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CHAPTERI

The dtrange characters of the cryptic message were a blood red hue. They were vivid and myderious
beneath the ova light of the desk lamp.

"A dead man's message!”

Reynold Barker looked about him as he spoke. The slence of his gloomy surroundings worried him. His
fingers trembled. The paper crinkled. Even that dight sound was gartling.

The dark-paneled walls of the room were oppressive to Reynold Barker. He fdt that he wasin ther grip;
that he could never leave them. He was in Theodore Gavin's study—the spot that had been his god for
seven days. He had found the paper in the secret drawer of the desk—the exact place where Gavin had
told him it would be. But the slence of this sullen chamber was maddening. It brought back recollections
of those dying eyes—Gadvin's eyes.

Barker steadied his nerves with mighty effort. He tried to laugh. It was excitement, he told himsdf.
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Shakiness fallowing those long arplane hops from South America. He stared at the paper. Hislips forced
agmile as he comprehended its meaning.

A sudden gurgle came from Barker's throat. Hands from the dark had gripped his throat! He dropped
the paper and sought to bresk the throttling hold. He could not. His own hands were feeble. The
dutching fingers tightened— choking, choking, choking! Reynold Barker's brain was whirling. His eyes
were bulging, but unseeing. He heard a roaring in his ears—Ilouder than the thrum of an arrplane motor.
Then came blackness, sckening blackness, more terrible than the shadowy darkness of that snister
room! Again, the drangling hands were tightening...

CHAPTER Il. A MIDNIGHT VISITOR

BOB GALVIN looked around the room and smiled. He remembered the place from his boyhood—this
quaint old room, with its dark, oak-paneled wdls.

He 4ill fdt a dight trace of the awe that had gripped him here, for this had been his uncle's room—the
unde whom Bob remembered as a stern, gray, grim-faced man.

"Doesit remind you of old times, Sr?"

The quegtion came from Hodgson, the old servant. Hodgson had been Theodore Gavin's attendant for
many years. To Bob, he seemed like a part of this old room.

"Yes" replied Bab, "it does. So do you, Hodgson. You'e just the same as you were—why, it must be
nearly twenty years ago!"

The servant nodded.

"Close to that ance you Ieft here, Sr. I'm not the same as | was then, dr. | can't see the way | did once.
My eyes'—he shook his head sadly—"are very poor, Sr. It seems like | fed my way about the house,
Mr. Baob. | know the place so wdl -"

But Bob Gavin wasn't ligening. Instead, he giffened as his eyes, turning toward the heavy casement
window, fixed themsdves for a moment on a strange form outside.

It was a face, shrouded in the shadows. The lower part of the face was hidden in blackness, but the
piercing eyes seemed to be sudying Bob's own festures. Bob only had a chance to see the face an
indant— then it was gone.

The old butler sensed that something was wrong. He turned toward Bob.
"What—what wasiit, gr," he sammered. "Did you fed suddenly— suddenly ill?*
"No—aface! Out the window! Peeringin a me! Did you see it, too, Hodgson?!

Then, Bob redlized that Hodgson had indeed spoken the truth when he said he was nearly blind. The old
man's stonelike, groping expression told that. Hodgson shook his head.

"No, gr. It might have been something caught in those branches that sway againg the window. Theré€'s a
sngle tree in the garden out there."

Bob pushed back his char and crossed the room to the window. He unfastened the latch and opened the
casement. Only the branches of the lone tree swayed mournfully againg the casement in the night wind.
Nothing more.



Bob bolted the casement again, and shook his head, hislips compressed.
"Strange—strange,” he muttered. "I could have sworn some one was out there, soying on me™

Then he turned again to Hodgson. "Did my uncle have any—enemies, Hodgson? Men who wanted his
run—hislife, perhaps?’

"No, gr. Not that | know of, gr."
"Well—have you noticed anything peculiar about the old place, Hodgson? Is—is Miss Betty dl right?'
The old man moistened hislips and hesitated. Then he spoke.

"EVERYTHING is judt asit used to be, dr. When Mr. Galvin went away, he closed the house. | went
out to the country house with Miss Betty. We were there when we learned that your unde had died.

"I came in and opened the place, Sr, when | knew that you were coming home. Miss Betty is dill in the
country. She said she would wait until you arrived.”

"l am gaing to phone her shortly.”

"Shewill be glad to hear from you, sr. She has been waiting there severa days now.

"l am glad that | camein done, Sr. | wouldn't have wanted her to see what | found—in this room!"
"What was thet?' Bob's interest was evident.

"A dead man, gr! He was lying right where you are sanding—by the desk."

"A dead man! Then there was something! Who was he?'

"The police have not learned his name, Sr," Hodgson continued. "Perkins, the chauffeur, was with me
when | sumbled on the body. The detectives were sure the man was a thief.”

"What killed hm? Was he shot?"
"He was strangled, sr. He must have been dead for two or three days when we discovered him.

"We couldn't tdl how he came in—dl the doors were locked, and the shutters were closed and barred.
The detectives think he must have had a key that opened the little Sde door.

"They are sure he came here with another man—both of them probably thieves -"

"Ah, | understand,” interrupted Bob. "One killed the other and escaped. What could they have been
after, Hodgson?'

"I can't imagine, dr," the servant said. "There was nothing here of value. We could find nothing missng,
gr.

"The detectives think that one man had a grudge againg the other. That he brought him here to kill him -"
Bob's face gleamed with understanding.

"I see thar ided" he exclamed. "The murderer told his pd this was a place worth cracking. Then, when
they got in here, he strangled him. No noise— plenty of time to get away -"



"That's judt it, dr," replied Hodgson, admiringly. "That's just what the ingpector said. There was quite a
piecein the paper about it, Sr; but it was while you were dill on the boat, coming home -"

THE dull ring of the doorbdl came as an interruption. With dow, fdtering steps, Hodgson left the room
to answer.

Bob Gavin watched the old servant as he passed into the gloomy hdl. Hodgson seemed truly to be
feding his way through this old, somber house.

Two minutes passed. The servant returned and dmogt tottered into the room.
"Mr. Mdlory is here, ar," he sad.

Bob advanced to greet Hiram Madlory. Mdlory had been one of his unces oldest friends. Bob
recognized him immediady—a quiet, kindly-faced old gentleman who ill bore himsdf with youthful
vigor.

"Mogt regrettable, your unclés death," said Mdlory, when he and Bob were seated a the flat-topped

desk. "It was a grest mistake for him to travel so far away in his state of hedth. Asuncion, Paraguay, 4ill
hasits yelow fever at times—and it brought your uncle's death, Robert.”

"Whatever did he go for?' asked Bob.

"He was depressed, Robert. Hisred estate business herein New York was a large one, and successful,
but recent unwise invesments have lost him a greet ded of money. | fear there is little or nothing left of
the estate.”

Bob's face grew thoughtful, "I heard from him very seldom, you know. | suppose South Africa, where
I've lived for the past twenty years, made it seem to him asif | wasin another world.

"So you think the estate isin bad shape?’
"I'm afraid so. Have you seen the will yet?!

Bob shook his head. "I received a letter from the lavyers”" he said. "Whatever's left is to be shared by
mysdf and Betty Mandell, my unclés ward. She's lived with my unde since she was a child.”

Mdlory smiled a wry smile "That means he said, "thet she will be virtudly penniless. She will have no
home, and what money she receives cannot last long.”

"She needn't worry," smiled Bob. "I've done wdl in South Africa, Mr. Madlory. Shéll live here, as she's
aways done. And that reminds me, gir, | have to cadl her. Pardon me for afew minutes”

Bob consulted a card he drew from his pocket and reached for the desk phone. In a few moments,
Madlory smiled again, observing the beam of happiness on Bob's face as he spoke.

"Yes, Betty,” Bob was saying, "thisis Bob... I'm glad to hear your voice, too... A good many years since
we've seen each other... You are coming in to-morrow? That's great... No, Betty, you mudn't talk that
way. Thisisyour home, asit has dways been... I'll see you to-morrow, then? Wonderful!"

After the phone cal, Bob chatted with his uncle's old friend. He was glad to meet some one in New
York.

Bob had left, when only a youth, to seek hisfortunein South Africa, where his father, Theodore Gavin's
brother, had left im some property.



He told Mdlory of his adventures there. He brought out papers from his suitcase, and showed them to
hisuncles old friend. The papers were piled upon the desk by the time their conversation had ended.

Hiram Mdlory arose. He hed out his hand.

"You have done wdl, Robert," he said. "'l only regret that your uncle did not live to see you and tak with
you as | have. He would have been ddighted to learn of your success.

"He was a broken man when he went away, Robert. He wanted to go to some distant country, where he
could relieve hismind from dl hisworries.

"He was old, Robert, but | believe that he would have recuperated some of his losses if he had returned.
But that was not to be -"

Madlory paused speculdively as he stood by the doorway. He glanced a his waich and amiled at the
lateness of the hour.

"Hdf past deven," he said. "l am usudly in bed by ten o'clock. | must go. | sl see you again, Robert.”

"Good night," replied Bob. "I'm certainly glad you dropped in, Mr. Mdlory. I'l turn in mysdf—efter I've
gone over those papers on the desk. That will mean an hour's work, at least.”

Alone, in the gloom of the oak-paneled room, Bob lost himsdlf in the work before him.

He had come away from South Africa rather hurriedly; but on the boat he had attended to dl details. He
hed only these find matters left. As soon as they were finished, there would be no reason for him to
worry about the affairs that he had left.

Bob worked quickly. It required less time than he had anticipated. The old clock in the hdlway was
griking twelve when he completed his labors.

His own business ended, Bob began to study some documents that Hodgson had laid on the desk. They
referred to his uncles afairs, but were of minor importance.

While Bob was congdering these, he became conscious of a dight noise behind him. He swung in his
awvivd chair, expecting to see Hodgson.

A startled gasp came from Bob's lips as he found himsaf staring into the muzze of an autométic.

The gun was hed by a man who wore a dark overcoat and a black cap. The stranger's face was partly
obscured by the collar of his coat. The peak of his cap hid his eyes.

"No noisgd" warned alow, growling voice. "Put up your handd"
Bob obeyed, wondering. He remembered the burglary that Hodgson had mentioned.

But this was a more daring entry—and its futility was perplexing. There was nothing of vaue here.
Neither did Bob have any grest amount of money on his person.

He arose a a command from the man who held the pistal. The stranger's eft hand tapped Bob's pockets
in search of a weapon, but none was there,

"Put on your hat and coat," the man ordered, mationing toward the corner. Bob followed indructions.

The stranger was beside Bob now.



"You're coming with me" he said in alow voice. "No funny business. Understand? Don't try to tip off
that old guy that works for you. Tdl him you're going out. Get me?"

Bob nodded. Then he was being urged forward. They entered the hdlway. Bob could fed the pressure
of the automatic pressed againg his side.

They encountered Hodgson in the dimly lighted hall.
"Areyou going out with Mr. Mdlory, Sr?' questioned the old servant.

The gun nudged Bob. He redized that Hodgson did not know that Mdlory had departed hdf an hour
before.

The old servant's poor eyes could disinguish but the forms of two men. The blankness of his gaze
indicated that Hodgson was Smply assuming the other man's identity.

