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The Hanging Shadow 
By ROBERT WALLACE 

 
Joe Casey, Taxi-man, takes time off from driving to 

do a bit of sleuthing and steps right into murder! 
 

HE taxi driver who had brought 
Sandra Darley from the station 
halted the cab in front of the old 

house where she got out. He was red-
headed and curious and not too old to be 
quite unconscious that his passenger was a 
strikingly pretty girl. 

“This is it,” Joe Casey, the taxi-man 
said. “The old Walton place. They tell me 
that it used to be one of the finest estates 
in Westchester back in Nineteen-
fourteen.” 

“It was,” Sandra Darley, his passenger, 
said firmly, in a low husky voice that 

made Joe Casey think she might be an 
actress. “That’s why I bought the house.”  

“Oh, so you are the new owner,” 
remarked Casey conversationally as she 
paid him and he gave her the correct 
change. “I heard someone had bought the 
place.”  

He climbed out, went around and 
opened the door of the cab. He was a big, 
husky man, and the wound that had 
brought him his discharge from the 
Marines after service in the Pacific made 
him only drag his left leg a little. 

Sandra Darley stepped from the cab. 
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The night was cloudy, and it was dark on 
the road in front of the house. Casey 
glanced over his shoulder as he heard the 
hum of a motor. A long black car was 
speeding toward them along the road. For 
a moment the girl and the taxi driver were 
clearly revealed in the glare of the 
approaching headlights.  

Joe Casey suddenly felt uneasy as the 
car drew closer, just the way he used to 
feel on those dark nights in the jungle 
when he had been sure the Japs were 
somewhere close-by. 

The big black car slowed a little when 
it was opposite them. Casey caught a 
glimpse of faint light on metal—and then a 
gun roared. A bullet buzzed through the 
air close to Casey’s head. He caught the 
girl with a backhand swing that sent her 
sprawling in the soft grass at the side of 
the road. She stayed right where she fell 
without moving. 

Casey dropped as a second shot came 
from the car. He was cursing under his 
breath and longing for the feel of a good 
automatic in his fingers. Whoever the men 
in that car were who had started this, his 
greatest wish now was to show them he 
could play rough, too.  

The big black car did not stop. It put 
on speed as the headlights of another car 
appeared three blocks further back along 
the road. In a few minutes the killer’s car 
had disappeared into the distance. The car 
that had been coming closer turned into a 
side road and vanished. 

“Somebody doesn’t like us,” Joe 
Casey said, as he got to his feet and helped 
the girl up. “They weren’t shooting ping-
pong balls in that gun.”  

“They were trying to kill me,” Sandra 
Darley said. “They must have thought they 
had succeeded when I didn’t move after I 
fell. Which is why I remained still.”  

“Smart girl,” said Casey. “But why 
would anyone want to kill you?”  

Sandra started to answer, then 
remained silent as the front door of the 
house was flung open and a man came 
running across the lawn to the road. As the 
man drew closer Casey saw he was tall 
and dark-haired. 

“I heard shots,” the man shouted as he 
reached them. “What happened, Miss 
Darley?” 

“Someone drove by in a black sedan 
and fired two shots at us, Lake,” said 
Sandra surprisingly. “Sounded as if they 
were using a forty-five automatic.”  

“Did you recognize them?” demanded 
the man she called Lake. 

“No.” Sandra shook her head. “But 
there were two men in the car. One 
driving, and the other using the gun. The 
license number was seven-fifteen.” 

“What a gal!” exclaimed Joe Casey. 
“She doesn’t miss a trick.” 

“Who are you?” The man Lake moved 
closer to the taxi driver, and his right hand 
was in the side pocket of his coat as 
though clutching a gun. “What are you 
doing here?” 

“Don’t be stupid, Lake,” Sandra said 
impatiently. “Can’t you see this is the 
driver of the cab that brought me from the 
station?”  

“Pardon, Miss Darley,” Lake said 
suavely. 

“I’m very grateful to you, Mr.—” 
Sandra hesitated and looked at Casey. 
“I’m afraid I don’t know your name.”  

“It’s Joe Casey.”  
“I’m Sandra Darley,” she said. 
There was something about Lake that 

made Casey want to give him a good sock 
on the chin and see if he had a glass jaw. 
The girl talked to the man as though he 
were a servant of some kind, and yet that 
tall dark-haired man did not quite seem to 
fit the part. 

“Of course this may not be exactly my 
business,” Casey the taxi-man said. “But 



THE HANGING SHADOW 3

since those men in the car tried to put a 
bullet in me I’d like to know what this is 
all about.” 

“You are quite right,” said Lake 
coldly. “It is none of your business, 
Casey.”  

“I’ll decide that, Lake,” said Sandra. 
“Take my bag into the house, please.” 

