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As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," April/June 1931.

Qut of the darkness canme a being of the night to give Harry Vincent
anot her chance; a chance to live his life with enjoynent, danger and
excitenment; a chance to risk it for an honorable cause in the service of the
nmyst eri ous character known only as The Shadow

CHAPTER |.OUT OF THE MIST

THE fog wasthick at the center of the bridge where the man stood leaning againgt therail. Although the
dtreets of New Y ork were scarcely ahundred yards away, he might have been in alittle world of his
own. For the only light in the midst of that cloud of black night fog came from an arc light on the bridge.

A taxicab, carrying alate passenger home, shot through the mi<t.

The man stepped away from the rail and crouched beside a post. He saw aflash of thered tail light on
the cab; amoment later it waslogt in the fog.

Asthe noise of the motor died away, the man stood up again and placed his hands upon therail.

He listened, afraid that another cab might be coming across the bridge; then, reassured, he leaned over
therail and stared downward.

Migt; thick, black mist - nothing but mist. It seemed to invite his plunge. Y et he hesitated - as many wait
when they are upon the brink of desth - until, with amad impulse, he swung his body acrosstherail and
loosened his hands.

Something clamped upon his shoulder. Aniron grip held him - balanced between life and death. Then, as
though his body possessed no weight whatever, the man felt himsalf pulled around in asweeping circle.
He staggered as hisfeet struck the sidewalk of the bridge.

He turned to confront the person who had interfered. He svung hisfist angrily, but ahand caught his
wrigt and twisted it behind his back with irresstible power.

It was as though the man's strength had been wrested from him when he faced atall, black-cloaked
figure that might have represented degth itself. For he could not have sworn that hewas looking at a
human being.

The stranger's face was entirely obscured by a broad-brimmed felt hat bent downward over hisfeatures,
and the long, black cloak looked like part of the thickening fog.

The man who had attempted suicide was too startled to speak. Fear had come upon him, and hisonly
desirewasto shrink from this grim and eerie master of the night. But he felt himself pulled acrossthe
sdewalk, and at the curb he stumbled through the open door of alarge limousine, which he had not seen
until that moment. His arm was freed, and he shrank into the far corner of the car.

The door closed and the car moved onward. Fear il clutched the man whose life had been saved
againgt hiswill. Rescued, he sensed that the grim stranger was in the seat beside him. He expected new
evidence of that weird personage's presence. The evidence came.

A voice spoke through the darkness. It was aweird, chilling voice - scarcely more than awhisper, yet
clear and penetrating.

"What isyour name?"



It was not a question. Rather, it was acommand to spesk.

"Harry Vincent," replied the man who had been deterred from self-destruction. The words had cometo
hislipsautomaticaly.

"Why did you try suicide?"

It was another command.

"Médancholy," said Vincent. He was speaking of his own accord now; somehow he wanted to talk.
"Goon," camethevoice.

"It'snot much of astory,” replied Vincent. "Perhaps | wasafool. I'm al alone herein New York. No
job, no friends, nothing to livefor. My folksare dl out in the Middle West, and | haven't seen them for
years. | don't want to see them. | guessthey think I'm a success here, but I'm not.”

"You arewd | dressed,” the stranger's voi ce remarked.

Vincent laughed nervoudy. "Yes" he said, "I'm wearing alight overcoat, and the weather hasn't scarcely
begun to be chilly. But that's only gppearance. Everything seisin hock. | have one dollar and thirteen
centsin actual cash.”

The mysterious stranger did not reply. The car wasrolling long a side street; the bridge was now far
behind. Vincent, his nerves somewhat settled, stared into the opposite corner of the limousine, vainly
seeking to observe his companion's face. But the shade was drawn and he could not even detect a blotch
amid the darkness.

"What about the girl?* camethevoice.

The penetrating whisper startled Vincent. The single, and most important, item that he had omitted from
his brief story had been fathomed by this stranger whose cunning was the equal of his strength.

"Thegirl?' questioned Vincent. "Thegirl? My - my girl out home?'
IIYSII

"She married another man,” said Vincent. "That was the reason | was on the bridge to-night. | might have
struggled onfor awhileif | hadn't been so hard up. But when the letter came that told me shewas
married - Well, that ended it."

He paused, and hearing no reply, added to his confession:

"The |etter came two days ago,” he said. "I haven't dept since. | was on the bridge dl last night, but |
didn't have nerveto jump - then. | guessit wasthe fog that helped methistime.”

"Your life" said the stranger's voice dowly, "isno longer your own. It belongsto me now. But you are
dill freeto destroy it. Shall we return to the bridge?”

"I don't know," blurted Vincent. "Thisisal likeadream; | don't understand it. Perhaps| did fal from the
bridge, and thisis death that | am now experiencing. Yet it seemsred, after dl. What good ismy lifeto
any one? What will you do with it?

"l shdl improveit,” replied the voice from the darkness. "1 shal makeit useful. But | shdl risk it, too.
Perhaps| shdl loseit, for | havelogt lives, just as| have saved them. Thisismy promise: life, with



enjoyment, with danger, with excitement, and - with money. Life, abovedl, with honor. If | giveit, |
demand obedience. Absolute obedience. Y ou may accept my terms, or you may refuse. | shal wait for
you to choose."

The car rolled on comfortably through the side streets of upper New Y ork. The motor seemed noiseless,
Harry Vincent began to understand how it had approached him unheard upon the bridge.

He was wondering about his strange companion; this being who had whirled him away from hisfata
plunge as though his hundred and seventy pounds had been nothing; this personage who could read his
thoughts and whose questions were commands.

Harry turned again toward the darkened corner, and hope returned to him. After al, he wanted life. He
had come to New Y ork because he had desired to live and to succeed. Thiswas his opportunity. He
pictured hislifeless body, beneath the bridge, and he redlized that he could make but one choice.

"l accept,” hesaid.

"Remember then, obedience," said the voice. "That must come aways. | do not ask for cleverness, for
grength or sKill, though | want them, and will expect them to the best of your ability."

Therewas a pause. The whispered voice seemed to echo in Vincent's ears. He realized that there was
neither gpprova nor surprisein the stranger's words. Simply calmness.

"Y ou will betaken immediately to ahotel," resumed the voice. "Y ou will find aroom reserved in your
name. Therewill be money there. Y our requirementswill befilled. Y ou will obtain everything you warnt.
Your billswill be paid.”

The point of a cane swung from the rear seat and tapped twice against the windowpane behind the
chauffeur. It seemed to be asignd, for the speed of the car increased asit sharply swung a corner.

"But, remember, Harry Vincent," said the voice from the corner, "I must have your promise. Shut your
eyesfor onefull minute while you think onit. Then promise, if you wish. Promise your obedience.”

Vincent closed his eyes and thought. Hismind cleared and life seemed to brighten. There was but one
course; that was acceptance of the stranger'sterms.

He opened his eyes and again gazed at that blackened corner.
"l promise," hesaid. "l promisefull obedience.”

"Very well," came the stranger'swhisper. "Go to your hotel. To-morrow you will receive amessage. It
will comefrom me; and my messages are meaningless to those who should not understand them. Listen
well when you receiveit. Remember only the words which are emphasized in pronouncing like this."

Therewas asiressing of the last word. It seemed dmost asentence in itself and the hiss of the siranger's
whisper carried aweird, unearthly sound.

The car swerved suddenly and stopped with ajolt against the curb on the left. An open car had forced it
to the sdewak; and the headlights of the other automobile were glaring through the window. A figure
opened the door on the right and Vincent saw aman's head and shoulders jutting up.

"Stick 'em up!" came arough voice. Vincent raised his hands as he saw the glint of arevolver barrd. It
was aholdup - adaring crime on this sde street of Manhattan!



Then something emerged from the darkened corner of the limousine. It spreed like ahuge mongter of the
night, ablack shape that swept forward and enveloped the gangster initsfolds. There was amuffled cry,
then apistol shot, and the car suddenly darted forward.

The door closed with a crash. Through the rear window of the limousine, Vincent saw aman sprawled in
the street. Evidently it was the fellow who had attempted the holdup.

Then the car burgt into the glare of the lights on Fifth Avenue. Vincent turned quickly to the corner where
his strange companion sat. Now he would see his mysterious companion face to facel

But, except for himsdlf, the car was empty. Hewas donein thelimousine. A dark splotch showed on the
insde of the door; hetouched it and found blood on his hand.

Who had been wounded - the shadowy stranger or the assailant who had tried to enter the limousine?
Vincent could not guess; he only knew that in the brief struggle the man who had found him on the bridge
hed |eft the automobile - unseen and unheard - and the door had closed behind him.

The mysterious stranger had vanished - like a shadow!
CHAPTER II. THE FIRST MESSAGE

HARRY VINCENT was annoyed as the big limousine sped dong Fifth Avenue. The promise he had
made to the stranger was il uppermost in hismind, and he intended fully to keep hisword. But hismind
was busy ferreting out the strange things that had happened since the episode on the bridge.

Alone, now, with thoughts of suicide gone, he began to wonder what coincidence had brought the
stranger out of the night, and by what strange trick he had managed to disappear so completely.

Hefound the light switch in the automobile and turned it on to examine the rich uphol stery, which bore
the stain of blood. The car was an imported Supra; that, at least, was tangible evidence. It would not be
difficult to learn the name of the man who owned it.

The car turned from Fifth Avenue and pulled up in front of the Metralite, one of New Y ork's newest
hotels. The attendant opened the door and Vincent stepped to the sidewak. Then he opened the front
door of the limousine and accosted the Negro chauffeur.

"Was thiswhere you were told to bring me?' he asked.
"Yes, suh,” replied the chauffeur. "Whah's de uddah man?”
"He | eft the car when the taxi nearly bumped us.”

The chauffeur's eyes opened widdly.

"Lawdy, sah, Ah didn't even stop at dat time."

Vincent looked at the man intently. He could see that the chauffeur was actudly astonished. He put
another question.

"Whose car isthis?"

"Don't say nuthin’, boss," pleaded the chauffeur. "Disam Mr. van Dyke's cah, an' Ah hadn't no right to
takeyou men adong."

"What do you mean?"'



"It was disway, boss. Ah was keepin' the cah in town to-night an' de man in de black hat come up to me
when Ah was gtartin' for de g'rage. He come up jus like aghogt. Y as, he did, sah.

"Hesaysto me: 'Boy, Ahwantsaride. It'sdl right; Ah know who you is, an' Ah knows Mr. van Dyke,
an' heah's one hundred dollahs. Ah must find afriend o' mine.

"So Ah driveshim al ovah, an' aswe crosses the bridge, he says, 'Stop,' an' the nex' Ah knows he has
you-al in de cah with him. An" he had said befo' dat when he gets hisfriend, Ah wasto drive aroun' little
streets until he taps the window - den Ah was to come hesh. Dat's al Ah knows, boss, ‘'deed it is."

Vincent could see the truth in the man's worried story, so he dismissed the car and watched the huge
Supraasit moved down the foggy street. Even the license number would be no clew. He entered the
hotel and strolled to the desk. Then he began to worry about identifying himsalf.

"Room reserved for Harry Vincent?' he asked.
He wasin suspense as the clerk turned away for amoment; then came the reassuring reply:

"Fourteen-nineteen, Mr. Vincent," said the clerk. "That was the room you wanted? Funny, we didn't
catch your name when you caled up from Philade phiathis morning, but when you caled again, ten
minutes ago, we put everything right. Will you register, plesse?"

Vincent signed his name and supplied Philadel phiaas his place of resdence. The stranger must have
cdled the hotel after leaving the car, heimagined.

Vincent wondered about that as he rode up in the elevator with the bell boy. The stranger must have
imitated hisvoice; he certainly would not have talked in that weird whisper.

Theroom was alarge one, equipped with the most modern hotel furnishings. The bell boy pointed to a
vaise, resting on astand.

"That'syour bag, isn't it, Sr? It was marked for thisroom when it camein this evening."

Vincent acknowledged the bag. He was curious to know what it contained. He fumbled in his pocket.
Histota wedth conssted of two haf dollars, anicke, and eight pennies, so he gave the bell boy one of
the larger coins and waited until the door closed behind the attendant.

Then he opened the suitcase. It held apair of pgjamas, comb, and brushes, neckties, and afew other
articles. Also there was ablack leasther wallet. Vincent removed this and opened it, to find two hundred
dollarsin hbills of various denominetions.

He studied himsdlf in the mirror. Here, in acomfortable hotel, with good surroundings and money, and
with promise of future supplies, life seemed strangely new. He studied hisreflection in the mirror: tall, and
well featured. Here he was, aman under thirty, who had acknowledged himsalf beaten and who had tried
suicide. Well, things were different now.