"Yes" sad Bob huskily, "I'm going out for awhile, Hodgson."
"You have the key with you, Sr?'

"Yes, Hodgson."

"All right, Sr. Shdl | wait up?"

Bob hestated. If Hodgson remained waiting for him, it might be to his advantage. The old servant would
suspect something wrong if he did not return.

"You might do that, Hodgson," he said.

The man with the gun made no comment. Bob amiled as he was nudged dong the hdl. His ruse had
worked. Hodgson would be waiting.

The old servant moved hurriedly ahead of them. He opened the door and stood by the darkened
vestibule, while Bob Gavin and his captor walked out into the night.

CHAPTER Ill. SHADOWS OF NIGHT

BETTY MANDELL dared across the table. Her gaze was fixed upon Bob Gavin's face. It seemed
<low in the dm light of the dining room. Two candles on the center of the table furnished the only
illumination.

"What's the matter?' demanded the man, as he noticed the girl's stare.
"Nothing, Bob," replied Betty. "It's jus—well, you look so different from what | expected you to be."
"Yeeh?' Bob's voice seemed rather sour. "What's the matter with me? Don't you like my [ooks?”

"It's not that, Bob," said Betty hadily. "I like you, and Il adways like you, Bob. It's just tha
youre—well—so different from the way | pictured you."

The man laughed good humoredly.
"You haven't seen me Snce we were kids," he said.

"I've seen your picture” reminded Betty. "The one you sent me two years ago—with one of those
wonderful letters that you know how to write"



"That's s0. | sent you my picture. But photographs sometimes fool you, Betty. Maybe I've changed a hit,
too. People say I've been changing in appearance.”

"I guess that explainsit, Bob. But when | heard your voice on the telephone last night, it was as if | could
see you while you were talking. But now—uwell—it dl seems different.”

"You didn't see me lagt night. That was just your imeagination.”

"I didn't imagine | heard your voice! That's different now, Bob! When | came in this afternoon, | was
amazed the moment that | heard you speak.”

"A voice never sounds right over the telephone.”
"That mugt be it, Bob," Betty consented, then went on.

"Dont think I'm disappointed. I'm just bewildered, that's dl. I'm just trying to get used to you. You
understand, don't you?"

THE man arose and walked around the table. He patted the girl on the back. Somehow the action
annoyed Betty, dthough she made no sgn.

"Youve been worried, little girl," said Bob. "That's dl. Poor old unde dying. It's a hard blow for both of
us

"Maybe you oughtn't to stay in this old house too much. Why don't you take a trip down to Bermuda, or
somewhere like thet?"

"I don't have the money, Bob," said Betty frankly.

"Youve got it coming to you from the estate, haven't you?'

"I'm afraid there isn't going to be much, Bob."

"Don't worry about that. Therell be plenty. I've got plenty of money, Betty. I'll take care of the trip.”
Thegirl shook her head.

"I wouldn't want you to do that, Bob -"

"It'sdl right with me, Betty."

"Perhaps, later. After things are more settled. I'd rather stay here right now, Bob. That is, if you want me
to-"

"Of course | want you here! Didn't | tdl you so last night?!
Betty nodded.

"All right," said Bob. "That settlesit!"

Hodgson entered.

"Gentleman to see you, gr," he said to Bob.

"What's his name?' asked Bob.



"Hedidnt tdl me, ar.”
"Wdl, Il see him, anyway. Take himin the study.”
"All right, gr."

Betty looked at Hodgson as the man spoke. She observed a strange expression on the old servant's face.

He was gaing a Bob Gavin as though his dm eyes were trying to see the young man's face more
closdy.

The old servant turned and Ieft the room.
"Il be back later," declared Bob as he left for the study.

Betty remained in the candle-lighted room. Theodore Gavin had dways liked candidight. The dining
room had never been equipped with dectric lights Even in the other parts of the house, modern
illumination was sparse.

The gloom was oppressive to Betty; but it was not because of the flickering candles alone. She was redly
disappointed in Bob Galvin, athough she had tried to deny that fact.

Bob had greeted her upon her arivd in New York; but there had been something forced about his
manner. Somehow, she did not trust him.

Yet, when he had spoken over the tdephone the night before, the sncerity of his voice had been
impressve. It was only the memory of that conversation that reconciled her to the man who varied so
from her expectations.

Hodgson was back. The old man was keen, despite his poor vison. He sensed the mdancholy that hed
come over the girl.

"What's the matter, Miss Betty?" he asked.
"Nothing, Hodgson."
"Isit Mr. Bob?"

"Yes" admitted Betty. "He's different from the Bob Galvin that | expected. | can't explain it, Hodgson,
mt _II

"You are right, Miss Betty," said the servant, in alow voice. "He s different—different snce last night!"
"Snce lagt night!”

"Yes, maam. He went out with Mr. Mdlory. That was about midnight. He came back an hour later, and
| spoke to him when he came in. He didn't say anything. He just went up to his room.

"To-day, when he spoke to me, he seemed changed. There was a difference in his voice, Miss Betty."
The old servant's words were perplexing.

Why had Bob Gavin gone out late—with Mdlory, of dl persons? Perhaps Hodgson was mistaken about
Madlory. But he could not be mistaken about Baob.



Who was the visitor here to-night?

Betty wondered. She rose from the table and went out into the hdl. There she encountered Bob Galvin
and another man coming from the study.

The vigtor was not easly discerned in the gloom, but Betty noted that he wore a cap pulled down over
his eyes. There was a toughness about the man's face —dl tha Betty could see of it. Bob turned
suddenly.

"Hdlo, Betty," he said. "I'm going out for awhile. I'll see you later.”

He was wearing his coat and held his hat in his hand. He did not introduce the stranger. He and the other
men departed, leaving Betty astonished.

THE evening dragged dowly by. Betty read a book in the big library - a room as gloomy as the rest of
the house. Betty was used to this atmosphere, dthough at timesit chilled her.

It was nearly midnight when Betty retired. Before she went to deep, she heard the front door close
ponderoudy. The dtairs creaked.

Bob Gavin had returned.

Slent minutes went by. Betty could not deep. Somehow, her mind kept picturing the old study
downdairs. It was there that Bob had recelved the odd vistor to-night.

Betty was seized by an uncontrollable impulse to go downgtairs. She fdt for her dippers, then recdled
thet they were in her trunk, which had not been brought in from the country.

Barefooted, she stole down the carpeted sairs, with one hand on the banister. There was no creaking
under her light tread. She moved noisdesdy dong the hdl, then stopped suddenly as she turned the
corner that led to the door of the Sudy.

There was dim light in the hal, coming from the study. The door of the room was open; and the table
lamp mugt be on!

Perhaps Bob had Ieft it burning; perhaps he was there now. In the later event, Betty could explan her
presence by explaining that she had heard a noise downstairs and had come to investigate.

Nevertheless, it might be wel to observe Bob before he saw her. With catlike stedlth, Betty advanced to
the doorway.

The light on the floor of the hdl fascinated her. It was more than a gleam. Into it came a peculiar
shadow—the eongated slhouette of a man's prafile.

The patch of blackness swayed. Betty watched its motion. She stepped forward and turned to look into
the room.

BY the desk stood atdl man clad in black. His back was turned toward the door. He seemed a strange
phantom of the night—a living being that had come from nowhere. Across the floor lay his long, weird
shadow, gretching into the gloom of the hall.

Betty's hands gripped the sdes of the doorway, as she stood horrified by the presence of this uncanny
personage.

She could see the folds of the black cloak which hung from his shoulders, the back of the



broad-brimmed hat which was upon his head. He was examining the desk—the motion of his
black-gloved hands indicated that fact.

While Betty stood, entranced, the man mug have sensed her presence. He swung suddenly to face the
door. As his cloak spread wide, the girl caught a glimpse of its crimson lining and the thin, black-clad
form within the cloak.

The face of the man was invisble, obscured by the collar of the cloak and the low brim of the hat. All that
Betty could see was the glow of two piercing eyes that shone beneath that hat brim; eyes that saw her
ganding in the doorway.

Thegirl raised ahand to her mouth to repress a scream. Then a low, soft laugh echoed through the room.
It came like a spectra whigper—an eerie sound that seemed beyond redlity.

A black-gloved hand swung upward. A dlick followed. The room was plunged in darkness.

Betty stood there, suddenly wondering if it had dl been imagination. With boldness that she could not
understand, she crept into that black room, toward the spot where the man had been. She was
determined to meet this stranger of the night—to learn his purpose— to discover the mydery tha
surrounded him!

Slently she moved forward until she knew that she was near the desk. There she reached out and found
the lamp. She pressed the switch and turned quickly as the light came on.

She was done in the deserted study! All thet she had seen now seemed a credtion of her imagination.
She peered into the shadowy depths and saw nothing.

She could not believe her senses, for she knew beyond dl chance of doubt that a man had been standing
inthat room. Now he was gone!

Noisdesdy, like a shadow of the night, he had vanished!

CHAPTER IV. HODGSON INTERFERES
IT was at breskfast that Betty Mandel decided to tdl Bob Gavin what she had seen the night before.
Thegirl had spent a troubled night. She had dept fitfully, awakening frequently at dight sounds.

Once she had been redly frightened. She had imagined that two shining eyes were staring through the
open window from the outside darkness. It had proved to be the reflection of two distant street lights.

But even now, in the light of morning, Betty fdt hersdf shuddering at the thought of that strange, weird
men in black whom she had discovered in the study, and who had so mysterioudy eluded her.

"Bob," she said solemnly, "something strange happened lagt night. | came downgtairs very late. | guess—I
guess | must have heard anoise. The light was on in the sudy.”

Bob Gavin lad aside the morning newspaper. A quizzicd look came over his face; an ugly look, Betty
thought.

"Inthe study?' Bob's voice was tense.

"Yes" sad Betty, "and that was not dl. There was some one in the sudy —a man dressed in black. He
looked like a greet big shadow.”



"A—ashadow!" Bob's exdlamation came suddenly. He caught himsdf and smiled sourly.
"Wasthisred?' he asked. "Or wasiit just your imagingion?'

"I'm sure it was red," Betty declared. "Some one mugt have been there. For, while | was dill trying to
beieve my senses, the man turned around and the light went off.

"I— was afraid; but | went in the room just the same. | turned on the light. | was aone!™
"Alone" said Bab, inalow voice. His eyes were saring with a far-away |ook. "The shadow was gone!”

"Yes, the shadow was gone" replied Betty, "but it was more than a shadow, Bob! A shadow can not
turn off alight!

"I was frightened, Bob. | went dl around downgtairs, but | found nothing. Not even awindow open.”

"Youd better forget it," sad Bob. "Your imagination is getting the best of you. How about that trip |
suggested? Why not go?'

"I don't want to leave New York," declared Betty firmly.
"But this house is no place for you," returned Bob. "Not while you're in your present state of mind."

Betty was indined to agree. She remembered that she had been invited to vist a friend in the city—Alice
Whedler. Perhaps Bob was rignt when he said that she should go away a while So she offered a
compromise.

