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CHAPTER |
HIGH above Manhattan's narrow streets, the lights of the penthouse twinkled like the beaconson a
mountaingde.
Below the penthouse gulped a man-made canyon; on the other Side, across another crevice, loomed the
mightier mass of aslent office building, towering like a protecting summit shielding the refuge from harm.

Y et there wasterror in that isolated penthouse that hung balanced between black depths and bulking
whiteness. Stark terror that dominated every action of the haggard, hunted man who dwelt there.

Likeatrapped beadt, the man was roving the rooms of hisluxurious retrest, flicking off lights, turning
them on again in obedience to ever-changing whims. He wanted light as a protection againgt hisfear, but
he felt that darkness would in turn be the best safeguard againgt aliving menace.

Pacing through a modernistic bedroom, the man paused in stoop-shouldered style, to study his own wan
featuresin amirror set between two lighted wall brackets. Hisface, long and gaunt, was white to the
crest of hisbad forenead, and the fear of years was expressed by twitching wrinkles.

Hislips were twitching too, more nervoudly than Rufus Debley had ever seen them act before. Hetried to
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tighten his chattering teeth, but hislips till quivered. Then his hands, clawing the glass surface of thetable
below the mirror, did their part to assuage his dread.

Ingtinctively those hands groped to adrawer; fumbling they drew it open. A sharp hisssighing through his
gritted teeth, Debley clutched the feathered thing that lay in the drawer. His eyeslowered to view the
curious effigy with the scarlet feathers and wood-carved human face and with that glance, Debley
regained at least amodicum of salf-control.

"The Quetzd!" Glancing upward, Debley stared at hisreflected face. "'l still haveit. Why should | feer its
threat after dl these years?'

In answer, Debley's reflection hardened. The yearsthat he had mentioned seemed to wipe themselves
from hisface, linesand dl. With aleer of contempt, Debley flung the Quetza image into the drawer and
shoved the latter shut. Hands no longer trembling, he reached to the wall brackets and turned them off.
Shoulders gtraightening, the gaunt man stalked toward hisliving room.

At the doorway, new fright gripped him and in atrice, Debley had become his cringing sdf again. Hands
raised pleadingly, he was backing into the darkened bedroom, gasping for mercy asthough he did not
expect it. Stumbling againg achair, Debley flattened and lay moaning until nothing happened.

The sound from the living room, the thing that had so disturbed the fear-ridden man, was nothing more
than the flap-flap of awindow shade propelled by the dight opening above the sash. Asthisfact dawned
on Debley, it dlayed his panic; coming to hisfeet, he strode through the living room and delivered a
confident smirk toward the pane of the offending window.

Again, Debley's countenance grinned back at him. No longer haggard, it seemed to announce that no
danger could lurk outside, since thiswindow, like the rest in the penthouse, overlooked sheer space
through which nothing less agile than amountain goat could navigate.

Therewas just one false note in the laugh that Debley forced between histeeth.

The reflection showed because of the penthouse lights. By the same token, Debley's gaze was unable to
penetrate the outside darkness. He wanted to assure himself that such blackness was empty; hence with
areturn of hisold fervor, Debley sprang about the living room, extinguishing lights everywhere.

When only one light remained, Debley was gripped by hisold darm. Darkness with its encroaching
gloom, carried amenace all its own. Here was the spectacle of afear-maddened man, shrinking from the
very darkness which he hoped would shield him, seeking refuge in the only corner of the room wherea
light till glowed.

From that vantage point - if it could be called such - Rufus Debley darted hiswild eyesto every cranny
as though expecting some specter of the past to rise and devour him. Hisfrenzy, ever on the increase,
drew beads of sweet from his high forehead, while hislips, parched by the same fear, demanded
moisture which Debley supplied with quick nervouslicks from histongue.

Singular how the gloom created noises of its own, more horrendous than the visua phantasmswhich
Debley expected but did not see!

From somewhere in the darkened penthouse came a sharp click-clack that might have been anything
from the opening of awindow to the door of the eevator. It might even have been the door of thefire
tower, for Debley, forgetting histerror for the moment, was nudging himself toward the hdlway to stare
at ared light shining from the corridor's end.



Then, sartled by arattle from another direction, the fear-stricken man was plunging back to the lighted
corner which he had persondly turned into an casis amid this desert of thickened gloom. His hand,
plucking as though to grasp aweapon, found a tel ephone parked upon asmal stand.

The rattling sound was atrifle, gpparently nothing more than the joggle of ameta ash-stand, disturbed by
Debley's hurried footsteps across the floor. Neverthel ess, the man was glad that he could still establish
communication with someone outside the penthouse, for he lifted the telephone and beganto did a
number. After afew fumbles, Debley completed the operation and was rewarded by avoice acrossthe
wire, even though it was not the one he expected to hear.

"Héllo... Tolland?' Debley was hoarse with anxiety. "No, you won't do! | must talk to Tolland... Yes, |
mean Colond Tolland..."

The pause that followed was not to Debley'sliking. His next words were savage, so fierce that seemingly
they buried hisfear.

"It'slifeor death | tell you! Only the Colond would understand... Helll talk to meif you let him know it's
Debley onthewire... | don't careif he's sending someone... | must talk to Colonel Tolland...”

The call ended with the abrupt click of the receiver from the other end. Cut off from the outside world,
Debley becamefrantic, His attemptsto dia another number failed three times before he managed it; this
time when avoice came, Debley fairly panted his message.

"Ingpector Cardona? Y es, thisis Rufus Debley... That's right, the commissioner told me | could cdl you...
It's here, ingpector, the thing that means degth... No, not just the Quetzal image. | mean degth itsdif ...

"Listen!" Debley cupped his hand around the mouthpiece, hoping it would pick up soundslikea
microphone; "Y ou can hear it cregping... Y es, cregping through the darkness... Lights? Why should | turn
on lights? So death can find me?

"It isn't human, the thing that seeks me... It may have been human once, but now..." Debley's pause
included adeep gulp. "But now, well maybeit'saghogt... A killer's ghogt, that drives meto destruction...
Listen! You'll hear why | can't sand it any longer..."

Real though histerror was, it did not totally suppress Debley's ingenuity. He was hoping that Cardona
would hear something, the flapping of that window shade that had scared Debley personaly with its
uncanny flapping. But the shade was no longer obliging; its sound no longer came. Over the phone,
Cardona's gruff voice admonished Debley to "hold tight" and with that there was another receiver click.

L etting the phone dip back to its stand, Debley raised his head and stiffened. Hed worked up his
imagination to the pitch of stark redlism, for now he fancied that he could hear those creepsthat he had
mentioned. If the recipients of Debley's phone cals doubted Debley's sanity, they were not doneinthe
opinion. Debley now waswilling to grant that he was mad.

Twitching fingers kept time to those cregping sounds that Debley thought he heard, until the dowing of his
hands indicated that the illuson had diminished. Then, coming to hisfeet, Debley crossed the room and
reached the darkened window, glancing back across his stooped shoulder as though expecting a
creeping shape to pounce upon him.

At thewindow, Debley forced alaugh and looked out into the dark. He could see the lights of other
buildings through adrizzly mist and no longer was he troubled by sight of his own reflection, Snceit was
not there. What bothered him was the shade, for Debley couldn't understand its silence until heraised it;
then his eyes became incredul ous.



No longer was the window lowered those few inches from the top. It wastightly shut and its catch was
locked!

Debley's senses, like his sanity, were now in doubt unless the fault belonged to his memory. He hadn't
any recollection of having closed that window; infact, it had been open those few inches only because
the sash was stuck and Debley lacked the strength to force it shut. To have managed this unconscioudy
strained even Debley's exaggerated imagination, yet the mere suggestion aroused another and more
potent doubt.

Turning suddenly from the window, Debley crossed the darkened living room with the groping stride of a
blind man. Finding the door of the bedroom he entered and stumbled hisway to the table by the wall.
There without reaching for the lights, he gripped the table drawer and dragged it open; hishands made a
quick snatch for the feathered doll with the beak-shaped wooden profile.

Out came those same hands, palms up, their fingerstwitching into fists. A spasm quivered Debley's
shoulders as hislips delivered atruly terrorized cry. For months Debley had preserved atoken which
stood for impending doom, yet somehow its possession had given him the belief that he could thwart its
menace.

Tonight, Debley's courage had broken. To regain it he wanted to clutch the effigy that threastened desth
but had not killed. One grip of that feasthered doll would have sustained Rufus Debley until friends
arrived, but his hope wasto be unfulfilled.

The Quetza image was gone!
CHAPTER I

LONG and fearful were the momentsthat held Debley in their rigid spell. Through the man'sfrantic brain
teemed sounds that he knew were very red. Red dsewhere, but not here, unless they were being carried
through the ether from a spot both strange and distant.

Those soundsthat grew in Debley's mind were the thrumming bests of Aztec drums, maddening,
ceasdl ess tattoos that belonged to the peaks and canyons of the Mexican mountains, not among the
fissured towers of Manhattan.

Strums of death!

Asthey had hounded others, so were they seeking Debley, whose brain was now too distraught to tell
thereal from the false. Debley knew only that the impossible had happened twice: first, the closing of the
jammed window; again, the disappearance of the Quetza doll. Two eventsthat could not be, yet were,
both occurring in aplace that could only be reached by Debley's one trusted friend, Colond Tolland,
whowastooill to vigt him!

No wonder that Debley thought he heard those drums from the past, dread symbols of theimmediate
future. Only ahand of fate could have invaded here; and the clutch of its murderous fingers was meant for
oneman only: Rufus Debley.

Then camethe clang that by itsredlity broke the hammering of the mythica drum beeats. Debley
recognized the sound of the eevator door, proving that afriend was here. One man alone had a duplicate
of theintricate key that Debley used to bring the car to the penthouse level. Colond Tolland must have
changed hismind and ventured through the drizzly night to learn the cause of Debley'sfears.

Taking adeep breath, Debley pressed a hand across his forehead as he turned toward the living room



door. But it wasn't Swegt that his palm found there. Mystified, Debley stood momentarily rigid; then
swung about, aghast.

In the bedroom was another window, not far from the table from which the Quetza doll has disappeared.
The bedroom window, as Debley recdled it, had been tightly locked, but it was no longer. Wide open, it

was letting in the drizzle, and Debley, frantic over the disgppearance of the Quetza, had been obliviousto
the dampening rain againgt hisface!

No longer oblivious, Debley gave acry as he ssumbled toward the living room. He heard creaking
footsteps from the hall, louder than the creeping sounds that he had fancied earlier, and alow, cautious
call came from the same direction. Debley voiced acry of welcome that stopped as suddenly asit

began.

Something long and dender, dicking with the speed of awhip lash, wrapped itsdlf around Debley's neck
and ended hisvocd effort. That same coil hauled the frantic man from hisfeet and tumbled him back
toward the window, producing the clatter of an overturning chair aong with the thump of Debley's body.

Strong armsin the darkness were hoisting Debley up from thefloor, literdly somersaulting him toward the
window as hetugged at the ropy strand that twined his neck. Only as he struck the sill did Debley redize
that he was aimed for a quicker death than strangulation. The rope was dready releasing itsalf when
Debley snatched for the sides of the window.

All was asfutile asit wasfrantic.

The rescuer, who came charging through from the living room, caught only amuddled glimpse of
Debley's tumble across the drizzle-drenched sll. The darkness was amost impenetrable, certainly too
thick to reveal the murderer who had made the desth toss, Debley was visible only because hisdressing
gown, flinging across his head, disclosed the white shirt benegth it. But there was no mistaking the fact
that the plunging object was a human bound to certain destruction.

Reaching the window, the man from the living room stopped short the moment that his hands touched the
dippery sll. Perhaps he erroneoudy supposed that Debley's plunge had been the result of an accidenta
skid, or it might have been ingtinctive precaution that hated him, when he felt the cold dampness of the
woodwork.

Certainly, ingtinct had much to do with his sudden turnabout and the way he sidestepped to a corner of
theroom. There, crouching in the blackness, the arrival drew agun and listened. However taut his
nerves, they weren't disturbed by the imaginary beats of Aztec drums. What thislistener heard was very
redl, though it was something which Debley had doubted earlier.

The sound was adow cregping noise moving through the only exit, the doorway leading to theliving
room. Following it was adithery sound, like that of asnake working itsway aong afloor.

Roused to sudden action the man from the corner became alunging figure of vengeance. Gun ahead of
him, he drove out from the bedroom and through the living room toward the hall. One glance acrossthe
lighted living room told him that it was empty.

That |eft the hallway as the only choice. The door of the éevator was closed, and theonly light in the
hallway came from the red bulb that marked the fire exit.

Below the red light, blackness.

Out of that blackness surged afigure that wasn't waiting to be chalenged. Nor was there any hesitation



from the doorway of the living room. There, afighter followed theline of hisown aming gun, lunging
before hefired. The close range would have favored him, if it hadn't been for the speed of the man he
sought to intercept. They locked amoment before one could tug histrigger.

Gun shots, when they came, were diverted upward. Bullets pounded the stedl ceiling and ricocheted
adongthe hal. Amid the fiery spurts, two figurestwirled in afantastic tusde under the weird glow of the
unblinking red bulb. It was asif the mad imagination of Debley's haf-demented mind had given birth to
eerie creaturesthat survived him, judging by the way the grapplers faded and regppeared in the
haf-light.

Onefighter was responsgible for the doubleillusion. He was cloaked in black, his head topped by a
douch hat that totally concealed hisfeatures in the gloom. The other man was of more than average build
and wiry in action; striving to clutch his adversary, he became partly wrapped in the latter's cloak.

It was grimly reminiscent of Debley'sfate, this struggle. Once enveloped in the folds of hisown dressing
gown, Debley had been lost, an easy prey to amurderer'sfina stroke. The man who had been too late
with rescue redized this and was fighting againgt becoming the victim of asimilar climax. All themore
ominous was the fact that the fray was carrying both men aong the hal toward awindow that opened on
thefar side of the penthouse.

That window was a square of blackness and through it swirled the drizzle. Thiswindow gave promise of
adinavenging Debley's death.

Such was the thought of the belated rescuer who had failed to save Debley'slife. Straining to the full, he
tried to fling his opponent through the opening, but the twist of their grapple veered them. They reded
away, then back again with amost surprising result. Asthey reached the window, the drizzle no longer
greeted them. Instead of encountering space, Sdeward lunging shoulders glanced againgt asolid pane!

How or why the window had closed itself concerned the battlers only so far asit had been iminated as
afactor in the struggle. Zigzagging dong the hal they bounced from wall to wall until they neared the
doorway into the living room, where suddenly they broke apart.

It was the cloaked member of the pair who dived into the living room, coming suddenly about with a
drawn gun to answer any shotsthat his opponent might provide. But the other man did not recover from
amazement intimeto resumethefray. Acrossthe hdl, hewas dtill grabbing for avanished foe when his
hand clutched the eevator door. On impulse, he yanked it open and sprang inside the car.

By thetime asiresk of living blackness launched from the living room, the eevator was rumbling
downward. Instead of hdlting, the cloaked figure kept on to the door of the fire tower, beneath the red
light. There, briefly, this mystery fighter was tangibly reveded, enough so to identify himself by thetitle
which had made him famous.

He was The Shadow, master crime-hunter, whose enigmatical ways were aterror to men of evil. Yet
tonight, despite his uncanny prowess, The Shadow had encountered complications as puzzling asthose
that he himsdlf produced.

To anyone other than The Shadow, thiswould have marked the end of atrail; but as his cloaked form
merged with the darkness of the fire tower, a strange, whispered laugh filtered back through the
sdf-closing door.

That tone told that where this adventure was concerned, the episode in Debley's penthouse marked the
beginning, not the cdlimax!



CHAPTER 111

THE old brownstone manson stood slent, dmost lonely, asthough huddling againgt the drizzle that
swept the obscure Side street. 1t wasn't the only building in the block, but it gave that impression when
compared to the housesthat flanked it.

It looked like the patriarch of the block, this house, but it was actudly the youngest of the row. It had
been built by someone who wanted to improve the neighborhood, but nobody else had followed the
example. So there it stood, a brownstone scarecrow of the nineties, supported by brick relics of the
eighties, dl forgotten in the wake of time.

Therewere afew lightsin the brownstone mansion, al dim and deep within their windows, but the man
from the drizzle scanned them closely before approaching the steps. Then, as an added precaution, he
looked across his shoulders to make sure that no one was watching him from the street. Satisfied that he
was unobserved, he muffled himsalf deep in hisdark raincoat and went up the steps.

At the door, the man had trouble with hiskeys. He carried them loose in his pocket and one key in
particular bothered him. It was the size of adoor key, but thinner, and the muffled man finally solved the
problem by putting thiskey in his vest pocket; then, from among the others, he found the one that
unlocked the front door.

Coming into alarge and gloomy vestibule, the muffled man removed his hat and raincoat, hanging them
on alarge old-fashioned hat-rack. Opening an inner door he stepped into alarge halway, darting quick
glances from left to right. Seeing no one, he began steding toward astairway, only to halt and turn
suddenly as solid footsteps came from the rear of the hall and a stolid voice inquired:

"Isthat you, Mr. Gregg?"

The man from the night finished his quick turnabout at atable where some mail waslying stacked. His
tone was nonchaant as he replied:

"Yes, Sarge. | just camein. | was stopping to seeif | had any mail.”

As he spoke, the nonchalant man found aletter that was addressed to Gregg Tolland. He kept hisface
turned as he opened the letter, but the mirror beyond the table showed hisfeatures. Inthismild light,
Gregg Tolland might have been termed handsome, but the illumination was much in hisfavor. Therewere
sharp linesin hisface that gave it abitter expression. Still, the expression could have been attributed to
grain, for Gregg was nervous even though he did his best to concedl it.

In comparison, the man caled Sarge was as stony-faced as aMayan idol and equally blunt in speech. He
put his next question directly and abruptly:

"Did you go to Debley's?"
Gregg nodded from the mirror. Then:
"I went there, but | didn't see him. There was some excitement around the place.”

Sarge had stepped close. His blunt face showed plainly in the light, ablunt, faithful countenance that fitted
his husky build. He was the sort of man who either spoke histhoughts directly or said nothing. Thiswasa
time when he preferred to spesk:

"Perhgps | should natify your uncle.”



At Sarge's satement Gregg whedled from the table, clutching the letter in his hand. His tone was sharp
and defiant with atrace of obstinacy.

"| told you there was excitement a Debley's. Do you want to darm my uncle? Y ou know how he has
been acting lately, living over his past, muttering about those dreams of his”

For amoment, Sarge's deep eyes glared with wakening anger. Then with what seemed areserve
cultivated through years of long training, Sarge nodded.

"You areright, Mr. Gregg," said the stolid man. "Still, the colond will ask why you did not talk to
Debley."

"Tel him | forgot the key," returned Gregg. From histrouser's pocket he produced the loose group.
"L ook for yoursdf so you can say | didn't haveit.”

"But the colond reminded you -"

"Of course hedid, and | forgot. After al, who would remember akey to an eevator door? Of dl the
absurd notions! When | redlized | didn't have the key, | knew | couldn't go up to Debley's penthouse, so
| came home. I'll tell my uncle tomorrow. If he wants, | can see Debley then.”

Sargewas dill doubtful.
"But the letter said the key was very important,” he reminded. "I can't see how you forgot it, Mr. Gregg.”

There were footsteps coming down the stairs, but Gregg gave them no attention. Less nervous than
before, he wasfacing Sargein thelight, and the thrust of Gregg's chin gave hisfeatures astrength that
appeared as a genuine expression.

"The letter cameto my uncle," announced Gregg firmly. "It may have been important to him, but not to
me. After dl, | receiveimportant mail of my own" - he brandished the letter in his hand - "this letter, for
indance.”

Sarge nodded his head as though he intended to bow out. Meanwhile, the footsteps were reaching the
bottom of the dairs.

"And may | ask you aquestion, Sarge?' demanded Gregg, sharply. "Have you been looking after my
unclewhile | was gone? Just what is he doing now?"

"Heisadeep," replied Sarge. "He didn't want to be disturbed, so he said.”
"What could have disturbed him?"

"Therewasatdephonecal.”

"From whom?'

"From Mr. Debley. | told him you were on your way to see him.”

"But you didn't mention it to my uncle?'

"Of course not. | have dready mentioned that the colonel was adeep.”

The footsteps had stopped. Accompanying them was aman younger than Gregg Tolland, but firmer of
face and in a sense more mature. He had the square features of the Tollands, but his manner was casud,



his poise unruffled. He didn't need to thrust his chin to add emphasisto hiswords. More on the
handsome side than Gregg, this newcomer was quite satisfied with his gppearance asit was.

"Hello, Cousin Gregg," he said coolly. "So you didn't see Debley after dl. Too bad, with Sarge and
myself waiting so patiently to hear what was worrying the old coot.”

"I'll thank you to keep out of this, Dave," returned Gregg. "If you heard what | said to Sarge, it ands.”

"Of course." Dave gave an indifferent nod. "I just didn't want you to forget that I'm part of the Tolland
family, too."