Hetook adrink of ice water, and decided to retire for the night. Despite the many things that puzzled
him, he was deepy. He needed rest. He draped his clothes over the chair, donned the pgjamas, and got
into bed. In ten minutes he was sound ad eep.

A knock at the door awakened him. It was morning. A bell boy awaited him with alarge package.

"Want your breakfast sent up, Sir?" asked the boy. "It's after ten o'clock.”



Vincent followed the boy's suggestion and phoned for the morning med to be sent up. Then he opened
the package.

It contained shirts, socks, and other gppardl, with anew suit of clothes. He examined these articles and
was amazed to find that al were his exact sze. The stranger must have made a perfect estimate of
Vincent's proportionsin the dark of the automobile!

Breakfast arrived after Vincent had dressed and shaved, using a safety razor he had found in the valise.
Then he sat by the window and stared speculatively at the sky line of Manhattan. What next? Well, he
would wait and learn.

A hadf hour passed. Then the phone bell rang. He answered it eagerly; but was disappointed when he did
not recognize the voice of the stranger of the preceding night's adventure. It was aman's voice spesking,
however, caling him by name, and talking in an easy tone.

"Mr. Vincent?' the person said. "Thisisthejewder. | have amessage for you."

Theword "message’ made Vincent become suddenly dert. The voice wastalking dowly now, and
certain words camein adight emphatic drawl.

"Y our watch was sent to another man by mistake. We expect to have another in very soon; perhaps by
next Tuesday. It will be delivered to your room.”

The message was forming in Vincent'smind. He did not reply.

"Was my message clear?' came the question.

"Yes" Vincent replied.

He hung up the receiver and repeated the stressed words dowly and softly to himsdlf:

"Watch - man - in - next - room."

Vincent chuckled. It was an order, and it was up to him to obey.

He had grandly ordered cigars with his breakfast, so he lighted a perfecto and smoked for awhile.
Then he began to wonder about the next room, the occupant of which he was to watch.

There should be two rooms next to his - one on each side. Vincent went into the hallway. No, the
message left no doubt. His own room was acorner one; the only door near his- infact, it wasright
alongside - was numbered 1417.

There was no onein the hallway. Vincent listened at the door of the next room, but heard no sound. That
did not change the ingtructions, however.

It was up to him to locate the man who had Room 1417, and to watch that person's activities. The best
thing to do waswait and listen.

He went back in his own room and left the door gjar; then stretched out on the bed and began to read
the morning paper, listening for any sound that might come from the hal outside.

CHAPTER I1l. THE MAN IN THE NEXT ROOM

TIME was becoming rather boring to Harry Vincent. It was three o'clock in the afternoon; he knew this,



because at noon abell boy had arrived with a package from afamous jeweler that contained afine gold
watch and chain.

Vincent had smiled when he had opened the package, because the gift from his strange benefactor was,
inaway, a confirmation and reminder of the message that had come over the telephone.

But now, when the minutes had begun to lag, he wondered if his plan of waiting was dl that was
expected of him. He had eaten a hearty breskfast but was beginning to think about having lunch sent up
to the room.

Then he heard the footsteps.

The door to the hall was till gar, and he had heard severa persons go along the corridor. But there was
something different in the walk of whoever was now approaching, for these footsteps seemed quick and
nervous - and once they hesitated.

Vincent stepped to the door of hisroom. The door opened inward, and the end of it was away from the
next room. By putting his eyes close to the opening, Vincent could see a short distance down the hall.

As hetook this position he heard the footsteps hesitate again; amoment later he saw the form of aman
of medium height, who stopped directly in front of Room 1417. The man was|ooking over his shoulder
down the hdlway, and in his hand he held akey. Apparently satisfied that no one wasin sight, he quickly
thrust the key into the door and fumbled with the lock.

Vincent was able to study his profile in the few seconds the man required to unlock the door. The face
was rather paunchy and featureless, and Vincent figured the age of the man as closeto fifty years.

When the door of the next room had closed, Vincent began to speculate. There was nothing about the
man's appearance that could be classed as unusual. He seemed to be of the veteran salesman type, one
who might have been on the road for many years.

But unquestionably the fellow was anxious not to be seen. He might be an intruder, entering the room
while the occupant was away; but it was more probable that he was the man whom Vincent had been set
to watch.

Another hour went by; then the door of the next room was opened, and what seemed to be the same
footsteps went down the hall. Vincent dipped into hishat and coat, and giving the man timeto reach the
turn that led to the devator, he followed, rapidly and quietly. He was just quick enough to catch the
elevator, and he found himsdlf right beside hisquarry.

The man walked hurriedly through the lobby, Vincent sauntering after him. But outside, the middle-aged
chap showed surprising activity and dashed for the only cab that wasin front of the hotel.

Vincent caught the ingtructionsto the driver; the man caled "Pennsylvania Station”; but it was two
minutes before Vincent could hail asecond cab with ingtructionsto drive to the same degtination. Urging
hisdriver to hurry, he reached the termind in such good time that he was positive he could not be far
behind the man hewastrailling.

Vincent had seen nothing of the other cab on the way; and now he spent agood haf hour watching the
varioustrain gates, in futile hope of seeing hisman. Findly he returned to the hotel and had the
unexpected sensation of observing the missing man comfortably seated in an armchair reading an evening
paper, as though he had been planted there dll the time. Disgusted, Vincent very humanly gave up his
fruitless watching, and went in the hotel restaurant to order dinner.



The meal was agood one - the best Vincent had eaten in months - but he did not enjoy it. Herealized
that he had been hoaxed; that the man he followed had either changed his destination or had dipped by in
the crowded station. Worst of all, the fellow might have spotted him while hewas watching the train
gates.

Vincent was sure now that there must be some good reason for watching the man, but he argued that it
would befoolish to follow him immediately after his hopeessfalure. In fact, he began to forget his duty
as hismind dwelt upon the stranger of the night before.

"Funny how that fellow disappeared,” he mused. "He went like ashadow; just like ashadow. That'sa
good name for him - The Shadow! I'll remember that.”

Vincent finished his dessart, still speculating on the strange persondity who was now fixed in hismind.
When he reentered the lobby, he redized that he had spent too much time in the dining room. The
middle-aged man was no longer present.

Vincent mentaly chided himself. Evidently it was his duty to be something of a detective. So far he had
proven himsalf totally lacking in that ability. Then it occurred to him that he could at least discover the
identity of the man he was supposed to watch. So he strolled to the desk, intending to open conversation
withthe clerk.

He began with anaturd question, the while scanning the mail boxes attentively.
"Anything in 1419?7" Vincent asked.
Inreply, the clerk drew aletter from a pigeonhole and handed it to him.

Thiswas asurprise. He had not expected mail. But the envelope explained away Vincent's surprise. It
was addressed to R. J. Scanlon, and bore a return address and postmark which showed that the missive
had come from San Francisco. Vincent motioned to the clerk.

"Not my letter,” he said.
The clerk looked at the address, then turned and shoved the envelope into another pigeonhole.
"My migtake," he said. "I gave you the mail for 1417. There's nothing in your box."

Vincent waked away with asmile. The clerk's error had given him the information he needed. On second
thought, Vincent was glad he had not quizzed the clerk about the man in 1417, and thereby made himsalf
unduly conspicuous.

He bought a few magazines and rode up on the elevator. There was no light showing through the partly
opened transom of Room 1417.

"All right, Mr. Scanlon,” Vincent mused, as he sat in hisroom and began to read. "I'll be up and waiting
when you comein to-night. Have agood time while you're out.”

The man in the next room came in before midnight. Vincent heard the transom dam shut after the door of
Scanlon's room had been closed.

"I'll remember that," he thought. "This chap worries about his transom being open.”

The next morning began another vigil. There was no communicating door between the two rooms, so
Vincent was forced to reconnoiter in the halway to make sure that the man had not gone out. He heard a



few dight sounds, and, satisfied that Scanlon was till on hand, he waited patiently, leaving his own door
dightly gar.

Scanlon went out a haf past ten. Vincent did not follow him immediately thistime. Hewaited long
enough to take another eevator downgtairs. In the lobby, he went through the motions of busying himsalf
at the magazine rack, while he kept on the lookout for his man. Vincent findly spotted him going through
the revolving door, and followed a short distance behind.

Scanlon entered a building on Broadway. Vincent, noting that there was only one entrance, waited
patiently on the street.

It was nearly noon when the middle-aged man resppeared. He went into arestaurant, and Vincent
followed, segting himsdlf a adistant teble.

Hetrailed Scanlon through an uneventful afternoon - dways at adistance. Vincent began to be surprised
at theway he could identify the man. He could give Scanlon afull block lead, and spot him crossing a
Street.

It was not difficult to do this because of the peculiar characteristics the man displayed. His quick, nervous
steps would stop at intervals, while he cast afurtive glance backward.

"Thisfdlow issurdy worried," thought Vincent. "My mysterious benefactor is not the only onewhao'sin
thisgame. Somebody e seisafter him, I'll bet aderby.”

Late in the afternoon, Scanlon dipped into amotion-picture theater. Vincent, tired with the aimless chase,
was tempted to do likewise; but he decided that the man might be playing someruse. In thishewas
evidently wrong, for he waited more than two hours before Scanlon again appeared.

"No percentagein this," mumbled Vincent as his quarry turned up Broadway. "He's wandered
everywhere with no purpose, and now we're back near the hotdl. But I'll stick with him. He couldn't be
s0 aimless without having some pur - Ah! That looks suspicious.”

A hard-faced man with a black mustache had popped suddenly from the obscurity of an orangeade
gtand. It was at the corner upon which the Metrolite Hotel was located, and Vincent redlized that the
fellow had held acommanding view of the entrance to the hotel.

The newcomer was short and stocky, and wore a mixed brown overcoat. Vincent's first suspicion was
hardly more than ahunch, but after he watched the actions of the man for afew minutes, he was solidly
convinced that he, too, was watching Scanlon.

To put histheory to the test, Vincent neglected Scanlon for the moment, and centered al his attention
upon the man in the brown overcoat, who dodged artfully in and out of the crowd and was a difficult
quarry, indeed.

After fifteen minutes of further wandering, Vincent became exultant when he again saw Scanlon, turning
into arestaurant, half ablock ahead. By following the man in the overcoat, he had kept Scanlon in range,
aso!

The stocky, mustached individua entered the restaurant. Vincent followed and found atablein the
corner. He was within twenty feet of Scanlon, but was amost obscured from view by arack which held
overcoats.

He ordered dinner and waited. For awhile he saw nothing of the man with the brown overcoat; then
Vincent spotted him, walking across the floor. He had taken off his coat and now appearedin a



dark-blue auit.

"By George!" exclamed Vincent softly. "Hes stting down at the same table with Scanlon! I'll listeninon
this"

Vincent moved his head toward the side of the coat rack, and caught the conversation.

"Well, well," began the man with the mustache, whose thick dark hair had become a noticeable
characteristic, since he had removed his hat.

Scanlon haf jumped from hischair. Vincent caught sight of the man's startled eyes. Plainly Scanlon did
not relish the other'sintrusion.

"Y ou don't seem to remember me," continued the dark-haired man.

"l don't,” replied Scanlon, somewhat gruffly. It wasthe first time Vincent had heard hisvoice, and it
sounded harsh and grating

"Y ou're Bob Scanlon, aren't you?" asked the dark, haired man pleasantly. " Shoe sdlesman from Frisco?"
"Thet'sright.”

"Y ou don't remember me, then?"

"No."

"Steve Cronin, from Boston," said the dark-haired man glibly. "Used to sell shoes myself. Met you & the
convention in Chicago, five years ago. Out of the game now. Been herein New Y ork four years.
Remember you, though. Good time we had out there."

He held out his hand, which Scanlon shook rather reluctantly.
"Don't mind my eating with you?" perssted the man who caled himsdf Steve Cronin.

"Guess not," grunted Scanlon. "1 suppose | met you in Chicago dl right. Hard to remember al the shoe
men | meet."

"I've got agood memory," answered Cronin. "'l can tdl just where I've met afdlow and just when.
Funny, isn't it, that | should happen to see you come waking in arestaurant thisway?"

Vincent smiled to himsdf. Cronin had seen Scanlon going in - not coming in.

Thetak drifted to shoes. Cronin was glib and talkative, but evasive. Vincent noted that the man said very
little that was definite. Scanlon grunted, and merdly answered questions occasiondly.

When the med wasfinished, the man with the mustache rosefirs.
"I have an appointment,” he said, looking at hiswatch. "See you later, old man.”

With that he | eft the restaurant. Scanlon followed five minutes later and started up aside Street. Vincent
was not far behind, but he kept on the opposite sidewak. He noted that Scanlon's actions were more
nervous than ever.

When the San Francisco shoe salesman turned up one of the avenues, and increased his pace, Vincent
had a hunch that proved to be agood one.