 
AKE walked over to the cab, got the 
bag, and strode toward the house. 

Casey watched him. The big white frame 
house looked a bit ramshackle in the light 
as the moon appeared from behind some 
clouds. There were lights gleaming 
through the windows on the lower floor, 
but at the window on the left of the door a 
shutter was hanging by one hinge. 

“My life is still in danger,” Sandra said 
softly to Casey. “And there is no one I can 
trust—no one.”  

“Maybe I could help if I knew what 
was wrong,” said Casey. “I’ve got a hunch 
those guys in that car don’t go around 
shooting at people just for nothing.”  

“I—I can’t tell you,” Sandra said 
slowly. “At least not now. But if I need 
you, where could I find you?”  

“Just call the Casey Taxi Service,” said 
Casey, and gave her the phone number. “I 
own my own business. All you’ve got to 
do is phone me and say you want a cab 
right away. I’ll know that means trouble 
and you need help. Okay?”  

“Okay.” Sandra smiled. “And thank 
you, Joe Casey.”  

He followed her with his gaze as she 
walked across the lawn and up the steps. 
The front door closed behind her as she 
entered the house. Casey waited a few 
moments, then climbed into the cab. He 
drove away slowly. 

As a thought struck him, he turned the 
cab into a side road and parked it there out 
of sight in the shadows of some trees. He 
went back to the front of the house on 

foot. If that girl needed him—well, there 
might not be time for him to return in 
answer to a phone call. 

It was Joe Casey’s custom to meet the 
afternoon trains at the station himself, then 
have his relief driver take over the job 
with another taxi after eight at night. That 
night he had made his last trip and it was 
time for Bill Kenny to meet the trains, so 
no one would wonder what had happened 
to him if he didn’t show up at the garage 
for a few hours. 

To Casey’s surprise the house he was 
interested in was dark. There was no sign 
of a light anywhere. The place even 
looked deserted. Casey did not like it. 
There was something sinister about the 
blackness of those windows. 

“Of course they could be using 
blackout shades,” he muttered. “But even 
so—why?” 

He ducked back into some bushes on 
the opposite side of the road from that 
which the house was located, when a car 
appeared, its headlights gleaming. As it 
drew closer Casey realized that it was the 
same black sedan from which the shots 
had been fired just minutes before. He 
could see the license plate on the front 
himself now. And the girl had been wrong. 
The number was 6715—not just 715. It 
wasn’t of vital importance, for Casey was 
positive it was the same car.  

The sedan stopped and two men got 
out. One was short and stout and wore no 
hat. The other man, taller, wore a soft hat, 
topcoat and muffler. The stout man carried 
a flashlight. 

“No lights in the house, Nash,” the tall 
man said so that Casey could hear. “That 
was to be Fred Lake’s signal. You’re sure 
that shot of yours killed the girl?”  

“Certainly,” the stout man said 
pompously. “I never miss.”  

Casey had difficulty in controlling a 
snort. In his estimation this Nash person 
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was a poor marksman. Because the stout 
man was such a rotten shot Casey and 
Sandra Darley were still alive. 

“Poor girl,” said the tall man. “If she 
hadn’t taken what was in her uncle’s safe 
deposit box with her when she left the city 
before coming out here to Westchester she 
would still be alive.”  

“You waste your time being 
sympathetic, Fuller,” Nash said 
imperatively. “Listen! We can’t let 
anything stand in the way of our getting 
what was in that box.”  

“Of course not,” the man called Fuller 
agreed. “We’ve got to get that stock! If 
that girl was alive, and knew its value 
now, she could ruin both of us!”  

“Well, Lake must have found the stock 
by now,” the other man said confidently. 
“I’ll signal him.”  

Nash raised the flashlight in his hand. 
He aimed the light toward the house, 
flashed it on and off a few times. 

“He must have seen it,” he said, as he 
switched it off. “Yes—look! There’s an 
answering flash from the window on the 
second floor.” 

 
HE two men walked to the car and got 
in without saying anything further. To 

Casey’s surprise they drove away and the 
car turned into one of the side roads and 
disappeared. 

“Looks like it’s about time I got into 
the house and made sure that Sandra is all 
right,” Casey told himself. “If those two 
men find out she’s still alive they might 
make a better job of it on the second try.”  

He circled until he reached the back of 
the house, where he found the lights were 
on again. Evidently Lake had pulled the 
main switch just long enough to keep the 
place in darkness for the time it took to 
signal Nash and Fuller. Probably he had 
told Sandra there was something wrong 
with the lights, that he’d had to look after 

them. 
Prowling around, Casey found a cellar 

window that was unlocked. He drew it 
open, slid inside—and landed feet first in a 
basket of empty bottles. As he knocked the 
basket over, there was a crash and the 
sound of shattered glass.  

