HOUSE OF GHOSTS
by Maxwel | G ant

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

St anbri dge Manor was haunted - but whether by real ghosts or by hunans
was
t he question, and The Shadow had the aid of Joe Dunninger, world s greatest
"ghost -breaker," in this battle agai nst supernatural crine.

CHAPTER |
GHOST MANSI ON

CROUCHED |i ke a nmonster awaiting human prey, Stanbridge Manor | ooned
om nously in the gathering night. The tower above the two-story mansi on gave
t he
ef fect of a watching head, while the wings of the w de-spraw ed buil di ng had
t he
| ook of manmoth arns, ready to close upon wayfarers with a deadly enbrace.

On the slope that fronted the manor stood a wi de stone gateway, yawning a
wel cone to hapless visitors. The Stygi an gl oomof that cavity defeated its
greeting, at least by night. As a rule, cars that came along the hill road
shi ed
fromthose gates |like frightened things.

There was good reason to shun Stanbridge Manor. It was known as a house
of
ghost s.

The place was a proper haunt for spirits of the dead. Not only did the
gi ant trees behind the nmansion form a weavi ng background of weird fantastic
figures; beneath those trees dwelt the dead thensel ves. They were the nenbers
of
the Stanbridge fanmly, generations of them interred in the graves of their
own
private cenetery. In that graveyard, a presiding figure anong the congress of
t ombst ones stood the whitened bul k of a mausol eum which served as a tenporary
shelter for each new addition to the Stanbridge |ist of dead.

For bi ddi ng as the nmansion was to strangers, the nausol eum was equally so
to
dwellers in the house. For there were nenbers of the Stanbridge clan stil
living in the mansion, anid an atnosphere of whi spering ghosts that constantly
rem nded themof their awaiting fate

As the fortunes of the Stanbridge fam |y had shrunk, so had the size of
t he
grounds surrounding the manor. In recent years, the great iron fence that
forned
t he boundary had been shortened and its remants sold for junk. No longer did
the Stanbridge estate include the honme of Wggam the old caretaker. It was
wel |

outside the fence, still standing only because W ggam hi msel f had bought it
with

his life's savings. O her houses had been built along the rising slope on

gr ound

that once was Stanbridge property, but they had stopped just short of Wggams
cott age.

Wggam s place was the final |andmark. After that cane the gates through
whi ch only Stanbridges passed, except for Wggam and Dr. Torrance, who was
still



the Stanbridge fanily physician despite his nore taxing duties as county
coroner.

TONI GHT, a car was clinbing the old road. Fromthe confident way it nosed
al ong, the car obviously belonged to Dr. Torrance. As it veered into the
gateway, its sudden stop was not due to any fright on the physician's part.
True, Torrance had sighted a figure on the driveway ahead, but he knew it
wasn' t
any ghost.

It was only Wggam the faithful caretaker, paying his evening visit to
t he
famly that he still served, though he was no | onger on the Stanbridge
payrol | .

Though it wasn't far up to the house, Wggam accepted Torrance's
invitation
toride with him They sat together in the car, two gray haired nmen whose
resenbl ance ended with that feature. Torrance was rugged, his eyes show ng
sharply through their glasses, a nman whose vitality belied his years. Wggam
on
the contrary |l ooked tired, his face consisting chiefly of droops. Not worry,
but
di sappoi nt nrent had aged the old retainer, a thing which Torrance knew.

"How are things at the nmanor, Wggan®?" Torrance put the query in a cheery
tone. "Has Roger brightened the famly since he returned?”

"He shoul d have, sir," replied Wggam seriously, "but I'mafraid the
ghosts have been too nuch for him"

"Those ghosts!" Torrance gave a snort as he swung around the final turn
in
the driveway. "They're all right for Gustave and Jennifer who have lived here
too long for their own good. But they shoul dn't bother Roger."

"I"'mafraid they do, sir -"

"I know. Roger said so himself. That's why | promsed to drop in this
evening. | sinmply want to assure himthat strange things do not happen around
St anbri dge Manor. "

As Torrance spoke, a strange thing did occur. Under the shelter of the
porte-cochere, the doctor was turning off the headlights. Fromthe bl ackness
past the wi ng of Stanbridge Manor, those lights blinked back, first one and
t hen
the other, like shining eyes fromthe night.

Noti ng t he phenonenon, W ggam cl utched the physician's arm and whi spered
hoar sel y:

"Those glinmers, sir! Did you see thenP"

"Not hi ng but reflections," scoffed Torrance. "My eyes are sharper than
yours, Wggam Come, cone, nan! You are nore nervous than Roger was, when he
called at ny office this afternoon!”

Dimwas the glow fromthe deep wi ndows of the mansion as Torrance and
W ggam ascended the front steps. Gving a | oud knock, Torrance opened the door
wi t hout cerenony and stepped into the house, with Wggam cl ose behi nd hi m
They
cane directly into a great hall that served as a living room Leading fromthe
hal | were arched doorways into other roons and passages, while at the right, a
| arge staircase curved its way up to the second fl oor

THREE peopl e were seated at the large fireplace situated on the left. One
was Custave Stanbridge, present owner of the decadent nanor, a man whose once
florid face had lost all color and whose hair had thinned to slender streaks.

Opposite CGustave was his sister Jennifer, whose high-bridge nose and wi de
eyes marked her as a Stanbridge. She was ol der than Gustave, who was not past



m ddl e age, yet the woman | ooked younger than her brother. Not only did her
face

still showits color; her eyes were alive, whereas the man's were as dull as
those of a death mask.

Third in the group was Roger Stanbridge, the recent arrival in the
honmestead. He was in his thirties, a handsonme man, whose aristocratic features
were offset by his friendly smle. Along with the Stanbridge nose, Roger owned
a
| arge shock of hair and his face had the fullness that CGustave's | acked.

Per haps

it was the sight of CGustave that worried Roger, on the basis that he m ght
sone

day come to resenble his shrunken el der brother

It was Roger who arose and extended his hand to Torrance. The greeting
was
warm yet the doctor noted that the hand itself was icy.

"I"'mglad you came, doctor," said Roger. "You see -

"You see nothing!" interrupted Jennifer in a sharp, but |ow pitched tone.
"I'n this house you only hear. The dead have not yet chosen to speak, though
t hey
give their messages to ne!"

Ending with a stabbing | augh, Jennifer gestured to an instrunment on the
| ow
tabl e before her. The object was like a tiny table itself, a heart-shaped
contrivance nounted on three small wheels. Fromits center, a pencil pointed
downward to a sheet of paper that bore numerous scrawls. On one side were
bl ank
sheets, on the other a small stack of papers inscribed with scribbles.

"Yes, |'ve been hearing things," admitted Roger. "Footsteps upstairs and

in
t he kitchen. Whispers through the doorways. Gustave noticed them too, but
won' t
admt he heard them As for Jennifer, she clainms she hears everything, but al
the while she's been busy with that ouija board of hers."

Jennifer inserted a scoffing |augh

"Quija board!"™ The woman's voi ce was contenptuous. "Such things are for
children. It is silly to push a pointer fromone letter to another and have it
spel | out messages. This is a planchette."

She pointed to the heart-shaped thing. Wth an obliging nod, Dr. Torrance
went over and placed his hands on one side of the roller device, while
Jenni fer
pressed the other. The little stand began to tw st between them its penci
maki ng new scri bbl es.

"You see, Jennifer?" Torrance raised his hands with a depreciating

gesture.
"Only scrawls, nothing nore. The planchette does not work with ne."
"Because you are not psychic," snapped Jennifer. "Alone, | have received

nmessages all evening. Messages from Donal d."
Setting her eyes in a hard glare, Jennifer turned themdirectly upon
Gustave, who shifted uneasily in his chair. Catching Torrance's gl ance,
Qust ave
sprang to his feet and raised two scrawny hands, both cl enched.
"As Heaven is ny witness, doctor!" Qustave's voice rose to a scream "I

had

nothing to do with Donald's death! | respected himas ny ol der brother -"
"And you envied him" inserted Jennifer with her sharp cackle, "because

he

owned this mansion. Donal d di ed because you wanted himto do so. He told ne
that, again tonight."
Waving the witten papers from beside the planchette, Jennifer thrust



t hem

close to CGustave's face. Savagely, the dull-faced man snatched the papers and
threw themin the fire. Instead of duplicating her brother's rage, Jennifer
turned with a pleased chuckl e as though she had won anot her argumnent.

SILENCE foll owed as Jennifer stal ked across the frayed carpet and entered
an arched passage under the stairs. Her footsteps sounded on the bare floor
and
dwi ndl ed into the holl ow depths of the house. Gustave gave a troubl ed groan

"She's going to get her cape," said CGustave. "She'll be back to tell us
that she intends to visit Donald' s grave. She goes there every night and
al ways
she | ooks for the figure in the tower. The figure that neans death!"

"Easy, Qustave," soothed Roger. "Jennifer hasn't seen the figure yet.
She's
only heard things."

"And so have we!" blurted Gustave. "Yes, Roger, I'll admt it! I've heard
t hose footsteps, too. Listen -"

Pausi ng dramatically, Qustave pointed upward. From somewhere on the
second
floor came creaks that were distinctly footsteps. Qickly, Dr. Torrance
crossed
the hall and | ooked al ong the passage that Jennifer had foll owed. He rubbed
hi s
head, puzzled, for it wasn't the direction to the back stairs, the only way by
whi ch Jennifer could have reached the second fl oor.

Foot st eps ceased upstairs. They were followed by a nore startling
mani festati on. Down fromthe second floor came a clatter of flying objects;
rusted nails that bonbarded the steps of the front stairway. Some scattered
t hrough the open banister, striking Torrance's shoul der as he turned to
Wi t ness
pepperi ng objects which were so nunerous they must have forned a huge fistful

Starting toward the staircase, Roger Stanbridge halted, his face drawn
li ke
Gustave's. It was apparent that Roger nust have w tnessed simlar
mani f est ati ons
recently and was hesitant about going upstairs. So Torrance rounded the bottom
of the staircase and dashed to the second floor, with Wggam foll owi ng him

They found the upper hallway deserted. Torrance gave a suspicious gl ance
al ong a passage that | ed above the distant kitchen; then, bluffly, the
physi ci an
call ed down to Roger:

"Where is Hector?"

Torrance was referring to the one renmaining servant in the Stanbridge
househol d. Roger gave a weary headshake.

"Hector has gone to bed," he said. "He always retires early, dog-tired
after a full day's work. No, doctor, it wasn't Hector who threw those things."
Still suspicious, Torrance surveyed the upper passage. To Wggam he
remarked that Hector couldn't possibly have fled back to his roomin time to
avoi d observation, a thing with which Wggam quite agreed. Then, noting the

doorway of the back stairs, Torrance had another idea.

"Hector could have slipped down to the kitchen!" excl ai ned the physician
"Go down there and find him Wggam"

W ggam hesitated as though torn between dread of ghosts and fear of
of fending Hector. Wth a return of nonchal ance, Roger lighted a cigarette and
call ed up from bel ow

“I"1l go around through the dining roomand see if Hector is in the
kitchen -"

At that nmoment, a terrific clatter intervened. It came fromthe kitchen



the crash of smashing chinaware hurled in heavy style. Waving to Wggam Dr.
Torrance rushed to the back stairs and started down, while Roger, his bol dness
returned, nade a dash around through the dining room Seeing Wggamgo with
Torrance, Gustave foll owed Roger

The four nen arrived in the kitchen, to stare aghast at a mass of ruined
crockery that had tunbled froma table beside the sink, along with a
candl esti ck
t hat Hector used when washi ng di shes, which he hadn't done tonight.

Except for the smashed chi naware, the kitchen was enpty!

"Listen!" Custave's face was ashen, his voice frantic as he cl utched
Roger's arm "Do you hear it?"

From t he outside di stance canme a prol onged shriek, as eerie as a
banshee' s
wail. As the sound trailed, Jennifer's cackling |augh intervened fromthe
ki tchen doorway.

"Only the evening train, CQustave," spoke Jennifer. "Stopping at WII ow
Gen, as it did the night when Donald died!"

"The night after Donald died," corrected Gustave in a wavering tone. "It
was bringing the specialist fromNew York. He arrived too late to hel p poor
Donal d. "

Throwi ng back her dark gray cape, Jennifer crossed her arms. Her voice
tuned to the fading whistle, she declared:

"Donald will know which of us is right. | shall ask himto wite his
answer
on the planchette!"

As Jennifer turned to go back to the great hall, Gustave foll owed,
pl eadi ng

vainly for his sister to believe him Three people remained in the kitchen
staring at one another above the w eckage of smashed di shes and broken
candl es.

Dr. Torrance, man of fact, and Wggam the loyal fanmily retainer, could
under stand, each by his own |ight, why Roger Stanbridge was willing to declare
that the ghosts of the nanor were real

CHAPTER |
TRAIL IN THE NI GAT

THE trail of a whistle.

Li ke the occupants of Stanbridge Manor, The Shadow heard that sane |ong
blare, as he sat in a parked car stopped by a crossroads where a sign pointed
to
the town of Col edal e.

So far The Shadow had never heard of Stanbridge Manor, once the pride of
Col edale. He was interested chiefly in checking the direction fromwhich the
whi stle came, for by his calculations it indicated that the train nust have
stopped at sonme way station before reaching Col edal e. So The Shadow added a
timetable to the itens that were |lying on the seat beside him

In a car illumnated only by a dashlight, The Shadow was invisible, as
wel |
he m ght be, considering that he was attired in his favorite regali a,
consi sting
of a black cloak and a slouch hat. As for the objects on the seat beside him
they fully expl ained why The Shadow was in this vicinity.

The first exhibits were clippings and photographs. One batch concerned a
sly-1ooki ng gentl eman named Harvey Crispin, wanted for enbezzlenent of thirty
t housand dollars fromthe funds of an insurance conpany. Next in order was
Wal | ace Freer, a smug-faced individual who had turned the sane trick on the
whol esal e di anond house for which he worked, the chief difference being that



Freer had bettered Crispin's grab by about twenty thousand doll ars.

On a road map beside The Shadow was a red line marking Crispin's trail.
It
stopped at a town not nmany mles from Col edale. A blue Iine traced the travels
of Freer and it likewi se ended in a nearby town. The inference was that both
enbezzl ers were sonewhere in this general neighborhood.

O dinarily The Shadow woul d have | eft such cases to the law. There was an
i nportant reason why he considered them of unusual consequence. That reason
was
Carl Dorthan

As an enbezzl er, Dorthan outmatched Crispin and Freer conbined. In one
bl ow, Dorthan had acquired a hundred thousand dollars fromthe bank where he
wor ked; at |east he had accumul ated that sum by steadily favoring hinmself in
t he
books. A few days ago, Dorthan had left the bank. Found there was a dead
wat chman; | ost were the funds that Dorthan had appropri ated.

The blame was on a teller naned Goodwi n, though the fault lay in
Dorthan's
books. The | ast nman seen to | eave the bank was Goodwin. In fact, he was the
only
man who seem ngly could have sl ain the watchman; though he stoutly denied it.
The only way to prove Goodwi n's innocence was to find Dorthan

Sone peopl e consi dered the quest inpossible. They believed that Dorthan
had
been nurdered like the watchman, his books falsified to place the blane upon
him But The Shadow did not hold that theory.

Looki ng up at The Shadow was a photograph of Carl Dorthan. It showed him

as
a sl eek, handsone individual, whose eyes, even in the picture, had a natura
shift. Their fixed stare was an acquired sort, like the slight but confident

smle on Dorthan's lips. In short, Carl Dorthan was a man who tried to | ook

t oo

honest and even posed for photographs to back the false claim The Shadow had
I ong since |l earned to detect those synptons the nonent he observed t hem

THE tinetable listed a station called Wllow Gen, a few mles short of
Coledale. It was marked as a flag stop, but so were many of the other stations
on this line. The Shadow deci ded to detour by the G en on the chance that
Dorthan had left the train at that station. If the enbezzler had gone on to
Col edal e, he would be likely to stop at the |local hotel, where his trail could
be picked up later. So WIllow G en was tenporarily of nore inportance

By the road map, The Shadow picked the only route that led to WII ow
d en.

It was a drive of a fewnmles over a dirt road. Reaching the turn that led to
the station, The Shadow turned off the headlights and coasted the car down the
final slope. There was brilliant noonlight, tenporarily clear of passing

cl ouds

and the gl ow showed The Shadow a perfect path.

Yet the car itself was obscured as it glided between the banks of trees
that skirted the nmoonlit road and the sudden arrival of a cloud favored the
finish of The Shadow s coast. As if timed to the exact second, the scene went
dark, just as the cloaked driver veered the car in beside a structure that
woul d
have been m staken for anything but a railroad station, except for the track
that ran beside it.

Soon a flashlight began to gli mer around the boxlike station. The pl ace
was nothing but a tiny waiting room |acking even a stove for cold weat her.
The
pl atform beside the single track was only a path of cinders mxed with gravel.



Why there was even a station at WIllow d en renmai ned unexpl ai ned until The
Shadow crossed the track and turned his flashlight on a sign that was nail ed
agai nst a tree.

The sign pointed to WIllow 3 en and stated that picnics were pernmitted
This wasn't the season for picnics, hence it was odd that the train had
st opped.

It couldn't have picked up a picnic party, so it was likely that the train had
et off a passenger instead. Such a person couldn't have conme al ong the road
or

The Shadow woul d have seen him That left only the path to the Aen, so The
Shadow fol |l owed it.

Al ong the path there was no moonlight, even when the clouds went by,
because the route went through a deep ravine, rinmed with many trees. Wenever
The Shadow s tiny flashlight blinked, it confined itself to the hard dry path
above the bank of the tiny streamthat tunbled through the ravine.

Instead of |ooking for footprints, which weren't likely to show, The
Shadow
kept watching well ahead, hoping to spot a light |ess guarded than his own.
Though he saw no glinmers, he kept along his quest, on the chance that a man
ahead had gained sufficient start to be beyond sight in the turns of the
ravine.

Swift, silent were The Shadow s strides along the obscure path. Only once
did he pause; that was when a faint clatter sounded briefly fromfarther up
t he
path. Continuing his way, The Shadow came upon a rustic bridge where the path
crossed the cascadi ng brook. Though his own tread was silent, The Shadow
recogni zed that previous footfalls could have caused the boards in the old
bridge to rattle.

Evi dence at |ast that soneone was follow ng the path ahead. Wiy a man
li ke
Carl Dorthan should have chosen such a place as Wllow G en for this secret
visit, seemed plausible only on the basis that the enbezzler intended to bury
his money here. Yet that theory had flaws, considering how many nore
conveni ent
spots Dorthan m ght have chosen. Rather it would seemthat Dorthan was
t hi nki ng
of his own security as nuch as that of the funds he had enbezzl ed.

VWhen moonl i ght suddenly showed a wi de opening in the ravine, The Shadow
did
not take it for granted that Dorthan had continued on to the space which
forned
the Gen. Still obscured in the darkness of the narrows, The Shadow | ooked for
ot her | andmarks and saw one.

Just short of the G en was a rocky crag that towered above the defile, a
monurrent | eft bare by winds and rains that had washed away the surroundi ng
soil .

Up to the crag were other steps of stone, each a dozen feet high, nore like a
succession of petrified waterfalls than a giant's staircase.

The knob at the top formed a protuberance above the highest step and the
hol | ow beneath that inaccessible crag could have sone nmerit as a hiding place
i f
there was any way to reach it. The Shadow was | ooking toward the high cliff
when
he heard trickling sounds that ended with an abbreviated clatter, not fromthe
face of rock, but fromthe slope beside it.

The man ahead had not continued to the @en. He had turned off by a side
path, going up beside the cliff. Cose to the ground, The Shadow s flashli ght
probed for the path in question and reveal ed the dry bed of a stony
wat er cour se
coming fromthe direction of the sounds.



This was the path the fugitive had taken. He was followi ng a steep but
tiny
gully that in rainy weather served to drain the heights above the den. Loose
stones, farther up the inprovised path, had given under the clinber's feet to
produce t he sounds The Shadow heard.

SW FTLY, The Shadow took the sane route, keeping the flashlight in his
cl oak folds as he picked the path. He was gaining as he made the clinb, for he
could afford to do so. The man ahead woul d assune that any stones clattering
down bel ow were sone that he hinself had | oosened. Hence The Shadow was
shorteni ng the di stance between hinmself and the man who rmust be Dort han

Near the brow of the ravine, the path veered toward the crag. Pausing,
The
Shadow noted an iron post set in the ground and gripped it while he watched
ahead. The post proved to be the end of a Iong, high picket fence that reared
above the brow and continued al ong the higher ground.

It was the new dividing line of the grounds around Stanbridge Manor. It
happened that the old fanily cenetery extended back toward the ravine, though
there was a space between the graveyard and the brink. Tree boughs forned a
hi gh
networ k beyond the top of the ravine, but the mansion was not visible fromthe
sl opi ng fence end.

VWhat The Shadow did see was a figure pausing briefly against the gray,
ghostly bul k of the crag. The man was | ooking for a path away fromthe ravine
and in his hand he was clutching a sizable satchel. He was a nuffled man, his
hat drawn well down above his eyes; as The Shadow wat ched, the man
st rai ght ened
froma stoopish posture and hurried in the direction of the hidden manor

It was undoubtedly Carl Dorthan. H's manner, not his face, had given him
away. | n changi ng posture, he was becomi ng hinself again, after a trip during
whi ch he had done his utnpst to conceal his real identity. Add to that the
satchel that Dorthan carried and the situation was sunmed.

A whi spered | augh stirred the darkness. Its sibilance persisted as The
Shadow, invisible in darkness, glided forward to take up the | ast stage of the
trail. He hinself was |like a ghost, this being called The Shadow.

Strange that The Shadow shoul d be venturing toward a pl ace where persons
were al ready keyed for visitors who purported to be from anot her worl d!

CHAPTER 1 |
STABS | N THE DARK

THREE huddl ed nen were tal king in undertones near the edge of the
Stanbridge cemetery. They were watching the wi ndows of the mansion, where they
could see figures noving against the flicker of the fire in the great hall
Though human, those figures noved |ike ghosts, which worried two of the three
wat chers.

The man who didn't worry was Zeph Bl ai ne.

"Are you going to quit?" queried Zeph, in a lowtwang. "All right, it's
up
to the two of you, only Doc Torrance won't like it when | tell him He'll say
he
was m st ook when he thought Herb Kiefer and Luke Morton wasn't fellows to be
afeard.”

There were nmutters fromHerb and Luke. One of the pair blinked a
fl ashl i ght
and Zeph made a grab at it.

"Douse that light!" snarled Zeph. "See what you' ve done? There's the old



| ady at the wi ndow, pointing right our way!"

Si ght of Jennifer pointing fromthe w ndow rather reassured Herb and

Luke.

Her action was one of human curiosity, nothing nore. Apparently it was

Jenni fer

who t hought she had seen a ghost, evidenced by the blink fromthe cenetery and
t he i dea brought |ow | aughs from Herb and Luke.

Still watching the wi ndow, Zeph saw Roger gesture to Jennifer. Roger was
hol ding a cigarette lighter that he had just flicked. He was explaining to his
sister that she had probably seen its flane reflected in the w ndow. At |ast
Jennifer turned away as though satisfied. The watchers saw her draw the gray
cape across her shoul ders.

"Af eared of ghosts, huh?" gi bed Zeph. "That nmakes the two of you scared
of
your sel ves. Why don't you run?"

Herb and Luke weren't running and declared so. Their norale fully
restored,
they were willing to go through with the deal for which Dr. Torrance had paid
themfive dollars each. That job was to remain outside the house and watch al
that occurred outdoors while Torrance was visiting in the manor

Har d- headed t hough he was, old Dr. Torrance had heard too many runors of
strange things happeni ng around Stanbridge Manor. Even before this visit when
he
had personally heard ghosts fling nails and snash di shes, the physician had
convinced hinself that something nore than ordi nary was am ss. Roger's reports
of singular manifestations had corroborated certain statements by Wggam As
for
Jennifer, she'd tal ked about ghosts for years, while Gustave's recent silence
on
t he subject had inpressed Torrance very forcibly.

So Torrance had sworn in three deputies to aid the ghost hunt, unbeknown
to
anyone at the manor. The |ocal boys were maki ng good, now that they had found
their nerve. Zeph wasn't hearing any further talk of flight, not even when a
di stant door suddenly clattered open and a bl ock of |ight revealed old
Jenni fer
coming fromthe rear of the mansion, enshrouded in her cape.

"The old lady is crazy," assured Zeph. "Doc says he's certain onit. O
course maybe they're all crazy, but that only makes her worser.”

There were whi spered queries from Herb and Luke, asking for further
statistics on the sanity of the Stanbridge fanily.

"They' ve got what doc calls a complex,"” explained Zeph. "None of
want s
to be buried until they're sure they're dead. That's why they stick
t hat
thing over in the mddle of the graveyard."”

Zeph gestured toward the nausol eum then | ooked for Jennifer. It was
Zeph' s
turn to clanber to his legs, ready to run, for the lady in gray had
di sappear ed
a short way fromthe mansion. At that noment the others saw her against the
white side of the mausol eum as she picked her way anmong the tonbstones.

ad Jennifer was the perfect replica of a wandering ghost, but sight of

em

emin

her
eased Zeph's qual ns, since he had already classed her as somethi ng hunan.
Rat her
than have his conpanions turn the |laugh on him Zeph began to order them
about .