"Alice Wheder wants me to vist her," she said. "Suppose | go over there for afew nights?
"But | don' like the idea of you staying here, Bob," she went on. "Something is wrong in this house!™

"Dont you worry about me" declared Bob. "I'll be dl right. It's you I'm worried about. I'd advise you to
go today.

"When something like this begins to worry you, a change isthe only cure. | think it was your imegination,
Betty—thinking you saw a man in the sudy.”

As Bob uttered the last words, Hodgson entered the dining room. The old servant stood stock-till. He
did not move amuscle

"Il call Alice now," declared Betty.

AS soon as the girl had Ieft the dining room, Hodgson approached the table. He leaned close to Bob
Galvin and whispered.

"Have you told her?' he questioned. "Told her about that man—that man in the study -"
"What man?' snapped Bob. The old servant seemed rebuffed by his new master's tone.
"About the man | found there," explained Hodgson, "the man | told you about—the dead men!™

"No,” sad Bob, in an unpleasant voice. "Ligen, Hodgson. | don't want you bothering me this way.
Understand? When | want to tdl you any thing, I'll tdl it without your asking. Remember that!"

He picked up the newspaper. Hodgson stood trembling, hurt by the words which Bob had spoken. He
turned and tottered from the room, his head bowed in dejection. He encountered Betty in the hall.



"What is the matter, Miss Betty?' he inquired. ""Has something happened?”

"Nothing important, Hodgson," said Betty, in a restrained tone. "I've just decided to vist Miss Whedler.
Cdl Perkins to be herein hdf an hour. I'm gaing to pack.”

"Miss Betty"—Hodgson's voice was pleading—"you must tel me whét is the matter!”

Thegirl could not resst the old servant's plea. She redlized that Hodgson was the only person in whom
she could confide, for she had lived alondly life for many years, with only her unde and this servant.

If there should be danger in the housg, it was but right to tdl Hodgson. She fdt sure that Bob Gavin
would not do so.

She drew the servant aside and told him what had happened the night before. Hodgson nodded.

"It would be best for you to go, Miss Betty," he declared. "Things are not right here. | don't know what
you saw. It might have been -"

"A ghost?' questioned Betty, hdf laughing in spite of hersdf.

"Perhaps, Miss Betty," declared Hodgson solemnly. "A man was killed in that very room while you were
away. | found his body."

The statement horrified Betty. She was not superdtitious, yet this revealment caught her unaware.

She was about to question Hodgson when Bob appeared from the dining room. Betty turned and went
updtars. She heard Bob tdl Hodgson that he was going out.

Betty did very little packing. She fdt that afew days would be the limit of her stay.

She came downdtairs with a smdl bag just as the doorbell rang. Hodgson was not in Sght, so Betty
answered the door. Perkins was there with the car. He took the bag. Betty went to find Hodgson.

Something attracted her to the sudy. The door was closed. She decided that Hodgson mugt be in there.
That would account for the fact that he had not answered the bell.

She opened the door and entered. Hodgson was standing by the desk. He started and turned away when
the girl entered. He tried to hide something. The girl saw that it was arevolver.

"What are you doing, Hodgson?" Betty asked in surprise.

"Nothing, Miss Betty," began the servant. Then he redlized that the girl had seen the revolver. "I'm just
preparing, maam, that's dl.

"I'm alittle bit worried—about Mr. Bab. | thought it would be best if | had arevolver handy. That'sdl.”

"Do be careful,” sad Betty in alow voice. "l hope nothing happens while | am gone. Youll look out,
won't you, Hodgson?'

After the gil had left, Hodgson stood daring grimly at the dark oak wals. He nodded as though taking
to himsdf. He put the revolver in his pocket and went out of the studly.

IT was late in the afternoon when Bob Gavin returned. He was accompanied by Hiram Madlory.
Evidently Gavin had dropped in to see his uncles friend.



Mdlory spoke a kindly word to Hodgson. Then he and Bob entered the study and closed the door. It
was nearly dinner time when Malory departed.

Bob Gavin dined done that evening. Hodgson waited on him and the old man's face was grim. Bob did
not appear to notice him during the medl.

In the evening, there was a vistor—the man who wore the black cap. It was after ten o'clock when he
went away. Bob returned aone to the study.

It was then that Hodgson entered. He was close by the desk when Bob heard his footsteps. The young
men svung about in his chair.

Hodgson, a look of gim determingation on his face, was ganding near. In his trembling hand the old
servant held arevolver.

Bob Gavin gripped the arms of the chair. He was startled, even though Hodgson could not detect the
expression that came over hisface.

"What's this, Hodgson?" demanded Bob. "Put down that gun! Understand?’

"You will go away from herel" declared Hodgson, in a quavering voice. "Go awvay—and do not come
back! Y ou do not belong here. You are not the man you dam to be -"

"That's nonsense, Hodgson," interrupted Bob Gavin. "Give me that gun and get out of herel”

"You must go away!" repeated Hodgson, voice quavering but determined. "l have suspected you ever
since that night you went out with another man. Y ou are not Robert Galvin -

The young man laughed. After his firg surprise, he did not fear Hodgson. He did not think the old man
would shoot without provocation.

"Mr. Mdlory was here" he declared. "He knows that | am Bob Gavin. Your eyesght is bad, Hodgson,
that'sdl. Cdl up Mdlory and ask hmwho | am.”

For a moment the old servant hesitated. He looked puzzled; but the doubt soon faded from his face and
he became more determined than before.

Bob Gavin noticed the change. He redlized tha a sudden understanding was coming into Hodgson's
mind.

"I shdl not cdl up Mr. Mdlory," declared the servant, in a decided tone. "I shdl not cal him up, because
-" He interrupted himsdf quickly.

"I do not want to tak to you," he said. "You must go now! | shdl give you just ten seconds to leave this
room!"

Bob Gavin stared but did not move.
"One -" said Hodgson, counting dowly, - two -"

Bob Gdvin was moving now, inch by inch. He was coming closer and closer to Hodgson, but the old
servant's eyes did not detect the motion. Hodgson kept on counting.
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Bob Gavin's hand svung suddenly upward. It struck Hodgson's wrist. The revolver flew across the
room.

Galvin legped upon the old man. They grappled.

The odds seemed greatly in Bob's favor, but he encountered a surprise. Hodgson's feebleness lay only in
hislegs.

The old man's grip was ferocious. He wrestled bravely with his young adversary. They fdl to the floor.
Hodgson was on top.

IT seemed that the old servant was due to overpower his opponent. Bob had one hand free, but he could
not use it to advantage. He stretched his arm wildly and his fingers encountered the barrel of the revolver.

Bob picked up the wegpon. With a quick twigt, he freed himsdf for the indant. In so doing, he lad
himsdf open to a new attack by Hodgson.

As the old man flung himsdf forward, Bob's arm swung. The buit of the revolver struck Hodgson's head.
The servant sank with a groan.

With crud viciousness, Bob swung again. He rose to his knees and battered the helpless man's head with
the revolver.

There was no limit to hisfury. Hodgson was dead from the fourth blow, but Gavin kept on and on unil
Hodgson's head had become aterrible sight.

Then, an ugly leer soreading over hisface, Bob arose and looked down at his handiwork.
"You knew too much," he said. "Y ou know nathing, now!"

Bob lad the revolver on the desk. He sat looking at Hodgson's body while he cdled a number on the
telephone. Sure that he was talking to the person he desired, Bob Gavin gave a smple, quiet order:

"Come up to see 'em as soon as you can,” he said. "I have changed my plans. There is work for us to
do."

He laid aside the telephone and sat grinning at the gruesome form on the floor.
CHAPTER V. MURDERERS PLOT
"To-night's the night, Briggd"
"S0 that's what the Boss told you, eh, Bob?"
The two men who were talking sat in that same study that had once belonged to Theodore Galvin.

One of them was the young man who caled himsdf Bob Gavin. The other was a big, powerful fellow,
who was dressed in the quiet clothes of a servitor— dmogt the identical garb that Hodgson had been
wont to wear.

"Yeeh," sad young Bob decisvely. "Were going to make a stab at it tonight. At least, you and Clink are.
I'm going to stay right here.

"As soon as Clink comes in, you and he go to meet the Chief. Get your find ingructions from him."



The big man nodded. His iron-jawed face was sullen. His eyes gleamed with a murderous |ook.

Bob Gavin saw that look, and a sordid grin appeared upon his face. The young man's expression
became one of brutdity.

"After to-night,”" remarked Briggs suddenly. "What then?'

"I things go right,” returned his companion, "it will be dl jake. If they don't, well have to play the game
like we figured it.

"Youll be Briggs—Briggs, the butler, or whatever we cdl you— the guy | hired because old Hodgson
was getting feeble”

"He wasn't S0 feeble three nights ago,” retorted Briggs.

"Youreright," said Bob. "But people don't know that. The girl is the only one we've got to bluff. | sent
Hodgson off on along vacation, that's dl. Thought he needed it. Big-hearted stuff, you know."

"Briggs the butler,” said the big man with a grin. "Wdl, Briggs is a good name and it happens to be my
own.

"That makes it easy. No dip-ups. Briggsismy name, just like yoursis Bob. Bob -"

"Gavin," interrupted the young men a the desk. "Remember that part of it. No dip-ups there.
Undergtand?'

BRIGGS nodded. He looked around the room, the grin dill on his face.

"Weve both done our bit in this place he said, "eh, Bob? | started it when | did away with Barker.
Tried to double-cross us, the rat. Then you fixed this guy, Hodgson, when he tried to interfere. You
acted kind of quick when you did that -"

"No quicker than you," interposed Bob. "I guess there was only one way to handle Barker. But it would
have been good if you had made him talk before he went out. He may have known some things we don't
know."

"Couldn't hdp it," said Briggs sullenly. "He could scrap, that guy. So | didn't give im a chance. Say"—he
turned the conversation suddenly—"when's the girl coming back?'

"To-morrow," was the quick answer. "That's why weve got to be ready to play the game. Remember,
you cdl me'sr' or '‘Mr. Gavin'. Got that Sraight?”

"Sure enough. And she's Miss Betty. But, ligen'—Briggs spoke serioudy —"what do you think, now,
about that time she camein here. Do you redly think she saw -"

"The Chief has figured it out,” interrupted Bob. "She may have been imagining things. If that's the case, it
doesn't mean anything.

"Butif she redly saw some one, it's probable that it was—well, you know who."
"The Shadow!"
"Yes"

Briggs shook his head doubtfully.



"He's a tough guy to buck, Bob," he said. "I reckon the Boss can do it. HE's asmart bird.

"But The Shadow aint no softy himsdlf. He's spoiled alot of good lays for alot of clever guys. He might
not get at us—but he'slidble to cause a mix-up.”

"The Chief has doped it, Briggs" sad Baob, impatiently, as though he did not rdish the conversation.
"You know what The Shadow does— he looks in on alat of jobs that the police have dipped up on.
That's his game, it it?'

"o I've heard."

"Wil, figure it like the Chief does, then. This Barker proposition was passed up by the cops. They got
nowhere with it. So The Shadow decided to look.

"But before he does, I'm in herel Bob Gavin, | am, come into my own. The girl's O.K.—so's old
Hodgson. It's not any person The Shadow's after—it's the scene of the crime.”

"Thet sounds O.K."