"Thisbird is doubling back to the hotel," he said to himsdlf. "He'staking along walk to do it because he
wants to be sure that Cronin isn't after him. Furthermore, he doesn't want Cronin to know where heis
staying. But Cronin does know, and he'stoo wiseto traill Scanlon. So I'll be wise, too."

Hewaited until the shoe salesman was nearly a block ahead. Then he called acab and rode to the
Metrolite. He went up in the eevator, convinced that within twenty minutes the occupant of 1417 would
be back in hisroom.

CHAPTER IV. A BOLD MURDER

IN the darkness of hisroom, Harry Vincent sat in achair by the door. A thin crack enabled him to view
the lighted hallway; a casua passer would not have noticed that his door was not entirely closed.

Five minutes had elapsed since his return, and those minutes had seemed like hours. For he knew that
something was definitely in thewind.

Footsteps came softly down the corridor. It was not Scanlon; Vincent could tell that by the sound. Y et
the steps were coming on, and unless they passed by and turned the short hallway to the left, it seemed
logica that they were bound for the room next to hisown.

Vincent suppressed alow whistle asthe man cameinto hislimited view. It was none other than Steve
Cronin!

The man with the mustache threw a glance toward the darkened transom of Scanlon's room, and Vincent
could see hislipscurl inan ugly grin that showed atusklike tooth. Cronin's coat was thrown back and his
hands were thrust roughly in hisvest pockets.

"A fine specimen of humanity,” thought Vincent. "L ooks like awalf - and probably actslike one. But at
heart he'syelow; | cantdll that."

Satisfied with hisingpection of Scanlon's doorway, the stocky man walked aong the hall and turned the
corner. Hewas out of sight of 1417; but near enough to appear a an ingtant's notice.

Vincent breathed quietly as he waited. On no account must he betray his presence. Action was here, or
would be, upon Scanlon's return. Perhaps the shoe salesman, with al his appearance of fear, would be a
worthy match for theill-visaged Cronin.

Ten more minutes went by; endless minutes that held Vincent on edge. Then came the quick tap-tap of
Scanlon's footsteps with two or three of the familiar pauses; then the man was at the door of hisroom,
the sound of hisrapid breathing hissng in Vincent'sears.

The key turned in the lock, then Vincent's view was momentarily blocked as Cronin came by the crack
of the doorway. He had moved noiselesdy, and now his voice spoke low but sharply.

"Scanlon!"

Vincent could not see the shoe sdlesman, for the man had aready started into hisroom. But he could
hear the gasp that came from him.

"What do you want?"
The gruff voice, which quavered in apitiful manner, came from Scanlon.

"I want to talk with you," said Steve Cronin in an amiabletone. "l came up hereto seeyou.”



"| thought you had an gppointment.”

"| kept it. The man was not there to meet me."
"How did you know | was stopping here?"
"Youtold me"

"| did not."

There was apause. The two were close together in Scanlon's doorway, out of Vincent'sview. Steve
Cronin broke the silence.

"Were old friends, Scanlon,” he said. "I'm glad to see you again. Y ou told me you were staying here; but
you probably forgot you mentioned it. | think | can help you make some sdes. I'll only bewith you afew
minutes.”

"l don't need your help,” replied Scanlon. Hisvoice wasfirm again.

Vincent smiled despite the tension. Steve Cronin, wolf though he might be, seemed due to meet afighting
lamb.

"Why argue herein the corridor?* said Cronin suavely.

"l don't like you, that'swhy," answered Scanlon.

"You don't?'

"No."

"Why not?'

"l have my reasons. Y ou can go aong. | don't want to be bothered with you.”

"That'sjust why I'll stay. I'll find out why you don't like me."

Vincent heard a hurried sound. Scanlon wastrying to dam the door in Steve Cronin's face.

"Easy now, Scanlon,” came the smooth words of Steve Cronin. "Easy now. I'm coming in."

The door dammed, and Vincent heard hurried, mumbled words. He stepped softly into the hallway.

Scanlon'stransom was gl partly opened. The men were talking excitedly, but in low voices. Vincent
could not catch their words. Still he listened, one hand reaching toward the door of his own room, his
eyes watching down the corridor

The voices became less excited. They were low and virtudly inaudible. Something was being discussed
between the two men, and Vincent - of al the personsin the great hotel - was the only one who knew of
it.

The men must have approached the door, for Vincent could hear their voices despite the quiet tones.
Scanlon was spesking.

"All right, Cronin - if that's your name - tell me what you want.”

"You know what | want, Scanlon. | want the disk."



"What disk? Don't know what you're talking about."

"The Chinese disk. The coin. Y ou haveit."

"I don't understand you, Cronin.
price

Y ou know what I'm asking for. Be reasonable. I'll buy it. Name your

Scanlon'sreply was amumble. The voices lessened, and Vincent could hear nothing. He tiptoed back
into his own room; there he listened at the window. The night was not cold; the maid probably Ieft the
sash raised in Scanlon's room. Y et no sound came from the room next door.

Vincent dipped off his shoes and removed his coat, vest and collar. Helay on the bed afew moments,
wondering what should be his next move. As he pondered on this question he fancied he heard adull
sound from the room next door. What wasit - atable overturning - afaling body?

He peered through the crack of his own door, then crept into the corridor and listened. He looked at the
door of the other room and his eyes were riveted there for an instant. The knob of the door was dowly
turning!

Three steps carried Vincent back into his own room. As he peered through the crack of the door, he saw
Steve Cronin tiptoe into the halway. With furtive glances in both directions, the mustached man stole
along the corridor and disappeared through the exit to thefire tower.

With tingling nerves, Vincent placed his hand upon the knob of the door to Scanlon'sroom. It yielded to
his touch. Cronin had closed the door silently and the latch could not have caught. It was Vincent'sturn
to glance up and down the hall; seeing no one, he entered the room that was Scanlon's.

Dim light, the reflection of Manhattan's glare, enabled him to find hisway to the open window. Ashe
looked to hisright, he shuddered. A form lay sprawled on the floor, one hand stretched upward againgt
the side of the telephone table.

It was the body of Scanlon. Vincent was sure that the man was dead. Something white was near him;
without touching the object, Vincent recognized it as a pillowcase.

Ingtinctively he knew what had transpired. The dull sound had elther been ashot or thefdl of Scanlon's
body. Steve Cronin had forced the man into the closet - Vincent could see the opened door behind the
body - and had shot the shoe salesman, using the pillowcase to muffle the revolver's report.

It was murder - cold, brutal murder - and Vincent was alone in the room with the murdered man. Hefelt
that he should leave at once, but the tragedy held alure that kept him there.

He stepped toward the closet and something pressed into the sole of his stockinged foot. It was adulll,
upright edge, and Vincent reached down mechanically to inspect it.

Hisfingerstouched aflat, round object wedged in acrack at the entrance to the closet door. He had no
ideawhat it might be - his nerves were too strained to take notice, for his thoughts were concerned with
the body that lay near him.

Scarcely knowing what he did, he pulled the object from the crack and dropped it into his vest pocket.

It might be aclew - but what better clew could any one find than aman in the room with a murdered
body? Terror came over Vincent as he thought of his precarious position, and what it might mean if some
onewere to come upon him at that moment.



He must get back to hisown room at al cost - yet he must, prodded by his sense of duty asan American
citizen, give some signd of Scanlon's murder.

Anideacameto him. He reached out and pushed the telephone from the table. It clattered on the floor,
and Vincent, now thoroughly alarmed, hurried from the room and dipped through his own door.

There was no onein the hallway to see him. He was safe!

How long would it be before anyone would come to investigate Scanlon's room? The telephone receiver,
fdlen fromits hook, would give the darm; thelack of an answering voice would surely arouse the
suspicions of the girl down at the switchboard.

Vincent went to bed and lay there through endless moments. At last therewasanoisein the hall. He
could hear some one opening Scanlon's door. Some one was talking in the hallway; more voicesjoined
in, and findly there came a thumping upon Vincent'sdoor.

Feigning deepiness, Vincent opened his door, appearing in his pgamas. He could see that the door of
Scanlon's room was open, and that the lights were on.

The man who stood before Vincent was evidently the house detective.

"What'sgoing on?" inquired Vincent drowsly.

"Man killed inthere," said the house detective. "Did you hear arevolver shot awhile ago?’
Vincent shook his head.

"All I've heard was you banging on my door a minute ago. Been adeep.”

The house detective nodded.

"It must have been muffled,” the dick decided. "Fellow in 1415 didn't heer it, either. Well, well ook into
that part of it later. Want to change your room? Theréell be alot going on around here to disturb you."

"All right,” said Vincent.
"Call abel boy to move you then," said the detective.

Detectives had arrived from headquarters when Vincent went down the corridor to his new room, with
the bell boy carrying hisbelongings. Vincent still appeared to be deepy, but when hewasdonein his
new quarters, he suddenly looked very wide awake.

He was somewhat worried that he might be linked with the murder; but amore important thought had
suddenly occurred to him. He went to his clothes that lay draped on a chair and fumbled in the pocket of
hisvest. He found the object that he wanted and brought the little article to view.

An exclamation cameto hislips as he held his hand beneath thelight. In hispalm lay adisk of grayish
metd, smdler and thinner than ahaf dollar, and its center was adull red character of the Chinese

language.
CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW ON THE WALL

A FEW hours after the murder of Robert Scanlon, aman in abrown overcoat strolled from a Broadway
motion-picture theater. Except for the wariness of his gaze, thisindividua was not unlike the other
patrons who were faring forth.



No one would have suspected the man to be a murderer; yet such he was. Steve Cronin, cold-blooded
and disdainful of the law, had decided to take in amovie after delivering crime.

Strolling a space with the Broadway throng, Steve picked a street and turned westward. He walked
aong in amanner that excited no suspicion; in fact, at one corner, he passed a policeman without gaining
asingle glance from the man in uniform.

Steve had decided that unless histrail had been picked up outside the Hotel Metrolite, no one could
possibly befollowing him at present. The murderer also reasoned that any follower - had there been one
- would surely have evidenced himsdlf before now.

Inthe middle of ablock, Steve dowed his pace and came almost to a stop near the doorway of a
darkened cigar store. His head turned quickly as he glanced in both directions; then he moved quickly
across the street and into the gloomy entrance of an ol d-fashioned apartment. He pushed akey into the
lock of the main door, gave a hurried glance behind him, and entered.

Hardly had the door closed before a dight motion occurred in the dark doorway of the cigar store across
the street. The gloomy blackness seemed to spread and project itself into the street.

Something flitted across the street and was absorbed by the entrance way of the old apartment house. It
was as though a shadow had detached itself from one building and had passed over to the other.

All wasslent in the entrance to the gpartment. Then came adight, amost imperceptible clicking in the
lock. The door opened inward and cast along, moving shadow down the dimly lighted hall.

The door swung shut, noiselessly; but its shadow remained, and then extended itself ong the hdl, to be
logt in the darkness of the unlighted stairway. A man came down the steps, whistling; but he noticed
nothing.

The strange, movable shadow regppeared in the halway of the third floor, and formed an oddly shaped
blot outside adoorway. It remained there, motionless, part of the many shadows that were there.

The door of the apartment swung suddenly open, and its shadow spread over the queer blotch of
darkness, completely obscuring it.

Two men peered down the hallway. One was Steve Cronin, short and stocky, with a black mustache,
and atense, grim countenance. The other was somewhat taller - adender man with along, pointed nose,
and shrewd, shifty eyes. The muscles of hisface twitched nervoudy. He stepped into the hall, histhin lips
forming amirthlessgrin.

"Thereésno one here, Steve," growled the dender man, in an undertone.
"l just wanted to make certain sure, Croaker,” replied the other, in asmooth, low voice.

"Don't worry, Steve," wasthe answer. "Y ou're safe. The entry gives us two doors between us and the
hall. Y ou know mewell enough, Steve. I'm no sap. Thereé's no listeners-in on anything that goeson
here"

"All right, Croaker. Let's get back ingde. I've got alot to spill.”

The door closed. The shadowy blot regppeared on thefloor. It remained there afull minute; then it
twisted fantastically and moved back toward the stairs.

Within the room, the man caled " Croaker" was reassuring hisvisitor.



"Look out that window, Steve," he said, "three stories down into the courtyard. Not awindow below us.
Thisfloor isan extension, over astorehouse. Y ou'd need afire ladder to come up here. Shal | shut the
window?'

"Leaveit open,” said Steve nervoudy. "We're safe right here, and we can hear any loud noisein the Street
- like policewhidtles, for instance.”

Hethrust his head from the window and satisfied himself of what his companion had said.

The lower floorswere solid brick masonry, dark amost to a point of blackness. He could see the white
pavement of the courtyard below.

On the other side of the court was alow one-story building; evidently an old garage. Croaker was right;
only afireladder could scalethisheight.