"She's hunting for Donald' s grave," expl ai ned Zeph, keeping his undertone
bel ow t he quaver point. "Doc wants to know why. So sneak around, you fell ows,



and see where she goes and what she does."

By way of exanple, Zeph skirted toward the rear of the cemetery and then
cut in toward Jennifer's path. Herb took the nore conservative course of
novi ng
in the direction of the house before venturing anong the tonbstones. Not to be
out done, Luke decided to circuit the cenetery on the house side and conme back
fromthe other direction, hoping that by then his services wouldn't be needed.

THEY were like the points of an irregular triangle, these three, with
Jenni fer wandering somewhere in the center. O the three, Zeph was proving
hi nsel f the bol dest, considering that he had chosen the deep end of the
cenetery. The fact that he was cutting back ampong the graves made Zeph appear
all the braver; actually it was because he wasn't anxious to wander too far
afi el d.

Straining his eyes to find Jennifer, Zeph failed to see another figure
t hat
was creeping forward, its course comng at an angle toward his own. Nor did
t he
ot her man see Zeph; he was too busy |ooking for sone | andmark as he worked his
way anong the silent tonbstones, which were all large, but very nuch alike.

The stranger in the cenetery was Carl Dorthan, still some di stance ahead
of
The Shadow. Dorthan was having nore trouble than Zeph, though both were on
unfam liar ground. Dorthan's difficulty was occasi oned by the bag he carri ed.

Above, the grinding trees made ghouli sh sounds and their branches were so
thick they cut off nost of the nmoonlight that was struggling through a heavy
cloud. This was certainly death's setting, these grounds that Jennifer roaned
each evening. O all who stal ked these forgotten preserves, the old | ady was
nost oblivious to things that passed about her

That fact was proven when Zeph Bl ai ne stopped short and listened for a
sound close by. It was the scrunch of grass that forned a nmound up to a broad
pedestal supporting an anci ent tonbstone. Locating the sound, Zeph | ooked and
t hought he saw a figure that suddenly crouched apelike in the gl oom

It was Carl Dorthan resum ng his earlier pose. He had heard the dry grass
rattl e as Zeph noved forward. Dorthan made a shift for shelter and Zeph did
t he
same. In that tense nonent, both forgot all thoughts of ghosts.

They were prinmitive creatures, each stal king the unknown, yet inbued with
an urge for shelter. A fresh trickle of moonlight added just enough visibility
for each to make out the other's crouched form then, as they shifted,
sonet hi ng
solid intervened. It was Dorthan who first recognized the object as a
t onbst one.

Shovi ng hinsel f forward, Dorthan reached the tonbstone and deposited the
bag beside it. dinbing the base, he gripped the shaft with both hands and
lifted his head and shoul ders above it. At that noment, Zeph nmade out the
bul ky
object clearly, not as a gravestone, but as the head and shoul ders of a man.

Wth a bellow, Zeph charged, thrusting his own hands for the man's neck
Hal f poi sed above the stone, Dorthan hadn't tine to drop away. He swung
frantically to beat off Zeph's clutch and managed to drive down the grabbing
hands. Zeph's big fists clanmped on what he thought were shoul ders, but proved
instead to be the curved corners of the tonbstone.

Zeph tilted backward, the tonbstone coming with him As Dorthan swung a
hard fist, Zeph took a hard grip on the wist above it. Briefly, the
struggl ers
were | ocked across the canted stone, Dorthan's lips voicing a snarl as Zeph's
delivered a triunmphant shout. Then, as Zeph swng a big fist, Dorthan slugged
wi th somet hi ng hard.



Figures reeled into a mutual di sappearance. Next, one was | oopi ng madly
fromthe tonbstone, carrying something that it snatched up fromthe ground. In
itself, this human struggle was ghostly, but the weird laugh that quivered
beneath the trees was nore so.

It was the | augh of The Shadow, grim sinister, a challenge to al
fighters, a terror to nen who tried to escape its author's justice. Wldly,
two
shots stabbed from near the tonbstone where Dorthan and Zeph had struggl ed.
Then, a human bl ackout trained in ways of vengeance, The Shadow was springing
to
find his fleeing prey.

Al that saved Dorthan was m sgui ded intervention, supplied by Herb and
Luke. Hearing Zeph's shout, confident that he had encountered sonething
substantial, the two were conming fromdifferent directions, hoping to grab
Zeph's foe. Only by luck did Dorthan dodge them his method was a sprawl that
he
didn't intend to take. Converging past the man they sought, Herb and Luke
encount ered The Shadow.

They found hi mtangi bl e enough to be classed as a human fighter, but that
i npression existed only shortly. At the sound of gunfire, The Shadow had
whi pped
out an automatic, but he did not aimit at these bungling foenmen. Instead, he
gave Luke the benefit of a weighted fist that met the fellow s jawwith a w de
sweep, knocking himsone five feet out of conbat. Herb, charging forward
f ound
not hi ng where he thought a figure was.

Seemi ngly, The Shadow had di ssol ved ahead of his attacker's grasp.

Actual ly, the cloaked fighter had dropped into the thick-tufted grass. Lungi ng
beyond his vani shed target, Herb received a lifted foot that seened to crop
out

of the ground. It nmet the fellow s chest and turned his drive into a bouncing
somersault that left Herb sitting back agai nst a tonbstone, quite as
bewi | der ed

as Luke.

BY this tine, flashlights were sweeping fromthe mansion. Into their
gl ows
dashed Dr. Torrance, waving back at Gustave and Roger, who were arned with a
shot gun and revol ver, respectively. Torrance was calling back a warning not to
shoot .

"They're ny nen," shouted Torrance. "I told themto conme here. If they're
found a stranger, let themtake care of him"

W ggam st opped Qustave fromraising the shotgun. At that nonent a w ndow
cl apped open above the kitchen, and Hector, the servant, thrust out a head
t hat
wore a nightcap. Torrance, dashing in search of Jennifer, saw a crouched
figure
agai nst the side of the nausol eum

It was Dorthan. He knew he had been seen, for he made a quick dart around
the corner of the structure, carrying his precious satchel. Wat it was that
Dort han carried, Torrance could not tell, but the doctor knew that the darting
man coul d not be one of the local tribe.

"There he goes!" how ed Torrance. "He's taking something with him Stop
him whoever he is!"

The doctor had reached the mausol eum which was shining |like alabaster in

the full light of the freed nobon. There was no sign of Dorthan, but Torrance
knew whi ch corner he had gone around, and wanted to conmplete the pursuit in
these brief nonments of brilliant |ight.

VWhat halted Torrance was a shape that arrived in truly ghostly fashion



from
the other corner of the mausol eum

It wasn't The Shadow. This shape was gray. Wth a bony hand it caught
Torrance's arm He heard the shrill voice of Jennifer, sharp in his ear

"Look! The ghost in the tower! It neans death!"

Despite hinself, Torrance turned and let his eyes follow Jennifer's
poi nt .

He saw the thing she mentioned, a ghostly creature all in white, peering

t hr ough

t he open work of the tower that topped Stanbridge Manor. The figure noved, as
i f

to return the pointing gesture. Torrance saw a glint that he took for a
ghostly

eye. There was a flicker of the nmoonlight as Torrance stared.

From deep in the cenetery came another gun stab, its jabbing tongue
directed toward the high and distant tower. Hard upon that shot followed a
nocki ng peal of mirth, a challenge to all shrouded things that called
t hensel ves
onmens of death.

Gnhostlier than the taunt of any ghost:

The | augh of The Shadow

CHAPTER | V
VANl SHED PHANTASMS

VWHI LE The Shadow s strange mirth was still reaching its weird crescendo,
the thing in the tower vanished. It wasn't that The Shadow s shot reached it;
the range was too great, his gun stab far too hasty. Rather, The Shadow s
t hr ust
simply dispelled the ghost or forced it to a di sappearance of its own.

Agai n, the noonlight was playing tricks. It had shown itself through the
fl eece of a patchwork cloud, only to dwindle imredi ately after The Shadow s
gunshot. Now the gl ow was reappearing and fromthe ground near the mansion
Roger Stanbridge fired two shots at the tower to which his sister Jennifer had
poi nted. Moonlight unveiled itself, to show the tower enpty.

Fl ooded with light, the tower left no doubt as to its present status. It

was all openwork, like a bell tower, through which the eye could see from
every

side. Though it connected with the house, the door was known to be pernmanently
shut. Unl ess the ghost were an optical illusion, stinulated by Jennifer's
fancy,

t he whol e thing passed the realmof credibility.

Naturally the effect was nost marked upon the persons fromthe mansion
because they had only recently witnessed manifestations as unexpl ai nabl e as
t he
tower ghost itself. So they stood staring up into the moonlight, quite unable
to
make up their mnds about the matter

The Shadow was | ooki ng el sewhere.

VWat ever the thing that he had so briefly glinpsed in the tower, it
couldn't possibly be Dorthan. Not for a monent had The Shadow forgotten the
enbezzl er, even though he had taken tinme out to fire at the tower.

I ndeed, The Shadow wasn't sure that the phantasm had been real. To him
its
glint indicated a gun, pointing at Torrance, rather than an eye as the doctor
had t hought. On the chance that the "ghost" might be a nortal, watching in
Dort han's behal f, The Shadow had fired the shot that made it di sappear, solely
to protect Torrance. The Shadow had succeeded, but so had the ghost.



Dort han was gone, totally forgotten by Torrance, even though The Shadow
renenbered the fugitive who had ducked around the corner of the nausol eum

Wor ki ng forward, The Shadow neared the door of the nausoleumintending to
have a | ook inside the bare-walled structure. He believed that everyone except
Dort han was too busy watching the tower to notice himand The Shadow was quite
willing to neet the enmbezzler, should he bob into sight again.

But there were other exceptions in this case: Herb and Luke.

They were on their feet again, those two, and they knew not hing of
happeni ngs inside the house. They hadn't even seen the phantasmin the tower,
SO
briefly had it stayed. To these rustic fighters, there was only one ghost in
t he
Stanbridge cemetery worthy of consideration and they considered it human
enough
to be conquer ed.

That ghost was The Shadow.

Under the full glare of the noon, the pair saw the bl ackness that glided
toward the mausol eum Wth one accord they surged and flung thensel ves upon
The
Shadow. Their shouts brought others full about to w tness a nost anazing
struggl e.

THE SHADOW had swung in time to nmeet his attackers. He was carrying them
into a running fray that was inmpossible to follow The Shadow deserved to be
termed a phantasm for his appearance was just such. He was bl ackness t hat
t hi nned, faded, dwindled fromthe hands that tried to clutch him

This was one issue that The Shadow did not care to cloud. Watever the
i ssue at Stanbridge Manor, whether Dorthan had arrived there by chance or
desi gn, The Shadow wanted the case to be studied on its own nerits, not in the
terms of a cloaked visitant who was not part of the basic situation

There had been other shots fromthe dark before The Shadow s. Though his
wei rd | augh had dispelled the ghost, it would be considered as part of the
white
figure's appearance in the supposedly enpty tower. Al provided that The
Shadow
could personally depart as mysteriously as he had arrived.

Such was The Shadow s present objective. To attain it, he took to what
seened flight as he zigzagged to the space beyond the graveyard and took an
el usive course toward the crag above the A en. Yet Herb and Luke persisted in
keeping after him though to them The Shadow had becone no nore than a streak
of
fl eeti ng darkness.

Roger and the others had arrived beside the mausol eum Staring through
t he
cl oudi ng noonlight, they couldn't trace the living patch of blackness that
still
attracted the two yokels. Torrance was explaining who Herb and Luke were, at
t he
same time attributing their nmad dash to fright. Suddenly renenbering that
there
was a third man in the | ocal group, Torrance exclai med:

"Where is Zeph Bl ai ne?"

"There was another man over there." Wth a long finger, Jennifer pointed
of f among the tombstones, marking the exact spot of Zeph's encounter with
Dorthan. "But he was not the one who cane here."

By "here" Jennifer neant the nausol eum which she indicated with a back
sweep of her hand. Roger turned to Torrance.

"Take a |l ook in the crypt, doc," said Roger. "Borrow Qustave's shotgun
before he gets excited and lets it pop. 1'll take Wggamwi th me and hunt for



Zeph. If you have any trouble, yell."

"But what about the others,"” queried Torrance. "If we don't stop them
they'Il go off the edge of Lookout Rock.™"
"They'l|l stop soon enough," assured Roger. "They're just trying to get

cl ear of ghosts.”

Roger had it the wong way about. The ghost that Herb and Luke were after
was The Shadow and at that noment he was getting clear of them

The Shadow had reached the crag termed Lookout Rock. There he was
t ur ni ng,

i ntending to speed back toward the mansion and | ose hinmself in the darkness of
the graveyard while Herb and Luke woul d wonder where the bl ack phantasm had
gone.

Li ke somet hi ng di sgorged by the darkness of the trees, The Shadow f orned
a
swirling patch upon the rock's gray surface. He seemed no nore than the bl ack
streaks cast by high-weaving tree boughs as he poised to pick an opening
bet ween
t he bl undering pursuers whom he had purposely led to this dead end.

The pause was just too |ong.

Wth a sudden gush, the noon poured its full glow through the space
bet ween
the trees. The cloud had passed and the mghty orb was spotted straight on
Lookout Rock. Were two nen shoul d have seen nothing, they spied a formas
rea
as it was grotesque, the shape of The Shadow, as amazing as if it had sprung
fromthe rock itself.

Savagel y, Zeph's pals hurled themsel ves upon their fantastic prey. Rather
than let their unwise fury carry them across the brink, The Shadow wheeled to
nmeet them They | ocked in a sudden grapple fromwhich The Shadow writhed;

t hen,
with the moonlight still persisting, the cloaked grappler performed a singul ar
ruse.

Droppi ng fromthe conbined clutch of Herb and Luke, The Shadow twi sted in
the other direction. Like sonething dislodged fromthe crag, he slid over its
knobby edge, bound on a trip into the outer space where he seem ngly bel onged!

THE SHADOW was sliding feet forenost. Face toward the rock, he dug his
fingers hard as he went beyond its bul ging surface. Legs and body dangling
cl ear, he gave hinself a pendul um swi ng back under the brow Had his grip been
firm he would have pitched hinself into the conveni ent space bel ow t he crag,
but his sliding fingers didn't quite suffice.

The Shadow s i nward heave | anded himjust on the brink of the first sheer
cliff. Down he went, unable to do nore than slow his drop. He jolted as he
struck the next stretch of the stone cascade and slid beyond, dropping down
anot her of the giant steps.

Viewed fromthe den, The Shadow s spilling figure was a pygny thing
descendi ng the palisade in short, delayed drops, much like a beetle failing in
its grip. He was still slipping when the trees of the gorge engul fed him but
as
he left the nmoonlight, his forceful struggles were as evident as before.

Herb and Luke didn't view The Shadow s descent fromthat angle. In fact,
they didn't see his drop at all. They were struggling on the top of Lookout
Rock, each in the other's clutch. Simultaneously, they realized that the thing
t hey fought was gone and they relaxed to stare in wondernent.

First they gazed at the rock itself; next they |ooked across the gl ade;
finally, they craned fromthe brink and gazed bel ow. They saw not hi ng; | earned
not hi ng.

The rock couldn't have swall owed The Shadow. There was no sign of himin
m dair. Nor was there any patch of blackness on the rocks bel ow t he great



stepped cliff. The two nmen finally decided that a thing that had vani shed so
conpl etely nmust have been an illusion in the first place.

It didn't occur to that pair that The Shadow s lingering fall had kept
hi m
so close to the bottomof the | owest step that he was short of the angle at
whi ch they gazed. To these observers, the cliff |ooked sheer. They coul dn't
i magi ne anyone descending it by degrees.

BACK at the mausol eum Dr. Torrance was standing with the | evel ed shotgun
whil e GQustave turned a flashlight within the white-walled building. The glare
showed vacancy; nothing nore. The inner walls were the sane stone as the
outer.

The floor consisted of solid granite, two feet thick.

St anpi ng about the place, Torrance was soon convinced that the
f oundat i ons
were pernmanent. Even the nortar between the granite bl ocks was as solid as the
st onewor k. Suspi ciously, Torrance | ooked upward, telling Gustave to raise the
flashlight. The flat ceiling of the nmausol eumwas quite as convincing as the
floor and walls.

A light was bobbing toward the mausol eum Turning, Torrance |owered the
shot gun as he saw Wggam stunbling toward him

"Over there, doctor!" panted Wggam gesturing, across his shoul der
" That
man of yours - Zeph Blaine - he's dead. M. Roger will show you."

A d Jennifer supplied a cloak

"The ghost in the tower!" she rem nded. "When it appears, it neans death.
Never has the onmen failed!"

G ving Wggam the shotgun, Torrance told himto guard the nausol eum
Beckoned by Roger's flashlight, the doctor reached the spot where Zeph had
struggled with Dorthan. Roger focused the light on a sight that wasn't
pl easant .

Prone on the ground, Zeph was partly obscured by an overturned tonbstone.
Toppled fromits base, the bul ky bl ock had | anded on the nan's head and
shoul ders, crushing his skull. Poked from beneath the stone was Zeph's hand,
| oosely clutching a revolver. Picking up the gun, Torrance cracked it open
found that two shots had been fired.

"So the shots were Zeph's," nused Torrance. "He must have seen sonet hing
or
imgined it."

Roger pointed to Zeph's left hand which was tightly clutched upon the
si de
of the fallen tonbstone.

"He nust have grabbed the stone," observed Roger. "A bad thing to do when
of f bal ance. Most of these stones are wobbly."

He turned the light on another and Torrance thrust his hand agai nst the
upri ght specinen to find that the tonbstone did tilt under pressure. Pocketing
Zeph's revol ver, Torrance told Roger to acconpany himinto the house. When
t hey
arrived there, the doctor went up to the second floor, where they found Hector
at his w ndow.

From the w ndow, they could see the top of the mausol eum No one was
lying
upon it, hence Torrance decided that no ghost coul d have di sappeared in that
vicinity. So Torrance decided to have a | ook at the tower. They went to the
doorway leading to its stairs.

The door was not only nailed shut; it had a padlock so rusty that it
couldn't have been unl ocked in years. Smashing the lock with the butt of
Zeph' s
gun, Torrance pulled the door wide and threw a flashlight up the stairs. At



t he
top of the steep steps was anot her door al so padl ocked.

The upper door wasn't nailed. because it opened i nward. Breaking the
| ock,
Torrance pushed the barrier open, to disclose a snmall landing only a few feet
square. The only thing ghostly was the grating of the door hinges, which ended
suddenly as the door jamred to a halt against the warped floor, a few inches
short of the side wall

The floor of the tower formed a five-foot square above the |anding.
Access
could be gained there by a |ladder up the far wall of the landing. Gun in hand,
Torrance boldly clinbed the | adder, gave a quick thrust to the hinged boards
of
the tower floor and turned his head and arnms about as he pressed through the
opened space. Roger and Hector were watching tensely, until they saw Torrance
reach down and beckon

They joined the doctor in the tower. There, all three stared about the
open
space, their eyes wandering, puzzled, to the gable roof that had no rafters,
but
whi ch was anply supplied with cracks and hol es fromyears of disrepair.

Agai n the question of a phantasmrenai ned unsol ved. Watever the thing
t hat
had been seen in the tower, ghost or human, it had di sappeared as conpletely
as
the cl oaked creature that had vani shed fromthe brink of Lookout Rock.

Weird were the visitants seen at Stanbridge Manor and The Shadow hel d no
nmonopoly to that claim

CHAPTER V
THE GHOST HUNT

STANBRI DGE Manor had becone fanous.

The weird house gai ned that status al nost overnight, thanks to Dr.
Torrance.

As county coroner, Torrance was forced to deliver a verdict in the death
of
Zeph Blaine. After all the evidence was wei ghed and consi dered, Torrance
pronounced it death through m sadventure.

Initself, there wasn't nuch nysterious about a man clutching a tonbstone
in the dark and having it topple on him Even the fact that the victimm stook
the falling stone for something else and fired a few frantic shots, was
under st andabl e, considering Zeph's Iimted nental caliber and the fears that
t he
cenetery had stimulated in his rustic mnd.

VWhat rendered it all so weird were further factors as wi tnessed by ot her
persons. A stickler for detail, Dr. Torrance had included every ounce of data
in
his report and the whole sunmed to one sinple answer:

St anbri dge Manor was haunt ed!

Rel i abl e witnesses could testify regarding the manifestations in the
strange ol d mansion. Things that had bothered the Stanbridge fanmily for quite
some time, had been repeated in the presence of other persons.

First: such things as footsteps and ghostly whi spers heard from quarters
where no person coul d possi bly have been. Second: the crash of dishes in the
enpty kitchen. Like the Stanbridge brothers, Dr. Torrance and W ggam were
r eady
to swear that the phenonena had occurred under inmpossible conditions.



As a visible mani festation, the ghost in the watchtower rated tops.
Torrance was willing to take oath that he had seen something up there after
Jenni fer pointed, though it was too vague to be defined. The term"a figure in
white" about described it. Roger had caught a fleeting glinpse of the thing,
as
had Wggam though Gustave wasn't ready to adnit the presence of the phantom

| ndeed, a controversy was on between two nenbers of the Stanbridge
famly
Gustave and Jennifer. As owner of the manor, Qustave was ready to deny that it
ever had been haunted, though he did admit to certain happeni ngs that he
couldn't personally explain. Jennifer contrarily clained that ghosts had
al ways
been around and al ways woul d be. She included her planchette witing as
evi dence
in favor of the spirits.

As a conparative newconer, Roger was quite at sea. The sane applied to
W ggam who seldomvisited the manor at night, living as he did in the old
gat ekeeper's cottage. Neutral in the controversy was Hector, the house
servant.

Bei ng hard of hearing, short of sight, he wasn't the sort to be annoyed by
wanderi ng ghosts.

As for happeni ngs outdoors, those were charged largely to | oca
i magi nati on, as with Zeph's death. For years the villagers of Col edal e had
shunned the Stanbridge burying ground on the score that it was bew tched, if
not
actual ly haunted. Torrance conceded that he had made a bad mi stake in sending
three ghost-fearing natives to patrol the tabooed area.

The lights seen around the cenmetery were probably those of the three men.
The figure that Torrance saw when it ducked around the corner of the
mausol eum
could have been either Herb or Luke, since it happened after Zeph's fatal
accident with the tonbstone. Supporting such an opinion was the fact that Herb
and Luke had both gone chasing after an imagi nary wanderer, only to find
t hensel ves | ocked in each other's grip on Lookout Rock

At risk of his neck, The Shadow had won his point. He'd gone conpletely

out
of the picture, so conpletely that he wasn't supposed to have been around at
all, which was exactly the inpression that he wanted to produce.

But along with the elimnation of The Shadow as a factor, human or
ghost |y,

anot her person had totally slipped the scene. There wasn't the slightest hint
that Carl Dorthan, enbezzler wanted by the law, had conme to Stanbridge Manor
there to join in the ghostly ganbols and vanish with the stolen funds he
br ought .

Thi s was somet hing that only The Shadow knew

THE newspapers went to town with the Stanbridge Manor story. Ghost stuff
was al ways good "copy" and this exceeded all expectations. Famed cases of the
past dw ndl ed into oblivion, conpared to this instance where an avengi ng ghost
had lived up to its reputation of manifesting itself at a time of sudden
deat h.

Lanont Cranston found the newspapers very interesting reading, as he sat
in
the Iibrary of New York's exclusive Cobalt Club, with one | eg propped on
anot her
chair beside which | eaned a cane. Cranston had wenched his knee in a fal
from
a pol o pony, which was one of his favorite habits.

That pony business often came in handy. It frequently happened after The



Shadow had fared severely during one of his daring exploits. For the quiet,
cal mmannered club man who called hinself Lanont Cranston was actually The
Shadow. H s wrenched knee represented a cascading fall of a hundred feet and
nore, down the step-cliff bel ow Lookout Rock

And now, in arnchair style, the taciturn M. Cranston was |learning a | ot
of
facts that he hadn't gathered during his excursion to Stanbridge Mnor

There was a | egend, of course, to account for the Stanbridge ghost. The
house itself dated back before the Revol ution and had figured in feuds of that
day. The Col edal e area had then been disputed territory, clainmed by two
di fferent groups of settlers, each froma separate col ony.

VWen the col oni es becane states, the situation had not changed. There had
been pitched battles, even massacres, on the part of the warring factions. The
original Stanbridge had played a |l arge share in such strife, showing hinself a
very clever warrior.

Several tinmes, the Stanbridge ancestor had been trapped in the manor
only
to escape and return with menbers of his own faction, thus turning the tables
on
the invaders. He had personally slain a few of his archenem es when they
entered
the manor and there was a runor that the ghosts mght be theirs.

Anot her school of thought made the original Stanbridge the haunter of his
own prenises, there being good reason to consider himthe one and only ghost.
First, the watchtower had been his favorite spot when he was on the alert for
enem es; again, he had often sworn that he would protect all Stanbridges to
cone. Thus he had beconme a |l egendary figure in the mnds of his descendants.

The original Stanbridge m ght even be expiating some of his own dark
deeds,
of which there had been nany!