"ALL RIGHT," continued Bob. "He snoops in to look for a clew. He doesn't find any. Why? Because
you covered up; and the Chief and | checked up after you.

"Reynold Barker wasn't hooked up with us regular. His name can't mean anything, even if The Shadow
has found it out. So he missed when he came after a clew. The girl helped, by waking in on him.

"He's lad off this place now. Maybe he's trying somewhere ese— maybe he's quit.”
"The Bossisa smart guy, to dope it that way," declared Briggs, in arelieved tone.
"Cdl him Chief," advised Bob. "He likes that better.”

“The Chief, then."

"Besdes" added Bob, "were safe on old Hodgson's account. We got away with his body without any
trouble. Had plenty of time to do it. It fixed every thing for us, because it put you in here—and let us ring
in Clink, too.

"Dont forget that Clink's been watching in this room every night. He's seen nothing of The Shadow."”
"Gaing to keep Clink on the job, if we have to stay awhile longer?"

"No!" exdamed Bob. "It'sdl right for him to drop in late at night, while were done. But not with the girl
herel

"How would we figure im in this place? That mug of hisisdl right behind a mask or under the front of a
big cap. But if he ever had to show it -"

"You'reright," admitted Briggs sheepishly. "He's a good guy, Clink is, but he looks bad.”

"He doesn't belong here, that's a bet,” Bob added. "You're dl right, Briggs As good as the average
servant, | guess. But Clink— well, he's out; that's dl.”

"I hope The Shadow is out," observed Briggs.
"Heis dl right,” said Bob, "but we're playing it safe. That's why you and Clink have the job to-night. The



Chief and | are laying low.

"Weére playing a safe game, dl right. Every one knows that old Gavin's edtate is blooey. No chance of
anybody working a phony game like mine just to grab off thisjoint and a cheesy old country house,

"Old man Gavin sure fooled them! Came near fooling us, too! It took the Chief to get wise to him."

There was aring of the doorbell. Briggs grinned as he arose to answer it. He returned shortly with the
vistor—a man with a dark overcoat, his chin concealed behind its collar. He dso wore a cap with the
Vior over his eyes.

It was the man who had walked out with Bob Galvin, the night before Hodgson had begun to suspect his
new master. The man entered the room with the air of afamiliar vigtor.

"Hdlo, Clink," said Bob.
"Hdlo," came the gruff reply. "Same old gag to-night? Stay up and wetch?

"Not to-night,” was the reply. "Y ou and Briggs have ajob. A big one. We've been waiting for you. Both
of you go down to see the Chief, right away."

Big Briggs was putting on his hat and coat.
"The Chief will tdl you everything,” declared Bob. "Get going and do the job right!”

WHEN the men were gone, Bob sat done, amiling. There was a piece of paper on the desk. Upon it, he
drew certain marks, then rubbed them out. He wrote the letter S twice; then erased the letters.

He picked up the telephone book and looked under H. He came to the name Richard Harkness. He
repeated the number to himsdf and closed the book. He glanced at his watch.

"Ten o'clock,” he sad softly. "That will be just right—unless | hear to the contrary before thet. It looks
good tonight.

"Smart of the Chief, figuring that code meant a name. Very, very smart. | didntt figure it.

"The whole thing fitsin with what we're after. That's the best part of it. If Harkness doesn't know—well

He paused speculatively. He was remembering a conversation that he had held earlier in the day. This
was the first guess to-night—and it appeared to be the best one.

"If we miss this time" observed Bob, "were only started. You can't beat the Chief. He figured old
Gavin's game before. Hell get it right again.”

With that, Bob picked up a book and leaned back in his chair. As an afterthought, he placed his watch
upon the table.

He leaned back again and began to read, cdmly and with apparent interest. At times, he stopped to
glance a the watch; and on each occasion, a bruta amile flickered on hislips.

Ten o'clock was gpproaching. Some dastardly scheme would reach its culmingtion then. The young man
with the evil leer was awaiting the zero hour for to-night's crime.

CHAPTER VI. THE THIRD KILLER



RICHARD HARKNESS was a middle-aged architect with eccentric ideas. He was artistic by nature,
and had aways regretted that he had not become a portrait painter.

Because of his artistic sentiments, he lived done in an obscure house on the fringe of Greenwich Village.
To him the spot was a sanctuary in the midst of Manhattan's tumut.

Harkness was a bachelor. He usudly spent his evenings aone. Knowing his retiring habits, his friends
sdldom caled him on the telephone.

To-night, Harkness was reading a new book on portrait panting. He sat in his third-story living room—a
gudio, he cdled it. The walls were decorated with pictures—some of them painted by Harkness himsdif.

The room was comfortable, dthough plainly furnished. It was exceedingly nest. That was due to the
atention of the housekeeper who came to the place every afternoon, for Harkness never troubled himsdf
with kegping the place in order.

He, himsdf, was the one contrast in the room. Sprawled in an easy-chair, attired in a dressng gown, with
his gray-tinged hair an uncombed mop, Richard Harkness seemed the personification of carelessness.

Despite his intense reading of the book before him, Harkness became suddenly dert at the sound of a
dight noise that came from outside his room. He listened.

A puzzled expression came over his sharp festures. He closed the book and walked across the room. He
flung open the door and stared down the dark steps to the second floor.

Hearing no repetition of the sound, he closed the door and strode back to the center of the room, turning
the leaves of the book to find the page that he had been reading.

Agan, that dight sound. Harkness turned. The door was open. He thought, for an indant, that he had
seen omething move in the darkness.

"Who's there?' he demanded.
There was on reply. Harkness strode toward the door.

Suddenly he was confronted by a man who stepped from the stairway, holding a leveled automatic. The
men was short. He wore a black overcoat and a cap pulled down over his eyes.

Beneeth the cap, covering the man's chin, was a dark, folded handkerchief.

As Harkness stood stock-till, a second man appeared. The second man was consderably tdler than the
fird, and bulkier. His face was dso hidden by a handkerchief that served as a mask, and an autométic
wasin his hands.

"St down," came alow, commanding tone.

Harkness obeyed. He moved backward to the easy-chair and dropped into it. The men evidently took it
for granted that he was unarmed. They were robbers, by their appearance.

Harkness wondered why they had come here. This was a poverty-stricken neighborhood. He redlized
then that his presence might have led these men to think that he had articles of vadue in his sudio home.
Such was not the case.

Harkness fdt no great fear, but he was annoyed.



"Good evening, gentlemen,” he said in a dightly sarcastic voice, as the two masked strangers stood
before him. "'l suppose you are after vauables and money. | have no vauables here.

"There is some money—about thirty-five dollars. You are welcome to it. My wadlet is on the table in the
corner. Help yoursdves”

"We don't want your dough,” said the big man, talking in a voice which Harkness could tdl was not the
man's naturdl tone,

Harkness was puzzled. He could not understand. He was a man who had few friends and no enemies.

An architect by profession, a portrait painter by desire, he had lived very much apart from the world. He
could see no menace behind thisvist; at the same time, he detected a very definite threet.

"We warnt to tak to you," continued the big man, in a growling voice. "Before we begin, we want you to
undergtand one thing. You're to keep your mouth shut about thid s that plan?’

Harkness nodded.

"We don't want questions from you," the man went on. "No monkey business, either. We mean business
and it's our business. Keep that in your head.

"Dont try anything after we go away. No cdling the cops. If you do— wel, weve heard that you don't
look for trouble. But youll find it if you try to double-cross us Get me?'

"Your meening is quite evident," returned Harkness. "It appears that you require information. Under the
circumstances, | am indined to furnish you with it—provided that | know what it is-"

"And you don't blab about it! Understand?’

"You may consder this a confidentid interview,” replied Harkness, with awry amile "l am a a loss to
understand why you have come here -"

"Well tdl you thet," interrupted the big man. "Let me do the talking. Y ou do the answering.”

He paused to shift his pogtion. He found a char and sat down close to Richard Harkness, thrugting the
oun forward until it was uncomfortably close to the architect's body.

The amdler man did not move. He had been ganding like a statue, his automatic congtantly in readiness.
He remained in the same position.

"YOU were afriend of a man named Theodore Gavin," stated the big man in his low growl. "Is that
right?'

"I knew Theodore Gavin," replied Harkness.

"You worked for him, didn't you?'

"He employed my services as an architect.”

"All right. Did he ever get you to do anything phony for him?*

"You know what | mean! Did he have you make up specid plans for buildings? Put in places that people



wouldn't know about—Iike a secret room, for ingtance?"

"Practicdly dl the buildings that | desgned for Mr. Gavin," said Harkness, "were modern office
buildings. They were intended purely for commercid purposes -"

"That's enough. Answer my question!” The gun muzze pressed againg the architect's ribs. "Were there
any phony places in them?'

Harkness shook his head solemnly. He stared coldly at the man before him. He sought to fathom the face
behind the mask.

The autométic drew away; then it stopped.

"Youre going to tak"—a aullen laugh came from the handkerchief that covered the spesker's
face—"becauise we mean business.

"Therés a place we're looking for. You know whereit is. If you don't tdl us, it will be curtains for you!"

"I have designed many buildings™ Harkness declared. "I would remember any unusud plans such as you
suggest. The buildings that | designed for Theodore Galvin were smply office buildings | shdl have to
consult my office records to give you alig of them -"

"Ligen now"—the voice meant busness—"and quit this saling. When old Gavin built that house of
his—where did you comein on it?"

"That house was huilt long before my time" replied Harkness. He was garing at the automatic. "It is a
very old house."

"Wait, now"—a thought seemed to flash through his mind—"1 do recdl something. There were some
very unusud arrangementsin that house -"

He paused and looked sharply a the man before him.
"Go on!" came the order.

"Jug a minute” Harkness fdt confident. He knew that the automatic would not fire while he promised
revelations. "I'm not inquiring your purpose. | just want to know your attitude toward me.

"Il let you know just what you want—and I'll keep this matter to mysdlf. Does that mean that youll stay
away from here after this?'

The big man hesitated before meking a compromise. At length he made a proposal.
"Give us the graight dope,” he said, "and we won't bother you any more.”

"All right," agreed Harkness, in a satidfied tone. "I promised Theodore Gavin to say nothing about the
desgns | made for his house. In fact, | had forgotten about the meatter.

"Gdvinis dead now, | understand. So it doesn't mean anything to me"

He raised his hands and gestured. "Let me have pendil and paper. | can show you.”
"Wait!" cautioned the big men. "I'll get them for you. Where are they?'

"Right here." Harkness motioned to a table at hisright Sde.



THE big man found a large pad in the table drawer. He aso brought out a pencil. He gave the articles to
Harkness. The architect began to draw arough plan.

"The cdlar dars are here'" Harkness explained. The big man was watching the drawing; but his
companion dill covered Harkness. "Heré's a passage. At the Sde are two sted posts againg the wall.

"The posts look like supports. Actudly, they are dummies. They can be driven sSideways, in opposite
directions.

"When that has been done; you will observe that the section of the wdl is actudly a large door. Behind it
isa secret vault—an old, unused compartment of the cdlar.”

He handed the pad to the big man.
"Takeit," said Harkness. "That's what you want."
"Yeeh?' The man laughed. "Is that the only place?’

