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CHAPTER |

When thefull view of Long Valley spread itsdlf upon the screen, it came as a breath-taking spectacle.
Most of the guests in Rexford's penthouse were too entranced to redlize that the stepped-up tints of
technicolor photography added magnificence to ordinary beauty; they forgot, too, that alate summer
scene carried extra charm when portrayed in the midst of winter.

For it waswinter in New Y ork, as the whining wind reminded when it rattled the windows of the cozy
penthouse. It was therefore smart psychology for Craig Rexford, real estate promoter extraordinary, to
be displaying Long Valey, site of hislatest operations, asit had been four months ago.

Glancing about him, Lamont Cranston could discern enraptured faces in the gloom of the big living room.
Even Margo Lane was sufficiently thrilled to be crowding the edge of her chair, which wastribute to
Rexford's sdlesmanship. Asfor Rexford himslf, his big moon face lay unmasked. Instead of beaming as
it usudly did, thelinesin that curved countenance were arching into ahighly satisfied smirk.

Craig Rexford was putting his act across, and knew it. Confident that the film in his sixteen millimeter
projector was holding everyone enthralled, the promoter was finding opportunity to relax, at least facidly.
Hisvoice, however, ill carried its smooth, convincing purr as he began to extol the virtues of Long
Vdley.
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"There lies natureswonderland,” praised Rexford. "An unspoiled fragment of the past, preserved to
serve asamonument of the future. Long Valey, rich in both soil and tradition, istheided spot for the
great socid experiment inwhich | hopewe shdl dl have ashare.”

Rextord must have timed that spiel, for the picture did not change until he had dmost finished. Then, as
though geared to Rexford's words, the panorama began to enlarge, moving toward the onlookers.
Rexford obvioudy had taken thisred from the front of an automobile heading down the gentle dope
leading into the valley from the east. The foreground kept pouring batches of the boasted farmland along
both sides of the road, while he in the manner of alecturer, identified the larger points of interest.

"To the south” - Rexford gestured toward the left of the screen - "you see Indian Ridge, along, unbroken
hillsde doping up from thevalley. Thetrall used by the early settlersis on the other side of the ridge, but
those who first arrived in thislocality were prompt to settle in the valley itsdlf."

Convinced that his audience had seen enough of Indian Ridge, Rexford swept his hand to the right, where
in the center of ahigher range of hills, bulged agreat mass of curving granite. In contrast to the Ridge,
which was arise of bare, irregular stone, these hillsto the north were wooded except for the granite
landmark.

"They cdl that cliff HAf Dome," explained Rexford. "Those wooded hills are probably granite, but
fortunately they have never been quarried. Now if you will look straight to the west, to the very center of
the picture, you will observe thefinest sight of al - Ragged Rock."

Jutting in the background was a giant crag that really dominated the scene. It was arugged sentind that
marked the end of the great oval bowl caled Long Valey. The ground seemed to draw up toward
Ragged Rock and at first glance the peak seemed to represent the junction of Indian Ridge and the hills
that included Half Dome. But as the angles of the picture changed, it became apparent that Ragged Rock
was an independent phenomenon.

To theleft, theridge veered off to the south, leaving ahigh gap that chopped it clear of Ragged Rock.
From the right, the curving hills were broken by anotch, so that the next dope was actudly part of
Ragged Rock itself. In al, Ragged Rock reared nearly athousand feet abovethe valey, though afair
portion of this atitude was furnished by the doping ground leading up toward the towering crag.

Focusing itsdf upon the lower ground in the center of the vadley, the moving picture revedled asmal town
among the trees. Soon the picture was in the town itself and Rexford was pointing out the principal
buildings. the red brick courthouse, the gray stone library, the white wooden general storeand a
combination structure of red brick fronted by white colonid pillars, which proved to bethe"Vdley
House," thetown's only hotel. The movie took a detour to the railroad station, located on a one-track
linethat followed the ridge on the valey side, to climb off through the gep &t the left of Ragged Rock. The
station bore the appropriate name of "Valey Center" which stood for the town aswell.

Then the picture was back in town again and the audience was getting close-ups of the various citizenry
including the sheriff, the store-keeper and an old librarian. It centered findly upon atal, thin man who
tilted his head to gaze across the top of his glasses while he shook handswith abrawny man of a
digtinctly farmer type whose heavy face was coarse, thick-festured and decidedly unpleasant.

Rexford introduced the pair while one beamed and the other glowered.

"Old Henley Grantham." Rexford was referring to the thin-faced man. "Hisfamily were early settlersand
helsthelast of such peoplein the Vdley. The pessmistic gentleman with the big face is Anson Venner.
He owns more farm land than anyone e sein the Valey - and most of the best.”



The movieflickered to a sudden finish. Rexford turned on the lights and by the time his guests had rubbed
their tired eyes, hisface had resumed its usua complacent smile. Of the dozen men and women present,
nearly al were vocaly enthusiagtic about Long Valley and Rexford received their comments with apolite
bow, as he spread alarge map on along table in the center of the living room.

"Our planisassmpleasitispracticd,” stated Rexford. "We propose to buy up thefarm land in Long
Valey and divideit into tracts of one acre each, which will be gpportioned to individuaswho wish to join
our post-war project.”

L ooking about the group, Rexford picked Cranston as his most logical questioner. Not only was
Crangton reputed to be the wedthiest person present; there was something impressive in the camness of
hisimmobile face. Always the shrewd sdlesman, Rexford knew that if he could convince Crangton, others
would follow.

Meeting Rexford's steadying gaze, Cranston responded with anatura question:
"What isthe acreage of Long Vdley?'

"Enough for at least twenty thousand project partners, as we term them,” replied Rexford. "With their
families, the total population should exceed fifty thousand.”

"What about the present land owners?'

"Y ou mean will they sdl?* Rexford curved hisamiletoitslimit. "I think so, at the prices we are prepared
to offer. Of course thereis one man who doesn't likeit: Anson Venner."

Cranston gave an understanding nod. The Venner that the movie had portrayed was definitely aman who
wouldn't be in keeping with a decentralized world of tomorrow. The question was, how strong Venner
stood with the Vdley folk, but before Cranston could ask it, Rexford covered the subject.

"Henley Grantham ratesright well inthe Valey," said Rexford. "Y ou could probably tell from his picture
that heisan amiable sort. We've done our best to reach VVenner through Grantham, who wants
everybody to be happy. In fact, we've offered to make Grantham an important figure in our project.
Tradition counts heavily in that digtrict.”

"How heavily?"

"More heavily than you would suppose, Cranston.” Taking a pencil, Rexford drew along curve on the
map, forming an oval that stretched from the sides of Ragged Rock haf way to Valey Center. "Though
Venner hasinduced the nativesto hold on to their farms, we are beginning to buy up theland in this
aea”

Cranston raised his eyebrows. Thiswas alarge scale topographical map that included such details as
houses and contour markings of the hills. In the ova marked by Rexford, there was only one house, near
the fringe, while the ground leading back to Ragged Rock wasincreasingly steep.

"Don't let the map fool you," chuckled Rexford. "That's good land in back of Grantham's house. I've
looked at maps a hundred and fifty years old, and that's where the big land barons lived in those days.
They owned everything and kept the best for themsalves. They let the poor trash rent the land way down
inthevaley. Then Black Arthur came dong -"

Rexford paused, noting that the name had struck home to Cranston. Looking up from the map, Cranston
gave arecollective nod.



"I've heard of Black Arthur,” he said. "Wasn't he an American Robin Hood, who flourished shortly after
the Revolution?'

"Right hereinthisvalley," declared Rexford, tapping the map. ""He robbed the rich people who lived up
here" - Rexford swept his hand eastward on the map - "and gave the profits to the poor, down below.
Hed just about equaized matters when the law caught up with him. Black Arthur was killed up here on
Ragged Rock, hisfavoritelookout spot. From that day on, the shadow of the Rock laid its curse on dl
who camewithinit."

At theword "shadow," Margo Lane gave asudden start and looked a Lamont Cranston. To Margo, the
name " Shadow" represented Cranston's other identity, the self wherein he tracked down strange curses
and terminated their baleful influence.

Fortunately no one noticed Margo's sudden change of expression. They were leaning to look at the map,
where Rexford was tracing the curve that represented the extreme ground covered by the rock shadow.

"Some of the big land owners had gone," recounted Rexford. " Those who remained began to meet up
with accidents whenever they stayed at home and let the shadow fal on them. That wasn't dl; whenever
adeath occurred, abig bell clanged through the valey, from the woods above Haf Dome.

"The farmers must have been doing it, of course, but there wasn't any way to proveit. They wereinthe
majority and in the saddle, too, considering al the cash that their friend Black Arthur had distributed
among them. Likely as not, they bought up al the constables and kept the legend safe, until it faded out,
because dl the land barons were dead or gone."

Rolling up the map, Rexford tossed it in the corner and lighted a cigar, while he watched for reactions
from the group. He expected Cranston to be the spokesman and Rexford wasn't disappointed.

"| suppose that various farmers bought the dope land,” remarked Cranston. "Probably after the county
took it over because of unpaid taxes."

"That'sright," said Rexford. "Exactly right.”

"But they couldn't sl it," continued Cranston, "because nobody wanted to live there, themselves
included."

Rexford nodded, his cigar twisting as he smiled.

"But now you're buying it." Crangton's eyes fixed steadily on Rexford. "Becauseit'sthe only land you can
get. You're going to use it as awedge to defest this chap Venner. Outsiders won't mind settling there and
when there are enough of them -"

Crangton interrupted himself, with Rexford scoring an assst. The basic reason was the enthusiastic dap
that Rexford planted in the middle of Cranston's back.

"Y ou've caught the idea, Cranston!" Rexford turned triumphantly to the group. "Took the words right out
of my mouith, that'swhat Cranston did! Well stock that dope land with enough newcomersto outvote
thelocal yokelsif they try to Sdewith Venner. And that'swhy well need cash - Rexford became
emphatic - "to make sure of buying when thetimeisripe. Everybody will be happy" - Rexford spread his
handsin a generous sweep. "The farmers will be paid good pricesfor their land; there will be a proper
profit for investorslike yoursaves, and the buyers - project partners, we cal them - will benefit by
becoming pioneersin the world of the future!”

From the table drawer, Rexford whipped out a pad of application blanksthat borethetitle, "Long Valey



Development Association.” While he was distributing them to the group, Margo Lane, quite fascinated by
Rexford's super-saesmanship, was suddenly disturbed by an interrupting clutch upon her elbow. Then
Crangton'slow tone:

"Come on, Margo. Let'sget out while Rexford is selling the medicine. I'm going to learn more about this
before | subscribe.”

It wasn't until they were in the elevator that Margo had weighed Crangton's words sufficiently to
respond:

"Y ou mean you're going to learn more about Rexford's project?”
"No," replied Cranston, calmly. "I mean I'm going to learn more about Long Valley."

And from that comment, Margo knew without asking that Cranston specifically intended to investigate
the facts that concerned the insidious shadow cast by Ragged Rock!

CHAPTER I

Project Partner Vincent whedled his weather-beaten Modd A into the town of Millwood that lay over
the hillsfrom Long Valey. So far as the world was concerned, Harry Vincent was Smply an enterprisng
young man who wanted to be the first to buy one of the acre plots that Craig Rexford would soon be
offering to the deserving. Actualy, Harry was working for The Shadow, amysterious personage who not
only combated crime, but didn't like histitle to be mistakenly identified with acentury old curseinvolving
Ragged Rock.

Harry's car wasn't much to look at, but neither was the town of Millwood, so they merged very
promptly. Parking therelic in front of adilapidated diner, Harry strolled across the pock-marked main
Street to look at the mill dam where the Pleasant River swirled to afull stop. Though Harry had never
before seen the Pleasant River, he knew al about it. Theriver's source was Pleasant Lake, someten
milesto the southwest of Long Valey. From there, the river flowed past the far Side of Ragged Rock,
completely avoiding Long Valey. Behind that crag it passed through an unhealthy bog localy known as
sunken swamp, then, following the curve of the northern hills, it reached Millwood, which lay afew miles
beyond the far sde of Half Dome.

The Millwood mill was doing business, thanks to the present demand for lumber. Masses of floating logs
were awaiting alongitudina carving and the whine of circular saws vied with the tumult of the mill race.
Having satisfied himself that prosperity was present in these dilapidated surroundings, Harry returned to
the lunch wagon, to see how much information he could acquire over afew cups of coffee.

A brawny lumberman did Harry the sugar bowl and accompanied it with the greeting:
"H'ya, fellow. Looking for ajob?"

Harry shook hishead and that brought stares from al aong the counter. Why anybody would cometo
Millwood except to work there, was avital mystery that needed immediate clearing. So Harry supplied
the answer, dong with testimoniasin the form of identification cards that he had received upon
application at Rexford's New Y ork office.

"I'm aproject partner,” boasted Harry. "On my way to Long Valey to buy ahunk of land there. | want
my own farm and my own cow. Maybe two. Cows | mean, not farms. They're only alowing onefarm to
acustomer. That'stherule.



Harry's declaration of future independence brought grins and guffaws from aong the counter, with one
exception. The big man who had shoved the sugar bowl leaned Harry'sway in amanner that was both
seriousand chdlenging.

"Y ou mean this Rexford guy is sdlling lots dready?"
"Guess he must be," returned Harry. "He said they'd take my deposit in the office at Valey Center.”
"Know anybody dsethat's buying land there?!

"Not yet, but | will be soon. The prospectus says there's room for twenty thousand partnersin this
project.”

To prove hisargument, Harry produced the prospectus, alarge folder that opened out four waysto
display amap of the valey surrounded by stillsfrom Rexford's motion picture reds. The big man read
some details across Harry's shoul der, then turned to the rest of the Millwood throng.

"Maybe Anson Venner isright," declared the big man. "Give'em aninch of Long Valey and they'll take
the whole twelve miles of it. It ain't our valey, you understand” - the speaker had turned again to Harry -
"s0 we don't hold no grudge agin' fellows like you, who want a place to settle, which is anybody's right.
But too much of anything isbad - and that goes for people.”

"Y ou don't have to worry about the project,” assured Harry. "1t will be confined strictly to Long Valley."

"It don't matter where you keep ahorse,” argued the Millwood spokesman, "if it's you that's got to feed
him. That'swhat Venner said, the last time he was over herein Millwood. It's usthat will have to keep
that VValey going when it getsfilled up with partners on that project.”

"But welll be self-supporting,” inssted Harry. " Growing our own crops-"

"Withwhat?" interjected the big man. "The water that suppliesthe Valey likeit isat present? Not much!
A population of twenty thousand is going to need areservoir, and it will have to beabig one." Pointing
hisfinger to Harry's map, the man tapped Pleasant Lake. "That's where they're going to try and get it.
Out of our lake!™

"Your lake?"!

"And why not? It'sin our county, ain't it? It'swhere the river comes from, that brings down thelogsto
feed our mill, and the water we need to run it. What Long Valey needs, it will haveto get for itsdlf. Only
it hasn't got it.”

The big man finished by telling the lunch counter clerk to set up another cup of coffeefor Harry, just to
show there was no harm meant.

"Fellowslike you arewelcome. Y ou'll be better neighbors than the VValley folk, if there ain't too many of
you, which therewon't be, considering the water situation. What part of the Valey isyour acrein.

Swallowing his coffee, Harry pointed to the section of the map that lay within the long oval shadow of
Ragged Rock. The mere action brought a chorus from the men about him.

"So that's where Rexford has been buying up land!"
"Ground that none of the VVdley folk will farm!™

"Say, can you beat them skinflints? Peddling what they ain't got no usefor?”



"Hoping the curse will hit poor guysthat never even heard of it."

"Y eah, but suppose it doesn't hit ‘'em?”

"It will betough for Venner if it don't. HE's been arguing againgt letting any strangersinto the Valey -"
"But Venner or nobody else can stop 'em from sdlling what they don't want to keep.”

Harry was starting to fold his map, obliviousto the jargon around him. Pausing, he remarked innocently
that he intended to drive over through the notch to have alook at hisland whileriding into Valey Center.
That brought another outburst from the throng.

"Nobody usesthat road no more, stranger."

"It ain't even been aroad, since Black Arthur and his outlaws used to rideit."
"They used to cdl it the high road - and you can take it stranger -"

"And keep it. Well take the low road, around to the east of Half Dome."

Ignoring the flood of comments, Harry thrust the map in his pocket, strolled out to his ancient car and
nonchaantly started for the old road |eading through the notch. All thiswasin kegping with The
Shadow's orders, though outwardly it gppeared that Harry was demonstrating that the incoming project
partners represented a hardy lot of pioneers.

At least Harry made ared impression.

Glancing back from the outskirts of Millwood, he saw aknot of men outs de the lunch wagon surveying
his progressin amotionless fashion that indicated awe. Though this could mean that they were admiring
Harry's nerve in tackling an amost-forgotten road, he could sense astronger reason.

It was dready afternoon and unless Harry made thetrip in fairly rapid time, he would be caught within the
spread of the shadow from Ragged Rock. That menace, rather than the hazard of the road itself, wasthe
reason why thisold dirt highway was avoided, even by the natives of Millwood.

Such was Harry's conclusion and results supported it.

Despite arguments to the contrary, the road up through the notch was not half bad. True it showed signs
of long neglect, but if anything, that had improved it. Seasons of rain and snow had washed away dl
vestiges of the road's dirt surface, but the result was bed-rock, which proved better than the average
country road. By avoiding the most conspicuous juts of rock, Harry had no trouble in making the grade,
though he was somewheat relieved when he reached the notch itself and saw the curving road dant
downward toward Long Valley.

Then, swinging ashort bend, Harry gained hisfirst view of the Valey itself and afew moments|later he
was taxing the worn brake bands to gain an opportunity to drink in the remarkable sight.

A remarkable sght it was.

From thishigh outlet, theimmensty of Long Valey rendered itslf clear. The photographs, taken from the
gentle eastern dope, made the bowl appear compressed. This view, gained from an eevation just north
of Ragged Rock, magnified the scene as much as the pictures had dwindled it.

A straight twelve miles ahead, the eastern dope rose so gently that it gppeared amost level. Lessthan
half way to that dope, in aposition which somewhat belied itstitle, the town of Valey Center squatted in



red, white and gray, representing its brick, wood and stone construction.

Thiswaswinter and the scene was barren, etching the town clearly against the landscape. But the season
wasmild in Long Valey and there were no traces of snow. Hence the ground was dried and brown,
while the trees gave the effect of blackened poles, except for the occasional relief of white birches.
Oddly, however, the blend did not destroy the gloriousillusion created by Rexford's four-color
prospectus and its verdant summer scene.

Any eyethat knew good country - and Harry's eye was one - could tell that thiswasfineland for raisng
varied crops. The fact that farm houses were few and scattered in the distance, smply meant that the
natives had picked what they wanted and were |etting the rest stay idle. Large clusters of trees
represented wood |ots belonging to the various farms and the size of certain tractswas plainly
digtinguishable from the stone walsthat served asdividing lines.

To hisleft, Harry scanned the wooded curve of hills from which Haf Dome bulged. Over to theright, he
saw the stony dope of Indian Ridge, with the one-track railway wending a serpentine course up through
its lower gullies. Water alone was lacking, as Harry had gathered in Millwood, for there wasn't atrace of
astream or pond throughout the five mile breadth of Long Vdley.

His survey complete, Harry released the brake and tightened it an instant later. His eyestraining to the
road, he had become conscious of something so ominous that he shuddered with the brake bands.

Like agreat apron, acurved stretch of blackness was spreading down through the valley, blotting the
rock-strewn dope that Harry's road flanked. There were patches of clear land within that monstrous
curve and amid them Harry could distinguish the wegther-beaten foundations of long-ruined buildings.

These were the remnants of the manors that had once dominated Long Valey before Black Arthur's
curse had taken its effect upon them. The spread of gigantic darkness, its curve jagged with pointslike
fangs, wasthe fateful shadow of the mighty Ragged Rock!

Gripped with something akin to horror, Harry looked over hisright shoulder and saw the towering crag
itsdlf. From thisangleit didn't fit the photographs that showed it serenein the distance. Instead it was a
misshapen mongter that seemed dive, because of the fleecy cloudsthat were drifting beyond it, toward
the setting sun that the rock itsalf was consigning to an early rest.

One distorted knob that jutted from the crag could be likened to amammoth paw, reaching to draw the
curtain of night. From the circling effect that the moving clouds gaveit, that paw might well be planning to
include Harry and his car within the shrouding folds. It wasn't funny, that effect, not with the gathering
dusk below the crag itsdlf. It was a deathly dusk, pushing its toothed fringes toward the road, as though
intending to befirst with its pall of murderous gloom.

Like awhippet, Harry's over-aged car bounded down the road, the shriek of the passing wind drowning
the rattles of the timeworn chassis. Harry wasn't caring about the stones that scudded from the
smooth-worn tiresto clatter the flapping fenders. He could hold that road aslong as he saw sunlight onit;
of that alone, hewas sure. Harry didn't realize that if blackness cut across his path, he personally might
contribute to disaster that the creeping shadow threatened, by going off the road because of sudden
gloom.

Stark fear, of asort he couldn't believe he would experience, was spurring Harry Vincent to a spot that
stood for safety or destruction, a sharp dip in the time-wrecked road that seemed to invite the pronged
shadow into itsvery hollow.

The old car hit the drop with aforce that shimmied the steering whedl. His hands shaking with it, Harry



yanked the whedl hard to the left and escaped a ditch by inches. Up and out of the pitfall, he saw what
had saved him from the crash that his own terror might have brought.

The saving factor was athin dice of sunlight, stresking the very brink of the ditch, abeam of warning light
that formed alast-moment barrier before it was swallowed by the destroying shadow that gulped from
Ragged Rock!

CHAPTER 111

Tossing like adanger signdl, the girl's red hair appeared suddenly through a gate beside the road. If it
hadn't flagged Harry to astop, the girl would have personaly done so, for she sprang squarely to the
middle of the road and danced there, right and left, waving her arms madly. She seemed to betelling
Harry that if he tried to detour around her, shewould hop in hisdirection and still supply ahuman
hazard.