"Y ou can remind Uncle Jeremy of that," asserted Gregg. "I'm going upstairs to see him now."
Before Gregg could reach the stairs, Sarge's heavy hand was clamping on hisarm.

"The colond isadeep, Mr. Gregg."

"All right, I'l waken him."

"Sorry, Mr. Gregg. He said he wasn't to be disturbed.”

Savagely, Gregg flung the opened letter back on the table as though he wanted his hands free to dedl with
Sarge. Looking beyond the stolid man, Gregg saw Dave, sanding with folded arms, smiling from the foot
of the dairs. His chin losng something of itsthrust, Gregg spokein agrowl:

"Sincethere aretwo of you, I'll forget it. I'll give the key back to Uncle Jeremy in the morning; that is, if |
canfinditin my room."

Before Dave could supply some gppropriate bit of sarcasm, the impending dtercation wasforgotten. The
three-cornered discussion becametrivia compared with events upstairs. From somewhere on the second
floor, adoor banged open, and with it came an unearthly shriek that carried murder initscry.

Rooted, the three men could only stare dumbly upward asthey heard the sound of rapid, scuffling
footsteps approaching the head of the stairs. Again, the shriek horrified them and with it, agray-haired
man came lunging into sight, adressing gown trailing behind him.

It was Colond Toalland, the man who had insisted upon having his deep. He was wearing dippersand his
dressing gown served instead of coat and vest; otherwise he was completely dressed. But the wild look
inhisgray, glazed eyes gave the impression that he was viewing ahorde of devils somewhere on alevel
with his gaze, which was directed straight beyond the top of the sairs.

Sarge sprang to action.

"Anacther nightmare!" Starting up the stairs, the brawny man added awarning: "L ook out, Colond! Y oull
befdling down the gaird"

Already on the brink; the gray-haired colond caught the banister and stopped histumble. Clinging there
he shook his head in dazed fashion, findly relaxing and spilling Sdeward into Sarge'sarms by the timethe
servant had arrived. Absorbing the colond'sfall, Sarge retrested down the stairs, steadying old Tolland
as he came. By thetime they were at the bottom, Colone Tolland was shaking his head and recognizing
the other faces.

It was Dave, not Gregg who supplied the next response. Stepping quickly acrossthe hal, the younger
nephew turned on the lightsin aliving room and cdled:



"Bring himin here, Sarge.”
"I'mal right." Therewasadight crack in the colone'stone. " Just another dream - only another dream -"

Sargewas guiding old Tolland to the living room. There, the colone settled inachair and fumbledin his
pocket for aring of keyswhich he finally produced.

"Hewants brandy,” added Dave. "Get it, Sarge, from the study.”

Taking the keys, Sarge crossed the hal and unlocked another door, turning on lights beyond it. By then,
old Jeremy Tolland was staring from one nephew to the other, findly centering his gaze on Gregg.

"Y ou're back, Gregg!" exclaimed old Jeremy. "Then you've seen Debley -"
Hdting, old Jeremy drew himself erect in hischair and amended his own words:

"But you couldn't have seen Debley! | was dreaming about him! | saw him faling, fdling off from ahigh
diff, theway Clavier fel -"

Sarge was coming with the brandy and hisinterruption was timely where Gregg was concerned. Trying to
find words, the eder nephew wasfailing badly when Sarge interrupted:

"Drink this, colond."

"But I've got to know about Debley!" indsted Jeremy, pressing the brandy aside. "It was another of those
dreams’ - hewasturning his head around the group - "those dreamsthat never fail. Tell me, Gregg -"

Again there was an interruption, thistime from the telephone bell. It was Sarge who answered the call
and conducted a short, blunt conversation while the rest listened tense. Then, hanging up, Sarge Sated
smply, golidly:

"Y ou wereright, Colond. Debley isdead. He fell from his penthouse window half an hour ago.”

His head lowered in resignation old Jeremy Tolland Sarted dowly toward the stairs, and thistime it was
his favored nephew Gregg who supported him. Stolid as ever, Sarge watched the pair until they reached
the second floor; meanwhile Dave, in that casud way of his, was stepping over to the table by the
mirror.

"Look Sarge." Dave'slow tone broke the silence. "Thisiswhat Gregg caled an important |etter.”

Dave handed the opened envelopeto Sarge. Init, the latter found an advertising sheet offering shirtsand
neckties at bargain prices. Raising his degp-set eyes, Sarge met Dave's keen gaze and gave adow,
understanding nod that retained but little of hisusua reservation.

"Better turn out the lights," suggested Dave, coally. "We can talk about thistomorrow - after we know
more."

Lights blinked off in the old mansion, darkening the living room and the study opposite. Viewed from the
street they were like vanishing beaconstelling that this house ad one had been subjected to some unusua
disturbance.

Acrossthe street, afigure watched the old mansion blacken through the drizzle; then that same form
turned and blended with the darkness. Gloved hands drew the folds of adampened cloak moretightly as
unseen lips whigpered astrange, Sgnificant laugh.



CHAPTER IV

POLICE COMMISSIONER WESTON regarded suicide a nuisance and did not hesitate to say so. He
felt that Debley's desth was a casein point.

Seated in the grill room of the Cobalt Club, hisfavorite stopping place after office hours, Weston felt free
to express hisopinion to apair of interested parties.

Onewas Weston's friend Lamont Cranston, a cam-faced gentleman who made agood listener; the other
was old Colond Jeremy Tolland who &l so was amember of the exclusive Cobalt Club.

"Debley was scared by his own imagination,” defined Weston. " Scared to the point where he was ready
to do anything that would bring escape from hisfear. So he found hisrefuge, afew dozen stories down,
right in the middle of the Sdewalk."

Crangton's expression remained unchanged, which made Weston wonder whether or not his friend was
convinced. Asfor the old colond, his square features Smply sagged.

"Y ou were here, Crangton, the first time Debley caled,” reminded Weston. "That was two nights ago.
Remember?'

Cranston nodded.

"l could have gone directly to Debley's," conceded Weston, "but the man talked like afanatic. In fact, he
didn't even ask me to come there; he just wanted me to stand by in case he had trouble from some image
called aQuetzd."

"An effigy of an Aztec god,” confirmed Crangton. ""Debley probably brought it back from Mexico. Am |
right, Colond Tolland?"

Old Jeremy nodded, his expression listless.

"Y es, Debley had beenin Mexico," affirmed Jeremy. "That waswhere | first met him, some years ago.”
"But what about the Quetzal image?' demanded Weston. "What could it mean?”

Jeremy's eyes gave amild but steedy stare.

"It might mean death, Commissoner.”

"Then what became of it? Ingpector Cardona searched the premises and couldn't find it. Do you think
that Debley actudly had such an effigy?"

Sowly, Jeremy shook his head and the action prompted Weston to another question:
"Why don't you think he had it, colonel ?*

"Becauseif it did mean death,” replied Jeremy, "Debley could not have kept it long. The curse of the
Quetzd isswift, Commissioner - if it redly isacurse.”

It was Cranston who recognized how equivoca Jeremy's statement was, but Weston took it as support
of his own argument. Hence Weston proceeded:

"Congder the absurd precautions that Debley took. He began by harboring himsdlf in the most isolated
penthouse that he could find, perched among office buildings rather than apartment houses.”



As evidence, Weston introduced a photograph of the penthouse and its building, sudded with a dotted
line which began with the window from which Debley had plunged and curved down to his landing spot.

To Cranston, the picture was more graphic than Weston supposed. The commissioner's friend was
studying it from other angles. He was noting the much taller building that towered across the street from
Debley's on the sde where the living room window faced.

That higher structure was a Gothic skyscraper, a gingerbread product of the pre-modernistic period. It
rose amost sraight and itsinfrequent ledges were very narrow, ornamented with quaint posts that bulged
from the low stone parapets. It was an archaic type of decoration that some old-fashioned architect had
included with hisplans.

Crangton's eyes moved dightly, dowly, asthough visudizing a pendulum swing from one of those stone
gee-gaws. Next he noted that the ledge surrounding Debley's penthouse was similarly embellished with a
gparse row of solemn gargoylesthat peered like stone sentinels.

Perhapsit was purely a coincidenta thought that brought a dry, morose chuckle from Colonel Jeremy.

"Poor Debley,” commented Jeremy. "Maybe when he came home he looked up at his penthouse and
saw one of those gargoyles. Such aface would make him think of Quetzal."

"Debley never |eft the penthouse,” put in Weston. " That was another of his eccentricities.”

"Could he have been leaning out to stare at a gargoyle's face?' queried Jeremy, absently. "That might
have accounted for hisfal."

"If he didn't know about the gargoyles," argued Weston, "he wouldn't have tried to look at them."”
"Perhaps he had a subconscious impression of them, Commissoner.”
Weston gave asnort that didn't ruffle Jeremy in the leest.

"The subconsciousis the greatest factor in our lives," continued the colond. " Only those who have not
experienced itsinfluence derideit, and they speak through ignorance. Now | for one can testify -"

Impatiently Weston rapped an interruption with his knuckles and gestured to the photograph.
"Seefor yoursdlf, Colond. Thereisno gargoyle outside the window where Debley jumped.”

The commissioner wasright, but he overlooked something which was intriguing hisfriend Cranston.
There was a stone gargoyle directly outside the window that was at the end of the penthouse hall; that
very window which had so mysterioudy lowered itself during The Shadow's grapple with the man who
had fled in the elevator.

Again, Crangton was picturing a pendulum, its hanging point that gargoyle. Across another street from the
penthouse was the side roof of an office building, an extenson severd stories high. Then Cranston
suddenly interrupted his own conclusionsto hear more of Jeremy's.

"Debley's mind was governed by the subconscious,” the colond wastelling the commissioner. "Not
merely receptively, which would have accounted for his crestion of the Quetza delusion, but in an active
way. | cantestify -"

"Towhat, Colond?'

Reverting to one of his brusque moods, Weston was thinking that he could trap Jeremy into some sort of



an admission, however minor it might be. What Jeremy delivered was something even more fantastic.

"At the moment of hisplunge,” assured Jeremy solemnly, "Rufus Debley became a human radio station.
He flashed amessage of terror through the ether, hoping that some sengitive mind would pick up that
sgna of distress. Onemind did." Stopping abruptly, Jeremy looked from man to man and nodded. "That
mind was my own."

Weston's knuckles paused on the point of another interruption. Then:
"Y ou mean Debley projected athought of the Quetza image?'

"No. Histhoughts were drowned by their own gatic." Jeremy's head gave aregretful shake. "Beingina
subconscious state, | received an impression of Debley'sfal. | was enjoying one of those half-deeps that
are acompensation of advancing years, except when some horrified mind-cry interrupts them.”

"Then you were dreaming of Debley.”

"Y es, Commissioner, of Debley and of mountains. Of Mexican Serraswhere| first met him yearsago.”
"And from that past you chanced to have anightmare.”

"Not from the past, Commissoner. My dream was of the present. Debley'sfal provedit.”

"l see." Weston nodded as though humoring the old colondl. "Tell me, do you have many of these present
dreams?'

"Very few," returned Jeremy. "Most of my impressons come from the future.”
Weston's stare became incredul ous.

"The subconscious mind isfreein time aswell as space,” explained Jeremy. "When | take my half-naps|
deliberately seek future pastures and find them.”

While Weston sat wondering how he could deal with the crack-pot colonel, Cranston took over the
dtuation with the query:

"Areyour future visonsredized, Colond ?'

"Quite often,” replied Jeremy. "Understand, | do not trust my own memory of them. | usually check them
with Sergeant Gavitt."

"Sergeant Gavitt?'
"My old orderly of the first World War. Why, only thismorning, | told Sarge -"

Jeremy's eyeswere gaining afar-away stare; hislipswere forming into asmile that denoted anticipation.
Then, asthough tearing himself from the future that he had envisioned, the colone shook himself and
became erect in his chair. His gray eyeswere firm as they centered on Weston; smiling lips reverted to
their melancholy droop.

"Y ou were speaking of Debley's precautions,” reminded Jeremy. " Perhaps they were absurd; we dl
acquire curious notions aswe grow older. Why not proceed with the discussion, Commissioner?
Possibly we may be able to andyze Debley's fixations."

Glad of the suggestion, Weston nodded and turned to his notes, hoping that he could keep the subject on



Debley's eccentricities rather than Jeremy's. But Cranston, though he offered no objection to the switch,
remained interested in Jeremy's theme of the subconscious.

Whatever might be said regarding Rufus Debley would be interpreted in terms of Jeremy Tolland, so far
as Lamont Cranston was concerned. For Cranston's eyes, watching the old colonel mildly, carried a
deeper ingght than they disclosed.

They were the eyes of The Shadow.
CHAPTER YV

NOTES weren't the only data that WWeston had gathered concerning Debley; he had actual exhibits. The
firg that he tossed on the table was athin sted key. With it, Weston furnished the comment:

"Thekey to Debley'sdevator.”
Colond Jeremy gavethe key apuzzled Sare.

"It was an automatic elevator,” explained Weston, "but it hadn't any button for the penthouse floor. Y ou
had to use thiskey in the switchboard.”

Apparently Jeremy had never heard of such akey.
"Where did you find it, Commissoner?"

"On Debley," replied Weston. "That's how we managed to get up there. Of course there was another
way, the fire tower, but it had adoor with an automatic lock at the top. Nobody could have used that
route either."

Leaning back in hischair, Jeremy clasped his hands across his digphragm.
"Then Debley's deeth couldn't have been murder.”

"No, Colond, it couldn't have," emphasized Weston, "but there might have been an attempt upon hislife.
Look at these."

The thingsthat Weston termed "these” were bullets, afew badly bashed, that he tossed upon the table.
Stll curious, old Jeremy surveyed the leaden pellets until Weston queried:

"Recognize them, Colond 7'

"l can't say that | do."

"Y ou should, because you probably dodged alot during the first World War."
A light dawned in Jeremy's eyes.

"Bulletsfrom a Luger autometic?'

"That'sright," acknowledged Weston. "Cdiber nine millimeters, an odd size that would run alittle larger
than a.35 if there happened to be such agun. The identification experts say they were from a
reconditioned automatic."

"Where did you find them, Commissioner?'

"In Debley's hallway, near the eevator. Y ou know the place of course.”



Jeremy shook his head.
"Y ou mean you never went there, Colonel ?*

"Never, Commissioner. Debley phoned and wanted me to come there the other night, but the weather
was too inclement. Sarge wouldn't et me go out.”

By now, Weston was convinced that Jeremy could hardly have influenced Debley's suicide. The colond's
comments were neither avowals nor denias of aconnection with Debley, and they were varied enough to
carry thering of truth. Nevertheless, Weston pressed home the question:

"What do you make of the bullets?'

"Tell me more about the hallway," suggested Jeremy. "How wasit located? If | knew, | might givean
opinion.”

From his notes, Weston brought a carefully drawn floor plan of the penthouse. Studying the diagram,
Jeremy gave anod. Then:

"Very smple, Commissioner. Debley must have imagined he saw thingsin the hdl. It would be the naturdl
place from which any menace would arrive. Since he was bothered with hdlucinations, it is quite
probable that he fired those shots himsdlf."

"But we didn't find the Luger."
"Nor did you find the Quetza . Debley may have disposed of both, perhaps aweek ago, or amonth.”

The possibility made a definite impression upon Weston and Cranston was equally intrigued, but from
another standpoint. There wasn't any reason why Jeremy should brush aside the matter of the gunfire
unless he specificaly wanted to cover up thefact of acertain vigtor to Debley's at the time of the scared
man's death.

Thisto Cranston was quite asinteresting as the thing that Weston didn't recognize at dl; namely, that
Debley's penthouse wasn't quite asinaccessible as the police supposed. It wasn't that Cranston was just
thinking of how he had personally entered the place as The Shadow by working on the fire tower door.
His mind was gtill on the photograph which showed those nearby buildings.

Again, Jeremy seemed to pick up Cranston's thoughts. Quite blandly the old colond suggested:

"Of course, Commissioner, someone might have managed to reach the penthouse from outsde. When |
wasin Mexico-"

"Thisisn't Mexico," interrupted Weston, testily. "New Y ork doesn't have mountain goats, or burros, or
whatever e sethey have in Mexico. But since you knew Debley when you were there, tell me something
about him."

With a shrug, Jeremy spread his hands.

"What isthereto tdl? We were both there to make our fortunes and we did. Of course we made
enemiestoo.”

"What sort of enemies?"

"Enemies who tried to swindle us or promote schemes to put us out of business. But we made our own
way, honestly enough. We became used to threats.”



"Y ou and Debley were partnersthen?'

"Never. Our paths crossed occasondly, that was al. We conducted similar transactions, largely in
trangportation, but | made my fortune in mining whereas Debley's came from oil.”

"Then you know nothing of this Quetzal threet that drove Debley to his own destruction?”
"l have heard of it. A Quetzal imageis consdered dangerousif it comes from the wrong person.”
"And Debley knew some wrong people?’

"No morethan | did." From a position to which he had gradually dumped, Jeremy drew himself erect. "l
can assure you of this, commissioner: any menace that Debley may have imagined could be directed quite
asmuch againg mysdf."

Jeremy was rising as he made that statement; reaching for acane, he was preparing to hobble from the
grill room when Weston stopped him with the query:

"Y ou mean you are in danger, too, Colonel ?*
"Asmuch as Debley was," affirmed Jeremy, "and perhaps more so. Only | am not asking for protection.”
"And why not?'

"Because | am not governed by my imagination,” chuckled Jeremy. "Or let ussay"” - he paused, giving
Weston acanny, sdelong glance - "let us say that | have faith in my visons. Some of my dreams have
been redlized; | have no fear of death.”

Cranston was leaving dong with Jeremy. Up the stairs from the grill room and out through the foyer,
Cranston observed that the old colonel's cane was more an ornament than anecessity. Jeremy's hobble
seemed scarcely more than amode of stretching hislegs, once under way, his gait began to show agility
until he saw that Cranston noticed it.

Then, dowing wearily, Jeremy placed one hand against Cranston's arm, to steady himself for the few
steps leading to the sdewalk, and confided:

"You can't be spry at my age, Cranston. Just atrifle too much energy and the old crick catchesyou in the
back. One thoughtless step from a curb and my leg might double under me. Poor Debley, he wastoo
young for hisyears. Why, | wouldn't have the strength to open awindow, let done pitch mysdlf out!”

As he spoke, old Jeremy was glancing across the street, looking for his car. His words were hardly
uttered before he belied them in amost sngular way. At Sght of Colone Jeremy, the chauffeur of an
old-fashioned limousine began to pull the big car from the curb beyond a cross street, giving it aquick
dart to beat achanging traffic light.

On the other side of the street, agirl saw the light go green and started to cross. A moment later she was
squarely in the path of the lunging car and redlized it. With ashriek, she flung hersdlf ahead of the
limousine, taking the only path which enabled her to avoid passing cars.

Before the girl had completely sprawled, old Jeremy was springing from the curb, leaving the dert Mr.
Cranston rooted beside the equally frozen door man. Tossing his cane as he went, the colond made a
diving scoop thet rolled the tumbling girl right into hisarms. With abrawvny heave, he brought himsdf full
about, inches from the bumper of the screeching car and actualy out-raced it in his scramble for the curb,
caryingthegirl with him.



The chauffeur managed a swerve that aided Jeremy's swift rescue and brought the car to a sudden stop.
Flushed with pride a his own prowess, the colond didn't realize that hisfeat was out of character until
Cranston reached him. Then, abruptly, Jeremy let the girl change from afeatherweight into a burden too
heavy to be handled done. Panting heavily, helet her weight sag into Cranston'sarms.

Y et there was till something of triumph in the old man's manner. Unable to restrain his enthusiasm, he
excdamed:

"I dreamed this, Cranston! | dreamed it last night and it has happened! Go tell the commissioner that you
have seen it happen, adream of the future coming true!™

CHAPTER VI

Lamont Crangton didn't go and tell the commissioner. He couldn't very well invade the Cobalt Club
carrying agirl. The stuff of Jeremy's dreams had fainted, and something had to be done about it.

The girl's face was turned upward from Cranston's shoulder and since her eyes were closed he had a
chanceto study her features without being impalite. It was anice face, winning in itsoval shape, with a
dightly dark complexion that harmonized with the brown hair benegth the dangling, blue hat. An attractive
face that would be even prettier with soulful eyes, particularly if brown; factors which were till in doubt.

By now, the chauffeur was out of the car, disputing matters with the colonel, but they soon cameto one
mind. Both were shaky, Jeremy because of heroic exercise, the chauffeur from the shock of having the
girl spring right out of the asphalt before he could apply the brakes.

"It was my fault, Colond," the chauffeur was conceding. ™Y ou'd better rest abit, . I'll find your cane.”
The door man had aready picked up the cane. He handed it to the colonel, who thanked him. Then:

"You couldn't helpit, Sarge," said Jeremy with awarm clap on the chauffeur's shoulder. "After dl, weve
teamed up for alot of years. We never fail each other in a pinch, do we?'