"Pogtivdy," replied Harkness. "'l designed the wall for Theodore Galvin. It was the only specia work that
he had done in the old house.

"He brought in two men at night to do the work. They didn't know the location of the house. He brought
them in an automobile and sent them away in the same manner.”

The big man studied Harkness. He looked a the plan. There was something in his manner that made
Harkness fed the man was satisfied. Y et he made no move to leave.

While Harkness was dill wondering, the telephone rang. The big man pounced upon the instrument.

"Hdlo," he said. "O.K. It's in the old house. Yeah. Down the cdlar dars” He referred to the plan.
"Passageway and two posts at the end. Dummies. Hammer them outward. O.K."

He hung up the receiver.
"So youve got apd,” observed Harkness.

"That's enough out of you," declared the big man. "Weve got alot youll find out about if you don't keep
your mouth shut.

"Maybe I'll get afew more cdlsif | sick around awhile. So well stay here to keep you company.”
Harkness yawned.

"I 'had hoped we would part company,” he said. "If you don't want thet pad, you might let me haveit. The
pendil, too.

"Il draw you a diagram of how the door works—you may need it."

The big man handed him the pad and the pencil. Harkness smiled as he received them. He began to
sketch. The big man looked suddenly forward.

"Hey!" His voice was filled with anger. "What're you drawing there?' He snatched the pad away from
Richard Harkness. The pencil dropped beside the chair.

The big man ripped the paper from the pad and tore it. He thrust the piecesin his pocket.



"None of that Suff!" he exclaimed. "Drawing a picture of me, eh? Smart, eh? That's enough from you.
Hand me that penail!"

HARKNESS reached down to the floor and fumbled for the pencil. His hand came up. It paused an
ingant by alittle compartment in the table—a compartment which had a half-opened door. Then his hand
cameinview.

It held an automatic!

The big man uttered a cry as he saw the gun. Harkness had caught him unawares. The big man's own gun
was lying on his lap.

Had the big man been the only adversary, he would have been an easy prey. But Harkness was ignoring
the big man. As he brought up the gun, he turned its muzze toward the slent short man who stood
watching him.

The architect's act was hidden by the table until the big man gave his cry. He was the firg of the two
thugs to see the gun.

Harkness fired the ingant the darm was sounded. Hardly had he pulled the trigger before the short man's
oun responded.

Harkness, hurrying his am, had missed. But the masked man was a marksman. His bullet entered the
architect's body below the right shoulder. Harkness gasped as he fdl back in his chair.

The big man was on his feet, darmed. Then he redized tha the shots had probably gone unheard.

Harkness was badly wounded. The gun had fdlen from his hand. His eyes had closed; now he opened
them. At that 9gn of life, the short man came forward, crouching over hisvictim.

"Tried to kill me, did you?' His voice was an angry threat, spoken in tones filled with venom. "You got
yours—and that's not dl -"

His hand came up, bringing the autométic on a levd with the architect's eyes. A sudden terror gripped
Harkness, when he saw desth fadng him.

"Dont shoot!" he gasped. "Dont! I'l tdl you—tel you—where -"
"Dont shoot!" exclamed the big man, legping forward.

He was too late. The hatred of the crouching man had reached his dimax. A revengeful oath came from
beneath the masking handkerchief as the amdl man pressed the trigger of his automatic.

Richard Harkness lay dead, shot down in cold blood!

The short man was laughing hideoudy. He gloated like an evil mongter as he stood above the body of his
vidim.

His companion dso stared at the dead man in the chair. Into this Slent scene came the ringing of the
telephone. The big man answered it.

"All right,” he said in atense voice. "No... It's too late now. I'l tdl you later. Wait until | cdl you."
He laid down the telephone and took the handkerchief from his face, reveding the features of Briggs



"Keep your mask on, Clink," he warned. "I need this for a minute

He wiped the telephone and took great care to make sure that no tdltae finger prints remained. He
sudied the room carefully.

Sidfied that no clews remained, he motioned to his masked companion.

"Come on, Clink," said Briggs. He looked at the body of Richard Harkness and laughed. "You should
have waited, Clink. He was saying something when you gave it to him. Another &dl, | guess.

"Wdl, Clink"—there was a congraulating tone in the big man's voice— "there was two of us before
to-night. Now there's three.

" got mine. Bob got his. Now you're with us.
"You're akiller, Clink. The third killer!"

CHAPTER VII. THE PAPER CLEW
"He's been dead nearly twenty-four hours, ingpector,” said the detective.

Adting Inspector Herbert Zull looked steedily at the body of Richard Harkness. Then his eye roved
about the room, teking in dl the details.

"How did you happen to find the body, Crowe|?" he questioned.

"The woman that comes to clean house" replied detective Crowell. "She found the door locked when
ghe camein the morning.

"She used to get here before Harkness left. Locked door meant he had gone early—she was to come
back at dinner time. She came back at sx o'clock.”

"What then?'
"WAl, again there wasn't any reply when she knocked. She heard the phone ringing.

"She came back again at eght—it was her pay night, and she was sure Harkness would be in. The phone
was ringing again.

"Then she called Lester—young architect who works for Harkness. He had been trying to get Harkness
on the phone dl day, for Harkness hadn't come to the office a al. Lester cdled the police.

"l came up here and we broke in. There you are.”

"Nathing disturbed?" questioned Zull.

"No, gr. Waiting for you."

"Did you notice anything—Ilooking around?"

"No, gr." The detective heditated. "Only the corner of that rug." He pointed to a amdl rug near the door.
Zul looked and laughed. One corner of the rug was tucked underneath. He straightened it.

"The murdered man is over here, Crowdl," he said. "Yet you're looking at rugs, ten feet avay. What's
the matter with you?'



"I've |looked &t the body, Sr," protested Crowdl. "We know that the man fired before he was killed. His
automdtic is here beside him.

"I admit it's funny, my naticing that rug—if it wasn't for something that happened once before -"
"When?'

"The time we found that dead man in Galvin's home. You remember, | was there with you, inspector?
There was arug in that room, too, with a corner turned under.

"You mug have noticed it, Sr—you straightened it with your foot.”

"You are observant, Crowdl," said Zull, approvingly. "I don't even recdl the incident. Was it after we
hed examined the place?'

"No, gr, it was while you were walking around, thinking. The rug was near the door of that room, too. |
only noticed it because you straightened it, just like from force of habit.

"I never thought anything about it until now—seeing the corner of this rug reminded me of the other one."

"Jugt a coincidence, Crowdl," said Zull, laughing. "Nevertheless, it shows keen observation. The point is
this gpply your talent to more important use. Watch me sudy this”

ZULL began aminute ingpection of the chair in which the body lay. He picked up the gun and examined
it.

He glanced a the table under the glare of the desk lamp. He produced a microscope to study its surface
more closdy.

While he was thus engaged, a policeman entered the room, followed by two men.
"Reporters” he announced. "What shdl | do with them?

Inspector Zull looked up. He recognized the two men. He remembered the name of one of them—Clyde
Burke, now on the g&ff of the Classic.

"Hello, boys," he said. "Stay up here if you want; but keep out of the way for a while. I'm pretty near
through my preiminary inspection.

"Give them the details you told me, Crowell," he added to the detective.

Crowel taked with the reporters near the door, while Zull continued his search for clews. Burke was
ligening to Crowell's story; but he was watching the ingpector from the corner of his eye.

Acting Inspector Zull was a unique figure on the New York force. He had a considerable reputation as
an invedigating detective. He usudly arrived to make specia notes and check with the detectives later.

It was on this account that Burke displayed his surreptitious interest in the ingpector's actions.

Burke knew that he could check on Detective Crowdl's statement with the other reporter. He wanted to
learn whatever else he might through observation of Acting Inspector Zull.

There was alook of satisfaction on Zull's face as he continued his work, not knowing that he was being
observed. That was surprising to Burke, because Zull did not appear to be finding anything unusud.



Zul had a poker face—one that registered emotions to a dight degree, but did not change frequently. It
was only because Zull thought himsdlf free from observation that he indulged in a sudden change of facid
expresson. His eyes chanced to notice something thet lay on a samall bookcase a few feet to the Ieft of
the chair which held the body of Harkness.

It was a pad of paper. Zull started to step across the room. Burke could tdl that his objective was the
pad.

Suddenly, Zull stopped. He turned to Detective Crowell.
"That's enough here, Crowel," he snapped. "Take the boys downgairsif you want to tdl them more."
"All right, Sr."

BURKE and his companion were ushered to the steps. As they started to descend, Burke turned
suddenly.

"Mud have left my notes up there)" he said. He started up the stairs. Before he reached the top, he
stopped. "No," he laughed, "here they are, inmy pocket!”

He rgjoined the other men and they descended to the Street.
Before Crowdll Ieft the two reporters, to return upstairs, Burke asked him a sngle question.
"Will Inspector Zull have anything to say before he leaves?!

"Hell have something to say,” rgjoined Crowdl with a grin, "but not to you fdlows. He dways looks
around awhile and keeps things to himsdf. Wants to check up on us, you know.

"He may give me a couple of suggestions. Same with Devlin, who will be here indde hdf an hour. Devlin
was out when we got wind of this. They sent me up ahead.”

With that, Crowell went back into the building.

Burke looked at his companion. The other reporter shrugged his shoulders. Burke drew him to a street
lamp. Thiswas an isolated spot, a quiet zone amidgt the roar of New Y ork.

"Let's see what you got," said Burke, glancing at the notes the other reporter held.

"Not alat,” was the reply. "Zull is a cagey bird. I've run into him before. Well have to dide down to
headquarters on this case.

"Devinwill know more after he talks with Crowd | and Zull. There he goes now."

Burke looked up just intime to see a short, broad-shouldered man turn into the entrance that led upgtairs
to the room where Harkness had been murdered.

"Hell spend hdf an hour with Zull," commented the reporter, while Burke was checking the notes.
"Maybe more. Maybe we'd better ick here and pump Devlin when he comes out.”

"I'm going to turn in what 1've got," replied Burke.

He left the other reporter and walked to Seventh Avenue. There, he found a public phone booth and
cdled a number.



IT was not the number of the New York Classic. It was an unlised specid number that Burke called on
important occasions. A quiet voice answered him.

"Burke cdling,” said Clyde. "Reporting on Harkness murder.”
"Go ahead."

Burke gave the smple detalls that he had received from Detective Crowel. He added that Acting
Ingpector Zull was on the job. Then he stressed an important point, spesking in alow voice.

"Zul has found something important,” he said. "A pad of paper— lying on a bookcase. He was going to
pick it up, but didn't. He told us to leave. We went.

"But | came up the steps again—just far enough to see the bookcase. The pad was gone. | think Zull
took it."

"Purpose?’ came the quiet voice.

"I don't know—unless he wants to take credit on this case, which islikdy. Crowell evidently didn't notice
the pad. Devlin is coming up—he's there now.

"Maybe Zul wants to sudy the pad done, without the detectives knowing it. He's an efficency
man—specid investigator—and it may mean something to him to get dope the others don't have. It's got

me puzzled.”
"Isthat dl?"
"That'sdl."