Harry didn't take the chance. The menacing shadow lay at least ahaf mile behind him and he knew he
could outrace it. Besides, the road was level here, where it cameinto aV to meet another from the
generd direction of Indian Ridge.

That was, the fork was visible aquarter mile ahead, and from there it would be astraight runinto Valey
Center. It must have been the steep road, rather than the approaching blackness that had given Harry
that unprecedented scare. With the shadow of the rock behind him, Harry was chiding his own fear, but
a the same time fedling tolerant to anyone who might be having amilar jitters. Taking thet to bethegirl's
status, Harry stopped and let her climb into the car.

Before Harry could shift into low, the girl grabbed hisarm and pointed off beyond the gate, to the right.
Breathless, she gasped afund of loca information.

"I'm Shirley Grantham. | livein that house." Harry saw the house asthe girl pointed. It waslarge, but
squatty, with abig, ugly bay window that occupied two stories of one corner.

"It'smy uncle's house - maybe you've heard of him - he's Henley Grantham. He always goes down town
before the shadow of Ragged Rock arrives here and I'm not supposed to stay here either.”

"Don't worry," said Harry. "Y ou're as good as gone dready.”" Sensing that his statement had an ominous
touch, he amended it. "Gone from the rock shadow, | mean."

"I'm leaving soon enough,” agreed the girl. "1 could walk to the fork before the shadow gets here. I've
timed it often. But I'm worrying about Fred Ferris - over there."

Changing the direction of her point, the girl indicated sometiny figures, far across the humpy ground with
its broken-down stone walls. They were perhaps amile away, near the other road that forked toward
Indian Ridge.

They were surveyors, working up the dope toward Ragged Rock. Even at this distance Harry could
distinguish the rod and trangit that two men were carrying. But from the way they hesitated, they were
cdling it aday, except for one man who was gesturing to the others, beckoning them up therise, where
the ever-increasing shadow was till spreading its blotting mass.

"WEell haveto warn him!" ingsted Shirley. "I'd never be able to run acrossthosefiddsin time. I'd have to
go around it anyway, and you have acar -"

Harry didn't wait for afurther plea. Hejolted into arapid start that flounced the girl back against the sedt.



Legend or fact, the menace from the rock was fearsome and whoever this chap Ferriswas, Harry felt he
deserved awarning. Asfor furthering his acquaintance with the attractive girl who had so suddenly
invaded his car, Harry wasn't adverse to that either. Shirley Grantham wanted to warn Fred Ferris, so
warn him she could, and Harry Vincent would be around to accept thanks for the favor.

Shirley was explaining matters as Harry made the V-turn that swung them up the | eft from the forks.

"Fred Ferrisisnew here," the girl said, her tone anxious as she stared ahead. "He cameto Valey Center
to survey some ground that Mr. Rexford bought. My uncle told Ferris about the legend, but he only
laughed. | was afraid he would defy it."

"Andwhat if he does?" inquired Harry, indifferently.

Shirley's eyes turned from the road to give Harry a searching look. For thefirst time she seemed to
recognize that he must be atota stranger to thislocdity, but in accepting him as such, she was promptly
puzzled regarding hisfrantic and dmost precipitous arriva from the hill road. Sharply the girl demanded:

"Y ou've heard about the curse of Ragged Rock, haven't you?"
"Heard of itisabout dl,” rjoined Harry. "I thought they laughed it off a hundred years ago.”

"They stopped defying it," argued Shirley. "That'swhy nobody has suffered from it. Look at those men
with Ferrisl Hell never persuade them to go up there. They belong herein the Valey and they told him
they wouldn't work after the shadow fell.”

The figures were much larger now, for Harry had driven well along the rough road that wangled of f
toward Indian Ridge. From thisangle, theirregular dope to Ragged Rock produced new perspectives,
giving the great crag amuch different aspect; though it was quite as grim as ever.

Here the contours undulated upward to the right, like swells from the ocean, except that they hegped
themselves. Thisrolling ground had been good farmland once, for it was clear of rocks, but where the
dope began a sharper rise, slones were both numerous and large. Ferris was on the fringe of that higher
ground, shouting epithets that suited his beefy build, but he wasn't directing histalk to Ragged Rock.

Between beckons, Ferris was shaking hisfist down the rolling dope to where the loca surveyorswere
hurriedly packing their instrumentsin atruck that practicaly blocked the road. Harry noted that the truck
was turned toward town, so that no time would belost in getting started.

The reason of course was the monstrous shadow. It was coming faster than before, that horror from the
crag, asthough the sun had sped its setting process expresdy to please the spirit of Black Arthur, the
guardian of Ragged Rock. Harry didn't take time to cal cul ate the fact that as the sun neared the horizon
beyond the gresat rock, its added declination would account for the stepped-up phenomenon. He was
getting another taste of horror that had hurried him down from the notch and with Shirley as acompanion
it was difficult to shake off the renewed effect.

Shewasan intdligent girl, this Shirley Grantham, too keen to be dyed by the local color of Long Vdley.
Y et thefear in her tone, as she urged Harry to hurry, was all the more genuine because it wasfelt for
someone e se, that foolhardy man on the dope. And to Harry Vincent, it seemed that Fred Ferris, beefy
though he was, had become reduced to the puny proportions of an insect, againgt his present setting.

It wasn't necessary to look up at Ragged Rock.

Even the mere stonesimbedded in the turf were huge when compared to Ferris. They bulged above him
inanirregular procession, like the monaliths of Druid mounds. Hulking forward, like Ragged Rock itsdlf,



those picayune sentindl's seemed anxiousto lurch at the interloper who dared the wrath of the grest
pinnacle that probably had shed them in some geologica period.

Stll, the shadow of the rock predominated.

Already it waslying acrossthe big stones on the dope. Below, itsrim waslliterdly licking toward Ferris,
with al the effect of an eclipse. Shirley saw it and fairly shrieked as she flung hersdlf from Harry's car,
which was stopping close to the blockading truck. The Valey men heard Shirley's cry and turned in her
direction, in darm; while Harry, hopping out from his side of the car, paused on the step to take alook at
Ferris.

Hisfist poised, the beefy surveyor wastilting his gaze toward Shirley. Again she shrieked, her pointing
hand delivering afrantic wave. The curved shadow had reached Ferris, likearall of lapping foam, but the
girl'swailed words: "L ook out!" referring to something that was coming withit.

Harry saw the thing as Ferriswhedled to spy it for himself.

A dash of gray was bounding down from the dusk-clad dope behind Ferris, bulking bigger with each
lengthening leap. Compared to it, the horrified man seemed to dwindle as he stood there frozen, for the
thing was gathering the approaching speed of ameteorite.

One of the rooted stones had heaved itself from the imbedding soil; like an avenger delegated to uphold
the curse, it was pitching itsill-shapen mass upon the rash mortal who had mocked tradition.

Ferristook aweak-kneed crouch that seemed to sink him haf way into the ground. Two things must
have gripped his maddened mind: that the next bound of the huge stone would bring it full upon him; that
here his doom was certain, since hewas now in the pall of the fateful shadow. Swinging suddenly, he
began apell-mdl flight that was dow-motion compared to the gathered speed of the eight-foot boul der
that was after him.

The great stone smacked the very spot that Ferris had abandoned. If he'd flattened at that moment, the
next bounce would have carried the missile over him, but Ferriswasn't looking back to tally. Hisfrantic
eyeswere glued ahead, on the one thing he thought he could outrun, the rim of the ever-spreading
shadow. Beyond that gliding umbra, Ferris saw the sunlight that to his mind, now fraught with
uperdtition, could aone mean safety and life.

It was too late. The man was destined for the doom he had defied. The bouncing boulder struck at his
very heds as he was making along lurch for the shaded rim. What sent Ferris across the moving mark
was the impact of the stone as it scooped him on the rebound.

For aningtant, therewas aglad cry on Shirley'slips. It ended when she redlized that Ferris hadn't made
his last legp on his own. No man could take off on asixty-foot jump, that arched haf as high. Ferrishad
become awhirligig, spinning crazily in mid-air as the boulder battered down the hill, cleared the road and
truck in afreakish bound, and pounded down through afield below. It was gone, that stone, clatter and
al, when Ferris hit the dope head first, somersaulted across ahump of ground, cleared adip on his next
jounce, and finished with atwisty sprawl upon areceiving knoll.

Harry Vincent was the first man to reach the distorted thing that lay back upward, but with itsface
twisted to receive the sunlight that its eyes had hoped to see.

One glance was enough to tell that theimpact of the rock had knocked dl life from Fred Ferris, even
before he was catapulted to the crash that left him amisshapen mass.



The curse of Ragged Rock had falen, trueto its remembered lore!
CHAPTER IV

It was Harry who was beckoning now, forgetful of the jagged, shadowy curve that was snaking toward
him across the undulating ground. Almost despite themsalves the other men were coming to help carry
Ferristo the truck. Alive or dead, they weren't going to abandon the victim to that cregping monstrous
blackness that soon would engulf the spot where he had fallen.

There was hatred as much as fear in the eyes of those men as they stared up toward Ragged Rock, but
they werelosing no time, meanwhile, in gathering up what remained of Ferris. They accepted Harry asa
temporary leader since he had been the first to reach the dead man, but they would have lost al respect
for thisstranger if he had stayed on the ground.

Harry didn't stay. He showed full sympathy for loca sentiment by actudly hurrying the men to their truck
so that they could pack Ferris on board and get Started. Asthey followed with their burden, the men
were muttering angrily, but still they came. Only when they reached the truck did they pauseto glare
again at Ragged Rock as though ready to dispute its power.

At that moment, Shirley was clutching Harry's arm. She had come over to the truck, but not for a
moment had the girl taken her eyesfrom a spot well up the dope.

"Look up there!" Thegirl blurted. "Y ou'll see where the big boulder came from. That'swhere | saw -"

The other men were turning from the truck where they had just hoisted Ferriss body. But what it was
that Shirley saw, was something that very suddenly escaped their interest.

Indeed, the girl's own lips were unable to continue, S0 great was the terror that interrupted.

Even to Harry Vincent, the scene at that moment took on one of those frozen effects that became
permanently photographic in hisbrain. Like the men from Valey Center, hed been gathering the fighting
impulse after seeing Ferris die; the desire to go up and meet the spreading blackness and face whatever it
might try to toss. Somehow the gloom seemed cowardly to have taken avictim unaware. So Harry felt,
whilelooking past Shirley, watching the black semicircle lay its gpron across the very house where the
girl lived, over by that other road. The curse of Ragged Rock would have to back its own menace to
convince Harry Vincent.

And with that, the curse did.

Harry'sthoughts, like Shirley's words, stopped short as agreat clang echoed through the valey. It was
thetoll of amighty bell, abrazen stroke that chilled the group that heard it, ending the last warmth of
sunlight more than even the approaching shadow could have.

A toll of death!

Againthegreat bell clanged and only with that second tremor did the first moment end, to begin another
fraught with the same time-stopping power. It was an echo from a century ago, the horrendous peal that
legend claimed had marked each ghoulish triumph scored by the shadow of Ragged Rock!

Thereverberations of thefirgt toll had persisted until the next dispelled them. Now those of the second
note were being shattered by athird. Somehow, numbed brains had begun to work again and everyone
was looking in the direction from which the clangor came.

The great bell was ringing from somewherein the neighborhood of Half Dome, that bulge amid the



northern hillsthat tradition connected with the very thing that now was heard.

That fateful bell wastolling the death of Fred Ferris, the man who had dared the shadow of the rock. It
was inviting othersto defy the same menace and dl such indlinations were fading from the minds of men
who afew minutes earlier had been willing to take up the cause.

Harry's own knees were shaking badly enough. He could figure what was happening to the othersin the
group. But it wasn't the bell's fourth clang that threw the old galvanic businessinto this affrighted crowd.
One of the quaking locasjust happened to look up the hill and give afrightened cry that was more animal
than humean.

With ahand that wigwagged nervous fright, the fellow was pointing to the fast crawling shadow asit
sneaked over the last hummock flanking thisroad. Like apack of rabbitsthe Vdley tribe piled into their
truck and went clattering down the road toward Valey Center, depriving Harry's car of auseless fender

asthey ripped past it.

All thewhile, the mighty bell donged from somewhere near Haf Dome, ringing out acrossthe valey with
atumult that must have carried many miles. But the rabbit act that he had witnessed brought back Harry's
nerve, even though Shirley remained petrified. Gripping the girl's shoulders, Harry steered her sraight to
hiscar and into it. Climbing in the other side, he snapped her trance with the sharp query:

"Now - what was it you saw up on the dope?’

"Itwasaman,” replied Shirley. "At least afigure that looked like aman. It was right where the rock came
from, so closethat it could have pushed it.”

"What happened to this figure?'
"I don't know. It was stooped, like Old Jeb. Then it just huddled itself right into the ground.”

Harry didn't inquire who "Old Jeb" might be. Despite the encroaching blackness, the repesting toll of the
bell, he paused for along look up the hillsde. Harry saw the spot that Shirley meant, but there was no
onethere.

Up ahead, thisold road curved very wide of the increeping blackness except for the spot that the truck
had left. On sudden urge, Harry shot the car ahead, swerved to the left of the road in deference to
Shirley's gasp, and thus barely avoiding the edge of the crossing shadow, gained the remnants of daylight
that came from the gap between Ragged Rock and Indian Ridge.

Shirley saw what Harry was after. Hewas circling to higher ground, hoping to get a crisscross view of
the spot picked by the girl. Harry gained some eevation but histrip was shortened when the bad road
stopped a amound of blockading stone, placed there to keep cars from pitching into adeep gully

beyond.

Harry hopped out and Shirley with him. They climbed the stone pile and gained the view they wanted.
On the stony dope that fronted Ragged Rock was asmdll, uneven patch that represented the hole from
which the murderous boulder had toppled, but there was no figure neer it.

No figure anywhere.

There were other boulders, arough line of them, trending toward the deep gully above which Harry and
Shirley stood. Looking to hisright, Harry saw that they werefairly closeto the layers of ledges that
represented Indian Ridge. There was arough break in the lower portion of the Ridge, that followed an
upward line, and Harry recognized that it must represent the branch railway that diced up from Valey



Center and veered off through the gap.
Suddenly Shirley spoke:
"Do you notice something?"

"Don't tell me the blacknessis cregping over us," responded Harry. "We're too far over to the south to
catch the curse from Ragged Rock.”

"No, it isn't that. It'sthe bell. I've just redlized that it stopped.”

Shirley wasright. The mysterious dirge had ended. Long Valey lay amid aslent twilight and thet in itself
was all that Shirley had to seein order to explain the rest.

"The menaceisover." Shirley'stonewas very serious. "For tonight at least. The sun has set, so thereisn't
any more shadow from Ragged Rock. Darkness has moved in from everywhere, from the northern hills
and the southern ridge. When it al foldsinto one, everything issafe again.”

Harry took Shirley'sarm to help her down from the rock pile. Then:

"Who told you dl this?' he queried. ™Y our uncle?"

Shirley shook her head.

"Everybody knowsit," shereplied. "I learned it from the other children when | lived hereasalittle girl."
"But your uncle believesthe legend?

"Of course. We never stayed in the house when the shadow began to fall. We just went down town and
then came back.”

"Indl kinds of weather?"

"Why, no. Only in good westher. When it'sraining or snowing in the afternoon, thereisn't any shadow
from Ragged Rock."

Obviousthough it was, that angle hadn't occurred to Harry. He was till thinking it over asthey were
driving back adong the road. The wavery headlights of the old car were picking out the fork, when Shirley
remarked:

"l went away to school and college and never came back here until this Fall, but somehow | took the
tradition dl for granted. It gripsyou herein Long Valey."

"It'sgripped me dready," admitted Harry, as he swung to the straight road into town, "after what we saw
happen to that poor chap Ferris. Y et somehow the thing was unbelievable, with that shadowy curse and
the strange death bell.”

"Uncle Henley can probably explainit,” asserted Shirley. "He rationdizes everything, though | must admit
that he beginswith unusua theories™

Harry turned a brief glance toward the girl.
"I'd liketo meet your uncle," he said. "Would you be willing to introduce me to him?"

"On one condition,” replied Shirley, soberly. "Firdt, there is something you must tel me.”



"Agreed,” returned Harry. "What isit?"

Though the twilight was deepening, Harry was ill able to catch the rather ddightful smilethat came as
Shirley sad:

"Your name."
CHAPTER YV

Solemn citizens were clustered in front of the old brick court house when Harry and Shirley reached
Valley Center. Conspicuous in the group were the loca surveyors who had trucked Ferriss body back
to town. Having deposited their cargo in the undertaking establishment that served as the town morgue,
these witnesses of the tragedy were giving their version of the affair to the horrified townsfolk who
surrounded them.

When Shirley introduced Harry, nobody inquired why or how he had cometo Valey Center. Hed been
mentioned aready as aman who tried to warn Ferris, which implied that Harry was abeliever in the local
legend of Ragged Rock. So Harry joined the burghers as one of them and listened to their talk.

Thethemewas very limited. Fred Ferris hadn't listened to "what waswhat" and therefore had "gotten
hisn" asalogica matter of course. Finding that his own testimony wasimmediately accepted in
consequence, Harry had nothing to do but study the people themsalves. He was finding them quite
commonplace, when Shirley reminded him:

"Comedong, Mr. Vincent. Y ou said you wanted to meet my uncle.”

Harry turned to accompany Shirley across the village green, which wasilluminated with old-fashioned arc
lights. They hadn't gone adozen steps before the girl stopped short and gave the quick word: "L ook!"

She was indi cating a stoop-shouldered man who was approaching the group by the courthouse. He was
wearing knee-boots with baggy corduroy trousers poking up from them, and a blue flannel shirt that
showed at the front of aragged jacket. A hunter's cap was drawn down over his eyes, but the visor
didn't interfere with hisvision, because his head wastilted up from the humped shoulders that sustained
it.

If the man had straightened up, he would probably have stood better than six feet, but asit was, he
looked rather dwarfish. He needed a shave and his mouth was open, fish-fashion, while hiseyeshad a
wide, listless stare. Those attributes, however, were not enough to distinguish him from his
fellow-townsmen who had aready impressed Harry asavery dull lot. The question was whether this
character was as dumb as he looked.

For one thing his glance was quick, shrewd in its speed if nothing € se. What was more, he was not
lacking in ambition of ideas when judged by the accoutrements he carried. Under one arm, the stooped
man carried a double-barreled shot-gun of the "over and under” type. From adeep bag hanging from the
man's other shoulder poked the head of a dead rabbit along with aforked stick that Harry took to be a
frail but over-sized dingshot.

Why Shirley should be pointing out thisVValley dweler, except asa curiogty, became known when the
girl undertoned hisname:

"Old Jeb."

Remembering Shirley's description of the stooped figure on the dope, Harry could see how Old Jeb



fitted. It was rather puzzling how he could have gotten back to town so soon, though Harry conceded
that Old Jeb could have madeit by aquick start and a short-cut. It had taken some time for Harry to
drive up toward the Ridge, look around and come into town. But there was still the problem of Old Jeb's
disappearance, which in turn could have interfered with argpid trip to Valey Center.

"| just wanted you to notice him," explained Shirley, suddenly. "I'm not surethat it was Old Jeb | saw - if
| saw anybody. But we ought to remember to mention it to uncle, after we've told him about the bell.”

A question popped to Harry's mind as they crossed the green to the gray stone library, which stood on
the side toward the depot.

"Everybody eseisout,” remarked Harry. "How does it happen that your uncle didn't hear the bell? Ishe
deaf?'

"No," amiled Shirley, "but Mr. Luther is. He'sthe librarian; you'll meet him in aminute.”

Meeting Mr. Luther was practically automatic. He formed awizened statue behind acircular counter in
the reading room that formed the main portion of the library. Though hard of hearing he was sharp of
sght, for he was reading Shirley'slips as she introduced Harry during their approach to the desk.

At one sde of thelibrary were afew stepsleading up to acompact stack room which wasfilled with high
book-cases. Harry aso noticed aflight of stone stepsthat led below and it was to those that L uther
gestured.

"Your uncleisdown in the reference vault,” Luther told Shirley, in apiping tone. "He told me you would
be here before closing time, but that won't be for another hour."

Luther pointed to a clock on the other side of the reading room. He was as active as a traffic officer, with
those quick hands of his, for he completed matters by spinning around on hisrevolving stool and pointing
to acloak room at the back where Harry could put his hat and coat. Shirley reached over and tapped

L uther's shoulder so he would turn around and read her lips.

"WEell go down and see my uncleright now," said thegirl. "I'm sure hewon't mind if weinterrupt him."

The reference vault lived up to its doubletitle. It had ahuge oak door, reinforced with iron, that made a
grating sound when Shirley opened it. Insde was aroom that had the foundation stones aswalls, though
it was cozy enough, because of alarge electric heater in the corner. There was atable in the center of the
room and one wall had arow of built-up bookshelves that rose clear to the ceiling, the stonework
showing between the lines of books.

Henley Grantham was at the table, making notes from a dozen old books that lay spread about. Looking
over hisglasses, he beamed athin-lipped smile at Shirley, as he queried:

"Dinner time dready? Well, it should be! I've done more than afull afternoon'swork.” Plucking a sheef of
hand-written papers, Grantham passed them to the girl. "L ook at al these references I've copied, Shirley"
- resting back in his chair, Grantham gave awave at Harry - "and then tell me who this gentleman is.”

Shirley introduced Harry and came right to the details of their meeting. WWhen she described how Ferris
had been trapped within the circling shadow, Harry could see Grantham's eyes go further open, horror
portrayed in the whiteness that spread above theiris. Grantham was Sitting rigid and erect asthe girl
related how death had overtaken the unfortunate surveyor. Eyeswent dowly shut, as Grantham pictured
the grim scene.

"It must have been an accident,” decided Grantham. "It couldn't have been the curse from Ragged Rock,



since the doom bell was not heard.”

"But it was heard, uncle. It rang dl through the Vdley."

"Impossiblel” Grantham's eyes werewide again. "If it had, | would have heard it!"
"But you were down herein the vault. How could the sound have reached you?'
"| should have heard it! Didn't Luther?"