Steve dipped into achair in the corner of the room, just away from the window, from which he could
face the door. It was at the foot of the bed, and Croaker sat on that article of furniture while he looked at
hisvigtor.

"Well, Steve, what's up?'

The stocky man pressed his knuckles againgt his mustache; then lowered hishand and spread it on his
knee.

"| can trust you, Croaker?"
"Of course”
"Youll stick by me; evenif you haveto forget the rest of the gang?"

Croaker showed new nervousness. Hisfacid twitch again became apparent. He considered the
Statement for afew moments; then questioned:

"Y ou aren't figuring adouble-cross, are you, Steve?”’
"Whet if | am?"'

"l wontgoinonit."

"Y ou won't? Why not?"

"Because | don't play that kind of agame.”

"You don't, en?Well, | know different.”

The man on the bed leaned angrily toward hisvisitor. For severa seconds the two men glared steadily at
each other. Then Croaker's face began to twitch, and his eyes shifted from the stare of the other man.

Steve laughed.

"Why do you think | had you watch the hotels?" he asked. "Do you think that was for the crowd?1 told
you it was important, but | didn't say who wanted it done. I'll tell you why | picked you for it, Croaker. |
picked you because I'm the only man who knows what you did when the gang pulled that job in
Hoboken."



Croaker'sface began to twitch again. His eyes showed their nervous fright as he looked toward Steve.
"Y ou ain't saying nothing about it?" he pleaded.
"Not aword, Croaker - if you work with me now."

A long, distorted shadow appeared on thewall at the far side of the room. It might have come from
something swinging in from the window, for the light wasin the corner, close by Steve's chair. Neither of
the men observed it. Both were intent in their conversation. The blackness remained motionless.

"Ligten, Croaker," said Steve. "When we dipped you that cash and those stock certificates over in
Hoboken, you thought that we hadn't had time to count them. But we had. | wasthe guy that did the
counting. It was short when we got together to split.”

"You ain't told anybody?'
"Nobody."
"Youantgoingtotel?'

"Not if you stick with methistrip. | know why you keep in thisroom so much. Y ou've still got some of
those certificates here. Maybe you've got some swag you pinched from other jobs. But | don't tell people
al I know."

The splotch on the wal moved away and disappeared completely. A moment later, Croaker rose from
the bed and walked to the window, where he peered anxioudy into the dark night. Then he returned and
sat down.

"Y ou've got the goods on me, Steve.”

"Maybe | have, Croaker. Y ou'll have the goods on me, before I'm through.”

"How'sthat?'

"I'm going to tell you what I've done, and what I'm going to pull. | want youtogoinonit."
"What doesit mean?"

"Plenty. We can both light out when we finish this. | started it; it's up to you to put it through. It's soft,
too."

Croaker regained his composure.
"Spill it, boy," he said.

"Well," said Steve, "you remember | had to keep watch on a couple of hotelsfor any guy that might bein
from California? We talked about that when we were outside of Mickey's place.”

"Yeah. | wasafraid some guy wasligening inonus.”

"I remember that. It was al bunk. Y ou saw a big shadow on the sidewak and got scared. When we
looked around, it was only some drunk leaning against awall.”

"Maybe he heard us."

"What if he did? He would have watched you - not me. Y ou didn't get any dope on guys from Cdifornia,



did you?'

"NO."

"Well, | did. | found the guy | wanted.”

"Wheat was he?'

"Fellow named Scanlon. | bumped him off tonight, over at the Metrolite Hotel."
Croaker whistled.

"That'swhy I've got to scram,” resumed Steve. "1 made the mistake of telling him my name. But | don't
think he spilled it, or had the chanceto.”

"You were afool to do that, Steve."

"I didn't expect to have trouble with him. | offered him five grand for what | wanted, up in the hotel room.
Hewouldn't takeit. | had to get it to-night. | shoved him into the closet and pulled the rod on him."

"How did you get away?"'

"Luck. Down thefire tower. But the dicks may be after me now. I'm going West; I've got plenty of
dough to get away."

"That'swhy I've got to finish the job, en?"

Steve Cronin leaned forward in his chair.

"Youll finishit, Croaker, and you'l split fifty-fifty with me"

"That's right. Give me the dope.”

"Y ou know who old Wang Foo is, don't you?"

"Y eah, the Chinese guy.”

"Y ou know what heis? He'safence."

"Yeah, I've heard that. He getsrid of plenty of stolen stuff, they say, but nobody knows how he doesit."

"That'swhat I've found out," said Steve triumphantly. "I picked up the newsin Frisco; not from one guy -
just little pieces of it from different people, until | had the whole thing doped out, just asit is."

Croaker'sface began to twitch excitedly. He leaned forward to listen more closely.

"Every Sx months," continued Steve, "aguy comes East from Frisco. Never the same guy - dwaysa
different one. Nobody knows who it's going to be. This guy comesto New Y ork under the orders of an
old Chinaman named Wu Sun, who isthe big noise of atong in Frisco. All the guy doesis go to Wang
Foo and get a sealed box that he takes back to Frisco. That box carries more than just stolen goods. It
has thousands in bank notes - dough from Wang Foo to the big noise out West. To-morrow afternoon at
three o'clock is the time the messenger isto appear.”

"But how does he get the box?" asked Croaker doubtfully.

"Easy," answered Steve. "The messenger says nothing. He doesn't even know what it'sdl about. He



walksin on Wang Foo, and showsthe old boy adisk. It's sort of a Chinese coin. That's the sign. He gets
the box and leaves."

"Whereisthedisk, Steve?'

"That's the trouble, Croaker. I'm sure Scanlon had it. | could see him reach in his pocket when he got
nervous. We were over by the door, and he switched the light out. Then he began to sneak over toward
the window. | was near the bed, and | whisked off a pillowcase and shoved it over my gun. When |
came after him, he moved toward the closet. The door was open; and before he knew what was up |
shoved himin, and pulled the door. Then | let him haveit. Sounded loud in the closet; but | don't think
they heard it outside."

"Why didn't you get the disk?'

"Couldnt find it. It wasn't on him. | let him drop when | opened the closet door, and | went through his
clothes, but it wasn't there. It must have fallen somewhere. | didn't havetimeto stay dl night.”

"Then were out of luck."

"Maybe not, Croaker. That'swhy I'm putting you wise. Y ou're smart enough to figure someway on
getting in thereto look for it."

"Dangerous business, Steve."

"Well, it'sthe only chance. The disk must bein the room. If you can't get it before to-morrow, try later. |
don't know that the messenger always gets to Wang Foo's on time."

"I'll dowhat | can, Steve."

"All right, Croaker. I'd do it mysdlf, only they may belooking for me. | saw the house detective when |
went in the hotd. | think he knows me, and he may have spotted me. I've got to get out of town."

"Why didn't you let Scanlon get the box, Steve, and then take it from him?"
"I was afraid the chinks might be watching him after he got it. They're acrazy bunch.”
"Maybe they're watching him now. Maybe I'll get nabbed.”

"Not achance, Croaker. Your big job isto get into Room 1417 at the Metrolite, and find that disk.
Wang Foo isn't supposed to know who the messenger is until he shows up. Even if hesafew days|ate,
the disk will fix matters. So get on the job, and be sure to make aquick get-away after the old Chinaman
givesyou the box."

Croaker did not reply. Instead he seized Steve Cronin'swrist and pointed excitedly toward thewall, his
face twitching in sudden terror.

"Look, Steve! That shadow!"
A black outline vanished suddenly as Cronin gazed in the direction indicated.
"What shadow?' asked Steve. "'Y ou're seeing things, Croaker."

Croaker went to the window and peered into the darkness, his eyestrying to penetrate the surrounding
gloom.



"I've got to scram, Croaker," said Steve.

The other man turned from the window and shrugged his shoulders. He was worried about the shadow
he had seen on the wall. He was thinking that perhaps Steve's story was a bluff. He was anxious now to
get rid of thisvisitor, who knew too much about him.

As Steve Cronin |eft the apartment, Croaker stood in the doorway. He waited until his visitor was out of
sight. Then, as he turned to the room, he stood petrified with sudden fear, and histwitching face held a
distorted position.

For from hisroom came alow, mocking pedl of laughter; aweird, uncanny laugh that was chilling to his
heart. As he staggered into the lighted room he saw amammoth shadow swing acrossthe wall and melt
into the black night beyond the window.

He rushed into hisroom and looked out into darkness. He could see nothing; the courtyard below was
dlentinitsgloom.

Croaker sumbled to achair and sat there, with dread in his heart; for he foresaw an unrelenting doom.

A taxi driver, waiting in his cab in the street behind the apartment house, was quite as surprised as
Croaker. Asthe driver's gaze chanced to fal onthewall of the building, he saw a shadow three stories
up that suddenly moved downward.

But when the astonished man strained his eyes to examine the phenomenon, the moving shadow lost itsalf
in the inkiness that obscured the lower stories of the edifice.

He had no time to leave his cab and make a closer inspection. For while he still gazed at the building
acrossthe street, atall man with alarge felt hat tapped at the window of the cab and demanded
transportation.

Driving hisfare to the address given, he still wondered about that mysterious shadow.
CHAPTER VI. THE SECOND MESSAGE

HARRY VINCENT awoke the next morning with atroubled mind. His deep had been disturbed by
unwelcome dreams, in which the frightened face of Scanlon and the sinister features of Steve Cronin had
haunted him,

Inthelight of morning he chided himself because he had not anticipated and prevented the murder of the
night before. Hisingtructions had been to "watch the man in the next room," and perhaps that might have
meant to see that no harm came to the man. If such had been hismisson, he had failed.

The morning newspaper was at his door, and he scanned the front page for news of the murder. The
story wasthere; but its details were very few. The police, ran the account, were rounding up suspicious
characters, but so far no clews had been discovered in the room where the murder had taken place.

Vincent dressed dowly, while he was reading and re-reading the newspaper account. Hewasin a
guandary. He knew that he possessed information that would be vauable to the police, yet he felt the he
could say nothing until he received ingtructions from the sinister stranger who had become what amounted
to his master, and whom he had promised to obey.

Vincent thrust his hand in his trousers pocket, and brought out the strange, grayish disk that bore the
dull-red Chinese character. Here was atangible clew. So far as he could seg, it was the only clew that
existed. What should he do with it?



He shrugged his shoulders. There was nothing to do but wait, for he knew of no way in which he could
reach his mysterious benefactor and give him thisbit of important evidence.

Vincent speculated upon his own position with avague fedling of unsecurity. Suppose the police should
decideto quiz him? What could hetell them?

If they should decide to cross-examine him on the chance that he might know more than he had told,
what would be the result? Vincent might be forced to tell hiswhole story; and who would believe him if
he related the strange adventure of the mysterious man on the bridge?

Hefelt nervous, and tried to cam hismind by reading other itemsin the paper. The principa story was
another murder - amuch more important one than that of Scanlon.

A masked man had entered the home of Geoffrey Laidlow, amillionairewho lived in apalatia resdence
on Long Idand. While opening the Laidlow safe, the crimina had been surprised by the millionaireand
his secretary.

There had been an exchange of shots, Laidlow had been killed and his secretary wounded. The man had
escaped with thousands of dollarsin loot - composed chiefly of valuable gemswhich the millionaire had
collected.

There was another story of violent death on the same page, but it was scarcely more than abrief item.
The residents of an uptown apartment house had been awakened by pistol shots on thethird floor. The
police had found aman murdered. They had identified him as a gangster, who was known by the name of
Croaker. The police suspected that he had been killed by other denizens of the underworld for some
undetermined reason.

"Three murdersin one night,” mused Vincent. "All on the front page. This Croaker caselooksfairly
obvious - acrook bumped off for double-crossing his gang. Geoffrey Laidlow murdered because he
tried to thwart arobbery. Scanlon killed - and no one knowswhy. That is, except for the preciouslittlel
know."

Vincent looked at the Chinese disk, examining it carefully. The same mystic character appeared on both
sdes. He wondered wherein lay the value of the disk. It must certainly be important and greatly desired:;
for adaring murder had been committed for no other apparent motive.

Thetelephone bell brokein on his thoughts, and he trembled nervoudy. Who could be caling him?
Vincent hesitated while the bell sounded a second time; then, steedying himself, he lifted the recelver and
answered with afirm voice.

"Mr. Vincent?' came the voice of the operator.

"Yes

"I wanted to make sure | had your new room number right. Fourteen fifty-two. That's correct, isn't it?"
"Yes

"Wait amoment, please. Some oneiscaling you."

Vincent trembled nervoudy while he waited for the connection.

"Heresyour party,” came the operator's voice.



"Mr. Vincent?'

It was aman'svoice, smooth and modulated. Vincent acknowledged it with afeeble"Y es.”
"Thisis Detective Harrison, of headquarters.”