"Never, Colond."
"And besides, thiswasfated. Remember, Sarge?"
"Remember what, Sr?"

"Thedream | had last night. About an accident with agirl in blue. Remember, | said | heard her scream
and | was clutching for her when | woke up?”

Sarge shook his head.

"l remember you waking up,” herecalled. "Y ou were Sitting in bed shouting something, but you didn't say
what it was about.”

"It was at breakfast that | told you of the dream.”

"I must have been watching the toast, Colonel. Y ou awaysburnit if | don't. If you spoke about a dream,
| probably didn't hear you."

"But | told you to drive cautioudy coming here-"

"Y ou dwaystdl meto drive cautioudy, Colond.”



The girl was ftirring from Cranston's shoulder, so hetook alook at her eyes. They were thankful if not
actually soulful and their proper color, brown. The girl seemed quite comfortable and rather pleased that
shewas dill dive, for she gave Cranston avery grateful smile and murmured her appreciation of the
rescue.

"Thank Colond Tolland," suggested Cranston, as he steadied the girl to her feet. "I suppose he does
deserve thanks, dthough it was his own car that nearly ran you down. But what about your name, so that
| can introduce you? Mine happens to be Cranston.”

"I'm Shirley Macolm," replied the girl. Then, atrifle puzzled: "Did you say Colone Tolland?"
"Colond Jeremy Tolland."

"I've heard my father mention him," the girl recalled. "The colond has something to do with mining, haan't
he?'

"| think he has," smiled Crangton. "We can ask him when he finishes hisargument.”

The dispute was just about over, with Sarge bowing out. The colonel had added that unfinished dreams
were dways of specid significance, invariably bearing agood omen. Hewaseveningding that dl his
trust in Sarge was based on dreams and having made that point, the colond turned to greet the young
lady who had first crossed his path in the dream world.

Cranston supplied the introduction and Jeremy returned Shirley's smile with abow. When the girl
mentioned her father, giving hisfull name as Roland Ma colm, the colond responded with a prompt nod.

"Of course I've heard of him," stated Jeremy. "A metdlurgist, isn't he?!
"Hewas," the girl acknowledged "but he has beenill the past few years.”

"Too bad, too bad,” mused Jeremy. "Whereisyour father, herein New Y ork?'
"No. I'm hereaone,” replied Shirley. "Looking for ajobif | canfind one."

"Tut-tut! Never look for ajob," philosophized Jeremy. "Let jobs look for you. There are too many good
jobs and too few good people. No, no" - impatiently Jeremy waved his cane, before the girl could
interrupt - "don't ask me the same old question: What are you to do while waiting for ajob? I'll answer
that for you.

"Y ou're coming with me, MissMa colm, so you can write your father, wherever heis, and tell him you've
fdlen into good hands." Hisface broadening, Jeremy chuckled. "Y ou redly fdl into my hands, didn't you?
Well, we can forgive Sarge since everything ended happily. Herésthe car, so get right into it.” Taking
Shirley'sarm, Jeremy guided her toward the car, then turned and asked suddenly: "Coming our way,
Crangton?'

Cranston wasn't but he said he was. He asked for time out to get a briefcase that he had left in the Cobalt
Club, and Jeremy granted the request. When Cranston joined the othersin the car he found that Shirley
had also gained the privilege of astop-off at her hotel in order to pick up a suitcase. So the car went first
to the hotel.

It was avery dilapidated hotel which could better have been termed arun-down boarding house, afact
which caused Jeremy to "tut-tut” as soon as Shirley had goneingde. Theinterior of the limousinewas
very gloomy in the darkness of this side street and old Jeremy's voi ce carried a hush as he spoke to
Crangton.



"| talked to the girl while you were getting your briefcase,” said Jeremy. "She didn't want to cometo my
house; didn't think it was right to impose on an old friend of her father's."

"How old afriend of yoursis her father, Colond?'

"Well, I've heard of him," replied Jeremy. Then, histone critical, he added: "But how could | make many
friends up here, while | was down in Mexico?'

"l don't suppose you could.”

"Of course | couldn't. Some of my best friends are people I've never met. Let's say Macolm is one of
them."

"Because of your dream?"
Jeremy chuckled wisgly at Cranston's question.

"Because of my dream,” the colond admitted. "Thoughts carry, Cranston, not only from the past but far
into the future. Y ou can believe it, because you've been to strange places.”

Crangton nodded in the gloom.

"Theré's nowhere stranger than Mexico,” continued Jeremy, " not when those Aztec drums begin to throb.
Often I've heard them in the mountains and they bring strange thoughtsto you. Y our past comes back
and spreadsitsdlf into future vistas. | know, because every night, | seem to hear those drums.”

"Do you think that Debley heard them?"
"Unquestionably, but they drove him frantic. It wouldn't have done any good for meto go and see him.”
"Couldn't you have sent someone?’

There was sharp whiteness in the gloom as Jeremy's eyes turned hard upon Cranston. For a moment,
Cranston could sense that the colond was growing tense. Then, very camly, the old man spoke.

"I might have sent my nephew," he mused. "That is, my nephew Gregg, who is more rdiable than Dave. |
want you to meet them some day, Cranston. But speaking of meetings, it was most fortunate that | met
MissMdcolmwhen | did."

"Why wasthat, Colond?"

"Because she tdls me she was dready packed and planning to go home this evening. All last night she
was worrying about it, wondering who could help her stay longer.”

"And that thought flashed straight to you?"
"It flashed everywhere, Cranston. All it needed was for someoneto receiveit, asl did.”
Pondering briefly upon Jeremy's statement, Cranston decided to probe the old colonel's theory.

"Tell me, Colond," questioned Crangton. Do you find thought reception acommon occurrencein this
dream dtate that you mention?"

"Very common,” rgoined Jeremy, "but | have waited along while for awell-defined fulfillment of a
chance event like tonight's meeting with MissMacolm. | have dways wanted to learn what would follow



insuchacase"
"You'vetaked about it often, | suppose?’

"Only to Sarge, though he probably wouldn't remember. My dreams don't impress him." Jeremy paused
and strained his eyes from the car window. " Suppose we discuss this some other time, Cranston. Here
comes Shirley with her suitcase.”

The limousine dropped Cranston and his briefcase afew blocks from the Tolland mansion so that he
could hail acab and continue his own journey. But Cranston, it seemed, was dso of the opinion that
paths once crossed should cross again.

Instead of stopping a cab, he stepped to a darkened doorway and performed manipulationswith his
briefcase. In afew moments The Shadow glided forth fully garbed in black. Then, with aswift, easy
gride, this master of the night moved, discernible only by the blacknessthat floated acrosslighted
patches of sdewak only to be consumed by the darkness beyond.

Five minutes after he had left the limousine, The Shadow, formerly Lamont Cranston, was making a
slent, invisble patrol of the street in front of the brownstone house, watching for new developments.

The Shadow's wait was brief.

Set above a side passage by the old house was a second story window, dim with light, which The
Shadow decided must be the guest chamber to which Shirley had been assigned. Very suddenly that light
blinked off.

Half aminute passed; then sharp, tiny glimmers came from the side window, the blinks of aflashlight
sending acode. From the pauses, The Shadow recognized that there must be an answer, so he shifted
into the deeper darkness to gain a better angle. From there, The Shadow saw the responding blinks.

They came from the second floor of an old dilapidated house further down the street and on the other
sde. Asthey paused, The Shadow glided from the passage and headed Straight for the other house.

However accidenta the meeting between Jeremy Tolland and Shirley Macolm, these sgnasdid not
belong in the realm of chance. To The Shadow they were another marker in thetrall of the missing
Quetzd and dl it might represent!

CHAPTER VII

The man in the vacant house gave his flashlight asweep as he extinguished it, and the passing glow was
enough to show hisface. It was ayouthful face, atrifle on the sallow side, and reasonably handsome.

Perhaps those features demanded a better light to show them at their best, for the smile that was forming
asthe fleeting light passed it carried the leer of the professional schemer. Or it could have been that the
sallow man, stationed here alone, was not averse to dropping amore pleasant mask.

Whatever histrue appearance, the man was certainly crafty in manner. Working hisway acrossthe
empty room, he was careful to use hisflashlight only in the spots most needed as he probed out through
the doorway into along hal. His stride done was careless, for he made no effort to deaden the creaks of
the floor benesth hisfeet.

However, sound could matter little in an empty house. Light was something that could be seen; hence, it
was more important to conceal. Except for those necessary signd blinks, the sallow chap was handling
hisbusnesswell.



In the hallway, the intruder was guided by an open window, dimly visible at the rear. Half way dong, he
paused to listen without using his flashlight. It wasn't that he had heard sounds; he merely wanted to make
sure that none arrived, because he planned aside trip. Satisfied that the house was undisturbed, the
mysterious visitor entered a side room and gleamed hislight dong thefloor.

Hefound what he wanted, atelephone. Lifting the receiver, he heard the dial-tone and chuckled. Then,
without the benefit of flashlight, he dided in the darkness. A voice answered and the young man gave a
"Hdlo."

Instantly the voice at the other end showed sharp suspicion. Itstone camein aquick, vicious stab.
"Whoisit?'

Though confident so far, the man with the flashlight became suddenly hesitant. Then:

"It'sVic."

Again astabbed query was returned:

"Whao'sVic?'

"Victor Brett." The salow prowler suddenly became defiant. "Maybe I've got the wrong number - so
what?'

Starting to dam the receiver, Brett heard a change of tone. Its suavity was familiar, so he resumed the
conversation.

"Soit'syou after al." Brett laughed as he brought the receiver to hisear. "Say - | thought I'd hit the
wrong number.”

"Sorry, Vic." Thetonewasaily. "I didn't expect to hear from you so soon. Where are you?'

"In the empty house. The phone was connected and | dided in the dark; that's why | thought 1'd dipped.
What was wrong &t your end?"’

"Only that | wasn't taking chances. Did the girl get located?”

"Shedid and she coded the whole tale. The old colond fell, and flat.”

"The nephew, Gregg?"

"Suspicious, but it doesn't matter. The chauffeur, Sarge, ison her sde.”

"WhereisDave?'

"Not home."

"All the better." The suave tone showed full satisfaction. "All right, Vic, I'll sop by tomorrow."

Ending hiscall, Breit gave the flashlight abrief gleam to locate the door. With long, cresky strideshe
reached the hallway, made the turn toward the rear and stopped dead still. In one brief space between
hisfootfals, Brett fancied that he had heard an echoing creak from somewhere in the house.

More tense than ever, the prowler waited. Nothing occurred until he took afew steps of his own; then,
again he caught an echo, thistime placing it on the stairs. From the way Brett'sfist tightened on the



flashlight, it was his only weapon, but his sharp drawn breath proved that he wouldn't hesitate to useit as
abludgeon if acrisscame.

Brett didn't use the light again. His eyes were becoming accustomed to the darkness. He could seethe
outline of thewindow plainly, for the reflected glow of the city gaveit the gppearance of a square pane
etched with twilight. Hiswork here done, Brett preferred a sneak to the window rather than standing this
untenable ground. So Brett began his snesk.

The creaks from the stairs sneaked too.

It was too much for Brett. Though more than half way to the window, he turned about and made afew
steps the other way, to draw those creaks closer. They came, but Brett wasn't listening; governed by a
sudden afterthought, he wheeled toward the window.

Breit was right regarding what he'd seen.

No longer apand of twilight, the window had become aframe for aliving silhouette consisting of cloaked
shoulders and a head that wore a douch hat!

Brett had glimpsed it once; now hewas glimpsing it again. Ingtantly, the image vanished, producing the
effect of adrawn shade. All went black at the window and Brett knew why.

The Shadow had raised his shoulders, blocking off what light remained. By now he was through the
window with aforward lunge.

Savagely, Brett shoved the flashlight toward the window, pressing the switch to throw the glareinto the
invader's eyes. Stopped within a dozen feet, the flashlight's beam began to shorten as though gobbled by
blackness. The Shadow was on the way. Dropping back, Brett whipped the flashlight up above his
shoulder intending to fling it hard.

A hand snatched the flashlight from behind!

It was the man from the stairs, the creeper who had profited by Brett's problem with The Shadow. In
snatching the flashlight, the man from the stairway made a crosshand grab and the glow lashed across his
face. Asbriefly as Brett'sface had shown earlier, the square features of Gregg Tolland werereveded. It
was unmistakably Gregg, to anyone who might have recognized him, for his chin had the forward thrust
that he affected when he became fighting mad.

Hurling the flashlight away, he jabbed one hand to Brett's throat and used the other to swing agun at the
head of the man he neither knew nor saw. Only by freak strategy did Brett offset that thrust.
Remembering The Shadow, Brett gave amad whirl carrying Gregg with him. A lunging shape crashed
into the grapple that was Gregg and Brett.

Far better than he expected was Brett's Strategy of turning asmpletusdeinto afreefor al.

The Shadow too was swinging agun, but hisfirst stroke was of awarding sort. There was a clash of
sed, afly of sparks as The Shadow's weapon met Gregg's, above Brett's ducking head. The threefold
tangle surged under the force of The Shadow's drive, carrying the whole group forward along the hall.
Gregg was twisting now, whipping his own gun wildly, glancing blows that The Shadow was sarting to
deliver. Inthe middle, Brett was clutched by both until his strategy paid its dividends.

Futility more than craft was inspiring Gregg Tolland. Wanting more scope to avoid The Shadow's swings,
Gregg dropped toward the stairsjust as the group reached them. Vic Brett knew those stairs, even
though he hadn't used them and he made asmart grab for the newel post at the top end of the banister.



At that moment, Gregg dropped away, taking The Shadow with him.

Gregg's dive was purposeful, and deep. Never expecting the fellow to go below floor level, The Shadow
overlunged. He was pitching headlong down the sairs, dlutching for Gregg and carrying him dong, while
Brett, entirely clear, sprang to hisfeet, raced through the hall and vaulted through the window, taking a
bouncing bump from the back porch roof to the ground below.

Meanwhile, The Shadow and Gregg were double-somersaulting down the stairs. Heaving clear, Gregg
made along leap across the thudding figure that he heard but couldn't see and reached the front door.
Grabhbing the knob, he yanked the door open, and, in hismad desire to foresta | pursuit, Gregg turned
and fired afew wild shotsin the direction of the sairs.

Instead of echoes, Gregg heard alaugh, aweird burst of mockery that a ghost would have envied.
Whether it meant that hisfoe still lived, or had bounced back from another world to haunt him, Gregg
didn't stop to reason. Out through the door, Gregg was loping diagonally across the street, to reach his
home preserves.

Ghogtly in style but human in frame, The Shadow renewed the pursuit with aquick sweep up from the
floor where he had purposdly sprawled to avoid Gregg's frantic shots. As he reached the street, he saw
that Gregg was choosing the Sde dley in preference to the front door of the brownstone mansion, so The
Shadow took the side route too.

Here was a chase whally in The Shadow's favor with scarcely a chancefor his prey to turn and fight at
bay. Unique events had produced it and it was scarcely in the cards that asmilar sequel should occur.

Y et such was to happen, more surprisingly than before!
CHAPTER VIII

I'T was Shirley Ma colm who first heard the clatter of feet in the Sde dley. From the moment that she had
entered the room, the girl hadn't |eft the window, though she had told Colond Tolland that she was going
right to bed to rest from the effects of her near-accident.

To Shirley, the Sgna's had seemed more important and she was still standing by in case Vic Brett
decided to send areturn message. Then the sounds of muffled gunfire had startled her, followed by the
clatter of the front door across the way.

Though Shirley hadn't seen Gregg enter, she saw him come out post-haste. He wasn't recognizable asthe
nephew to whom the colond had briefly introduced her downgtairs, for Gregg was muffled, huddled as
heran. Lost to view as he neared the house, Shirley saw him again when she leaned from the window, in
response to the pound of hisfest.

Stooping low beside thewall, Gregg wrenched a a cellar grating as though he knew the trick that would
open it. He had amost succeeded, when asingular sort of blackness enveloped him and Shirley heard a
muffled snarl as Gregg came up madly inthedim light.

Therewasaswirl of figures so fantastic that Shirley couldn't believe her amazed eyes. The girl was
viewing areplicaof the kaleidoscopic struggle that had occurred in the halway of Debley's penthouse,
two nightsbefore. A strange fray, this, gpparently a one-man struggle in which the solitary fighter
vanished and regppeared at intervals. It could only mean that another combatant was present, a battler so
sngular that he would have been invigbleif not in action.

The Shadow was literally eclipsing Gregg Tolland and the struggle would have been short-lived if athird



man hadn't entered it. Who he was, Shirley hadn't an ides, but she spotted where he came from. Hewas
along, lean manin adark suit who had been lurking in acorner of the dley, huddled in darkness avay
fromthegrating.

Even now this newcomer wouldn't have been in it, except that The Shadow and Gregg had reded in his
direction and plucked him from obscurity. Oncein the ded, the third man's savagery wasterrific. Hewas
dashing with something that glimmered like aknife and Shirley saw achunk of blackness cleaveitsdf asit
whirled awvay.

The knife had taken a huge dash from The Shadow's cloak and only his spinning dive had saved him
from the blade. Again, Gregg Tolland wasin the clear, thanks to the intervention of another unknown,
and Gregg was making the most of it. With asprawling roll he went through the open grating and after
him dived the knife specidis.

Shirley didn't wait to see The Shadow follow. Already she could hear Sarge's hoarse voice bellowing
from the front hall while the husky chauffeur pounded the door of the colondl's study to notify his master
that there was trouble. Suddenly frantic, Shirley realized that she couldn't afford to be connected with
this.

Reaching her suitcase on the chair where Sarge had parked it, Shirley tugged it open in the dark and
began pawing with one hand for the night things while she pedled her dresswith her other hand and
kicked off her shoes.

Things were happening even faster in the cellar. As Gregg ducked in one direction, the other man tried a
short cut. The Shadow landed through the grating just in time to catch aglimpse of both and chosethe
route that Gregg had taken. It looked broader and more likely to lead somewhere.

The man with the knife didn't travel far. Turning acorner he encountered the blackness of a half-empty
cod bin and before he could halt himsealf, he was crashing head on into the upper half of a partition. It
was an odd sort of a partition, for instead of being fixed at the Sdes, it dangled asif hinged. Thething
flapped as the man struck it, and he plunged face forward into the cod pile as the hinged partition swung
back.

The Shadow heard a clatter but didn't see what happened. He still had a score to settle with hisorigina
problem, who happened to be Gregg Tolland.

Out from an unexpected corner, Gregg dashed for aflight of stairs and reached the top as The Shadow
arrived at the bottom. Thistime Gregg didn't turn to fire shots while wresting adoor open. He dammed
the door behind him, giving itskey atwist. In the dimly lighted kitchen, he took aquick ook about, then
gdled into the dining room that led through to the living room on one Sde of the house.

Sargewas gill pounding on the study door which lay acrossthe hall from the living room. This had
happened occasondly before, the old colond faling into one of his so-caled light degps from which
nothing short of Gabrid's horn could rouse him. Probably the pounding was merdly mingling into one of
Jeremy's dreams, o Sarge gave up.

Up in her room, Shirley heard the hammering end just as she was diding into nightgown and bed in a
single action. Thinking that Sarge had findly roused old Jeremy and that they'd be shouting for her next,
Shirley dipped into her dressing gown and grabbed her dippers; opening the door shetook afew steps
aong the hall and looked downdtairs.

Sarge was turning from the study door, rubbing one hand with the other. Instead of coming upgtairs, the
chauffeur went back toward the kitchen.



Shirley stole to the top of the stairs and paused to put on her dippers. Stooping, she saw Gregg Tolland
come through the door from the living room. With aworried glance at the sudy door, Gregg sneaked
into the vestibule and hung his hat and coat there.

Working back along the upstairs hall, Shirley waited until she heard Gregg return. He stopped at the
study door, rapped twice and called:

"Uncle Jeremy! Areyou there? What's happened? Where's Sarge?' Gregg knew where Sarge weas, all
right. Recelving no response from the study, he turned toward the kitchen. By then Shirley was
thoroughly alarmed. It was bad enough to have invaders brawling into the place, let aone discovering that
amember of the household was one of them. Gregg's business with the hat and coat was a complete
give-away, but it did give Shirley some confidence concerning her own status.

Having been smart enough not to be caught with her clothes on, Shirley decided to establish the fact that
she'd gone to bed by making an appearance in her present attire of dressing gown and dippers. Shewas
worried about Sarge, now that Gregg had goneto join him in the kitchen, since Sarge couldn't know that
the favored nephew was something of atraitor in the Tolland camp.

Asfor old Colond Jeremy, his prolonged silence was another matter for concern, considering the
kindness he had shown Shirley. So as she reached the bottom of the stairs, the girl hated, wondering if
she ought to repeat the hammering on the study door.

Assheraised her hand to knock, Shirley heard a sound from the vestibule; clutching her dressing gown,
sherecoiled as ayoung man stepped into sight. As sartled asthe girl, the man stepped back, bowing an
apology and reaching for ahat that he was hanging on the rack.