Burke was dill puzzling over the matter when he started for police headquarters. He had given his report
to a man whom he had never met; but whose voice he knew wdl. The man was known to him as
Burbank and through him, Burke's messages were relayed to another man whose name Clyde did not
even know.

For Burbank, like Burke, was an agent of that mysterious person known as The Shadow—a superman
who defeated the master minds of gangdom with their own methods.

The Shadow was interested in the death of Richard Harkness. He was interested in dl myderious
murders. Clyde Burke, now on the gaff of the New York Classc, was an ided man to serve The
Shadow's purposes.

BACK in the room where the body of Richard Harkness lay, Acting Inspector Zull was talking with the
two detectives. Devlin was a more experienced man than Crowell. He was ingpecting carefully, and Zull
was watching him approvingly.

Devlin had just come from headquarters. He was tdling Zull of other investigations that were under way
in connection with this case.

The housekeeper was being quizzed. Lester—young associate of the murdered man—was a
headquarters.

"It looks like the solution has got to lay right here," was Devlin's comment. "Crowell and | have got about
dl the data we can get. You haven't any suggestions that might help, have you, Inspector?”

"Youre doing a thorough job, Deviin" replied Zull. "Youre in charge now. I'm going down to



headquarters.”

He descended the stairs and stood at the street door. His keen, shrewd eyes roamed in both directions.
Suddenly, they became centered upon a spot across the street.

Zul glanced a his watch. Immediately afterward, he again concentrated on that spot.
"Pretty near an hour Snce the reporters went," he said hdf aloud. "They got wind of it quick. | wonder -"

He gtrolled out into the street. He crossed casudly and went by the place that he had been observing. It
was dark here, and Zull threw a sddong glance at the blackness of a building wall.

"Maybe | wasimagining," he said. "It did look as if something was moving —something like a shadow -"

He grolled dong the street and passed a light. A few yards farther on he stopped and turned as though
remembering something.

His eyes were upon the glare beneath the light. There, he detected a peculiar shadow—it seemed dmost
to resemble the silhouette of a man.

There was a grim gmile on Zull's face as he continued his way dowly dong the street. He stopped at a
little alleyway that led between two buildings. There he paused thoughtfully. He could see the outline of
the top of awadl twenty feet within the dley.

The place was a cul-de-sac—a veritable trap with its only outlet to the street. Inspector Zull strolled
onward. Again he stopped.

Thistime, he turned and began to retrace his steps.

His scheme was wel planned and well timed. The shrewd detective ingpector was sure that he was being
followed. If so, the man who had been behind him in the darkness should be close to the little blind

dleyway.
It would be the logical place for the follower to hide. Zull grinned as he redlized that the trap was st.

He proceeded carefully until he reached the corner of the cul-de-sac. There he paused and brought two
objects from his pockets a flaghlight and an automatic.

PEERING around the edge of the wall, the ingpector turned the rays of his torch into the little dleyway.
They reveded a short, narrow, stone court, with a brick wall at the end.

There were shadows there—deep shadows yet no Sgn of a living being. Zull had his gun ready, but he
was not anxious to use it until he found his man —and the man seemed absent. If there happened to be a
humean being lurking in that darkness, it was plain that Zull had trapped him.

Siill, the ingpector sensed danger. The man could fire at him from the gloom. Neverthdless, Zul fdt that
he had the advantage.

In the space of twenty seconds, Zull had diminated dl parts of the cul-de-sac, except two shadowy
corners near the far wal. Zull now doubted that any one could be there. But it would be easy to find ouit.

He turned out the flaghlight and crept into the darkness. He weaved hisway inward, his automatic moving
backward and forward in his hand.

If Zull's adversary was invisble, so was Zull himsdf. At the firg sound, he intended to fire, Soraying that



blank wal with quick shots from his autométic.

He stopped as he neared the wall. He listened. There was no sound other then his own breathing. Zull
knew that it would be dangerous to approach more closdly.

Now was his opportunity. Quick shots—well-spread bulletsd That would do the trick! At this close
distance, the flashlight would reved whatever might be there, and there was no possibility of escape.

The ingpector's finger was on the trigger of the automatic. The thumb of his other hand pressed the button
of the flashlight.

Ingantly, the unexpected happened. There was a man in the darkness, and it seemed as though he had
followed Zull's actions and thoughts with uncanny perfection. For, just as the light came on, a long, black
form shot forward from the darkness.

Two arms shot out. Gloved hands caught the inspector's wrists. Before Zull could fire, his right aam was
twisted in avisdike grip. He falled to press the trigger, for hisfingers logt their hold upon the automatic.

Then his body was whirled under the impetus of a jujutsu hold. He was precipitated headlong, in a
mammoth whirl. His senses left him as he crashed upon the paving of the dleyway.

Slently and swiftly, Inspector Zull had been rendered hdpless in the darkness of the dleyway. Then, a
light appeared—the glare of atiny eectric torch.

Thelight flickered upon the motionless face of the stunned deuth. Its rays were focused upon the pockets
of his coat. Thelight went out. A form bent above the unconscious man for barely a moment.

The tones of alow, weird laugh reverberated from the walls of the cul-de-sac. It was a laugh that carried
aforeboding chill—alaugh that seemed too weird to have been uttered by human lips.

Then the man who had laughed was gone. Only the dill form of Acting Inspector Zull remained.
Silence followed the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. TELLTALE MARKS

WHEN Acting Inspector Zull opened his eyes, he was immediatdy conscious of a dull pain a the back
of his head. He sat up and wondered where he was.

All was black about him. He rubbed his eyes, they became accustomed to the darkness. As he looked
about him, Zull could see a vague, gloomy patch of light not far away.

He redized wha had happened. He had entered this dleyway to find a man lurking in the darkness.
Despite his dertness and the caution of his approach, he had been attacked and overpowered.

He could 4ill remember the sckening sensation which he had experienced. He had been whirled like a
windmill, catapulted in a gigantic somersault that had brought him prone upon his back. It was fortunate
that he was not severdly injured.

Zul saw now the mistake that he had made. Entering the cul-de-sac, he had not redized that a dight light
hed formed a background behind him.

He could see the dim glow of the entrance to the dleyway. It had been to the advantage of the hiding
man. Lurking in a dark corner, he had been able to watch the outline of Zull's form.



Thus had the trapper been trapped.

Groping in the darkness, the inspector suddenly discovered his flashlight. He turned it on and rose
ungteedily to inspect his surroundings.

He was donein the dleyway. His adversary had gone. He turned hislight toward his watch.
An exclamation of surprise came from hislips. He had been lying in this place for nearly an hour!

Confusedly, Zull reached in his pocket and brought out the pad that he found there. He excdlamed in
satisfaction as he observed it.

The top sheet bore dight indentations. The man who had overpowered him had not taken this pad of
paper. Zul flicked out the light.

Despite the fact that his head Hill throbbed, he began to concentrate in the darkness. Zull's andyticd
mind tried to piece together the incidents which had occurred.

Firg, he had been followed. His pursuer had taken up the tral outsde the house where Richard
Harkness had been murdered.

Zul could see no definite object in that—unless the man who had trailled him had suspected that he was
on the way to trace some clew pertaining to the murder.

NO ONE had seen him pick up the pad—Zull was sure of that fact. The fact that he ill had the pad was
proof that hisfollower had not been cognizant of its importance.

There could be—so Zull argued—but one reason for the attack here in the darkness. The man following
him had been trapped. He had made a successful attack, and had fled.

Despite the fact that the attacker had left no trace of his identity, Zull was positive that he knew who the
man was.

Only one person could have planned such a bold ondaught and carried it through to such perfection. That
was The Shadow.

"The Shadow!" whispered Herbert Zull through set teeth. "What brought him into thid If he -"
Perplexed thoughts followed.

To Inspector Zull, keen graduate of detective ranks, The Shadow was a redity—not a myth. He had
often heard of this mysterious being, who so frequently dominated the affairs of New Y ork’'s underworld.

No one knew who The Shadow was. A strange personage of the night, he appeared from nowhere,
garbed in black, and vanished as amazingly as he appeared.

Time after time, The Shadow had thwarted the affairs of master crooks.
While none knew what The Shadow was, many—Zull among them—knew what The Shadow was not.

They knew that he was not a detective—though his ahility a solving crime surpassed that of the most
expert deuths. They knew that he was not a crimind—though he understood the ways of crooks and
gangders and fought them successtully with their own wespons.



It was rumored—never proven—that The Shadow was a man of wedth, who sudied criminology
through contact with crime. Yet he seemed to choose his activities with the care of a connoisseur,
ignaring certain crimes where one might logicaly expect him; stepping into others when not anticipated.

Ganggters and detectives dike had surreptitioudy sought to trace The Shadow through one source—his
radio broadcasts.

Once a week, this mysterious man appeared a a great broadcasting studio, and sent his voice over the
ar on anatona hook-up.

But every effort to learn his identity had falled. Even those connected with the radio programs did not
know The Shadow.

Sometimes he broadcast from a room with black hangings, which evidently had a secret entrance. There
he was hidden from prying eyes.

But on one occasion, when dert eyes had been watching that special room, The Shadow had entered the
gudioin disguise. He had ddliberately broadcast from the very room in which the actorsin a radio drama
were doing thelr parts.

At the time his voice had sounded, there had been a dozen persons standing by different microphones. A
chill had come over the spectators as The Shadow's weird voice had pervaded the room.

Y & no one there could tdl which person had uttered those mocking tones!

On other nights, The Shadow had tricked his would-be discoverers by using a telephonic connection that
brought his voice to the sudio from a distance.

Hislaugh had been taunting—a proof that he knew he was thwarting the plans of those who attempted to
trace him.

It was evident that The Shadow was a master of disguise—a man of many faces, whose own face could
not be recognized. It was probable that he had various agents who reported to him, yet did not know his
identity themsdves.

The activities of these agents had been suspected; but falowing The Shadow's indructions to the |etter,
they had become mysterious aso.

ZULL had seen the hand of The Shadow in different police cases that had come under his investigation.
He had heard dying ganggters scream in ddirium— "The Shadow! The Shadow!" but ther statements
hed been incoherent.

More than once, The Shadow had euded the police when they had arrived while he was invegtigating the
scene of a crime. To-night, he had done more than that. He had entered into open combat with an
officer!

As Zul waked to police headquarters, he began to obtain a clear theory as to The Shadow's purpose
to-night.

Wherever myderious crime occurred, The Shadow might decide to investigate. He could not have
entered the room where Richard Harkness lay. The police had been the firg to learn of the murder.
Therefore, Zull decided, The Shadow had come to make his own observations.

With both Crowdl and Devlin there, it would be usdess for hm to wait. So he had followed Zull, who



had evidently learned facts that might be of interest.

Viewed inthislight, Zull began to consder his defeat as a partid triumph. He had, at least, detected the
fact that The Shadow was trailing him. Since he had noticed it once, he could discover it again.

Zul amiled grimly as he thought of what might occur in their next meeting. It would be a feather in his cap
if he could unmask The Shadow!

Zul stopped in front of asmdl cigar store. From the doorway he glanced up and down the street.

Stidfied that The Shadow was no longer on his trail, he entered the store and went into a telephone
booth. He obtained his number.