Vincent's heart legped to his throat.

"Sorry to disturb you, Mr. Vincent," continued the voice. "We are smply checking up on statements that
were given last night by guests of the hotel. | am going to read the data that we have placed on the record
concerning you. Will you please listen carefully?”

"Yes" sad Vincent.

The voice over the telephone came very dowly. Despite his nervousness and darm, Vincent detected an
emphasis on certain words.

"Y ou did not hear the report of apistol. Y ou were caled to the corridor. There were three or four
fellowsthere. The house detective was in the company.”

The voice ceased speaking. Vincent did not reply. He was thinking of the message, in which four words
stood out so prominently: "Report to fellows company.”

"Isthat correct, Mr. Vincent?' came the voice of the man who had called himsdf Detective Harrison.
"That'sright," answered Vincent.
Therecaiver clicked at the other end.

"Just amoment,” caled Vincent. The message had suddenly seemed insufficient. He wanted to hear the
Satement again.

"Sorry," said the operator. ™Y our party has hung up."
Vincent placed the receiver on the hook and began to repeat the words he had just heard:
"Report to fellows company.”

What could be the meaning of thisterse, cryptic statement? Vincent wrote the words on a piece of hotel
sationery, then tore the paper into tiny shreds and threw them in the wastebasket. The message was not
clear; yet he was expected to understand it, and it must certainly be important. For it was amessage from
the man he caled The Shadow.

Vincent paced up and down the room, mentaly repeeting the four words he had learned. ""Report to" -
that part of it was plain. He was to go somewhere and tell what he knew about the affair in Room 1417
that had led to the murder of Scanlon, the shoe salesman from San Francisco.

But what was "fellows company"?What could the words mean? He was to report to "fellows company.”
Helooked at the telephone, and his eye chanced to observe the gray-covered telephone directory.

Perhapsthe clew lay there. He wasto report to "fellows." What was "felows'? A name perhaps. If it
happened to be aname, it might be in the telephone book. That wasit! Fellows! A man named Fellows!

He hurriedly thumbed the pages of the directory under the letter F. He found the name"Fellows." There
were not many persons of that name. He read each listing carefully, and acry of exultation escaped his



lips, asheread thisline:
"Fellows Co., Grandville Bldg."

He paid no attention to the telephone number that followed the name. He was to report, and that would
mean apersond call. He knew the location of the Grandville Building, which was one of upper
Manhattan's newest skyscrapers.

Vincent took out hiswatch. Five minutes after nine. That alowed time for breakfast, and by using a
taxicab he could reach his destination before ten o'clock.

Vincent shaved quickly and finished dressing. He descended to the lobby and |eft the hotel. He stopped
in arestaurant and ordered a quick breakfast.

As he ate, he thumbed the Chinese disk which now reposed in his vest pocket. Perhaps he would soon
know something more about this baffling mystery.

CHAPTER VII. THE INSURANCE BROKER

AN amiable, round-faced gentleman was seated at amahogany desk in an office on the fifteenth floor of
the Grandville Building. It was theinner office of asuite; the door to the outer room was closed, so that
not even the sound of the stenographer's typewriter reached the man's ears.

The gentleman glanced at hiswristwatch and noted that it registered twenty minutes after nine o'clock.
"Timeto start business’, he murmured softly.

He placed apair of large spectacles on his nose, and picked up apile of |ettersthat 1aid on the desk
beside him. He began to sort the mail, dowly and methodically. In one heap went letters addressed:
"Fellows Company.” A few othersbore the name, "Claude H. Fellows," and it was these | etters that
occupied the man'simmediate attention.

Only four of the envel opes bore the personal address, one of which bore no return address. It wasalong
envelope, postmarked New Y ork. Fellows opened it carefully with a paper cutter, and dowly unfolded
the letter within.

So far hisactions had been very leisurely, but as he spread the paper between his chubby hands, he
began to read with greet rapidity. The words had been printed by hand, and they would have been
meaningless to the average reader, for they were composed of jumbled |etters that were
unpronouncesble.

A cryptogram! The codeto the cryptogram likely was smple, for Claude Fellows read it without
difficulty. Evidently the letter was designed to perplex anyone for whom it was not intended, yet the
make-up of the words was doubtless of the variety of cipher that would not be difficult to solveinan
hour'stime.

Fellows finished the document very quickly. At the bottom of it was anumber - 58. He opened a drawer
in the desk and brought out a card which bore numbers from 1 to 100. Every number had been crossed
out, up to and including 57. He made a pencil mark through number 58, and replaced the card in the
drawer.

Fellows drew acigar from his pocket, and lighted it. While he puffed contentedly and gazed toward the
caling, he softly repeated the information that he had received in the message.



While he was thus engaged, the letter lay spread on the desk before him. Slowly, as though eradicated by
an invisible hand, the words of the cryptogram disappeared until nothing remained but a blank sheet of

paper!

"Ladlow murder," mused Fellows. "Thiswas not anticipated. Will requireimmediate attention. Scanlon
murder at Metrolite Hotel. Important. May have been observed by Harry Vincent, our new operétive.
Hewill call today. Question him. Notify meif he hasinformation. If he has, hold him for further
indructions”

The chubby-faced man remained silent for severa minutes as though pondering upon the message. Then,
apparently satisfied that he would not forget its details, he picked up the blank sheet of paper, crumpled it
inaball, and tossed it to the wastebasket.

Having regained hisleisurdly composure, Fellows pressed abuzzer. His stenographer entered a moment
later. Fellows opened the other |etters that were on the desk, read them in an offhanded manner, and
began to dictate replies, dl of which obvioudy referred to matters having to do with hisinsurance
business.

While Fellows was occupied in thiswork - which required considerable time because of hisleisurdy way
- Harry Vincent entered the outer office. Finding no onethere, he sat in achair to wait. He could hear a
man talking in the inner office, and he paid very little attention to the dull, monotonous voi ce speaking of
insurance policies and kindred matters.

The stenographer came into the outer office afew minuteslater. Finding Vincent there, she asked for his
name. This shereported to Fellowsin theinner office, and Vincent was ushered into the private sanctum.

"Seethat | am not disturbed, Miss Carrington,” said the insurance broker. "Please close my door asyou
goout."

When the door had closed behind the stenographer, Fellows motioned Vincent to achair at the opposite
gde of the desk. Then heremoved his spectacles and studied Vincent with acalm gaze that was neither
inquigitive nor too friendly.

Vincent, in turn, wasinterested in the man across the desk. He knew immediately that Fellows was not
the shadowy stranger of the bridge and the imported limousine, but he redlized that there was a definite
connection between the two.

Fellows face wasimpenetrable. It wasthe face of astaid, methodical business man. It revealed nothing
else to the man who inspected it.

"You are Mr. Vincent," said Fellows dowly.
Vincent nodded.

"Y ou weretold to report to me," resumed Fellows.
"Yes

"Before you begin, Mr. Vincent, let me assure you that you are quite safe here. Y ou were posted at the
Metrolite Hotel to watch aman named Scanlon. He was murdered last night. Y ou werein the hotdl at the
time. What do you know about it?*

Vincent hesitated. Wasthisatrap? Did the police suspect that he knew more than he had told in his
meager testimony? Could this prosperous-looking insurance broker be a detective?



Fellows seemed to fathom his suspicions.

"Let mereassureyou,” hesaid. "l cantell you why you were at the Metrolite Hotel. Two nights ago, you
were about to commit suicide, which astranger saw fit to prevent. Following that, you agreed to perform
whatever service this stranger required from you. | represent the one to whom you made that promise.”

"Y ou mean The Shadow?" blurted Vincent, without thinking of giving the name that had formed in his
mind.

Thefaint trace of asmile spread over the chubby face of the insurance broker.
"The Shadow," herepeated. "That iswhat | call him. | see the name occurred to you, aso.”

"Yes" admitted Vincent. "1 can only describe him as ashadow - that came from nowhere and vanished
into nothingness.”

Theinsurance broker nodded thoughtfully.

"That isdl | know about him, too," hereplied. "Likeyou, | have certain dutiesto perform. My duty isto
learn what you have done. So tell me everything.”

Convinced by the man'swords, Vincent lost no timein giving the details of his recent adventures.

Fellowslistened blandly. He evidenced no surprise whatever when he heard of the finding of the Chinese
disk which Vincent handed to him.

When Vincent's story was completed, the insurance broker drew a sheet of paper from the desk drawer,
and thrust apen in abottle of light-blueink. He wrote a short note with calm deliberation, folded the
paper and sealed it carefully in an envelope. He addressed the envel ope and buzzed for the stenographer,
to whom he gavethe letter.

When the girl had gone, he spoke to Vincent again.

"Therewill be areply before noon,” said Fellows. "It may interest you to know that the letter | have just
sent isto aman named Jonas, whom | have never seen. He has an officein an old building on
Twenty-third Street.

"When | first began to receive ingtructions from this man we call The Shadow, | was curious - just asyou
are now. | used to investigate a bit, in the same way that you quizzed the chauffeur of the limousinewhich
took you to the Metrolite.

"So when | wastold to send letters to Jonas, | took the troubleto visit his office. | found it closed, with a
letter chute in the doorway, bearing the Sign, 'Leave Mail Here." | questioned peoplein the building, and
learned that no one there had ever seen the man named Jonas; that his office is dways shut, and never
lighted.

"What happensto thelettersthat go in that mail chuteisamystery to me. But | know that we will receive
areply within one hour.”

Vincent stared wonderingly at the speaker, and Fellows added a further explanation.

"I havetold you thiswith apurpose, Vincent. The methods of the man we call The Shadow are
unfathomable. Heis entirely unconcerned about any methodsyou, |, or any one else may usein an
attempt to discover hisidentity. To him, we are no more than children. | discovered that sometime ago; |



am giving you the information to save you further usdess effort.”
Vincent stroked his chinin speculation.

"Doyoumindif | ask you afew questions, Mr. Fellows?'
"Ask me any question you wish," replied the insurance broker.
"Have you ever seen The Shadow?' quizzed Vincent.

"l don't know."

"Doesheliveherein New Y ork?'

"l don't know."

"What ishispurposein life?'

"l don't know."

"Isheacrook?'

"l don't know."

"Ishe onthe side of the law?'

"l don't know."

Vincent laughed, and even Fellowsindulged in aserious smile.

"You see, Vincent," said the insurance broker, in an affable tone, "I know very little. | receive messages
from The Shadow, and | reply to them. What he writesto me and what | writeto himisal forgotten.
Remember the answer | have given to your questions. Those threewords, 'I| don't know,' are often
useful.”

"Youreright,” admitted Vincent. "I'll remember them.”

"You will excuse mefor awhile" requested Fellows. "Make yoursdf at home, whilel attend to afew
business matters”

Vincent stared from the window and watched the crowds on the streets bel ow, while Fellows used the
telephone to discuss insurance with various dlients.

Thiswhole experience was a puzzle to Vincent, and he wondered what was next in store for him. He il
felt that the Chinese disk which lay on Fellows desk was amost important item in whatever was
developing.

The minutes went by, and Vincent waited patiently. He was beginning to redlize that the ability to be
patient was one of the most important duties expected of him.

He glanced at hiswatch: it registered half past eeven, and he wondered if the reply to Fellows message
would come as soon as the chubby insurance broker expected it.

The stenographer had returned at least a half an hour before; and the door to the outer room was open.

A messenger boy entered the outer office, bearing an envelope. The stenographer signed for it and



brought it in to Fellows's desk. The insurance man was busy at the phone, and paid no attention to the
envelopefor five minutes. Then he roseleisurely and closed the door to the outer office.

He picked up the envelope, unfolded aletter, and stood by the window reading, while Vincent watched
him curioudy. The chubby man had donned his spectacles, but when he had finished his perusd of the
letter, he removed his glasses and |ooked at Vincent.

"I have an explanation for you," he said. "1 am ingructed to inform you regarding certain matterswhich
have puzzled you. Firgt, we will discuss the Chinese disk, and the man named Scanlon.

"Scanlon came from San Francisco. He was to take the disk to a Chinese named Wang Foo, to-day, a
three o'clock. Y ou areto go in Scanlon's place.

"Y ou will say nothing to Wang Foo. Simply show him the disk, and he will give you a seded package.
Y ou will bring that package hereto me.

"Two men besides Scanlon knew the purpose of that disk. One of them was Steve Cronin. He has | eft
New Y ork. The other, agangster called Croaker, waskilled last night. Somehow, his associates learned
that he had double-crossed them. They murdered him, and he had no opportunity to mention the matter
of the Chinese disk, even if he had intended to do so.

"In order that your journey may be safe, you will enter ataxicab at the corner of Forty-fifth and
Broadway at exactly two o'clock this afternoon. It will be agreen cab, and you will recognizeit by the
chauffeur, who will be wearing a cap with agreen band.