"My mistake," he sad, atrifle thickly. "Wrong house, | guess. No" - he stared at an object in hishand -
"it can't be. Thisismy key, right enough."

Finding her voice, Shirley blurted:
"You're Dave Tolland?'

"That'sright," the young man acknowledged, "but who are you? A missing cousin that Uncle Jeremy
never mentioned?"

"I'm Shirley Macolm. I'll explain that later. Meanwhile wed better find your uncle.”
Dave nudged toward the study door.
"lan't heinthere?"

"If heis, something has happened to him," declared Shirley, serioudy. " Sarge pounded the door but
couldn't wake him."

"That's the way with uncleslight degps. Sarge ought to know better than to keep on hammering. But
what wasit al about?'

"Some excitement, down in the cdlar, | think."
"Then Sarge has probably traced it by thistime. Let's go to the kitchen and find out.”

They reached the kitchen to find Sarge looking for the cdllar key, with Gregg standing by, quite baffled.
The door was locked, but the key wasn't in it, and Sarge, clutching Jeremy's big cane in one hand, was



becoming more and more impatient over hisinability to reach the cellar and start looking for
trouble-makers down there.

Leaning againgt adoor that opened into the hdlway, Dave gave alight laugh. The excitement had
sobered him.

"Better get some more weapons,” decided Dave. "1 know just what we want, the poker and tongs from
thefireplacein the old back parlor.”

The door of the parlor was behind the tairs, for the room was directly in back of the sudy. Dave was
opening it as he spoke, for the door was amost in reach of the kitchen entrance. Dropping back as he
heard a clatter, Dave thought his drinks were catching up on him, until he saw his uncle stepping from
besde the fireplace, bringing the very objectsin question.

"Hereyou are, Dave," announced old Jeremy, crisply. "Now let's hear about the trouble.”

Sarge had stopped looking for the cellar key and was staring at Jeremy when he stepped from the
parlor.

"How long were you in the parlor, Colond ?" inquired Sarge. "'l was sure you were fill in the study.”
"Sol was" returned Jeremy, "until you woke me up with dl that pounding.”

"But | knocked too," put in Gregg; he darted asharp glance at Dave, then added: "1 knocked right after |
camein."

"I heard you," rgjoined Jeremy drily. "I was ill drowsy, but awake enough to leave the study. | thought
of the poker and tongs so | stopped to pick them up.”

It wasdl s0 very logica to everyone except Shirley, who had been watching from upstairs while both
Sarge and Gregg had been at the study door. From then on, Shirley had taken over, so she couldn't quite
believe her senses. From the way everyone spoke, there was no connecting route between the study and
the parlor, and there certainly hadn't been time for the colond to come around by the hall after Dave
arrived home. Moreover, Dave had |eft the kitchen door wide open!

Asfor Shirley's eyes, they were wide open now and she wasn't believing them. Everyone had come from
the kitchen to the hallway and only Shirley was looking through the door. From a corner, she saw
blackness emerge and sweep toward the cellar door like something dive,

Thiswasjust too much for Shirley's strained imagination. With agasp, she put her hand to her forehead
and tried to shake off her sudden dizzy spell. Poker and tongs clattered to the floor, while old Jeremy
was outracing his nephew in the man'sjob of catching afainting young lady before shefell.

"I'mdl right," said Shirley, giving her head ashake. "l just saw - | mean | thought | saw - well, there - at
the cellar door."

It was Sarge who turned, gave an amazed stare, and pounced into the kitchen. What he was pouncing
for wasn't the figure that Shirley had seen, for it was gone. What Sarge saw was the door key,
glimmering in thelock where it belonged!

Downinthe cdlar, The Shadow was pausing at the cod bin, on hisway to the open grating that formed a
convenient outlet. That bin was black and empty, as The Shadow made certain when he stepped straight
forward and probed the coa heap with the flashlight.



Whoever the extra marauder, he had gone. The same applied to The Shadow, afew moments later. He
was gone, with awhispered laugh, as he created darkness by extinguishing his flashlight.

Tonight The Shadow had found too many trias, but he had learned facts that he was confident would
unravel them.

CHAPTER IX

JEREMY TOLLAND redly liked friends that he had never met. Not that he was disinclined to meet
them, should occasion dlow; in fact, herather preferred it. Many of the colond's acquai ntanceships had
been formed through correspondence and he liked to see how they turned out.

So Jeremy was very pleased when |saac Twambley cdled.

The correspondence with Twambley dated just afew years back, shortly before Jeremy's return from
Mexico, so the colond hadn't an ideawhether thisfriend was young or old. When Twambley proved to
be older than Jeremy himsdlf, the colondl's enthusiasm was unbounded particularly when he saw that
Twambley redly needed the cane on which he hobbled.

White-haired, beaming of eye, cackly of tone, old Twambley made himsdlf at home from the moment he
sepped into the halway. Immediately Jeremy began to link this visitor with hisfavorite theme of
prophetic dreams. Turning to faithful Sarge, Jeremy questioned:

"What did | dream about last night, Sarge?"
"I'm not sure, colond,” returned Sarge. Y ou spoke rather vaguely at breskfast.”
"Bah! Y ou were watching the toast instead of listening to me.”

"No, colond. | was paying dtrict attention. I'm sure Miss Macolm will tell you the same. Y ou dreamed
about alot of things, but none very clearly.”

"Thingsfrom the past?’
"Y es, but you tried to connect them with the future.”

"You see?' Triumphantly Jeremy gestured to Twambley. "Hereis aman from the past who hasarrived in
the future." Turning to Twambley, the colonel added earnestly: "What made you decide on thisvist,
Twambley? 1 would like to check it with my recollections of last night's dreams.”

Eccentric in hisown right, Twambley accepted Jeremy's dream talk as something commonplace.
"| cameto tak about amutud friend," cackled Twambley, obligingly. "I refer to Rufus Debley.”

"Ah! A link with that other dream of mine." Jeremy nodded satisfied. Then, drawing alarge key from his
pocket, he gestured toward the study door. " Suppose we go in here, Twambley."

With interested eyes, old Twambley watched the colonel unlock the door. Then, swiveling his clasped
hands on the cane head, the visitor swung about and lifted his head painfully from his stooped shoulders
to look at the stairway. Light footsteps were descending and when Twambley saw what they
represented, his eyes ogled happily.

Shirley was coming downstairs and trying to appear quite casua about it. She was wearing her blue dress
and carrying her hat and bag as though she hadn't quite made up her mind about going out this evening.



Mesting Twambley's glance and considering the old gentleman harmless, Shirley smiled asamaiter of
policy.

Turning to Jeremy, Twambley queried:
"Y our grand-daughter?'
For amoment the colonel looked annoyed; then clapping Twambley on the shoulder, he returned:

"Thisis Shirley Macolm, the daughter of an old friend of mine. When | say old friend | mean in years of
acquaintance, not in age. I'm not so very old mysdlf, you know."

Twambley gave anod as though acknowledging Jeremy's claim. Since Shirley was the basis of
discusson, Jeremy looked her way and noted the hat which she purposdly dangled. Heinquired, abit
surprised:

"Y ou are going out?"

"Not just yet." Shirley hesitated. "I wanted to speak to you first, Colond, but since you're busy, | can
walt."

"Indeed not!" 1t was old Twambley who furnished the indignant cackle. "Comeright dong, Miss
Malcolm." He gestured toward Jeremy's study as though he owned it. Then: "Of course| can wait herein
the hdlway."

"No, no," protested Shirley. "In fact, Snce you are an old friend of the colond's you might be interested in
what | want to tdl him. It's something that concerns my father.”

Shirley entered the study and looked around while the two men followed. It wasthe first time that she
had seen the room and since it was likewise Twambley'sinitia vigt, Jeremy let them admire the place
before proceeding with other discussion.

The study was redlly something to admire.

The furniture was of rich walnut and looked two centuries old. There was alarge secretary, combining
desk and bookcase; antique chairs and couch to match. Old footstools added a comfortable touch and
finest of all wasthe grand-daddy of grandfather's clocks standing in the corner.

Of course the clock won full attention, which pleased Colond Jeremy, since he was proud of thisfamily
heirloom.

"It keeps perfect time," announced Jeremy. "It dways has, and it never misses on the dates of the month.
It'seven st for legp year. They did thingsright in the old days."

Facing the clock, Jeremy stared as though enraptured by the steady, unhurried swing of the glass
pendulum that showed behind the glass-fronted door.

"Most clockstick secondsinto hours," added Jeremy. "This one builds daysinto centuries. A monument
to some magter craftaman, thisclock. Listen, it isabout to chime.”

The clock obliged with a soft and musical chiming of the three-quarter hour. It wasthe first time that
Shirley had heard it, and now sheredlized that the mel odious sound could not carry through the stout
door of the study. The floor was covered with thick carpeting that pressed right to the bottom of the door
that Jeremy had closed upon entering.



Remembering something el se, Shirley turned around. The gray carpet not only formed acomplete
coverall, it ran beneath a pair of double doors at the rear of the room. Not only were those thick doors
closed, they were linked with bars of ornamental brass, riveted through the woodwork.

Eyes haf closed, Shirley pictured the rear parlor, which she had inspected this very day. Itsfloor was
covered with a continuation of that same gray carpet, which formed an unbroken floor-piece. Similarly,
there were brass bars on the parlor Sde, dso riveted.

Y ou couldn't think about a thing too long without having Colonel Jeremy guessit.

Startled by the hand that suddenly pressed her shoulder, Shirley heard the colonel give one of his nicest
chuckles.

"Y ou're wondering about those doors, my dear?' Jeremy'stone carried an indulgent query. "They have
been closed, permanently. They were too ornamental to be replaced by awall.

Shirley was noting riveted braces at the sides of the doors and remembered smilar onesin the parlor.
She knew that the two doors couldn't be did as one, because she had tried it. What bothered her most
was the wide crack undernesth the double doors. A mouse might have crawled under it, but certainly
nothing so substantial asthe colonel could have managed the maneuver. But the crack proved something
that Shirley had observed from the parlor side.

There wasn't the dightest trace of even aseam in the great gray rug. That fact banished Shirley'slast
gpeculation, now that she saw the door was properly riveted from the study side. What Shirley wastrying
to explain was how the colond had so mysterioudly arrived in the rear parlor, the night before.

This concerned Shirley only, because only she could have testified that Jeremy hadn't |eft the study by the
regulation door that led into the hal. Now Shirley waswilling to chargeiit off to bad memory or good
imagination, for shefelt hersdf afflicted with both, after having seen amass of living blackness navigating
the kitchen.

Jeremy wastelling Twambley why the parlor was walled off by those sealed doors, so Shirley snapped
from her reverieto learn.

"A haunted place, that parlor,” declared Jeremy, as though he meant it. " The man who built this house
died there, the week after he moved in. There were other tragedies among later residents and the parlor
became afunera room.

"I couldn't stand it the first month | lived here. When the doors were open, my subconscious was
disturbed by whispers. When they were shut, they used to rattle. | needed a strong room, so | had the
doorsriveted shut; at thetime| installed those bars.”

The bars were on the windows, and Jeremy indicated them with agesture. Outside were stedl shuitters,
open in the day time, but closed at present, an operation which Sarge probably handled by reaching
through the narrow bars.

Old Twambley put aquery:
"Any ghosts now, Colond?"

"None belonging to the house," replied Jeremy, camly. "Those who enter my dreams are not particular in
which room | happen to be adeep. For instance, | was upstairs when | dreamed about poor Debley.”

Interest showed in Twambley'slifted face and Jeremy caught the gleam in the vigtor's eyes.



"You didn't hear about my dream?" queried Jeremy. "Wel, Twambley, it was more than adream.
Literdly, | saw Rufus Debley plungeto hisdeath. Only | didn't pictureit in terms of a penthouse” -
Jeremy narrowed his brow in recollection - "No, my impression was that of Debley tumbling from a
mountain diff.”

Sharply, old Twambley demanded:
"Y ou mean like Lee Clavier?'

The question was e ectric and Shirley could fed itstingling shock, even though she'd never heard of a
man called Clavier. Asfor Jeremy, he drew rigid, swayed upon aba anced point, and then relaxed.

"Sit down, Twambley," suggested Jeremy. His tone was tense, though he tried not to show it. "Tell me
what you know about Clavier -"

He paused, as though hesitant regarding a necessary addendum; then decided to giveit.
"About Clavier," repeated Colonel Jeremy, in ahushed tone, "and the Quetza ."
CHAPTER X

THAT oneword "Quetzd" snapped Shirley to immediate dertness. She had heard sometak of the
feathered image and its mysterious disappearance from Debley's penthouse. But the name Clavier wasa
new one and therefore promised aclueto theriddle.

Armsfolded, Colond Jeremy stood erect, his sharp eyesfixed upon the tottery figure of 1saac
Twambley. Then, asif to wither the senile visitor Jeremy stormed:

"LeeClavier isdead!"
"Of course," agreed Twambley; then narrowly, he added: "But Carl Wyler isnt!"

Therewas asnort of contempt from Jeremy. Evidently he recognized this name, but regarded it as
unimportant. Then, deciding that Twambley knew enough to be told more, Jeremy spread his handsfor
slence and began his story, quite unconcerned by the fact that Shirley was alistener.

"Carl Wyler was ashrewd promoter,” stated Jeremy. "He made a specidty of salling silver mines, and
good ones. So good that he kept clear of trouble, but the mines never paid off."

"Because they wereinaccessible,” inserted Twambley. "The ore rated high when it was assayed, but it
cost too much to transport it."

"Exactly,” agreed Jeremy, "and whenever aminefailed, Wyler bought it up and sold it again to another
crop of suckers. He never thought that any of those mines could be turned into profit until 1 showed him

Twambley nodded, as though interested in hearing more, and Shirley's expression showed that she was
amilarly inclined, so Jeremy continued:

"Lee Clavier wasthe opposte of Carl Wyler. Where Wyler kept within the law, Clavier ignored it
atogether. Smooth, dick dedswere Wyler's methods, while Clavier used torture and murder, even
fomenting revol utions when occasion demanded.”

Twambley nodded hisfamiliarity with thesefacts.



"At thetime Wyler was selling the old Cortez Mine," chuckled Jeremy, "Clavier was holding up the
Trans-Mexican Railway for aprice on aright-of-way that he had stolen from an old ranchero. When he
found they wouldn't deal with him, he looked for someone dse.

"I bought out Clavier and sold to Trans-Mexican at aloss, but | stipulated that my right-of-way become
part of their main line. That brought them a hundred miles through the mountains directly past the Cortez
Mine. With the transportation problem solved, my slver showed ahuge profit.”

Smiling broadly, Jeremy looked from Twambley to Shirley. Redlizing that she belonged in the
conversation, Shirley inquired:

"How did Wyler and Clavier likeit?'
"They didn't," chortled the colonel. "It made them both unhappy and it gave ideas to other people.”
"To Debley for one," specified Twambley. "Hetold medl about it."

"Hetold alot of people,”" added Jeremy. "Debley guessed what was happening and made asmart dedl of
his own. He bought some oil wellsfrom Wyler and sold them to the railway to fuel their oil-burning
locomatives, something that Clavier could have done instead.”

"Only thewellswere capped,” reminded Twambley. "They had filled during the years they were
forgotten.”

"The yearswhen Clavier had been stirring up trouble in that area,” added Jeremy, "so naturaly Clavier
thought the profit should be his. Therailway bardly paid off itsinvestment and Wyler went tojail.”

"Why Wyler?' asked Shirley in surprise. "It was Debley who madethefind sde”

"But the deal dated back to Wyler," explained Jeremy, "and he was found responsible. He couldn't blame
Debley, who had acted in good faith. It was Clavier who promised trouble, to both Debley and mysdlf.”

"And others?' queried Twambley.

"To severd others” replied Jeremy. Shifting in his chair, he glanced nervoudy toward the shuttered
windows. Then, rubbing his hands as though they controlled his own fate, the colondl became more
cheery, "Clavier isdead," he added, "so why should anyone worry? Some government troops caught up
with him and his guerrillasin the mountains. That was when Clavier tested the depths of a
five-thousand-foot canyon, head-first."

Old Twambley gave a corroborating nod.

"Clavier made amistake, sending that Quetzal image to the presidente of the town where the troops were
Sationed.”

At mention of the Quetza, Jeremy's hands strained tightly upon the arms of his chair. The sudden chiming
of the grandfather's clock relieved him and he relaxed. Then, cool as ever, Jeremy Stated:

"Yes, Clavier used the Quetzal image once too often. It was hisform of threet, you know, a persona
billet doux that meant doom to the person who received it. I've often wondered what | would have done,
hed | received one."

"Some people paid off,"” cackled Twambley, "or did they?'

"That was oneway out," retorted Jeremy, "though they never talked about it. Of course Debley was



lucky."
"Y ou mean he recelved a Quetzd image?’

"| think he did, about the time of Clavier's death. That effigy must have burdened hismind, long after he
disposed of it."

Without so stating, Jeremy Tolland was offering atheory regarding the suicide of Rufus Debley. Hewas
intimating that Debley'sfrantic talk of a Quetza referred not to an image he till owned, but to atoken
received years before, which for some reason had solidified itself in hisfear-crazed imagination.

"Debley had reason to remember those daysin Mexico,” mused Jeremy. "A recent reason, | mean. Carl

Wyler finished his prison term about amonth ago, a broken man, | understand. Poor Wyler" - there was
atouch of disdain in Jeremy’s chuckle - "1 might buy afew more minesfrom himif | could find away to

make them pay."

"Thereisaway you could, Colond!"

It was Shirley who blurted the statement, quite to the surprise of the two men. Then, after amoment of
embarrassment, the girl decided to continue, now that she had cracked theice.

"Therésafriend of mine" Shirley explained rapidly, "afriend of my father's, | mean, who hasinvented an
electro-magnetic finder for locating precious metasin worked-out mines. Redlly, it'snot aslly invention,
I'm positive. If you'd only bewilling to put it to the test -"

Colond Jeremy was more than willing; he was eager. Eyes sparkling, he was leaning forward in his chair
asthough aready viewing the glitter of hegped pay-ore. Hisinterruption was rapid.

"Who isthisinventor?"

"A man named Victor Brett,” returned Shirley. "I'm going to see- that is, | can see about reaching him,
maybe afew daysfrom now. If youreredly interested, Colond, it would mean agreet dedl to - well, to
both of us."

It should have been obvious that Shirley meant hersalf and Brett, but Jeremy didn't take it that way.
Rising, he clapped his hand on Shirley's shoulder and beamed with the delight of a partner in anew
enterprise.

"To both of us, of course," declared Jeremy. "I knew our meeting would lead to something, Shirley. Once
thefirst stage of a prophetic dream comestrue” - hand raised, Jeremy wagged aforefinger, wisdly -
"moreluck issureto follow. So run dong and enjoy yourself thisevening” - he was escorting Shirley out
to the hdl - "and tomorrow well talk about meeting thisinventor friend of your father's.”

Shirley was smiling into Gregg's favorite mirror as she fixed her blue hat at atrick angle on her head.
Jeremy was summoning Sargeto lock the front door after the girl went out, a precaution that he always
took. Sarge arrived and gave the front door a dubious ook, as though wondering what good alock was
in ahouse where keys could vanish and regppear at will.

Sarge hadn't forgotten last night's episode in the kitchen where he had found the key to the cellar door in
thelock where it belonged, after searching for it everywhere else.

Outside the brownstone mansion, Shirley walked briskly to the corner, but not without afew quick looks
over her shoulder, asthough fearful that she might be followed. The fact that she saw no one merdly
proved that shelooked in the wrong direction, for the figure that suddenly trailed the girl wasnot invisble



like The Shadow.

It was afurtivefigure, smdl and hunched that came from the doorway of the vacant house to which
Shirley had flashed those signa s to the man she had just mentioned to old Jeremy Tolland - Victor Brett!

Ten minutes after Shirley had |eft this nelghborhood with the hunchy man holding the trail, but keeping
well from sight, old Isaac Twambley appeared upon the front steps of the Tolland house, saying
good-night to Colond Jeremy.

"Y ou must come again, Twambley," invited the colonel. "I should like you to meet my nephews.”
"Nephews?' clucked Twambley. "How many have you?'

"Two," replied Jeremy. "The eder, Gregg, ishighly reliable, but | must confessthat Daveis utterly
irrespongble.”

"A gay, young blade, perhaps?’
"They called them such in our time, Twambley. Nowadays | understand they term them tinkers.”

With that parting comment, Jeremy stepped back into the house and let Sarge shut and lock the door.
Finding the bottom step with his cane, old Twambley turned and began a painful, stoopish hobble dong
the street.

Only when he knew he was out of ear-shot did this human rdlic voice his opinion of hisvist to Tolland's.
From the leathery lips of Isaac Twambley crept the whispered laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI

THE smooth, steady hum of amotor came from beyond the old door where Shirley Ma colm knocked.
Tapping aprearranged sgnal, the girl gained quick results. The motor was turned off, but in an odd way.
Its hum increased in loudness instead of diminishing, then ended with a choppy clatter. After that, the
door opened, and Victor Brett admitted the girl.

