they would fed if things of the past were suddenly brought to light and used againgt them.
Would they likeit to be branded publicly as criminas?*

There was adramatic pause, then Clinch's tone continued:

"They would not! Therefore, | am gppealing to those listeners wherever they arein dl thisland to raly
and support my cause. Iron Lake must be preserved. Tonight is our last chance to save it. No matter
how drastic a step is necessary it must be taken.

"So far my denouncers have accused me of everything but murder. | redly think that they would bring
that chargeif they believed that they could even begin to proveit. Would you, my listeners, careto find
yourself in such jeopardy? No! Y ou would act while there ill wastime!”

Roy turned off theradio.

"Maybeit was Clinch who shot Quimby," asserted Roy. "From the way he talks you'd think he had
murder on hismind. It soundslikeacdl todl killers."

"I've heard that afellow named Bevry writes Clinch's speeches,” observed Harry. "Maybe he put in the
fancy touches"

"It doesn't matter,” said Roy. "Well be through draining the lake by dawn."

"That'swhat Clinch doesn't like," Harry ingsted. "This, of dl nights, would be the one to expect his
vigilantes"

"If Clinch had any left. Only he hasn't!”

LETTING Roy havethefind word, Harry remained silent until they reached the raillway station, where
James Gravett met them. Triumphantly, Gravett pointed toward abox car that truckmen were carefully
unloading besde the freight depot.

"Theresthe shipment,” stated Gravett. "It had to be held up until the temporary trestle had another
ingpection. All the dynamite you chapswill need after the draining job isfinished.”

"Where do you want usto storeit?" inquired Roy.
Gravett pondered, then recalled a place that he was sure would be suitable.

"Thereésan old barn just over the brow of the hill," said Gravett. "Y ou've probably seenit. It belongsto
us because it's on our property. I'll order the truck to take it there."

"Better have them keep alookout on theway," advised Roy. " Clinch was making one of those crazy
gpidstonight. If there are any fandtics|eft in Redland alittle thing like wrecking adynamite truck wouldn't
bother them.”



"They'll be careful," assured Gravett. "The men on those trucks are the best | have. Suppose you go up
to the barn, Haskell, and have some of your men ready to store the dynamite. | can go dong with you
while Vincent stays here to see the truck off."

Theloading was finished soon after Roy and Gravett left. Thetruckmen, threein dl, wereturning to getin
the truck when Harry saw a hunched figure poke from around a corner of the freight station.

Oddly, the man looked like Hawkeye, one of The Shadow's agents who was now a member of Roy's

mining crew. Hawkeye wasn't on the present shift, but Harry couldn't understand what he was doing at
the depot. Thinking that the lurker might be someone else, Harry reached for agun. He stopped as he

saw massed darkness |ooming from the opposite direction.

The truckmen froze where they stood. It wasn't surprising, since it was The Shadow who confronted
them. Two men were paralyzed at sight of gun muzzles, before the third could make a move, Hawkeye
was out from cover with agun againgt the fellow's back.

An empty truck dithered into sght, itslights off. It wasidentical with the dynamite-loaded truck. At its
whed was Cliff Mardand, another of The Shadow's agents who had come to Redland. With Cliff was
Clyde Burke.

By then Harry was moving into the scene, glad to take ahand in the job. To Harry, The Shadow
explained that he had not found opportunity to inform him, since Harry at that time had been with Roy.
Forcing the truckmen into the empty vehicle, The Shadow kept them covered while Cliff drove away the
truck that had the dynamite.

Hawkeye went to another box car and wrenched open the door. Joining him, Harry and Clyde found
boxesidentical with thosein the dynamite shipment except for certain distinguishing marks. Brushes and
paint were handy, so the agents supplied the necessary markings. They stowed the boxesinto the waiting
truck.

This shipment looked like dynamite. It weighed the same as dynamite. Through acorner of a cracked
box Harry could see what appeared to be astick of dynamite. But the stuff wasn't explosive because
when The Shadow entered the truck and told the driver to get started, he added that be wanted speed.

There wouldn't be any trouble from those truckmen, not with The Shadow riding asan invisible
companion, his cloaked form lost in the gloom within the truck. Those boxes would be ddlivered & the
barn on the hill and the truck would go its way with The Shadow il in contral.