Still, no one knew exactly when the ghost had first appeared. A later
| egend i nvol ved anot her Stanbridge, grandson of the first, who had
parti ci pat ed
in the fanmous "underground railway" that aided escaping slaves. This |ater
St anbri dge had used the old watchtower, along with Lookout Rock, and had shown
hi nsel f amazingly skillful at smuggling fugitives in and out of his prem ses,
wi t hout a single capture. He was a nore benign character than his grandfather;
therefore better suited to rate as a ghostly protector of his clan, ready to
warn them of approachi ng death whenever it was due.

The Stanbridges had a habit of dying suddenly, which was why they dreaded
death. Generally heart failure was the cause, though sone had recuperated from
strokes that left them seem ngly dead. There was a trace of insanity in the
fam ly; how serious, no one knew, for details had al ways been avoi ded, even by
t he W ggans.

Al ways, there had been a Wggam attached to the Stanbridge fanmly and
each
current Wggamwas invariably loyal to the head of Stanbridge Manor. The
pr esent
W ggam was no exception; his purchase of his own cottage had been purely to
aid
the failing Stanbridge fortune and preserve sone of the property.

HAVI NG brought the Stanbridge history up to date, Cranston began to study
the status of the present dwellers in the manor. Gustave had inherited the
hol | ow fortune after the death of his elder brother Donald, several years ago.
Long-ai ling, weakened in mnd and nmenory, Donald had gone out in typica
Stanbridge style, froma stroke that totally paralyzed him

Even since, Donald's sister Jennifer had been conmmunicating with his
spirit



by means of the planchette. Al ways she hinted that Gustave was responsible for
Donal d's death, but there wasn't a shred of evidence to prove the claim

| ndeed,

Gustave had called in some very fine physicians to study Donal d' s case.

The real reason for Jennifer's antagonismto Gustave could lie in the
fact
that the present owner of Stanbridge Manor was selling the prem ses pieceneal,
somet hing that no previous Stanbridge had done in half a dozen generations.
Per haps CGust ave needed noney, but that didn't square it with Jennifer.

However, all that was over. Roger, the youngest brother, had returned
after
striking it rich in a Mexican m ne. Having cash to spare, he was spending it
to
preserve the honestead that woul d some day be his. But much though he honored
the famly tradition, Roger was having a hard time with the ghosts.

Reporters cagily intinmated that Gustave secretly believed in the ghosts
and
dreaded them his argument to the contrary being to offset Jennifer's
exaggerated faith in the famly specters. As for Roger, he was admittedly
puzzl ed, w shfully wanting the situation to be cl eared.

There was to be a ghost hunt.

Readi ng that fact, Cranston laid the newspaper aside, picked up his cane
and linmped fromthe club to a waiting linmousine. Riding to an apartnment house,
Cranston turned on the radio while the chauffeur was entering the building to
ring a bell.

Soon a girl arrived. She was an attractive brunette, keen of eye and
manner. Her name was Margo Lane and she had known Lanont Cranston | ong enough
to
understand his noods. Seeing himconcerned with the radio news, Margo sinply
entered the car and listened as the chauffeur started to sonme destination

Over the air came startling news.

Gustave Stanbridge had yielded to the comnbi ned persuasi on of his brother
Roger and Dr. Torrance. Stanbridge Manor was to become the ground for a ghost
hunt, with reporters present during the weird quest. The hunt was to be
handl ed
by a psychic investigator named Dunni nger, |ong famus as a ghost breaker

Margo gave an exclamation as this word canme through.

"I'"ve heard of Dunninger!" expressed Margo. "Wy, he's the man who has
of fered a huge award for any spirit phenonena that he cannot explain or
duplicate!™ (ED. NOTE: - This offer of Joe Dunninger's still stands. No one,
to
date, has been able to neet this challenge.)

"An award that no one has ever collected,"” added Cranston with a calm
smle, "and probably never wll."

"You mean that the ghosts of Stanbridge Manor aren't real ?"

"They could hardly be, Margo" - Cranston's smle had becone cryptic -
"because if they were, | would certainly not be sending you to visit them"

"Sending - me?"

Margo's query was split by a gasp that combi ned amazenent with horror. In
reply, Cranston nodded.

"Clyde Burke is covering for the Cassic," he explained. "They're letting
himinclude a secretary's services on his expense sheet. You're el ected,

Mar go.

The car was stopping in front of the O assic building. Looking up at the
of fices of New York's nost sensational newspaper, Margo repressed a brief
attack
of jitters. Since Cyde was going to Stanbridge Manor, Margo couldn't very
wel |
refuse. Both Cyde and Margo happened to be agents of The Shadow, what went
for



one, went for all.

Li ps tightened, Margo stepped fromthe linousine. As the door swung shut,
she turned and let her face relax into a snile, as she queried:

"What about you, Lamont? You'll be there, won't you?"

From the noving car came a strange, suppressed tone, the echo of a weird,
sinister laugh that didn't seemto issue from Cranston's i mobile |ips, though
it could have cone from nowhere el se. The |inousine had turned the corner
before
Margo Lane realized the full significance of that sibilant token.

It neant that if Stanbridge Manor proved lacking in famly ghosts, it
woul d
none the |l ess receive a spectral visitant.

The Shadow

CHAPTER VI
AT THE MANOR

BY daylight, Stanbridge Manor | ooked decrepit rather than fearsone, yet
Margo Lane disliked the place the noment she saw it. The house was ugly, its
sprawly wings out of proportion to its lowtwo stories. Rather than inproving
the architecture, the watchtower nmade it | ook worse, for the tower itself
appeared to be sonething that had been stuck in place as an afterthought.

Even when d yde Burke drove his car under the porte-cochere, Margo felt
no
sensation of dread. She thought she woul d experience it when they went into
t he
house, but the interior proved to be quite pleasant. In the afternoon, the
gr eat
hal | caught the full sunlight and | ooked very cheery, while the burning | ogs
in
the firepl ace added a cozy effect.

Clyde was affably received by some fellow reporters, who pronmptly
i ntroduced himto Dr. Torrance. Next came the menbers of the Stanbridge famly
and to Margo they were sonewhat di sappointing. Gustave | ooked like a man who
was
only slightly worried; Jennifer seemed a kindly old | ady; while Roger was
quite
as affable as the reporters. Certainly there was nothing sinister about any of
the three, at this first meeting.

As for Wggam the forner caretaker showed every mark of integrity, while
Hector, attired in a fresh white coat, was all that a famly servant should
be.

Margo was begi nning to take the ghost hunt very lightly, when Cyde introduced
her to the chief participant, the cel ebrated Dunni nger

Instantly Margo was i nmpressed.

There was sonet hi ng about Dunni nger that pronised results. He was a tal
man, with dark eyes that fixed steadily on everyone he net. He seened to be
wei ghing this house in terms of people, as a prelimnary to his search for
ghosts. Wen he spoke, his tone was firm direct. He was asking questions
concerning the house, its history, and the reported nanifestations, as though
such queries were vital to the com ng probe.

Fi ni shed with questions, Dunninger opened his investigator's kit and
everyone crowded up to viewits contents. Dunni nger expl ai ned the purpose of
various itens as he placed themon a table.

FI RST there was a steel neasuring tape, for checking the exact dinensions
of rooms and passages, the initial step for uncovering secret hiding places in



ol d houses. Along with the tape went balls of string and sticks of varicol ored
chal k, to aid the sane general purpose, since nmeasurenments could be nade with
string, particularly around corners, and chal k marks used to identify the
poi nt s

of neasurenent.

There were sonme heavy fish weights, by which the string could be
transformed into a plunb Iine, for vertical neasurenents. Another very useful
itemwas a carpenter's |level, Dunninger explaining that in certain houses, a
slight tilt of a floor could account for a considerable space at the other
si de
of the house.

To illustrate this, Dunninger used a pencil and a sketch pad, also part
of
his equiprment, to nake a long VIying on its side, one armof the V
representing
a down-slanting ceiling, the other an uptilted fl oor above it. He had run
acr oss
just such an arrangenment in another old house that he had investigated.

Next, Dunni nger produced a flask of mercury and poured the silvery liquid
into a small bowl . Apparently the nercury was to serve as anot her agent for
determ ning | evels, but Dunninger explained that it had an added purpose.

Pl aced

anywhere in the house, the mercury could be watched for trenors. Should it
show

any, it would indicate that someone was noving along the floor in that
vicinity,

thus making the mercury vibrate.

It was evident from Dunninger's accent on the word "soneone" that he was
thinking in ternms of sonmething nore substantial than a ghost. This was proven
when Dunni nger brought out three pairs of huge felt slippers, |arge enough to
slide over a person's shoes. He stated that should occasi on demand, he woul d
| et
some of the reporters put on the slippers and nove to certain portions of the
house.

Travel in such slippers being absolutely noiseless, this would be a
perf ect
way to trap a "ghost" that happened to be a human prow er.

There were many other things in Dunninger's kit: brush and graphite for
devel oping fingerprints; novie caneras geared for renote control; other
caner as
for still pictures, fitted with odd gadgets; all the materials, even to black
curtai ns, needed for dark-room devel oprment; al so packages containing filnms of
speci al type

If any ghost, living or dead, hoped to slip past Dunninger, it would be
living up to its spooky reputation and nore.

About ready to set up his equi prment, Dunninger took tine out to draw a
rough floor plan of Stanbridge Manor. Having al ready gone over the premnises
with
Dr. Torrance, he was able to make a very satisfactory sketch

On the ground floor, the great hall was the central apartnment, serving as
a
living room Entering fromthe front, there was a stairway directly to the
right, going up to the second floor. In the deep left corner of the living
hal
was the doorway | eading into the dining room Around through the dining room
was
a door leading into the kitchen, which was directly behind the hall, but not
connected with it. Froma corner of the kitchen, back stairs went up to the
second fl oor.

So much for the left wing of the house. To the right of the hall, a



passage
went under the stairs and ran directly into a nuch | onger passage, set at

ri ght

angles to the first. This long passage ran the full length of the house, from
front to back. Starting fromthe front, there was a door on the right, |eading
into an overstuffed parlor, seldom used.

Near the rear of the passage, on the left, was a door into a storeroom
whi ch had once connected with the kitchen, but which had been partitioned off,
with a very solid and permanent wall. Farther back was a doorway on the right,
| eading into a music room behind the parl or

Both parlor and nusic room had been living quarters when the Stanbridge
fam |y was | arger.

At the very end of the passage was another doorway on the left. This |led
outside and it was the back door that Jennifer used when she nade her
pilgrimges to the cenetery.

Now t he inportant feature of all this was that no one entering the back
door coul d possibly reach the second fl oor except by com ng through the great
hall, either to reach the front stairway or take the long trip around through
the kitchen to gain the back stairs. In brief, the entire wing on the right
was
i solated fromthe rest of the ground fl oor

ON the second floor, the stairs conming up struck right into a passage,
except for alittle hallway just to the left of the stairs, where there was a
small witing table and a cloak rack. This passage ran above the rear of the
great hall bel ow.

There were two doorways on the left, opening into bedroons above the
gr eat
hall. There were two on the right, one into a bedroom over the storeroom
anot her into a bedroom over the kitchen. At the end was a door into a small
bedr oom above the front half of the dining room The passage took a turn and
| ed
to an isol ated bedroom reached through a door on the left, at the very end of
t he passage. This was Hector's room over the back half of the dining room

A few other features were inportant. First, the back stairs cane up
bet ween
the two bedroons over the kitchen and storeroomrespectively. Above the
passage
of the ground-floor right wing was the stairway |l eading up to the tower. Also,
there was a room above the ground-floor parlor, covering the front half of the
passage as well.

There was no rear roomupstairs, where the right wi ng was concer ned.

I nstead, there was a second-fl oor veranda, reached fromthe rear w ndows of

t he

front room Only it was inpossible to reach the veranda by that route, because
all of the windows were barred, as with the rest of the house.

This was called the G een Roomand it was a guest room as was the Blue
Room at the other end of the passage. The two front roonms bel onged to CGustave
and Roger respectively. The room above the kitchen was Jennifer's. The room
j ust
over the storeroomwas a show place. It was called the Col oni al Room because
it
had bel onged to the original Stanbridge and was still furnished inits
ori gi nal
style.

HAVI NG poi nted out every feature of the floor plans, Dunninger stated
t hat



he woul d next check the dinensions, with the reporters aiding him He first
inquired if any of the residents knew of any secret places in the house, only
to
recei ve enphati c headshakes from Gustave and Jennifer

The only Stanbridge who | ooked doubtful was Roger. He remarked that he
had
left the manor at the tender age of twelve, when sent to boardi ng school, and
had not returned until recently. But Roger had al ways believed that the old
mansi on nmust have possessed its quota of secret roons or passages. Unconvi nced
to the contrary, Roger stared hard at his brother and sister as he comrented
that he believed there were such hiding spots.

"An old wives tale," snapped Qustave, testily. "As the owner of
St anbri dge
Manor, | should know "

"Say rather an old nurse's tale," inserted Jennifer. "I renenber your old
nurse, Roger. She feared the ghosts of this manor and tried to convince
her sel f
that they did not exist. So she blamed it on the house, making the absurd
claim
t hat peopl e could sneak around through the walls."

Roger | ooked at old Hector, who shook his head as if he believed neither
in
ghosts nor passages. That left only Wggamto whom Roger turned appealingly.

"What do you think, Wggan®"

"I really don't know, sir,"
W ggans
know or believe, always cones directly fromthe head of the Stanbridge
househol d. "

"And | happen to be the head of the famly," stormed Gustave. "Did | ever
mention ghosts or passages to you, W gganf"

"Never, sir," returned Wggam "I can take oath to it."

Gust ave | ooked around the group triunphantly. Turning on his heel, Roger
went through the arch under the front stairs to reach the passage leading to
t he
storeroom When he returned, the reporters had finished measuring the great
hal I, under Dunninger's supervision

Roger was carrying a hamer and chisel, while | esser tools were poking

replied the old caretaker. "Whatever we

from
hi s pockets. Gving Gustave a sharp | ook that included Jennifer, Roger
addr essed
t he group.

"I'f you find any suspicious spot,’

decl ared Roger, "you are wel cone to

t ear

it open, inwall, floor or ceiling. | have already spent noney in repairing
t he

mansion and | amwlling to stand any further expense."

Handi ng the tools to Wggam Roger suggested that the reporters continue
with their neasurenments, to which Dunninger agreed. He was busy at present
mar ki ng chal k lines along the fireplace, so Roger turned around and conducted
the reporters to the right wing of the house.

Margo went with themto wite down the nmeasurenent. They started with the
passage, where Roger asked Clyde for a piece of chalk, to mark the floor at
each
I ength of the tape. The chal k proved unnecessary, because the tape stretched
t he
entire way, registering the length of the passage as forty feet, six inches.

Returning the chalk to Cyde, Roger took the tape into the parlor and
pl aced the tape end against the front wall. Cyde drew the tape box to the
rear
of the room and checked the distance at exactly twenty feet. Eagerly Roger



suggested that they neasure the rmusic room to learn how the two tallied.
They tallied exactly. The music roomwas just twenty feet fromfront to
back. The extra six inches of the passage accounted for the wall between them
"Not hi ng wong there," decided Cyde, while Margo was witing down the
data. "What cones next, the storeroonf"
Noddi ng, Roger stepped into the storeroom only to turn back and pl ant
t he
coiled tape in dyde's hand.
"You measure the storeroom Burke," suggested Roger, "while | go around

to

the kitchen and tap the wall. The two roons used to connect, years ago.

Qust ave

said they were walled up so the house could be heated nore easily. | want to

knowif he is right."

Clyde had just finished measuring the storeroom when Roger began to thunp
the kitchen wall, which sounded solid enough. The next step was to neasure the
ki tchen and check the conbined I ength by the breadth of the great hall. Seeing
the tool box in the storeroom C yde |ooked for another tape, but there wasn't
any, so he decided to continue the measurenents one by one.

It was a slow process, but Dunninger didn't seemto nmnd. He was busy,
not
only with chal k and tape, but with other itens that he intended to pl ace about
t he house. As they went through the mansion, making careful neasurenents, they
kept crossing Dunninger's path, and Margo gai ned the idea that the psychic
i nvestigator preferred to keep the others occupied while he was preparing
speci al arrangenents of his own.

Sonet hi ng special would certainly be needed. Storeroom and kitchen had

checked properly with the great hall, |less another six inches for an

i ntervening

wal I . Upstairs, the measurenents were clicking in the sane exact style. Dusk
was

approaching and so far there wasn't a thing wong wi th Stanbridge Manor

It seened that Dunninger, the ghost hunter, would have to wait until the
spooks appeared, before he could begin to track them Ghosts weren't apt to
arrive until after dark, a thought that gave Margo a trifling shudder

VWhat repressed the shudder was Margo's recol |l ection that The Shadow, too,
woul d visit Stanbridge Manor after dark

CHAPTER VI |
HOUR OF CGHOSTS

THE conductor of the evening train stared at the ticket which bore the
nane
"WIllow @en." Next, he took a close ook at the man who had given himthe
ticket. The man was cal mfaced, distinguished in appearance, even to evening
cl ot hes.

The conduct or decided that this passenger nmust have come from New York
and
changed to his present attire in a drawing roomon board the Iimted before he
transferred to the branch train at the junction. This supposition was
justified
by the fact that the passenger carried a sizable suitcase with him

Noti ng the conductor's stare, the passenger lifted his eyebrows in
slightly
guesti oni ng fashion

"Excuse me, mster," said the conductor. "I was just wondering if you'd
pi cked the right station. Wllow G en is a picnic grounds. People don't go
there



in evening clothes, even in the picnic season.”

The cal m passenger smil ed.

"Don't you ever have passengers to Wllow Jen at this time of the year?"

"Had one the other night," admtted the conductor. "Only he was an old
fellow with shaggy hair. Looked like he was going over the hill to the
poor house. That's where the road fromWIIlow d en does |ead, come to think of
it."

Lanont Cranston let his |ips straighten

"I know," he declared calmy. "That is where | am going, too."

It didn't sound | ogical to the conductor, considering that Cranston
represented wealth, both in manner and attire. As if to change the subject,
Cranst on suggest ed:

"Tell me sone nore about the old nan."

The conductor gave a better description than he realized. Not for a
nonent
did he suspect that the old man of the other night could have been Carl
Dor t han,
whose picture had appeared in nany newspapers.

Li ke nost everyone el se, the conductor believed that Dorthan was dead, so
cleverly had the enbezzler covered up his tracks, |eaving a scapegoat naned
Goodwi n to take the blane for his crimes. Yet the conductor, despite hinself,
was describing Dorthan, at least to Cranston's satisfaction

Shaggy hair stood for a wig, in The Shadow s | anguage. A muffler would
suffice to cover Dorthan's rather conspicuous chin. The crouch was j ust
anot her
synmbol of faked age on Dorthan's part. Most inportant, however, was the
conductor's statenent that the "poor old fellow' kept gripping his satche
li ke
everything he owned was in it.

That stood for the hundred thousand dollars that Dorthan had carried with
himto his rendezvous at Stanbridge Manor, the place where The Shadow hoped to
al so uncover a couple of other swi ndlers named Crispin and Freer

"I"'mglad to hear about the old man," declared Cranston, with a solem
nod.

"He happens to be ny uncle.”

The conduct or gawked.

"Your uncle!"

"That's right," assured Cranston. "An independent old chap. Doesn't |ike
it
because |'ve been supporting him So every few nmonths he packs up and scuds
for
a poorhouse. Clever, the way he chooses them but | always find him

"My office keeps contact with all the poorhouses in the country. W
notify
t hem whenever ny uncle di sappears. Wen we |locate him | have to cal
personal |y
to collect him He won't go home with anyone but nyself."

The | oconotive was whistling for WIllow 3 en. The conductor shook his
head
as he pulled the bell cord for the stop. Picking up his suitcase, Cranston
cl apped a hand on the conductor's shoul der

"Next time you see my uncle,” suggested Cranston, "just say to him
' Ebenezer Throcknorton, your nephew, C arence, won't like it when he |earns
you've run away. Go right home or I'Il have to tell himwhere you are.' That
will send him"

The conductor was still nodding, when the train stopped. He saw Cranston
alight, |ook about, then lay his suitcase aside to light a cigarette as though
expecting a car to cone for himfromthe poorhouse.

As soon as the train pulled out, Cranston opened his suitcase and
di sappeared into the cl oaked personality of The Shadow. A | ow |l augh stirred



t he

dar kness, as The Shadow put the suitcase under the station platform Then
with

only a slight swish to mark his departure, The Shadow started al ong the path
that led to Wllow den, with a by-route to Stanbri dge Manor

MEANVHI LE, Dunni nger had conpl eted his preparations at the mansion. The
| ast pl ace exam ned was the watchtower, where the all eged ghost had appeared.
But there wasn't anything wong about the tower. The |anding at the head of
t he
stairs was solid under foot and the tower itself was innocent. After draw ng
t he
| andi ng door shut, Dunninger exanmined it and agreed that it had probably been
properly barred.

The sane applied to the door at the bottom of the stairs. After closing
it
and sealing it with special tape that formed part of his equipnment kit,

Dunni nger stepped into the ol d Col onial Room to exam ne the antique
furniture.

Wondering what the furniture had to do with ghosts, Margo soon | earned
t hat
the answer was nothing. It merely happened that Dunninger was interested in
antiques and was taking a short recess fromhis ghost-hunting activities.

Havi ng
nmentioned the fact, Dunninger |ooked about the roomitself.

The room had a closet in the rear corner, directly under the stairs
| eadi ng
up to the tower. The top of the closet was flat to start, but it sloped down
frontward, to match the angle of the stairs. Cyde and another reporter had
nmeasured the closet and found its proportions quite |large. Checking the
figures,

Dunni nger found them sati sfactory and | ed the way fromthe Col onial Room

Downstairs they found Gustave chatting with Roger, both politely avoiding
any controversy regarding the mansion or its ghosts. Dr. Torrance was talking
to
W ggam while Hector, wearing his customary white coat, was bringing a cup of
tea to Jennifer. Seeing Margo, the old lady invited the girl to have a cup of
tea; seating herself at the table near the fire, Margo saw sonet hi ng that
roused
her curiosity.

It was Jennifer's planchette.

"Why, |'ve seen one of those,"’

"You saw a ouija board, my dear,
pl anchette.

Wth it, the spirits wite nessages. Conme M ss Lane, |let us place our hands
upon
the planchette and learn if M. Dunninger can explain whatever happens."

As she spoke, Jennifer threw a chall engi ng side gl ance at Dunni nger, who
spoke in reply.

"I can explain what happens beforehand," decl ared Dunni nger. "Whatever

began Margo. "Only it was different -
" inserted Jennifer. "This is a

t he
pl anchette wites will be the expression of your subconscious thought. Wt hout
realizing it, you will let your hand gui de the wheel ed pencil."

"Nonsense," retorted Jennifer. "I shall be very careful to press ny
fingers

lightly, while Mss Lane does the same. W shall ask the spirits to tell us
what
causes strange things to happen in Stanbridge Manor."

"There is no need to ask the spirits," said Dunninger. "All we need to do



is exam ne all possible causes one by one. To begin with, noises in old houses
are often produced by sone -"

Abruptly, Dunninger paused. He was | ooking straight at Margo, who was
gazi ng back to prove that she, at least, would not cheat with the planchette.
At
that nmoment, the heart-shaped board began to nove, and Jennifer raised one
hand
fromit to wag her finger at Dunninger, while she queried:

"You see?"

The planchette stopped. For the first time, Margo | ooked at the paper
beneath it expecting to see nothing but a scraw. A gasp left her lips as she
observed a word upon the paper

The word was: "Rats."

Angrily, Jennifer seized the planchette and the | oose papers and stornmed
upstairs. She nust have left the items on the table in the little hall, for
she
cane downstairs i mediately, though she ignored the group by the fireplace.
Dunni nger had turned away and Margo was speaking in an amazed undertone to
d yde

"I must have witten it," confessed Margo. "When Dunni nger started to say
what coul d cause noises in old houses, | thought of rats. | must have gui ded
t he
pl anchette wi thout knowing that I did it."

"Which is exactly what Dunninger said," renminded dyde. "Ad Jennifer has
been cheating herself for years, but doesn't know it."

I f anything, the planchette incident was helpful. At first it didn't seem
so, because Jennifer suddenly announced that she would have nothing nore to do
wi th persons that doubted the existence of the spirits. She was going to her
room w thout the usual cerenony of visiting Donald' s grave.

Promptly, Dunninger turned Jennifer's decision to advantage. He said that
every person present was free to do exactly as desired; that the nore normally
t he househol d conducted itself, the nore likely the manifestations were to
occur.

This proved hel pful to old Hector. The servant quavered that he was very
tired, because of serving supper to so many guests. So Dunni nger agreed that
Hector could retire when it so pleased him

As for the rest, Dunninger suggested that a few should get sone early
sl eep
in order to relieve others later. H s plan was to have a conmittee on hand
during the entire night, with headquarters in the great hall.

Though he had been given the Blue Roomat the |left of the second floor
Dunni nger intended to stay up all night. That didn't apply to Margo, who was
to
sleep in the Geen Room above the old parlor where the reporters had taken
over.

So Margo decided to turn in early, on the theory that things probably woul dn't
happen until later.