He spoke in alow voice. Hisfirg words were inaudible; as he concluded the conversation, his tone rose
dightly and hisfind statement pertained to The Shadow.

"He'sawise bird," said Zull. "But there's only one place he can get a lead—that's from me and he hasn't
done it. I'm going down to headquarters. I'm keeping mum until I've worked out a solution the way |
wart it.

"If The Shadow istrying to learn anything from Crowell and Devlin, he won't have any luck. Crowell is a
dumb mug, and Devlin is on the job too late.

"No matter how good The Shadow is, helll need a couple of days to get started on this Harkness murder.
So everything isdl jake."

With that, he Ieft the store, amiling broadly. Herbert Zull was the lone walf of the detective force. He
obtained resultsin his own way; he ignored assistance and resented interference.

He was secretive in his methods, usng contacts which were unknown to his companions on the force. It
was Zull's boast that he could lay a snare for any man who crossed him.

He had met such a man to-night—The Shadow. They would meet again!

"Lying low," muttered Zull, contemptuoudy, "that's what he's doing now! Pulled one on me when he got
away. Nervy bird—The Shadow— except when he gets cold feet.

"Wdl, I'l be ready for him. Hell be back on my trall if he's as clever as he's supposed to be—and Il
lead him everywhere—except where he wants to go!”

When Zull reached headquarters, he found a stack of reports awating him. He studied the statements
made by Lester, by the housekeeper, and by others who had known Richard Harkness.

While he was thus engaged, his mind reverted to The Shadow. When he thought of that mysterious man,
Zul pictured him hiding away in some dark room.

STRANGELY enough, Zull's conjecture was not entirdly wrong. At that very moment, The Shadow was
immersad in the darkness of a room not many blocks from the house where the body of Richard
Harkness lay.

But The Shadow was not there from fear. He, too, had work to do. As Zull began to inspect the reports
more closely, The Shadow began an examination of his own.

There was aclick in the dark room where The Shadow was wont to go alone. A low-hanging light threw
its rays upon the surface of a polished table.



Two hands appeared there. They were long, dender hands, white hands, with tgpering fingers. Upon the
left hand glowed a peculiar gem - arare fire opa that caught the rays of the light and reflected them from
crimson depths.

This gem—a girasol—was The Shadow's own talisman. Like him, it was mysterious, baffling and ever
changing in its appearance.

Those findy shaped hands produced a sheet of paper and laid it upon the table. That paper told a story.
It proved that Inspector Zull had missed his guess when he thought that The Shadow had overlooked the
evidence which had been taken from the studio of Richard Harkness.

The paper was the top sheet of the pad which Zull had pocketed!

There were indentations in the paper—marks made by the pressure of a hard lead pencil. A srdl
envelope came into view. The fingers opened it and a black substance poured upon the paper.

The fingers spread the findy ground powder over the surface of the sheet. A flick of the hand swept
away dl but athin film of graphite. The marks showed plainly, now, like the tracing of carbon paper.
Tdltale marks!

Upon the paper was a partly finished sketch of a man. It was not enough to give aclew to hisidentity, for
it showed only the head and shoulders, and a face hidden by a folded handkerchief that served as a
mask.

But the paper showed something e'se—not quite so plain as the sketch. It reveded a rough diagram that
indicated aflight of steps, a passageway, and a section of awall.

The Shadow studied the diagram. He traced it upon a sheet of paper. Then his hands—they done were
visgble beneath the light—began another diagram drawn from memory. It was a ground-floor plan of the
old Gavin mangon.

The hands held the diagrams side by side. Ther points of Smilarity were evident.

The plan which The Shadow had discovered from the tdltale marks corresponded in its chief details with
the ground floor of the building which The Shadow had visted—that night when Betty Manddl had seen
himin Theodore Gavin's sudy!

The hands were motionless. An invisble mind was at work in the gloom. A master brain was determining
the Sgnificance of these diagrams that 1ooked so much dike.

Then the light went out. A low, Sniger laugh came from the darkness. It seemed a part of the room itsdf;
the very walls seemed to join in that weird mockery.

The laugh died away. The room was Slent. The Shadow was gone!

CHAPTER IX. THE VAULT OF DOOM

A VAGUE feding of terror swept over Betty Manddl back in the Galvin home, as she groped for the
cord of the bed lamp. She found it and gasped with rdief as the light clicked.

Theillumination was comforting. Betty glanced about the bedroom, wondering now what had caused her
sudden fright.

Shefdt that horror had awakened her—the horror of some impending danger. To-night was terribly like
that other night, when she had discovered the strange man in black on her vist to the study.



Betty reflected. Perhaps an indinctive dread of londiness had oppressed her. She should not have come
home to-night. In so doing, she had failed to obey Bob's orders.

He had called her a Alice Wheder's that morning. She could remember his words digtinctly.

She could dso remember that his voice ill sounded different from the voice that had been Bob Gavin's.
She could not forget thet first telephone cal—the night that Bob had arrived in New Y ork.

It had been Betty's intention to return home to-night. Bob had phoned to tdl her not to come. Business
was taking him from town, he had said. Hodgson had gone away.

Bob had spoken in a kindy manner when he referred to the faithful old servant. He had decided that
Hodgson deserved a vacation. So he had sent him away on atrip South.

There was a new man to take Hodgson's place while the old servant was gone. Briggs was the name of
the subgtitute. But Briggs would also be away to-night. The house would be empty. So Bob had told
Betty to wait until to-morrow.

Yet Betty had not obeyed. She fdt that she had stayed long enough at Alice Whedler's. So she had
packed a suitcase and had come to the old house late in the evening.

She had found the house solemn and gloomy; a huge pile of blackness. Nevertheless, she had
entered—using a key which she dways carried—and had gone upgtairs to her room.

Despite the fact that this had been her home since childhood, the place had seemed forbidding. Betty had
passed quickly through the darkness of the downgdtairs hdl and had hurried up the stairs, anxious to gain
the seclusion of her room.

Once there, she locked the door. Her qualms ended, she had gone to bed and had fdlen adeep.

But now she had awakened—suddenly and unaccountably. She was pogtive that some unaccountable
noise had caused the awakening.

BETTY fdt apprehensive. She ligened for afew minutes. Findly she extinguished the light and placed her
head uneagly upon the pillow.

It was then that she became conscious of adull, distant sound. She sat up in bed. She heard the sound no
longer. But with her head once more resting upon the pillow, the sound came again.

It seemed to be a dow, muffled hammering, from the depths beneeth her.

Thoroughly darmed, Betty turned on the light again and listened intently. She arose from bed and leaned
her head againgt the wdll.

The sound was quiite evident now. Solemnly, but regularly, the muffled strokes seemed to come upward
to her ear. The girl was sure that the weird noise had its origin in the cdlar of the old mangon.

At firg she thought of flight; then her naturd bravery dlayed her fears.

Donning a dressing gown, Betty turned out the light and softly unlocked the door of her room. Once in
the hdl, she could hear nothing of the sounds from below. She descended the stairs cautioudy.

Gripped by eagerness to fathom this mystery, her fears had vanished. Her footfals were noisdess as she
turned into the Sde hdl downgtairs and reached the door &t the top of the cellar steps.



Shetried the door. It was unlocked. That was unusud. She opened the door. A fant light was visble.
Now she heard the sound plainly; the stroke of a muffled weight againgt metd.
Betty hestated on the top steps; then, with determination, she proceeded to the cdllar.

Thelight glowed dim from a passage near the foot of the sairs. The hammering had ended. Betty could
hear only a dight scuffling.

She sensed the coldness of the stone floor as she stepped softly to the end of the passage. She peered
around the corner.

THREE men were working, some twenty feet away. Their backs were turned as they pushed againg the
gde of a square sted post that formed a support againg the wall. Their efforts ended as one man grunted
acommand.

Betty shrank away. Then, redizing that she was in afringe of darkness, she pulled her gown dosdly about
her and continued to peer at the scene before her.

Two of the men were hdlf facing her. One was ill working at the pillar.

And of the two whose features were vishble to Betty, one was Bob!

The other was a stranger whose sullen fegtures and heavy jaw gave him a pugnacious expression.
"Regt up aminute" came Bob's voice. Betty didiked the tone.

"Hear that, Clink?" questioned the big man, turning toward the one who was pushing a the post. "Lay
off, Maddox is bossng this job."

"Ligen, Briggs" growled Bab, "'l talk to Clink. And lay off that Maddox suff. That's the second time
you've dipped up!"

"Sorry, Bob."

"Forget that, too. Cal me Mr. Gavin. Youll have to do it regular beginning to-morrow. The girl will be
back then."

"All right,” agreed Briggs. "Don't worry. I'll be careful. But what about this job? Thet firs post moved Al
right. How about hitting this one a few more cracks?"

He leaned to the floor and started to pick up a dedge hammer that had a piece of cloth wrapped about
the head. Bob stopped him with a gesture.

"Giveit another push,” he suggested.

The two men joined the one who was working at the post. Under ther renewed efforts, the sted pillar
began to budge. It did dowly dong the wal, with a rasping noise.

Betty could see Bob push the others down the passage as he began to examine the wdl at the spot which
hed been covered by the diding post. An excited exclamation came from hislips.

"Heave here)" he said in alow voice.

The three men united their efforts. They massed themselves againg the wall.



To Betty's amazement, the section of the wall opened at their force. Then Bob's arms went out as he held
the others back.

"Tekeit easy, boyd" he commanded.
Betty was watching Bob. He now held a flashlight. He turned its rays into the opening.

Betty could see hisface plainly by the amdl dectric light in the calling of the passage where the men were
working. She observed an expression of disgppointment.

"Empty!" came Bob's exclamation. "Empty!"

THE other men were saring over his shoulder. Bob advanced and they followed. For a ful minute, the
men were out of Sght.

Completely amazed, Betty awaited their reappearance. This whole episode was as unbdievable as it was
mysterious.

She tried to fathom the conversation that she had heard. She could remember the words; yet their
meaning was not quite clear. Of one thing only was she certain; that Bob had intended to conduct this
secret operation without her knowledge.

She wanted to return upgtairs, but curiogty compelled her to remain.

The men emerged. First Bob, then Briggs findly the third man, whose face she had not yet seen. He
moved backward afew paces, in Betty's direction.

Bob was speaking now in alow growl. The gil was anxious to hear his words.
"What luck!" came his declaration. "It looked like a sure bet. We've missed. A bum seer!”

"We found the place, dl right," answered Briggs, sullenly. "Maybe Harkness didn't know anything ese
about it."

"That's quite probable," retorted Bob, "but it doesn't help us any. The place is empty. A good little
cubby-hole, but that's dl. We've got to begin dl over again. Nothing ese to do, except tdl the Chief -"

So intent was Betty that she had not noticed a motion of the man in front of her. Not until he had turned
50 his face was partly toward her did she redlize he had changed his position.

She glanced quickly at him and her eyes froze with horror. She was daring a a hideous, monsrous
face—a countenance with twisted, gruesome lips and a horrible, misshapen nose.

The gght of those deformed features was like a nightmare. Betty gasped in sudden revulson.

The ghedtly creature turned at the sound. The gil was paralyzed with fear as two gleaming, cetlike eyes
saw her ganding just within the range of the light.