"The cab will carry you to a Chinese tea shop. Enter and pass through to the rear. Ask to see Wang Foo.
Upon leaving the teashop with the package, you will find the same cab awaiting you. It will bring you
back to the corner of Forty-fifth Street and Broadway. From there, you must come here immediately.”

"What ingtructions shdl | give the cab driver?' questioned Vincent.
"Any that you please,” replied Fellows. "Hewill smply follow the ordersthat he has aready received.”

The insurance broker picked up the disk and gave it to Vincent, who replaced it in his vest pocket.
Fellows opened the door, conducted Vincent through the outer office.

"Sorry | can't have lunch with you, Vincent," said the insurance broker. "I'll see you later. Good-by, old
chap.”

In hishand, Fellows gill held the mysterious letter; but up to this moment, Vincent had had no
opportunity to seeitswritten sde. Now, asthe door was closing, something happened that caused
Vincent to stand in the halway, gaping in astonishment.

Fellows had carelessly turned his hand so that the written Side of the letter was directly toward Vincent's
eyes. And as the young man had unconscioudy sought to scrutinize the writing, he had been amazed to
observe that the letter was a blank sheet of paper!

CHAPTER VIII. THE TEA SHOP OF WANG TOO

THE taxicab was rolling through the side Streets of Manhattan. Harry Vincent wondered where it was
carrying him. For haf an hour the driver had been following acircling, twisting course that seemed to lead
nowhere.

Vincent had hailed the cab at the stroke of two o'clock. He had recognized the green band on the



driver's hat. He had given instructions to be taken to the Grand Central Station, and the cab driver had
not followed his orders. That was proof enough that Vincent wasin the right cab.

He had looked for the familiar card that isin every New Y ork cab, showing the driver's picture and his
name. There was no such card in this cab. It had evidently been removed.

He had found himsalf wondering who the driver might be. Another agent of The Shadow? Perhapsit was
The Shadow himself! The man was wearing a coat with alarge collar, and the top of the coat had been
turned up so that only thetip of hisnosewasin view.

Whoever the man might be, he was familiar with the city, for the cab had made so many turnsand twists
that VVincent had given up wondering where he might be.

He knew, though, that the driver was not trying to confuse him; for any stregt-corner sgn might give the
correct location. It was obvious that the man at the wheel was making sure that no car was following the
cab.

The Chinese disk was gtill safely embedded in Vincent's pocket. He felt the tiny talisman and speculated
upon itsimportance. By merely showing this, he was to receive a package - a package which he must
bring back to Fellows, the insurance broker.

That would be easy. He could not see any danger impending. Y et the mysterious course of the cab
indicated that the mission might not be a safe one.

Glancing at hiswatch, Vincent noted that it was nearly three o'clock. That wasthe hour of his
appointment with Wang Foo - the appointment he was to keep in place of the murdered Scanlon.
Evidently the dead shoe salesman was not known to the Chinese tea merchant. The disk aonewould be
accepted as his badge of identity.

Finaly the cab pulled up in front of asqualid building on the edge of Chinatown. The driver opened the
door, and presented Vincent with aticket. Vincent paid the bill; this was evidently intended as anatura
procedure to dismiss the suspicions of any watchers on the street.

The cab pulled away before Vincent had an opportunity to note the driver's face, which was till hidden
by his coat collar.

The building was three stories high. There were plate-glass windows in the front; and they were piled
with teaboxesin disorderly arrangement. The windows were covered with Chinese characters, but over
the door appeared in English letters the name "Wang Foo."

Vincent entered and found himsdlf in acombination sales-and-storage room. There was acounter at the
right, and piles of boxes a the left. The room was extremely narrow, but very long. It was dirty and
uninviting, dimly lit by two gasjets hung from the ceiling.

A Chinaman behind the counter eyed Vincent curioudy, but did not speak.

Vincent walked nonchdantly through the room. There was asolid wall a the back, but he paid no
atention to that fact until he had arrived at the end of the room. Then he discovered adoor, to theright,
partly obscured by piles of teaboxes. He tried the door, but found it locked.

The Chinaman behind the counter had silently followed him through the room. Vincent was dightly
gartled asthe Celegtia plucked his deeve and spoke In pidgin English.

"Who you wanee see?"'



"Wang Foo."

"Not home."

"Oh, but heis"

The Chinaman shook his head.

Vincent became commanding.

"You tell Wang Foo | want to see him."

"Not home," replied the Chinaman. "I tellee you not home."
"l have come along way - from California" said Vincent meaningly.
The Chinaman quickly nodded at Vincent'slast words.
"Me lookee. Me see. Maybe Wang Foo comee home.”
"All right," declared Vincent impatiently. "Make it snappy."

The Celestid tapped on the upper panel of the door. It opened inward. Vincent was startled for a
moment, then he saw that it was asmple sort of trap opening that he had not noticed in the darkness.

The Chinaman spoke in his native tongue.

A mumbled reply came from within the door. The Chinaman answered, and there was a conversation of
three or four minutes. The trap closed; the Chinaman stepped away, and the door opened to admit
Vincent.

The vigtor stepped into darkness and found himsdlf a the foot of aflight of Sairs. A large heavily built
Chinaman was before him, scarcely visible in the darkness. The Mongol spokein English.

"Come."

Vincent went up the steps, which were dmost pitch-dark. The guide was afew feet ahead, his
light-colored robe enabling the American to follow. At the top of the stepstherewas aturn, and Vincent
emerged with the Chinaman into an entryway that was lighted by asingle, low-turned gasjet. A massive
door of teakwood blocked the way.

The Chinese guide knocked four times.
The door opened and the big Chinaman motioned Vincent to enter. The door closed behind him.

After al the squalor he had seen downgtairs, Vincent was amazed by the room in which he now stood. It
was asquare room, fairly large, and exquisitely furnished. The wall was draped with huge tapestries
covered with golden dragons embroidered on black backgrounds.

Theroom wasdimly lighted, but evidently dectricity was used, the lamps being masked behind silken
shades. Furniture of al descriptions was about the room; beautiful, thick Chinese rugs covered thefloor.

The smell of incense cameto Vincent, and he noted a burner, shaped in the form of atiny temple, that
stood on ataboret in one corner.

At thefar side of the room was asort of desk, with huge thick legs that ended at the bottom in dragon



claws. Behind this odd piece of furniture sat an ancient Chinaman. He wore a crimson tunic that buttoned
tight about his neck, which bore agolden dragon upon its front. The Chinaman wore thick, heavy
gpectacles, and blinked dowly as he looked impassively at hisvisitor.

Vincent stood for amoment in redl surprise; then he suddenly remembered hismission. It was advisable
that he should express no amazement in this room.

He assumed a matter-of-fact pose and walked deliberately across the floor to the desk where the old
Chinaman sat.

He knew that this must be Wang Foo, the teamerchant. There was no need for introduction. Gaining
confidence, Vincent reached into hisvest pocket, removed the disk with the Chinese characters, and
exhibited it on the pam of his hand, which he thrust close to the Chinaman's eyes.

Wang Foo nodded knowingly.
He rose and bowed.
Vincent returned the bow and dropped the disk back into his vest pocket.

Old Wang Foo tottered across the room. Vincent watched him curioudy as Wang Foo went to a
miniature pagoda standing in a corner near the door.

Asthe Chinaman stooped and pressed a secret spring in the pagoda, his visitor noticed astrange
occurrence. The shadow of the old Chinaman seemed to lengthen, across the floor and up the wall.

Startled, Vincent looked al about him, suspecting that some other person was in the room.
He saw only the black tapestries, which were motionless,

When Vincent looked at Wang Foo the old Chinaman had turned, and was holding two articlesin his
hands. one alarge sedled package, the other asmall teakwood box.

Vincent advanced to receive the package, but the Chinaman brushed by him and returned to the desk.

Seated there, he laid both objects on the table. He pressed hisright hand upon the package as though to
draw it to him, and with hisleft he pushed the little box acrossthetable.

"Unlock," said Wang Foo.

"Unlock what?" asked Vincent.

The sound of the voices seemed ominous in the midst of the curtained room.
"The box," said Wang Foo.

Vincent was puzzled.

"How can | unlock the box?" he demanded.

The old Chinaman leaned back in his chair and stared through his heavy glasses.
"Withthekey," hesaid dowly.

Vincent did not reply.



"Y ou have the key?" questioned Wang Foo quietly.
Hisvigtor remained slent.

"Strange,” murmured the old Chinaman, and Vincent wondered at the excellence of his English. "Strange.
Y ou have no key. No key from my friend, Wu Sun. Y et Wu Sun sent you?"

The name was unfamiliar to Vincent. He was on the point or nodding, but suddenly feared that he might
betray himself. He looked steadily at Wang Foo, seeking some clew asto the answer he should give, but
the old Mongol's face stayed impassive.

"No key from Wu Sun," said Wang Foo, camly. "My friend, Wu Sun, has sent his men before; dways
with that same disk - the token of Hoang-Ho - which you carry.

"But | sent amessage to Wu Sun, six months ago. | said: "It is not the part of wisdom to rely upon one
token only. Hereisthe key to alittle box. Let the messenger carry it, and unlock the box for me. Then |
shall know it isthe true messenger.™

The dow, cold, monotonous words of the old Chinaman thrust terror into Vincent's heart. But he
steadied himsdlf and became quite cam as he shrugged his shoulders, and replied:

"Wu Sun said nothing to me about a key. He gave me the token only. He must have forgotten the key."
Wang Foo pointed one finger upward.
"Wu Sun never forgets," he announced.

The uplifted finger turned and pointed straight at Vincent. The significance of it suddenly dawned upon
thevigtor. It wasasgnal!

Vincent turned quickly, but he was too late. From the tapestries at the sides of the room, two giant
Chinamen had aready emerged.

Before he could raise ahand to res <, Vincent was stretched upon the floor, hisarms pinned behind his
back, and his feet bound with leather thongs!

CHAPTER IX. THE ROOM OF DOOM

VINCENT had been lying for afull hour on the floor of Wang Foo's elegant den. His hands and feet
were bound with leather straps that would not yield; a silken gag prevented him from crying out for help.

The old tea merchant paid no more attention to him than if he had been a part of the furnishings of the
room. Vincent could watch the bespectacled Mongol as hewrote at his desk. Wang Foo was a
mild-appearing Chinaman, but nothing in his actions brought hope to the captive American.

The Chinese disk - the token of Hoang-Ho - had been taken from Vincent's pocket, but he had not been
injured in any way.

What would Wang Foo do next? Vincent had pondered upon the question ever since his capture. There
seemed to be no answer.

At lagt, after minutes that seemed endless, Wang Foo arose from his desk and walked with tottering
stepsto a corner where Vincent could see a Chinese gong. The aged Celestia tapped the gong four
times. Ingtantly, the two huge Chinese regppeared from behind the tapestries.



"Clever old chap," said Vincent to himsdf. "Has two strong men aways ready. The place |ooked
harmless enough when | camein.”

Wang Foo pointed a birdlike claw toward the prostrate captive hel pless on the floor. Without further
ado, thetwo yelow giantslifted Vincent, and carried him to the door. Wang Foo opened it for them.

In the hallway, as though by secret understanding, they were joined by the Chinaman who had first met
Vincent in the shop and who had guided him to Wang Foo's apartment. He it was who took the lead,
jangling aring of large, brasskeys. The two with Vincent for burden, followed. Wang Foo brought up the
rear.

The party proceeded up a steep, side stairway which Vincent had not observed upon hisarriva. The
Celegtia with the keys unlocked door after door for them. There were many doors, and the unlocking of
each was made allittle ceremony.

At lagt, following aconfusing journey, they entered a cell-like chamber. It waslighted by afaint share of
daylight which trickled through asmall, barred window.

There Vincent was deposited. Four posts surrounded him; awooden collar supported his neck; his
ankles rested upon asimilar, semi-circular device which was open at the top.

Staring upward, Vincent saw avague shape looming from above. And, as his eyes became accustomed
to thedim light, he was able to identify this as the sharp blade of a huge cleaver suspended from upright

posts.

The men were engaged in thrusting a chain benegth Vincent'sarms.

Momentarily struck by panic, Vincent attempted to struggle to hisfeet. At once, one of his captors
pounced upon hislegs, pinning them down. Then Vincent felt asecond chain being wound about his
ankles. Then followed the click of padlocks.

Thelesther thongs wereleft in position, aswdl. Vincent found it impossible to move his body; his
position seemed barren of hope.

Wang Foo clapped hisleathery hands. The three Chinamen left.

"Y ou have made agreat mistake," said the ancient Celestid in his even-toned, perfect English. "For this
you will know your doom. We who come from the land of Chinado not delight in torture, athough the
ignorant say we do. We give quick death - the death that you will experience.”