GO NG up to the Green Room Margo gained a real surprise. She expected
t he
roomto be spooky, but it wasn't. For one thing, it had electric lights, which
didn't apply to the dining roomor kitchen, though there were a fewin the

gr eat
hall. So Margo decided to go to bed and gain a proper sleep before her turn
cane
to keep watch.

After all, the roomwas very honmey, with the drawn shades hiding the
barred

wi ndows. Wil e she undressed, Margo kept pretending that she was sonewhere



ot her

than Stanbridge Manor, the reputed haunt of ghosts. About to get into bed, she
pl aced her slippers and dressing gown on a handy chair; then, extinguishing

t he

floor |anp, she decided to raise a w ndow.

The bars weren't visible outside the wi ndow, because the cloudy night was
al nost pitch-black. That situation changed when two |ights suddenly fl ashed
| ong
beans fromthe outer corners of the house. At first the effect was
frightening
then Margo realized that the beanms were fromflashlights, carried by men who
had
gone outside to |l ook for prowl ers, a process that fornmed part of Dunninger's
pl an.

VWhat Margo really didn't Iike was the prolonged wail that followed the
appearance of the flashlights, a whine that was definitely spooky. It took the
girl a full mnute to realize that the sound wasn't the anguished cry of a
protesting ghost. It was nerely the night w nd, swooping about the old mansion
and whistling through the weaving trees.

That question settled, Margo managed to scoff at other sounds. She heard
a
muf fl ed thunmp that she decided coul d be nothing nore than a bangi ng shutter
Creeps that seened to vaguely approach and dwi ndl e, were evidence of creaky
beanms t hroughout the old house, since Margo was unable to | ocate the sounds
exactly. Such noi ses always acconpani ed a tumul tuous w nd.

Wat ching the flashlights, Margo saw them focus at a spot away fromthe
house. Apparently the two nen had spotted sonething, for they kept the lights
fixed. Gazing from her high vantage point, Margo was sure she saw an el usive
shape weave away fromthe conbi ned gl ow.

It was the hour of ghosts, the exact time at which manifestations had
formerly occurred in Stanbridge Manor. Yet Margo Lane was smiling to herself
as
she blithely left the window and slid into the confortable ol d-fashi oned bed.

Margo was sure that the wandering figure of the darkness was The Shadow,
the living antidote for ghosts as well as crinel

CHAPTER VI I'|
ONE GHOST LESS

IT was fortunate for The Shadow s plans that only Margo was | ooking from
the I evel of the second floor. The sudden bl aze of the flashlights, sweeping
away fromthe house, caught himas he was nmaking a circuit through the
cenetery,
and only the handy shelter of a tonbstone saved hi mfrom bei ng observed.

As he swung behind the stone, The Shadow grabbed its sides. The lights
wer e
wavering uncertainly as though their owners mstook the tall grass for a
novi ng
figure, so The Shadow decided to nmaintain his present vantage spot.

There was only one flaw, which The Shadow shoul d have remenbered. The
tonmbstone tilted when he gripped it, exactly as one had with Zeph Bl ai ne.

The difference was that this tonbstone didn't topple. It went back |ess
than a foot, then stopped as though a brake had been applied to it. Not that
The
Shadow had rempoved his weight; there wasn't time for himto do so. The stone
stopped of its own accord, holding The Shadow with it.

Fl ashlights found the tonbstone. Even at that distance, the nmen could see
that the nonunment was canted. But they didn't nove away fromthe house;



i nst ead,
they let the flashlights spread, then come slowy together, again, so there
woul dn't be a possible chance for anyone to sidle away fromthe tilted stone.

The Shadow foresaw exactly what they were about. The monent that the
lights
spread, he left his perch and noved straight back through the darkness. So
swiftly did he go that when the |ights converged again, he was beyond their
range.

Keeping the lights on the tonbstone, the two nen approached it. By then
The Shadow was far enough away to circle around them He was right behind them
when they reached the tilted stone; though their voices were | ow and puzzl ed,
The Shadow recogni zed them as bel ongi ng to Roger and W ggam

"Qdd about that tonbstone, Wggam" observed Roger. "Do you suppose the
wi nd coul d have tipped it?"

"Possibly, sir," replied Wggam "But may | remind you that we have used
the tine allotted for our inspection?"

"That's right, Wggam W were to go all the way around the house and
return by the front door. Very well, let us continue. We can report the nmatter
of this tonbstone for the record.”

Si nce Roger and W ggam were goi nhg around by the kitchen, The Shadow t ook
the path by the other wing. He kept close to the wall of the house, feeling
hi s
way along it by the shingles of which it was constructed. In the shelter of
t he
porte-cochere, The Shadow waited until Roger and Wggam arrived. Wen they
went
into the house, he followed by the door

As a node of entry, The Shadow personally preferred the front door
because
it gave access to all the house. He was sinply awaiting an opportunity to use
this ideal route

In the great hall, Dunninger and the reporters were hearing what Roger
and
W ggam had to say. The tonbstone was possi bl e evidence of prow ers and woul d
therefore nullify any nmanifestations outside the house, but that was
uni mportant. Toni ght, Dunninger was concentrating upon events indoors.

Not only had Dunni nger taped the door that led to the tower; he had done
the sane with the back door that Jennifer so frequently used. To nake sure
t hat
all was intact, Dunninger sent the reporters to examine the doors in question
Those who went upstairs were to continue down through the kitchen and around
t hrough the dining room

Roger and W ggam decided to go along, one with each group, but Custave
preferred to remain by the fire and debate the subject of ghosts with
Torrance.

VWil e the pair were thus engaged, Dunninger stood before the fire, glancing
occasionally fromone man to the other

It was during this interlude that The Shadow tried the front door
Fi ndi ng
it unlatched, he opened it. CQuter blackness seemed to filter through space too
narrow for a human figure to navigate. As softly as it had opened, the door
cl osed behi nd The Shadow.

Nei t her Qustave nor Torrance noted the notion of the door, though they
wer e
in positions where they could have. As for Dunninger, his back was toward the
door, making it inpossible for himto observe what happened. Neverthel ess, the
door had hardly cl osed before Dunninger turned about.

VWet her the investigator possessed sone psychic power of his own, or had
detected a faint breeze fromthe door, was a debatabl e question. The inportant
thing was that Dunninger turned, not in the direction of the door, but toward



t he higher portion of the stairway. Fromthere his eye ran down the steps,
viewi ng themthrough the rails of the banister, spaces that received |ight
from

alanp in the little upstairs hall

Had The Shadow gone up those stairs, Dunninger woul d have glinpsed the
passi ng bl ackness, thus detecting an unidentified presence w thout the aid of
a
mercury bowl . But The Shadow did not ascend the stairs. He stopped at their
turn, only a few steps above the ground floor. There, shrouded by thick
dar kness
beyond the range of light, he remained so notionless that he was in effect
i nvi si bl e.

The others were returning, some fromthe arch beneath the stairs, the
others fromthe dining room Both reported that the doors were still seal ed,
but
the group that cane through the kitchen remarked that Hector had forgotten to
wash the di shes. The oversight pleased Dunninger, since it placed everything
in
the sane status as the night when the |ast mani festati ons occurred.

"W have three possibilities to consider," declared Dunninger. "The
first,
which | reject, is that paranormal entities broke the dishes in the kitchen
and
threw nails down those stairs."”

As he said "stairs" Dunninger gestured in the direction nentioned. Not

once
had his gaze |eft the upper steps.
"By paranormal entities,"” inquired Torrance, "do you nean ghosts?"
"In a sense, yes," replied Dunninger, "though the termis hardly apt,
since

it applies to nonexistent creatures."

"But those nails!" exclaimed GQustave, suddenly. "Only a ghost could have
tossed them"

"Only a ghost?"

There wasn't a change in Dunninger's expression as he put the question
He
was standing with his hands behind him his back to the fire. He didn't budge
fromhis position nor nove a nmuscle, yet at that nonent something ski med down
fromthe ceiling and struck the floor in the center of the room

Clyde picked up the object. It proved to be a fair-sized bolt. Wile
Custave stared, Cyde |ooked inquiringly at Dunninger. Unquestionably the
i nvestigator had just denobnstrated his ability at duplicating spirit
phenonena,
but there was no way of expl aini ng how Dunni nger had done it.

"Anot her possibility, and a real one," continued Dunninger, "is that
persons living in this house are responsible for the supposed phenonena. |f
t hey

are" - his eyes were still fixed on the stair top, as though he pictured
Jennifer and Hector as the persons in question - "it is quite unlikely that
t hey

are guilty of conscious fraud. Sometinmes a long residence in a house like this
produces a hypnotic effect upon the occupants.”

The Shadow saw Roger gl ance at Qustave, who wi nced. There wasn't a doubt
that the el der of the two Stanbridge brothers was showi ng the effects of too
long a stay in the weird nansion.

"The final possibility," concluded Dunninger, "is equally acceptable. It
is
sinmply that certain unknown outsiders have been entering the house in order to
pl ay the ghost."

"But that's inpossible!" expressed Roger. "I'Il admit that | believed it



until this afternoon, but we have thoroughly neasured the house for secret
passages wi thout result. There is no way anyone could enter - except by the
front door."

As Dunni nger repeated the phrase, he seemed to nod agreenment. The reason
was that he was letting his gaze travel down the stairs until it reached the
| ower turn where darkness still obscured The Shadow. Then

"The front door would be a good node of entry," deci ded Dunni nger, "but I
can assure you that if anyone did cone in that way, he could not yet have
reached the second floor, which is also the only way by which he could travel
to
the kitchen."

I nasmuch as Dunninger's position bl ocked off the door to the dining room
the statenent held weight. But no one, not even Cyde, suspected that
Dunni nger
was treating the front door question seriously.

Only The Shadow knew.

TO a degree, the situation pleased The Shadow. Dunni nger was keeping it
static, alnost as though he recogni zed that a hidden presence coul d represent
a
fellow investigator using tactics different than his own. Al that The Shadow
hoped was that sonething woul d soon break the deadl ock

Sonet hi ng di d.

Down fromthe second fl oor cane a rattle of unexpected objects. Not nails
this time, but stones; small ones, but of various colors and shapes. As they
hit, they bounced, making such a racket that there seemed a nmuch greater
quantity than a mere handf ul

Nevert hel ess, a single hand had flung them

Human or ghostly, that hand betrayed itself to The Shadow. He was | ocated
where he could see the top of the stairs, though he hinself was invisible. At
the first clatter, The Shadow | ooked up in tinme to catch a glinpse of the hand
as it whipped from sight.

Natural Iy, The Shadow did not budge from his position, nor did Dunninger

Everyone else in the great hall was excited, ready to dash for the front
stairs. Dunninger raised a hand to restrain themand at the same tinme gl anced
toward a shelf at the extreme rear of the hall. On that shelf was the mercury
bow .

The silvery liquid was registering a vibration. It meant that someone
nor e
bodily than a ghost was noving in the upper passage, the slight jar carrying
down through the wall. Then, as the nercury jiggled slightly, Dunninger
interpreted its action with the words:

"We shall hear fromthe kitchen next."

Hear fromthe kitchen they did, when the whole table | oad of dishes
perished with a nmighty crash. The huge snmash was the one thing Dunninger
awai t ed. Though he suspected The Shadow s presence, he knew that it did not
account for either of the manifestations. Therefore Dunni nger wel conmed the
presence of the cl oaked figure on the stairs.

It neant that The Shadow woul d have a head start toward trapping the
ghost.

So instead of starting for the front stairs, Dunninger waved others in that
direction, while he turned to |l ead the rest around through the dining room

Dunni nger's gesture was as good as a cue. Wth silent speed, The Shadow
started up the front stairs knowi ng he could reach the top before the others
gai ned the | ower |anding. Should anyone be com ng up the back stairs fromthe
ki tchen, The Shadow would certainly be in time to block him

Unfortunately, The Shadow encountered opposition

As he reached the stair top, he saw Jennifer comng toward him To avoid
conplications, The Shadow wheeled into the little hallway just to the left of



the stairs. There was a coat rack beside the witing table and Jennifer's cape
was hanging on it. Since the little hall was lighted, The Shadow nade a quick
twi st behind the rack.

From that position, The Shadow could still spot anyone who mi ght pass the
little hall. He saw Jennifer conme by, to neet the herd that thundered up the
front stairs.

"It's Hector's work!" storned Jennifer. "I saw him go down the back
stairs

to the kitchen!"

As she turned to point, Jennifer gave a stare. Hector was coning al ong
t he
upstairs passage fromthe direction of his own room Irked by the accusation
he
was wheezing that he had heard Jennifer | eave her own roomearlier

At that nonment, Margo stepped fromthe Green Room opening its door
outward. She was wearing her slippers and dressing gown, but the latter was
nmerely w apped around her, because in her haste, she had been unable to find
t he
second sl eeve.

Swi ngi ng the door shut behind her, Margo stared as Jennifer faced the
group
anew. Forgetting her brief charge against Hector, old Jennifer pronounced in
sepul chral tone:

"Then it was the ghost! And it nust have gone through there!"

Crazily, the old lady pointed to the door past Margo. Despite herself,
Margo turned. As she did, a vague white figure |oonmed fromthe depths of the
Green Room to lunge at her through the doorway!

As Margo shrieked, The Shadow nmade a qui ck swoop from beside the stairs,
not to reach Margo, but to stop Gustave, who was arriving with the shotgun
Cat chi ng the weapon by a reach across the man's shoul ders, The Shadow diverted
it above Margo's head, which wasn't difficult, for Margo, with a backward
st ep,
had tri pped over her trailing dressing gowmn and was | andi ng hard upon the
fl oor.

Qustave pulled the trigger

From where she sat, Margo heard the gun roar above her head. The report
was
foll owed by a smash that resenbl ed the breaking di shes.

There was one ghost less in Stanbridge Manor. One ghost |ess, because it
wasn't a ghost at all.

VWhat Margo had seen was her own reflection in a full length mrror that
formed that front of the door. In his excitement, Custave had ai ned at the
sane
i mage.

O course the ghost had dropped away when Margo sat down in the opposite
direction. Accordingly, Gustave would have lowered his aimif The Shadow
hadn' t
driven the gun upward.

Thanks to The Shadow, the ghost was bani shed, and Margo Lane was stil
alivel

CHAPTER | X

VWH TE AND BLACK

As the gun recoil ed, The Shadow added a quick tripping action to help it
carry CQustave backward. Hitting the floor, Qustave attracted so much attention

t hat The Shadow escaped notice. He was at the head of the front stairs, which
the rest had passed, and by a quick side tw st, he dropped bel ow t he upper



st eps.

From there, The Shadow caught a glinpse of Hector's white coat, noving
toward the door of the Colonial Room which was open. Hector must have cl osed
the door, for a few nonents later, he was visible again, this tinme near the
head
of the back stairs.

Beyond the clustered persons in the upstairs passage, Hector was
beckoni ng
to Dunni nger and the rest who had gone through the kitchen. Finding nothing
t here except broken di shes, they had conpleted their roundabout trail by
com ng
up the back stairs. While the first arrivals were explaining natters to the
newconers, The Shadow glided down the front stairs and out the front door
latching it behind himto prevent the entry of any rival intruders.

VWi | e Dunni nger was investigating matters indoors, The Shadow i ntended to
patrol the outside of the house.

SINCE tragedy had been averted, the mirror door provided sone conic
relief
to an otherw se tense situation. A good many of the doors in the mansion had
mrrors, on one side or the other, but Margo hadn't happened to notice this
one.

The door was open when Margo had been shown into the Green Room hence
its
mrror was agai nst the passage wall. In closing the door behind her, Margo,
natural ly, couldn't have seen the mirror, because it was on the outside.

As for Custave, he had forgotten all about the mirror, at |least so he
cl ai med. Though he really owed apol ogies to Margo, he was extending themto
every one else. Margo was just as glad, because it gave her a chance to rise
fromher spraw and get her arns into the sleeves of the dressing gown.

Rat her ruefully, Margo felt that the fault was her own. If she'd waited
longer in the first place, she could have put the gown on properly. In that
case, it would have fully covered the white nightie that had shown enough of
itself to nmake Margo m stake her own reflection for a ghost.

Havi ng regai ned her composure, Margo found that she needed her notebook
Though everyone agreed that Gustave had blasted the mirror with his shot gun
testinmony conflicted on all other points, so it was necessary to record
what ever
each witness had to say. The person who had the npbst to say was Qustave, so
Dunni nger questioned himfirst.

Haggard of face, quavering of tone, Custave insisted that a ghost had
figured in the case. He wasn't thinking of the stones that had rattled down
t he
stairs, nor the dishes that broke in the kitchen. What bothered Gustave was
t he
fact that sonething had grabbed his shotgun when he tried to fire.

From Gust ave's description, the thing was a cross between an octopus and

a
gorilla, having the grip of the former and the strength of the latter. But the
hybrid creature was a ghost as well, because it had di sappeared as suddenly as

it had materialized.

No one agreed with Qustave's statenent. The rest sinply felt that he had
exaggerated the kick he received fromthe shotgun

In contrast to Qustave, Jennifer supplied some remarkably accurate
testinmony. Though she had | apsed briefly into her favorite theme of ghosts,
she
was willing to forgo it. Having forgotten that Margo was in the G een Room
Jennifer thought in ternms of ghosts when she saw the door sw ng open, but she
was now inclined to revert to a forner opinion



There had been no ghosts tonight.

Ghosts were inpossible, according to Jennifer, when a disturbing presence
i ke Dunni nger was on hand. Jennifer declared that Hector had played the ghost
and she didn't exactly blanme him In fact, it was only right that the servant
shoul d have tried to maintain the fanmly tradition under trying circunstances.

Stoutly, Jennifer declared that she had seen Hector go down to the

ki t chen.
Ret urni ng, he nust have thrown the stones and hurried back to his room There
was one flaw to Jennifer's theory: the crash in the kitchen had conme after the
throwi ng of the stones. Letting that pass, Dunninger asked Hector to state his
case.

Instead of nentioning Jennifer's mstake, Hector sinply denied al
cul pability on the ground that Jennifer had done the things herself.

Consi deri ng

that Jennifer justified the deeds, Hector did not feel that she would resent

t he

i npeachnment. He believed that Jennifer had thrown the stones, gone down to the
ki tchen, dunped the dishes, and cone up the back stairs again.

The flaw in this case was that Jennifer was not spry enough for such
rapid
action. The business of her speedy trip upstairs was sonething very difficult
to
credit.

Bot h Roger and Torrance had gone wi th Dunni nger, but Cyde and W ggam
wer e
anong the few who had used the front stairs. None of themtold stories exactly
ali ke, but they did correspond satisfactorily. Al remenbered seeing Jennifer
poi nt down the passage as Hector arrived.

They' d | ooked the ot her way when the old | ady indicated Margo's door
Margo' s screech and Gustave's di scharge of the shotgun were both descri bed,
along with the spraw s the two had taken, but nobody coul d agree on how much
ti me those incidents had taken

Dunni nger gestured to the door of the Col onial Room and queri ed:

"Wasn't this open?"

SI NCE nobody coul d renenber, Dunni nger opened the door hinself and went
into the ancient room It proved quite enpty, closet and all, so Dunni nger
suggested that they go down to the great hall and exam ne the geol ogica
speci mens that sone force had projected.

The stones | ooked |ike odd pebbles that m ght have been gathered
anywher e.

When Dunni nger spread the collection on the table where Jennifer usually kept
t he planchette, CGustave eyed them cl osely and suddenly excl ai nmed:

"They're Donal d' s!"

Hardly had he blurted those words, before his face went haggard, for
Gustave suddenly renmenbered that he was chimng in with Jennifer's pet claim
that Donald's spirit was responsible for things that happened around the
nmanor .

"They do |l ook like Donald's," remarked Roger. "He used to ranble all over
the country, collecting odd minerals. \Watever becane of them GQustave?"

"Jennifer has them" Qustave's eyes glared through his deat h-mask face.
"She keeps them | ocked away somewhere.™

For a monent, Jennifer frowned. Her eyes gave an accusing glance toward
Hect or.

"Don't | ook at Hector," sneered Gustave. "He couldn't have dug up these.
It's your work, Jennifer. You wanted us to think that Donald' s spirit was
around, even though it couldn't be. So you chucked these stones and now t hat
you're afraid we've found you out, you deny it."

Haughtily, Jennifer turned to the stairs, stating that she woul d soon



return. She came back, bringing a square box and handed t he key to Dunni nger
who unl ocked the box. It proved to be nearly full of odd stones resenbling

t hose

that had spattered down the stairs. When Dunni nger asked if he could keep the
box a while, Jennifer nodded.

"Donald's spirit would not have taken those," asserted Jennifer. "He is
no
| onger of this world, hence he is not interested in material things. That is
al l
| have to say. Good night."

VWhen Jenni fer had gone, Hector began to shift uneasily, fearing that he
woul d have to bear the brunt of all remaining accusations. To even the score,
Dunni nger told the servant he could retire. Then, in brief style, Dunninger
sumred t he exi sting evidence.

Rem nding the listeners that his business was to explain or duplicate any
phenonena, Dunni nger declared that nothing had occurred beyond such limts.

Ei ther Jennifer or Hector could have been responsible for everything that had
happened toni ght, thus their nutual accusations were in order

Everyone seenmed willing to agree until Dr. Torrance brought up the
guestion
of the dishes, insisting that Jennifer couldn't have reached the second fl oor
in
time to alibi herself and that Hector couldn't have gone clear to his own
room
In reply, Dunninger invited everyone to the kitchen

AS on a previous night, the candlestick was Iying on the floor, its
candl e
broken li ke the dishes. Pointing to the table, Dunninger called attention to
t he
fact that its edge was dabbed with thick grease, evidently drippings from
candl es. Torrance renenbered that the candl e grease had been there the other
ni ght .

Pi cking up a candle, Dunninger lighted it and applied the flam ng wick to
the wax on the table edge. After the wax softened, he set the candle there,
fixing it firmy. Picking up some |arger fragnments of chi naware, Dunni nger set
themin overlapping fashion so that their weight rested agai nst the burning
candle. He left the candlestick on the table and told everyone to watch.

After a few mnutes, the burning candl e began to weaken. Suddenly it
yi el ded and the fl ock of dishes took a slide, carrying the candle with them
Sl anted as they were, the dishes continued right to the floor, smashing what
remai ned of them To all appearances the candl estick had been dunped with the
chi nawar e.

"So that was it!" exclaimed Roger. "I'd never have guessed the trick
mysel f. Still, the wax on the table edge proved it. Now the question is: who
did
it, Jennifer or Hector? This stunt would have allowed either of themtime to
get
upstairs and chuck the stones. O course Jennifer had the box, but Hector
m ght
have found the key."

Dunni nger sinply shrugged as though it didn't matter. Having proven the
exi stence of fraud, his work was done. He was willing to let Jennifer and
Hect or
each have their out at the expense of the other

"Suppose we go outside," suggested Roger, "and see what we can |l earn
about
the tower ghost. That's the only thing that is still unexpl ained."

The cl ouds were clearing, bringing a fair show of noonlight, when the



group

cane out by the front door and went beyond the porte-cochere. As they noved
back

and forth across the dawn, Wggam poi nted suddenly and excl ai ned:

"There's the ghost!"

The others joined the caretaker. Wggamwas right; the tower did show a
curious shape in white, stooping oddly am d the open work. The thing wavered,
but as witnesses watched, they noted that its action was sonewhat nechani cal

An increase of the noonlight banished the illusion. Fromthis angle, the
trees of the cemetery forned a background behind the tower. Wggam had chanced
upon a spot where the one tree directly behind the tower was a white birch. A
| ong bough sl oping up behind the tower was responsible for the ghostly form

Margo hadn't gone outdoors, because it was too chilly. She heard the
facts
from d yde when he returned and set them down in the notebook along with the
ot her data. That done, Margo went back to her room quite relieved that al
was
sol ved.

There was just one thing that brought a brief return of Margo's worry.

From her darkened wi ndow, the girl saw figures nmoving al ong beside the
house. The men weren't carrying flashlights, probably because they didn't need
them now that the noonlight had begun to glow. Turning the corner, the
figures
went in the direction of the old nmausol eum

Mar go deci ded that they nust be sone of the reporters, having a | ook
ar ound
the grounds. Still, when Cyde returned, the reporters had all been out front,
viewi ng the birch tree ghost.

Then, off in the distant noonlight, Margo saw a figure that should have
worried her, though it didn't. It was a fleeting form so briefly visible that
it answered the description of a ghost. But it wasn't white; it was bl ack

That satisfied Margo. She could even fancy that the whine of the wi nd was
carrying the echoes of an eerie laugh. Such mirth produced shudders from nost
persons who heard it, but Margo was exenpt. To her that weird tone, whether
rea
or imaginary, was a synbol of reassurance.

Margo was sure that The Shadow was still on the scene, ready to solve the
remai ni ng shreds of the ghostly nanifestations that had suffered so severe a
set back.

CHAPTER X
THE NOTE FROM NOWHERE

THE next day, Dunni nger began to collect the apparatus that he had
stationed around Stanbridge Manor. The appliances proved to be nore varied
t han
anyone had supposed. Among ot her things, Dunninger gathered in |ong | engths of
Wi re connected to m croneter devices.