"Hello, Vic." Shirley smiled as she saw Brett peer sharply dong the hdl. "Don't worry. Nobody followed
me, | made sure of that.”

Shirley hadn't made as sure as she supposed. Brett had opened the door just too late to see a hunched
figure bob from sight, below the level of some gtairs. Shortly the figure regppeared outsde this small,
dilapidated office building and waved asignal to a cab acrossthe way.

A man came from the cab and met the hunched trailer. They formed a sharp contrast in the light: the
newcomer was handsome, youthful in appearance, despite the experienced expression that marked him a
veteran in this sort of work; while the little man with the tight-drawn shoul ders had a wizened face with
sharp, darty eyes. Of course, they didn't bother to identify themselves as Harry Vincent, ace of The
Shadow's agents and Hawkeye, the cleverest of spotters, who was serving the same cause.

Harry smply queried: "Where?'
"End door, second floor," acknowledged Hawkeye. "Transom open.”

With that they parted, Harry going up to take over watch outside of Brett's. It was easy enough, for there
wasaturnin the halway by the end door and Harry was skilled at stepping out of sight in such
surroundings. Upon arriva, however, he preferred to benefit by the open transom and hear what was



sad ingde the office with the unmarked door.

"So you told the colone al about me," Brett was saying in an easy tone. "Good."
"Not dl about you," corrected Shirley. "l said | hoped | would be able to reach you.”
"That'sal | wanted you to say."

"I know. W, anyway, we were [ucky."

"Lucky?How?'

"On account of the accident,” explained Shirley. "It seemed s0 silly using that method to meet the colond.
Only it turned out that he had dreamed about it the night before!”

Brett chuckled as though he couldn't believe Shirley's story.

"Of course the colond ties everything in with hisdreams," admitted Shirley. "Maybethey arejust aform
of mental aberration or something else technical. Only he didn't dream what happened after you gave
thosesgnds, Vic."

"Whet did hgppen?'

"Well," recdled Shirley, "aman dashed into the sde dley and rolled through a grating, with one - or
maybe two - coming after him."

"Who werethey?'

"| think the first man was Gregg, the older nephew. He sneaked around through the dining room and
parked his hat and coat. He must have locked the door down to the cellar” - Shirley paused, puzzled -
"but till that doesn't explain what happened to the key."

"Y ou mean it disappeared?”’

"Wait now. I'm beginning to get it. Somebody followed Gregg up the cellar sairs and pushed the key out
through the lock. Hed have to do that to use a skeleton key, wouldn't he, Vic?'

"It'sthe usud procedure.”

"Then the man in black must have kept the regular key and put it back when he went down into the cellar
agan."

Shirley's description brought a haf-snarl from Brett.

"What manin black?'

"l didn't redly seehim," admitted Shirley. "All | saw was something like aliving shadow.”
That term bothered Brett all the more.

"Look, Shirley," Brett'stone went o low that Harry could hardly hear it through the transom. "Y ou've
got to get back to the Tolland house, right away. Understand?

"I - I think so. But how will | hear from you? The flashlight code isn't very safe.”

"Tdl the Colond you wired me. I'll show up in duetime, bringing the machine. Y ou want meto sdl it to



him, don't you?"
"Of course, snce my commission isto pay father's debts. But if it won't work, Vic -"

"It will work dl right," Brett interrupted, sharply. "But kegp on impressing the Colond. We may have
trouble with Gregg, though, so keep an eyeon him.”

"And the other nephew, Dave?'

"If you think he can help us, get him on our side. That ought to be easy. Dave won't mind the old man
spending money, because Gregg is supposed to inherit most of it."

Footsteps toward the door caused Harry to sidle into the other passage. When Shirley had gone by and
downgtairs, Harry left her trail to Hawkeye and resumed hiswait outside the office door. It was good
policy, for shortly Harry heard the dight clatter of an inner door, then a suave tone that wasn't Brett's.

"A good job, Vic," announced the aily voice. "The girl doesn't suspect athing.”

"Why should she?' queried Brett. "1 didn't tell her that we knew about the Colond's dream. All we have
todoisfollow hisown leads.”.

"Provided they are good ones,” said the other man. "If they aren't, we can play afew of our own.”
"Whatever you say," returned Breit. "Y ou're running this racket, Wyler."

The name Wyler brought Harry to sharp attention outside the door. Thiswas aluckier stroke than he
expected. The business of weaving Colond Jeremy's dream-stuff into an actuad fabric had impressed The
Shadow as a build-up for a confidence game and that theory was now a certainty, since Carl Wyler, past
measter of con schemes, was now identified as the man behind it.

If only Wyler would say more, in that smooth purr of hisl Asthe hope stirred Harry, Wyler became
obliging without realizing that someone else was sharing his commentsto Brett.

"l waslucky finding you, Breit," came Wyler's compliment. "Finding you, dong with your treasure
finder."

"Just say finding me," rgjoined Brett, with ashort laugh. "Whatever cash this gpparatus finds won't be
treasure.”

"It looksimposing enough.”

"But it won't stand ared test. Y ou should know that, Wyler, and it won't take old Tolland long to learn
the same.”

"Long enough.” There was something smoothly indgdiousin Wyler's easy purr. "Before were through welll
have ared claim staked in the middle of the Colond's millions."

"Maybe, if the main ded goesthrough. Still, I don't trust -"
"Never mind,” Wyler'sinterruption was as swift asit was smooth. "I'll make sure of that part.”

V oices went muffled as though drawing away into another room. After afew minutes, Harry movedto a
stairway which he hoped would give him aview through the transom. It did, but he didn't find a proper
angleto view Brett's machine. What Harry did see wasin a sense more important.



Though thiswas the end room of the hallway, there was adoor in the far wall, which meant it must bea
connection into another building. That in turn told Harry that Wyler and Brett had walked right out on
him, probably not to return tonight.

Going out by the front way, Harry Vincent reached the cab across the street and gave the driver an
address. Asthey pulled away, the cabby inquired confidentialy:

"Any luck, Vincent?'

"Good and bad, Shrevvy," rgoined Harry. "Mostly good, though. Therell be plenty for the chief to work
on, beginning with tomorrow."

Harry spoke with certainty, for he was sure that Carl Wyler, master hand from Mexico, wouldn't be
planning further moves tonight. Harry's only task would be to turn in his report to The Shadow.

How wrongly Harry had guessed about the ways of Wyler was something that he was persondly to learn
before this night was over. Much was il to be uncovered - by The Shadow!

CHAPTER Xl

COLONEL JEREMY TOLLAND recognized the abrupt knocking at the study door, shook himself in
his easy chair, and glanced at the grandfather's clock. Always he had a habit of checking thetime and in
this case, approximately an hour had passed since the departure of hisvisitor, Isaac Twambley.

The knock was Gregg's so Jeremy had no qualms about opening the door. Still abit drowsy, he forgot
that he had bolted it on theinsde, so he had to fumble there afew minutes. When he did open the door,
he found Gregg waiting impatiently, hiseyes excited and his chin thrust out in its provoking style.

Not used to seeing hisfavorite nephew in such amood, Jeremy tilted his head inquiringly.

"Listen, uncle" Gregg threw asuspicious glance aong the halway. "Who do you depend upon to manage
your affairs - me or other people?’

"| rather thought | could manage them mysdlf,” returned Jeremy, dryly. Then, with akindly touch, "Come
into the sudy if you want to talk about it."

"| prefer to stay here, just in case anybody tries to snoop. Look, uncle, you've been badly worried
latey."

"Worried about what?"

"About Debley, for instance, and that Quetzal business. If you weren't, you wouldn't have suggested that
| go to the penthouse.”

Whether or not Gregg had been to the penthouse that fateful night, he had certainly gathered and retained
some of Debley's hunted mood. Gregg wasfitful in the glances that he sent dong the hall first toward the
kitchen, then the front door. Jeremy's head was moving back and forth, his eyesfollowing Gregg's face.

Neither noticed the darkened door of the living room across the hallway.

Gregg couldn't, because his back was toward that doorway. Jeremy's eyes, moving constantly, didn't fix
long enough to study the darkness opposite. It was strange darkness, so solid that its depths could well
have shrouded a human figure; or, in a sense, the darkness could itself have been a black-cloaked form
merged with anatura setting.



Eyesfrom the darkness were watching Jeremy and Gregg - the eyes of The Shadow!

"Y ou exaggerate matters, Gregg,” sooke Jeremy, indulgently. "It was only the wegather that prevented me
fromvigting Debley.”

"I'm not so sure,” returned Gregg. Y ou've gone out on much worse nights."”
"But only for something more important.”

"Didn't you regard Debley asimportant?’

"Did you?'

Though challenging, Jeremy's query was as musicaly dispassonate as the chime from the old clock that
at that moment wafted through the haf-open door of the study. It was striking the hour and Jeremy,
always proud of his precious clock, looked to another time-piece hanging on the halway wall and saw
that as usud, the grandfather's clock wasright on the dot.

"You'reright, Uncle Jeremy," declared Gregg, apologeticaly. "If I'd thought Debley redly important, |
wouldn't have forgotten to take dong the key. By the way, did you mention the key to the police?’

Jeremy shook his head.

"They might have misunderstood,” declared the Colond. "After dl, Debley mailed methe key of hisown
volition."

"And it wasyour ideato lend it tome."

"Of course. You are my representative, Gregg, as much asif you were my own son, but | am not
responsible for your actions. | would prefer that you be independent.”

Thaose words though spoken in Jeremy’'s most indul gent tones, were open to severd interpretations.
Before Gregg could raise that point, there was a clicking sound from the front door lock and Gregg said
hedtily:

"It may be Dave. Mind if | step into the study, Uncle? Dave has been acting jealoudy every timewetak
together."

Jeremy was dready gesturing Gregg into the study. Its door was closing when Dave arrived through the
vestibule, bowing Shirley ahead of him.

"Hello, Uncle." Dave wasin another of his convivia moods. "Shirley and | just happened to arrive at the
sametimein acouple of different cabs. Gregg home yet?

Jeremy's eyes sharpened.
"Why do you ask, Dave?"

"Thought if hewas, we'd better get out the poker and tongs. Everything seemsto happen around here
when Gregg ishome. Except of course when things happen somewheredse.”

"Somewheredse, Dave?'

"That'swhat | said, Uncle." Dave tossed his hat to the rack and closed the vestibule door behind him.
"Like at Debley's penthouse for instance. | was home that evening, but Gregg wasn't.”



Shirley expected an angry flash from Jeremy’s eyesin response to Dave's dur of Gregg. But Jeremy
remained quite cam; either he preferred to remain impartia in feuds between the nephews or he was
giving weight to Dave'swords, Shirley wasn't sure which.

At any rate, Dave was smart enough to let the stlatement sink. Jovidly he continued aong the halway,
waving back to hisuncle.

"Seeyoulater, if youre ill up," said Dave. "I'm going in the kitchen to mix afew nightcaps. Want one,
Shirley?"

The girl shook her head and started upstairs. Turning on his hedl, Jeremy went back into the study and
the hallway settled into silence. The darkness of the living room didn't stir, for The Shadow expected an
immediate outbresk. It came, even though it was repressed.

Fuming, fists tight-clenched, Gregg stepped from the study, pushing aside Jeremy's hand when it tried to
hold him back. His glare was toward the kitchen, where Dave had closed the door, and it was plain that
Gregg wanted to go there and bash it out with his cousin.

Then, hdting, Gregg sooke in savage undertone:

"The gtinker! | ought to make him et that talk. Still" - Gregg suddenly relaxed of hisown accord - "it
wouldn't redly settle anything.”

"Of course nat,” expressed Jeremy, blandly, " Judgment is one thing; chalengeis another.”
"Y ou have both, Uncle Jeremy."

"But my brothersdidn't. Y our father was the conservative of the family, Dave'sfather the red adventurer.
| was something of ahybrid."

His chin eased, Gregg gazed admiringly at hisuncle.
"Y ou made out al right, Uncle Jeremy."

"Through luck, my boy. | made afortune but | might as easily havelost one. Y ou understand, don't
you?’

Gregg nodded, dowly. Hisface, less hardened, gained a more handsome expression than was present
when he forced it to look rugged.

"Since | have wedlth," summed Jeremy, "I favor you, Gregg, because | know you would make proper
useof it. If | needed to gain more - or to fight to hold what | have - | would prefer Dave."

Accepting theimpartia verdict, Gregg went upstairs. Watching from the door of the study, Jeremy
waited until Gregg had reached the second floor, then glanced acrossthe hall. It was chance or some
dight illusion of thelight that made him think he saw darkness stir. Reaching for his cane, Jeremy moved
dowly but boldly into the darkness of the living room.

Darkness had gtirred, but only in departure. The Shadow was gone through the dining room to the door
of the kitchen. There, he was listening to a chat between Dave and Sarge, who were over by theice
box.

"Who said | was astinker?' Dave was asking, " Gregg?”'

"It was your unclewho said it," replied Sarge. "I thought you ought to know, Mr. Dave."



Dave gave an indulgent laugh.

"Uncle probably picked up the term from Gregg. Some day, Sarge, when my dear cousin pokes hischin
out, trying to look tough, he's going to get my knuckles on the point of it."

"Right enough, gir. | wish the Colond could see your viewpoint. You'reredly hisown sort, Mr. Dave."

"I'm what he used to be," corrected Dave, "but | suppose we dl grow old. Maybe helll begin to see my
sdeof it. Troubleis, | can't act like anybody but myself.”

"Thereis till hope, Mr. Dave. The other way about, you know."

"Yes, if uncleredizesthat Greggisadtinker in hisown right, I'll become the white-haired boy. He's been
showing himsdlf up badly lately, Gregg has. For onething, he's been suspicious of Shirley, whichisa
mistake, since our unclelikes her. That may help.”

"l hope s0, Mr. Dave. Meanwhile you can depend on me-"

The voices had drawn to arear kitchen, dong with the clank of soda bottles that Sarge was carrying, but
the interruption came from the dining room. There, The Shadow heard the clatter of someone tripping
over achair, followed by angry wordsin Jeremy'stone. Without an ingtant's hesitation, The Shadow
whipped into the kitchen, made a quick turn around the nearest corner, which was at an angle that Dave
and Sarge could not view from the back room.

By the time those two came dashing through the kitchen to reach the dining room and learn the cause of
the hubbub, another door was closing upon avanishing blotch of black. It was adoor with asingle step
below it, indicating a back stairs to the second floor.

Again, The Shadow was gone, his presence in the mansion till a shrouded mystery!
CHAPTER XII1

THE sounds of Jeremy's tumble hadn't been heard upstairs, otherwise Gregg would have gone down to
learn what happened. Asit was, Gregg was busy listening outside Shirley's door when The Shadow
arivedintheupgairshal.

Apparently Gregg wasthinking in terms of flashlight sgnas from Shirley'swindow, for when he heard
nothing, hetiptoed along the hall to stare from awindow at the front. This gave The Shadow an easy
opportunity to enter a half-opened door which he was quite sure must be Gregg's.

Gregg's coat and vest were hanging on achair and from the pocket of the coat, The Shadow saw the
butt-end of agun. Lifting the weapon with gloved fingers, The Shadow promptly identified it asa
reconditioned Luger, of eight millimeter size. Replacing the automatic in the coat pocket, The Shadow
found abox of cartridges; opening it, he took along asample.

By then, Gregg was returning. The Shadow stepped aside and let him enter, the room being dark except
for the glow from the hall. Leaving the door gar, Gregg removed the Luger from hiscoat and putitina
bureau drawer, which gave The Shadow timeto sidie out to the halway.

People were shunting around this mansion like box-carsin afreight yard.

It was Shirley's turn again. She must have heard Gregg outside her door, for she had just finished a
glancein that direction when The Shadow emerged, unseen. Wearing afluffy dark blue negligee, Shirley
was carrying dippersthat matched it. Tonight she waited until she was nearly at the bottom of the sairs



before she sat down and put on the dippers. This precaution of course wasto nullify Gregg's snooping
tactics.

Throwing aglance upgtairs, Shirley didn't see The Shadow watching from the background of dim light.
Noting that the study door was open, Shirley dipped her hands into the deep sash of the negligee and
grolled in through the door as though expecting to find Colonel Jeremy. By then, The Shadow was
coming downgtairs again and with a prompt glide he crossed the hdlway to hisfavorite darkness of the
living room, just as the kitchen door rattled open.

This door was the one leading directly from kitchen to the front hal and from it came Jeremy, Dave and
Sargein agroup. Reaching the tairs, Dave and Sarge went up, after reminding the Colond to be more
careful when he made side trips around through the dining room. In his habitua style, Jeremy watched the
pair reach the air-top, hisforehead furrowing speculatively, amost cunningly.

Before that forehead had time to unfurrow, Jeremy had causeto keep it asit was.

Turning to the door of his own study, the Colond bumped right into Shirley, coming out. Before the
gray-haired man could say aword, the girl in blue gestured for silence. Whatever her game, Shirley was
learning to play it in thishouse of crossing paths.

"| thought you werein here," undertoned Shirley. "There was something | wanted to tell you, Colond."
"About the inventor?'

"Yes." Shirley gaveasimple nod. "I found out where to reach him, so | sent him atelegram.”

"Y ou told him to come here?'

Anaother nod from Shirley, then:

"It won't be more than afew daysat mogt," the girl said apologetically. "I hate to take advantage of your
hospitdity, Colone, but since Victor Brett isredly afriend of my father's, | -"

Old Jeremy interrupted by flattening Shirley's fluffy shoulder pleatswith awarmly encircling arm.

"You'l gay right here, little girl," he assured. "Now don't dispute me. | wouldn't have you going back to
that shabby hotd."

"Buit redly, Colond -"
"Youll redly stay. Now that that's settled, let's take a better look at you."

His hand shifting back to Shirley's near shoulder, the Colond planted his other paw on the far one;
thrusting hisfluffy prize at arm'slength, hetilted his head so the light reached Shirley'sface. After apause,
the Colond said:

"Humph."

During the placement process, Shirley had begun a starry-eyed stare which was meant to show surprise,
but now she presumed that the Colonel was expecting her to weep with gratitude because of the
extended invitation. Maybe that was the method used by the belles of the Colond's palmy dayswhen
they didn't want to be told to undarken adoor and go out into the cruel world, stormy night or
otherwise.

But before Shirley could manage to shape up afew tears, she found that the Colond's comment wasn't a



criticism of her weepless mood.

"My nephew Gregg!" exclaimed Jeremy. "What ailsthe young fool that he ignores acharmer like you?
Why, inmy rallicking youth, I'd have been al agog over such beauty."”

Jeremy chuckled as though he still knew how to be agog.

"Daveisdifferent,” the Colond admitted. "He certainly hasn't ignored you, though | can't say that he has
played the gdlant." Jeremy paused, remembering that Dave had comein with Shirley that very evening.
"Or hashe?'

"Y our nephews are both dl right." Crossing her arms, Shirley neatly managed to reach the Colond's
hands and apply afew soft pats. "So are you, Colond. Gregg is just too occupied, | suppose, while
Dave-"

"Dave dtill has other engagements,” interposed Jeremy. Gently, he moved Shirley aside from the
doorway. "But helll come around in time, only beware when he does! He's a heart crusher, that young
rake, likel wasl Now wait right herewhile | closethe hot-air register. | don't like the study too stuffy in
themorning.”

Going into the study, Jeremy rattled the chain of the register, then came out and locked the door. He
bowed toward the stairs and Shirley started up, while The Shadow circled toward the kitchen, through
the darkness of the dining room. The kitchen now was dark, too, but as The Shadow reached it, he
heard footsteps coming sneskily across the floor.

Then, as The Shadow listened, there was a sudden pound from the back stairs. A door was flung open
and there was a sudden shout in Gregg's voice:

"Hereheid I'vegot him!"

There was a scuffle, thefling of achair and asnarl. Then, to the tune of other heavy footsteps, The
Shadow, haf way across the kitchen and bound for the cellar door, was caught in the beam of astrong
flashlight, aimed from the backstairs from which Gregg had surged.

Thistimeit was Sarge'sroar:
"There he goes - for the cellar!”

Only The Shadow wasn't going for the cdllar. Hewas playing histrick of blanking light with blackness.
Meseting Sarge and hisflashlight, The Shadow precipitated the big chauffeur squarely into the struggle
between Gregg and some other fighter.

The Shadow of course was carried in the whirl that bashed open the door to the lower hdl, where
Jeremy had just turned off the lights. Asthe strugglers broke gpart, under the swings of each other'sfidts,
Dave's voice suddenly joined the bedlam with the triumphant cry:

"I'vegot him!"

Where Dave had come from was one question; whom he had grabbed was another. At least The
Shadow wasn't the person, for he managed to work free during the next two minutes of the general melee
that raged back and forth dong the hall. At last, lights came on, and there stood old Jeremy by the switch
at the foot of the stairs, with Shirley peering across the banister above.