Casey waited tensely. Surely that noise 
would have been heard. And he was right. 
The cellar lights were switched on and 
Lake appeared at the head of the stairs 
with a gun in his hand. 

“Who’s there?” he demanded. 
Casey wanted tremendously to say, 

“There’s nobody here but just us bottles.” 
But he had a notion Lake was not the type 
of a man who went with a gag. 

Casey grabbed up a heavy bottle that 
had not been broken. It was in his uplifted 
hand as Lake pounded down the stairs. 

“Speak, or I’ll shoot!” Lake shot into 
the darkness.  

Casey flung the bottle. It hit Lake in 
the chest, knocked him back. The man’s 
feet slipped and he went sliding down the 
stairs, the gun skittering out of his hand. In 
one leap Casey reached the automatic. 

Lake made a fast come-back. He was 
on his feet, lunging at Casey when Casey 
swung the automatic and caught the man 
neatly on the side of the head. The blow 
was a knock-out. Lake dropped to the 
floor, unconscious. 

“And I still don’t know whether he has 
a glass jaw or not,” Casey thought grimly. 
“Not that it matters.”  

He left Lake lying there and raced up 
the cellar stairs. He had to know whether 
or not that girl was all right. 

The house was quiet. Casey didn’t like 
it—the stillness. There was something 
grim and sinister about it. 

A door at the head of the stairs, he 
found, when he reached it, led into the 
cellar. He went through and shut the door, 
bolted it from the kitchen side. If Lake 
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came to himself he wouldn’t be able to get 
back upstairs that way. 

Casey examined the automatic he had 
commandeered. It was fully loaded. That 
was a help. He had seen Fuller and Nash 
drive away, but he was sure they’d be back 
before the night was over. Casey had an 
idea he would feel better if he had a 
workable gun in his hand when he faced 
those two again. 

Were there any others of the house 
staff here besides Lake, he wondered? He 
hadn’t seen any sign of anyone else as yet, 
but in a house as big as this there might be 
plenty around some place. 

Casey slid through the kitchen and 
dining room, and came out into the front 
hall. A light was gleaming through the 
open doorway of a room ahead, and he 
moved stealthily toward it. Just as he 
reached the door, Sandra Darley appeared 
in the archway. 

Her hair gleamed like copper in the 
light. Her hand flew to her throat and her 
eyes widened as she saw Joe Casey 
standing there with a gun in his hand. 

“It’s all right, Miss Darley,” Casey 
said, as if his being there was to be 
expected. “I thought maybe I’d better stick 
around, in case you needed help. Lake 
heard me down in the cellar and tried to 
jump me. He fired that shot you heard, but 
I got his gun and knocked him out.”  

“Wonderful!” said Sandra. “And a 
tremendous relief. When I took this place I 
thought I was lucky to be able to hire 
servants, especially when a man who so 
obviously knew his business as Lake did, 
took the position of butler. He assured me 
he could also supply me with a maid and a 
cook. I engaged them all and sent them all 
ahead to get the house ready for me.”  

“Where are your maid and cook?” 
Casey asked instantly. 

“Well, Lake said they didn’t like the 
jobs,” Sandra said. “They left today. I 

never even saw them. Really, though, I 
don’t believe there ever were any servants 
here except Lake. I looked through the 
servants’ rooms tonight, and only the one 
Lake uses shows any signs of having been 
occupied recently.”  

“And if Lake is a butler, I’m a 
monkey’s uncle,” Casey said fervently. 

“Let’s leave your relatives out of this.” 
Sandra smiled. “It’s an old gag anyhow.” 
Then she grew serious. And it might have 
been fear in her lovely eyes. “But why do 
those men want to kill me?” she asked 
forlornly. “I don’t know. That’s why I 
couldn’t tell you when you asked me. I 
don’t know.”  

“Did your uncle own any stock?” 
Casey asked abruptly. 

“Not that amounted to anything,” she 
said. “He was a fairly rich man and in his 
will—made just a month ago—he left me 
everything. My parents are dead, and 
Uncle Norton was like a father to me. I 
don’t know a thing about stock, though he 
did tell me there was some stock in a 
copper mine he had bought. But the whole 
thing turned out to be a fake.”  

“Your uncle kept that stock in his safe-
deposit box,” said Casey. “And a man 
named Fuller and another named Nash 
want that stock badly enough to try to kill 
you to get it.” 

“How do you know?” Sandra looked at 
Casey in amazement. 

“Because they’re the men who fired at 
us from that car,” said Casey. “Lake is 
working with them. I heard them talking.” 
He told Sandra what he had seen and 
overheard. She listened intently. 

“That’s it!” she said. “They are after 
that stock all right. What had we better 
do?” 