Hi s cameras, too, were all about, hidden in sonme very surprising places.
A
smal |l one, for instance, was under the table in the little upstairs hallway
where Jenni fer had put the planchette and its pad of | oose papers. Another was
neatly perched within an old grandfather's clock in the Col onial Room

Only Cyde and Margo witnessed this assenbling of Dunninger's devices. It
al nost seened that the psychic investigator had marked them as privil eged
persons anong the visitors at Stanbridge Manor. After renoving tapes from
various doors, Dunninger went over Margo's notes and asked her to type themin
duplicate.



Part of the day, Dunninger was busy devel opi ng phot ographs, while dyde
saw
to it that nobody disturbed him In the dark room he spent sone tine
exam ni ng
the stones that had bounced down the stairs. He finally returned the box and
its
contents to Jennifer, but politely kept the other speci nens, because Jennifer
deni ed that they were Donal d's.

In going over Margo's notes, Dunninger made a few additions, nostly in
t he
formof underlined statements. There was just one point upon which he
specially
i nsi st ed.

"Include the three possibilities," stated Dunninger. "First, that
paranormal entities, otherw se ghosts, are accepted in certain circles as a
pl ausi bl e cause of manifestations."

"But not in your circle,” put in Margo, with a smle. "Shall | include
t hat
st at ement ?"

"Of course," replied Dunninger, "because they have been satisfactorily
di sproven in this case. Next, enphasize the explanation that | did give; that
of
persons in the household playing the ghost."

"I"lIl keep it neutral," nodded Margo. "Shall | nention that it could have
been unconsci ous fraud?"

"Certainly. It could apply to either Jennifer or Hector, especially if
bot h
were involved in it. But don't forget the third point; that of outside
interference."

Margo added the third point, wondering how nmuch inkling Dunni nger had
regardi ng The Shadow s presence. Personally, Margo was convi nced that The
Shadow
nmust have been the octorilla that had ruined Gustave's aimw th the shotgun
but
she coul dn't understand how Dunni nger knew it, considering that he had stil
been in the kitchen when the gun ki cked Gustave about three tinmes as far as it
shoul d have.

Late that afternoon, Lanmont Cranston arrived in a car, to find if Mrgo
intended to return to New York. It turned out that Margo didn't, because
Dunni nger planned to stay another evening, through the hour when ghosts were
accustoned to appear. The reporters were staying, too, on the hope that
somet hi ng new m ght happen, so Margo felt that she ought to remain and
conpl ete
her notes.

Leavi ng at dusk, Cranston conplinented Margo on her fortitude at
r emai ni ng
anot her night in Stanbridge Manor. In reply, she said that she wouldn't stay
unless Ayde did; if he left, she would go al ong.

AFTER supper, everyone waited for something to happen. Even though
Dunni nger had renoved all of his special equipnent, nothing did happen
because
toni ght the human el emrent was bei ng consi dered. The human el ement was divi ded
bet ween Jenni fer and Hector. Both remained in the great hall along with the
rest.

The ghost hour over, Jennifer announced that she was going to pay a visit
to Donal d's grave, sonething that she had negl ected on the previous evening.
She
went upstairs and returned wearing her gray cape. The reporters | ooked



hopeful |y
at Dunninger, thinking he mght let themtrail Jennifer out through the
cenetery, but he shook his head.

VWhen Jenni fer returned, Dunninger politely took her cape and carried it
upstairs. Wen he returned, he announced that the ghost hunt was over. He
asked
Margo to bring down her notes so the reporters could go over them It was when
Margo was coming fromthe Green Roomthat she saw somet hing which startled
her .

A door was opening across the hall. It was the door of the Col onial Room
and it stopped the nonment that Margo observed it. The thing was uncanny, even
t hough Margo coul d hear | aughing voices conming fromthe floor bel ow Going
over
to the door, Margo gripped it and drew it slowy shut. The door continued its
nmotion for a few inches on snooth, silent hinges.

There was a slight breeze in the passage, comng fromthe G een Room
wi ndow
that Margo had forgotten to close. She decided that it explained the notion of
t he door, so she went downstairs, and joined the others. Wen sonebody asked
jocularly if she had net with any ghosts, Margo nentioned the breeze and said
that it had startled her until she realized what caused it. But she said
not hi ng
about the noving door.

The door was novi ng agai n, though Margo did not know it. Qut fromthe
dar kened room energed the nost spectral figure that had ever appeared in
St anbri dge Manor. The cl oaked shape of The Shadow was again at |arge on these
preserves that ghosts no | onger haunted!

PAUSI NG briefly, The Shadow felt the breeze that Margo had noted.
Silently,
he continued to the little hallway beside the stairs. There, in the gl ow of
t he
ni ght |anp, he took a sheet of paper fromJennifer's pad and wote a nessage
on
it, inink froma fountain pen that The Shadow personally carri ed.

Fol di ng t he paper, The Shadow kept it tightly pressed. Advancing to the
stair top, he |l eaned forward and peered bel ow. He could see the group in the
great hall, but at his angle above the balcony rail, The Shadow coul d have
remai ned totally invisible. However, he preferred to reveal his presence, for
any who chose to notice it.

The Shadow did it with his eyes. Fixed on the scene bel ow, those optics
caught the gleam of the upstairs lanmp and reflected it |like orbs from outer
space. Singular eyes those, fiery spots in blotting bl ackness, which al nost
any
observer woul d have cl assed as token of a ghost.

There was much of the magnetic in The Shadow s burni ng gaze. Again, the
man
who sensed the proxinmity of a strange presence was Dunninger. Over by the
fireplace, Dunninger |ooked upward with a roving gl ance that ended at the
stair
top and casually drifted away.

The reason for the drift was that The Shadow s eyes had gone. |nstead,
hi s
hand nonentarily appeared beside the newel post at the stair top. Being gl oved
in black, the hand revealed itself only as a passing blur that nonmentarily
cl ouded the rail fromwhich The Shadow s cl oaked form had al ready faded. But
t he
obj ect that the hand rel eased was very visible.

Again, it was a contrast of black and white. The thing that caught



Dunni nger's gaze was the fol ded sheet of paper as The Shadow let it flutter
from
the stair top.

There was sonething deft in The Shadow s toss. A neat twist of his wist
caused the paper to flip away fromthe stairs under the ceiling below There
it
hovered as though supported by an invisible hand until it drifted toward the
center of the room where it slipped free fromthe air currents and cane
downwar d.

Two persons suddenly saw it: Margo and Jennifer

Per haps Dunni nger's roving gaze had carried theirs along, but neither
realized it. To Margo it seenmed that the fluttering paper must have cone right
through the solid ceiling, while Jennifer thought it had materialized in
m dair.

Both were quite astoni shed and showed it by their gasps, which attracted the
attention of the other persons present.

Men came to their feet to reach excitedly for the nysterious whirligig.
Roger was moving from one direction, Wggam from another, while dyde and
Torrance al so had the sane idea. CGustave remai ned seated, shrinking as though
fromsomething fearful, while Hector took sone backward steps toward the

di ni ng
room door.

Dunni nger, al one, appeared to be indifferent to the paper's arrival. He
sinmply turned and strolled to the rear of the great hall, near the shelf where

he had once placed the nercury bow . There, he turned again, straight toward
t he
fireplace, where the nmen who sought the fluttering paper had followed it and
were stretching |ike basketball players around a goal, while Gustave shied
from
their mdst.

Flippantly the paper w nged upward, away fromthe seeking hands. It took
a
| ong, sideward skimthat ended with a final flutter right into Dunninger's
wai ti ng hand.

THE effect was uncanny; it seened that Dunni nger had magnetized the
wi nged
nmessage. Then the real expl anation dawned on Margo as she was | eaving her
pl ace
by the firepl ace.

The paper had sinply dipped into the warmair rising fromthe hearth and
had shi ed upward and away. Gauging its probable course, Dunninger had stepped
to
the proper place to receive it. Now he was unfol ding the paper and scanni ng
its
bl ue-inked Iines which no one else was in a position to glinpse.

That witing began to vanish word by word, which was the way with
nessages
t hat The Shadow inscribed in his special ink. Dunninger was stepping toward
t he
group and they all felt sure that he was reading sonmething until he neared
t hem
By then Dunni nger was showi ng the paper openly, since it had gone quite bl ank
but he was al so easing one action into anot her.

I nstead of reading the paper, Dunninger was scrutinizing it against the
firelight. He beckoned to others so they could | ook across-his shoul der and
observe the watermark that showed through the paper against the glare of the
fire.

"One of the planchette papers,"” remarked Dunninger. "I exam ned the |oose



ones on the pad. The watermark tallies."

"Now wi || you believe in spirits?" croaked Jennifer. "Only Donald's
unseen
hand coul d have fol ded that paper and sent it down here!"

"Hardly Donal d's hand," corrected Dunninger. "He would certainly have
favored us with some planchette witing. Here, Burke, take this paper and
pl ace
it onthe rail at the top of the stairs, with the open fold toward the G een
Room "

Clyde did as requested. Hardly had he come downstairs again before the
paper caught a passing breeze and perfornmed another pirouette down into the
great hall. It didn't gyrate as it had before, for its flutter ended short of
the fireplace; but the point was proven that the thing coul d have happened
wi t hout the assistance of a spirit agency.

Sone t hought that Dunninger had arranged the trick hinself, to show how
easily such things could be done. Then, renenbering how amazi ngly he had
projected a bolt into the great hall, they decided that Jennifer or Hector had
pl aced the paper. Dunni nger could have noticed it when he took the cape
upstairs
and thus been ready for the paper's fluttering arrival

Only Margo had a sudden inkling that The Shadow had arranged the ruse.
She
recal l ed the nysterious notion of the door on the second fl oor

But how coul d The Shadow have reached the Colonial Roomin the first
pl ace?

Margo was still debating mentally when people began to | eave. The
reporters
were pl eased because they could add the matter of the fluttering paper to
their
stories. Margo, too, was about to | eave, when she caught a glance from C yde,
whi ch neant he was com ng back. So Margo announced that she was going to spend
anot her night in Standridge Manor in order to conplete her notes.

There woul d certainly be some further data, for Margo observed that
Dunni nger was writing sonething in pencil on the slip of paper that had w nged
down fromthe second floor. As he bowed out through the front door, Dunninger
laid his hand on Margo's palm closed her fingers in what seened to be a
nodi fi ed handshake and undertoned in parting:

"Gve this to your friend the ghost."

Cars were pulling away out front when Margo turned to go up to her room
Hal fway upstairs, she wondered why she was keepi ng her hand cl enched. Opening
it, she found to her surprise that it contained a tightly fol ded wad of paper

Dunni nger had placed it there during his farewell gesture. It was his
reply
to the secret message from The Shadow

CHAPTER Xl
CRI ME COVES HOME

DURI NG t he hour while she awaited Cyde's return, Margo went over the
bat ch
of notes. Fromthem she gained an idea that had not struck her earlier. Though
Dunni nger had proved his second theory plausible; namely that persons |iving
in
t he mansi on coul d have produced the nanifestations, the real answer mght lie
el sewhere

It added to that other theory of persons unknown entering the house and
springing the ghost stuff.

Margo was personally sure that The Shadow had dropped the fluttering note



fromupstairs. He couldn't have arrived there except by some secret way.
What ever the route, it was obvious that other persons could have used it, too.

VWere the route was | ocated, proved as puzzling to Margo as why outsiders
woul d want to nmingle in the Stanbridge affairs at all. As she studied a copy
of
the floor plan, Margo could not pick a possible flaw, hence secret entry
seened
i npossible. As for the outsiders, it seened utter folly for themto come into
t he house unless they had sonething definite to gain.

That thought gave Margo a sudden inspiration

Perhaps there was treasure in Stanbridge Manor and interlopers were
seeki ng
it. In that case, the ghost business would sinply be a cover-up for crine!

The treasure idea dwi ndled as Margo thought it over. If the nansion
| acked
hi di ng pl aces, there couldn't be any secret treasure. But the crinme angle
still
seened pl ausi bl e, even though Margo racked her nind to find a notive.

Dunni nger's departure was an indication. H s business was hunting ghosts,
not crooks. It struck Margo that the psychic investigator could have scented
what was really wong in Stanbridge Manor and therewith left the rest to The
Shadow.

Knowi ng about The Shadow s remarkabl e i nk, because she herself had
received
nmessages witten in it, Margo decided that there had originally been a note on
t he paper. Dunni nger nust have read it before it faded; hence his reply to The
Shadow.

Margo was al nost tenpted to open the fol ded paper and | earn what it said.
Then, deciding against it, she poked the note in a pocket of her dress and
went
downstairs.

DR. TORRANCE had left for Col edal e and W ggam had gone back to his
cot t age.
Only Gustave and Roger were in the great hall. They were tal king over the
ghost
busi ness, since Jennifer wasn't around to cloud it with absurdities, though in
the course of things, the brothers mentioned their sister and her theories.

"It's all very plausible," argued Gustave. "I mean Dunni nger's
expl anati on.
What happened whil e he was here could have been done the way he says it was.
But
Dunni nger wasn't with us the other night."

"Nei ther were Jennifer and Hector," rem nded Roger. "Either of them could
have been faking then, just as they did |ast night."

"You think both of themare in it?"

"I don't think it matters. One or the other, it's all the sane. If they
both want to keep up the silly game, it's all right with ne."

Gustave didn't take it as lightly as Roger

"There were other things," spoke CGustave, hoarsely. "Things | never
mentioned. Strange whispers upstairs; footsteps that | followed but couldn't
trace. Odd raps, too."

Roger nerely shrugged

"I know that Jennifer and Hector were in their roons when these things
happened, " persisted Gustave. "You were in your room too, Roger, because
| ooked and found you asl eep."

"Your nerves are slipping," argued Roger. "M ne would, too, if I lived
t oo
long in this place. Wiy don't you take a trip, Custave?"



"And | eave Jennifer here?"

"She could go, too. I'd pension Hector off and get sone new servants. |f
I
found the place worrying ne, 1'd close it outright. The ghosts could have it
per manently."

Gust ave began rubbi ng his hands as though they were chilly, which was odd
because he was very close to the fire and it was crackling brightly.
Apparently
Gustave was consi dering Roger's suggestions, but after a while, the elder
br ot her shook his head. He didn't seemto relish |eaving Stanbridge Manor

A sudden thunmp at the front door caused a qui ck change in Gustave's
expression. He sprang half fromhis chair as though reverting to his fear of
ghosts. Smilingly, Roger opened the door and admitted Cyde. Gving the

reporter
a wel com ng nod, Roger told himhe could have the Bl ue Room

"Smart of you to come back, Burke," commended Roger. "If anything new
happens, you'll have the edge on the other reporters. But | don't think
anyt hi ng

is going to happen, so what say we all turn in for the night?"

GO NG to the G een Room WMargo changed to her dressing gown and waited
intently for a knock at the door, since she was sure that Cyde would be
anxi ous
to conpare notes. At last the tap cane, very nuffled, and Margo opened the
door.

She coul d scarcely see O yde because the passage was very bl ack, and
Mar go
wonder ed why the night lanmp wasn't burning in the little hallway beside the
stairs where Jennifer always |left her cape. Then, as Cyde stepped into the
Green Room the bl ackness foll owed himand the |ight suddenly appeared. A
nonent
| ater the door was closing as if of its own accord.

Clyde hadn't cone al one; The Shadow was with him Renoving his hat and
droppi ng his cloak, he reveal ed hinself as Lanont Cranston

Margo didn't ask what nmode of entry The Shadow had used for this visit.
She
sinmply gave himthe note from Dunni nger. Opening the note, The Shadow read it.
An approving | augh whispered fromthe lips that wore Cranston's slight smle

The Shadow reached for Margo's notes and went through themvery
careful ly.

Margo coul d see a keen glow in his eyes as he scanned certain paragraphs that
the girl had underlined at Dunninger's request

"Qur conclusions tally," remarked The Shadow. "M/ outside observations
conformto those that Dunninger recorded i ndoors. W both checked three
ghost s,
even though so many were unnecessary."

Clyde stared in wondernent.

"Three ghosts?"

"Call themthree men," replied The Shadow, in Cranston's cal mtone.
"Crispin, Freer and Dorthan. | suppose they all wanted to have their share of
the fun, though Crispin and Freer managed it thensel ves, the night when
Dor t han

cane here.”

It still had dyde wondering.

"Last night they managed their sneak about the time | reached the
cenetery," The Shadow continued. "I didn't see thementer, but | gained an
i nkling. Anyway, the nmanifestations began i medi ately afterward. | watched for

their exit and observed it."
"But you were outside," remarked Cyde. "How did Dunni nger |earn anything



in here?"

The Shadow pointed to a list of figures anong Margo's notes. Sone had to
do
wi t h phot ographs; others with mcroneter recordings, but the figures
t hensel ves
were unintelligible to Margo

"Dunni nger placed caneras at three salient spots,” explained The Shadow,
"each had a special timer, as did the mcroneters planted with them One spot
was the kitchen; the second, the little hall above the front stairs; the third
spot was the tower. The cameras contained filnms sensitive to infrared rays.
Even
i n darkness, they registered the outlines of human forns."

"Maybe there was only one nman," argued dyde. "He could have noved
around. "

"The recordi ngs were sinultaneous," replied The Shadow. "The timng
devi ces
on the caneras recorded it. So did the charts that registered the vibrations
pi cked up by the mcroneters."

Clyde sat back convinced.

"Ordinarily one man coul d have placed the candl e and then gone upstairs

to

toss the stones," The Shadow stated. "Last night things had to happen fast.
e

man threw the stones and was i mredi ately away, because the exit is on the
second

fl oor.

"The chap downstairs had to dunp the dishes if the candle failed. The
del ay
was serious. Actually the man shoul d have been trapped when he reached the
second floor. A lucky circunmstance aided him™

"Jennifer, of course!l" exclainmed Margo. "She pointed to me and called ne
a
ghost!'"

"Hector may have had a hand in it,"'
argunent . "

"I't was Gustave who fired the shotgun,” reninded The Shadow. "Whether or
not he nmerely let his excitement overwhelmhim he was the one who really
diverted full attention. OF one thing, however, we can be quite sure. Someone
in
this house is backing the ghost play, otherw se the crooks woul d never have
come
here.”

Clyde and Margo began to wei gh the possible demerits of Qustave and
Jennifer, having by this time decided that Hector could be elimnated.
Suddenl y
Cl yde questi oned:

"Why was there soneone in the tower?"

"To attract attention," replied The Shadow. "He was to wait until someone
cane in line with the birch tree as Wggam did. The crooks wanted to expl ode
t he
ghost nmyth because they had gone too far with it. The birch tree worked, but
it
didn't fully qualify. The night | first saw the figure in the tower, | was
behi nd the house, and there are no tall trees out front."

put in Cyde. "He started quite an

PERHAPS The Shadow woul d have proceeded further with his discussion, but
for the fact that his keen ears caught a sound fromthe hallway beyond Margo's
door, which was sonewhat thinned nowthat it had lost its mrror facing.
Lifting



his hand for silence, The Shadow waited; when the noise ended, he took a
gl ance
at Dunninger's note and placed it beneath his cloak

Turning out the light, The Shadow becane invisible as he stepped to the
rear wi ndow. For that matter, C yde and Margo renai ned unseen, even after The
Shadow rai sed the shade, for thickening clouds had conpletely bl ocked off the
noon.

"Someone has just left the house," declared The Shadow. "That person is
about to join the confederates who played the ghosts. Watch!"

As they watched across the flat porch behind Margo's room a phantom
figure
suddenly appeared beyond the house. O all the shapes seen at Stanbridge
Manor ,
this was the nost ghostly. It seened to have a glowi ng face that squinted back
t hrough the darkness as it noved away. To Margo's strained eyes, the thing
| ooked |i ke a decapitated head, floating off through the night.

The weird thing reached a bul ky bl ock of whiteness which pronptly
swal | owed
it. The ghost, or whatever it was, had gone into the old mausoleum It was as
if
some master of the dead had returned to his own stronghol d.

Margo' s gasp was heartfelt:

"What was it?"

"Whoever it was," replied The Shadow, "that person is wearing Jennifer's
cape. Since Jennifer is the only menber of the household who visits the
cenetery, our ghost was wearing the cape purely to avoid suspicion."”

"But | didn't see the cape," began Margo. "How could | see it in the
dar k?
| saw a face -

"A face that Dunninger nentioned in the note he sent ne," interposed The
Shadow. "He took Jennifer's cape upstairs a short while before he left. He
outlined the face on the back of the cape, using |um nous paint that shows
only
in the dark."

Moti oni ng his conpanions out to the passage, The Shadow pointed to the
little hallway. By the glow of the night |lanp, Cdyde and Margo saw that the
cape
was gone. Dunninger's ruse had worked; he had left a sure clue by which The
Shadow coul d track down the real ghost of Stanbridge Manor.

The Shadow pointed to the doorway al ong the passage. Cyde went to
Gustave's door and listened. He elimnated Gustave by the latter's snores.
Meanwhi | e, Margo softly opened the opposite door and viewed old Jennifer sound
asl eep in bed.

Sneaki ng al ong the passage, O yde was bound for Hector's room confident
that the old servant nust be the missing person. As a matter of mere routine,
Cl yde opened Roger's room and took a gl ance inside. Roger's bed was directly
in
the path of light that crossed C yde's shoul der fromthe hallway.

The bed was enpty!

Amazed, dyde turned about. Margo saw his face and knew fromits
expr essi on
t hat Roger was gone.

Margo's own face reflected Clyde' s amazenent. O all persons in the
mansi on, Roger was the one they had | east suspected!

Al ong the passage came a whi spered | augh, weirdly expressive, as though

The
Shadow had foreseen this clinmax. The sibilant tone faded, |eaving the passage
enpty.
The Shadow, too, had gone, along the ghostly trail of Roger Stanbridge,
t he



real nenace of the manor

CHAPTER Xl
THE GHOST MAKERS

UNDER t he bl ack sky, Stanbridge Manor showed a few flickers of light from
its windows, rendering it visible in the night. The flickers, particularly
t hose
fromthe downstairs fire, could be m staken for ghostly lights, but at I|east
t he
manor could be seen

In turn, that was probably the reason why the nansion held such a weird
reputation, yet when considered logically, Stanbridge Manor was not the nost
sini ster house in this neighborhood. That title belonged to a little building
SO
seldomnoticed that it was invariably overl ooked; nanely, the cottage owned by
W ggam

The Shadow was di scovering this fact.

Finding no trace of Roger in the mausol eum The Shadow had begun a zi gzag
rove toward Wgganm s. Nowhere did he find a path leading fromthe crypt, but
that did not surprise him Ohers than Roger had vani shed after entering the
mausol eum and The Shadow was convi nced that their route was underground.

VWhat The Shadow wanted were traces of that particular fact, and he found
t hem

There were deep ditches |eading fromthe Stanbridge property, some of
t hem
much i ke gullies, worn by years of drainage. Though much negl ected, these
di t ches showed sone signs of repair. Always it was to one purpose, to veer
t hem
away from each other, |leaving a path between. At no spot did a ditch cross the
straight line that led fromthe rmausol eumto Wggam s house

An old road did cross that imaginary line. It had a curious hunp that
showed in the roving glare of The Shadow s well guarded fl ashlight. Though
years
of disuse had snothered the fact, there were still a few indications that the
hunp was artificial. Digging into the dirt, The Shadow found chunks of gravel
and pebbl es that were common only to this brief section of the road.

As chance had it, The Shadow made anot her find. Something glistened
silvery
deep in the dried grass that nearly covered the old road. Somrething that
sonmeone
had dropped, as The Shadow | earned when he exami ned the article. Pocketing it,
The Shadow continued on to Wggam s, to discover nore than he expected.

Despite its trifling size, Wgganis cottage was nore form dable than the
manor. Froma distance it |ooked flinmsy, but at close range its strength was
apparent. Enough light was filtering fromthe returning nmoon for The Shadow to
observe patches of brick through the stucco facing of the cottage walls.

C osed

shutters were backed with sheets of steel, that glistened through the slats
when

viewed froma cl ose angle.

Even the chi mey was topped by an ornanmental grating and The Shadow coul d
tell fromthe slight projection of the doors that they were but concealing
surfaces for heavier barriers behind them Yet even by daylight, no one had
ever
bef ore suspected the truth about Wgganmi s stronghol d.

The caretaker was regarded sinply as a recluse who had spent his life's
earnings in buying and inproving a cottage which he preferred to keep tight



shut
because he lived there al one. |Indeed, people pitied Wggam never realizing
t hat
he was better deserving of their dread.

Noting the strength of the well-faked cottage, The Shadow glided off into
the night, his whispered [ augh a pronise of future invasion by a route whereby
W ggam woul d never expect intruders.

WTH N the cottage, Wggamwas seated at a table in a roomw th heavy
curtains that bl ocked off any chance of escaping light. The curious thing was

that even in his fortified home, Wggam still |ooked the part of the faithful
old retainer, a man to whomintegrity was |aw. There was no brightness in his
tired face; it still showed its full quota of droops.

W ggam s honest nmanner was in no way | essened by the fact that he was
harboring three nmen of crine. They were seated about the table, helping
t hensel ves to drinks while they bragged of their recent exploits. Al that
W ggam drank was the chatter of his guests, accepting it wi thout the slightest
gri mace.