"Of course not!" exclaimed Shirley. "Don't you redlize that he's stone deaf? Of al the people who
couldn't hear that bell, you and L uther rated first."

"Y ou mean there were otherswho didn't hear it?"

"Everybody who was outdoors heard it, Uncle Henley. It came from somewhere over by Half Dome,
probably in the woods above it, though who was ringing it, nobody knows."

Grantham shook his head. Apparently these facts upset some pet theory that he had long held in mind.
Stuffing the notesin his pocket, Grantham | eft the books lying where they were and led the way up out of
the reference vault. He nodded to L uther who was looking hisway when he arrived, then went to the
little cloak room and put on his hat and coat.

"Wemug investigate thismystery,” declared Grantham, solemnly. "Inal my yearsin Long Vdley, | have
hoped that the doom bell would never tall; but next to that my wish hasbeento hear it if it did. | believed
that then | might explain its cause; but | have been disappointed.”

They were going out the door when asudden clangor stopped them. It wasredly startling to Shirley and
Harry'sface showed puzzlement until they heard the chug that accompanied the bell. Henley Grantham
smiled as he gestured off behind the library.

"Only theevening train,” he explained. "It'sjust leaving the depot.” Then, sharply, he questioned: "That
wasn't the same bell you heard before?"

"Not at dl," replied Shirley. "It shouldn't have deceived me, uncle. I'm nervous | guess, and any bdll
would sartleme.”

They reached the crowd by the courthouse just as alarge car arrived. The bulky man who stepped from
the car proved to be Anson Venner, the big-time land owner. Venner had just driven in from Millwood,
s0 he stated, and wanted to know the cause of this commotion. Grantham gestured for Harry and Shirley
to observe Venner'sreaction, so they did.

At firsgt Venner showed an inclination to sneer at the talk of the curse from Ragged Rock, but hisfacia
expression might have been no more than habit. Certain it was that when awed townsmen told him about
the bdll, Venner's eyestook on ashrewd glint that was cold in its cal culation. His tone became emphatic.

"It wasthe curse, dl right," boomed Venner, asthough his statement certified it. "I told you fools not to
parcel off that land up on the dope. Black Arthur drove away the people who lived there once because
they made you serve them. He knows that any others who take that land will be just as bad.

"Y ou believed the legend, didn't you? Then why did you defy it? Still, | can hardly blame you" - with a
curious flare of oratory, Venner eased hisvoice, and even his coarse features showed a trace of
sympathy - "becauseit is your nature to be misguided. Y ou warned Ferristo leave the dope before the
shadow fell.



"His desth was on hisown head.” Venner drew himsalf up, asthough ddivering justice. "But we must not
forget that someone set him to thet fata task. If you arelooking for a culprit, there he stands!™

With that, Venner shook aweighty fist toward the far side of the group, which had spread to admit a
newcomer. Quite unconvinced by Venner's oratory, Craig Rexford thrust forward, hisround face
showing between the fur collar of avery handsome overcoat and atilted derby hat.

The upward curve of Rexford's lips did not denote a smile. Rexford could be as serious as V enner
without becoming so violently spectacular. Nor was Rexford's voice much different fromitsusua purr,
when he questioned:

"Were you saying something, Venner?'
"Y ou heard me!" stormed Venner. "Y ou know what happened here, Rexford!"

"How could 17?" queried Rexford, blandly. "I just came in on the evening train. By the way, where were
you, Venner?'

"Over to Millwood, that'swherel"

Almost as amatter of course, Rexford turned and stared in the generd direction of Ragged Rock, as
though looking for the notch that lay between the crag and the hillsto the north. Angrily, Venner
Spuittered:

"l didn't come back through the notch. Nobody uses that old road. | came around below Half Dome, on
the regular road.”

"Of course" Rexford gave anod. "That's why you didn't hear the bell they're talking about. Y ou were
around Half Dome, That'sall | wanted to know."

Shoving a half-smoked cigar between hislips, Rexford turned and strode toward the Valey House,
leaving Venner fuming to the throng. Still spluttering, Venner was explaining that he hadn't been "around
Half Dome" as Rexford put it, but had smply come home by the proper road. But Venner's arguments,
like his oratory, were completely arrested by Rexford's well-placed remarks.

"Score onefor Rexford," said Harry to Shirley, asthey followed Grantham across the green. "Where do
we go next?'

"Out to the house," replied Shirley. "Uncle Henley is getting hiscar, so I'll go with him. Y ou know the
way and, if you follow, you'll bein time for ahome-cooked dinner.”

Thanking Shirley for the invitation, Harry went to his own car. Faced the wrong way, he had to drive
around the green and as he did, he was forced to stop to let several pedestrians crossthe street. They
were coming from the depot, a quarter mile down the road, and so far they couldn't have learned of
recent eventsin Valley Center, for they looked quite unperturbed.

That should have flashed afact hometo Harry, but it didn't. He was too interested in observing atall
figure that |ooked definitely familiar, among the passengers from the train. Then al had turned the corner
and it wastoo late for Harry to complete his observation. Swinging around the green, hetook along
range gaze, but failed to see the man in question.

What Harry did see was adifferent figure, stooped and tattered, that crossed the green with agait much
like alope, taking the road back toward therailroad tracks.



All during hisdrive out to Grantham's house, Harry Vincent found himsalf wondering how much Old Jeb,
the strangest character in Valey Center, might know about the real menace of Ragged Rock!

CHAPTER VI

Dinner was over when Henley Grantham settled back in his easy chair to propound histheory regarding
the horror of Ragged Rock. It took some coaxing on Shirley's part for her uncle to voice his notions, for
al during dinner, Grantham had muttered that matters didn't fit with hislong-formed idea.

"l have been studying the records of this county,” declared Grantham, referring to the notes that he had
brought home with him, "in hope of solving theriddle of the Rock. My concluson wasthat it might prove
mental rather than physicd.”

"Y ou mean that people imagine things when the dusk strikesthem?' queried Harry. "Things that make
them walk right into trouble?"

Grantham gave a solemn nod.

"It could have gpplied in my case," admitted Harry. "If the darkness had filled that hollow coming down
the road from the notch, | would have cracked up sure. But Ferris's case was different.”

"Not entirely,” asserted Grantham. "Occasionally some of those boulders|oosen and dide down the
dope. Thereis something hypnotic about that creeping shadow. Ferris could have been attracted by a
teetering rock and stayed there, wondering if his eyes deceived him. And yet -"

Pausing, Grantham rose and filled his pipe. They werein theliving room that occupied the bulging corner
of the house, where one window faced toward Ragged Rock, another toward the road from the notch,
and the third in the direction of Half Dome. Those windows rattled as Grantham stepped to the table to
reach histobacco jar, but it wasn't from any creek of the floor boards.

Accompanying the window rattle came the whine of wind, carrying the fury of ahdf-gae. Itsdirection
was difficult to guess, until Grantham explained it.

"The storm is coming over Ragged Rock," declared the thin-faced man. "The first winds dwaysrip
around it! That iswhy they seem to change. We shdl haverain tonight.”

"More probably snow,” put in Shirley. "1t looks very cold outdoors."

"Because of themoonlight,” said Grantham, with asmile. "It givesthe ground afrosty appearance. But let
usreturn to Ferris. His caseis smilar to some of the peculiar accidents that occurred to people many
years ago. What puzzles me isthe matter of the bell.”

"Y ou mean that could be hypnotism too?" asked Harry.

"Mass hypnotism,” responded Grantham. " Spreading like an epidemic from mind to mind, immediately
after atragedy near the Rock. Such has been my theory, but to substantiate it, Luther and | should have
heard the bell.”

"Y ou should have," agreed Shirley, "but not Luther. Y ou dwaysforget that heis deaf.”

"That would make no difference,” argued Grantham. " Since the effect would be purely menta, L uther
should experienceit too. In fact, Luther should serve as the best test for my theory. His mind undisturbed
by ordinary sounds, he might be thefirst to sense a strange disturbance -"



Again, Grantham stopped, alighted match poised above his pipe. He wasn't pausing just for alight;
something e se was bothering him. Tilting his head, Grantham shook out the match and undertoned:

"Ligen!"

Only the howl of thewind, but it carried an dmost human wall. The dectric lights quivered aswastheir
habit in rura sectionswhere wiresran on shaky poles. Asthe whine faded and the lights steedied,
Grantham gave an indulgent smile and struck another match.

"People have fancied many thingsin thisvalley," declared Grantham. " Some have even said that they saw
the ghost of Black Arthur on the dope. My notesinclude such data.”

Shirley gave aquick glance at Harry, who nodded. As Grantham resumed his chair, the girl spoke.

"| thought | saw something, Uncle Henley. Today, on the dope where the stone came from, | couldn't
find a chance to mention it, with so much talk about the bell and your theory that didn't fit."

Over hisglasses, Grantham turned hisinquiring eyes toward Harry, who shook his head.
"l didn't seeit,” said Harry. "Shirley called it astooped figure, something like Old Jeb."

"And then it disappeared,” put in Shirley. "l suppose | must have imagined it, Uncle Henley. So you can
add that to your data. Maybe it will help the theory.”

The wind was back again, rattling doors aswell aswindows. But Grantham's face had changed. He
muttered something about the back door, wondering why it should rattle. Then:

"Old Jeb goes everywhere," asserted Grantham. "Whatever he sees or finds, he keegpsto himsdlf. |
wonder if he has been thinking about the Black Arthur legend!”

Intrigued by his new notion, Grantham arose and started upstairs, beckoning for the othersto follow. As
they reached the second floor, gusts of wind greeted them from a doorway leading into the room above
theliving room.

"Unclesroom,” said Shirley to Harry. "He loves fresh air and always keeps awindow open, except
when a storm comes up. He must have forgotten it tonight.”

In the room, Grantham was damming down the window, which faced to the north. Then, hopping spryly
to the west Side of the room, he raised another window and thrust his head out through it. Still beckoning,
he drew the others toward him and the window was broad enough for both Harry and Shirley togaina
smilar outlook.

The moon wasn't visible, for it was rising from the other side of the house, but the glow was everywhere.
Soon that moonlight would be gone, for huge storm clouds were looming over Ragged Rock and
swooping eestward rapidly. Thiswas anight for ghouls and goblins, when the average imagination could
transform the how! of the wind into abansheg'swail, but its horror was synthetic compared to the effect
that sunset had induced.

At night, Ragged Rock appeared adeep, apygmy thing againg the towering clouds. Grantham ignored it
as he pointed off to the lower dope where a procession of boulders formed little lumps againgt the
gray-brown soil.

"Wasthat whereyou saw it?"



Grantham's shout came between the gusts of wind, but Shirley didn't answer. Her hair was bundling
down over her eyes and noting her predicament, Harry answered for her.

"That wasthe place,”" he shouted. " Somewhere among those boulders, at the spot where oneismissing.”
"See anything now?'

"I think | do, Mr. Grantham." Harry blinked, wondering if his eyesweretricking him. "No, maybe it was
just the flicker of the moonlight.”

Grantham spread his arms and drew the others back from the window, which he promptly dammed.

"Moonlight doesn't flicker," heargued. "I thought | saw something too, someone prowling up among
those rocks. Maybe we should find out who it is.”

"Youll stay right here" ingsted Shirley. ™Y ou can waich the flicker of thefirdight in theliving room, Since
you won't have one upstairs. Those are my orders, Uncle Henley. Harry and | can go out and search the
hillsde"

Protesting dl theway downgtairs, Grantham finaly capitulated when they reached the living room.
Despite hisrdish for fresh air, histeeth were chattering from his sojourn at the upstairs window and he
was forced to admit that he had been wrong in presuming the night to be warm. Facing the fireplace,
Grantham rubbed his hands and agreed he'd better stay indoors.

"Don't go too far up the dope,” he warned. "If you see Old Jeb, we can find out later what he's been
about."

Setting out together, Harry and Shirley left by the back door and took the cut acrossthe fields. Tonight
there was no creeping blackness to avoid, and using the car would have been awarning to any prowler
on the dope. Besides, dl they needed was to reach a vantage point in the shape of astone wall afew
hundred yards this side of the boulder-studded hill. From that wall, which followed adight rise, Harry
was sure they could make their necessary observations.

The light was wavery when they gained the wall, for the edge of the cloud bank was crossing the moon.
Hoping for luck in the few minutes that remained, Shirley brushed back her hair and strained her eyes
toward the boulder, Suddenly, her voice came tense:

"Therel"

A figure wasrising from a spot among the boulders. Instead of remaining stooped, it straightened,
perhaps as Old Jeb might have. But the garb that swept wide in the wind was not atattered jacket. Harry
recognized it for what it was, aflowing cloak.

It was The Shadow!

Thetal man from the depot had reminded Harry of Cranston, but he hadn't supposed that his chief
would aready have switched to his cloaked sdf and come to investigate the matter of amysterious figure
that Shirley hadn't even mentioned down in town. It was amost incredible to Harry and entirely so to
Shirley. Indtinctively the girl sprang down from thewall, trying to drag Harry with her.

"Itisn't Jeb!" gasped Shirley. "It can't be Old Jeb - or anything human! It's something from Ragged Rock,
unlessit'sthe ghost of Fred Ferrigl”

Harry didn't leave thewal. The wind was coming harder and a pelt of deet accompanied it, but he



wanted to say briefly where hewas. Frantically, Shirley tugged hisarm, pointing her other hand down
the dope.

"Comel" she pleaded. "I tdl you it isn't Old Jeb. It can't be" - anew excitement filled her voice -
"Because - look!"

Harry looked. Down the dope where the ground humped near a bregk in astone wall, a crouched figure
was gretching its head forward, like ahuman crane. Pushing ahead of it was along-barreled gun that

bel onged with the hunting bag and visored cap that the stooped man was wearing. Old Jeb, the prowler
of Long Valley, wastaking adirect bead on The Shadow!

With a shout that the wind drowned, Harry turned to warn the cloaked figure up the dope. The crackle
of the gun was sharper than Harry's unheard call. With the report, The Shadow sprawled amid alittle
puff of dust that looked ghostly in the moonlight. As hefdll, there was another shot and a second puff
merged with thefirg.

Shirley was climbing the wal when the dust cleared. Her amazement seconded Harry's.
The cloaked figure of The Shadow was gone!
It was Shirley who thought she could explain it, in terms of what had happened that afternoon.

"It did the same thing before," she chattered. "1 told you even though you wouldn't believe me. It's
something from Ragged Rock - maybe the ghost of Black Arthur. If it looks different, it's becausethisis
moonlight.”

Shirley was wrong, even about the moonlight. The clouds suddenly took care of that detail, wiping it out
entirely. But in the last moment, Harry threw a desperate glance down the dopein time to spot Old Jeb
scudding toward the road to the notch. A moment later the stooped runner was bl otted too.

Harry never could have argued Shirley into going to the bouldersto look for avictim she was sure must
be aghost. HEd have to do that on his own and meanwhile, there was the question of Old Jeb.

Anxiousto trap the killer, Harry sprang from the stcone wall bringing Shirley with him and started the girl
on arun back to the house, an ideawhich agppealed to her immensely.

The deet was dashing with a cutting force, but there were il faint glimmers of moonlight, never enough
to show atrace of Old Jeb, wherever he might have gone. In that icy deluge, Harry and Shirley were
losing their way and wouldn't have redlized that they were going wide of the house, but for the
thoughtfulness of Henley Grantham.

Shirley's uncle must have recognized their dilemma, for alight appeared suddenly to their right, marking
the back door of the house. They had turned in that direction and were skidding down the dippery turf
when the door itsalf swung open and Grantham came in Sight, ashawl around his shoulders, alarge cane
in hishand. Thewind carried Harry's welcoming shout, for it wasin the right direction, and aminute later
Harry wasthrugting Shirley into her unclesarms.

"Tel him dl about it," Harry panted. "About the ghost we saw and the shots we heard. I'm going to drive
along theroad and seeif | can find Old Jeb!™

It was Harry's intention to drive around by road and search for The Shadow among the boulders, but the
trip wasn't feasible with the deet paving the road. A few hundred yards from the house, Harry's car
Sde-dipped into ashalow ditch, so he dimmed the lights and waited for the going to get better. There
was enough rainin thisdeet to dilute it, perhgpsinside ten minutes.



Thewait wasn't that long.

Harry's taut nerves were suddenly conscious of asound to hisright, like the closing of therattly door that
he hadn't even opened. As heturned, raising awarding arm, he gained a swift impression of circulating
blackness that siwarmed toward him. From that gloom which was thicker than the clouded night afirm
hand gripped Harry'sarm.

With it avoiceintoned asingle word:

"Report!"
It was Harry's chief, The Shadow!

CHAPTER VII

It was noon and Craig Rexford had gone out to lunch. He had | eft earlier than usud for two good
reasons. One, was that the body of Fred Ferriswas being removed from the undertaking parlor, which
happened to be next door to the office of the Long Valey Development Association. The other was that
Rexford had to meet afriend, James Westerly, who was coming in on the noon train, which incidentally
was the train on which Ferriss body was to be shipped out.

The office was still open, because it had a customer, aman named Harry Vincent who was interested in
buying an acre asfar removed from Ragged Rock as he could get it. Since Lamont Cranston was
lounging around the office, Rexford had decided to let him talk to Vincent. Thiswas moreto their liking
than Rexford supposed, since they had confidential matters to discuss.

There was alarge map of Long Valley spread on atable and as Rexford's proxy, Cranston was showing
it to Vincent. But Cranston wasn't talking in terms of red estate. His pencil point was resting on a spot
that just about represented the origina location of the boulder that had played too much hop-scotch with
Fred Ferris.

"We can take it for granted that someone didodged the boulder,” asserted Cranston. "It wastoo large a
job and too well-timed to have been a chance occurrence. It follows therefore that Shirley saw the
murderer.”

"And he looked like Old Jeb," added Harry.

"Whoever hewas," continued Cranston, "he disappeared by the smple expedient of dropping into the
hole that the boulder had |eft.”

"You proved that later,” put in Harry. "The way you dropped into that hole when Old Jeb was potting
shots at you last night, was something thet redlly baffled me.”

"| dropped at thefirgt shot,” recalled Cranston, with areminiscent amile. "It wasjust atrifle short. The
next onewas abit long - because | wasn't thereto stop it.”

Harry's glance wandered up from the map and out through the plate glasswindow. Cranston didn't even
haveto follow it to know what he waslooking for.

"Never mind Old Jeb," remarked Cranston. "It is better to study his case before we try to settleiit.
Getting back to the murderer - Old Jeb or otherwise - hewasin histemporary hideout when the bell
began to ring. It attracted everyone's attention and gave him an opportunity to travel thisdirection.”

Cranston's pencil traced aline from the dope across to Indian Ridge, going past the mound where the



bad road ended at the gully.

"From boulder to boulder,” affirmed Harry, "and then through the gully. He could have reached the
railroad track before we even looked for him. That's theway Old Jeb did it."

"Old Jeb?'
"Who ds=£? When | saw him herein town, he -"
Crangton smiled at Harry's self interruption and waited for the rest.

"Say, that clears Old Jeb, doesn't it!" exclaimed Harry. "He couldn't have gone away around by the
tracks and footed it into Valley Center before | drove here. But if Old Jeb isinnocent, what was he doing
on the prowl lagt night?"

"Looking for amurderer,” replied Cranston, "and thinking he'd found one.”
"That'swhy he took those shots at you?”'

"A good enough reason. Old Jeb appearsto be a crafty sort. He could have decided that the killer would
come back and try tofill thetell-tae hole that the boulder |€ft. It was too strong a proof that the stone
had been pried loose.”

Harry looked toward the window again, with adifferent expression on hisface. Camly, Cranston once
more corrected Harry's thoughts.

"Don't become too prejudiced in Jeb'sfavor," cautioned Cranston. "He till could have beaten you back
to town. Have you looked around the depot?”

Harry shook his head.

"Thereisahand-car up past thefreight platform,” Cranston stated. "Hand-cars coast very fast down
grade and the grade from the gap isa sharp one. Listen to the noon train."

Listening, Harry heard the laboring puffs of thelocd asit crawled up toward the gap. Through the
window he could see the heavy smoke from the locomotive, but only the tops of the cars were
occasondly visblein thelow cut that ran through the ledges at the base of Indian Ridge.

"Y ou couldn't have seen the hand-car at dl," was Cranston's verdict, "'nor would you have heard it while
that giant bell was clanging. So Old Jeb could be the murderer &fter al. In that case, he would have gone
to the dope last night to destroy the evidence of hisown crime.”

"Reason enough for himto kill you," put in Harry, histone regaining itsformer heat. "Y ou'd aready found
the evidence, so you knew too much to live. That settles Jeb's case -"

"Neutralizesit would be a better term,” interposed Cranston. "It about balances as an uncertain factor,
something like Jeb's own temperament. Maybe Old Jeb hastaken it into his head to uphold the legend of
Ragged Rock, but that could apply to any crack-pot in thisvalley. Let'slook for astronger motivein
picking alikely man."

Harry agreed to wash Old Jeb from the date, at least for the time being. Searching for motive to produce
the man, he came up with the suggestion:

"Anson Venne."



"An excdlent sart," approved Cranston, "We know that Venner doesn't want any more land sold, even
on the dope. Since Ferris was surveying ground that Rexford had arranged to purchase, Venner couldn't
have chosen a quicker way of blocking the business.”

"Maybeit wastoo quick,” objected Harry, "and it could certainly be no more than temporary.”

"Thereisnothing subtlein Venner's nature,” reminded Crangton. "Hewould pick astraight line asthe
shortest way to any point. No, | may be wrong. He came around below Half Dome when he returned
from Millwood yesterday, instead of using the road through the notch.”

"It's probably as short to make a curve around,” laughed Harry, "asit istaking one that goes up, over and
down. But there's nobody to prove that Venner redly came from Millwood, except Venner himsdlf.”

"WelIl kegp him in mind then," decided Crangton, "dong with Old Jeb. Any other candidates?"
Harry shook his head.

"Venner might be pinning something on Old Jeb,” suggested Cranston. " Perhaps somebody would try to
plant something on Venner."

"Who for instance?'

"I can think of one man, very readily.”

"Crag Rexford?"

"That'sright. Where was he when Ferriswas killed?"