He stepped back. Vincent followed him with his eyes, and saw the old Chinaman lift achain from the
gresat cleaver that loomed from above.

"When thischainisreleased,” explained Wang Foo, in apitiless voice, "the great knifewill fal and end
your life. It will be quick that you will fed no pain.

Wang Foo replaced the chain.

"I, mysdlf,” he said, "shdl let the great knife fal. From my own room, the mere touch of my hand will do
the work. None up here can stop it. But, lest my plan should fail, | shall leave aguard to watch you.”

He clapped hishandsfour times. A short, bland-faced Chinaman appeared in the doorway. Wang Foo
gave ingructionsin Chinese, and the other man bobbed his head.



"The exact moment of your desth,” said old Wang Foo, again addressing his prisoner, "will be arranged
beforehand.”

Heturned to the new arrival and took from him a huge hourglass, which he set on the sl besde the
barred window. Vincent could see the glass plainly. The sand was dl in the bottom.

"Inmy study,” continued Wang Foo, "is another hourglass - the mate of thisone. Both aretrueto the last
grain. The sands which pour from one are equaled by the sands from the other. Both will begin to fal at
the same moment. When the last grain hasfalen in the glass upon my desk, | shall release the grest knife.
Y ou will know that moment if you watch the glass upon the window.

"Soyou seel shdl bekindto you. | shdl give you one hour to live, and let you watch that hour asit
departs.”

Wang Foo bowed deeply and left the room. The other Chinaman remained, leaning in the doorway,
watching Vincent intently. A few minutes|ater, agong struck from aroom below.

Hearing the muffled sound, the Chinaman in the doorway pattered to the window-sill and inverted the
hourglass. The prisoner could seethefirst grains of sand asthey began to fal.

The Chinaman was back in the doorway, till on guard, and the moments were passing.

Vincent's eyes remained upon the hourglass. The dow, regular faling of the sandswas fascinating. But, as
he saw the little mound increase in the lower portion of the glass, the full fear of death crept over him.,

He strove to release the bonds which held him. He worked frantically, exerting hisfull strength.
At last he was exhausted. He had not moved his body the fraction of aninch.

His eyes sought the Chinaman who guarded the door. He could see him in the gloom, but he could not
cry out to the man, because of the silken gag in his mouth.

It meant nothing, however. It would be usdlessto plead with the accomplice of Wang Foo.

Vincent turned his eyestoward the hourglass. Nearly half of the sand had dropped. He could picture the
other glassin Wang Foo's den; the old Mongol there, writing, apparently unnoticing, but ways watching
from the corner of hiseye, asthe sandsfell in the glass upon the desk. "Quick death!" thought Vincent
and shuddered.

A second Chinaman appeared in the doorway. Vincent became aware of this when he heard amumbled
conversation. Thefirst man departed, the newcomer remained on guard.

Evidently Wang Foo |left nothing to chance. He was switching the watchers during the course of the hour
so that athoroughly aert guard would surely be on duty.

The grains of sand were faling with the same meaningful monaotony. It was as though they were grains of
sugar sweetening the cup of life - for right then and there the man who had but recently tried to take his
own lifewasfinding thet life very worth theliving.

Vincent attempted to forget the ominous glass that was spelling out the fragment of earthdom which
remained. He sought to locate human aid, and, athough his better judgment told him it was usdess, his
eyes sought the face of the Chinese guard.

The Mongol waslooking straight before him, obliviousasanidol. Hisface waslike adull yellow globein



the semidarkness coming to the room. The afternoon was waning; the insufficient light in the little room of
death made it difficult to distinguish objects. Y et the sharp, heavy cleaver above the doomed man's head
was plain enough to Vincent's eyes.

Only afew minutes more, and that messenger of destruction would performitsgridy task!

The prisoner tried to groan, but even that action was suppressed by the silken bandage between hisjaws.
Hislipswere dry; his eyeswere saring; his breath camein fitful partings. He looked once more at the
huge hourglass. The lower bowl was nearly filled; only asmall amount of sand remained to run its

course!

Another Chinaman came to the door. The mumble there attracted Vincent's attention, and he was glad to
turn hismind from that fearful glass. Evidently another guard had arrived, even though the hour was nearly
ended.

The two Chinese talked deliberately in their native language. The new guard took his position, yet the
other remained and pointed significantly to the body on the floor.

His action was easy to interpret. The fiend wanted to remain and watch the death stroke. But his
companion gesticulated and talked in acommanding voice. The old guard pattered hastily away to report
to hismaster.

The sandswere dmost gone; only afew remained to fdll.
The prisoner cast apitiful ook toward the new guard, but saw no mercy there.

The new Chinaman left his post, and, coming close, leaned over the victim. His face seemed hideousin
the gloom of the darkening room. There was adevilish leer upon hisyellow lips, as he bent low beside
Vincent.

Expecting thefdl of the knife of degth, Vincent cast one more look toward the window. The top half of
the hourglass was nearly empty; he could amost count the last few grainsasthey fell.

But something strange was happening! The wicked-looking Chinaman was at hisside, forcing and
pressing at the padlock which held the chain about the prisoner'sarms.

Now the hourglass was empty at the top!

There was asharp click; the chain loosened. Vincent's eyes turned upward, and he saw the huge cleaver
tremblefor its plunge. A powerful arm was benegath his neck; his head was swung forward and upward,
just asthe mighty knife descended.

The edge of thefaling blade whizzed past the top of Vincent's head. He could fed the rush of air asit
went by. It struck the floor with atremendous crash, cheated of itsvictim at the last possible moment!

CHAPTER X. THE FIGHT IN THE GLOOM

THE short, squatty Chinaman was forcing the padlock, which bound the captive's feet to the lower posts.
The rescued man was leaning back, exhausted by his orded. His head was propped againgt the heavy
cleaver that had falen afraction of a second too |ate.

Therewas ancther click; the chain was loosened at Vincent's feet. But would the Chinaman cut the
bonds and remove the gag?



Vincent's mind was working clearly now, and his heart sank.

Perhaps thiswas not arescue. No friend could have penetrated to the depths of thisfiendish lair. It must
be another trick of the ruthless Wang Foo - to save his victim from one expected death only to conceive
amoreterrifying torture for him.

Therewas asound at the doorway. Y es, there they were - the three giant Chinamen who had brought
him to this dreadful room. They must have cometo carry him away again, Vincent supposed.

The short, squatty Celestia turned his head at the sound of footsteps. He rose, and Vincent expected him
to greet companions. But thiswas not to be.

Eveninthat dim light, the prisoner could see the look of amazement on the faces of the three giants. He
could hear their angered hisses asthey dashed into the room.

Sharp knives gleamed as the two leading Chinamen threw themselves at the rescuer who had released
Vincent. Thelittle, chunky man seemed to cower and draw away.

But, asthe two giants were dmost upon them, astrange thing happened.

The little Chinaman grew large; his body seemed to spread upward to almost afoot above hisformer
height!

The stranger's arm shot through the gloom to catch thefirst of the Chinese giants squardly upon the chin.
The monster staggered then dumped to the floor. His companion jumped in, swinging aswift, upward
knife-thrust for the midsection of Vincent's rescuer.

With surprising dacrity, the latter turned his body and caught the wrist of his attacker. The huge yelow
man was catapulted through the air, his knife skidding harmlessy across the room.

Meanwhile, the third Wang Foo minion was not idle. Thinking histwo companions could handle the
active opposition, he had turned to the captive lashed upon the floor.

He had stood for a short space of time contemplating he who had so miraculously escaped the cleaver.
Then, having evidently decided to make up for the cleaver'sfailure, he drew hisknife and tested its point
with hisfingerswhile awicked light shone from his squinting eyes.

Shortly thereafter he poised the knife above Vincent's breast, then started his arm downward on its
death-dedling journey. A strange, terrifying laugh suddenly pierced the room and Vincent closed his

eyes.

That which followed was utter black confusion to Vincent. Only in amore peaceful interlude thereafter
could hefigure out the action that likely had transpired. Once again his unknown rescuer must have
served him when sorely needed.

The stranger, Vincent decided, must have hurtled himself upon the back of Vincent's attacker. For the
huge Chinaman now lay motionless upon the floor, pierced to death by hisown knife!

But there was no time then to ask questions. One of the two opponents who had earlier been temporarily
accounted for had now recovered, and was wading in. Without pausing for breath, Vincent's rescuer
legped from the floor, and, seizing the remaining giant by the arms, swung him over his shoulder, and
carried him, struggling but helpless, to the door. With one grest heave he flung the huge man headiong
downthedairs. A great thump, and the groan that followed was sufficient proof that the third of Wang
Foo'swarriorswould fight no more.



The strange Chinaman, Vincent noticed, had resumed his squatty appearance. Picking up one of the
knives, he cut Vincent's bonds and helped the prisoner to his feet. He drew Vincent to the window,
where the cooling air of dusk brought new strength to the weakened American.

Opening his coat, the Chinaman dropped a coil of rope that had been wound about his body. He
fastened an end of the rope to one of the barsin the window, and fitted the other end about Vincent's
wad.

"Lean againg thewal," hewhispered in perfect English. "Rest until | make an opening. Then you can
drop to safety. The aley will take you to the street. Y our cab will be waiting there.”

Vincent was too weak to do more than nod. The room was now almost dark. He could see nothing but
the shadowy form of the Chinaman who had rescued him. Then he observed the man's hands at the
window.

They were dender hands, but they seemed to possess tremendous power. They were working at a bar,
which was set firmly in the framework of the window. It ssemed incredible that any human being could
move that rod of iron; but as Vincent watched, he saw it bend - just the fraction of an inch.

The hands continued their work. The bar wasyielding now, only atrifle more than before. The minutes
were moving by; they were precious minutes, Vincent knew. The dim, powerful hands worked on.

The bar had assumed the form of a curve. Then suddenly the hands ceased to twist it. They were
motionless, and Vincent knew that the man in the dark was listening. There was perfect slencefor a
momen.

Then, from the depths of the floor below, came four strokes of a Chinese gong.

The hands became active again. The bar began to move. It budged backward and forward, from sideto
sde. Suddenly it sngpped from its moorings, and the hands pulled it inward. The opening between the
next bar and the window-frame was just large enough for a man to squeeze through.

"Hurry," came the whisper from the gloom. "Through the window."

Vincent clambered to the sill. He grasped the bar to which the rope had been attached, and pulled his
body to the position desired. His rescuer, now invisible in the darkness, helped him push hisway to the
outer air.

"Steady,” came the whisper. "Make sure you have the upper end of the rope. Let yoursalf down easily.
Therewill betime

Footsteps were stamping up the stairs. There was the sound of voices, haf shouting in Chinese.

Vincent poised himsalf upon the outer edge of the window-sill. Hisrescuer had left him. He wasfaint,
and he hdd himsdf there, while he breethed the refreshing air.

The scenein the room commanded his attention. While it lasted, he was transfixed; unable to find strength
to lower himsdf to safety.

Bright flashlights gleamed from the doorway. Before their glare came four more of Wang Foo's men,
each with aready knife. In the center of the room crouched the squatty Chinaman - if Chinaman he were
- waiting for the onrush of his opponents.

Asthe men moved forward with aweird cry of triumph, thelittle man grew large again, and it seemed



that he strangely chuckled. His hand swung upward, holding the iron bar that he had wrested from the
window. His shadow, passing over the floor and up the farther wall, ood behind him like ahuge, living
mongter.

Into the mass of Chinamen he sprang. Hisiron club swung right and left with mighty force. Hisenemies
went sprawling to the floor. The men behind, who held the lights, were routed by the attack. Bodiesfell
tumbling through the doorway, and the lights went with them. In one vaiant thrugt, this amazing stranger
had smashed hisway to safety!

AsVincent's hands grasped the rope, and he began his precarioustrip to the ground, he heard an
exultant sound come up the Sairway.

It was along, mocking laugh; a strange, unaccountable laugh; alaugh that would chill the heart of aman
who had never known fear.

That parting jibe told the true identity of the strange rescuer who had chosen a Chinese disguise to enter
the house of Wang Foo. Harry Vincent had heard the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI. A BAFFLING MYSTERY

HARRY VINCENT reclined comfortably once morein an armchair in hisroom at the Metrolite Hotel.
Three days had e apsed since the thrilling episode at the house of Wang Foo, the Chinese tea merchant,
and the memory of his close escape from destruction still brought chillsto Vincent's spine.

He could hardly remember what had happened after his escape to the aleyway behind Wang Foo's
domicile. He knew that he had somehow managed to stagger to the Street; that the driver of the green
taxi had helped him into the cab, and that he had been brought directly to the Metrolite Hotel, where he
had managed to pull himsdlf together sufficiently to reach hisroom.