Most tal kative of the group was Carl Dorthan, the heavy-jawed enbezzl er
who
had reached Stanbridge Manor just ahead of The Shadow s first visit. To
Dorthan's left sat Harvey Crispin, whose pointed face and qui ck eyes gave him
a
foxli ke expression. On the right was Wallace Freer, a poker-faced man with a
strai ght -chopped forehead that alnost hid the eyes between his equally
verti cal
nose.

Lifting a glass, Dorthan | ooked between the other enbezzlers and gave
W ggam an approvi ng stare.

"To Wggam " toasted Dorthan. "A great fellow, Wggam W're for him al
of us, and soon there'll be nore of us."

Ri sing politely Wggam bowed as the others drank. As the droop-faced man
seated hinself, Dorthan |eaned forward and questi oned sharply:

"How cone you're in this racket, Wggan®?"

Crispin and Freer shifted uneasily as they gl anced toward a door that |ed
down into the cellar. They were afraid that Dorthan was bearing too heavily on
W ggam and t hey wondered what Roger would have to say about it. But W ggam
remai ned quite unruffled. Wen he spoke, his tone was matter of fact.

"I ama Wggam sir," declared the old retainer. "My fam |y has al ways
served the master of Stanbridge Manor. \Whatever he may order, we obey."

"The good old rule,"” approved Dorthan. "The king can do no wong. Is that
it, Wggan?"

"Precisely, sir."

There was a short silence, then Wggam cl eared his throat and proceeded
with a further explanation:

"You see, gentlemen, the secrets of Stanbridge Manor belong only to the
head of the family. But each naster has always entrusted those secrets to a
W ggam So whenever the head of the Stanbridge fanmily dies, it is a Wggam who
tells those facts to the next nmaster. Never has a Wggam failed."

Dort han supplied a puzzled frown. He nudged his thunb in the genera
direction of the nmanor.

"But what about Gustave, who owns the place at present? He doesn't know
anyt hi ng, does he?"

As Wggam hesitated in replying, the door fromthe cellar opened and
Roger
entered. He was just in tinme to catch Dorthan's question. Wth a bland snile
Roger answered it, saying:

"That's where | cone in."



HELPI NG hinself to a drink, Roger finished it and pronptly poured a
second.
Gesturing occasionally with his glass, he picked up from W ggamnm s breaki ng
poi nt .

"Qustave is a stinker,
W ggam
But the nman who knew it npbst was mny el dest brother Donald. Trouble was, he
couldn't throw Gustave out. No Stanbridge ever did throw a relative out of the
manor. The original will left by my great-great grandfather, provides against
it."

decl ared Roger. "W all know it, including

Roger's gestures were making the glass spill, so he finished half his
drink
bef ore he conti nued.

"Donald told Wggam all about the nmansion," said Roger. "But he told him
somet hing el se. He said that Gustave was hounding himand that if he should
die
suddenly, it would be Gustave's fault. Wasn't that the way Donald put it,

W ggan?”

"Exactly, sir," replied Wggam earnestly. "M . Donald used to | eave the
manor by the secret passage and cone here through the tunnel fromthe
nmausol eum
so M. Gustave woul dn't know where he had gone. M. Donald said that sone day
I
m ght have to protect him so | strengthened the cottage on that account.
Then,
when M. Donald died -"

W ggam choked and tears filled his eyes. Roger finished his drink and

laid
a friendly hand upon the old retainer's shoul der

"I know," nodded Roger. "You just couldn't recognize Qustave as head of
t he
famly, so you told himnothing. You interpreted the tradition and remained
true
toit."”

"Hopi ng you'd come back, M. Roger. | knew that you were the one to take
M. Donald' s place. | was waiting for you -"

"That's right, Wggam and we're waiting for another round of drinks.
Slide
down to the cellar and bring up another crock of applejack."

As soon as W ggam had gone down the stairs, Dorthan | eaned forward and
undertoned to Roger:

"Did GQustave really croak Donal d?"

"You haven't seen Custave," snorted Roger. "He's a coward |ike every
ot her
stinker. He won't |eave the manor because he owns it, but he's so scared he
doesn't want to stay. You should have seen himlet fly with that shotgun | ast
night. Too bad he didn't clip the Lane girl. Doc Torrance m ght have sent him
away. "

Roger | ooked toward the cellar to make sure that Wggam wasn't com ng up

"Donal d was nuts," confided Roger. "He had a persecution conpl ex, though
W ggam was too dunb to know it. When Donal d passed out froma heart attack
Jennifer blanmed it on Gustave and Wggamtook it for granted she was right.
wish I'd known about it at the tinme. | could have started this racket sooner

"Anyway, after the mning dodge got too hot, | came home. | figured the
manor would be a swell place for a whol esale hide-out, with fellows |ike you
payi ng the freight. | thought | nmight be able to buy the house from Custave,
S0
to be smart, | called on Wggamfirst. Did | walk into sonething swell!"

Layi ng down his gl ass, Roger tapped his chest with both hands and swel | ed



proudly.

"I was the real master of Stanbridge Manor," he declared. "Wggamtold ne
all about the joint, things |I hadn't even guessed. Wy, you could smuggle a
regiment in and out of that house if you wanted. | guess mny original ancestors
used to dodge the Indians that way. And ny dopey grandfather, who was afraid
of
being buried alive, had gotten some Wggans to run a secret tunnel fromthe
mausol eumto here, so they could look in on himand see if he was still dead.
W ggam showed e that set-up, too."

W ggam was bringing up the appl ej ack. Roger went to the stairs to help

hi m

with the crock. Dorthan gave a sweeping gesture to denote a pleasure that both
Crispin and Freer already felt. Roger hadn't added the final point in this
perfect set-up, nanely that Wggan s house, fortified at Donald' s

crack- brai ned

wi sh, was an excellent hide-out in itself.

As a result, Roger had started his racket of hiding out crooks, without
delay. In fact, he'd gone even further. Al three of the enbezzlers could tel
the sane story; they had been approached by Roger in advance. It was at his
suggestion, coupled with a prom se of absolute security, that they had del ved
into crinmne.

THE thing was a straight percentage deal. They were each paying a share
to
live at Wgganmi s and when Roger took over the manor, they would becone his
guests in nore el aborate quarters, |eaving Wggan s diggi ngs to newconers.
Bot h
pl aces were so suited to in-and-out activities that the | aw woul d never catch
up
with any of the residents in these nade-to-order refuges.

As liquor gurgled fromthe fresh crock, Roger began a brief review of his
current canpaign.

"We're going to scare Custave right out of his pants,'

asserted Roger,
"and

mail themto himafter he runs fromthe manor. \Which rem nds ne, Wggam |
have

aletter I want you to mail tomorrow "

Wggam snmiled as he received the letter. He was filled with childish
delight at Roger's desire to get rid of Custave.

"The ghost stuff is a sure bet," added Roger. "The trouble was, we played
it too strong. At |least you fellows did" - he gestured fromCrispin to Freer -
"and Dorthan had the bad luck to run into Zeph Bl ai ne. Anyway, | fixed that
yokel . "

"Like I fixed that bank watchman,” put in Dorthan. "Permanently. Only you
bl amed your job on a ghost, while | picked a dope named Goodw n."

"Doc Torrance fell for everything," continued Roger. "I used ny head,
pl anting my own gun on Zeph, after 1'd fired two shots wi de of the tower. That
accounted for the two shots you fired, Dorthan. The only trouble was, doc
couldn't keep his big mouth shut. The papers picked up his jabber and brought
Dunni nger here. It wasn't easy last night, faking ghost stuff to nmake it | ook
i ke fake."

"W made out all right, sir,” put in Wggam "Under the circunstances it
was quite fair to make M ss Jennifer and Hector take the blane.™

Roger gave a sidewi nk at the embezzlers. The W ggam proposition was
wor ki ng
better than ever. It hadn't taken Roger long to realize that Wggam s | oyalty
woul d stand any strain; indeed he had adopted the policy of pressing it, on
t he
correct theory that Wggam s long starved fealty to the proper naster of



St anbri dge Manor woul d increase, the nore than was required of it.
Neverthel ess, it was good to keep playing on Wggam s persona
aninosities

as well, so Roger added a subtle point while he was throwi ng Jennifer's cape
across his shoul ders.

"Now t hat the ghost stuff is disproven," said Roger, "we'll start working
it again. Gustave will fall for it, if nobody else does. |I'll keep working him

into the nood, but we must be careful when strangers are around. Too many
believers will hurt the gane."

Roger was stepping to the cellar door. As he went through, he turned to
close it. Neither Wggam nor the enbezzlers caught a glinpse of the |um nous
face that glowed only in darkness, for it didn't show until the door was
cl osed.

Though he didn't realize it, Roger Stanbridge was playing the ghost role
personally. No matter how cleverly he stal ked through the darkness, he would
automatically bring The Shadow on his trail.

CHAPTER XI I'|
THE WRONG GHOST

CLCSE by the mausol eum The Shadow |i st ened.

So slight was the sound that cane fromw thin, that it could easily have
been m staken for the grind of tree boughs above the ancient crypt.

The Shadow di d not nake that error

By this tine he had accustoned hinmself to every wayward sound in this
vicinity. This noise was necessarily fromthe nausol eum since no other source
could produce it. Black as the night itself, The Shadow edged through the door
of the vault.

The stone floor was sliding when The Shadow st epped upon it. Before he
could remove his foot, it stopped.

Next, footsteps, creeping up from bel ow. Roger was emnergi ng from beneath
the inner end of the mausol eum As he reached the top, he stepped to a corner
The Shadow heard a very slight click

The floor went backward, very smoothly and The Shadow traveled with it.
Roger was evidently standing on a stone | edge that skirted the inner walls. As
soon as the faint grinding ended, the floor stopped noving. Roger nmade a
stealthy creep to the door

Meanwhi | e The Shadow was mnovi ng deeper, knowi ng that his nmore skillful
footfalls would be drowned by Roger's. Hearing the door creak after Roger's
exit, The Shadow focused his flashlight on the inmportant inner corner. Finding
a
| oose piece in the tiled wall, The Shadow tested it, with no result.

Apparently the sliding floor had | ocked automatically. To operate, it
woul d
first have to be rel eased from bel ow. Probably Wggam took care of that detai
whenever visitors were expected, a good point for future reference. Turning,
The
Shadow noved from the mausol eum

Roger wasn't very far ahead. The conbined result of darkness, tonbstones
and appl ej ack was maki ng his course a stunbly one. The ghostly face that
bl i nked
fromthe back of Jennifer's cloak kept dipping and sidling in a rather
| udi crous
f ashi on.

There was no special point in followi ng Roger further. Fromhis direction
The Shadow knew t hat he was going to a spot along the eaved wall of the
mansi on,
just short of Margo's room Last night, The Shadow had suspected that wall



when

Roger and W ggam kept blazing their flashlights away fromit. At that tine

t hey

had been loading in their ghosts and wanted to blind any prow ers who m ght be
on hand.

Later, The Shadow had seen the ghosts return, while everyone el se was out
front. He had watched the three men hurry to the nausoleumand file inside it.
It woul d be useless to trap Roger in the course of a prow unless his three
st ooges were al ong.

Nevert hel ess, The Shadow was keeping fairly close to Roger when two
chance
ci rcunst ances conbi ned to produce sone startling results. Just as the dul
nmoonl i ght gai ned an increase through the open walls of the old watchtower, a
wayward wi nd rattled a cluster of thick grass.

The ghost face vani shed.

Worried by the noonlight, startled by the rustle, Roger had turned
around.

The ground was too dark to reveal The Shadow, even if Roger had been | ess

bef ogged, but in turning, Roger swung the back of the ghostly deathhead toward
the house. Unwittingly he was revealing his location to an observer other than
The Shadow.

A WNDOW fl ew open on the mddle of the second floor. At the sound, Roger
wheel ed and ran for the corner of the mansion. H s nere act of turning caused
anot her vani sh of the |um nous ghost mark that Roger unwittingly carried. To
t he
man at the wi ndow, the effect was uncanny.

The Shadow made one guess regarding the man at the wi ndow and sprang for
the shelter of the nearest tonbstone, grabbing it as he had done before.

Havi ng
been left squarely in the path that the ghost face indicated, The Shadow had
good reason to take cover

A shotgun bl asted, not once, but tw ce, its |oads spreadi ng wi de enough
to
i ncl ude the tonmbstone. Gustave was giving both barrels froma new shot gun
aimng at the spot where the glowi ng face had di sappear ed.

No damage was done.

Roger was away in tinme and The Shadow was ensconced behind the tonbstone,
which was tilting backward in the usual style. Yet The Shadow di d not rel ease
his weight, for he knew the stone would stop, which it did. dinging to it,
The
Shadow waited to learn if Custave intended to unload nore firearms fromhis
arsenal , but the shooting was over, for the wi ndow clattered shut.

In her room Margo heard the double roar and hurried to the door. She saw
ol d Jennifer poke her head in sight as Cyde hurried past. Farther footsteps
procl aimed Hector's arrival as the servant appeared fromthe far turn in the
passage.

The arrivals were nmet by Gustave, who stepped fromthe door of the
Col oni al
Room shaking so badly that he could scarcely hold his shotgun

"I just saw a ghost!" Custave m ght have been referring to hinself, his
face was so pale. "I fired at it twice and | think | wounded it!"

"Donal d's ghost, of course,"” returned Jennifer. "But you can't harm
Donal d.

He bel ongs to the dead."

"I wouldn't hurt Donald," protested Gustave. "Really, if he came back
I'd
wel cone him™"

"The dead do return,” rem nded Jennifer. "Perhaps that is the reason for



your fear, Qustave."

Ti ghtening his grip on the shot-gun, Gustave steadied.

"I meant if Donald returned to the living," he said. "But that would be
t oo
much to hope. Only I"'mworried -

"About the ghost?" sneered Jennifer. "Come with me, Gustave and we shal
view your victim | amnot afraid to visit the graves where our |oved ones
sl eep. "

CGust ave | ooked appealingly to Cyde who nodded for Hector to cone al ong.
Margo decided to sit this one out, preferring her windowto a trip to the
weird
cenetery. However, she had scarcely reached the wi ndow before she regretted
her
choice. Fromthe passage that the others had just left, cane footsteps that to
Margo' s overstrained i nagination were very, very ghostly!

Huddl ed by the wi ndow, Margo hoped that the creeping sound would go
anot her
direction. Briefly, they seened to approach; then Margo heard themturn. As
t hey
started down the stairs, they suddenly becone | ouder, making a very human
clatter.

Her courage restored, Margo hurried to the door to see a figure turn the
bottom of the stairway. Looking past the lanp in the little upstairs hall
Mar go
saw Jenni fer's cape back on its hook

Roger had returned!

FORTUNATELY for Roger's ganme, Jennifer had forgotten to | ook for her
cl oak
because of her desire to reach the cenetery. So Roger was playing it stil
further by becom ng hinself again and chasing after the others to pretend that
he had been slower in responding to the excitenment that the shotgun caused.

The thing that troubled Margo was how Roger had returned. The Shadow had
spoken of an exit on the second floor, but he hadn't mentioned where it was.

Back at her w ndow, Margo saw Roger overtake the rest behind the house.
Then the noonlight becanme too blurred to distinguish their further progress.
Rel axi ng, Margo decided to |let Cyde bring her further details.

The group reached the tilted tonbstone.

Fi xi ng her eyes downward, Jennifer nurnured:

"Poor Donal d!'"
Gipping his sister's arm Q@ustave denanded excitedly:
"What do you nean! | don't see Donal d! \Were -"

Jennifer was pointing to the tonbstone. On it was carved the nane of
Donal d
Stanbridge with the dates of his birth and death.

"This is Donald' s grave,"” rem nded Jennifer. "I have visited it too often
to forget it. Strange that you should have forgotten, Gustave. You buried
Donal d
here.”

Gustave muttered as though talking to hinmself. Turning away he ran
squarely
i nto Roger who placed a steadyi ng hand upon his shoul der

" St eady, Custave."

"I wonder if | did see Donald!" Gustave's speech was suddenly coherent.
"Woul d he - could he return to | ook at his own tonbstone?"

Eyeing his brother narrowly, Roger decided to nmake the nost of the
si tuati on.

"Strange things can happen, Custave," said Roger solemmly. "You are
begi nning to convince nme, despite the explanations that we heard |last night."



Exam ni ng the tonbstone, Cyde saw the scars of buckshot. He was standing
besi de the slanted slab when the others left, testing it to |learn how easy it
woul d wobble. It seemed probable that the charge fromthe shotgun had jarred
it
| oose, but it was odd that the stone hadn't toppled farther

Cl yde was wonderi ng about sonething el se.

Si nce Roger had escaped intact, Gustave might have fired at sone ot her
person. Clyde drew a flashlight intending to spread its gl eam al ong the
ground.

A cloaked figure glided swiftly frombeside a tree, its gloved hand gri pped
Cyde's arm Cyde swallowed so hard that he seenmed to rise in the air, but he
returned to earth with a pleasant jolt when he heard the tone that whispered
in

his ear.

The arrival was The Shadow.

Noti ng that the rest had gone, The Shadow told Clyde to grip the
t onbst one
and let his weight go with it. Gngerly Cyde did so, but the sickening
sensation ended with a quick stop. Drawing Cyde toward him The Shadow used
hi s
own tiny flashlight to disclose the crack between the stone and its base.

There C yde saw the answer.

The upright stone had two stone dowels that fitted into holes in the
base.

The hol es were | arge and sonewhat worn, enough so to all ow consi derable play.
But the tonbstone could not topple further, because the two stone points were
strong enough to stop it when they reached the Iimt of the sockets.

A sudden question popped to Clyde's nind. He expressed it.

"What about the stone that Zeph grabbed?"

"They are all alike," replied The Shadow. "One nman's wei ght cannot haul
themover. But if two nen shoved hard fromthe other side, they could break
t hose heavy pins."

"Two men found Zeph's body," recalled Oyde. "The two were Roger and
W ggam Then they nust have -"

"He was still alive when they found him" interposed The Shadow, "but
dead
when they reported their discovery. Zeph had met Dorthan, who probably stunned
him Roger preferred to nake it pernanent."

As capably as if he had heard Roger's own statements, The Shadow had
cal |l ed
the turn. There was nore about Roger that The Shadow wanted Cl yde to know.
Leading his agent to the left wing of the house, The Shadow stopped mni dway
al ong
the wall and stooped to grip the | owest shingles.

As The Shadow lifted it, a section of the wall hinged upward, disclosing
an
entrance al nost four feet w de!

THERE was enough noonlight now for Cyde to see how cleverly the entrance
was concealed. It fitted the edges of the shingles, which formed right angled
zigzags up the wall to the horizontal |ine where the hinges were. Wen The
Shadow eased the trapdoor downward, it settled squarely in place.

"Between the parlor and the nusic room " exclained Cyde. "But we
nmeasur ed
them both and the total tallied with the passage in the w ng!"

"It was Roger who hel ped you neasure them" remi nded The Shadow. "That
fact
was underlined in Dunninger's report sheet."

"But how did Roger get away with it?"



"Wth this." The Shadow pl aced a nmetal neasuring tape in dyde's hand. "
found it where Roger tossed it in the grass. He switched it for the regular
tape, Burke, but only while you were neasuring those two roons."

The Shadow s tiny flashlight glimered as Cyde pulled out the tape.
Under
the glow, the trick disclosed itself. The tape had the first twenty-four
i nches
clipped off. In checking the length at the other end, Cyde had nmeasured two
feet short in both roons!

The Shadow hadn't needed to find the tape, for he had already spotted the
hi dden entrance to the mansion. But his find had exposed the clever nethod by
whi ch Roger had veiled the presence of the narrow secret roomthat |ay between
the | arger ones. Having al ready expl ored the unknown room The Shadow gave
d yde
further details, to which the reporter |istened, quite amazed.

During the telling, they were wal king toward the back door. There, The
Shadow gestured his agent into the mansion. The door closed and C yde found
hi nsel f al one, but he caught the whispered | augh that denoted the departure of
hi s chi ef.

The ways of crinme were known to The Shadow. Hi s whi spered | augh was a
prom se that crooks would soon be coaxed to their deserved di saster

CHAPTER XI 'V
THE GHOST TRAP

THE next norning, Wggamnnailed Roger's letter. A ways neticul ous, Wggam
carefully affixed the stanp that he bought at the post office w ndow and made
sure the envel ope was seal ed before dropping it in the mail chute.

W ggam was noddi ng pl easantly as he left the little post office.

Ever ybody

i n Col edal e knew W ggam by sight, so he was al ways cordi al, though nost of the
peopl e were strangers to him But there was one stranger who did nore than
return Wggam s nod. He greeted Wggam and when the caretaker | ooked cl osely,
he

recogni zed the gentl enan as Lanmont Cranston, a recent visitor at Stanbridge
Manor .

Cranston was driving up to the nmansion, so Wggam accepted his invitation
to ride along. But not for a noment did Wggam suspect that he had been right
behind himin the line at the post office wi ndow There, Cranston had read
nane
and address on the letter. It was addressed to a man in O evel and naned Ral ph
Put ney.

At the mansion, Cranston inquired if Margo intended to | eave. She gl anced
at O yde, who shook his head.

"W thought we saw a ghost last night," said Clyde. "It turned out to be
only a tonbstone, still it made a good story that | sent to the Cassic. It
al l
bel ongs in the record, so | think Mss Lane ought to stay as long as | do."

Roger was approaching as Cyde finished. He gave a routine nod to Wggam
t hen spoke to Cranston

"Al'l guests are wel cone here,

decl ared Roger. "Welcone to stay as long
as
they wi sh."

Cranston gl anced from Margo to C yde and asked:

"How many days do you two intend to remain in the nmanor?" So slightly did
Cranston stress certain words, that neither Roger nor Wggamnoticed it. But
G yde caught the enphasis and pronptly took the cue.

"Two days nore," responded Clyde. "That will give us a double chance to



wat ch for ghosts."

"And to disprove their existence," added Roger. "I'm anxious to clear up
these matters because poor Custave is taking themtoo seriously."

In expressing concern for his brother, Roger overdid it. A short while
later, Cranston and Cyde found a chance to chat alone, out by the
porte-cochere. Cranston promptly referred to Roger's final statenent, which
pieced in with all previous deductions.

"They' re working on Gustave," assured Cranston. "This nmeans the ghost
stuff
again, with all its trinmings. Only Roger will take care that neither you nor
Margo see too nuch.”

"When will it hit?" inquired dyde.

"Probably late tomorrow night," Cranston replied. "There's one speci al
angle to these hauntings, Burke. They time them whenever another enbezzler
arrives here, so that if anyone sees him he will be nistaken for a ghost. It
happened that way with Dorthan; it will happen with Putney."

"But who is Putney?"

"You'll hear of Ral ph Putney by tonorrow. He is doing some crooked work
in
Cl evel and, or Roger woul dn't have bothered to wite him | saw the letter when
Wggammailed it."

Cranston was turning away with one of his slightly cryptic smles, which
meant that Cyde would later |earn what was in his chief's nmnd. Cranston was
starting his car when he added:

"I shall return tonorrow night."

ALL that day, Clyde had a problemw th Margo. The Shadow had told O yde
to
keep the details of the secret roomto hinself, so as not to worry Margo wth
facts she didn't need to know just yet. But Margo was worried anyway and kept
telling Cyde so. She was sure that Cyde had | earned sonething special and
she
wanted to know what it was.

Finally, Cyde calned Margo's curiosity by telling her about the stones
t hat had bounced down the front stairs. First he referred her to the report
sheets that she had typed for Dunninger.

"Look at this, Margo," said Ayde. "It states: '"Utraviolet test
negative.'

Do you know what that neans?"

Mar go shook her head.

"It neans that under ultraviolet light, the stones fromthe stairs didn't
show the mineral traces found in the specinmens from Donald's collection,”
expl ai ned Clyde. "They were just a |lot of odd pebbles that Roger or Wggam
pi cked up froma pile of old gravel. The Shadow found the place they cane
from
| ast night."

"But maybe Donald did collect them" argued Margo. "He m ght have thought
they were mnerals, too."

"Here's another proof he didn't," said dyde, pointing to the report. "It
says 'Cubic content, ten percent mnus.' That nmeans that when Dunni nger added
the extra stones to the box, there were too nmany of them They filled it with
ten percent over."

Havi ng duly inpressed Margo, Cyde acted as though he had told all he
knew.
Then, as reassurance, Cyde sinply added that Margo coul d rel ax, since no
ghost s
woul d be about tonight.

There, Cyde guessed wrong.

Roger was pushi ng a whi spering campai gn that reached a peak that evening,



though Clyde, in viewing the results, wasn't sure how nmany of the three
conf ederates were involved. The reason Cyde could not guess, was because the
canpai gnh was concentrated on Custave

By midni ght Gustave was nearly crazy.

He'd heard voices in his room in the kitchen, by the fireside. \Werever
he
went, voices followed himand Gustave had even felt the brush of ghostly
hands.

Most startling of all, Gustave had chased ghostly footsteps up the back stairs
and into the Colonial Room only to find that whatever the thing was, it had
vani shed.

These weird occurrences al ways began when nobody el se was around, which
proved to Cyde that some of Roger's playmates were on the job and handling it
quite neatly. They were working on Jennifer, too, but only to inprove the
ef f ect
on Gust ave.