WITH Clyde, Harry stopped at the Redland Hotel to call Roy and tell him the dynamite was on the way.
AsHarry came from the phone booth, Clyde caught hisarm.

"Look acrossthe lobby,” undertoned Clyde. " See that fellow with the dark face that lookslikeit had a
greasejob?"

Harry nodded.

"I know who heis" affirmed Clyde. "That's the kind of face you wouldn't forget. | interviewed him a
couple of months ago when | was handling an investment story. That was before he reported amissing
friend of hisnamed Foyd Hefin."

"Y ou mean that's Alfred Alderson? One of the missing murderers who paid to get rid of the body?"

Clyde nodded. As he did he saw Harry stare. Next, Harry was drawing Clyde around behind the phone
booth.



"The fellow with the blunt face," spoke Harry, "the one chewing adead cigar - that's Hubert Endorf, who
ownsthe big department store in Dalebury. His partner, Tobias Morgan, disappeared afew months ago.
Remember?'

Wl did Clyde remember the case, sSinceit had first put him on thetrail of Bert Bevry. At that moment
Bevry, himsdlf, was entering the lobby, arriving from the broadcasting station. Though Bevry said nothing,
he was |ooking over the newcomers, and Endorf and Alderson weren't the only men he noticed.

After Bevry strolled out through the side door there were at |east adozen men who showed signs that
they intended to follow. Those men were other customers of Bevry's, murderers whose deeds were
covered, or had been until tonight.

Roy's passing comment on the broadcasts given by Matthew Clinch wasliterdly correct. Thosetaks
acrosstheair weretruly ahurry call, summoning al killersto Redland.

There could only be one reason for this assemblage. Murderers had gathered to cover up their crimes.

The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XX. DEAD MEN'SLAIR

STARING down from what had once been the rim of Iron Lake, Harry could amost see the mucky
bottom of the great mining pit that had filled with water twenty years before. Searchlights were playing
into the gulch, but within half an hour they would no longer be needed for then it would be dawn.

By that time the powerful pumpswould have their job completed. The next step would be to go down
into the pit and prepare for mining operations. Deep though it was, the bottom of the pit would not be
hard to reach. Down the walls of the emptied |ake bed were severd pathways, hewn like stepsin the

jagged stone.

They were the routes that workers had used to and from their laborsin the balmy days of the old
Redland Mine.

Instead of ordering the searchlights turned off, Roy had them swung about to sweep the hilltop above the
workers camp. Roy wasn't taking chances even though the work was as good as done. But there were
no traces of strangers along the hill. Apparently, Redland no longer cared about the opinions of Matthew
Clinch.

Only Hawkeye was up near the brow, keeping lookout duty. As soon asthe lights finished their sweep
and dwindled off, Hawkeye crept to the top of the dope and looked beyond. He couldn't see what was
happening on the other side, but he could hear it, for Hawkeye was posted on just what to expect.

A dozen men or more were creegping along the dope beyond. They'd been at it for hours, burrowing
deep in the softer soil, planting sticks of dynamite. Now they were stringing awire back to the old barn,
which occupied a safety zone off at another angle.

Reaching the barn, the men sat down on the empty boxes. All were masked in the fashion of vigilantes, a
precaution in case they should be seen. But this dynamite squad consisted of visiting murderersinstead of
locd talent. That was - with two exceptions.

One was a masked man who stood by a square-shaped detonator connected with the wires. He
belonged in Redland, this head of the body-snatching racket. He was silent for he had a spokesman,
another loca resident who did his mask down to his neck in order to talk more fregly.



The unmasked man was Bert Bevry. Being personally acquainted with Endorf, Alderson and the rest of
these murderers, he had no reason to hide his face from them.

"Thisclosesthewhole ded," explained Bevry. "Y ou dl agreed to the same terms - aminimum of ten
thousand dollarsfor disposing of each corpus delicti, which cleared each customer from any chance of a
murder charge.

"There was one proviso. Y ou agreed to give your servicesif Iron Lake was ever drained. We did our
best to stop it, but it happened. We've found the answer for it, though we didn't want to use it. One push
of that plunger” - Bevry gestured to the detonator - "and the whole top of the hill goes down into the pit."

There were pleased expressions from the masked murderers. Then one voice, Endorf's, questioned:
"What about the mining operation”?'