"Coming in on the evening train. He told us so over at the courthouse.”

Cranston gave avery solemn nod.

"That'sright,” he said. "Y ou mentioned it in your report. Rexford was out of bregth, wasn't he?'
"Why, no-"

"But he must have been, after that spring from the station. | walked over with the other passengers. Y ou
were dready garting for Grantham'sin your car when we reached the green.”

"Y ou mean Rexford waan't on thetrain?'

"l mean just that. You'l find his car in the parking ot behind the VValey House where heis staying. He
hasn't any more of an dibi than Venner."

"He hasless," argued Harry. "Helied, to cover himsdf up -"

"Not necessarily,” Crangton interrupted. "Maybe he was just getting the jump on Venner. That's
Rexford'sway of doing things. And now, to continue with our list -"

Cranston broke off as footsteps sounded outside the office door. Asif attracted to the spot where they
were being analyzed, al three suspects so far discussed had assembled in front of the red estate office.

It certainly wasn't by design. Venner and some friends were merely coming down the street when they
barged into Rexford returning from the station with the man he had met there, James Westerly. Old Jeb
just happened to appear, carrying his specia shot-gun and game bag, which was empty, except for the



forked rod that Harry till mistook for ading-shot.
Curtly, Venner nodded to Rexford, who was both polite and insnuating in response.

"Hello, Venner," said Rexford, cordidly. "I want you to meet my friend Westerly" - Rexford gestured to
the portly man who accompanied him. "He just stopped off to see me. He is going to Millwood - on
business”

Venner didn't know just how to take that remark. He finally ignored it by shoving forward a dapper man
who wasin hisown group.

"ThisisLloyd Thurnow," snapped Venner. "He's an expert on soil eroson. He's going to prove what you
haven't told people; that the land up toward Ragged Rock isthe best in thisvalley.”

"Excdlent!" gpproved Rexford. "That'sthe very land | intend to sell to my customers.”
He gestured past Cranston to indicate Harry, but Venner didn't pay attention.

"You'l haveto buy theland first," reminded Venner, "and sellerswon't be plenty after people learn what
they're giving up. Thurnow is starting on the job tomorrow and he's going to get results.”

Venner walked away, taking hisfriends with him. Rexford came into the office and promptly introduced
Westerly to Cranston, then put a polite request.

"I wish you'd drive Westerly to Millwood,” said Rexford. "Y ou can use my car, Crangton, and | think
you'll find the trip worth while. Suppose we have lunch first" - turning, Rexford included Harry inthe
invitation - "and talk about the valey project. It'sawonderful thing, that project. The more partners, the
better. We can take care of al of them.”

Asthey crossed the green to the Valley House, Harry Vincent wondered if Fred Ferris had become a
project partner in order to get his survey job.

Somebody had certainly taken care of Fred Ferris. Maybe he was just the first visitor who was destined
toleave Vdley Center inacrate.

Harry Vincent was becoming something of a prophet, though he didn't recognizeit.
CHAPTER VIII

At three o'clock that afternoon, aflash of red hair broke the monotony of Valley Center. It popped from
acar that stopped in front of the library and the face that went with it began to look around. Harry took
the hint and came from the Valey House. He met Shirley in the middle of the green, while her uncle was
going into thelibrary.

Harry promptly wished that they were anywhere but Valey Center. Shirley'sface was built for smiles,
not the serious expression that it wore at present. The stress was off, so far as Harry was concerned, and
he was dready regretting the moonlight he and Shirley had wasted over such issues as Old Jeb. Today
was another day in Harry's parlance, but Shirley brought up the old routine before he could spegk his
piece.

"The coroner stopped at the house thismorning,” confided Shirley. "Held been up on the dope. He
stopped at the house to get warm."

"Did you take him to your unclesroom?' bantered Harry. Y ou could have faced him south, where he



wouldn't see the open windows."
For the moment, Shirley relaxed.

"What!" sheretorted. "Have him look at an empty fireplace? That's another of my unclesfoibles, you
know. Hewon't build afirein that precious room of his. He saysit would smoke the place up and smoke
him out.”

"He ought to change histobacco if he fedsthat way,” said Harry. "He must have bought that stuff back
when they were giving it away with coupons. But you look serious, o I'll be. What went with the
coroner?'

"Zero-zero. Like the weather | mean. It was responsible. Therain and deet must havefilled that boulder
hole with so much mud the coroner couldn't find it."

"That's something,” grunted Harry. "It puts anew dant on murder. Do it before adark and stormy night
instead of during.”

"Y ou haven't heard the hdf of it," rgjoined Shirley. "The precipitation, as uncle termsit, washed the dirt
loose from alot of other boulders. The whole dope is stocked with push-overs. The coroner tried afew
and they rolled, oh, so easy. That makesthe death of one Fred Ferrisasimple verdict of disadventure.”

Harry shook hishead at that one, so Shirley thought she ought to top it.

"That makes me wonder about Old Jeb," the girl declared. "If anybody knows the weather around here,
he should.”

"Y ou haven't caught him in the library, have you?' returned Harry. "L ooking up old records, aong with
your uncle?'

"Book learning doesn't appedl to Jeb," declared Shirley. "He goes by crows, bunions and such. But when
it comesto clouds, he can certainly distinguish between cumulus and nimbus, in his own dumb way, |

"Granted. Proceed to the point.”

"It'sthis." Shirley was as serious as before. "'If Jeb knew that storm was going to hit, why did he come
around at al? It's easy to see from what the coroner decided, that Jeb wanted to fill one boulder hole and
loosen afew other stones. He might have known that the ssorm would do it.”

Harry didn't tell Shirley that she was bolstering the good half of abalance sheet aready issued under the
name of Old Jeb. In hisopinion, Jeb's case was il under advisement. Just to change the subject, Harry
queried:

"What does your uncle think about it?"

"He's building up alunar theory,” replied Shirley, "and that demands more research. HE'strying to learn
whether strange things happen during the dark of the moon or during the full. Maybe hell talk it over with
Luther.”

"Y ou mean Luther isinterested?’

"In lip reading, yes. Uncle Henley uses so many long words and technical termsthat L uther likesto use
him for practice. He told me o, but of course | didn't mention it to Uncle Henley. Poor Luther! He gets



s0 bored, stting inthelibrary al day, reading thetitles of books at twenty feet, with that terrific eyesight
of higd"

The humanization of Luther gave Harry a sudden idea. He reached in his pocket and brought out a letter
that Cranston had handed him earlier. Though the | etter was addressed to Harry, Cranston had brought it
- with a purpose.

"Read this," said Harry, with agesture to ahandy bench. "It came this morning.”
"Fromagirl,"” said Shirley, looking at the handwriting. "lan't it - well, rather persona ?'
"Hardly so. She'sjust another brunette.”

"And what do you prefer - blondes?"

"Totdl thetruth” - Harry's eyesfollowed the curve of Shirley'srounded chin, jumped the high bridged
nose that separated her hazel eyes, and paused above the level of her forehead - "I'm neutral.”

Shirley could have laughed, but she merely smiled, as she settled on reading the letter, which was a brief
but friendly note from Margo Lane.

"Thisgirl soundsnice," decided Shirley. "Is sheadope- or just ignorant?'
"Just ignorant.”

"That'sdl right. She can be cured by experience. Imagine anyoneliving in New Y ork and wishing for a
jobinasmal town like Valey Center! Or maybe you're the attraction.”

"Count me out. Margo isjust fed up on city life, that'sdl. | must admit” - Harry gave adight gesture of
mild pride - "that my notion of becoming a pioneer rather intrigued Margo. She doesn't want to become a
project partner, but she's sold on Valey Center. A library job would certainly appeal to her."

"And sheld gppedl to Luther," decided Shirley. "He wants me to take over, but | won't, because I'm
leaving here as soon as| can find something in New Y ork. I'll handlethis, Mr. Vincent."

Shirley headed for the library and Harry went back to the Valey House, fedling quite happy because he
had planted another of The Shadow's hand-picked workersin Valey Center. What knocked the
happiness out of him was the empty lobby. Only alittle while ago, Venner had been around there and
Harry was supposed to watch him.

There was ill a chance toward redemption. Harry looked acrossto the real estate office, expecting to
see Rexford there. The door was shut, with asign hanging on it. Harry didn't require Luther's remarkable
eyesght to guessthat thesgn said: "Closed.”

Inleaving with Westerly, Cranston had automatically assigned Harry the task of watching the principa
suspectsin the Ferris case. With Venner and Rexford gone, Harry's chance of fulfilling that duty were
about nil, unless Old Jeb came wandering by to offer atrail, which wasn't likely. However, Harry
propped himself in achair that fronted on the lobby window and hoped at |east one prospect might show

up.

Shirley broke that vigil by arriving with the news that Margo would be acceptable as assstant librarian, if
willing to take an inadequate sdary, aforgone conclusonin Valey Center. Shirley was going to the
movies and invited Harry, but having seen both ends of the local double-feature, he declined to share the
ordedl.



That left him aonein the otherwise empty hotel lobby, speculating on which of three men hewould see
fird. By thetime long streaks of blackness stretched the green, announcing that the sun was dipping
below Ragged Rock, Harry was convinced that this business would produce a blank. He began to worry
and his mood produced a notion.

Harry went to the desk and tinkled the bell that brought the clerk.

"Wherewill | find Thurnow?" inquired Harry. ™Y ou know, the chap who is going to test the soil
tomorrow."

"He hasn't been around,” replied the clerk. "Guess you'll find him over at the moratorium.”
"Thewhich?'

"Funerd parlor to you."

"Morgueto you," retdiated Harry. "Whét's he doing over there?'

"They gave him the back room," explained the clerk. "He's unpacking alot of crates that came on the
noon train."

"What'sin them?'
"Why don't you go and find out? Maybeit'sfertilizer."
"Humusto you."

Before the clerk could top that one, Harry was on hisway out the door. Crossing the green, he cut
between the undertaking establishment and the library and found afenced lane that served asan dlley.
Entering the back door of the moratorium, Harry saw the crates that the clerk had mentioned but there
wasn't any sign of dapper Lloyd Thurnow.

A truck rumbled up behind the place and a couple of hedlthy farmhands clambered from it. Their truck
bore a cardboard placard that said "Valey Express Company” and they must have figured Harry to be
Thurnow, because they nodded with the respect due a soil erosion expert.

"Give us ahand with them spare coffins, mister,” suggested one, with awave to the corner, "and well
clear more space for you to work in. Guess old Dowdy was glad to rent his store room. It gave him an
excuse to peddle some of them expendive caskets that there warn't no call for."

Harry hel ped with the antique coffins, which proved as heavy asthey looked. When he had given the final
shoveto thelast of four, he waved from behind the truck and it swung from the fenced lane into the road
that |ed to the depot. Deciding that he couldn't learn anything more in Dowdy's Undertaking Perlor,
Harry started back to the hotel wondering where Thurnow had gone.

At themiddle of the Village Green Harry halted. What made him stop was something that he wondered
at later. It could have been the tight clench of hisfists, which for some reason he had ingtinctively closed.
It might have been the peculiar shape of the long black streaksthat stretched across his path, jagged
shadows that reminded him too much of Ragged Rock.

Or it could have been ahush in the atmosphere itself, one of those preternaturd lullsthat presaged
caamity. Whatever the cause, Harry's instant of pause seemed strangely prolonged. It was like waiting
for something that was sure to come, despite dl rationa objection.



It came, the distant toll of agiant bell!

The same dirge of death that had frozen Harry on the dope below Ragged Rock. Weird, unred, yet
vaguely traceable by the echoesit flung back. It was from the north again, from somewhere near Half
Dome, that bulge among the hills. Asfor the echoes, they quivered first from the southern Ridge, then
swelled asthey rolled in from the west, asif Ragged Rock had caught its share and was contributing it to

the pool.
Everything stopped in Valey Center.

Probably everyone but Harry wasturning horrified in the genera direction of Half Dome. Harry didn't
look to see, for hiseyeswere fixed forward, downward. After dl, to Harry, thetoll of the repeating bell
symbolized the terror that he had personally seen creep in from Ragged Rock. Echoes no longer came
acrossthe village green. They merely came from the shadows now.

Only they weren't shadows from the Rock, those streaks across the green. They merely came from the
trees, the Minute Man statue, and the buildings that flanked this open square. They meant nothing and
therefore Harry could rlax. Hisown fists, bulging so tightly before his eyes, made Harry recognize his
exaggeraed tension.

Harry gave ashort, harsh laugh, to prove that thetoll of death was not for him. Simultaneoudy, he
opened hishandswide. A new swell of the clanging bell gave him asensation of panic that made al
previous horrors dwindle into minor recollections.

No, the clash of that discordant tocsin from the hillsdid not mark Harry Vincent asavictim. It smply
proved that the curse of Ragged Rock could carry atwo-way threat. If eyes had peered across Harry's
shoulder a that moment, they would have believed that the bell was an accusing paean, singling out a
man of murder.

In the haf-light of the early sunset, Harry Vincent saw that his widespread pdmswere completely
smeared with the crimson dye of blood!

Loud camethefind toll of the horrific bell and the ripple of itsingdious echoes stirred alone word
through Harry'sbrain:

"Murderer!”

CHAPTER IX

Old Luther leaned forward from the library desk and let hislong-range eyesight probe the outside dusk.
Asbefore, the librarian had failed to hear the brazen bell that |eft a chill in the affrighted air, hence he had
no ideathat horror reigned anew through Long Valley.

What interested L uther was the strange behavior of aman who aimlessy roamed the village green,
wringing his handsin amanner that suited Lady Macheth. That notion caused L uther to turn and read the
titles on the volumes of Shakespeare that stood near the stairway |eading down to the research vaullt.

The man on the green was redling toward the library when Luther took another look. It struck Luther that
the fellow was drunk and might make trouble, so the librarian started to leave hisdesk in order to
summon Henley Grantham, who was busy, as usud, taking notesin the closed room below. At that
moment, the man reeled away, so Luther didn't go downdtairs.

Harry Vincent was the man of odd behavior and he had just noticed L uther through the lighted doorway



of thelibrary. Thefact that he was under observation awoke Harry from the staggery mood that had
swept him.

The shock of discovering his blood-stained hands had |eft Harry utterly aghast. Starting one direction,
then another, he had been utterly unable to control his shaky knees. He'd wanted to wash the guilt from
those hands of his, and hisfirst thought had been to go to the hotel. Redlizing that the clerk might seethe
crimson evidence, Harry had swung toward the library; now he recognized that it could not serve him as
ahaven.

Hoping to get out of Luther'ssight, Harry found himsdlf in the space between the library and the funera
parlor. He suddenly pictured himself asamurderer returning to the scene of crime, though he didn't know
what that crime could be. Ingtinctively, Harry shied from the back door where he had helped |oad the
truck, and blundered over behind thelibrary.

Thelibrary had aback door too. It formed an entrance through alittle vestibule leading into the upstairs
stack room. Harry remembered it because he'd been in the library this morning, in fact had spent an hour
there, before keeping his appointment with Cranston. A happy thought struck Harry: held go in through
that door and find Grantham, who would certainly believe hisstory.

Grantham'stheory of mass hysteriamight still be unestablished, but Shirley's uncle definitely believed that
theforce of the Valley legend could produce physica effects upon persons who encountered it. Such a
hideous phenomenon as blood from nowhere would intrigue Grantham. At least he would listen to
Harry's story and try to analyze it without prejudice againgt the man who told it.

Harry's hand stopped asiit reached for the door knob. He remembered that the door was locked, for he
had seen the key insgdeit while hanging his hat in the vestibule during histrip around the stack room. But
it wasn't the locked door that made Harry fdter. The blood on his hands was the reason. He couldn't
afford to leaveitstraces on the knob.

Then the possibility of interviewing Grantham faded when Harry redlized that held have to snegk past
Luther anyway. The steps from the stack room led down through the reading room and Harry would
haveto follow thewall for twenty feet to gain the stairsto the vault. Luther's eyeswere asroving asthey
were keen; nothing ever escaped them. Thetrip to the vault was out.

Silence dill clutched Vadley Center. The villagers were probably standing stunned, waiting for harrowing
news from Ragged Rock, before they budged. Only the furtive blare of alocomotive whistle broke the
spell. 1t was the evening loca, coming into town on time by some strange freek.

Harry's spell was broken too.

Experiencing the mental reactions that might have gripped an actud murderer, Harry had lost his menta
whirl and wasfinding himsalf unusualy canny. Quick, crafty thoughts were springing to hismind, ways of
covering his dilemmatuned with recollections that he could put to rapid use.

Firg to get away from here,

That was easy, consdering the numbed condition of the populace. No need of going back to the green.
All Harry had to do was snesk past the fence on the other side of the land, so he did. From there it was
easy to pick apath aong the fence, behind a hedge, through awooded stretch and thus to the station
without a chance of being seen.

All dong the route Harry was wondering what next.



That too was easy. The approaching whistle of the train inspired Harry's next scheme. Held reach the
gation first and stop at the water tower, where the constant leakage would enable him to wash his hands.
When thetrain pulled in, Harry could take aleaf from Rexford's note-book, adding a cute item from his
own.

Hed say hed comein on thetrain, if anybody asked. Harry would be able to proveit, by joining the
passengers who were walking from the station. He wouldn't be adope and arrive too soon, like
Rexford.

Avoiding the ation, Harry cut across to the water tower and found the trickle that he wanted. Theicy
water dripped into his cupped hands and he rubbed them gratefully, watching the dried blood disappesar.
The next thing wasto dry his hands, so after making sure that they were thoroughly clean, Harry rubbed
them through his hair, then took alook a them in the light and chuckled.

The chuckle turned sour.

Thiswhole thing was so impaossible, disposing of blood that came from nowhere, like thetalling bell, that
Harry wastaking everything for granted, including the light that arrived so conveniently. Suddenly coming
back to redlity, Harry made a quick retreat into the darkness, when he saw that the glow came from the
searchlight of the locomotive, which was sopping at the station. The train had puffed right into VValey
Center, without Harry redlizing it.

That was bad.

Though there was a good chance that the engineer hadn't spotted him, Harry was cut off from the
platform where the passengers were dighting from the train. There was nothing to do but huddle down
beside the track and wait until the train pulled by.

While he waited, Harry watched.

Like relics from some long-forgotten past, he saw four coffins being loaded on the baggage car behind
the engine. Asthelast onewas did on board, Harry remembered his own experiencein back of the
funera parlor. Hed helped shove coffins on atruck and afterward, there had been blood on his hands!

The train was sarting, the whed s of the engine spinning on the grade. Past went the searchlight, then the
panting locomotive, and asthe baggage car came along, Harry acted according to new inspiration and
hauled himself in through the open door. There wasn't any baggage man in this combine car, so Harry
wasted no time getting to work.

Hefdt like amurderer no longer. Rather, Harry was a crime-hunter, tracking down avita clue. He chose
his coffins carefully and picked the one that he remembered asthe last to go on the truck. It was an
antique type of imitation mahogany, which could account for Harry not noticing the blood.

But the blood was there.

Harry could seeits ooze by the flare of the match he supplied. It took a close search at the end of the
coffin, where the trickle was dready clotted between the casket and the lid. Giving thelid apry, Harry
found that it wasloose. It popped open and Harry's match was flaming above the dead face of Lloyd
Thurnow!

Someone had handed the man short ghrift.

Tipped back, Thurnow's head was astudy in gore. One clout from a convenient blunt instrument had
finished him. The murderer had smply packed him in the coffin, propping him a one end because the box



was considerably more than Thurnow's size. Asluck had it, Thurnow's end had been the lower one when
Harry shoved the coffin on the truck. In handling it, Harry had picked up those streaks of blood.

There was no need for another match. M oonlight was streaming intermittently through the open door of
the baggage car, asthelocal labored up the dope that ran through Indian Ridge. Early moonlight this
evening, creeping from the even horizon to the east of Long Valey. Blocked off at intervals by the rock
formation of the ledge aong the Ridge, the moonlight was only occasiond, but it was sufficient to study
Thurnow's body. Harry was hoping that he could add clue to clue and get atrail back to the murderer.

That trail was closer than Harry supposed.

The clatter of thetrain, the creak of the old wooden car, completely drowned the dight groan that
sounded behind Harry's back. The noise came from the hinges of another coffin and it was tuned to the
risng of thelid. Blocking the moonlight, the bulky coffin cover obscured the figure that arose from within.
All that was definable was the crouch of that ingdious shape.

Body bent forward, arms extended, the figure had a head that raised itsdf in vulturous style, that its eyes
might guide apair of clutching hands. The likenessto abird of prey was perfect, for those hands
swooped with the speed of attacking claws. They took Harry's neck in oneterrific grip and hauled him
back with ayank that brought his head against the coffin.

The locomotive was whistling for agrade crossing that hadn't been on the map for thirty years. To Harry,
the blaretrailed off like something vanishing into another realm of space. Two formswerelying silent
when the crouched man came from the coffin that had served as an improvised ambush.

One form was the dead body of LIoyd Thurnow; the other, the unconscious figure of Harry Vincent!
CHAPTER X

The second feature at the Iris Theater was a Western, filled with enough gunfire to rock the rafters of the
only movie housein Valley Center. Some of the audience wereredlly scared, but they were fortunate. If
they hadn't been listening to the movie shooting, they would have heard the toll of the dooming bell.

Shirley Grantham came out of the theater to find the town in astate resembling the night before. Little
clusters of people were gathered together, saying nothing; glad smply to share each other's company.
Shirley didn't haveto ask if the desth bell had tolled. Positive that it had, she dashed into thelibrary,
paying no heed to L uther's astonishment as she hurried down to the research vault. Finding the door tight
shut, Shirley pounded until she received a clattering response; findly, the door swung wide and Henley
Grantham stared bewildered at his niece.

Shirley couldn't find breath for words. By the time she did, Grantham had learned dl from her face.
"Thebdl agan?'

Shirley nodded.

"I have my car." Grantham's tone was grim. "We must go up there at once. Who wasit thistime?"

"I don't know," replied Shirley. "1 don't think anyone else does. They'rejust standing there - so helplesdy
- waiting for someoneto tell them.”