Nobody had to whisper to Jennifer. She was al ways hearing voi ces anyway.
But tonight she reported that she had seen the ghost in the watchtower, while
she was visiting Donald's grave. It had waved to her and she waved back

"Death will visit this house again," assured Jennifer, in a confident
croak
that made Gustave withe. "Not tonight, for the ghost was too friendly. But
death will strike soon - very soon."

It was Roger who finally managed to soothe Custave, by going around the
house with him to learn if weird things really could be heard. This tineg,
d yde
and Margo were invited al ong, and nothi ng happened. Roger had naturally
post poned the excursion until his helpers had left the prem ses and gone back
to
W ggani s.

The tour convinced CGustave that the ghosts were seeking himal one, thus
adding to his feverish fears.

So Roger suggested that Gustave sleep in the great hall, promising to
st ay
there al so. As before, Roger was working the gane by steps, knowing it would
be
the best way to alibi hinmself when CGustave really cracked.

NEXT norni ng, though C yde had no story for the Classic, he read one that
interested him The current wave of enbezzlenment was still on the go. The
cashier of a Mdwestern insurance conpany had decanped with funds exceeding
one
hundred t housand dol | ars.

The man's nane was Ral ph Putney and his long, thin face poked its picture
fromthe front page. Putney had narrow eyes, broad nose and rounded chin. Hs
eyebrows were al nost straight as was the line of the hair that topped his
forehead. Under the photo was the caption: "Watch For This Man," foll owed by
t he
statement that ten thousand dollars would be the reward for Putney's
appr ehensi on.

Enbezzlers didn't interest GQustave. He was worried about ghosts. That
aft ernoon Gustave went to see Dr. Torrance. In one mad out pour, Gustave
rel eased
his tide of fear. Stanbridge Manor was haunted; Gustave was the target of its
i nvi si ble dwel l ers.

Though W ggam had never acquai nted Gustave with the nost inportant of the
famly secrets, the present master of the manor was well-informed on fanily
history. He blurted facts that even Torrance had never heard: how insanity,
cat al epsy and ot her hi deous ail nents had been the m sfortune of the



St anbri dges.

"I'f |I dropped dead this mnute," insisted Gustave, "you couldn't be sure
of
it, doctor. Not for a week - or a nonth. | might be in a trance, like... like,
well, like ny grandfather was, the first tine they thought he died.

"I mght go crazy, and still you wouldn't knowit, not for a year or
nor e.
When you found it out, 1'd probably be well again. But when insanity strikes
us

permmanently, our minds go a conplete blank. It was that way with ny
grand-uncl e
and with - well, with sone other ancestor, further back."

VWiile he listened, Dr. Torrance kept jotting notes on a pad. Finally he
guest i oned:

"Why don't you | eave Stanbridge Manor?"

"Because the place belongs to nme!" blurted Gustave. "It's ny heritage,
t hat
house! I'Il stay there, just to defy them Jennifer and -"

"And Roger?" queried Torrance, puzzled by CGustave's sudden pause.
"Surely,

he has never disputed your heritage. You couldn't mean Hector, or Wggam"

Cal mi ng, CGustave shook his head.

"I don't mean any of those," he declared. "I nean the ghosts. They're
hel pi ng Jenni fer. She sees them"

Torrance referred to his notes.

"This streak of insanity you nention. Perhaps it applies to Jennifer
Have
you t hought of that, CGustave?"

"Yes, but it works in reverse, as | told you. Wen Jennifer acts insane,
I
know she isn't. It's the safety valve of our famly, such eccentric behavior
Perhaps if | let nyself loose, it might help ne."

"Why don't you try it?"

At the question, Gustave drew hinself erect. H s haggard expression
dwi ndl ed. Staring about the coroner's office as though view ng i magi nary
faces,
Qust ave decl ar ed:

"I shall! One nore night in Stanbridge Manor will be the end of the

ghost s"
- there Gustave paused and with a reversion to his shaky nood, he added - "or
nmysel f."

C appi ng Gustave on the shoul der, Torrance steered himfromthe office.
As
fam |y physician, he advised Gustave to visit himagain the next day and
r eport

how he felt. But as soon as Custave was gone, Torrance reverted to his
busi ness
of being county coroner. He picked up the phone and made a brief call

Wi le he waited, Torrance studied a letter that he had received that

nmorni ng. He was still reading it over when Herb and Luke appeared. They were
t he
men that Torrance had phoned.

"That night on Lookout Rock," said Torrance. "Do you two still believe
t hat

you struggl ed with someone who slipped you?"

Herb and Luke | ooked at each other; slowy, but cagily they began to nod.
Torrance snmil ed.

"There was soneone,"” said the coroner. "I have just received a letter
from
him He says that Zeph's death was nurder and that he can name the guilty



persons. He intends to trap themat the nanor tonight."
Torrance's two |listeners showed doubt. They were inclined to blame Zeph's
death on the cl oaked phantasm hi nsel f.

"We'| | need nore nmen," declared Torrance, "and we'll all keep in the
of fing, unless | personally decide to enter the manor. If | do, the rest wll
still keep back until sumoned. They will stay in pairs, so that no one will

suffer Zeph's fate.™

LI KE Torrance, Cyde Burke had al so heard from The Shadow, but O yde's
letter was coded because of the inportant information that it contained. It
cane
in an envelope with the nane of the New York Classic in the corner, so it
woul d
look like a letter fromddyde's office.

The inked witing faded after Cyde read it, but he renenbered the ful
i nstructions and passed sone along to Margo. Tonight, Cyde informed, The
Shadow
was going to end the ghost racket. Cyde was to stay with the famly, in the
great hall, but Margo was to go to the Green Roomon the pretext that she had
typing to do

"You're to watch the door of the Colonial Room" added dyde. "That's
wher e
t he ghosts come and go. Never m nd how Just keep check on them and record the
time as well as everything else. The Shadow will disclose the rest after it's
all over."

Margo smiled as she nodded. The Shadow knew that curiosity al ways
i ncreased
Margo's efficiency and the girl herself realized the fact. In fact, never
before
had her interest been so keyed as it was regardi ng this ghost business.

How far Margo's curiosity would carry her and what it night produce, were
matters far fromher mnd as she waited for night to arrive. Geat surprises
were in store this evening.

Even for The Shadow

CHAPTER XV
I NTO THE DARK

SEATED at his kitchen table, old Wggam enbraced the crock of applejack
and
sm |l ed. Not that Wggam had been inbibing the liquid lightning; he reserved it
only for his guests. At present, he was keeping the applejack fromthem unti
after they finished their com ng task

W ggam was smiling because he was wat chi ng Dorthan. The man who combi ned
nmurder with enbezzl ement was di splaying another of his talents. Dorthan was
making up in front of a mirror; for his pattern, he was using a franed
life-sized portrait that hung on the wall cl ose by.

"I used to be a character actor," bragged Dorthan. "Under another nane,
of
course. | npersonations were one of ny specialties. It came in handy when
grabbed the bank dough. What | did was nake up as Goodwin. | knew I'd have to
croak the watchman, so |I figured Goodie ought to take the rap

"I let people spot me when | left the place. That nade Goodwi n the | ast
man
out. It not only gave me an alibi, it started the theory that Goodw n knocked
ne

off to boot. Afterward | switched to the old man character, a part | often



pl ayed, and came here on the rattler."

A few nore dabs and Dorthan's nake-up was finished. He turned around and
let the others conpare himwith the portrait. Crispin and Freer were amazed at
t he resenbl ance, but they | ooked to Wggam for the final verdict.

H s face weathed with sniles, Wggam decl ared:

"M. Roger will be pleased."

There was an excell ent reason why Roger woul d be pl eased. Dorthan's new
face had the aristocratic Stanbridge nose and wi de eyes. An elderly
count enance,
like Gustave's, but wi thout the haggard effect. Shocky hair, like Roger's, but
very gray, the result of powder that Dorthan had appli ed.

It was the face of Donald Stanbridge, eldest of the three brothers, whose
death Custave pretended to nmourn and whose ghost forned the fabric of
Jennifer's
i magi nation

"Gve nme a few pointers, Wggam" suggested Dorthan. "What did Donald do
with this face of his?"

"He used to stare very hard, sir,
woul d
begin to worry you. Then he'd smile and it would relieve you, except that he
put
alittle twitch to one corner of his nouth."”

Dort han copied the actions until they won Wgganm s approval . Havi ng
gotten
them pat, he kept practicing themuntil Wggam gave way to enthused
admiration.

According to Wggam he woul d personally be deceived by the inpersonation if
uni nformed of it.

"That's going to knock CGustave right out of the saddle," affirnmed
Crispin.

"He'll think you're Donald' s ghost turned solid."
"And old Jennifer will play it to the limt," added Freer. "She won't

recal l ed Wggam "So nuch that it

have
to do any imagi ning tonight."

Dort han turned to W ggam

"What about Hector?"

"You mght let himglinpse you," suggested Wggam "OF course, M. Roger
and | will see you, too, but we'll stare right through you. There will be no
trouble from M. Qustave. He has reached the state where the mere thought of a
ghost horrifies him™

W ggam arose and picked up his coat and hat. It was after dusk, the tine
that he was to go to the nanor to hel p Roger handl e any problens there. Before
| eavi ng, W ggam gave instructions.

"M . Roger says the tower ghost is inportant,"” declared Wggam handing a
package to Crispin. "So you are to play it at the right tine."

"Easy enough," responded Crispin. "lI've done it before."

"You must go along, too, sir," Wggamtold Freer. "Watch fromthe
nmausol eum
and if you see anything suspicious, hurry to the house and cone in by the
secret
way. You will have only to warn one of us. He will informthe others."

Freer nodded.

"But renenber," added Wggam "the floor of the mausol eum nust stay open
so do not leave it long. W are expecting our new guest, M. Putney."

Wth that rem nder, Wggam unl ocked the doubl e door of his cottage and

went
out into the dark
As Wggam left, the others heard the wail of a |oconotive whistle,
announci ng that the evening | ocal was maki ng another stop at WIllow d en
"I't's Putney!" exclainmed Crispin, when Wggam had gone. "He's taking a



ri sk, conming here by train!"

"I didn't," retorted Dorthan. "Maybe Putney is smart, too. Let's all be
smart and sanple this new crock of apple while we're giving Wggamtinme to
waddl e up to the manor.

HAVING | eft Wllow @ en, the |local went on to Coledale. It was pulling
out
fromthat station before Wggamreached the nmansion. Still nore mnutes
passed,
before a sleek car purred up the hill road. Though it had only parking lights,
its driver guided it partly by di mmoonlight, partly by nenory, into the old
forgotten road that ran between Wggan s cottage and the manor

Leaving his car, the nystery driver glided away, so ghostlike that he
coul d
represent but one living being: The Shadow.

Of through the dark, The Shadow spied tiny tw nkles, which were both
good
and bad. Good, because they neant that Torrance's nen were keeping well away
fromthe nmansion; bad, because they shouldn't be using lights at all.

For one thing, though, they weren't in back of the cenetery. Even Herb
and
Luke were still doubtful about approachi ng Lookout Rock

I nvi si bly, The Shadow traced a course to the very shelter of the nansion
He stopped at the rear of the right wing and there began an upward j ourney.
Toni ght, The Shadow had no desire to use the secret route. He was leaving it
to
the men he planned to trap. The Shadow was choosing his own node of entry into
St anbri dge Manor, the house of many wi ndows, all barred. He was picking the
one
inl et that everyone had overl ooked, the open-work watchtower.

No | onger were the doors to the tower |ocked; the investigation at
St anbri dge Manor was over. Thus the tower offered access to the house itself,
and nore. The Shadow happened to know that the tower, too, connected with the
hi dden passages within the manor. Fromthe tower, The Shadow could contro
all.

Usi ng speci al suction cups, The Shadow reached the porch above the nusic
room Diverting his course, he again applied the rubber suckers to the
shi ngl ed
wal | and reached the top of the second floor, to continue up the sheer wall of
the tower itself. The only sounds the disks gave were soft squi dges, heard by
The Shadow al one.

Nevert hel ess, the cl oaked clinber halted. Keeping a four-point grip on
t he
wal I, thanks to the suction cups that he wore on hands and feet, The Shadow
| ooked bel ow.

Two figures were stealing fromthe mausol eum They represented Dort han
and
Crispin, though The Shadow identified themonly as two of the three
enbezzl ers.
Reachi ng the side of the mansion, they di sappeared, in by the secret passage.
Pl aci ng his ear against the wall, The Shadow |i stened.

He could tell by the sounds he heard that one ghost was stopping off at
Col oni al Room That nman happened to be Dorthan, alias Donald, specially geared
to appear as a person back fromthe dead. The other, nanely Crispin, was
clinmbing up inside the wall where The Shadow clung outside, to play the tower
ghost.

Agai n, The Shadow | ooked bel ow. He saw another man nove fromthe
nmausol eum
hesitate, and continue to the house. It was Freer, and fromthe fellow s



actions, The Shadow knew t hat he had spotted sone of the |ong-range tw nkles
that Torrance's men were unwi sely giving with their flashlights.

Al nost at the house, Freer halted and | ooked strai ght upward. Against the
straggly noonlight, he saw the outline of The Shadow s clinging form but it
was
gone too soon for Freer to identify it as anything actual. The Shadow went
from
sight by the sinple expedient of shifting his body around the corner of the
t ower.

A warning from Freer would spoil the entire show, but The Shadow felt
sure
the fell ow would withhold it. Lights were too distant, The Shadow s shape too
vague, for Freer to sound a real alarm Besides, he was too |l ate to overtake
t he
others. Probably he'd wait for themin the secret passage between the parlor
and
the music room

THERE was just one feature of the situation that The Shadow di d not
recogni ze. It was the Donald angle. What tricks the ghosts intended, was an
uni mportant phase, according to The Shadow s anal ysis. He knew the crooks were
here to terrorize CGustave, but viol ence was the one thing they woul d nost
avoi d.

It would be The Shadow s business to supply it when the time canme, but in
a
swift, certain way. The right course was to overpower these fakes one by one,
begi nning with the tower ghost, so that the law could find the crimnals on
its
own.

But there was still that unknown factor, Dorthan's inpersonation of
Donal d!

It was Margo Lane who first saw the long-forgotten face. She was wat ching
t hrough a perfect peek hole, a slit that Cyde Burke had obligingly cut
t hr ough
the thin backing of the Green Room door. Already damaged by Gustave's shotgun
t he door had enough chinks to canouflage the one that O yde had w dened.

Fam liar with the pictures of the three enbezzlers, Margo was sure she
could identify any of them But the girl gave a repressed gasp when she saw
t he
man who di d appear.

Donal d St anbri dge!

The manor contai ned several pictures of its former master. At sight of
Donal d' s uni que face, Margo felt positive that here was a ghost, at last. Too
transfixed to nove, she kept watching and her dread suddenly passed.

Donal d's actions were too human. He kept peering into roomnms al ong the
passage, as though expecting to find someone. Finally he turned and cane
toward
Margo' s door. Shrinking away, Margo decided to hide beyond the bed, on the
chance that the man would only glance into the G een Room Then Donald's
f oot st eps paused.

Looki ng agai n, Margo saw that the passage was enpty. She thought at first
t hat Donal d had gone down the back stairs. Then suddenly he reappeared from
t he
door of the Col onial Room Wy he had gone back there, Margo coul dn't
under st and, but ghost or human, he had certainly picked up confidence. His
eyes
no |l onger stared, nor did his lips twitch in a fashion that Margo had first
noti ced.

This time Donald stole directly to the back stairs and began a sl ow



descent. Seized with the spirit of energency, Margo felt she ought to inform
Clyde of the trick that was being played. Al it would take, would be a quick
trip down the front stairs, to show Clyde a batch of notes.

Openi ng her own door, Margo stepped out into the passage. She was
scrawl i ng
some notations on a pad she carried, and feeling very bold in her capacity as
a
legitimate guest, Margo went a few steps farther and peered through the open
door of the Col onial Room What she saw, opened her eyes.

Until now, Margo had been nuch in the dark, regarding the secret of
Stanbridge Manor. All that was over, for fromwhat she saw, Margo could
pi cture
the rest.

Mental |y, Margo Lane was no longer in the dark. Physically, she was going
deep into it, rmuch faster than she'd ever travel ed before!

CHAPTER XVI
GHOSTS OF DEATH

THE t hing that caught Margo's attention was the closet in the Col onial
Room Its door was open and so was the ceiling of the closet. Hangi ng down
from
that ceiling was a broad, hinged board, crossed with cleats that enabled it to
serve as a | adder.

Entering the cl oset, Margo | ooked upward. Instead of a shall ow space
above
t he hanging ceiling, she saw a vertical shaft, also equipped with |adder
rungs.

At the top, a trapdoor was closing; in fact, Margo could hear it thunp into
pl ace. That trap was the landing at the top of the tower stairs.

Even when the trapdoor was cl osed, Margo could see enough to tell her
nor e.

Just above the open ceiling of the closet, a narrow chute went down at an
angl e,

beneath the tower stairs. It neant that those stairs were double, the space
beneath them | eadi ng down to the secret passage on the ground floor, between
t he

parlor and the nusic room

Despite her fascination, Margo couldn't resist sketching the arrangenent,
which she did quite swiftly, intending to add it to her notes, to show Lanont
that she could find out things on her own.

St udyi ng the rough drawi ng, Margo realized that the ground fl oor passage
must run at right angles to the slanted hol e that came up beneath the tower
stairs, so she added a little drawing to cover that point.

During the process, Margo was thinking about the crooks. Ooviously one,

i nper sonati ng Donal d, had dropped down into the Col onial Room and was goi ng
down
t hrough the kitchen, to sneak around and frighten Qustave.

Anot her had gone up into the tower, a fact proven by the closing
t rapdoor.

He woul d use the | adder that went up fromthe landing at the stair top and put
on something white to pass as the tower ghost.

VWere the third man was, Margo didn't care. Even if he happened to be
lurking in the secret passage below, he could do no harmthere. At |least, so
Mar go supposed, as she finished her added sketch.

Al Margo wanted was a | ook down into the chute that ran beneath the
t owner
stairs. To gain that | ook, she put the notebook in the pocket of her dress and



pl aced her foot upon the |owest cleat of the hanging ceiling, grabbing higher
with her hands.

It happened in a flash.

The ceiling was automatic, geared with huge springs that Margo hadn't
noticed. It flew up like a springboard, carrying Margo with it. Her attenpt to
drop away was so slowthat it didn't even start until the ceiling clacked
shut .

Then, since she was lying flat, her wild wiggle started Margo right down the
chute beneath the stairs.

The chute had no cleats. Evidently the ghosts worked up and down it by
squeezi ng agai nst the side walls, but Margo didn't have time to figure that
one
out. She was still clawing at the sliding board when she reached the hol e
above
the secret room There she dropped through, grabbing at the rungs of a | adder
that slightly broke her fall.

However, the jolt was enough to stun Margo quite thoroughly. This tine,
her
senses, like herself, were conpletely in the dark. Lying linp, Margo didn't
see
the flashlight that sprayed across her face, nor hear the angry snarl that
cane
fromFreer. Starting up the | adder, the reserve ghost was on his way to summon
Crispin, the specter of the tower.

DOM in the great hall, Gustave was brooding by the fire, while Jennifer
kept watching hi macross the planchette, which she was guiding with her
fingers.

Qut side, the wind was whistling, bringing thunps fromshutters, sounds that
drowned the nuffled finish of Margo's plunge into the secret room

"The train stopped again tonight, Qustave," spoke Jennifer, solemly.
"Perhaps it is bringing Donald."

"Chosts don't ride on trains,'

retorted CGustave savagely. "What things
you
do think up, Jennifer!"

Jenni fer clucked happily.

"So at last you adnit there are ghosts," she toned. "Wth your new
wi sdom
you think you can speak for their habits. You are wong, QGustave. CGhosts can
go
anywhere, do anything!"

The pl anchette was beginning to scrawl. Jennifer gave an eager gl ance at
t he wheel ed pencil table. Fromhis corner, Oyde saw Roger and W ggam exchange
the slightest of nods. The time was ripe for their great hoax.

St eppi ng over to Clyde, Roger drew himto the front door and started to
open it.

"Take a | ook for Torrance's car, Burke," suggested Roger. "Doc said he
mght drop in later. I'd rather you brought himin quietly so he can see how
Jennifer is baiting poor Gustave. | hope he cones soon, though. |I'mafraid
Qustave is going to crack."

Sonet hi ng ghostly was due, though just what, Cyde didn't know He
deci ded
the best thing was to play dunmb, rather than spoil it. Once outside, he could
| ook through a wi ndow and wi tness the thing that he wasn't supposed to see.
But
bef ore O yde could open the front door, the thing happened.

Though Dorthan's cue was to cone from Wggam apparently the inpersonator
decided to jump it. Except for Cyde's presence, the deed was justified, for
Jennifer was unwittingly giving a better cue than any that Roger and W ggam



coul d have pl anned.

"Read this nessage, CQustave!" exclainmed Jennifer, ripping the paper from
beneat h the planchette and waving it at her brother. "It says: 'I amwth
you.'

Only Donald's spirit could have given us that nmessage. He is with us, Custave!
Donal d i s hone again!"

As she finished, Jennifer was staring at Qustave's frozen face. Hi s eyes
were fixed beyond her shoulder, so Jennifer turned in the sane direction
toward
t he door of the dining room

There, to all appearances, stood Donald Stanbridge in the flesh!

How Dorthan was to act at this dramatic juncture, was sonething that
Roger
had left to the inpersonator, though Dorthan had been coached on sone fanily
facts that he could spiel at Gustave by way of convincers. But the best they
expected from Dorthan was small conpared to the delivery that cane.

"Hell o, Gussie," spoke the ghost. "This all |ooks very cheerful, so much
like the night | died. You don't |ook as cheerful as you did, though. Are you
surprised to see nme back?"

"I amnot surprised,” put in Jennifer. "I have seen you often, Donald.
You
have been here all the tine."

“In spirit, yes," agreed Donald, placing his hand upon Jennifer's
shoul der.

"But not as | amat present. My mind was here, | suppose, because it was not
with nme. But when it returned, | cane back. The Stanbridges al ways return.”

"Even fromthe dead!" echoed Jennifer triunphantly.

"Take Roger for instance." The ghost's lips twitched a characteristic
snmle, as he gestured a hand toward the youngest Stanbridge. "He is staring as
t hough he can't believe I'm here. Wiy should he believe it, Gussie, after what
you di d?"

Roger shot a quick | ook at Wggam who was stepping forward as thought to
nmeet the ghost. Wgganis fault, this, coaching Dorthan so well that he was
pl ayi ng the game too strongly. Not that Roger minded Dorthan using the
ni cknane
Gussi e which Gustave hadn't heard since boyhood, nor even the business of a
hand
on Jennifer's shoul der, which she would probably clai mbrushed her anyway.

VWhat bot hered Roger was the reference to hinself, along with Wggam s
nm st ake of seeing the ghost. Both Roger and W ggam were supposed to stare
ri ght
through the inmtation Donald, so |ater they could declare they hadn't seen
hi m
It wouldn't have mattered so much, with only Gustave and Jennifer present,
si nce
both were | ooking straight at Donal d, and noticing no one else. But Cyde's
presence made the situation untenable.

I T woul d take sone convincing to nmake the reporter think he hadn't seen
anyt hing, and to nmake matters even worse, the front door swept open at that
trying monent, to adnmit Dr. Torrance, arriving far earlier than Roger had
expected him

Two witnesses to declare the ghost was real! Men whose testinony woul d
nullify the whole act.

In that dilemm, Roger showed how he could use the wits that rated hima
top man anong crimnals. Deening that Cyde and Torrance were sold on the idea
that fraud existed in the manor itself, Roger played a clever stroke.

"It's only Hector!" shouted Roger. "Grab him Wggam so we can prove the
fakery this time!"



Rising to the situation, Wggam nade a quick halt and | ooked toward the
front door. Seeing dyde and Torrance, Wggamturned as though to obey Roger's
command. OF course all that hesitation was a perfect opportunity for Dorthan
to
make a qui ck departure.

The man who stopped such flight was Custave

Al this tine, Qustave had been proving that Stanbridges thrived on the
unexpect ed. Though he had been speechl ess while |istening to the ghost,

Qust ave

had not shrunk from sight of his dead brother Donal d. Now Gustave was on his
feet, charging for the gray-haired man who faced him As he drove forward,
Qust ave bel | owed:

"You're not Hector! They can't fool ne with this trick. You're trying to
make ne confess to a nurder that never happened. 1'll end this sham-"

By then, Qustave had reached the man who passed as Donal d. They | ocked in

a
struggl e wherein Gustave showed the nurderous fury that he had only a noment
ago

deni ed. Jennifer shrieked real fears for Donald, as Gustave reel ed hi mback
against the wall. There, in a corner near the dining room they encountered
t he

| oaded shotgun and Gustave snatched it as Donald madly squirnmed for the

door way.

Roused by the emergency, Wggam dashed after them his figure
di sappeari ng
in the gabl e beyond the door. There was a crash as the dining roomtable
overturned under the force of spilling bodies. The shotgun spoke with a fiery
roar. Hard upon that burst cane the quick stabs of a revolver.