"Thismay ruinit," replied Bevry chearfully. "But if theinvestors till ingst on going through withit, well
advise excavating on the other sde of the hill in preference to digging out the old pit."

"What will theinvestors say to that?"

"They'll agree," chuckled Bevry, "because there will be alot of new men buying in to refinance the
proposition. We're counting upon you gentlemen to be the new stockholders. The old company will go
broke settling compensation claims.”

Bevry gestured histhumb in the generd direction of Iron Lake. Hisreferencewasplain. The
compensation would have to be paid to the relatives of men now working for Roy Haskell. When the
hilltop did down into the pit they would be buried with it.

DAWN was streaking through cracksin the old barn. The man at the detonator raised his hand to
indicate that there was no more time for discussion. As murderers watched, he pressed the plunger.

For one long, breathless moment, murderers listened. It seemed that the expected blast would never
come. That moment stretched into seconds that clicked steadily dong. Still, the air remained unshattered
by any explosion.

The man at the detonator gave an angry gesture. Rising from his crouch, he turned toward the barn door.
At that moment it did wide.

A soft laugh greeted the assembled murderers, achallenge that utterly chilled them. When it came from
utter darkness that mirth was weird enough; but in its present setting, the sinister tone was more than ever

fear-impdling.

In the doorway stood The Shadow, avague, evasive figure against the growing dawn. It seemed as
though night had |eft him asaliving fragment &fter its departure. To staring men, The Shadow had dl the
semblance of a creature from another world. His power seemed supernormdl, for it was he who had
somehow smothered the well-planned blast that did not come.

The Shadow's tone carried a sardonic thrust as he addressed the leader of that murdering clan.

"Y our scheme hasfailed,” announced The Shadow, "because | intercepted your shipment of dynamite
and substituted boxes |oaded with dummy sticks. Perhaps you do not believe me. If you do not -"

They believed, those listeners. Lashed to aunanimousfury, they copied the example of their leader.
Hands went to pockets to bring out guns.



Murderersal, these men were willing to hazard their lives on the chance that, by massed numbers, they
could overwhelm The Shadow.

A gloved hand was going to its cloak, but at best The Shadow could deliver only the opening shotsin this
coming fray. He might have stolen the dynamite, but it wasimpossible that he could have removed the
bullets from these gunsthat the killers drew.

The Shadow hadn't touched those guns; nor did he touch his own. This had begun with dynamite. It
could finish with dynamite. What came from The Shadow's cloak was astick of explosive; itsgrayish
surface showing plainly in hisgloved hand. Then The Shadow completed:

"If you do not believe me, you may test this sample from the red shipment!”

Scaling from The Shadow's hand, the stick of dynamite was dropping in among the murderers. Not agun
was fired asthat throng broke madly for boarded windows in order to escape the landing explosive.
They were crashing through when the stick of dynamite struck the wooden floor.

The stick bounced.

Again The Shadow laughed. He hadn't expected it to explode. It wasjust aleft-over stick from the
dummy shipment. All The Shadow wanted was to rout these killers and send them to ahunting ground of
his own choice.

THEY were routed, well enough. To spur the flight The Shadow opened fire with abrace of automatics,
which he had drawn while the frantic killers scattered. Stepping back past the edge of the broad
doorway, he jabbed shots that his foemen couldn't answer. They were tumbling through the windows,
open targets dl, while The Shadow had found adequate shelter.

Therear of the barn was turned toward Iron Lake, adetail that The Shadow had not overlooked. Down
by the great pit Roy and his men were turning, attracted by The Shadow's gunfire. Against the dawn they
saw the masked tribe that resembled their old enemies - the vigilantes.

Roy caled for the shotguns.

Revolvers barked and the shotguns answered. Masked murderers were wild with their volley, for from
behind them came new spurts from The Shadow's deadly automatics, stabbing from the barn windows.
Clipped by the shot-gun fire, afew of the murderers sprawled. The rest veered toward the pit as Roy's
men circled to block them.

No longer was Iron Lake a haven of escape. Its water was gone; al it offered were those jagged steps
leading down into the pit. Tearing away their masks, the fleeing murderers took to the steps. Some
stumbled and went plunging, headlong. Among those was Bert Bevry. Hisdive was at least two hundred
feet.