“Fuller and Nash think you’re dead,” 
Casey told her. “So the best thing for you 
to do is keep out of their way. Go to your 
room and go to bed. I’ll stay here on guard 
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until morning.”  
“All right.” She did not argue. 
 
ASEY took Sandra to her room. He 
left her there and heard her lock the 

door from the inside. He had seen, as he 
glanced in, that there was a telephone 
beside her bed. He told her to phone for 
the police promptly if any trouble started.  

He got a chair from another room and 
placed it in the hall. If he were going to 
remain on guard outside Sandra’s door all 
night he might as well make himself 
comfortable. . . . 

An hour passed, and the house 
remained silent. Casey was getting sleepy, 
sitting in the comfortable chair. Then he 
heard the key turn in the lock of Sandra’s 
door. She opened it, peered out and saw 
him sitting there, then smiled and closed 
the door again. But she did not lock it. 
Apparently, he could use his own 
judgment about that.  

Half an hour later Casey jumped up as 
he heard Sandra scream. In a bound he 
reached the door and flung it open. Sandra 
was sitting up in bed, staring at a figure 
that was hanging by a rope around its neck 
outside the window. The shadow of the 
hanging man was reflected on the wall 
behind the girl. 

Even as Casey rushed to the window 
Sandra reached for the phone to call the 
police. It was Lake hanging there, his 
hands tied behind his back. And as Casey 
stared out at the man there was no doubt in 
his mind that Lake was dead. 

“There’s been a murder committed 
here!” Sandra told the police over the 
phone. “Please come at once! The old 
Walton place! Please come right away.”  

She hung up. Even in the moment of 
stress Casey realized she was lovely in her 
thin yellow and black lace nightgown. 

He thought of trying to cut down the 
corpse, to drag it in through the window, 

then decided against it. It might be better if 
the police saw Lake hanging there when 
they arrived. He glanced up with a startled 
shock as a voice came from the doorway. 

“I did miss, just as Lake said.” Nash’s 
voice. “That was most unfortunate.”  

The stout man stood there with a gun 
in his hand. “I want that stock you found 
in your uncle’s safe deposit box, Miss 
Darley,” he went on grimly. 

“You can have it,” said Sandra as she 
picked up a robe, put it on, and then 
walked over to the bureau. “It’s right here 
in this drawer. Though why you should 
want a bunch of worthless stock is beyond 
me.”  

Casey swung around from the window. 
His gun was in his hand but Nash had him 
covered. Then Fuller appeared behind the 
stout killer and he also held a gun.  

“That stock happens to be the 
controlling interest in the Copper King 
Mine,” Nash said wryly. “When we sold it 
we thought it was worthless—but if you’re 
interested, since the war that mine has 
been producing magnesium. Mr. Fuller 
here and I are the owners of the mine—but 
we wouldn’t be if you decided to cash in 
on that stock, Miss Darley.”  

“So you decided to kill her before she 
learned the value of the stock,” Casey shot 
out angrily. “What happened to Lake? Did 
he try to double-cross you?”  

“He insisted on being made a partner,” 
said Nash. “And he knew too much—just 
as you and Miss Darley do.”  

Sandra suddenly drew her hand out of 
the drawer. In it was a good sized paper 
bag—filled—which she had said was the 
stock. But it was not stock her hand came 
out with. She flung it at Nash. It broke as 
it hit the stout man squarely in the face. 
Moth balls went flying all over the room. 
That was Casey’s chance. He flung up the 
automatic and fired. Nash howled in pain 
as a bullet tore into his right arm and his 
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gun clattered to the floor. From the 
doorway Fuller fired, but Casey had 
leaped to one side. The bullet hit the 
window frame. Again Casey’s gun roared. 
Fuller staggered back—a bullet in his 
shoulder. His gun dropped, too. 

“So now we wait for the police,” 
Casey said grimly, covering the two men 
with his gun. “Don’t try any tricks. I can 
do even better shooting than you’ve just 
seen.”  

It was not long before the police 
arrived. The officer in charge listened as 
Casey and Sandra Darley told what had 
happened. Then he nodded. 

“All right,” the lieutenant said. “We’re 
arresting these two birds on a charge of 

homicide and attempted murder.” He 
looked at Sandra. “So you are the new 
owner of the old Walton place. Never 
thought anyone would buy this house.”  

“Why not?” asked Sandra. 
“Well, it seems like no one has wanted 

to live here since John Walton was 
murdered by a burglar thirty years ago,” 
said the lieutenant. “Folks have the idea 
the house is haunted.”  

“After what I’ve been through tonight 
meeting a ghost would be a pleasure,” 
Sandra said smiling. She shot a glance at 
Casey. “But I do think they have the most 
wonderful taxi service in the world here!”  

“We aim to please,” said Casey. 

 