When Grantham's car pulled around the green, it started an immediate rush for others. The tenson was
telling on the natives and someone bold enough to head for Ragged Rock was accepted immediately asa
natural leader. Strong though the hold of supergtition was, it didn't stop people from bringing aong their



shooting irons; rifles, shotguns, and other formsof local artillery. In asense, Grantham wasleading an
unofficia possetoward the hillsde where death must certainly have struck again.

Reaching the fork, Grantham swung aong the road to the left, since that was where Ferriss death had
occurred. He asked Shirley how long ago the bell had tolled, but she didn't know. Their information
came when they found the road blocked by abig car that had bogged into a muddy ditch, Ieft over from
last night's rain. Grantham recognized the car as Venner's and the burly farmer put in a sudden
gppearance from in front of it.

"Glad you're here, Mr. Grantham,” greeted Venner, huskily. "I heard the bell ring when | was coming into
town."

"Where had you gone?" inquired Grantham sharply. "Over to Millwood?'

"l was sarting that way," replied Venner, "only | forgot something and had to come back. That'swhen |
heard the bell. | wasright by the old road that goes up past Half Dome."

Grantham eyed Venner very sharply.
"How long ago was that?"

"About haf an hour - maybe alittle more." Venner shrugged as though the time didn't matter. "Anyway,
the going was dow, because the road was muddy. | hit the road above your house, took a swing back
toward the fork -"

"Through the shadow from Ragged Rock?" interrupted Grantham. "Were you willing to risk it, Venner?

"It was gone by that time. Anyway, | got thisfar, and it's moonlight now. Maybe we ought to look
around.”

Other cars had arrived and their occupants were piling out to hear what Venner had to say. The man
who promptly agreed with Venner happened to be the last person he expected. He stepped up from the
sde of theroad into the glow of headlights and introduced himsdf with anod. The man was Rexford.

"A good idea, Venner," said Rexford. "Where do you suggest we begin - or wouldn't you know?"
Venner furnished one of his patented sneers.
"What are you doing here, Rexford?'

"I was up by the notch,” Rexford gestured off into the moonlight. "Thought 1'd take ahike and learn how
good the old road was. It needs alot of improving but we won't bother. When my project partners begin
to settle here, I'll supply them with jegpsthat can travel anywhere, even up the Side of Ragged Rock.”

Venner remained persistent.
"So you were up by the notch?!

"Just sarting back, when the bell rang. | took a short cut acrossin back of Grantham's. But | had to wait
until the shadow blended with the darkness."

"Y ou mean you believein the curse too?’

"Why not?1'm going to stay in Valley Center. | think | ought to take the advice of people who know this
territory better than | do.”



Rexford's stlatement was meant for the townsmen who now formed an interested cluster and it took
immediate effect. Observing the nods that passed among them, Venner decided that Rexford was
becoming too well liked, but he didn't argue the point. Instead, he bluntly took over the leadership with a
big-armed gesture in the genera direction of Ragged Rock.

"It'smoonlight now," announced Venner. "Mr. Grantham here will tell you that the curseis off. Suppose
we spread aong the dope and see what we can find. | hope it won't be anything unfortunate, like what
happened to poor Ferris."”

Somewhat gingerly, the throng began to spread. In severa minutes the widened pack was moving up the
dopeinwhat struck Shirley asan exact reversd of the rough curve that the irregular shadow followed
every afternoon. At times, men dipped from sight on the undulating ground, while others suddenly
appeared on the tops of the sone walls. The strong moonlight rendered the hunt decidedly uncanny.

At last ashout came from awave of ground just to the right of the old blocked road and not far from the
gully. The place was below the boulder territory, but sheltered by the remains of an ancient ssone wall.
Shirley and her uncle were among the first to reach the scene and they found two men pointing down into
theruinsof anold cdlar.

"Look thar!" A man was pointing to a star-spread body. "He must have sumbled right into it. Like atrap,
I'd cdll it, seeing as how thiswas one of them old houses that was here afore Black Arthur'stime!™

More shouts brought men from aong the dope, among them Anson Venner. The burly leader of the local
farm bloc was thefirgt to identify the victim who lay sprawled inthe old, deep cdllar. Eveninthe
moonlight, Venner could make out the man's features, for he knew them quite well.

"It's Thurnow!" boomed Venner. "The erosion expert who arrived today. But he wasn't supposed to
come up here until tomorrow!" Cutting off, Venner turned in chalenging style and saw the person that he
wanted. "Thisisyour work, Rexford!"

"Beyoursdf, Venner," returned Rexford, in hiseasy purr. "l only met Thurnow for afew minutes. Now
how could | have induced him to come up here and sumble into an old pit that | never even saw?”'

"Y ou brought him here and threw him in - that'swhat you did!"
"Andwhy would | do that?"

"Y ou know, well enough! Thurnow was going to prove that thisland was good. Y ou wouldn't have been
ableto buy it then.”

Turning on hished, Rexford faced asemicircle of loca farmers who had gathered around. They |ooked
like an awkward squad, with their variegated firearmstilted at curious angles.

"Haven't | dwaystold you thisland was good?' demanded Rexford. "Haven't | asked you to name your
pricesfor it - those of you who are lucky enough to own such fine soil?'Y ou know the motto of the Long
Valley Development Association: 'Enough for dl' - and that means money aswell asland. Money for you
who want it; land for the project partnerswho need it."

Nods and mumbles corroborated Rexford's statements. Venner's gift for oratory dipped him again; he
was only able to splutter that he hadn't heard of Rexford's most recent offers. To which Rexford smiled
indulgently and then countered:

"Y ou clam to be head man in thisvaley, Venner. Y ou should keep up on current affairs. Perhgps you
have' - Rexford'sface, catching the glow from the east, was amiling like the moon itself, though not quite



as pleasantly - "and that iswhy you changed your mind about Thurnow'svaue.”
Venner's splutter became coherent.

"You'reaccusing me!" he sormed. "Thinking I'd get rid of Thurnow if | found | didn't need him. Why,
next you'll be saying | killed him hoping it would be blamed on you!™

"Hoping it would be blamed on me," agreed Rexford, still displaying hisarch-amile. "That's exactly right,
Venner."

"Why, you -

Any expletivesthat Venner added were drowned by the clatter of stones as he shoved forward to thrust
his beefy hands at Rexford. Both were on the edge of the cdllar pit and the stonesthat Venner kicked
went rattling down upon some farmers who were hoisting up Thurnow's body, aong with the dead man's
hat and overcoat. The voicesthat came up from below weren't paying complimentsto Venner. Rexford
took advantage of the interruption to sidestep his beefy adversary.

"Perhaps you didn't follow Thurnow here," speculated Rexford. "After al, somebody had to be over near
Haf Dometo hammer that big bell. It'sthe sort of job you'd prefer, Venner - the easiest. Maybe you
planted a stooge hereto kill Thurnow. Let'slook around and see if we can find him."

Rexford's gesture could have been amere coincidence. At least it was haphazard, for hisback was
turned to the figure that he indicated. His hand gave a carel ess wave up the dope toward which the
witnesses faced. Following it, they saw a stooped figure that came dowly up from beside the stone wall
that angled across the dope above theruins.

It was much like Old Jeb, that figure, until it straightened; then it proved to be someone dse. Just who it
was, only one person could have stated, and she suppressed the name with agasp. Through sheer loyaty
- if nothing else - the girl hoped that no one else would recognize the man she regarded as afriend.

The man who was steadying himself againg the old sonewal was Harry Vincent. Having mistaken
himsdf for amurderer, when aone, he was now the focd figure on a scene where others would believe
hisquilt!

CHAPTER XI

One howl from the human wolf-pack was enough to assemble the remnants of Harry's scattered wits.
He'd been trying to remember how he arrived here and hisimpressions on the subject were rather vague.
But there wasn't any doubt that he was where he didn't belong; the vengeful howls of the Valley tribe
sraightened him on that. What Harry needed was time to get going somewhere else and therewas a
factor in hisfavor.

To reach him, mogt of the VValey men had to go around the ruined cellar, which was acomplex pitfall.
Once part of avery sizeable mansion, the cellar spread to such extremes that wide detours were
advisable. So the pursuit began with a spread-eagle formation that offered Harry his necessary start - or
would haveif he hadn't sumbled.

It wasn't the stumble as much as Harry's hat.

Harry didn't even think of the hat until he kicked from the low stone on which it lay beside him. The hat
hit the dope and rolled consgpicuoudy down the dope. Seeing it, Harry decided he redlly needed it and
acted accordingly. His brief chase cost him at least adozen seconds; worse than that, it put himin the



open and close enough to attract the aim of guns. Despite herself, Shirley shrieked awarning as she saw
the men who circled the pit take pause and raise their guns.

What might have happened didn't.

Something diced across the sward like afigment from the dark side of the moon. It was human, yet
fantastic, this cloaked shape that hurtled from beside aknall, to reach the spot where Harry stooped. It
seemed to gretch itself along the ground in agigantic dide that carried Harry with it, just beforethe

gunnery ripped.
The Shadow!

Shirley didn't know him by that name, but he reminded her of ashadow, one of agnister sort. In this
bailiwick, the mere word "shadow" stood for the perpetual menace that dwelt in the umbra of Ragged
Rock. Venner's share-croppers held the same opinion but they feared the jinx only in the daytime.

If the thing that had rescued Harry Vincent happened to be Black Arthur's ghost, it could look out for
itsdf.

It did.

Out from the blackness near the sonewall came ataunting laugh that ridiculed the gunfire from below.
The local marksmen had missed their target and were getting mockery in return. But it wasn't the custom
for Black Arthur's ghost to laugh, hence The Shadow's favorite mode of discouraging opposition actualy
dimulated it on this occasion.

The Vdley folk charged upward, guns coming to am. Beside thewall, The Shadow gave Harry ashove
that sent him in the opposite direction. Starting astumbly dash, Harry heard his chief's admonition:

"Keep low, so they won't see you. Around the end of the wall and then over toward the gully -"

His hand plucking something that lay beside him, The Shadow wheded erect. His other hand went back
againg thewall ashisfirst arm delivered an underhand ding. One of the aiming gunners howled as heflew
off balance, his shot-gun spurting upward instead of dead ahead.

The Shadow had bowled the fellow down with anicely rounded stone, picked from the old wall. Picking
such stones wasn't a case of choosing them, for most of them were very much dike. They variedin
weight, but a hundred years of exposure to the weather had shaped them into egg-shaped missiles that
could be handled like bowling bals.

More were coming, with uncanny results. The men who tried to hop them found that they jumped.
Sidestepping wouldn't do, for the stones could take surprising curves. Moving dowly along thewall, The
Shadow was changing the course of hisimprovised aley, and that added another doubtful factor, Guns
were missing regularly because The Shadow gave precedence to men who aimed, bowling them out
fird.

Some were circling to get further up the hill, where the contour would ruin The Shadow's system. Halting
where he was, The Shadow plucked stones from asingle spot and kept them dinging in arapid
cross-fire. Nevertheless, the circle widened and a shout came for agenera charge. In from a quadrant
surged acomplete flood of foemen.

With asideward jump, The Shadow cleared the wall, just ahead of his pursuers. They didn't stop to aim;
they could do that on the other sde. Asfor jJumping, they disdained such show-off stuff. Three abreest,
thefirg arrivals clambered for the top of thewall, with another bunch boosting right behind them.



Thewall disappeared in amelee of sprawling humanity, that sent stones bouncing away in al directions.
So simple was The Shadow's expedient that they hadn't noticed it. In supplying hislast barrage of stones,
he'd been picking them from one part of the wall, mostly from the bottom, leaving only awedged
framework of larger pecimens. The Shadow's high-jump hadn't disturbed the fragile set-up, but the
weight of his pursuers had wrecked it.

The pile-up disentangled itsdlf into individuaswho looked around for The Shadow, but couldn't find him.
The moonlight seemed to quiver under the el usive mirth of adeparting laugh that might have come from
anywhere - or nowhere. It left the pride of Long Valey exactly one hundred percent nonplussed.

Somewhere in the gully, The Shadow overtook Harry and gave him ahdping hand. He didn't ask for
explanations until they neared the railroad track. Asthey cut through adanted crevicein the ledge, The
Shadow spoke in a hushed tone:

"Ligen!"

They could hear adow, light clatter moving away from them, but it was further up the track in the
direction of the gap. Gradually it paused and stopped, whereupon The Shadow beckoned Harry in that
direction. Asthey walked along the track, The Shadow put his queries.

Harry answered them, abit hazily. Hetold of helping load the coffins; how held found the bloodstains on
his hand. Next histrip to the depot, the hunch he had gained beside the water tower, and his discovery of

the body in the baggage car. Then:

"Something grabbed me," said Harry, ruefully. "It must have popped right out of an empty coffin, because
that's what my head cracked when the hands pulled me back."

"Y ou didn't see who the something was?'

"l wish | had," responded Harry. "l wasjust coming out of my coma, when he shoved me off thetrain,
aong with the body. We couldn't have been going any more than twenty up that tough grade, but | went
blotto again when | landed. Next thing, | was over by the stone wall. | was getting up when | heard
voices, not thinking that apack of hyenaswould be after me."

The Shadow gestured for silence asthey turned acurve in the tracks. They were near the gap and Harry
could see a crude shack ashort way up the ledge on the far sSide of the track. The Shadow drew him into
the shelter of the ledgeitself and Harry whispered the question:

"Who lives up there?"
"Old Jeb," replied The Shadow, "otherwise thiswouldn't be here.”

By 'this The Shadow meant a hand-car parked on the track itself. Harry had been too interested in the
shack to notice theitem that was closer by.

"It belongs down near the water tower," informed The Shadow. "Didn't you see it while you were
there?'

Harry shook his head.

"It must have been up here then." The Shadow pointed to a space beside therails. "That's where Jeb
usudly dumpsit. I've been checking on afew factslady."

Harry was picturing Old Jeb making trips dong the railroad line on the hand-car. Pumping up grade



would be dow; adithery down trip rapid. Thelatter certainly fitted with The Shadow's theories regarding
amurderer's departure, but Harry wasn't willing to pin those specid trips on Old Jeb. Circumstantial
evidence was out of Harry's category, considering his own experiences of late.

So Harry smply asked:
"Where would Old Jeb be now?"

The Shadow pointed straight up to the darkened ledge that overhung them, and Harry realized why they
had did under its shelter. A cutetrick of Jeb'sto leave the hand-car as bait for someone who might come
along thisway. It had taken The Shadow to catch on to that one.

And now The Shadow was easing Harry toward the hand-car, helping him work quietly up itsSide,
holding him back so he wouldn't get over to the center, which Jeb could probably see from the edge of
the ledge. The grade wasjust right for agood start back to Valey Center and Harry thought The
Shadow was going to join him on the journey. Insteed:

"| left Westerly over in Millwood,” undertoned The Shadow. "I brought Rexford's car over the road you
tried. | parked it near Grantham's, 0 I'll have to go back thereto pick it up. Y ou're making thistrip alone
- and take thiswith you."

From benegath his cloak, The Shadow brought something that he thrust in Harry's hand. Before Harry had
timetolook at it, things were happening fast. The Shadow yanked the bat to get the handcar started and
Harry responded with another pump. By then, The Shadow had wheeled across the cut and was aming
an automatic a the overhanging ledge.

All The Shadow picked as atarget was the edge of the ledge, but it was quite enough. Asthe clatter of
chipping rock joined the roars of the automatic, Old Jeb made a crouched legp from the top of the ledge
to reach higher ground. The Shadow had scared him right off his perch, but Jeb ralied promptly. From
the hand-car, Harry saw the stooped man flatten and aim his shot-gun and the hand-car was Jeb's
target.

It wastoo late, thanks to The Shadow. Harry's speed-wagon was taking a curve along the sharp down
grade, gathering plenty of momentum. Jeb'sfirst shot was completely out of sight behind the bend, the
second sounded like a hopel ess echo.

Perhaps The Shadow wastelling off Old Jeb, or he might smply beletting Harry know that he, The
Shadow, had not been Jeb's second target. Again, the parting mirth could be areminder. At least Harry
took it that way.

Just areminder that The Shadow had handed Harry something before sending him on hisway. Sweeping
down into the patchy moonlight, Harry took alook at the object that he hadn't noticed until now.

The thing represented the last item of misplaced evidence that might mistakenly connect Harry Vincent
with acrime he hadn't committed. It wasn't The Shadow's way to forget such matters even in the midst of
tumult.

The Shadow had handed Harry his hat.
CHAPTER XII
"Desth by misadventure!”

The coroner croaked the verdict, certified it with arap of hisgavel, and thus officialy digpelled the



mystery surrounding the desth of LIoyd Thurnow.

Outside the court house the news was passed to an assemblage that broke up with mutters of partial
satisfaction. Farmersin hip-boots formed the mgjor portion of the throng, and there was a certain
reluctance in their manner of departure. Beside the courthouse steps, Harry Vincent was speculating on
the attitude of these small land owners, when avoice drawled in hisear:

"What d'you think on't, mister?"

"Lookslike they're disgppointed,” replied Harry without turning. "Maybe they expected the ghost of
Black Arthur to show upin court.”

"Heh-heh. That'sagood one. Only ‘tain't the right answer.”
"No? Thenwhat is?"

With the query, Harry turned and cameto arigid hat. Until that moment, he hadn't begun to guesswho
was speaking to him. Now Harry knew and the discovery was a bit too sudden to be discounted on the
instant.

Harry was face to face with Old Jeb.
Thiswasthefirst time that Harry had actudly chatted with the Valley's most unseemly character.

Indeed, it was Harry'sinitid experience in studying Jeb eyeto eye. Thefelow looked shrewder than
Harry had imagined, but there was a curious effect about his eyes, in the way their gaze seemed to light
and fade. Old Jeb talked with those eyes - if you could understand them. The thing was so phenomena
that it held Harry speechless.

Maybe Jeb didn't notice Harry's mood; then again, he might have. Those flickers of Jeb's eyes kept an
observer guessing, whether or not Jeb himsdlf intended it. Harry found himsdif trying to decide whether
the stooped man knew everything or nothing about affairsin Long Vdley.

Henley Grantham had said that Old Jeb kept hisfindingsto himsdf and Harry found himsdlf crediting the
statement. Though Jeb was at this moment garrulous, his discussion concerned matters that were
common property, had Harry chosen to inquire around town.

"Black Arthur don't bother 'em,” stated Jeb. It being his turn to speak, he rode over Harry's silence,
though it was dmost a certainty that Jeb had noticed it.

"They say they seen him up near Ragged Rock t'other evening, rolling round stones the way he used to
do with bowling balls over yonder on the village green. Didn't the coroner say nothing on't?"

Not wanting to stop Jeb's flow of words, Harry smply shook his head.

"Guess the coroner knowed better,” decided Jeb. ""Tain't sound judgment to plague Black Arthur, notin
thishere Vdley. But the death bl isdiff'rent. Twarn't Black Arthur who rung it first, leastwise not while
he was dive, and any rate the bell don't belong around the place he cares about.”

Old Jeb shifted his hunting bag, adjusted a dead rabbit that was hanging over the edge beside the
pronged stick, and crooked his shot-gun further under hisarm. About to turn away, he tapped Harry on
the shoulder and gave a gesture toward the departing farmers.

"What | was going to say," declared Jeb, "was that them fellows has been hunting up by Half Dome.



Whether Venner put ‘'emtoit - or Rexford - what they was doing was looking for the big bell. Mebbe it
wastheir own notion, only they hain't found no bell. Wont, nuther, | reckon.”

With achortle meant for himsaf done, Old Jeb sauntered off toward the depot, where the noon train
was soon due. Fedling that thiswarranted areport, Harry went to the real estate office, where he found
Cranston aone.

Camly non-committal, Cranston heard the details of Harry'sinterview with Jeb, then gestured to the
large map on the table. He was ready to discuss some angles on Thurnow's death, which had occurred
two nights ago, there having been a one day postponement of the coroner'sinquest.

"Y ou have provided avita fact, Vincent," complimented Cranston. "Unlike the case of Ferris, which was
direct and well established, Thurnow's degth involves acomplexity which the county authorities have
completely overlooked. They takeit that Thurnow met disaster near the spot where they found him,
whereas we know that he was murdered herein town.”

"Probably in the undertaker's back room," added Harry, "or am | getting too far ahead?"

"Y ou're going too far back, I'm referring to the time, not the room. What we must trace are the
subsequent actions of thekiller."

"All right, chief. He dugged mein the baggage car, pitched me off with Thurnow's body, and probably
carried us each by each, over to the old cdllar pit."

"Areyou sure?' There was apenetrating stare to Cranston's eyes. "' Couldn't the killer have marched you
ahead of him while he was carrying Thurnow's body?*

Harry met Crangton's probing eyes. They had a probing power that was reputed to cloud men's minds,
but in Harry's case they stirred vague recollections into actudities. Under that sway, Harry began to
gpeak as a hypnotic subject would, while Cranston, leaning closer, provided the basic promptings that
went with thissmple but effective digplay of awakening memory through suggestion.

"l was getting up,” declared Harry. "Getting up from hands and knees."

Eyesfixed, Harry stooped and circled hisright hand just above the floor. Hisleft hand went to the Side of
his head and rested there. Cranston's voice came steadily:

"Y ou arefeding something with your right hand -"
"Yes" brokein Harry. "It issmooth and cold. It isstone, in layers - the ledge beside the railway tracks."
"And your head hurtsyou -"

"Yes. My shoulder, too." Harry gave ahunch, and winced. "I hit it when he pitched me out. There's
something poking in my back." Harry arched painfully; "It fedslikeagun. The voiceis spesking to me."

"And tdling you -"

"Tdling meto kegp moving. Were going through the gully.” Harry's feet were marking time. "Now he's
stopping me; he's dropping something down there, behind me." Harry pointed backward to the floor.
"Something heavy into somewhere deep. Now we're moving again” - Harry's legs were labored, as
though going up adope "and he'stelling me to stop beside the wall -"

Breaking off, Harry gave agroan as he planted both hands to his head. His manner was a perfect



imitation of aman receiving ahard blow at the back of the skull. Cranston caught Harry as he swayed,
gave afinger-snap in front of his subject's eyes. Coming out of his partia trance, Harry blinked &t the
daylight.