Down the steps came the pursuers, careful of their footing. Thelast few murderers reached the bottom,
turned and saw shotguns bristling from the walls above them. Throwing down their guns, the pitiful
remnants surrendered, with one exception.

Their leader was gill masked. From high above he heard atriumphant laugh. Looking up, the leader saw
The Shadow silhouetted againgt the rim of the mighty crater. Savagely, the masked man fired, again and
again. His shotswere usdless. At that range and height The Shadow was an impossible target.

The men with the shotguns did not know it. At their close range they had away to stop what looked like
attempted murder. Shotguns blasted. Rearing, the master murderer clawed wildly. Hisfrantic hands



ripped away his mask. He fell back motionless, his dead face staring up into the sunlight.
Theface of James Gravett.

All around were blocks of concrete that had been dumped into Iron Lake during the passing years.
Thaose contained the bodies of missing men, the earliest - Gravett's own victims, the rest representing
bodies that he had sunk for others like Endorf and Alderson.

There was other wreckage that stood as evidence of crime. Carslike the ddlivery truck that had
disappeared from the quarry near Dalebury. One of Gravett's passing vans had been on hand to pick it
up and take it dlong inside.

ONLY The Shadow remained upon the quarry brink. With daylight arrived, The Shadow was no longer
his cloaked sdlf. To dl intents he had disappeared after Gravett'sfutile shots. Now in the guise of his
other sdf, The Shadow was Lamont Cranston, turning to meet new arivals.

There were three men in the group. One was Maithew Clinch; with him was Garfield, the game warden.
But thethird, most amazingly, was Blaine Quimby!

Coming up from the pit, Roy Haskell stopped as though viewing aghost. He couldn't understand how
Quimby could gtill bedive, until the man himsdf explained. The thing that floored Quimby, thet night in
the office, was not Bevry's gunfire. The Shadow had flattened Quimby with the desk lamp amoment
before Bevry began to blaze away.

The Shadow had carried Quimby out the back way and sent him off in Clydée's car. Viewing the
occurrence, Bevry had supposed that Roy was the man being rescued.

Therest of the case was very smple asthey discussed it under the dawn. Secretly, James Gravett had far
more reason to want Iron Lake preserved than had Matthew Clinch. But Gravett, who had kept his
position as director of the dmaost defunct iron mine, had been unable to arguein favor of thelake.

Asthe man who conceived the body-snatching racket, Gravett had first stocked the lake with fish. He
was using Bevry as the go-between who contacted murderers. Since Clinch openly wanted the lake to
remain, Gravett had merely shifted the burden of crime upon hisriva, using Bevry to the utmost.

Thefind stroke had been those broadcasts. Bevry had so worded them that murderers throughout the
country understood what was redlly wanted in Redland - namely, the servicesthat they had promised
should emergency arise. The fact was so evident to The Shadow that he had camly let the murderers
assemble, thus bringing them dl to justice while reveding the evidence that cleared a dozen unsolved
crimes.

All crimes attributed to Clinch wereredlly Gravett'swork, covered by the fact that such deeds as
releasing the dam at Summit Pond seemed to defeat the thing that Gravett pretended he wanted -
restoration of the Redland Iron Mine.

Garfidd had apoint to tell. Gravett had seen him at the hospital before Clinch did. During that interview,
Gravett had sworn the warden to secrecy regarding any crime at Summit Pond, on the basis that
Garfield's slence might help gain further evidence againg Clinch, the man who by al common sense must
be the person responsible.

Asfor the vigilanteswho had disappeared in thefirst fray at Iron Lake, they were Smply Gravett's extra
truckers, wearing masks. When the trucks arrived, they yanked off their masks, tumbled their wounded
aboard and mingled with the truckmen.



From his pocket Cranston brought the data that had been the red clue to the whole case: Quimby's
clippings. They told of crimein Redland, including strange disappearances before Clinch had ever Sarted
his real-estate operations. Those clippings had caused The Shadow to judge the case in terms of Gravett,
and inthat light al mysteries had solved themsdlves.

Apparently, Cranston must have met The Shadow and received thisfinal batch of evidence, here onthe
brink of what had once been Iron Lake. Men looked about, hoping to see some sign of the cloaked
conqueror, but The Shadow was definitely gone.

Where he would return and when, only one man knew. That man was Lamont Cranston, otherwise The
Shadow!

THEEND