The fighters who had managed to snare each other were Gregg and Dave, with Sarge standing by asa



bewildered umpire. Before the two nephews could begin to blame each other, Jeremy waved his cane
toward the open door of the rear parlor, and ordered:

"Takealook intherel"

Sarge entered the parlor and pressed a switch that illuminated acrystal chanddier. Inthe dim light, the
parlor showed entirely empty. Not only did Sarge say 0, but the nephews agreed asthey crowded the
doorway and looked over Sarge's shoulders. So Sarge turned off the lights, gruffing that it had al been a
big mistake.

Those old-fashioned bulbs among the crystal pendants weren't too strong with light.

From acorner at the back of the parlor, The Shadow emerged, having picked the one deep spot in the
room. The searchers had looked right past him while the lights were on. Now, completely unobserved,
The Shadow was crossing the rear hdl to the kitchen, while Jeremy and Sarge were hearing arguments
between Gregg and Dave.

Shirley had been in bed when the new tumult began, and she suddenly redlized that she was now clad in
filmy nightie instead of fluffy negligee. Quickly scampering up the stairs and into her room, Shirley closed
the door and hurried to the window that overlooked the side passage.

Should there be an intruder in the house, Shirley was sure that his mode of exit would be through the
loose grating in the cdllar. At first, she couldn't see the grating, but the darkness cleared, more rapidly
than the girl expected. Odd, how her eyes became used to the dark so suddenly!

It didn't strike Shirley that what she had seen was an actua figure emerging from the cdllar opening. In
shifting from deep gloom, The Shadow, if seen a al, could be best compared with a clearing cloud of
black smoke. Moving through the passage, his gliding figure escaped Shirley's eyes entirely.

Voiceswere coming upgtairs, from their laughter it sounded as though the mad hunt had dl beena
mistake. So Shirley went back to bed and tried to forget the excitement. Other recollections drifted to
mind; she was picturing old Jeremy, smiling as he stooped to turn off the register in the study. She could
amogt hear his chuckle dong with other recollective sounds.

One of thoseimaginary noises bothered Shirley afew minuteslater, jarring her wide awvake. She thought
she heard amuffled clang, the cdllar grating in operation. Hearing nothing more, Shirley didn't bother
about another trip to the chilly open window.

Thereby Shirley missed the sequd to the recent commotion. A lanky man was snesking out from beside
the mansion, keeping his footsteps silent and huddling well in darkness. But he couldn't escape the keen
eyes of the black-clad watcher across the street. Asthe lanky man kept on toward the corner, blackness
dtirred. With the grotesque manner of aman-sized bat, it took up thetrail of the long, lean party who had
just emerged from Tolland's.

After afull block, the lanky man felt no more urge from caution. Halting near a street lamp he glanced at
hiswatch and histhin, tanned face showed plainly in the glow. Narrow lips, narrow eyes, above them an
oddly-wrinkled forehead that showed dight traces of an old scar.

Those features were viewed by The Shadow who had reached the shelter of aprojecting wall, lessthan a
dozen feet from where the lean man stood. In one look The Shadow no longer needed the report that he
had not yet received from his agent, Harry Vincent.

The Shadow knew that thin, narrow face from photographs among hisfiles. It belonged to Carl Wyler,



ex-convict from Mexico.
CHAPTER XIV
PITCH-BLACK during daylight.

Such was aterse description of the room The Shadow called his sanctum, except when its owner wasin
it.

Then theroom wasilluminated, but never by sunshine. The glow came from abluish light which cast its
artificid rays upon the surface of a polished table. Beyond was a switchboard, where atiny bulb
occasiondly gleamed, announcing acal from Burbank, the contact man who kept in touch with agents
like Harry, Hawkeye and Shrevvy.

Above thetable hung apair of hands.

Long, thin-fingered hands, velvet in their touch but stedly in their grip. Occasionally their hidden sinews
reveded asmal idea of the power with which they could clutch. The hands of The Shadow, stretching
from surrounding darkness, busy with their work.

The table was strewn with typewritten reports, photographs, shares of old mining stock, yellowed
newspaper clippings, and other items belonging to this case. Of specia importance were pictures of
bullets taken through a magnifying gpparatus.

These included photos of the Luger dugs that the police had found at Debley's, others of bulletsthat The
Shadow had personally picked up in the vacant house across from Tolland's, and finally, the cartridge
that The Shadow had taken from the box in Gregg's pocket.

All tdlied, proving that if Gregg hadn't been at Debley's aswell asthe old house, his gun certainly had.
But if anyone had borrowed that gun for the earlier mission, Gregg Tolland wouldn't have used it | ater.

Another photograph served as alucky find. It was anight-club shot, taken by one of those professiona
photographers who made it their business to go around snapping people and salling them the result. From
one of The Shadow's numerous sources, this group picture listed the names of severa people who had
been at the same corner of the bar.

Onewas Dave Tolland, quite recognizable, dong with hisname. Near him was a darkish but rather
handsome chap listed as Victor Brett. How well they knew each other, if at dl, was something quite
unspecified, but the picture went agood way to prove that Brett's process of moving into Tolland
territory included some contact with the happy-go-lucky member of the family.

It happened, however, that Dave was not so irresponsible as might be supposed. The Shadow had
acquired data on the younger nephew, covering his activities outside the homestead, and judged by
modern standards, Dave was reasonably sober and reliable. In fact, but for Colonel Jeremy's antiquated
notions and Gregg's pers stent efforts to hold the old man's favor, Dave could have rated very high.

Indeed, Dave Tolland was nobody's dupe. If Victor Brett had found him such, Brett wouldn't be needing
Shirley Macolm as astooge.

From The Shadow's table leered a big-toothed face, representing the best of his collection of Wyler
pictures. Onething: Wyler wasn't photogenic. Usudly, he had managed to face acamera so his profile
entered matters; seen full face, he was particularly unhandsome. Y et there was a sharpness of eye, a
wisdom of expression that went aong with that smooth purr which Wyler affected.



With Wyler behind whatever swindle or crime that might be committed againgt Colond Tolland, the
present whereabouts of the crooked promoter were most important. The Shadow had personaly
supplied that data by trailing Wyler to hishotd. The ex-con from Mexico wasliving at the Hotel Revelon,
amiddle-class but high-priced establishment. Despite the current room shortage in Manhattan, Harry
Vincent had acquired aroom on the samefloor.

The switchboard bulb gleamed as The Shadow took apair of earphones from thewall. A methodica
voice came over thewire:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Indructions-"

The order was in the whispered tone of The Shadow and from then on, Burbank was busy listing the
future moves of agents. Those given, the bluish light went off. Black walls echoed with adeparting laugh
as The Shadow |eft the sanctum.

Not long afterward, Lamont Cranston found himself blinking into morning sunlight. It wasn't often that
Cranston rode about town in the morning, except when held been up al the night before, but today he
had an appointment. Hislimousine, whedling through side streets, brought the club manin front of an old
manson that looked much different by day.

The house was Colond Tolland's.

It was Sarge who answered the door and ushered Cranston through the living room into the dining room
where the colonel was having breakfast done. Propping his elbows on the table, Cranston shook his
head when apair of boiled eggs were offered but nodded at mention of a cup of coffee.

With only the dightest of smiles Cranston queried:
"Any dreamslast night, Colond?"

"Why, yes, Cranston,” nodded Jeremy. "Here" - he gestured to Sarge, who was bringing in the coffee -
"supposewelet Sargetel it.”

Sarge gave adoubtful stare.

"Tel whet, Colond?'

"About my dream and who wasin it. Cranston would like to know, just to check on what may happen.”
Setting down the coffee, Sarge shook his head.

"l never remember those dreams of yours, Colond."

"Y ou'll remember thisonewhen | remind you, Sarge. It was about a man who wanted too much, who
probably will dwayswant too much, and never is satisfied with what he gets, no matter how heartfelt.
Now go on, Sarge-"

"Thetoast, Colond!"

Smoke was coming from the toaster and in handling it, Sarge spilled the e ectric gadget to the floor,
burning himsdlf in the process. Clutching one hand clumsly with the other, Sarge started out to the
kitchen, muttering something about lard being good for burns.



"WEell talk about my dream later,” the colond told Crangton. "At least it links to something that was on
my mind, an unusud sort of investment.”

"Another mine?'

"Perhaps.” The colond smiled wisdly. "I've heard about a treasure-finder that could be used asamachine
for locating pay-ore. I'm arranging for atest and would like you to witnessit.”

Cranston nodded as though interested.
"I might invite old Twambley," mused Jeremy. "Do you know him, Cranston?"

"Isaac Twambley?' Crangton's smile broadened. "If the machine locates fossisaswell as metals, it will
dart working as soon as Twambley walksin."

"Apparently you don't like Twambley.”

"The old codger isabore, that'sdl, but otherwise there's nothing wrong with him. 1'd appreciateit,
though, if we could be spared his company.”

Jeremy's nod meant that Twambley was off thelist. Rising from the table, Jeremy laid asde his ngpkin
and suggested that the study would be more comfortable. They crossed the hall and while the colonel
was unlocking the door, Shirley appeared on the Sairs, wearing alight house frock. Recognizing
Cranston, she nodded, and Jeremy invited her into the study.

"Thetreasure finder was Shirley'sfind," explained Jeremy. "At least she was the one who told me about
itsinventor. Now getting back to that dream of mine, it concerns somebody you have heard about. | may
be able to find some of his old correspondence, right in here.”

The colonel was opening the secretary desk. He was so occupied that he didn't notice that the
grandfather's clock was about to chime. Nor did he hear that music when it began, for Jeremy wasfixing
himsdf for quite a shock. Pawing through papersin the open desk, Jeremy felt something among them
and brought it out, only to let the thing drop asif it had been adeadly scorpion.

The object that Colone Jeremy had flung so hastily was the feathered image of awood-carved Aztec
god, amate of theingdious Quetza that had driven Rufus Debley to his doom!

CHAPTER XV

Dave Tolland planted astraight stare in the middle of Shirley Macolm'slovely brown eyesand
demanded:

"Did you put that Quetzal in my uncles desk?"

About to return an indignant denid, Shirley found hersdf diding from the cab seat asthey siwung acorner
sharply. By the time Dave had brought her back to level, the girl decided that a calm response would be
better.

"I never even saw a Quetza before," avowed Shirley. "Takeit or leaveit, Dave. It's ill the truth.”

"Then it was Gregg who put it there," Dave decided. "He was the only other person who could have
beeninthe study.”

"What about Sarge?"



"Sarge? Impossible. He knows too well what it might do to Uncle Jeremy's nerves."

"So does Gregg," reminded Shirley, "and consdering that he'sto be your uncle's heir -"
Shirley's monetary pause was dl that Dave wanted. With aknowing nod, Dave asserted:
"That'sright. Congder it."

Driven home, the sgnificance of that statement startled Shirley. It meant in just SO many words that Gregg
could speed his heritage by hastening his uncle's desth. Such things might happen; in fact, they probably
had happened in even the best of families.

"If Uncle Jeremy finds out how yellow Gregg redlly is," added Dave, contemptuoudy, "he won't have any
further truck with him. What's more, Gregg knowsit."

"If your uncledid find out,” expressed Shirley, "he'd transfer the legacy to you, Dave-"

"Of course," interposed Dave, "and the longer Gregg waits, the morerisk hetakes. Particularly” - Dave
laughed grimly - "theway Uncle Jeremy hastested him lately.”

"Tesed him?"

"Yes. Don't you remember how he sent Gregg to see Debley? No, that was before you met us, wasn't it?
Anyway, Gregg welshed and didn't go. Debley might not have committed suicide if Gregg had been there
to talk him out of it."

The cab was swinging acorner and dowing to ahalt, but Shirley didn't noticeit.

"The colonel may be planning another test tonight,” stated Shirley, dowly. "He had another dream, but he
didn't say who wasinvolved."

"He probably told Sarge," observed Dave, "but Sarge never tells anyone else. Isthisthe place wherewe
aredue?'

Looking out, Shirley saw Brett's office building. Dave paid the cabby, who happened to be Shrevvy and
the cab rolled around the corner. Going upstairs, Shirley knocked at Brett's office and the door was
promptly opened, Dave wasimmediately intrigued by Brett's machine, which had the appearance of a
fair-szed dynamo, teeming with wires and odd-looking aerias. Next, Dave was turning to see the
inventor himsdif.

Brett gave asdlow smile of recognition and Dave suddenly recalled him.
"Soyou're Brett!" exclaimed Dave. "I've seen you around some of the night spots!”

"That'sright," nodded Brett, "but | didn't have the nerve to sart talking my machineto Colond Tolland's
nephew.”

"Y ou'd have picked the wrong nephew if you had,” returned Dave, wryly. "Cousin Gregg is the one who
influences our uncles dedls, though | must say Shirley iswinning him around. Say, though - this
contrivance won't pack in any cab. Wed better phone Sarge to bring the big car.”

Shirley volunteered to go downstairs and make the cal from a pay-booth while Dave and Brett were
packing the machine. When she came back, the job was nearly done, with the two men chatting like old
friends. Then, Brett became abit stuffy when he suggested that both Dave and Shirley step outside.



"Sorry," said Brett, "I'll have to add afew specid gadgetsto the crate. Theinvention would no longer be
secret if you saw them.”

Stepping out to the hdl, Shirley resumed the earlier conversation to mollify Dave, who seemed atrifle
irked at Brett.

"Can't Sarge influence your uncle?" Shirley asked. "I mean by boosting your stock in comparison to
Gregg's?!

"Hedoes," affirmed Dave. "Sarge tells me so, every day. He talked that way thismorning. Said | should
have clipped Gregg's jaw last night, so uncle could have seen him wilt. Now | wish I'd thought about it
then.”

"Why won't the colondl listen to Sarge”?"

"He does, but not on more subtle subjects. If it comesto life and death, though, Sarge's word will count.
He's saved Uncle Jeremy'slife at least three times, so he's one man who wouldn't be party to amurder

plot.”

"It was abad mistake then, for Gregg to leave the Quetzal. Unless' - Shirley paused, her tone a bit
horrified - "unless he thinks he can blameit on me!™

"Hell probably try," argued Dave, sourly. "I wonder though, where he got the thing in the first place. Say

Stopping short, Dave let his own eyes duplicate one of Shirley's speculative stares. Then:
"Debley'd"

"Y ou can't mean that Gregg redly went to Debley's?" queried Shirley. "Why, then he couldn't be so
ydlon!"

"He could beworse," rgjoined Dave. "He might be amurderer. Maybe Debley had some claim on Uncle
Jeremy.”

"How would thet affect him?'

"It would mean a claim on Gregg, when he came into the money. Besides, it would be smart for Gregg to
knock off one of Uncle Jeremy'sold friends.”

"Y ou mean it would then look like someone e se, when - when -" The word was ahard onefor Shirley to
get padt, but shefindly steded hersdlf - "when the time cameto kill your uncle?!

"Smart girl," acknowledged Dave. "That'sjust what | did mean. But let'stalk about thislater. We don't
want Brett to overhear. Maybe you know him well enough, but | don't.”

At that moment, Brett was saying afew thingsthat he didn't want overheard. He had stepped to the
officein the other building and was speaking to aman who waswaiting in the darkness of alittle
windowless ante room.

"Six o'clock, Wyler," announced Brett. "That's when Gregg is due to see Lloyd Jaggert.”
"Y ou're sure about the time?"

"Absolutely,” replied Brett. "The clock was striking six in the colonel's dream. Besides, dinner isto be at



sx thirty and the old man probably won't want Gregg to betoo late.”
"Y ou're going over there now?"

"Right away. I'm sure everything will work."

"Better phone me. | want to be sure about my end of it."

"All right, Wyler."

Beyond the door of the ante room, the hunched figure of Hawkeye did aquick sneak down the halway
to the stairs then out to a Side street. Though he hadn't yet seen Wyler, Hawkeye had recognized the
man's smooth tone, and he knew what the crooked promoter looked like, from picturesthat The
Shadow had sent via Burbank.

It was about lunch hour and soon numerous people would be coming from the building, which was all the
better in Hawkeyé€'s opinion. Thefirg to arrive was astocky man with ablunt face, who certainly
couldn't be Wyler; then cameapair of elderly men who were equdlly distant from the proper

description.

After that, there was athin parade, and Wyler definitely wasn't in it. Sliding around the corner. Hawkeye
saw the Talland limousine pulling away with Dave, Shirley and Brett as passengers among the boxes that
held the machine. Sarge was at the whed and Wyler certainly couldn't bein the car, So Hawkeye
sneaked up theregular stairs, poked his head into Brett's office, which was now unlocked, and saw it
empty. Going through the adjoining office in the next building, he found no trace of Wyler.

Down the gtairsin the other building, Hawkeye came out and contacted Shrevvy. He found that the
cabby had been watching, but hadn't seen Wyler. So there was nothing else to do but ride to the Hotel
Revelon and report from there that Wyler had maneuvered adlip.

When Hawkeye met Harry in the latter's room at the Revelon, it was Harry's turn to show surprise.

"A smart apple, Wyler," defined Harry. "I was positive he hadn't left his room. Sneak over there and find
out if hesback. I'll report to Burbank.”

Hawkeye returned after having managed alook through Wyler's transom.

"Back al right," declared Hawkeye. " Pretending to be adeep on his bed. Maybe he camein and out by
thefire tower."

"| should have spotted him," said Harry. "This means the chief will need usto do double watch. Anyway,
you found out something worthwhile."

"Y ou mean about Jaggert?"

"Y es. He's another promoter, but not as shady as Wyler. Operated in Mexico, too, which is probably
why the colonel wantsto contact him. Well find him if we keep track of Wyler, unlessthe chief locates
himfirg."

The phone was buzzing, for Harry had muffled it so the bell wouldn't ring. It was another cdl from
Burbank, with ingtructions from The Shadow. Hanging up, Harry repeated them to Hawkeye.

"I'mdueat Tolland'sat five" stated Harry. "Going there instead of Cranston, who has some other
engagement. Cliff Mardand will be over here to team with you, Hawkeye."



There was more to that order than met the ear. The fact that Lamont Cranston couldn't be at Tolland's
meant what Harry had suggested earlier, that The Shadow would be acting on hisown in the quest for
Lloyd Jaggert, the new persondlity who had bobbed up in one of Colond Tolland's strangely prophetic
dreams.

CHAPTER XVI

THE grandfather's clock was chiming five when Colond Jeremy swung impatiently from his desk and
flung the Quetzal image in the waste-basket. Asif timed, aknock sounded at the door and Jeremy
opened it to admit his nephew Gregg.

"Go to the Marland Building," ordered Jeremy. "Use the back door which is till open after fivethirty.
Takethe stairsto the mezzanine and enter the last office on the right.”

"Very wdl," returned Gregg. "Who will be there?!
"Lloyd Jaggert. Ever hear of him?"
Gregg's eyes gave asudden flash at Jeremy's query.

"Yes, Lloyd Jaggert,” laughed Jeremy. " The man who knows as much about the Quetza business as
anybody living - including Carl Wyler."

"What about the girl?" snapped Gregg. " She may know about the Quetzad, too. She'sthe only person
who could have parked that feather image in your desk."

"The only person, Gregg?'

"Unlessyou puit it there yoursdlf,” retorted Gregg. Then, becoming his more reserved self: "But if you did,
itsnot for meto ask an explanation, Uncle Jeremy."

"Good boy, Gregg.” The old man clapped his hand upon his nephew's back. "That'swhat | like about
you. Spirit when you need it, and obedience when demanded. Those are the marks of honesty, the thing
that counts most.”

Opening the door, Jeremy came out with Gregg and motioned his nephew to the living room. There, a
group was busy putting together the intricate parts of Brett's machine. Harry Vincent had just arrived as
Cranston's proxy and had removed his coat and vest to lend a hand with Brett and Dave. Contempt of
the whole process showed in Gregg's demeanor but he smothered the look, when Shirley came away.
Then, with aflash of the spirit that his uncle had recently commended, Gregg hdted the girl in the hdlway,
near thedairs.

"Therés something | want to tell you, Shirley.”

Startled by Gregg's sudden show of interest, Shirley didn't know what to make of it, so she smply
Stared.

"My unclejust named the thing that counts mogt," declared Gregg. "He said | had it: honesty, That'swhy
I'm saying thisright now."

"Y ou mean" - Shirley took abresth - "you're being honest with me?”

"Yes. | haven't talked before, because you knocked words right out of me, thefirst time | saw you."



"You didn't show it."

"Maybe not. I'm not the type. Besides, it's my business to suspect every stranger who walksinto this
house"

"Y our busness?'

"Yes. Uncle Jeremy isgrowing old. Occasiondly he loses his sense of values. If it wasn't for my advice,
hed fal for dl the schemes he used to dodge in the old days.”

Shirley gave awinsome smile.
"Do | look like aschemer, Gregg?”

"Y our friend Brett might be one," returned Gregg, frankly, "and sill you might not know it. Look, Shirley.
There are certain people to be trusted at their word. I'm one and | take it you're another. Let's discard
appearances and suspicions. Whatever I've done or intend to do, my reasons are honest. Can you say
the same?'

Shirley'seyeswere very closeto Gregg's, looking right up into them. Simply the girl said:
"l can."