"Did | remember?' heinquired. "Remember enough?'

"More than enough,” nodded Cranston. "1 wasright. The killer only needed one trip to dump Thurnow's
body and march you up dong the stonewall. That settlesthe time element.”

"How 07"

" About ten minutes between the tolling of the bell and the departure of the train. Eight more for thetrip up
grade. Five minutesto carry the body and march you over here" - Cranston drew a short line that
indicated the gully's position on the map - "but only three to get back to the tracks. At most four minutes
for aflying trip down grade, on the hand-car."

"That adds up to thirty," acknowledged Harry, "but | think some fractions could be clipped here and
there.”

"We don't need them. A half an hour was enough. | checked the railway time table against the time sheet
at the movie theater. The second feature ended twenty minutes after the train pulled out of town and that
alowsthe necessary margin before the time when people started to the dope.”

"That'sright. Shirley said it took her a couple of minutesto realize what had happened; then she went to
the library and told her uncle. He went right to his car and they started for the dope. That cracked the
ice; therest of the town followed.”

Anxiousto tear down theriddlefurther, Harry began to think in terms of suspects. He found himsdlf
picturing apair of scaesthat were wavering badly toward the wrong sde. Harry exclaimed suddenly:

"Old Jeb!"
"Asthe murderer?' queried Crangton. "Just why?"

"Because he's the only person who could have doneit. He could have come back here on the hand-car
to fix an aibi, then finding everybody gone from town, he pumped back up to his shack."

"Rather foolish, wouldn't it be?"

"It fits Jeb though. At least it could fit him" - Harry paused to consider - "but | wouldn't be sure. He may
be as smart as he looks dumb, or vice versa.™

"What about Venner or Rexford?"

"They're out, both of them. If either of them came back to town on the hand-car, how could they have
gotten up to the dope the way they did? Venner was ahead of everybody, so I've heard, and Rexford
arrived mighty quick without acar.”

"That'sright.”
Crangton's smile told more. He waited for Harry to catch its full import and the wait wasn't long.

"What adopel am!" exclamed Harry. "This hand-car suff may be just asideissue. Why, neither Venner
nor Rexford hasared dibi at al, any more than they had when Ferriswas knocked off. They were both
on the ground before Thurnow's body was found. It's atoss-up between them.”



"Which would you pick asthe murderer?’

Harry couldn't answer. Thiswas one of those heads and tails affairs where the coin hadn't opped
spinning. However, Harry was certain of one thing. He could understand why even The Shadow was
forced to leave amystery in abeyance. Plausibly, it lay between two men, but one would haveto be
made to show his hand.

"We have not exhausted the possibilities,” said Cranston. "Nor even the probabilities. If we consider
these murders from the standpoint of motive, we find Venner and Rexford deadlocked. That would seem
to cance them out, but if oneisthe murderer, he would be clever enough to play for such astalemate.
When guilt wavers between two men, both are as safe as a person lost in amultitude.”

As Crangton finished, Rexford gppeared on the sdewalk, accompanied by Westerly. Seeing Cranston,
Rexford gave an annoyed glance toward Harry, which sgnified that Rexford wanted to talk to Cranston
aone. Taking the hint, Harry picked up his hat and left. Outside, he turned directly toward the library.

It was too early to find Grantham there, but perhaps L uther could supply somelocal datathat would be
helpful. Harry Vincent was determined to do his part toward cracking the deadlock that double crime
had produced.

CHAPTER XI11

Luther wasn't at hisdesk in the library. Usually he stayed there dl day, occasionaly munching crackers
and drinking milk that he kept under the circular counter, but Luther now could afford the luxury of a
lunch hour.

The reason was he had anew assistant to take over in his place. Perched in Luther'susua seat, Harry
Vincent saw Margo Lane. For someone who had just come on the job, she looked unusualy smart, but
that was Margo'sway.

"Good morning, Lady," said Harry, removing his hat with abow. "I'm astranger in town and would like
to know what'sgoing on."

"Y ou mean theloca rumors?' queried Margo. "1 can give you dl of them. Opinion isdivided among the
grange members. Half of the farmersthink that Venner killed Ferris out of sheer spite and then got rid of
his own man, Thurnow, just to cover up. What stimulates that notion isthat Thurnow might have proven
to be aboomerang to Venner, if Thurnow found the soil too good.”

"Nicegoing," complimented Harry. "What does the other half think?*

"They say Rexford did both jobs. He eradicated Ferris just to throw some blame on Venner; then was
smart enough to figure Venner would be accused of anything el se, including Thurnow's degth. In technica
terms, Rexford was playing one ahead.”

"Y ou must have been reading the gdley proofs of next week's loca newspaper.”

"Think s0?' Margo leaned forward confidentidly. "Then get this, because it won't bein print. Whatever
their convictions, al farmerswho own land up on the dope are going to peddieit to Rexford, right
quick."

"Y ou mean they'rein favor of hisproject?’

"Project nothing. They'rein favor of themselves. Thereian't aman in thisValley who hasn't kept the first
dollar he ever stole. Hard cash istheir greet love, because it's hard to get. Now it's coming easy."



Harry was redly astounded at the surety with which Margo tossed off dl thisinformation.

"Black Arthur won't care,” continued Margo. "They think hisghost ison their side, anyway. They saw his
ghost two nights ago, and afew say another spook was with him, probably one of the good old gang.”

"Y ou mean they bdieve the ghost stuff?’

"Why not? It's been going on along while. Everybody in this county not only believesin ghosts, but sees
them. Particularly Old Jeb."

"Where have you been getting dl this?'
"From Luther, of course," laughed Margo. "It was my morning's lesson in becoming assistant librarian.”
"But Luther is deaf. How does he hear dl these rumors?'

"He seesthem. Practices hislip-reading by long-range vision. People don't mind spesking out when
Luther isaround. If they only knew!"

"And why does he unload it on you?'

"Because Mr. Grantham gets bored. Whenever he comesin, Luther sartsfeeding the current gossip and
that keeps Grantham from his research.”

"Why doesn't hetdll Luther off?'

"Try totell Luther off! Hejust looks the other way. HE's mean, Luther is, in anice sort of way. He gets
Grantham interested by talking about old records and then shovels the modern dirt. Luther admitted it
when | asked him, so | forgave him."

It was dawning on Harry that Margo was aready becoming the best undercover threat in Valey Center.
At that, hed only heard thefirgt part of it.

"Among the lesser of my future duties," declared Margo, "will be the privilege of reading to Old Jeb from
the one and only book that interests him. It dealswith divining rods."

"Divining rods?'
"Yes, liketheforked stick that Jeb carriesin his hunting bag. He has awhole collection of them.”

"So that'swhat | thought wasading-shot!" exclaimed Harry. "I get it now. Thething isone of those
willow sticksthat crazy chapslike Jeb carry around by the handles, figuring that the thick end will point to
underground water."

Margo shook her head sadly.

"Willow isn't the best," she declared. "Old Jeb prefers hazel, or did when he looked for water. But he's
goneway past that stage now."

"What's he after - gold?"

"Of course, though he'stold Luther heéld settle for silver. Every night before Christmas, Jeb goes out and
cutsanew divining rod from atree of one year's growth and usesit for his next year's modd."

"From what kind of tree?’



"Jeb has been trying different species, but so far they haven't brought the jackpot. The charm won't work
if you cut more than one, so hisquotais limited to aunit ayear when he follows that system. Hetold
Luther he'sgiving it up. Jeb'slatest rod is his own notion.”

"The one he carries now?"

"Yes. Hecut it from atree caled ironwood, which isastough asit sounds. Jeb figuresit redly hasironin
it, on account of the name. Iron and gold both being metds, thisjob ought to bring results.”

"|sthat in the book?"

"No, indeed. But if you want to see the book, it's on the third shelf, two sections from the left, in the next
to the last bookcase in the stack room. The ninth book from the end, with a blue buckram cover."

Harry went to find the book. It was an interesting old volume entitled " The Divining Rod and Its
Accomplishments Through the Ages,” so Harry tossed his hat on ahook in the vestibule and sat down at
areading desk. He was deep in the lore of divining rods, when he heard mingled voices from the main
reading room. Putting the book aside, Harry went out and found Margo chatting with both L uther and
Grantham, who had arrived together.

"I'm not interested in the dispute,” Grantham was declaring. "V enner wantsto control the present farmers
likealot of share-croppers. Rexford intendsto fill the Valey with alot of settlersfrom the city. Let them
fight it out between themselves"

"It will ruin Long Valey," warned L uther, "unless someone takes control.”

"TheVadley isruined dready,” returned Grantham, ruefully. "l aminterested in it asit was, not asit will
be. Why should | become the butt of both factions?"

"The farmers must trust you," put in Margo, "so | think the new settlerswould.”

"Y ou seem to know agreat dedl, young lady." Grantham curbed hisanger with asmile. "A great ded for
someone who only arrived thismorning.”

"It only took methat long to trust you," smiled Margo in return, "'so that ought to convince you."

"A good argument, if nothing else," conceded Grantham, with abow. Then, to Luther, he said: "But why
al these rumors about drafting me as arbiter, while both VVenner and Rexford are determined to run things

separady?'

Luther stroked his chin. He had been reading the desire from many lips, but so far hadn't learned the
underlying facts. Luther was a better snooper than an analyst. As L uther's echo, Margo couldn't supply
the answer ether, but Harry fdlt that he had learned enough to give an opinion.

"Venner islosng hishold on the Valey," Harry told Grantham. "But Rexford can't go through with his
project without awater supply. The farmers are afraid that everything will fal half-way and the same will
apply to project partnerslike mysalf. Somebody will have to take over if this feud between Venner and
Rexford continues."

"Feud?' queried Grantham sharply. ™Y ou hold them responsible for these recent murders?!

"I wouldn't say thet," rgjoined Harry. "But those victims wouldn't have come to town if the dispute hadn't
started. Next thing, it will spread to awar between farmers and project partners, unless some
compromiseisreached.”



Shouts were coming from the village green, and in the outcry the name " Grantham” sounded like a chant.
Stepping out through the door, Grantham received waves and cheers from a gathering crowd of villagers.
Joining the group were Venner and Rexford, each with afew friends, both apparently fedling that it would
be good policy to accept theloca sentiment.

Seeing Cranston near the flank that included Rexford, Harry decided to join him and help the cause.
Soon, Harry was looking over shoulders to see Rexford moving toward Grantham, who was now in the
center of the throng. With him, Rexford was drawing Westerly, the portly man who had visited Millwood
two days ago. From the other side, Venner gpproached, bringing acompanion who had along, thin face
that ended in ablocky jaw.

"Caleb Jarrock," identified Cranston in an undertone. "He's the second largest landowner in these parts.”
"Y ou mean outsde of Venner?'

"Yes, and outsde of Long Vdley. Jarrock happensto own the timberland that suppliesthe big mill over
a Millwood, aswdl asan interest in the mill itself. Westerly was trying to meet him the other day, but
Jarrock wouldn't see him.”

"Y ou mean Westerly wantsto buy out Jarrock?”

"Yes, to help Rexford's project. Meanwhile Venner is offering inducements to Jarrock to keep things as
they are. Aslong asthe mill staysin business, Pleasant Lake can not be acquired asareservoir for Long
vdley."

Apparently something wasin progress, for Henley Grantham was starting toward the Valley House dong
with Venner, Rexford, and their respective satdllites. Watching them go, Cranston spoke to Harry in an
even tone:

"That conference should mark the end of troublein this Valley. Instead, it may mean thered beginning!”
CHAPTER X1V

It was dl settled very nicely, so nicely that it wasn't settled at dl. High above Long Vdley, Ragged Rock
seemed to gloat over the confusion it had caused.

Always, Ragged Rock was the dominating factor, dwarfing the schemes of little men. Every day, & noon,
itsfateful shadowswould begin to creep, filling first the crannies that lay under the greet crag's bulges,
darkening next the rough base of the great rock; finally spreading with that jagged, ever-speeding pattern
that all men feared.

Formerly, villagers had ventured toward the Rock before the hour of noon. Now old incidents were
being broached: how, during a previous generation, some boys had falen while trying to scae the dliff,
late in the morning when the Rock was not taboo. The answer had cometo light after many years; the
boys must have wiggled benesth some overhanging chunk of stone and therewith tasted the effects of the
baeful shadow.

Smilarly, night-time was no longer safe. Recently, the ghost of Black Arthur and a henchman had been
seen by moonlight, but this was nothing novel. Often in past years, such ghosts had been reported, and
they were aways proof that the power of Ragged Rock was to manifest itself with arecurrence of its
curse.

No longer would anative of Long Valey venture within amile of Ragged Rock, even &t the crack of



dawn.

Margo Lane was hearing this chit-chat from the gosspy lips of Luther. Meanwhile, Harry Vincent was
getting the other Sde of it from Shirley Grantham. They were meeting down town every afternoon, and in
the evenings Harry sometimes called at the house. Shirley had asked her uncle about the legends and he
attributed them to the same old cause: mass hysteria.

Grantham's theories were beginning to hit on dl cylinders. Old legends that he thought were buried
completely in forgotten records were cropping up from nowhere. Even his explanation of the mystery bell
was established, for not a shred of evidence had been gained in the vicinity of Half Dome.

Grantham had modified histheory asfollows - Either the imaginary clanging of the bell was spread
through the terror that persons saw when viewing one another's faces; or the sound wasred, but an
unexplained natura phenomenon that somehow had been coincidenta with desth.

No longer could Grantham remain puzzled because he had not heard the bell whilein the research vaullt,
because Shirley had dso failed to hear it while concentrated upon the Western picture at the loca movie
theater, and the same gpplied to the entire audience.

Grantham intended to make further research on the subject, but he was too busy with his present task of
smoothing therift between two factions. So Shirley was doing the work for him, not in the old record
vault, but upstairsin the stack room, where the books on psychology were kept.

It wasthere that Harry found Shirley on this particular afternoon. Shewasin acorner of the reading
room, sorting afew booksthat lay on abottom shelf, flush with the floor. She had chosen this bookcase
because most of its shelves were empty and she could lay odd volumes on them.

"How isyour uncle making out?' inquired Harry. "In the business of making everybody happy, | mean.”
"They're giving him the run-around,” returned Shirley, "if you know what | mean.”
"l don't - at least not entirely.”

"Wdll, he's become the messenger boy between Venner and Rexford, who just won't spesk to each
other. They watch each other, though, like hawks, and then expect Uncle Henley to tell them what the
other wasup to."

"How about Jarrock and Westerly?!

"They'rejust acouple of eggs,” defined Shirley. "Hawk's eggs, thet are likely to hatch. They'll be
checking on each other next, my uncle says."

Harry nodded a thet plausibility. Then:

"Rexford has bought up agrest lot of options," he declared. "If thisthing fizzes, they won't be worth a
nickd onthedallar.”

"I know it," returned Shirley. "Uncle Henley is afraid that VVenner is counting on buying them up cheap.”

"Not Venner," said Harry. "The farmerswouldn't let him have them." Harry didn't add that thiswas
Crangton's opinion. "The thing would just Smmer into aloca land company that would mean nothing.”

"Nothing except more trouble for my uncle," put in Shirley, bitterly. "Do you know what he hasto do this
afternoon? Drive dl the way around Pleasant Lake, to estimate just how good areservoir it would be.



Why, hewon't get back until midnight!”

Mention of the reservoir was important to Harry, who was carrying on for Cranston, whilethe latter was
in New Y ork. Since Cranston was due back on the noon train, which wasto arrive shortly, Harry was
anxiousto snap up any last bits of valuable informetion.

"Do you mean Jarrock may be going to sl the mill to Westerly, so the lake will be free for other use?"

"Of course not,” returned Shirley. "Rexford isjust trying to force theissue. Venner knowsit and thinksits
grand because he knowsit's just awaste of time. Between them, they're sending Uncle Henley on a
wild-goose chase."

The noon train must have arrived during this conversation, for footsteps suddenly introduced Cranston.
Coming through the stack room, he nodded to Shirley and asked where her uncle was. Learning that
Grantham had probably started for Pleasant Lake by thistime, Cranston remarked, a bit disappointed:

"l suppose I'll have to look through the records mysdlf then. I'd hoped he could find the ones | wanted.
Some of the old title deeds may be helpful in solving this Valey project. After dl, if Rexford wants meto
invest inland, | should firgt learn if he'sbuying it from those who redly ownit."

Harry suggested lunch, which pleased Shirley, so they accompanied Cranston to the desk inthe big
reading room, where Margo handed Cranston the key to the research vault. Cranston went downstairs
and Harry began looking over the old volumes of Shakespeare which occupied awide shelf, while
Margo and Shirley held aconversation.

They were getting dong nobly, these girls, too nobly to suit Harry. Finding that their conversation
deepened after the five minute mark, Harry interrupted it and reminded Shirley about lunch.

"Luther will be back shortly," said Shirley. "Then Margo can go with us. Can't Shakespeare hold you that
long?'

"Why not get your hat?' queried Margo. "Y ou'll forget it like you dways do and have to come running
back for it."

Harry went through the stack room to the vestibule where he had left his hat. Returning, he heard alow
cal from the corner by the empty bookcase and saw Cranston standing there. Before Harry could put
any questions of his own, Cranston was asking him what had developed lately, outside of Grantham's
coming trip to Pleasant Lake.

Briefly, Harry recounted his own findings as supplemented by Shirley's statements.
Cranston's eyes became strangely distant.

"The curse may strike again, very soon," spoke Crangton, asthough his distant gaze pictured the growing
gloom from Ragged Rock. " Something will haveto bresk thetensonin Long Vdley."

"Rexford and Venner are playing for big stakes," agreed Harry. "It's a question which would take the
rsk."

"Only one could afford to takeiit," supplemented Cranston. "The one who dealsin murder, under the
shelter of superdtition. That is, if either Rexford or Venner happens to be the man responsible.”

Harry gave atroubled nod.



"I'velost sight of Old Jeb entirely,” Harry was forced to admit. "He hasn't been using the handcar,
because it's over by the station. But where he's keeping himsdlf, | redlly don't know. He hasn't even been
into look at hisbook."

Seeing Crangton's eyebrowsraise in interest, Harry found the book on divining rods and brought it. As
Cranston started to turn the pages, Margo's voice caled that she was ready to go to lunch. Harry caled
back that he'd be right there. Cranston's hand restrained him as he turned.

"Burbank isintown," said Crangton, quietly. "He came on the train with me."

Knowing Burbank to be avital cog in The Shadow's machine of human assistants, Harry was
immediately intrigued. Both as a contact agent and atechnician, Burbank usudly figured when The
Shadow had some specia plan.

"Takethese." Cranston handed two watchesto Harry. "They are synchronized to the fraction of a
second. Give one to Margo and keep the other for yoursdlf.”

"You have athird?"'

"Y es, and Burbank has afourth. Y ou are going to Old Jeb's shack. Margo will stay here at thelibrary.
Burbank's post will be the highway junction on the eastern dope.”

"And wherewill you be?'

"At the other extremity of the Vdley," replied Cranston, camly. " Somewhere near the top of Ragged
Rock."

At that moment, Margo repeated her impatient lunch call and its very sgnificance helped hold Harry
aghast. That call meant that it was already afternoon, when any spot on the sheer but rugged face of
Ragged Rock might be a pocket of doom-filled gloom. Either as himsdlf or The Shadow, Lamont
Cranston intended to defy the mighty curse!

"Whoever hasrevived thelegend,” asserted Cranston, calmly, "can not afford to neglect it. Deeth must be
attempted and a atime when the bell isready to ring. How closdly those two are related is something we
must learn. Therefore | have decided to challenge the curse, in the hope, that it will fail.”

Dangerous though the decision was, Harry recognized that Cranston's choice was right. Knowing too
that Rexford, Venner, and Jeb were dl present in the VValey, but unaccounted for, Harry saw that
Crangton's plan might logicaly reved the murderer. But there was something far more certaininthe air.

"Those watches have stop-hands," said Cranston, "When we four hear thetoll of death, we must
immediately timeits strokes to the exact instant and keep precise check. From our results, we can
triangulate to the exact spot from which the sound comes.”

"With four linesto work from," nodded Harry, "well haveit right to the dot.”

"Three are sufficient for a perfect triangulation,” remarked Cranston. " Of course afourth would be more
than helpful - or should | say, lessthan fata ?'

Cranston gave a parting smile as he waved Harry on hisway to the luncheon date. That smilewas alast
reminder that Lamont Cranston was soon to face a threat which no man had ever been known to
urvive

CHAPTER XV



A transformation was under way within the thickening gloom that fronted Ragged Rock. A haf hour
before aman had strolled openly into that fatal area, after making sure that no ordinary observerswere
nearby, athing that was amost foregone.

The Shadow didn't want it noised among the farmers that one of their number had seen Lamont Cranston
defy the curse. In entering this rellm of doom as Cranston, The Shadow had done so purely for the
benefit of one specific man, the unknown murderer whose nefarious business required him to keep check
on this sector.

So far, no doom.
Therefore The Shadow was becoming himself.

Among aclugter of curious rock formations, The Shadow was putting on ablack cloak and adouch hat
that more or less merged him with the base of Ragged Rock. A geologist would have found this
interesting terrain, considering the size of the odd-shaped rocks.

From their shape, they looked like mushrooms that had sprouted overnight, from an uneven surface of
amilar rock. Some of the formations were broken, but whether they had fadlen from their own sheer
weight, or had been knocked gpart by loose rock falling from the cliff above, was a question that might
have been answered both ways.

The rough ground led upward and The Shadow was forced to move through narrow channels formed by
the base rock. Those were the times he blended with the gloom, so smoothly that eyes could never have
detected him. Then, coming, into wider spaces, The Shadow would resppear again, with gray rock as
the background. Always, however, he avoided the squatty formations, some as high as a dozen feet that
looked ready to topple on the dightest pretext.

Some of these mounds were so cracked that they |ooked like piled-up dabs and often the largest
specimens were on the top. Then, in contrast, there would be jagged stones close by, pinnacles formed
from the gray-stresked stone that formed the foundation of Ragged Rock itsalf.