Before Betty could turn to flee, the man pounced toward her. Betty screamed in terror; then clawlike
fingers were upon her. A filthy hand covered her mouth to stop her cries.

She druggled vanly as she was dragged down the passage. Other hands seized her. She was in the
power of the three men.

The girl fought with despair. Hands choked her; she was battered againg the wdl. She dipped to the



floor in a hopeless effort to escape. Everything became black as she fainted, overcome by dread.

WHEN she reopened her eyes afew minutes later, Betty found hersdf resting againgt the wall. Her hands
were bound behind her back, tied with the leather belt of her dressng gown.

She looked upward and again saw that hideous, merciless face of Clink. She turned her gaze toward the
second man——Briggs—and recoiled as she observed his brutd festures.

She turned piteoudy toward Bob, and saw that he was the mogt terrible of the three. The friendliness that
he had affected in the past had been a pretense. Now his true nature was reveded.

His eyes flashed hatred and venom.

"Why did you come here?' he demanded.

Betty tried to reply, but failed.

"Did you see what we were doing?'

Thegirl nodded.

"I could kill -* Bob raised his hands, then lowered them as he saw Betty shrink toward the wall.

"Wha are you going to do with her?" questioned Briggs, in a hoarse, brutd voice. "You didn't waste time
with that old flunky -"

"Shh-h!" exclamed Bob. His face became harsh and crud. He looked quickly at Betty and redized
ingantly that she knew what had happened to Hodgson. In fact, the girl's accusing eyes were dready
upon him, and she began to voice her condemnation.

"You killed Hodgson?" Betty's question came clear. The thought that the old man had been murdered
hed given her the strength of indignation.

"Yes" sad Baob coldly, "I killed Hodgson. You've found it out— and it means the end for you. You've
Seen too much—or we might have let you out. It's too late now."

He turned to his companions. "We've got to get rid of her, boys. That'sdl."

CLINK chuckled harshly. His eyes were gleaming as he moved forward, intent upon choking the
hepless girl. A wild, murderous look had come over hisface.

Betty wanted to scream. She could only gasp. Then Bob intervened. He threw out an am and thrust
Clink back.

Bob pressed one hand upon Betty's mouth. With the other, he ripped away the broad collar of her gown.
Quickly and efficiently, he forced the cloth into the girl's mouth to serve as an effective gag.

"Lend a hand, Briggs" he ordered. "WEell do two jobs at once. Why waste time?"

Betty was raised to her feet. At Bob's command, the big man lifted the helpless girl. As Bob pointed
ahead, Beity divined the fate that he intended for her.

"Into the vault!" were Bob's words.

In afew seconds, Betty lay in the corner of the amdl room. The glare of Bob's flashlight revedled its solid



gone wadls. There was not a crevice in their surface. A sneer came from the man behind the light.
"You can think it over here," were Bob's mdicious words. ™Y ou've got an hour or two—at the most.
"Youve found out plenty to-night. Y ou know who killed Hodgson. Tdl it— if you can!”

Theflashlight was extinguished, but Betty could see the forms of the men in the lighted passage. A huge,
dark wal svung inward. Something clicked as thewdl came into place.

Muffled sounds followed. The posts were being hammered back to their pogtions. Then came slence
horrible silence. The men had gone!

Here, in avault of doom, atiny room hewn in solid stone, Betty had been left to die. The dosing of the
barrier had sedled the vault so closdy that no draft of ar could enter. Impenetrable blackness seemed to
engulf the helpless girl.

The choking hands of the hideous-faced Clink would have been mercful compared to the dow,
gruesome degth that now held Betty Mandd| within its frightful grasp!

But the fase Bob Galvin and his heartless dlies had reckoned without the shadowy figure Betty had seen
inthe study.

CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW OF LIFE

THE three men ligened in the corridor outside the secret room. Ther faces were expressve of ther
fedings Bob displayed a look of shrewd satisfaction. Briggs wore a contemptuous sneer. The hideous
features of Clink grinned in ddlight.

The differing emotions of the three were evident. Bob, the leader, was congratulaing himsdf upon his
cleverness. Big Briggs was amused a the ease with which they had disposed of their victim. Both were
indifferent to the fate of the imprisoned girl.

But Clink was happy. He was gloating as he stared at the closed wall, enjoying the thought that a helpless
person was dying behind that barrier.

The twigted face of the man was a true index of his misshapen spirit. To Clink, misaery, suffering, and
degth were ddightful to contemplate.

"Come on," Bob said.

He moved dong the corridor, followed by Briggs. The two men stopped when they reached the end of
the passage. Bob looked back. Clink was dill saring at the wall.

"Come dong, Clink."

Bob's command sounded sullen and hollow in the spaces of the corridor. He and Briggs had reached the
gloomy end of the passage. They were watching the evil-faced little man as he dill stood gloating.

Clink was loath to leave the scene. Reluctantly he turned and joined his two fdlows.

Bob flicked out the light and led the way up the steep, dark stairs. When they arrived on the fird floor, he
turned on adim hdl light.

With Briggs and Clink beside him, Bob produced a key and locked the cellar door. Then the two men
followed Bob into the study.



"What next?' questioned Briggs.

"Nothing," returned Bob. "I'l hear from the Chief later. In the meantime, well continue as usud.”
"I'm going to dope out a plan to account for the girl being away. That will be easy.”

"Maybe we should have hdd her," replied Briggs uneesily. "Maybe the Chief won't likeit -

"I'm running thigd" interrupted Bob harshly. ™Y ou know how we work, Briggs. The girl's just the same as
Barker was—or Hodgson, or Harkness. When they're dead, they don't talk!"

"I know that," agreed Briggs. "Still—you might call the Chief now -"

"I don't cal him from here," declared Bob emphdticaly. "He cals me. That's the present system. | won't
hear from him for another hour. By thet time -"

"The girl will be dead," Briggs concluded the sentence.

"Rignt! And the dead don't talk!" There was a note of find decison in Bob's voice. It sounded the doom
of Betty Manddll.

Briggs logt hisindecison. He redlized that Bob was right. There were no pangs of remorse governing the
big man. He had suggested keeping the girl dive smply as a matter of policy—not through any feding of
pity. Now he redized that Bob's plan, even though it had no flexibility, was decisve and postive.

Bob was explaining that fact now.

"We found the hidden room," came hislow words. "It was the wrong place. We have no more use for it.
Welve closed it up. It's forgotten from now on.

"The girl'sin there—and she's forgotten, too. Why go back to the place? We're through—that's al!™
Briggs nodded. He was satisfied.

"Here, Clink." Bob tossed a bunch of keys to the man with the hideous face. "Go on duty. Stay out in the
big hdl, and if you hear anything, find out what it is"

Clink's face became contorted. His attempt to amile made his features more gruesome than before.

Bob remembered the fascination that had gripped this monstrous man while they had been in the cdlar,
outsde the wdl of the secret room.

"Keep out of the cdlar, Clink," was Bob's warning. "Remember what | told Briggs just now. That's dl
forgotten. So far as we are concerned, the girl is dead now.

"Don't go anywhere, except the hdl, unless you hear something suspicious. Understand?”
Clink nodded. He I€ft the room.

Bob became thoughtful as he sat at the old, flat-topped desk. Briggs took a sedt in the corner. They were
awaiting the cdl from their chief.

Nether one was perturbed. So far as they were concerned, Betty Manddl was dready dead. The vault
of doom was below another portion of the house. These heartless men were indifferent to its existence.

CLINK would have gloated had he been able to see within that dark and forgotten secret room. For



there, in the depths of the living tomb, Betty Manddl was undergoing dl the agony that can come to a
mind ravaged by fantadtic terrors.

The ar had become difling. Betty was accustomed to the gag by now, yet she was breathing with
difficulty. The air supply in the tiny room was rapidly becoming exhausted.

Betty knew that she had no hope. She had listened intently after the room had been seded, trying to hear
some sound from without. She had been unsuccessful. Once the muffled hammering had ended, there had
been no further noise.

She did not know whether the men ill remained in the corridor. She fdt sure that they had gone, leaving
her to the fate they had intended.

Betty had struggled with the cords that bound her. Now she fought no longer. Betty knew that if she did
release hersdf from the bonds, nathing would be gained.

Her loudest cries would be completely sifled by the massve walls of this room. Escape was impossiblel

Her head was swvimming. Vague, terrifying thoughts swept through her brain. She fancied that she heard
the voice of Bob Gavin—the voice of the red Bob, coming through the receiver of a telephone. Then it
was drowned by the harsh tones of the man who had pretended to be Bob Galvin.

Betty had heard the impostor's true name uttered to-night, but she had forgotten it.

Then came weird recollections of the face of Clink. It was the sght of that hideous countenance that had
made her utter the cry which had betrayed her.

Her reflections were gruesome and incredible. They added to the girl's dismay. Her mind was reverting to
the past, covering days and monthsin a span of afew seconds.

Suddenly her thoughts centered on the night when she had entered the study and had surprised the manin
black. She fancied that she could see his eyes glowing through the darkness.

Until now, Betty had dways thought of that sable figure as a terrible being; now she found a strange
comfort in the recollection. Somehow, she fdt that his presence was not an evil one.

She wondered who he was, and why he had come to this house. She remembered him as a shadowy
form—amog a part of the night itsdf— a specter that came and went in darkness.

Of dl living beings, only he, if any one, could penetrate to this forgotten place. Perhaps that was why the
memory of him brought comfort to her aching mind.

Betty breathed dowly and laborioudy. She knew that the end was near. Not many minutes lay between
her and death. She would die here, in slence. Any sound would be welcome, now.

Even as she thought, Betty fancied that she heard a dight noise. It was like the muffled pounding, but
much fainter. She listened.

She was sure of it, now!
Some one was working at the pillars that held the barrier! It was imagination no longer! Who could it be?

THE sound continued, while Betty gasped the difling air. She seemed to be breathing blackness itsdf.
She was too exhausted to again struggle with her bonds!



The gag had fdlen from her mouth, but the girl was far too wesk to cry out.

Help was coming, but it would be too late!

The noise ceased at the barrier. Silence followed.

Betty dumped to the floor. She knew that death was close.

Her ears detected another sound—a sharp dick. Then came agudt of pure, fresh air.
Thegirl could not redize what had happened. She could only breathe in gladness.

There was another click, and a beam of light swept through the room. Betty looked up into the glare of a
fleshlight.

For the firg time she comprehended that the barrier had been opened. Then fear robbed her of hope.

Perhaps her captors had returned to save her from desth—only to plan new tortures and some more
terrible end.

Thelight went out. Betty fdt hersdf lifted and carried from the room. She was placed upon the cold floor
of the corridor. She lay there, ill bound.

She heard soft footsteps going up the passage. The light in the caling came on, and Betty could see the
yavning abyss of the room from which she had been carried.

Betty turned her gaze toward the end of the corridor. There she saw the strange form of a man in
black—that same fantagtic being whom she had observed in the study, nights before! His shadow formed
along, grotesque slhouette dong the corridor.

The man was gpproaching. Betty fdt no fear. It was as though her hopes had been answered.

The man leaned over her and Betty gazed intently upward, trying to glimpse the face beneath the
broad-brimmed hat. But his head was between her and the light. She coul