Gregg's hands had a different technique. Coming upwards, they took Shirley's chin before she knew they
were there. Adding the proper pressure, they set Shirley'slipsjust right for the kiss that Gregg promptly

planted on them. By the time the girl opened her eyes and turned around, Gregg was waving back as he

gathered his hat and coat from the vestibule rack. His wave meant: " See you later.”

A bit dazed, Shirley wandered back into the living room to find everyone perfectly obliviousto her brief
but pa pitating experience. When it came to inserting sentiments between afeud with acousin and a
mission for an uncle, Gregg Tolland was tops. HEd done it without missing a best.

Brett's machine was beginning itsloud buzz while he stretched its antennas like the tentacles of an
octopus. He took Harry's coat and vest out into the hal, so he could plant a gadget on the living room
chair. Dave carried another long wire out to the kitchen and told Sarge to ped his potatoes in the back
room. Another wire went straight up to the second floor and was parked in the upper hallway. Colone
Jeremy consented to running oneinto the study, since the wire was so thin that it could go under the door
from the hall, allowing the colond to lock the door after Brett came out.

Coming down from the second floor, Dave handed Shirley her wrist watch and afinger ring, having found
them on atablejust insde her room. He advised her to lay them on the mantdl, so they wouldn't interfere
with the coming test. Breit had aready explained that aspecia detector, in the heart of the machine,
would register whenever metals were brought near it. So the tests began, as Brett raised the speed to a
rhythmic purr.

Coins, bracdlets, candlesticks, even the silverware in the dining room, al produced varying responsesin
these preliminary tests. Even Colonel Jeremy was having enough fun to forget about Gregg and the
mission on which he had gone.

The Shadow hadn't.

As Crangton, The Shadow wastrailing Gregg in Shrevvy's cab. What this trip would bring was
speculative - as much so as Brett's treasure hunting contraption - because Hawkeye had reported that no
call had been received by Wyler, despite Brett's promise.



The day was heavily clouded, which increased the gathering dusk, putting mattersin The Shadow'sfavor.
After haf an hour of Shrevvy's artful trailing, which consisted in dmost losing Gregg's cab time after time,
the trip ended in the financia didtrict, near the Marland Building.

Among the vast skyscrapers of thisarea, night had practically set in. Most of the buildings had closed at
half past five, but The Shadow saw Gregg go in the back of the Marland Building and promptly
followed.

Therewas alarge, front lobby with awatchman sitting by the only elevator that was operating, requesting
peopleto sgn aregister before going up to offices. But the rule didn't apply to an obscure Sairway,
leading to asmal mezzanine a therear.

Too lateto trail Gregg dong that route, The Shadow waited in the lower darkness. After ashort while,
he saw Gregg come out, with alarge envelopein his pocket. Knowing that Gregg was going home, The
Shadow smply let him pass and watched the door of the office that Gregg had | ft.

It probably would be long before Jaggert appeared and when he did, The Shadow intended to take up
histrail. A man of very crafty methods, Lloyd Jaggert. Mentally, The Shadow was reviewing Colond
Jeremy's description:

"A man who wanted too much, who probably will aways want too much, and never is satisfied with what
he gets, no matter how heartfelt -"

Asafail for Wyler, Jaggert would be perfect, provided the colond knew that Wyler wasin the game.
How the Quetza figured was dtill a question, considering that it had been the fetish used by a defunct
murderer named Clavier and belonged neither to Wyler nor Jaggert.

Thiswaswhat The Shadow hoped to learn by trailing Jaggert, now that the promoter's brief conference
with Gregg was over. Only one person promised interference with The Shadow's plans, namely Wyler.
But The Shadow was et in case Wyler moved. Cliff and Hawkeye wereredly covering Wyler's hotel
room and they had an open line to Burbank. Outside the Marland Building, Shrevvy was parked in a
lunch room, ready for aring from a phone booth. Any word from Wyler's quarter would be relayed
promptly to The Shadow.

Minutes dragged after Gregg's departure. Before ten of them were gone, The Shadow had moved up the
mezzanine sairs and was gliding toward Jaggert's door. Listening there, he heard thefaint ringing of a
telephone bell, followed by what seemed amuffled voice.

Trying the door, The Shadow found it locked and went to work with aspecia pick. The door yielded
and in adarkened office, The Shadow saw an inner door beyond. No sounds were coming from the
inner office, S0 Jaggert had probably finished the phone cal, if it happened to be his. The sounds of bell
and voice could have come from another office on thisfloor.

Twenty minutes now, by The Shadow's caculation. A phone bell rang again; thistime definitely from the
inner office, but no one answered it. Instead, there was a sudden clatter, followed by a crash, as a phone
tumbled from the desk. Springing to the door, The Shadow turned the knob; the door opened, for it
wasn't locked.

Sprawled on the floor beside alarge desk, was aman in shirt deeves. Hisface was staring straight up, its
pointed features strained with gasping lips and bulging eyes. The man was recognizable as LIoyd Jaggert,
for The Shadow had checked an old picture of the promoter.

Probably Jaggert had wanted too much; he was certainly not satisfied with what he had received, though



it was definitely heartfelt.

Heartfdt in the form of along knife-blade of which afew remaining inches glistened in the light from the
office window. Therest of the dirk was buried between Jaggert'sribs.

Stooping beside the dying man, The Shadow saw one of Jaggert's hands clutch the air like the claw of a
helpless bird. What produced the bird smilein The Shadow's mind was the thing that Jaggert held in his
other figt.

That object was another of the fateful feathered Quetzals, symbol of doom for those who could not pay!

Death was closing in on Jaggert. Perhaps the blackness of The Shadow's blocking form hastened his
redlization of it. With aspasmodic effort, Jaggert tried to prop himsalf upon hisebows, a the sametime
hefairly shrieked the name:

"Gregg! Gregg Tolland!™

It was too much. Jaggert floundered, deed, at the finish of the cry. In thetiny office, the death shriek
echoed, asthough hurled back from some strange sphere of space. But those echoes weren't enough to
cover the other sound that came from the very threshold of the room.

Hearing the thud of halting footsteps finishing asudden run, The Shadow twisted about and looked up
from Jaggert's body. It wasn't avery nice pot for The Shadow, considering who had arrived.

In the doorway stood Inspector Joe Cardona.
CHAPTER XVII

No tighter spot could be imagined, if judged by ordinary standards, which weren't The Shadow's mode
of judgment. Cooped in atiny office beside adead body; blocked off from the door, with the only outlet
an open window that made a perfect background for police target practice, The Shadow seemed badly
off.

It looked as though he would have to do the long-expected; that of declaring hisidentity and trying to
explain things. Simple enough, if anyone would believe him, which probably they wouldn't.

The Shadow didn't favor the notion for another and more important reason.

The great secret of The Shadow's success in smashing crime was his amazing personality. Never if he
could help it would he spoil a setting that offered a chance at proper crime detection. False or true, the
scene should remain aswas, thet every flaw might later reved itsdlf.

In asense, The Shadow on this occasion was one of the exigting flaws, afact which alowed him certain
leeway, which he promptly took.

Either The Shadow had the instinct of achameleon where darkness was concerned, or he had profited
heavily from his sojournsin Tibet, where he had studied deeply into the metaphysica philosophy which
declaresthat invisihility isbasicaly amenta state on the part of the person who desiresiit.

In brief: if you think you are seen, you will be. If you think you aren't, you won't be.

The rule worked under certain conditions, of which darkness was the best. If The Shadow had taken it
for granted that Cardona saw him, he would have spoiled everything. Thinking the opposite, The Shadow
used just theright procedure.



Literaly drifting away from Jaggert's body, The Shadow carried himsalf around the corner of the big
desk without coming from his crouched position. All this he did in dow-motion style that showed no
variancein its painful pace. He was dream stuff, The Shadow, and he didn't belong in awide-awake
mind like Cardonas.

Cardonadidn't see that receding, swerving blackness. just as The Shadow's first attention had been
focused on Jaggert's face, so was Cardonas. Moreover, the inspector had been riveted by Jaggert's
desth scream, and the victim's back-tilted face, with its wide mouth and eyes, was something that could
redly glue an observer.

Forward came Cardona, step by step. Around the desk went The Shadow, now completely blocked
from view. His speed was geared to Cardonass, like the rim of awhed to ahub. As Joe was bending
over the body, The Shadow was circling past the front of the desk. When the ingpector turned to look
around, The Shadow moved ahead of him, but not fast enough to betray a sound that would cause
Cardonato speed hisglance.

The blackness that filled the doorway was gone when Cardona's eyes reached it. The Shadow had
samply filtered out of circulation where the law was concerned.

Men were coming up the stairway to the mezzanine, members of asquad that Cardona had expected to
find on arrival. So The Shadow found an upward stairway, went afew floors higher, and summoned an
elevator. By thetime the car arrived, The Shadow was Cranston, his cloak and hat parked over hisarm
like ordinary garments.

Reaching the street floor, the casua Mr. Cranston scrawled something on the register and walked o,
while the watchman, more interested in the mezzanine activity, never noticed that a double signature had
been made on both sides of the ledger "in" and "out."

They'd have alot of trouble figuring out that name tomorrow - if ever. About the nearest thing it looked
likewas"Love and Kisses."

Outsde the Marland Building, The Shadow, in Cranston's casud style, unriddled alittle problem. He
studied what looked like Jaggert's side street window and noted that it was above a deep downgrade.
Dropping to the sdewak would have been conspicuous, and the only way to avoid it would beto scaea
sheer wall adistance of two storiesto the first ledge above.

Remembering those dying words of Jaggert's. "Gregg Tolland!" Cranston went to find Shrevvy and put
the cab back into business.

Everybody was ill having fun a Tolland's except old Jeremy. He'd gone upstairs to nap, leaving word to
cal him when dinner was ready. Playing parlor games with Brett's buzzing gpparatus didn't interest the
colondl.

Convinced that the device would work within certain limitations, Jeremy preferred to try the great
outdoors, particularly in amining section, to find out just how great the limitations were.

Looking at hiswatch, Dave Tolland suddenly exclaimed: " Seven o'clock!™

That was definitely acal to dinner, which should have been ready at Six thirty. The group went into the
dining room, and Dave informed Sarge of hisoversight. Dinner was practicaly ready, but Sarge had been
gpending timein the living room, watching the treasure finder a work. Before joining the others, Victor
Brett shoved the switch, so that the buzz became nothing more than afaint murmur.



Shirley cdled Jeremy and the colond arrived grumbling because he should have been summoned a haf
hour ago and showing annoyance because Gregg hadn't returned. Sarge was serving the soup when the
front door opened and the missing nephew put in his appearance. Taking his place a the table, Gregg
nodded to his uncle and tapped the envelope in his pocket.

Colond Jeremy wasn't mallified.

"Y ou took along time getting home, Gregg.”

"No longer than going there," returned Gregg, drolly. "About ahdf hour each way."
"Y ou must have stayed there along while then.”

"Not so very long. Jaggert was reasonable enough.”

The colond glared a the mention of Jaggert as though the name should be kept secret, but Gregg didn't
care. Hewaslooking across the table at Shirley, who returned his gaze. Neither smiled; their glances
were enough.

"All right, then, you went to see Jaggert,” announced Jeremy. "He probably gave you ahistory of the
Quetza outragesthat formed the chief career of one Lee Clavier, the blackest blackguard below the
border. I'll tell you what | know about Clavier, and we can check Jaggert's data later.”

Jeremy's harangue carried right through soup, fish, and sdad. He was still mouthing stories of torture,
extortion, mayhem and murder through the crust of the very specia apple pie that Sarge had cooked
because the colonel considered it adelicacy.

It wasn't the best of table talk, but everybody took it, coming from the colond.

As guests with other matters on their mind, Harry Vincent and Victor Brett managed to put up withit,
though twice when the colonel became too gory, Brett excused himself saying he had to make a phone
cal. The second time, he fussed around the living room with histreasure finder, but findly came back to
sharethe ordedl.

Gregg and Shirley just didn't pay attention to the colonel. They were talking without words, wondering
with glances where each had been during dl the other'slife. Asfor Dave, his atention was divided
between the pair of newly discovered love birds and Sarge, whenever the brawny master of al trades
loomed in from the kitchen.

It smply amazed Dave to see his cousin Gregg in anew mood and Sarge was sharing the bewilderment.
Gregg'sinterest in Shirley was confounding enough, but to have him by-pass his Uncle Jeremy wastruly
terrific.

Maybe old Jeremy understood.
Finishing his pie with an appropriate snort, the colonel leaned back in hischair and said indulgently:

"I hope my talk has been ingructive. If you'd listened, Gregg, you would agree. | suppose I've been
lecturing for at least an hour."

Pulling abig old-fashioned watch from his pocket, the colonel snapped it open and gave a shrug.

"No, only ahdf hour. We made up for starting late by esting fast. Well, sinceit'sonly half past seven, we
may aswell resume our test of the treasure finder.”



The front door bell was ringing as the group reached the living room. Sarge answered and a stocky,
swarthy man pressed past him, flashing abadge in progress. Heading right into the living room, Inspector
Cardona demanded:

"Which one of you is Gregg Tolland?'
With apuzzled glance, Gregg stepped forward.
"Wherewereyou at six thirty?"

"Why" - Gregg fumbled at his pocket, then remembered that hiswatch was being repaired - "why | guess
| was on my way home."

"From where?'
"From the Marland Building, where | saw aman named Jaggert.”
"What time did you arrive here?

Gregg didn't know, but the others did. They said seven o'clock. Cannily, old Jeremy cocked his head
and remarked that the clock might have been abit fast. Brett reminded him that others had checked the
time by their watches, so Cardona suggested that they check them again.

Every time-piece said seven thirty, or closeto it, and seven-thirty wastheright time. Harry's watch was
right, so was Shirley's, when she took it from the mantel and looked &t it. Theliving room clock, like the
onein the kitchen tallied at half past saven. Dave was suggesting that they look at the clocks up tairs,
when Cardona announced:

"That'senough.”

Whesdling to Gregg, the ingpector added:

"Y ou're coming dong."

"Where?' demanded Gregg. "And for what?'

"To headquartersto answer for the murder of LIoyd Jaggert. He was stabbed to degth at exactly quarter
past Sx."

Gregg's denidswere usdless. Hed committed himsdlf to what the time element proved. Six thirty to
seven would have brought him from the Marland Building to the Tolland mansion, perhgps with afew
extraminutes, but no more.

So fast that Shirley hadn't achance to gasp goodbye, Gregg was marched from the house in Cardonas
custody, still carrying the envelope that might incriminate him further. When Shirley ran to the door to cal
after Gregg, she was met by an old man hobbling up the steps on his cane.

Sight of Isaac Twambley didn't pacify Shirley Macolm. With one unhappy wail, she broke into tears and
dashed upstairs. Colonel Jeremy watched her to the top, then took his keys from his pocket and
unlocked the study door. Inviting Twambley into the room, the colonel picked up a gadget that looked
like amicrophone and tossed it through the doorway to his nephew Dave, wire and dll.

"Tell Brett to come again,” ordered Jeremy. "Histreasure finder can wait.”

Closing the door, Jeremy bolted it and gestured Twambley to achair. Then, one hand raised, the colonel



sd.
"Ligen! Thechimes Y ou must hear them, Twambley."
The colond wasright. His grandfather's clock was striking the hour. The two men listened to itsmusic

and sat slent during the elght mel odious strokes that followed. Then, turning to Twambley, Jeremy
inquired:

"And now?'
CHAPTER XVII1
THE case againgt Gregg Tolland was complete.
Hed stood agrilling, Gregg had, and along one, but finaly he'd cracked.

Only he hadn't cracked entirely as Commissioner Weston wanted. Gregg sill argued that he wasn't a
murderer.

What Gregg admitted was that he'd been to Debley's penthouse, the night of the crazed man's alleged
suicide. The bulletsthat had hopped al around the penthouse halway came from Gregg's gun. Sincethe
police had found the Lugar in Gregg's pocket, there wasn't much usein denying the point.

But according to Gregg, if Debley had been murdered, somebody el se deserved the blame. Gregg hadn't
fired hisgun a Debley. Held fought it out with an intruder who answered the specifications of aghogt,
having dropped into the penthouse practically from nowhere and lft by the same route.

Asfor Jaggert, Gregg had smply paid him an honest visit, picked up some Quetza dataand had gone his
way. Only the police didn't believeit. The time element proved otherwise.

If Debley had gone mad and jumped out of a penthouse window, maybe Jaggert, lacking the proper
dtitude, had stabbed himsalf under the urge of smilar madness.

That was the theory propounded by Shirley Macolm who personaly felt just about insane enough to
condder it rationd. In fact, Shirley would have turned the Tolland mansion into a one woman madhouse,
if two kindly old gentlemen hadn't calmed her.

Isaac Twambley and Jeremy Tolland.

It was evening, but Shirley couldnt redize it. How many days, how many nights had passed since Gregg
was dragged away, she couldn't remember. Shirley must have been in bed dl this afternoon, except for
those times sheld been racing through the hall, with atrained nurse grabbing her when she wanted to
jump out penthouse windows. But now she was wearing her fluffy negligee and sitting very camly inthis
camest of dl rooms, Jeremy's study with its chiming grandfather's clock.

Asthe clock struck nine, old Twambley looked at hiswatch and said:
"Haf pagt eight.”

When Jeremy nodded, Shirley was sure that both were crazy, which made her fed much better. As
further evidence that they belonged in the mad-time league, both these venerable gentlemen were
admiring a Quetzal image that had been redeemed from the study waste-basket and given a place of
honor atop the grandfather's clock.



Now they were beginning double-talk that somehow made senseto Shirley.

"Somebody handed methat Quetzal," observed Jeremy. "But why?!

"Asathreat,” returned Twambley. "It means death.”

"But I'm dive, Twambley."

"Then your friend - or enemy - wants something e se."

"Cash, very probably," decided Jeremy. "But why hadn't he come to demand it?"

"He probably will - and soon.”

Therewasalull, during which Jeremy gave afew chuckles. Then:

"| redlly dreamed about Debley,” declared Jeremy, serioudly. "I do believe in such things, Twambley.”
Old Twambley nodded as though he fully agreed.

"And | dreamed about Shirley," added Jeremy. "'l saw agirl in blue, being run down by acar.”
Twambley turned to admire Shirley's blue fluffs.

"Blueismost becoming," cackled Twambley. "Particularly with brown eyes, though the combinationis
unusud.”

Those brown eyes broke out suddenly with tears.

"| shouldn't have doneit,” wept Shirley, "but Vic Brett said it was the only way to meet you, Colone
Tolland. | thought your dreamswere silly, but you believed in them and that one dream in particular came

invery handy."

"Because you were handy, my dear,” agreed Jeremy with anod. "Wel, Twambley, you cracked one
phase of it." The colondl added a chuckle. "And Cranston said you were nothing but an old bore."

Shirley mopped her eyes and looked up.
"Y ou mean Brett tricked meinto it, Colonel? So he could sl you that treasure finder?!

"So Gregg could be charged with murder,” put in Twambley, his cackle absent. "Don't worry, helll be out
when we supply the evidence that ruined aschemeto bregk hisdibi."

"Sargewill help,” agreed Jeremy. "Faithful Sarge! He didn't redlize what my dreams could do, if he
mentioned them a thewrong time. | findly tested him."

"By faking that dream about Jaggert,” agreed Twambley. "Thetrouble was, you tried to test Gregg, t0o."
"A bad mistake," acknowledged Jeremy. "But tell me, where does Wyler fit into this?"
In characterigtic fashion, Isaac Twambley folded hisarms across his cane.

"Wyler was covered when Jaggert was murdered,” declared Twambley, "and that's the odd part about it.
Only itisn't entirdly odd. | think you will hear from Wyler tonight."

"Y ou mean he hasleft the Hotel Revelon?”



"He has. He may even be on hisway here. Therefore | suggest that you have Shirley cal Brett and tell
him that you are ready to buy his machine outright.”

"But that will only bring Brett here."
"Not if the word comesfrom Shirley, if she can maintain her worried mood. | think she can.”

Shirley knew she could. Why this was needed, she didn't understand, but having cleared the one fact
which impaired her honesty, she wanted to prove that she hadn't redlized how seriousit was. If this could
lead to clearing Gregg, Shirley would be willing to tll athousand liesto establish the one truth that
counted.

Unbolting the door, Jeremy ushered Shirley to the telephone. She made the call and did it beautifully. The
colonel bowed and gestured to the stairs.

"Good work," he said. "Now back to bed.”

Shirley was glad for the polite dismissal. Somehow shefelt she could degp without worrying about
Gregg. A guilty conscience was bad enough, but when it had to be uprooted to learn what madeit tick, it
was like an allment that hadn't been properly diagnosed.

As soon as Shirley had reached the stair-top, Jeremy turned to Twambley and asked:
"Dave?'

"Dont worry," returned Twambley. "Hell show up.”

"And Sarge?'

"Let him find out for himsdlf. Hell be al the more val uable when he does.”

Colone Jeremy shook his head.

"Y ou know everything," he declared. "Everything, Twambley, except one thing: how | was handed that
Quetzal image. Therésonly oneway it could have happened.”