It was probable that few men had ever ventured up this preliminary dope where, by their very structure,
the vast stones seemed to shout "Beware!™ 1t wouldn't take the curse of Black Arthur to bring disaster to
an unwary prowler. The Shadow discovered that, when he picked stegp short cuts up danted surfaces,
ingtead of going around by narrow aleysin theirregular crust. Often, in gripping astony projection, he
would fed it yield, so he was careful not to depend on any hold until he tested it.

Looking back after aclimb of afew hundred feet, The Shadow saw that his vertical progress had not
been grest. Rather he had ascended a series of giant steps, streaked with zigzag pathways leading past
the curious clumps of piled and tilted stones. Here and even higher there were little patches of soil among
the fissures, from which hardy shrubs sprouted. Among the rocks, The Shadow could see Sizegble
clusters of such vegetation.

The rough-hewn, natura pathways widened frequently into redans forming walled open-spaces that
looked like crude fortifications. Small wonder that Black Arthur and his outlaw band had chosen this
terrain. Not only could they beat a perpetua retreat up among these rocks; the loose stoneswould have
served them as missilesto hurl down at pursuers.

Indeed, from thislevel, The Shadow could see an over-abundance of such stones down at the bottom,
some o close that they could not have been pitched from a great height, or they would have bounded
further. Out beyond that rocky debris was the rough but turfy ground where the lines of permanent
boulders were stationed; past that ring lay the undulating dope itsdlf, rolling down toward Valey Center.



All thisrock, viewed from the Valey, looked like aportion of the crag itself. Only by apersond visit had
The Shadow been able to check the true formation; at that, it was not too clearly visible, because already
the gloom from Ragged Rock was laying itsthick apron past the boulder line.

Actudly on theface of the cliff, The Shadow dug hisfingersinto deep cracks and took toe-holdswith his
soft-tipped shoes. Though his progress was now dower, he gained eevation much more rapidly, until he
cameto abulging bunch of dliff that formed aliterd umbrelaabove him.

Instead of grabbing for the edge, as he would have clutched a cornice, The Shadow worked around the
bulge. Santing back again, he came to the top of the thrusting rock, paused there and exerted pressure
on the edge. A treacherous chunk broke loose and The Shadow watched it float straight downward;
striking a hundred feet below, it bobbed into one of the pathways, skewed off at an angle, struck ablock
of wall and scudded in the opposite direction.

It was like agiant game of the sort seen at a country fair, dropping the rock to find the right pocket. If
The Shadow had trusted to that chunk, he would have found himsdlf part of the game, but he wouldn't
have counted, not being able to bounce and zigzag like a piece of rock.

Thefall of the missile and its subsequent clatter sent up a curious echo that died with a suppressed gasp.
Thefoot of Ragged Rock had away of hushing up whatever happened in its grim preserves.

Continuing his climb, The Shadow made another survey after the next hundred feet. Here the whole foot
of the huge cliff could be seen in one wide sweep. Thanksto the gray hue, The Shadow could seethe
streaky dants that made paths, with their widened junctions. They looked level from thisdtitude, but
having cut acrosstheir zigzags, The Shadow knew that they occupied at least the height of athree-story
building, perhaps more.

The reason for the last-named amendment was the fact that The Shadow had to no degree explored
those numerous by-paths, which formed a veritable maze. Some one familiar with that walled [abyrinth
could make arapid trip from one sector to another, whereas a stranger could become lost among its
tricky branches. Thiswas something to be remembered for afuture investigation.

Chiefly, The Shadow was interested in looking back to seeif anyone had followed him. Asfor hishat
and cloak, they were necessary accoutrements on this climb againgt the face of the darkened cliff. Below,
as Cranston, The Shadow could have taken refuge first among boulders, later amid the rock strata. Up
here, he would be an open target for riflefire, if visble.

Still, The Shadow was hoping that someone would try it. Occasionally, he kicked aloose bit of stone
down to the bottom and watched it play "Pigsin Clover" in the giant's pin-game at the bottom. Those
were bait to bring out a marksman, who if he did appear, would be amurderer crawling from beneath his
stone. If Old Jeb showed up with his shot-gun, for example, he would prove himsdf the culprit that The
Shadow wanted. For it was a verdict absolute that no one belonging in Long Valey should ventureinto
the rock shadow that now was sweeping wide.

Only amurderer had done so. Hence, The Shadow was safely beyond gun range of anyone else. With
jutting batches of stone dways handy, he was ready at any moment to find afox hole on the face of the
crag itsdf!

Therewasn't atrace of motion below, so The Shadow straightened for thelast long Iap to the summit of
the crag.

It was hard going near the top, enough to demand The Shadow's complete concentration. Time was
becoming short, asthe cloaked climber could tell by the glances that he gave toward the wide-spreading



shadow below him, which had familiar markings transforming it into atremendous sundid.

Most conspicuous of those markings was the Grantham house, down toward the fork. Though it didn't
represent the extremity that the umbrareached, it tdlied approximately with the hour-mark a which the
fatal tocsin had twice rung. The circling spread, moving faster and faster, was sweeping rapidly toward
Grantham's.

Up past thelast bulge of crag, The Shadow reached the summit. The sunset struck him with amighty
burst and coming to hisfeet upon the top-most pinnacle, The Shadow formed afigure that might well
have represented Black Arthur. To be seen here wouldn't matter; indeed would only add zest to the local
legend, for the peak was not within the forbidden shade of Ragged Rock.

Off to the west, The Shadow could see Pleasant Lake, with itsriver forming aribbon down through
Sunken Swamp, behind Ragged Rock. Though the dope was much less steep in that direction, the
swamp banked right up to it, forming an immense quagmire that the road from Pleasant Lake skirted far
on the other sidein order to reach Millwood. So sodden was the swamp, its depth established by the
tree branches barely poking from its bubbling ooze, that it formed an impassable obstacle for anyone
who might wish to scale Ragged Rock from the easier sde.

Turning toward Long Valey, The Shadow saw the time-mark edging againgt Grantham'’s house. Scanning
the ground rapidly but keenly, he saw nothing that resembled motion until he had worked into the line of
boulders. Dark though it was, that ground did not blot off The Shadow's vision.

Likeantsfrom ahill, two tiny figureswiggled into being. Curious thingsthat paused to move their hands
asinsectswould their feders. Funny creatures, working around the boulders, from afew hundred yards
apart, toward what would prove afoca point among the zig-zag pathways at the base of Ragged Rock.

Watch in hand, The Shadow eyed them. They were human, those pygmy things, but they were primitive
in action. They were stalking each other in that weird terrain that lay before The Shadow likea
gameboard!

No longer did The Shadow need to count himself as prey. Hiswork lay below, not here upon the
summit. The Shadow took one long steady |ook toward Half Dome, toward the north, saw that the
spaces were vacant between the bare trees that topped that lower summit.

Then, swiftly, the cloaked shape vanished from the jutting peak of Ragged Rock. Starting down the
dangerous cliff, The Shadow was beginning a descent that he knew would prove arace with death!

CHAPTER XVI

The clang of the great bell amogt lifted Margo from her perch behind the library desk. She threw afrantic
glance toward L uther who was rearranging books aong the shelf. Loud, penetrating though the darm
was, Luther didn't hear it.

Margo looked at her hand and found she had the stop-watch in it. Not only that, she'd started it going,
and by the secondsit was clicking off, she could tell the exact moment when she'sfirgt heard the clang.

It was just the result of practice that Margo had been doing all afternoon. Harry had told her that the bell
would startle her if it tolled, so Margo had trained hersdlf for the Situation. But the word 'startl€' in
Margo's vocabulary was far short of an adequate definition of the sensation she experienced.

Over at Jeb's shack, Harry was redlizing that himsdlf, as he ticked the fateful moments of the bell's brief
but horrendous repests. In thislocale, where the echoes were fostered, the clangs came with a powerful



smash that quivered the ledge above the railway cut. Nevertheless Harry kept tabbing them steedily while
he fet the aamaosphere chill around him.

Nothing ever jolted Burbank. Away down on the eastern dope, the proprietor of alunch stand was
gtanding with awide mouth that could have swallowed the baich of hot-dogs sizzling on hisgriddle. His
few customers were riveted in varying positions, with one exception. He was aman who sat with his
back toward the rest, munching a hamburger as he stared through the window toward the highway
junction. Nobody saw hisface, nor could they see the stop-watch that his hidden hand was operating
under his other elbow.

Maybe astranger could be excused, though the brazen throat of that horror bell should havejarred him
on its own sour merits. Everybody e se knew that something terrible must have happened within the pae
of Ragged Rock.

They werewrong.

If anything, the bell had postponed disaster. From a spot near the crag, The Shadow could see two
figures halted by their boulders. They were petrified, gazing toward the north, and from that attitude, The
Shadow knew that they heard the death clarion. It wastoo late for him to use his stop-watch, even if he
wanted to waste time with it.

At thisgreat height, The Shadow had not heard the dooming bell.

There was a short laugh, from the figure on the cliff, as he made mental note of that fact. Then, to speed
his descent, The Shadow took a short but hair-raising dide to aknob below, grabbing it before he
pitched from its outward bulge. The rock broke, but in clawing the remainder, The Shadow managed a
sdefling that did him to another bulge, where luck was better. Dangling by hisfinger tips, The Shadow
kicked into atoe-hold. Hanging amost upside down, he worked to the safety of a perpendicular stretch.

Even The Shadow didn't careto try that stunt again, though he did manage to speed histrip by
occasional danting dides. More than haf way down, he found awedge in the rock and paused there for
alook below. He wanted to find the quickest course, but he included the two men in hissurvey.

The big bell had ceased minutes ago. That was apparent from the actions of the men. Curioudy, each
appeared to be the victim who somehow had escaped the toll of death, for both seemed emboldened by
the existing Situation. They had dodged up past the boulders and were now among the zig-zag paths,
pausing, listening, then making quick stalksfor each other.

This sort of thing could help The Shadow's purpose. Counting on the pair blowing cold when the going
became too hot, The Shadow bent his complete effort to the descent into the thickening darkness.
L ooking below would be usdless, very soon, the way the gloom was growing.

Just as The Shadow reached the top of the zig-zag steps, the climax came. Thelight of an early-risng
moon showed the two men against the grayish rock, though they were too vague, still too far off to be
identified.

They were moving into one of those walled spaces that formed asmall redoubt. Astheir background,
they had one of the mushroom-shaped tumuli, that listed from the lower side of the meeting ground. As

they confronted each other, The Shadow drew an automatic, to pepper long-range shots about them and
halt whatever thoughts of violence either or both might hold.

At that moment, one man hated; with ashout, he pointed franticaly toward the bulky lump of stones.
The other sivung to look up at it, then changed his mind. Hisfater wasjust the wrong duration. Down



from the pile came the tipped top dab, to strike the head and shoulders of the man who hesitated. He
crumpled like something made of clay.

Away from the far Sde of clattering stone mound went astooped figure that reached a downward fissure.
The Shadow caught only afleeting glimpse of the murderer who had crushed one victim, but the man
who had cried the warning had seen the killer earlier. Taking advantage of hisangle, he bounded down
the zig-zag path to intercept the stooped man. Both were gone from sight as The Shadow cleared the first
rough ground that intervened.

Before The Shadow could even view the fighters, their battle was finished. A gun stabbed from the
hidden pathway, with three staccato shots. Only for an instant did The Shadow see afigure red back up
from the path, then go plunging forward out of sight. Another victim had been added.

It took The Shadow afew too many minutes to reach the murder area. The zig-zags were too
round-about and tricky, so he kept clambering over the intervening humps, but found them to be delaying
hazards. At last he reached the first victim and in aglance identified him. The rock had crushed the back
of the man's head but | eft hisface intact.

The victim was Caeb Jarrock, the long-jawed man from Millwood. Instantly, The Shadow could name
the other, by hisrecollection of their varying proportions. Approximately Jarrock's height, but pudgier,
the second man, the second victim must have been James Westerly, the prospective buyer of the mill.

Neither of these had rated as the hidden murderer who lurked in the shelter of Ragged Rock whenever
he felt his presence needed. The thing now wasto locate Westerly's body and pick up the killer'strail
from there,

Likethe spirit of Black Arthur, The Shadow made a swift glide down the path that angled from this open
gpace. Ten yards below, he stopped short at junction with another fissure. Thiswas where Westerly's
body should be, but it was no longer there. The murderer had taken it with him.

Oncethat same killer had lugged another body - Thurnow's - with avery definite purpose. This case was
different, and how different, The Shadow immediately understood. Its necessity had turned the advantage
againg the murderer, giving The Shadow an even better trall.

To over-take afootloose fugitive could be difficult. To stalk a man who had aheavy burden should be
difficult. The only advantage that the murderer might have, was his knowledge of the broad maze among
the rocks, but The Shadow wastoo keen to try ablind trail.

Instead, The Shadow made aquick reversal, He picked the nearest spot up toward the cliff from which
he could view the full array of labyrinthine paths. The few minutes needed to reach that spot were worth
it - or should have been.

Oncethere, The Shadow turned and faced the moonlight. His gaze quickly swept the outer ground to
make sure his man had not gone that way. That settled, The Shadow studied the maze. Every path was
visible from here, except for afew blind spots, but nowhere was the burdened killer visible!

Was he lurking behind some mound of rock?

That question would soon be settled. Congderable time had elapsed since two victims had heard the
tolling of the grest bell that meant death for both. The menace of the circling blackness was past, for
maoonlight now reigned full. Cars had stopped on the old roads, and men from Valley Center were
pouring up the dope.



Keeping taly on the blind spotsin the maze, The Shadow crouched beneath a blackening bulge and saw
the searchers reach the zig-zag passages, after finding nothing in the boulder area. They were spread
wide, when a shout announced the discovery of Jarrock's body. Immediately, the rest began to turn that
way and in threading mistaken routes, they passed through every one of the vital spotsthat The Shadow
could not see.

Killer and victim had redly disgppeared!
CHAPTER XVII

It was midnight and the last of the searchers were returning from the dope, stopping at Grantham's house
for the coffee that Shirley and Margo were pouring freely. The Valley men were hard to stir to wrath, but
their mutters were becoming ugly. Between times, Shirley kept hoping that her uncle would be home
soon, to halt the rising tide of something very serious. Margo could have answered that Cranston could
do the same, wherever he was, but silence seemed the best course.

At last the door opened to admit two men whose arrival made both girls grateful. One was Henley
Grantham, the other Harry Vincent. They told their story over the coffee cups.

"We met up among therocks," declared Grantham. "Odd that | should first run into Vincent, because |
wanted to tell him that 1'd tried the road through the notch, just because he said it could be done. |
thought it would save metime, because | wouldn't have to go way around by Millwood."

"Why didn't you drivein here?' asked Shirley. "Or couldn't you drive past the carsthat blocked the old
road?'

"l couldn't drive past anything," snorted Grantham. "Vincent is going to bounce me up to the notch
tomorrow and were taking awhole set of new springs. That's where the heirloom we call acar caved
completely. Right on the hump."

"Then you had to wak home!"

"That'swhat | started to do, until | saw the whole population of the Valey wandering al over the dope. |
cut acrossto the foot of Ragged Rock and trapped myself in alot of crevices| didn't know existed.
That'swhere| met Vincent."

Harry explained that he/d been among the last to search the zig-zag paths, something that the rest had
rapidly abandoned on the obvious assumption that the murderer must have fled e sawhere. He didn't add
that he had sneaked into that labyrinth from the gap side, long before Grantham had blundered in from
the direction of the notch. The girls saved him explanations when they asked whét the Valeyiteswere
ugly abot.

"Rexford showed up,” announced Harry. "L ate, of course. Late enough to have ducked somewhere and
come driving back to find out what had happened.”

"What about Venner?' inquired Shirley.

"Hewaslate, too," replied Harry, "so Rexford didn't have afall-guy. Since Jarrock was the victim,
everybody was asking how come. They were meaning it, too. Just enough for alynch threat for Venner
to play smart for once, when he did show up.”

"How?'

"By demanding afair trid for Rexford. Result: Mr. Rexford is now in the protective custody of the local



sheriff and tomorrow'sinquest may degenerateinto atrial.”

Sinceit waslate, Harry and Margo decided to leave. On the way into town. Margo put the prompt
question:

"What about Old Jeb?'

"No hide nor hair of him," replied Harry, "either at the shack, or among the searchers. Of course Jeb
adwayshuntsdone

"That's what worries me. Did you see Lamont?"
"No. But the bell was for Jarrock, so he ought to be dl right, even if he did defy tradition.”

They pulled up outside the library where Burbank was waiting in the dark. Margo had akey to thelittle
back door and unlocked it. As she turned on the light in the stack room, Margo grabbed Harry'sarm.

"Old Jeb!" shewhispered. "Over there, where we keep hisbook.”

One quick glimpse was enough for Harry. He recogni zed the stoop-shouldered form that made a quick
turn past the next book-case. He caught sight of therifle barrdl sticking out from under Jeb'sarm and
saw the hunting bag against his hip, Jeb's cap was pulled down to hide hisface, which madeit al the
sneakier. As Jeb went from sight, Harry swung the other way to intercept him, drawing an automatic as
he went.

Burbank hooked Harry's arm, gave him a haf fling that disarmed him, and coolly sad:
"Walt."

Around from the book-case came Lamont Cranston, straightening from his stoop. The gun barrel was
Cranston's cane, poked behind his arm. The hunting bag was The Shadow's cloak, folded square. The
cap was the douch hat, its Side rimsturned in under.

"The power of suggestion, as Grantham would say," observed Cranston, dryly. "Since Burbank has never
seen Old Jeb, hedidn't fdl for it."

Cranston's purpose dawned on Margo.

"Why, that clears Old Jeb!" she exclaimed. "If you could fool usthis close, Lamont, the red murderer
must have been getting by with it dl ong!”

"Not necessarily,” put in Harry, to show he till could think. "Old Jeb is the character anyone could
imitate and he's smart enough to know it. So he doesn't have to care. Hislawyer would cal for atest like
the chief gave us and its success would be Jeb's dibi."

"Nicegoing, Vincent," gpproved Cranston. "What's more, you may be right. Well get back to Jeb later.
Meanwhile, let'striangulate and | hope you dl ddliver, because| can't.”

They laid out a big map and stood looking over Burbank's shoulders while he cut strings and measured
them according to the speed of sound. Two lineswould have doneit, but the third was the clincher. All

Burbank did was check the stop watches and make the proper calculation of spacein relation to sound
travel, according to the scale of the map.

Pinning the ends of the strings at the library, the gap, and the road junction respectively, Burbank
swiveled them until they met. One thumbtack nailed them right againgt the very front of Half Dome.



"Just what everybody thought,” said Margo, in adisappointed tone. "But L uther saysthe farmers have
searched dl around Half Dome and over it."

"The bdl didn't clang from the top of Half Dome," declared Crangton. "If it had, | would have heard it.
The sound would have risen and from where | was, | saw the whole summit of Half Dome. No bell was
ingght.”

Burbank was checking the chart with pencil lines, from atime-marked ruler. They tdlied exactly with the
grings.

"The sounds couldn't have come from the sides of that curved rock," asserted Burbank. "It iswide
enough to throw the cal culations out, which can't be, because they'reright.”

"Which proves," declared Crangton, camly, “that the sound came from the solid rock itself. Whichis
absurd, as Euclid would say, but in this case proven. Unlike Ragged Rock, which isredlly ragged, Half
Domeisas smooth asit sounds - and as solid.”

Straightening his hat brim, Crangton put the douch model on his head. Sliding hisarmsinto hiscloak, he
handed Margo a book which he had used to produce the square bag effect.

"Put it back on the shelf,” said Cranston. "Old Jeb may want to read it later, after I've talked with him
about divining rods, old style."

Harry stared at the haf-transformed figure of The Shadow.
"Y ou mean you've got the answer to the bell, chief? And the motive to the murders?’

"Thereisonly one answer to the bell,” returned The Shadow, drawing hisfinger acrossthe map. "The
motive depends on the thing this valley needs. Old Jeb should have found it and therefore could be the
murderer.

"Heis close-mouthed, Old Jeb, as Grantham says. That too can have abearing on this case. But Jeb may
talk, under due persuasion. So St tight until | return, unless something undue develops. | don't mean news
of another murder. | aready know about that."

Leaving his agents quite amazed, The Shadow strode out into the night. Keeping to spots that blocked
off the moonlight, he made hisway to the depot and continued up therailroad cut. Thefirst stop wasthe
shack near the gap, but Jeb wasn't there.

After agenera search across the dope, The Shadow spotted the stooped figure that he wanted. It was
sneaking toward the scene of double murder, the fissured base of Ragged Rock. If guilty, Jeb was doing
the familiar deed of amurderer'sreturn, but with purpose, since the second body still was missing. If
innocent, his business might even more concern The Shadow, provided the stooped sneaker was actualy
Old Jeb, which The Shadow had persondly proven to be doubtful.

At least the stooped man had some purpose and he soon proved himself to be Old Jeb. Reaching the
Zig-zag pathways and working well to the top, the stooped man produced a pliable forked rod, too
willowy to be hisironwood modd, and gripped the two prongs that congtituted handles.

Apparently Jeb was looking for something more or less familiar, for when he reached a.clump of bushes,
the stock of the divining rod began to point. By then, The Shadow had made a detour and was on the
opposite side of the clump. These were the bushes Jeb wanted, for he thrust the forked rod in his bag
and began to paw the ground among the brush.



At last it gave, not just aclod of dirt, but awhole dab of rock that opened like a concedled trap door.

Leaving the dab wide, Jeb made one of hisnatura crouches and disappeared into the hole. Right after
him, like ablackened patch dispdling in the moonlight, came The Shadow.

Thistime The Shadow was too soon. Turning, Jeb was blinking aflashlight as the cloaked figure came.
Jeb saw two things: The Shadow, which he didn't expect, and a crude prop which held up the dab, and
waswhat hewas redly after. Being aman of smple mind, Jeb merely punched the prop.

The dab came with athwack that The Shadow could have outraced if Jeb hadn't been in theway. Since
Jeb was, the dab overtook The Shadow, so hard that it flattened Jeb with him, at the bottom of some
crude stone steps. But the only one who rose was Old Jeb. Finding his flashlight, the stooped man turned
it on the unconscious face beneath the douch hat.