Roger was rushing for the dining roomw th C yde and Torrance behind him
On the way, Roger purposely blundered into Jennifer, tunbling with her, so
t hat
t he doorway was bl ocked. Coming to his feet, Roger thrust Jennifer aside, and
turned the other way. Drawi ng a revolver as he rushed for the front stairs,
Roger cal |l ed back

"CGet in and help Wggam ['I1l block off Hector before he gets upstairs!”

In the darkened dining room a man was craw i ng out from beneath the
overturned table. It was Wggam during his crawl, he encountered sonething
t hat
he picked up, stared at dunbly, and then handed to Dr. Torrance. The object
was
a revol ver.

There was another figure |lying under the table, beside it a shotgun. As
W ggam renoved hinself fromthe light, Cyde and Torrance saw the dead face of
Qustave, staring upward. Below that face was a shirt front stained with bl ood.
The shots fromthe revol ver that Wggam found, had been planted squarely in
Qustave's heart.

As for the man who | ooked |ike Donald, he had di sappeared so conpletely
that Torrance, staring at Qustave's body, could al nost have sworn that Gustave
St anbri dge had been slain by a murderous ghost!

CHAPTER XVI |
THE WRONG TRAI L

AT the head of the stairs, Roger ran squarely into Dorthan, coming up
from
the kitchen. He was steering the stooge into the Col onial Room when Dorthan
suddenly pointed. Horror showed on the face that was made up to |l ook |ike
Donal d' s.



The ceiling trapdoor in the closet was cl osed!

Foot st eps were poundi ng from bel ow, some fromthe kitchen, others by the
front stairs. There wasn't time to get the trapdoor open. Madly, Roger haul ed
Dorthan out toward the passage.

If ever crine had a great break, this was it.

Roger saw Wggam arriving fromthe kitchen. Ohers hadn't quite gai ned
t he
top of the front stairs. Mdtioning Wggam asi de, Roger chased Dorthan down the
back way, hissing for himto grab one of Hector's coats that he would find in
t he kitchen.

Hardly had Dorthan gone, before Clyde arrived. He'd taken the front way

in

order to catch Roger. Spreading his hands in bew | dered fashion, Roger |ooked
about, as though amazed. Then, sighting soneone conming along the hall, he
excl ai med:

"There's Hector!"

It was Hector, coming fromhis room where he had been sl eepi ng when the
gunfire awakened him Hi s bew |l dered | ook, plus the fact that his face was his
own, were absolute proofs of his innocence. Hector stared, even nore puzzled,
as
a whistle shrilled frombelow It was Torrance at the front door, summoning
nmen.

Hurrying up the front stairs, Torrance heard Cyde call down that the
ghost
wasn't Hector. As if to belie Cyde's shout, a figure scudded through the
gr eat
hall and out the front door. It was Dorthan, dashing around by the dining
room
but all Cyde saw of himwas the back of his borrowed white coat.

Roger saw the fugitive, too, fromthe top of the stairs. Torrance didn't
turn in time. Roger had another bright idea.

"This way, doc!" he called. "I just saw soneone dash up to the tower!"

As Torrance hesitated, sone of his nen appeared at the front door
Torrance
yelled for themto round up anyone they saw and to particularly watch the
t ower .

Wth that double order, he started up the tower stairs behind Roger, while
d yde
hurried down to the front door to stinulate the real chase outdoors.

AGAI N, Roger was playing a bold hand. He knew that Crispin was in the
tower, but he was sure he could handle Torrance well enough to allow the
escape
of the second ghost. Wat Roger didn't know was that at that very nonent,
Crispin was about to neet with a surprise.

Nicely rigged in a white sheet, Crispin was weavi ng about the tower,
waiting for soneone to conme fromthe house and spy him He particularly hoped
that Jennifer would be the observer, because he was doing a very nice ghost
act .

Crispin didn't know what a ghost act could really be.

Up the side of the tower was coming a shape in black that |ooked like a
manmot h vanpire bat. The sounds that acconpanied this thing fromthe unreal
nmerely made it all the nmore uncanny. The noi ses were The Shadow s suction
cups,
but Crispin, hearing them nistook themfor floor creaks fromthe
weat her - beat en
t ower.

One squi dge ceased; then another. Over the rail of the tower, behind the
fake ghost's back, cane the cl oaked shape of The Shadow. Reaching to his feet,



The Shadow stacked the last two suction cups with the others, placing them
beneath his cloak. H's gloves stayed there, too. In their place, The Shadow
produced a small tin box with two sections, dipping a thunb in one, his
forefinger in the other.

Al'l this was happening during the chase that foll owed the death of
Qust ave.

Such trifling things as gunfire were too well nmuffled in the great sprawly
mansi on to be heard fromso renmpte a spot as the ol d wat chtower.

Havi ng applied two pastes to his thunb and forefinger, The Shadow
del i vered
a low |l augh that was caught by the tower's broken rafters and echoed back in
ghoul i sh style. That weird tone m ght have inpressed a real ghost; its effect
was certainly electric upon Crispin, the fake spook

The shrouded man wheel ed about. He saw t he burning eyes of The Shadow.
Wth
a shrill, wild cry, Crispin lunged, hoping to hurl his rival fromthe tower.

The Shadow snapped his thunb and forefinger

A burst like a reporting gun went off in Crispin's face, along with a
flare
of flame. Those special chemnicals had served The Shadow often, but never nore
dramatically than this. (Because of the danger connected with this expl osive
formula, we do not give its conponents here. It is a device often used by The
Shadow in his exploits against crine. - Ed.) The concussion scattered what was
left of Crispin's dissipated wits. The man reel ed back, his sheet falling from
hi s shoul ders.

Then The Shadow was upon him about to conplete as rapid a capture as
coul d
be desired. Wth Crispin settled, the way would be clear to bag the others of
this crooked clan. At least it would have worked that way, but for a blaze of
i ntervention.

Fl ashli ghts shone suddenly from all about the house. Torrance's nen had
heard the shout fromupstairs. They were convergi ng upon Dorthan, but they
hadn't forgotten that they were to check the tower, too. Sonebody ained a
searchlight froma car and gave it the swtch.

The gl ow fl ooded the scene in the tower.

There, Torrance's men saw two ghosts instead of only one!

Curious ghosts, one white, the other black, that tangled in a grip that
formed a swirling canoufl age pattern. The Shadow was taking Crispin well in
hand, despite the crook's |ast desperate struggle. But the nmen on the ground
made no distinction between ghosts, good or bad.

Torrance's tribe let loose with a volley fromguns of all description.
Bul l ets battered the base of the tower and raked its pergola top. Slugs
whi st | ed
over The Shadow s head and shoul ders as he flung Crispin to the floor and nade
a
twist of his own for the shelter below the rail.

THE brief release wouldn't have helped Crispin if he'd been purely on his
own. He was still dizzy fromthe chem cal blast that had drawn so nuch
attention
to the tower. To Crispin, the rattle of the guns was just an echo of the
expl osion that had bewildered him But to Freer, it meant new trouble, and
Freer
was here. He'd finished his clinmb up into the tower to warn Crispin of
sonet hi ng
that seemed very slight in comparison to present events.

One of Crispin's |l egs was dangling down the | adder. G abbing it, Freer
haul ed Crispin right out of his sheet. Together, they were tunbling down the
| adder, |eaving The Shadow not hing but a shroud so enpty that Crispin seened



to
have really turned into a ghost. Wth bullets still whining through the
openwor k, The Shadow t ook the route by which Crispin di sappeared.

The trap door was thudding in place before The Shadow reached the
| andi ng.

A few seconds nore and The Shadow woul d have wenched it open, to follow the
two

ghosts down the chute to the secret room But at that nmoment, the regul ar door
of the tower slashed inward, admtting a three man surge.

It was a neat device, that door. Opening inward, it was stopped by the
war ped floor boards; Actually the floor was a trapdoor that hoisted upward,
hence the door, when open, served as a lock to keep the trap shut. The |anding
was so snall that people always |eft the door open when they exam ned the
floor,
and thereby defeated their own chances of discovering the trick.

In this case, the door prevented The Shadow from foll owi ng the two fake
ghosts. Before he could slamthe door shut, the |landing was crowded to its
ut nost capacity. The Shadow was squeezed anong three nen: Roger, Wggam and
Torrance.

It was a di sadvant age, being a bl ack ghost.

I f Roger and Wggam had found a white one, they'd have |l et himgo, and
nmuddl ed Torrance into the bargain. But a black one neant The Shadow and Roger
was pronpt to draw a gun. So was Torrance, who regarded any intruder as
Gustave's nurderer. So The Shadow s only course was to rip |loose fromhis
captors and plunge down the regular stairs.

He did it with such speed that when they began to fire at bl ackness down
the stairs, they learned it was nothing but the slamng door bel ow. Angry at
t he escape of the very material ghost, Torrance ordered an inmedi ate chase.

REACHI NG the front stairs, The Shadow heard a pl eased cackle fromhis
ri ght
and saw ol d Jennifer at the door of her room She was hol ding her arns fol ded
as
t hough standi ng guard and seened very pl eased because the searchers had
di scovered a real ghost in the tower. At the front door, The Shadow net a rush
of Torrance's men and bow ed right through them to dash off into the dark

Al was quiet around the corner of the house. There, Crispin and Freer

wer e
com ng fromthe hinged shingles, carrying Margo between them Another man
sprang

up to aid them it was Dorthan, still wearing Donald s face, but no |onger

encunbered with Hector's spare coat.

The three sped for the mausol eum and were nearly there with their burden
when The Shadow cane around the corner of the house, followed by waving
flashlights and wild shooting guns. He saw the fugitives near the mausol eum
but
was unabl e to overtake them because another batch of l[ocal fighters were
dashing in to trap him

Only when strong flashlights actually struck The Shadow, was he visible;
then, only as a blot of weaving bl ackness that bl ocked off other objects
beyond.

So blurred was the situation that when Cyde called: "There he goes!" he
actually pointed in the right direction. Cyde's effort to help his chief
resulted in flashlights picking up another whirl of black, but the hazy shape
was gone when guns tongued its way.

Even though he'd seen Margo being carried by her captors, The Shadow had
veered away fromthe mausol eum where the group had di sappeared. His first task
was to shake these ardent pursuers, summoned ironically enough, by The Shadow
hi nmsel f.



The Shadow dropped them hal fway to the sunken road where he had parked
hi s
car. By then they were spreading out, scouring the fringes of the cenetery for
t he cl oaked ghost that they had foll owmed when taking the wong trail.

To men of crime, The Shadow s difficulties were regarded as a boon. Wile
flashlights were noving along the fence that marked the new limt of the
Stanbridge estate, all was quiet and dark in the mdst of the old graveyard.

It
was then that a figure sidled in fromthe trees and entered the nausol eum

The dull clatter of hasty footsteps brought results. The fl oor slid back
suddenly and a beckoni ng hand called the arrival down the hidden steps. In the
dimlighted tunnel, Dorthan was waiting, his face still that of Donald
St anbri dge.

Dor t han, however, was nore interested in the arrival's features. He
turned
a flashlight on them gave a grunt of satisfaction, and extended a wel com ng
hand. The man who had ducked in fromthe dark was the expected enbezzler
Ral ph
Put ney. The C evel and gyp was carrying a satchel |oaded with his |oot.

Admi ringly, Putney watched Dorthan pull a large |lever that caused the
gr eat
stone floor to slide back into place on its special, well-oiled rollers. The
click that sounded when the floor closed, brought a chuckle from Dorthan, in
whi ch Put ney j oi ned.

Wth that formi dable barrier bolted fromthe inside, no one, not even The
Shadow, could hope to reach the lair where nmen of crine held sway!

CHAPTER XVI | |
DOOM TO COMVE

IT was half an hour before Roger Stanbridge arrived in the form dable
hi de- out where three ex-ghosts were toasting their new conrade. This tineg,
Roger
didn't conme by way of the tunnel, because it was closed. He came with Wggam
t hrough the front door of the cottage. An excellent procedure, because it
passed
suspi ci on.

I ndeed, Roger had a special right to acconpany, Wggam honme. Rating as
t he
new master of Stanbridge Manor, it was only natural that Roger should hold a
conference with the faithful caretaker

Roger was pleased to see Putney present. The man's long face, with its
broad nose and narrow eyes, was the first that Roger noticed. Having been
i ntroduced to the visiting enmbezzler, Roger turned to | ook for Dorthan and saw
him Dorthan was hinself again, having renoved the [ ast vestiges of Donald' s
make- up.
"A fine job you did," snapped Roger. "You nearly gave the whol e works
away. "

"What el se could | have done?" demanded Dorthan. "As soon as that shotgun
went off, | had to lamfor the back stairs."

"Except that you waited | ong enough to bl ast Gustave.

"You mean | shoul d have waited that long to save you the trouble."

Roger gl owered at Dorthan's inplication

"What chance did | have to cut |oose with that gat?" queried Roger
angrily. "I was out in the big hall."

"And | was in the kitchen!" retorted Dorthan. "Ask Wggam who knocked of f
your brother."

W ggam spoke for hinself, but he addressed Roger, not Dorthan



"I really couldn't say, sir," insisted Wggam "I was thrust under the
table during the nelee. | saw very little -"

"You mean you're saying very little," broke in Dorthan. "Naturally you'd
stand up for your boss; don't blane you, Wggam For that matter"” - Dorthan
gave
a generous shrug - "I don't blane you either, Roger. If you tried to lay it on
Crispin or Freer, | wouldn't like it, but it doesn't matter with me. | knocked
of f a bank wat chman, so why shoul d another job matter?"

"Ni ce of you," said Roger, curtly, "but I'mquite willing to take the
Gustave burden on nyself. | would have di sposed of himlong ago, if there
hadn' t

been a nore sensible way. After going to all that ghost nuisance, it was a
shane
to spoil the thing.

"Anyway, they'll still think a ghost did it. Donald is dead, so how are
they ever going to find the nurderer? W'll stick to our story, Wggam and |
W'll say it was Donald and we'll have Jennifer and Torrance to back us up
After | take over the manor, which I can do tonorrow, nobody will come wthin
ten mles of the place. W're still the only people who know the ins and
outs."

Crispin and Freer exchanged anxi ous gl ances. Neither wanted to break the
news to Roger, so Dorthan did it for them

"The girl got hep," said Dorthan. "She's the person who | ocked ne out of
the ceiling. The gaff gave her a ride down the chute, so Crispin and Freer
br ought her al ong."

Conming to his feet, Roger slapped his hand on the table and stared at
W ggam

"So that's what was eating Burke!" exclaimed Roger. "He was | ooking al
around for somebody. Wen he learns the Lane girl is really mssing, he'l
start
a man hunt!"

"A woman hunt," corrected Dorthan, coolly, "and we might as well let them
find her. Over the edge of that big cliff would be a good spot. They'd think
she
went haywi re and ran when the ghosts began to wal k."

"An Indian princess junped off there once," recalled Roger. "It sounds
good
enough for this sweetie. Were did you put her?"

"In a roomupstairs,” said Crispin. "Bound and gagged so tight she won't
get | oose no matter how hard she tries."

Roger | eaned back in his chair. He was grinning shrewdly as he poured
hi msel f a drink

"Relax while | think it over," he decided. "Lookout Rock is a good idea,
if
those yaps don't search there first. We'll hope they don't."

MARGO was doi ng sone hopi ng of her own, as she struggled with the bonds
in
the roomupstairs. Crispin and Freer nust have read the | atest encycl opedia of
knots and splices, because the harder Margo worked, the tighter the cords
became. What irked her nost was the fact that the ropes weren't heavy. It was
just that they were tough

As the cords tightened, Margo kept hoping that one would break. If that
happened, the rest might yield in turn. Margo had nore strength than her
captors
supposed, still it wasn't enough. But she knew quite definitely that this was
one ness fromwhich they couldn't afford to rel ease her, so she continued her
strenuous struggle, on the floor of the pitch-black room

Sonet hi ng gave suddenly, with a twang. At first Margo thought it was her



heart, then as its beating continued, she was thrilled by the thought that a
cord had really broken. Again she withed anong the bonds and anot her snapped
as

sharply as if it had been cut.

Straining harder than ever, Margo was rewarded by the breaking of further
ropes, until she felt like a Christmas package being opened in a hurry.
Sormrehow
the thing was fantastic, as though an invisible hand had begun to nove ahead,
cutting the succeeding cords with an unseen bl ade.

Conpletely free, Margo couldn't believe it. Cords actually seemed to haul
her back as she staggered to her feet. She was slunmping, when bl ackness caught
her; solid blackness that spoke in a whispered tone.

"Move quietly," the voice commanded. "The tunnel is across the cellar.
Wien
you reach the end, pull the big lever. Leave the floor of the nausol eum open
and
find Burke. Tell himto bring others here through the tunnel."

Margo felt herself alnost floating fromthe roomand down the stairs.

Bl ackness still seenmed to smother her, and fromits mdst she could feel the
grip of The Shadow s powerful hands. Sonehow it all seened very nmuch a dream
particul arly when Margo heard voices in the kitchen. She was actually in the
roomw th her captors, being convoyed the few steps froma doorway to the
cel |l ar

stairs. Surely they nmust notice the living blackness that was obscuring Margo!

They didn't.

Solid steps were under Margo's feet and Margo tiptoed down them At the
bottom Margo | ooked back and saw conpl ete bl ackness at the door above. This
still mght be a dream but if it wasn't, that blackness was The Shadow, using
his cloaked formto nmuffle Margo's footfalls as well as mask her departurel!

AT the kitchen table, Roger was |laying out his plan. Over in the corner
Dorthan was tuning in a radio, keeping its tone |low Like the others present,
Dort han |istened when Roger spoke.

"I"1l go scouting with Wggam " said Roger. "Wen the way is clear, we'l
tap on the floor of the mausoleum Bring the girl out and if there's any
trouble, stick tight. We'll blind people with flashlights; we'll even fire
shots
i f needed. Do you have a gun, W gganP"

W ggam shook his head. Dorthan pulled a gun fromhis pocket and tossed it
to the caretaker. He gestured to the radio.

"Cet a load of this news report,"” said Dorthan. "It's got something to do
wi th Putney."

"Where is Putney?" queried Roger, as he glanced about.

"He went up to his room" replied Wggam "He said he was going to count
the noney and bring it down here."

The radi o suddenly took over

"Fl ash!" announced the broadcaster. "C evel and police have just
di scover ed
Ral ph Put ney, nissing enbezzler, bound and gagged in a hotel room \Whoever
captured hi moverl ooked the stol en noney, which was found in a bag on the
cl oset
shel f -"

As Dorthan snapped off the radio, the others canme to their feet. Wth one
accord, they swung toward the cellar stairs, their full attention drawn by a
sinister laugh that cane fromthat direction. Staring in amazenent, these
ghost
fakers saw sonmething that really came up to the manifestations they had tried
to
imtate.



Bl ackness solidified itself with a swirl, into a cloaked formwth
bur ni ng
eyes beneath the brimof a slouch hat. Beneath those eyes | ooned two cold
spot s,
the nmuzzl es of automatics. A huge .45 in each gloved fist, The Shadow st epped
across the room pivoting fromhis gun nuzzles, which stayed constantly
trained
on the clustered crooks, with the exception of Dorthan, who didn't matter
si nce
he had given his revolver to Wggam

Again that weird | augh, conplete in its accusation. Wth a slight tilt of
hi s head, The Shadow | et the crooks glinpse his disguised face. He, too, was a
mast er of nmake-up. His were the features of Ral ph Putney.

"Al'l right, Shadow, you win," sneered Roger. "You nust have seen ny
letter
and intercepted Putney so the coppers could take him | knew it was you that
cane fromthe tower. You went after Crispin and now you' ve bagged all of us."

Al the while, Roger was edging, as though to reach the front door which
The Shadow bl ocked. His action was drawi ng The Shadow away from Dorthan, who
gave Roger a short, quick nod.

"I should have known that Putney wouldn't cone in on the train," grow ed
Roger, edging farther. "I guess it brought you, when it stopped at WIllow G en
toni ght."

The Shadow s | augh was strange. It seened to speak of the unfathonable,
as
t hough providing a solution. In fact, Roger's nention of the train was just
t he
link The Shadow needed, toward answering a nobst amazi ng problem

It was Dorthan's answer, too. The Shadow had gone far enough. Barehanded,
Dort han | unged for The Shadow s guns. The others, like deserting rats, turned
the other direction, toward the cellar stairs, exactly where The Shadow want ed
themto go, knowing that by this time Mrgo nust have brought Cyde and an
ar med
crew to the mausol eumthat was the final outlet.

SOVETHI NG st opped those wheel i ng crooks.

It wasn't The Shadow s | augh, though that mirth broke with new crescendo.
Actual Iy, The Shadow s tone was purely an acconpani nent to the incredible
t hi ng
the amazed nen saw

On the threshold stood another nman with a | evel ed gun; behind himan old
| ady who cackled nerrily.

The man with the gun was Donal d Stanbri dge!

"Yes, Roger, |'ve cone back," announced Donald, in a crisp tone. "I cane
back to claimmy heritage from Gustave, to learn that you were trying to usurp
it in m stead. You see, Roger, | never was dead. Instead, nmy m nd went blank

"Qustave knew the famly synptons. It was the first step to a trance
condition. Wen that struck, Gustave was quick to have ne pronounced dead, and
sumon specialists later. He had a corpse ready for burial in ny stead. He
shi pped me away to an asyl um under anot her nane."

As Donal d paused, Jennifer spoke across his shoul der

"Through these years," she croaked, "Qustave has been living in norta
fear
that Donald would regain his mnd and conme back. Al the while sonething told
ne
that Donald was not really dead. Tonight, Donald did return, and | knew the
truth the nmonment that | saw him Wen CGustave tried to kill him he fled to ny
room | found himthere and kept him W went to the nausoleumlater.”

Agai n, The Shadow | aughed. He had anal yzed CGustave's ways far further



t han

had Jennifer. Tonight, the dispute between Roger and Dorthan had made it plain
t hat anot her man nust have figured Roger's nmention of the stopping train

l'i nked

with the story of Donald's real return.

Roger wheel ed at The Shadow s | augh, to see the cl oaked fighter hol ding
Dorthan in a pretzel twist. The Shadow had been ready all along for that
bar e- handed | unge. Yet Dorthan, with his back-tw sted arns, was forcing The
Shadow s guns far out of aim Roger shot a quick look at Crispin and Freer

"CGet The Shadow " snapped Roger. "Wggamand | will handle Donald."

Wth a fling, The Shadow sent Dorthan clear across the room carrying the
kitchen table with him Hitting head-on, Dorthan | anded sensel ess. So did
Crispin and Freer, before they had their guns half drawn. The Shadow net them
wi th hard, cold strokes fromhis heavy automatics.

This wasn't hel ping Donald. Slow with a gun, the el dest brother was
falling
away from Roger's charge. Wth a swing that avoided Donal d's aim Roger drove
in
fromone side, with Wggamfromthe other. There was a nurderous gloat in
Roger's eyes as he brought his gun to bear

Anot her gun spoke first. Jolting, Roger twisted toward the wall, to see
Wggam facing him with snoke curling fromthe gun that Dorthan had | oaned
hi m
As Roger sagged, W ggam spoke slowy, sadly.

"I killed M. Custave, there in the dining room" said Wggam "I, too,
recogni zed M. Donald and I could not allow himto be harmed any nore than |
could now. You are no longer nmy master, M. Roger, now that your brother has
returned. | aided your wong deeds only because | acknow edged you as the rea
head of the Stanbridge famly. But | was wong -"

Roger's hand interrupted with a convul sive upward thrust which carried to
its trigger finger. Neither The Shadow, free of his adversaries, nor Donald,
springing fromthe other side, could reach Roger in time to stop the gun stab
Wth the effort, Roger slunped dead, while Wggam straight in the path of the
gun's last aim went to one knee, his hands clutching his side.

It was a nortal wound, as Wggam s wi nce decl ared. Neverthel ess, the
caretaker forced his lips into a snile. As Donald reached himw th supporting
hands, W ggam | ooked up and sai d:

"Do you renenber ny nephew, M. Donald? He's a true Wggam .. like the
rest
of us. He'll serve you... the way | did... the way all Wggans serve the
nast er

of Stanbridge Manor -"

Men were conming fromthe cellar stairs, with dyde Burke in the lead. Dr.
Torrance suddenly pushed past, to reach Wggam Seeing the coroner, W ggam
spoke
agai n, repeating the confession he had nade before, and addi ng that he had
slain
Roger in addition to Gustave.

It was only then that Torrance saw Donal d and stared in profound
amazenent,
until through his mnd canme recollections of Qustave's comrents that very
afternoon. As Torrance recalled them they were veiled adm ssions that Donal d
was still alive.

Torrance's men were rounding up the stupefied enbezzl ers. They stopped
and
stared at one another as they caught the tone of a strange, departing |augh
Arrived at the top of the cellar steps, Margo | ooked beyond the group and saw
that Wggam s front door was open. It was fromthat outer darkness that the
strange | augh cane.

It was repeated, that triunphant mirth, in a car that coasted down the



sunken road. Across his shoul der, The Shadow | ooked back at the gaunt, ancient
bui | di ng known as Stanbridge Manor, with its open tower pointing to the
scuddi ng
clouds that fleeced the noonlight.

St anbri dge Manor had regained its rightful master, thanks to The Shadow s
conquest over ghostly crinel

THE END