Twambley gave adow nod. He knew.

"You redly know?" exclaimed Jeremy. "But how did you find out?'

"Perhaps The Shadow told me," chortled Twambley, "and maybe | read a book about Houdini."
Old Jeremy stared, agape.

"Now that we both know everything, colond.” Twambley's chuckle was very dry. " Suppose you become
careless about the study door, while | make afew plans of my own."

Bowing his consent, Jeremy turned toward the kitchen, caling for Sarge. He was informing the chauffeur
that he was going upstairsto take a nap, but wished to be awakened if any visitors arrived. Meanwhile,
while Jeremy's back was turned, Twambley was getting some wearing apparel from the vestibule.

The dight laugh that came from Twambley'slipswasn't The Shadow's. It was more like Cranston's. This
was the sort of thing that Cranston would have liked, but old 1saac Twambley could manageit quite as
well.



Black garments over hisarm, Isaac Twambley wobbled toward the study door. Hand on the knob, he
listened and gave a happy smile when he heard a sound he recognized. Waiting afull minute, Twambley
finally opened the door, tottered to a corner chair and sat down.

The burden from the old man's arm dropped unnoticed to the floor as Twambley closed his eyes and
nodded his head until it dropped into adoze.

CHAPTER XIX

An odd room, Jeremy's study. It had nooks between bookcases and other antiques to say nothing of the
gpaces beside the grandfather's clock. It would have been a perfect lurking spot for The Shadow; but
Isaac Twambley dept right out where anyone could see him.

Sounds couldn't reach the study because of the heavy door to the hallway, where the gray carpet clogged
the space beneath so closely that there had been trouble running Brett's wiring under the door.

Of course the space below the double doorsto the rear parlor was different. It was wide enough to
admit amouse.

Or arat - on occasion.

Sarge was admitting arrivals to the mansion. Victor Breit was bringing histreasure finder, still packed,
and Dave Tolland was hel ping him. Brett had called Dave at the latter's favorite beer hal after hearing
from Shirley.

It was Dave who suggested that they leave the front door unlocked, since one cab hadn't been enough to
bring al of Brett's gadgets and more were expected. The treasure finder was being set up in the dining
room again and old Jeremy, his nap broken at his own order, was just deepy enough to insst that Dave
takefull control.

"l was dreaming,” declared Jeremy, moodily. "Dreaming about Gregg when Sarge disturbed me. A bad
dream" - he gave his head adisdainful shake - "but | hopeto pick it up again. And by the way, Dave -"

Jeremy paused while Dave'slips began to question: 'Y es?"

"It can wait until tomorrow," decided Jeremy, in atired tone. "I have disinherited Gregg, that'sdl. The
new will isdrawn up, and | l€ft it on the secretary in the study. There are afew clauses we should
discuss, but they can wait."

The colonel was fumbling in his pocket for the keys, as though intending to lock the study door.

"Wait, Uncle Jeremy," suggested Dave. "We may want to run awire into the study again, It's unlocked,
it it?’

Another nod from Jeremy.

"Wake melater, Dave," suggested the colond, starting dowly for the stairs. "Ask me about my dream.
It'sthe sort that may completeitsalf. Goodnight.”

Dave had another question.
"How is Shirley, uncle?’

"Much better,” affirmed Jeremy. " She seems reconciled to the fact that Gregg isa proven crimind. That



waswhy | trusted her judgment about the treasure finder."

As soon as Jeremy had gone upstairs, Dave and Brett put Sarge to work on assembling the machine. In
the midst of such paraphernaliawith other parts clattering asthey were passed hisway, Sarge couldn't
possibly have heard the front door open when it did.

The man who entered was blocky and blunt-faced. He paused just past the vestibule and received a
double signa from the living room. Ashewaited, he saw fingers spell out letters behind Sarge's back.
With an understanding nod, the blunt-faced man stole to the study door, opened it, and stepped inside.

As he closed the door, this new visitor sasw Twambley. Momentarily he mistook the old gentleman for the
colond, and there was a short snarl from thethick lipsthat did anything but adorn the blunt face. Hand to
his pocket, the blocky man let agun dide back; then moved in the direction of the big desk.

Despite his heavy build, this unknown intruder was smooth of action. Hawkeye would have recognized
him instantly as someone who had come from a building where Hawkeye expected Wyler to appear.

Maybe the blocky man'swide ugly smile included thoughts of Wyler. If so, they were premature.

From between the bookcase and the big desk stepped alean man, whose thin face glared above his
crouched shoulders. Faced by thisliving scarecrow, the blocky man hated and snarled:

"Carl Wyler!"

"Why not?" queried Wyler. ™Y ou expected me here, didn't you?"

"Not in Tolland's house!"

"Agan" - Wyler grinned behind the revolver that poked from histhin fist - "again, why not?"
The blocky man was retreating toward the door, with Wyler making gun prods at a distance.

"Tolland ismy game," Wyler sneered. "Find some other victim for yoursdlf. If you don't, | may let the
world know that Lee Clavier is4ill divel™

Thistime the blocky man didn't sneer. His face became momentarily pale, then reddened angrily.

"It won't help you, Wyler!" heargued. "Anyway, you'reright. Y ou can have Tolland, if you let me go my
way."

This blocky man who admitted himself to be Lee Clavier was fumbling for the door knob. With atoothy
amile, Carl Wyler relaxed hisgun hand and regretted it.

Instead of clutching the door knob, Clavier whipped an autometic from his coat pocket and brought it up
asfast asWyler'srevolver. Then, in atone that was amockery of Wyler's, so closdly did it resemble the
latter's purr, Clavier suggested:

"Now let'stalk sense”

Gun point to gun point, the pair faced each other, unwilling to alow an inch of leeway. The stademate was
broken by acrackly voicethat said:

"Excdlent. Let'stak sense”

Two facesturned to see I saac Twambley awakened from hisimitation drowse, his keen eyes gazing up



from the cane head on which he rested hands and chin.
"Youfirg, Wyler," suggested Twambley. "I mean the red Wyler, of course.”

"Why not?" sneered Wyler, overlooking the point of Twambley'sremark. "Why shouldn't | cashinona
few millionsthat | might have gotten? | figured old Tolland would get shaky if | shipped him aQuetzd, so
| brought one dong.

"Doing it neatly was the problem. | wanted him to think that Clavier was il dive. Thefirst night |
sneaked around here, | was lucky to find the best way into thisroom. A way Jeremy Tolland had
reserved for himself asan exit - in case he needed it."

Twambley's chin lifted so that his head could nod.

"Soyou cameagain,” he chuckled, "and |eft the Quetza image. Very niceindeed. Jeremy would either
regard it asamystery or know that somebody had guessed that this was atwo-way room. Of course he
would credit Clavier - & first."

"And if hedidn't,” retorted Wyler, "I was going to bring him to termstonight. After his nephew got into
trouble with the Quetzal business, Jeremy wasripe. | think | could have convinced him that | might help
hold off Clavier. After dl, Clavier couldn't afford to bedive."

Before Clavier could dispute that point, Twambley supplied the proper argument.

"Of course Clavier couldn't,” declared Twambley. "No more than you could operate openly, Wyler, with
aprison record hanging over you. Y ou both had the same problem in reverse.”

Wyler's ugly eyeswent puzzled, but Clavier's hard stare showed that he understood. Nevertheless,
Twambley addressed Clavier, if only for Wyler's benefit.

"Y ou had to be somebody else,” Twambley told Clavier, "and who could be better than Wyler? So you
found Victor Brett and told him how you could make his machine pay - and pay. Of course you told him
you were Carl Wyler -"

A sharp snarl interrupted. It came from thered Carl Wyler who for the first time was understanding what
Twambley had meant when he used theterm 'redl’ a short while before. Again, Wyler was glaring at
Clavier and getting the same medicinein return.

Even Twambley'swisdom hadn't yet given away the fact that he was The Shadow. As Cranston he might
have been suspected, but the senile gentleman in the chair was too crotchety atypeto be identified with
the famous fighter in black.

"Certainly | passed asyou, Wyler," declared Clavier, keeping histone smooth to proveit. "How ese
could | have operated?’

"Particularly when one man knew you were dive." Thiswas from Twambley, histone wavery, but his
eyessharp. "Specificaly, Rufus Debley."

"I should have known!" brokein Wyler. " So you did murder Debley! One of your old raids, Clavier, dl
over again. Dropping down mountain cliffs-"

"Or skyscrapers,” inserted Clavier, " Simple enough when you know how.”

"A looped rope was dl you needed,” agreed Twambley with anod. "A pendulum swing from the ends



and there you were. Then you hauled one end and brought in the other. The rope was ready once
agan."

The glare from Clavier's eyeswas fixed on Twambley and served in place of the gun muzzle that he il
felt must betrained on Wyler. To Twambley, Clavier snarled:

"Y ou know too much."
"Like Debley," nodded Twambley. "But didn't you run into alittle trouble there, Clavier?'

"Y ou mean with The Shadow?" returned Clavier. "Noneaat dl. | was diding the halway window shut and
looping my rope over agargoyle while The Shadow was battling it out with Tolland's nephew. | mean the
stupid nephew, Gregg.”

"Loyaty and Supidity are much dike," agreed The Shadow, in Twambley's cracked tone. " Gregg should
havetold hisuncle dl that happened. Unfortunately he said he never went to Debley's."”

"Which wasdl the better,” said Clavier, suavey. "l don't know why I'm telling you dl this, whoever you
are, except that you won't be dive long enough to repest it. Anyway, it gave me agreet idea.”

"Of course" came Twambley's agreement. "Instead of merely swindling Colonel Jeremy with the
assistance of his nephew Dave, you decided to throw the whole fortune into Dave's lap and take your
diceof it."

"By framing Gregg,” agreed Clavier, warming to histheme. "He showed the way at Debley's. All we
needed was another victim. When the colondl was fool enough to bring in Jaggert, just because he
wanted to make sure that Gregg wasn't yellow -"

"Y ou murdered Jeggert,” picked up The Shadow, still in Twambley's style, "and did arope climb from
the office window."

Wyler wastotaly out of the discussion. Hislean face was wagging back and forth between Clavier and
the disguised Shadow, as he learned to his amazement how degp one man's schemes could go, only to
have another penetrate them.

"A niceandyss" complimented Clavier. "Only it wouldn't stand in court, Mr. -"
"Twambley isthe name. Isaac Twambley."
"It wouldn't stand in court, Twambley," continued Clavier, "because Gregg hasno dibi."

The chuckle that came from Twambley'sancient lips carried al the sgnificance of The Shadow's laugh,
though in no wise did one resemble the other. Clavier must have redlized that a knock-out blow was
coming, for he showed hisfirgt trace of worry.

The blow came.

"You only think Gregg Tolland lacksan dibi," announced The Shadow, holding carefully to a Twambley
chortle. "L ook at the grandfather's clock, Clavier. It is<till ahdf an hour fast!”

Then, to drive home the point of that statement, The Shadow added:
"Gregg Tolland had no time for murder!”
CHAPTER XX



More mystified than ever, Carl Wyler wondered at the sweeping changes that came over Lee Clavier. At
firgt the notorious murderer trembled, then stiffening, he amost gave way to completerage. Findly he
Steadied, and with one hand behind him, threw the big bolt of the door, & the sametime shifting hisgun
from Wyler to Twambley.

Coldly, Clavier announced:
"Y ou have signed your death warrant, Twambley."
"Not necessarily." The reply was high-pitched but cam. "Colond Tolland hasn't signed his new will yet."

Though he was speaking to Clavier, The Shadow's eyes were fixed on Wyler, reminding him that he too
had a cause, even though it was awrong one. Not that The Shadow needed Wyler's cooperation; he
merely wanted to warn him that Clavier couldn't afford to let him live.

Unwillingly, Wyler was finding himsdlf reduced to the satus of Debley who stood as an example of what
happened to those who knew of Clavier'ssurvival.

Then, as suddenly as he had changed it, The Shadow switched the subject back to the clock.

"A useful machine, Brett'streasure finder," came Twambley'svoice. "All that Brett and Dave had to do
between them was set dl clocks and watches half an hour ahead. Thusit was seven o'clock in this house
when Gregg arrived home, proving conclusively that he had been in Jaggert's office aslate as Six fifteen.

Pausing, The Shadow waited until Clavier snarled:
"Goon."

"Dinner actudly began at six thirty," continued The Shadow, Twambley style. "At that time - seven by the
clocks and watches - Brett set hismachine at full speed. Its eectro-magnetic force was supposed to stop
al the time-pieces for haf an hour. It did, with one exception.”

Keeping up the part of Twambley, The Shadow gave a clawlike gesture toward Jeremy's favorite clock.

"While time was catching up to the others™ he chuckled, "this clock kept right ahead. Thereésno
magnetic metd init, Clavier. These old grandfather's clocks have wooden cogs, sprockets and whedls
throughout, forming the parts that Brett's machine should have stopped.

"Of coursethere are weightsin the clock - but they are made of lead. The pendulum ismetd, only you
can seethat it isbrass. They aren't magnetic, but even if they were, they weren't the sort of smdler parts
that would respond to Brett's trestment.”

Histone till cold, Clavier demanded:
"Who knows about this clock?'

"Two persons,” was Twambley'sreply. "Colond Jeremy and myself. Of course Wyler knows now. And
your two helpers, Dave and Brett, know about it. Maybe they will tell when they learn that you aren't

Wyler."

"They'll never know." Forgetting Wyler, Clavier was moving toward The Shadow, gun first. "I'll show
you why, with thid"

Clavier meant the gun. Hisfinger wastightening on itstrigger and it gave him ugly joy to seethat
Twambley's hands were s multaneoudy loosening on the cane. A brute by nature, Clavier couldn't murder



avictim without providing preliminary mentd torture as he had demongtrated both with Debley and
Jaggert.

Anoldfodl like Twambley wasthe sort that Clavier preferred. They'd lived long enough to regret more,
and it was vicioudy humorous to waich their frantic efforts to stave off sure degth. Old Twambley was
wobbling so badly that his chin wasjoggling his cane, making it dip aong thefloor.

It redlly dipped.

Likethewnhip of a snake, that cane dithered forward between Clavier's ankles and lashed with dl the
power that amighty hand could giveit. Those snewsthat had shown under the bluelight in the sanctum
proved their speed dong with their force. Like ahuge whirligig, the cane spun Clavier right off hisfeet, as
his gun spurted a message that wasn't helpful to Jeremy's antiques, but certainly did no damageto The
Shadow.

That terrific thrust told everything, to Wyler aswell as Clavier. The part of Twambley was disproven as
thoroughly asthe myth of Clavier's death. Since there was no further need for pretence, The Shadow
added to the surprise he had created by ddlivering alaugh that befitted his more active self.

Above the chance chimes of the tell-tale clock came apeal of strident mockery that spelled disaster for
al men of crime and two in particular. It was meant for Lee Clavier, murderer, but Carl Wyler, svindler,
took it as a persond issue, too. That didn't matter to The Shadow. It only varied the climax.

With Clavier trying to am from afloundering pose, Wyler charged The Shadow only to receive the big
end of Twambley's caneright in hisequally bulgy teeth. Wyler managed two upward shots that took their
toll in ceiling plaster; then lunged from that position, hoping to clout The Shadow with adownswing of the
revolver.

Only The Shadow wasn't right where Wyler wanted. He was spinning in astyle that was utterly fantastic
for aman of Twambley's appearance. His cane, twirling like a baton, came up from aside-angleto jar
Wyler's gun hand and at the same time, The Shadow gripped Wyler's shoulder to fling him bodily at
Clavier.

The shots from Clavier's gun were faster than The Shadow anticipated, but till too late to effect their
desired purpose. The man they clipped was Wyler. Asthe swindler toppled, Twambley's cane came
flipping over his descending shoulder and met Clavier's heed on therise.

Sprawling senseless, Clavier logt hisgun as Wyler's dropped beside him. Recoiling, Wyler rolled over
and gasped wheezily as helooked for Twambley. Only there wasn't any Twambley any longer. The
rejuvenated fighter had reached for his other garb, black cloak and douch hat, and was putting on his
more appropriate dtire.

Hands clamped to his chest, Wyler watched The Shadow pick up the guns and unload them; then toss
them back beside the figures on the floor. There was a heavy pounding at the door from the hallway,
accompanied by avoice that was loud enough to be heard, though muffled.

The voice belonged to Inspector Joe Cardona, called here for a conference by Jeremy Tolland at the
advice of Issac Twambley.

Carrying Twambley's cane, The Shadow stopped at the hot-air register in the sdewall of the study and
camly knocked its chain loose. Wyler's dying eyes glowed with momentary hope, then changed to a
vindictive leer toward Clavier, who was just beginning to stir.



Moving to the double doors at the rear of the study, The Shadow did asingular thing. Dropping flat, he
rolled along the floor. Instead of being stopped by the doors, his figure dipped and went beneath them.

Therug, dl of asingle piece, smply sagged enough to dlow the cloaked form to squirm through. The
Shadow was right when he said that Jeremy had borrowed thistrick from the annals of Houdini. It was
the famous my4tifier's method of going through abrick wall constructed on a stage.

There was a broad trap door underneath the rug. Houdini's stage had atrap door too, with a huge rug
covering it. What good would be atrap door covered by arug? None, apparently, at least not for atotal
vanish, but it served for going through awall.

In this case, the brick wall was represented by apair of solid doors. Having gone under them, The
Shadow came up the other Sde, in the rear parlor. There, he hauled the chain in another register and the
trap door came up in place, smoothing the stretched rug aboveit.

The Shadow's knowledge of illusionary methods had enabled him to detect the secret of Jeremy'’s
emergency exit that was planned to leave enemies baffled. Wyler had struck upon it by accident and
struck upon it was the term.

Onhisfirg trip into the cellar of this mansion Wyler had crashed into what |ooked like the top haf of a
coa bin except that it was hinged. Actudly, he had run into Jeremy's trap door, lowered for emergency
use. Recuperating in the coa bin, Wyler had seen the carpet sag when Jeremy had made ahurried trip to
the safety of the rear parlor.

Piecing the rest of the secret, Wyler had used it for himsdf in order to place the Quetzal imagein
Jeremy's desk. That had happened on another night, the time of the melee beginning in the kitchen and
ending in the hal. Wyler had been in that mix-up but had been the first to bresk free after being spotted
by Gregg. Into the parlor, Wyler had let down the trap and squirmed through to the study. Later, he had
reversed theroute at leisure,

Wyler was remembering it now and gloating over hisknowledge. Clavier had recovered but not in time
to witness The Shadow's remarkable departure. The door from the hallway was bashing under heavy
strokes, frantically, Clavier gripped Wyler'sthroat and howled that he wanted to know the other way
Out.

Wyler didnt tell.

Why should he? Wyler was gaining a quicker death from Clavier's clutch, a atime when vengeance was
abonus. Shaken liketherat that he was, Wyler kept his broken teeth clamped shut and coughed hislast
breath through them. He was sagging through sheer, dead weight when Clavier suddenly let him fal and
snatched a pair of guns from thefloor.

Aiming at the crashing door, Lee Clavier, the master hand in this game of criss-crossed crime, was
beaten to the shot by Inspector Joe Cardona. Guns unloaded, thanks to The Shadow's foresight, Clavier
hadn't a chance to win. Cardona's bullets fairly riddled him.

Old Jeremy Tolland was standing in the hal and now, with awave toward the clock, he swung about to
tell the story that it stood for. At thefirst words regarding that reclaimed haf hour, two men made a
break toward the kitchen. Dave Tolland, the faithless nephew; Victor Brett, accomplice in murder - both
were partnersin aguilt they knew they could no longer deny.

They never reached the kitchen. Two guns stopped them, big automatics gripped in the gloved hands of a
cloaked challenger who stepped from the parlor. The Shadow didn't have to open fire on this pair; they



fell back pleading for mercy. Then Sarge overtook them and caught each man with ahuge hand that went
half-around each culprit's neck.

Loya to Colond Jeremy was Sarge, but he had been duped by Dave in the latter's secret campaign
againg his cousin Gregg. Sarge had passed along Jeremy's dreams and helped to fulfill the one regarding
Shirley, but he had doneit only because he though that Gregg was unfairly holding the Colond'sfavor.

Blackness vanished from the rear hdl, dwindling into the kitchen. Silently, The Shadow took the cdllar
route from the mansion leaving the case to the capable hands of Joe Cardona. With The Shadow
vanished Isaac Twambley, his cane, cracked in the recent conflict, landing in the cod bin asa souvenir,
like the trap door above.

Out front, The Shadow glided off through darkness, but not in the direction of Shrevvy's cab. It had been
on hand, that cab, but it was no longer waiting. Instead, it was speeding off with asingle passenger, agirl
dressed in blue, who had commandeered it for atrip to police headquarters.

Shirley Mdcolm wanted to be thefirst to tell Gregg Tolland of his vindication and she was on her way to
complete that happy ending.

From somewhere, out of the night's own heart it seemed, came the parting laugh of The Shadow, wishing
the girl good speed!

THEEND