With achortle of satisfaction when he saw the face of Cranston, Old Jeb put away the flashlight and
hoisted The Shadow over his shoulder with asingle, powerful sweep.

After which, the haf-wit with the master-mind proceeded down the secret shaft to some strange
destination deep beneath Ragged Rock!

Thus ended The Shadow'strail.

CHAPTER XVIII
It waslynch-timein Valey Center.

Outside the courthouse the angry citizenry stormed, while the inquest dawdled within. Craig Rexford was
playing for the good old count of misadventure to square him in the desth of Caleb Jarrock.

After al, Jarrock's desth was much like those of Ferris and Thurnow, but that was hurting Rexford rather
than helping him. The coroner was even "alowing held been wrong" in those two instances and in that
case heéld have to hold Rexford.

It was getting well dong in the afternoon and the mob was getting sormier. Twice, Henley Grantham had
gone out to calm them; between times, he had made some phone callsto other counties asking for afew
spare sheriffsif needed.

All thewhile, Anson Venner was seeted with folded arms, smugly watching the goings on, ready to be of
help if wanted, though what sort of help he didn't specify.

Shirley Grantham found her uncle coming from a phone booth and stopped him with aplea
"Y ou've got to get Rexford out of here" sheingsted. ™Y ou know thistown well enough to redize why."

"It's getting late, | know," nodded Grantham, histone worried. "When the shadow falsfrom Ragged
Rack, they'll beginto go crazy."

"Andif the bl should ring!"
"The bel!" Grantham went taut. "I hadn't thought of that. It could mean desath -"

"For Rexford," put in Shirley. "A nicelynch party on our lawn, if they'd go that far. Into the shadow, |

"Vincent could get Rexford away," decided Grantham. "Over the notch road, where they wouldn't expect



him to. It would be worth the chance, particularly asthe other roads are barricaded already.”
"By the mob?"

"Yes. Get over to thelibrary and talk to Vincent. Meanwhile I'll Sdetrack Venner. He's playing the
goshawk - or the buzzard - just watching for Rexford to make a break."

Shirley waited until she saw her uncle speaking with VVenner, then the girl |eft the courthouse. Sight of her
red hair brought a brief cheer from the crowd, for Shirley shared Grantham's popularity. Such quick
recognition pleased Shirley because it proved there was till plenty of sunlight. Hot-heads wouldn't be
thinking in terms of Ragged Rock for alittlewhile yet.

Arriving a thelibrary, Shirley found Harry talking with Margo, who was running the place while Luther
enjoyed theinquest. As one of Rexford's project partners, Harry had deemed it was wise to stay well
clear of the courthouse, but there was something else that bothered him more.

If ever The Shadow was needed, it was now. Y et he hadn't come back from his hunt for Old Jeb.

Through Luther, Margo had learned that Jeb had been seen around town the day before, some time after
thefinding of Jarrock's body. Only alittle while ago, she was sure she had personally spied the stooped
man over near the courthouse. But considering The Shadow's impersonation of Jeb, as a proof of the
difficulty inidentifying the latter, Margo wasn't sure.

Harry's hopeful opinion was that The Shadow had actually returned to town, as Old Jeb instead of
Crangton, but in that case, he would certainly have contacted his agents. These speculations broke off as
soon as Shirley arrived.

Briefly, Shirley told the plan. Harry wasto be ready with hisal-service car and trust that it would do the
jeep act. When and how to pick up Rexford was something she would learn from her uncle. With that,
Shirley was gone again, and Margo was reaching for the telephone asit rang.

The call was from Burbank, observing from a hotel window. He stated that Venner had come from the
side door of the courthouse and was gathering some croniesinto acar. They were going down the good
road that led around to Millwood. Harry explained that it was part of Grantham's plan and then hung up.

"Venner can't be going to Millwood," said Harry, "because the road is barricaded well enough to trap a
tank, right at the county line. Venner is probably going to look it over.”

"Millwood iswhere you're going," reminded Margo. "Don't you think you ought to phone there and
arrange a reception committee?"

"Absolutely,” rgjoined Harry, reaching for the phone, "1'd better post the sheriff. Rexford isn't too popular
over there, either.”

In three minutes Harry was talking to the Millwood sheriff. Margo could hear ahigh excited voice across
the wire and never had she viewed such amingling of bewilderment and amazement as gppeared on
Harry'sface. Ashe dropped the receiver, Harry stared stupefied. Then:

"Rexford istopsin Millwood," declared Harry, in atrancdlike tone. "Venner isthe man they want!™
"Snagp out of it," urged Margo. "Give metherest."

"They're coming to get Venner," continued Harry. "Over the notch road, so they won't be stopped at the
barricade.”



"A mob from Millwood, you mean? But why?"

"Because’ - Harry took a breath and became himself - "this afternoon a body was found floating up
against the Millwood dam. It happened to be Rexford's closest pal, James Westerly."

"Westerly was murdered too?' echoed Margo. "But how?"

"With agun. They found three bulletsin him. That doesn't smack of Ragged Rock. It spells Venner to the
Millwood boys. Having met some of them, | can understand.”

"But why should Venner -"

"Don't you see the way they look at it? They figure Jarrock was redlly going to sell out. Millwood isn't for
Jarrock, who thought he owned the place, any morethan Long Valey isredlly for Venner."

Margo nodded. Those factswere dl too plain.

"Millwood thinks Venner isin back of murder. He had to get rid of Westerly, so he wouldn't buy the
mill." Harry was punching home the details. " So Venner killed Westerly and dumped him right where the
Millwood boyswould get the blame. Figuring Jarrock would blab, Venner finished him for a
double-crosser but did it on home ground. That wasto put trouble right on Rexford, whichiit did."

"It dl adds up," agreed Margo, "from the Millwood standpoint, at least.”
"But not necessarily from ours. It ill could be Rexford, unless Old Jeb -"

Again the phone was jangling. It was Burbank again. Harry took the call in short order and Sarted for the
door.

"Burbank saysthat Venner's car isgoing up the old road past Half Dome," called back Harry. "That
means he's going to barricade the notch. He's playing right into the hands of that Millwood crowd -"

"Wait aminutel”

At Margo'scall, Harry hdted, remembering that after all he'ld promised to help Rexford. To calm himsdf,
he sprang awise-crack, which was dways abig help.

"What isit, my hat?"

"Y es, your hat for onething."” Margo sat back with anervouslaugh. "Y ou've never faled to leave it in that
vesibule"

"Never?| remember oncel didn't -"
Harry stopped right short; then added:
"Ordid!?

"Don't start asking yoursdlf conundrums,” pleaded Margo. "I have afew for you. First, how did Venner
get o0 smart, to go up to the notch where he can block you? Second, why didn't the sheriff over in
Millbrook call somebody at the courthouse here?!

"Venner isn't smart,” said Harry, dowly, as great light continued to dawn. " Somebody told him what to
do."



"But only Grantham talked to him."

"And it was Grantham who talked to the Millwood sheriff, when hedid call here. Grantham said hed
attend to matters. Apparently he has."

Margo snapped her fingers.

"Grantham knowsthat Venner isguilty!" she exclaimed. "He's sent him to the right place. The notch will
be cleared when you get there with Rexford.”

"If | get there.”
"Why won't you?'

"On account of my hat. | did leaveit here, onetime before. I'm understanding something the chief didn't
tell me. What I've just found out, he dready knows."

"Why wouldn't hetdl you?'

"On account of -" Harry cut short. "Margo, remember the time we went out to lunch? Just you, Shirley
and mysdf?'

Margo nodded. During that momentary silence, the sound of an ugly roar floated through the door. The
loca mob was hungry, interms of lynch, not lunch.

"Wethree" put in Margo, hurriedly, "because Lamont was down in the research vault.”

"Only hewasn't,” returned Harry. "He was up in the stack room just above. | thought he was putting
back some books -"

"But he couldn't have come up,” interrupted Margo. "We'd have seen him come around past the
Shakespeare shelf."

"Only he was putting back the shelves," continued Harry, asthough he didn't hear. "One shelf in
particular. The shelf that isright on the level of the floor, in the corner book-case. With that shelf gone
and therest for aladder -"

Thistime the phone was interrupting. Sweeping up the recelver, Margo said:
"Go ahead, Burbank.”

Burbank went ahead, briefly. Dropping the receiver Margo turned to Harry with an ideathat redly
clicked:

"Get Rexford to Grantham's house. Then hop up and bring back Venner. That's from Burbank, who is
trained just to deliver in the pinch. Here comes Shirley, to say things are ready - which they aren't - but
without telling her why, I'm going to talk her into running interference.”

Shirley'sred hair flashed through the doorway, lacking about two-thirds of its burnish, for the sun was
redlly going over the hill, which meant Ragged Rock.

"Get your car in back of the courthouse,” panted Shirley, to Harry. "Uncleis going to talk to the crowd,
while you get Rexford away."

"And where's your uncle's car?' demanded Margo.



"Inthe garage,” replied Shirley. "Getting the springsfixed. They're pretty bad -"
"Well tekeit asis," snapped Margo. "Come on."

Asthe girlsfollowed Harry from thelibrary, agreat cheer rose from in front of the courthouse, sgnifying
that Henley Grantham had again appeared to prove the strength of hisloca popularity. But far beyond,
gregater, more powerful than any living manin Long Valley, loomed the towering pesk of Ragged Rock,
thefind authority in al disputes.

From that grim pinnacle dready stretched ashadow that was the harbinger of the ingdious bell that again
today might deliver itstoll of deeth.

Only one personage could offset that gathering menace and he was absent; perhaps forever:
The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIX

Hardly had Harry wheeled his car behind the courthouse before the cheer out front turned to the most
bloodthirsty howl that he had ever heard. The mob was trying to outdo the ugly bell that terrified Long
Valley and the job was truly competitive. It didn't scare Harry, for he expected it.

It was Rexford who was redlly scared.

Tumbling into Harry's car, asafew friendly hands shoved him there, Rexford fairly bleated:
"Grantham was going to stop them, but they've found out. We haven't achance!”

"We have plenty,” snapped Harry. "Watch."

Harry's old buggy could go, and did, asaflock of other cars came surging seemingly from al directions.
They were closer than Harry believed they would be, for the mob had found out faster than he knew, but
there was still a space between the pincers grip. Harry made it, by afew feet on each side, but Rexford
only groaned.

Other cars could out-speed this one. The chase would be over within haf amile. So it would have been,
except for what happened at the garage, just beyond the Village Green. As Harry zoomed past that spot,
another car shot out, with ared-haired girl at thewhed. It didn't join the pursuit; it stopped it.

Shirley just couldn't make the turn and the angle she stopped at blocked the narrow street. Cars began to
stack up while she stdled and tried to start. Others behind them changed course and went around by
other routes. But the half mile Rexford worried about was nearly al Harry's by that time.

They were hitting it fast up toward the fork and Rexford was very happy. Other cars were away behind,
Shirley's coming with them, now that the blockade didn't matter. Up ahead loomed Ragged Rock in all its
gniser mgedy, itsgreeat circle marking timejust short of Grantham's house. Harry swung right at the
fork, hit a pace that gladdened Rexford, and then came to a shrieking stop in front of Grantham's gate.

"Get out." Before Rexford could protest the order, Harry certified it with athrust that sent the moonfaced
man out through the door. "Hop into the house. Y ou'll be safe there.”

The next job was Venner, and Harry wondered if hed makeit. He wasn't haf amile aong the road
before he saw hewould - and why. Down the road came Venner, running asfast as hisrugged legs
would bring him. The Millwood mob had shown up soon asHarry feared, but it didn't matter. Their cars



had met those of Venner's contingent, in anice head-on melee. Venner's pals had put up enough of a
brawl to give him agood start and Venner could redly run, with those brawny legs of his.

Those legs were caving though, when Harry took Venner aboard. Speeding back to Grantham's, Harry
pulled up in front of the gate. Venner was husky enough to put up afight where Rexford hadn't, so Harry
smply pulled out the ignition key and threw it asfar as he could in Grantham's yard.

"Golook for it," suggested Harry, "unless you want to be sensible and come into the house."

Neither idea sounded sensible to Venner, but he took the latter. It wasn't until they reached the porch
that Venner nearly wilted. Aghast, he pointed to the thing that was creeping across the porch.

"The curse!" gasped Venner. "From Ragged Rock!"

Another man was huddled just inside the door; namely, Rexford. At Venner's gasp, Rexford showed a
samilar spasm, then straightened up.

"That'swhy you brought me herel" exclaimed Rexford. "They won't dare follow!"
"Y ou mean they didn't dare," corrected Harry. "L ook down theroad.”

Rexford looked. Already the jagged shadow was forming a blockade more potent than any human hands
could have built. With the same hope, Venner |ooked the other way and saw that the Millwood tribe had
halted on their sde. Once outside of their own preserves, the Millwood boys had respect for other
traditions, particularly when they saw that the Valey crowd wasidle.

One car had detached itsdlf from the Valey Center group. Shirley was grimly driving into the dangerous
black disk, bringing Margo with her. AImost immediately, Grantham himsalf came dashing up on foot, not
being able to convince asingle driver that acar trip would be safe.

"Get away, you foold" shouted Grantham. He meant it for Harry and the men with him, aswell as Shirley
and Margo, who werejugt dighting. "Thereistill time, if you hurry."

Harry held the door open so that everyone could go inside. Asthey did, Grantham reached the porch.

"Those wolves will wait!" stormed Grantham. "When it gets dark, they'll tear this house gpart and you
withit."

"That gives us abreathing spell, retorted Harry, wondering how hewas so calm. "So comein for one
yoursdf."

"Get out now!" roared Grantham. "L ook, Venner. Y ou can join your Valey friends. If you go the other
way, Rexford, the Millwood bunch will protect you.”

The two men had huddled clear back to the stairs. Reaching them with waving hands, Grantham was
beginning to convince both that his plan was best. Harry stepped up to see that neither Venner nor
Rexford wavered; hearing him, Grantham whedled suddenly with agun.

Two screams sounded very distant. They came from Shirley and Margo at the door. Grantham's finger
was stopped on itstrigger; Harry's hands, outstretched, were short of the minimum distance for alunge.
It al looked black, as black as the encroaching gloom that was gathering outdoors, when Grantham's
hand suddenly moved downward.

Blackness shifted up beside Harry Vincent; cloaked blackness, attached to another gun. The .45 loomed



right for Grantham and promised him more return than his .38 could give. Harry didn't turn to look at The
Shadow. It was sufficient to know that his chief wasredly here,

Under the persuasive threat of that automatic, adow march began, straight up the stairs. It continued into
Grantham's own room, where the night chill was sifting through the open window that faced toward Half
Dome. Thefireplace did not help, for therewas no firein it. Grantham never would have afirein his
fresh-air room.

At the door stood blackness, the cloaked shape of The Shadow. It moved forward, with the same
approach of doom asthe great gloom from outdoors. Here in the upstairs room there was still some
sunlight, though the shadowy hush had settled well beyond the road out front.

Past the cloaked shoulders of the avenger who confronted Grantham, Harry could see the white faces of
Margo and Shirley. Like himsdif, they knew that some strange thing must happen soon. Up through the
windowsfiltered the horrendous blackness, and then:

A sudden whirr.

Eyeswent toward the fireplace. Down from the ample chimney came astrange device, produced by the
automatic response of a photo-electric cell. It was alarge, square box, with aphonographic record inits
top. Therest of the machine was an amplifier of amost powerful type.

Therecord played.

From the amplifier came the thunderous note of amammoth bell, so discordant that in thisroomitssingle

note was deafening. Loud enough to shatter windows with its vibration, the dong of that recorded bell did
no damage, because it had an outlet. It issued through the window opposite the fireplace on astraight line
with the curved rock caled Half Dome.

Back came the smash of the bell itself. Just asthe fireplace was a sound-box for the room, so wasthe
room a sound-box initself. Those waves followed atrue path, to spread but not enough to misstheir
broad and lofty target, the stone center of the wooded hill.

Thiswasthe answer to the triangulation, the reason why it had fixed upon Half Domeitself. All the
smooth rock lacked was the upward tilt that would have thrown the noise up to the summit of Ragged
Rock when The Shadow was on that pinnacle. All dependent upon atimed device to which Henley
Grantham had fitted his scheme of murder, founded on tradition.

Hitherto the menace of Ragged Rock had kept al persons away from this house where Grantham himself
obeyed the rules of theimaginary curse. Now his device was known to those who stood in his own room
and it was dawning on the clustered outdoor throngs. Some of them had cut around the fringe of the
gpreading circle and were in aline with Grantham's northern window. They caught the clang when it was
onitsway to Haf Dome and heard it before it ricocheted back. They were passing the word aong.

The great bell clanged its customary repests. Asthe record stopped, the machine itself was drawn up
into the fireplace by apair of mechanica lazy-tongsthat acted with a smooth but effective indifference.
Outsde, the pall had thickened, but in thisroom, Grantham's face was till plain, livid with the vicious
glare of defest.

Vast schemes had faded for Henley Grantham, but he did not regret them.

"Y ou guessed the truth.” Grantham's snarl was meant for The Shadow. ™Y ou saw that whoever owned
water could own thisValey. | knew it dl dong, when | roamed here years ago, hating the farmerswho



had taken the land of my ancestors. My family adone remained after the period of Black Arthur and the
rogues who traded on his name.

"They had al the water that they needed, Venner and his sort, who, like the men they ousted, were ill
sharing too much land among too few. There had been more of them than us, so the game wasto
outnumber them, and | was hoping for the day when | could do it. Then Rexford arrived, with the very
plan | was unable to produce.

"A plan that wasredly noble. Good enough to bring a profit that was well-deserved, but not to gain the
power that was my ambition. | wanted Venner's land and Rexford's people. Those gained, | would
become the sole owner of Long Vdley, thered monarch of dl within my sght.”

Hisgun sill dangling idly from hisfingers, Grantham turned to Venner and Rexford.

"| played you againgt each other,” bragged Grantham. "I had my alibi, which someone unfortunately
discovered, away of getting from the research vault of the library and out through its back door, without
being seen by Luther. One night | found Vincent's hat on the way out and wore it mysdf. Running into
him, I took him aong, just to have a scapegoat.

"To pin crime here and there was my game. Eventualy you two would weaken and you did. Y ou both
entrusted dl your affairswith me. Rexford was getting the land and he was going bankrupt through
Venner" - Grantham had turned again to the doorway - "because the reservoir was being blocked.”

A curious change swept Grantham. His venom gjected, he began to soften. Even histone was sad, when
he declared:

"I was sorry for Jarrock and Westerly. They were only checking on each other. Jarrock made a good
victim for the bell, but | had to do something else with Westerly. So | took him to Black Arthur's cave,
under Ragged Rock. | done knew about that cave, with its huge flowing spring that disgorgesal the
water thisvaley would ever need.

"Wasted water that seeps underground and fills up Sunken Swamp, which is adways boggy, even when
the Pleasant River islow. That was the secret supply that | could divert when | controlled Long Valey.
And who would find it for me? Old Jeb, with hisdivining rod. Of course | was blaming things on Old Jeb
too, because he was convenient, but | was saving him for later.”

Harry saw the understanding that swept Shirley'sface. Sheredized - asdid Harry - that Grantham had
done the Jeb act that night he sent them up the dope. 1t was Grantham, not Jeb who had fired those shots
a The Shadow. Whatever sympathy Shirley felt for her murderous uncle, ended with that glance.

"Old Jeb knew about the secret spring,” sneered Grantham, "with its thousands of gallons flowing every
day. He thought he/d found it with his hazdl rod, but he'd only sensed the tremors of the ground on the far
dope of Ragged Rock.

"Of al persons, Jeb told me. So | showed him the book and told him to keep the secret. | talked him into
hunting precious metals. Old Jeb was safe until you came” - Grantham was stepping toward The Shadow
- "and now | know that Jeb met you. He told you what he knew and you arranged this trap between
you."

Like acrazed lion that fancied its cage bars had melted, Grantham hurled himself upon the figure in black.
Up came The Shadow's automatic to clash Grantham'srevolver. Locking, they reeled across the room,
toward the window opening on Ragged Rock. Margo pressed the light switch, hoping it would ad The
Shadow in hisfight, while Harry, pulling hisown gun, tried to aim at Grantham. Seeing the move,



Grantham backed against the window, swinging his cloaked adversary asa shield against Harry'sfire.

The window shattered under aroaring blast. Sagging, Grantham nearly drew his opponent with him.
Harry sprang to aid his chief and as he did, the douch hat fell away, while the loose cloak dropped back.
The man who cameto hisfeet at Harry's left was Old Jeb!

Limping steps were coming up the sairs. Into the room came Lamont Cranston, carrying Jeb'sfancy
shot-gun. Handing the weapon to Jeb, Cranston received the cloak and hat as though they were mere
triflesin ameaningless masquerade. Venner and Rexford, friends at last, were bringing Grantham to his
feet to meet Cranston's calm gaze.

"Sorry, Grantham,”" said Cranston. "1 would have had this out with you aone, but | was a bit crippled
from my meeting with Jeb. Y ou should have put a better prop on the door of Black Arthur's cave. We
talked it over, down by the underground spring, and Jeb agreed to be my leg man.

"He went back and forth from town, al day, teling me what was going on, and delivering afew
ingtructions. When it came to ashowdown, | thought 1'd better rig Jeb so you wouldn't know him, so |
gave him thesg" - again Cranston gestured the hat and cloak, as he laid them across hisarm - "he could
pretend he was the man he always wanted to be. What did you say his name was, Jeb?"

Old Jeb licked hislips and answered:
"Black Arthur."

Shadows had closed around Long Valey when Henley Grantham, man of murder, sarted histrip to the
hospital that would be astop-over on hisjourney to the county jail. A cloak and hat upon hisarm,
Lamont Cranston gazed from the broken window of the upstairs bay, studying the profile of Ragged
Rock againgt the last crimson of the sunset.

That dye would stand for blood no longer. The menace of Ragged Rock was ended. The blackened
gloom that daily stretched from the traditiond cliff would become aforgotten legend, shattered by its
human counterpart:

The Shadow.
THE END