But these were smplefactsthat came asrecollections. Asto the actual details of hisreturn, hismind was
blank.

He had visited Fellows, the insurance broker, at ten o'clock the following morning. He had said nothing
of his adventures on the outskirts of Chinatown, he redized that the quiet, round-faced insurance man
had probably aready been informed of the facts. His conference with Fellows had been very brief.

Inthe quiet of theinner office, Fellows had told him to enjoy himself until further notice, but to spend his
idle moments to good use: namely, to read the front pages of the newspapers, and to absorb all details of
any goriesthat pertained to murder.

This, initself, had been atask. For three days, one specific crime had continued to dominate the
headlines of the daily journals. That was the robbery and murder which had been committed at the home
of Geoffrey Laidlow, in the fashionable suburb of Holmwood, Long Idand. To date, the police had found
themsealves checkmated.

The available facts of the case were definitely accepted. Geoffrey Laidlow had been living at home,
athough hisfamily was away. It was his custom to go out nearly every evening, accompanied by his
secretary. On the night of his degath, he and the secretary had returned shortly before eleven o'clock.

Burgess, the secretary, had witnessed the actua murder. He explained that he and Mr. Laidlow had
entered the house quietly, and had gone into the library, closing the door behind them. The millionaire had
intended to sign some | etters, so Burgess waited, wearing his hat, coat, and gloves, ready to take the mail
to the post office.



Before sgning theletters, Mr. Laidlow had searched for abook on one of the shelves, and, finding it, had
scarcely opened the volume before he stopped and listened.

Some one had moved in the study acrossthe hdl, where the safe was | ocated.

Acting on the spur of the moment, the millionaire opened the library door and rushed acrossthe hal,
There he surprised aman rifling the safe. The burglar drew agun and shot him at close range.

The secretary had reached the hdl in time to hear the pistol's report, and to seeitsflash from the dark
study.

He grappled with the burglar asthe man emerged into the dimly lighted hall. He, too, was avictim of the
murderer's gunfire; a shot struck hisarm and caused aflesh wound. Burgess had staggered for amoment;
and had then followed the fleeing robber to the end of the hall, where the man had escaped through an
open window.

The murderer was carrying the large box that contained the Laidlow jewds. In vaulting through the
window, he had dropped hisrevolver, for it was found on the grass outside.

Burgess, weakened by hiswound, had not followed the escaping man. Both the butler and the va et had
heard the pistol shots. They had run down the stairs, half-dressed, and had arrived just after the murderer

had disappeared.

A neighbor of the millionaire was Ezekid Bingham, aceebrated crimina lawyer. Bingham had been
passing the Laidlow home when the shots werefired. He had pulled his car to astop at thefirst shot.
Hence histestimony took up the story where the secretary had | eft off.

The window of the hall opened toward the street, but the house was set back among the trees. By the
gleam of an arc light, the lawyer had plainly witnessed the murderer's flight. He stated that the man had
amost falen, but had caught himself and dashed off acrossthe lawn and through ahedge.

Bingham had observed that the man was carrying what appeared to be abox. Redizing that he could not
take up the pursuit - the lawyer was an elderly man - Bingham had entered the Laidlow home.

It was he who had notified the police of the crime.

There were other witnesses: the cook, the housemaid, and the chauffeur. But their testimony was virtualy
without apparent value.

The police had quizzed the secretary, and found his story clear and acceptable. He had been inthe
employ of Geoffrey Laidlow for five years, and was ardative of the millionairéswife. HewasLadlow's
confidential man; he knew that the jewels were kept in the safe, but had never been given the
combination. He was aman of known honesty; and Ezekidl Bingham's statements substantiated those of
Burgess.

The secretary had been treated for hiswound, and was on hand when the millionaire's family - Mrs.
Laidlow and two sons - arrived at their home.

The description of the burglar indicated a man of medium height, wearing adark suit and ablack mask,
who weighed between one hundred and forty and one hundred and fifty pounds. Burgess had given this
information, and Bingham had coincided.

With such an excellent beginning, the police had expected many clews, particularly after the rapid flight of
the murderer. But they were disgppointed.



The grass on the front lawn was thick; the ground was quite dry, and not the trace of afootprint could be
discovered.

There were no clewsin the study. Some articles had been removed from the safe and scattered upon the
floor of the room. There was nothing among the safe's contents of great value - except the jewels, which
were missing.

There were no traces of finger prints upon the dids of the safe. The mechanism was an ancient one; the
burglar had opened it without resort to tools. The indications were that he was probably afair expertin
the questionable science of safe cracking.

The revolver gave no clew. It had belonged to the millionaire, and he had kept it within the safe.

The burglar had evidently found it there, and had killed Geoffrey Laidlow with the millionaires own
wespon. Thetwo bullets - the one that had pierced Laidlow's brain and the one extracted from the
secretary's arm - were found to have been fired from the same pistol. There were no finger prints upon
the firearm.

Thefact that the millionaire's own gun had been used in committing the murder accounted for the
burglar's readiness to part with the weapon after he had dropped it.

All thisinformation was no more enlightening to Harry Vincent, as he read the news accounts, than it had
been to the police. He was glad that he was not a police detective. He regarded the mystery as
completely baffling.

Nevertheless, he read the hundreds of details that went with the murder story, including such items asthe
early life of Geoffrey Laidlow, the place the millionairés wife held in society, and numerous other facts
which led him nowhere,

Harry studied the pictures of the millionaire's estate, the newspaper diagrams of the house, the graphic
drawingswhich illustrated the various positions of the participants, including that of the chauffeur running
infrom the garage a the rear.

The police were working every device and pulling every cord which might unloosen theravel. Harry
Vincent realized the importance that the police of today place upon crude, but often effective, methods.

Y et it seemed to him that amaster thinker could untangle the snarl more surely. There must be some
clew, some opening, which reason could discover while commonplace sysemswerefailing. Still, aman
who runsin the dark, and is fortunate enough to leave no telltale footprints, isindeed a difficult quarry.

Harry could see no purpose in studying the details of this crime. But hisinstructions had been definite,
and he owed so much to The Shadow that it would be both unfair and unwise not to have obeyed
orders.

Harry reached the point where he could picture the entire layout of the Laidlow grounds, and every
sdient detail of the house itslf.

On the other hand, the Scanlon murder, Harry was pleased to note, had been relegated to the back
pages. Thiswasared rdlief; it seemed to have been forgotten.

Harry read the few reports concerning it, and here he drew a definite conclusion. Steve Cronin was not
named, but it seemed obvious that he had been recogni zed about the hotel, or possibly some"stool” had
squesaled. Knowing their man, the police were probably using the dragnet and communicating with other
cities.



Harry congratulated himsdf that he had comein for no further questioning about the affair. Since his
adventure at Wang Foo's, it no longer seemed to him of great consequence.

Harry's passveinvestigations of the factsin the Laidlow murder were occupying his mornings, for he had
been ingtructed to remain in his hotel room until eleven o'clock every day. Thewhole busnesswaslikea
vacation.

He had received a package containing a book of blank checks on alarge Manhattan bank. Evidently
deposits would be made in his name to cover any expenditures. That alone was asource of red
satisfaction.

So, on thismorning of the third day, he was comfortable and indolent, idly speculating what the future
might bring, when the telephone's ringing interrupted.

Helifted the receiver to recognize the voice of Fellows.
"Mr. Vincent," camethewords, "I would like to see you thismorning -"
The telephone clicked. He had been cut off.

Therewas no emphasisin the message. Y et its meaning was obvious. Fellows himsdlf had terminated the
conversation, knowing that Vincent would redlize his presence was desired at the Broadway insurance
office

Donning hishat and coat, Harry |eft the hotel and headed for the Grandville Building. He knew a
sensation of keen interest. Somehow, idleness was becoming an annoyance. The rest after his adventure
with the dangerous Chinese had been welcome, but he knew that he could never be content with
enforced, continued inactivity.

He was ushered into Fellowsss private office. The chubby, deliberate man behind the desk was
discoursing upon everybody's need for insurance with his stenographer for audience. But when the girl
had |eft the room, the insurance broker quietly changed histopic of conversation.

"Y ou have followed my indructions?* he asked.

"Regarding the newspapers?' questioned Harry.

"Yes"

"I've read about the Laidlow murder.”

"How doesit impressyou?"

"It isextremely confusing.”

Felowsamiled faintly.

"Y ou would make agood police detective," he said in hisdow voice. "Those fellows are perplexed.”
"That'sagood excusefor me," said Vincent. "l suppose | have aright to be perplexed, too."

"l do not ask for excuses,” answered Fellows. "I merely want to know if you have done the work of
reading the newspapers.”

"l have"



"Good. Then you are ready for the next step.”
"What isthat?'

"To go to Holmwood."

"For how long?'

"Until you arerecdled.”

Vincent nodded, and awaited further information.

"You will stay a Holmwood Arms," explained Fellows. "It isnot far from the Laidlow home. A room has
been reserved for you there. If any one questions your occupation, give theimpression that you are an
author who has amoderate income from alegacy. Can you use atypewriter?"

"After afashion.”

"Buy aportable, then. Takeit with you. Useit occasionaly.”
"Vey wel."

"You driveacar, don't you?'

"When | have one."

"You will have one. A coupeisout there now. It has been delivered to the Holmwood Arms garage. It is
aused car, but in excdlent condition. It will give the ideathat you have been driving consderably about
the country.”

The prospect of his new assignment was pleasing to Harry Vincent.

"I have learned,” resumed Fellows, "that you have aNew Y ork driver'slicense. That fitsin well with the
plans. It saves cons derable annoyance, such as passing driving tests. Do you have the card with you?"

"Hereitis"

"Fine. You areagood driver?'

"Reasonably good.”

"Then you can use the car for most purposes. Comeinto the city withiit, if you wish.”
"When shdl | comeinto the city?

"Only when you receive word from me. | may summon you fairly often. In your assumed capacity of a
writer, it would be natura for you to comein occasiondly. Always carry abriefcase, containing some
typewritten shets.”

Fellowsrested his elbows on the arm of his chair locked his hands, and set his chin upon them.

"Y ou have probably guessed the purpose of your trip to Holmwood," he said. "During your stay there,
you will learn whatever you can about the Laidlow murder. Do not act as a detective or an investigator.
Simply keep your ears open for anything they may pick up. Try to see or observe any one who may
know anything about it. Note any unusual activities on the part of any of those people.



"Y ou may even mention the subject yoursdlf if you see an opportunity of starting discusson. Ask afew
questions here and there, but do it casudly.

"Do not let the subject worry you. Even if you seem to be drawing blanks, keep on playing the game. Do
not forget asingle detail that you may discover. Each item isimportant although seemingly trivid to you.
Hold dl information in your mind. If you think you have learned something unusud, or if you have
accumulated amultitude of detalls, report directly to me. Otherwise, wait until | call you."

"How shdl | report?’ asked Harry.
"Alwaysin person.”
"How will you communicate with me?

"Asl did to-day, if | wish to see you. Perhaps you may hear from some one el se - through emphasized
words."

"| undergtand.”

Theinsurance broker studied Harry silently. Then he unfolded his hands and leaned back in hischair,
indicating that the interview was nearing itsend.

"Listen carefully,” he said. Y ou may receive aletter - perhaps severd. They will bewritteninasmple
code - certain |etters of the alphabet substituted for others. Hereisthe code." He passed a sedled
envelope across the desk. "There are very few subgtitutions, so you can memorize them quickly. Destroy
this as soon asyou have learned it."

"Shal | destroy any letters| happen to receive?’
"That will not be necessary,” smiled Fellows. "They will destroy themsdlves"
The remark was puzzling to Vincent, but he thought it best to make no comment.

"Besurethe codeisfamiliar to your mind," advised the insurance broker. "For you must read each note
quickly - immediately after taking it from the envelope. Each |etter you receive will be numbered at the
bottom. The first will be Number One. Keep arecord of these. If any number failsto be received - if
Number Six, for instance, should arrive before you have received Number Five - notify meimmediatdly.
Y ou understand?’

"l do."

"Any questions?'

"None."

The round-faced man rose from his chair.

"Onelast word," he said. "Conduct yourself wisdly. Seek to make acquaintances. Avoid making
friends”

He extended his hand. Harry arose to depart.

Late that afternoon, Harry Vincent stepped aboard aLong Idand Railroad loca with aone-way ticket to
Holmwood in his pocket.



CHAPTER XII. TWO DETECTIVESTALK

WHILE the Holmwood locd was till clicking along therails toward its destination, two men sat in an
office a police headquarters. Their day's routine had ended; now they were engaged in adiscussion
which both regarded as important.

One of the men bore the mark of a police officer long in the service. He wastall, heavy, and domineering.
Hisgray hair lent him apogtive dignity, and hisface, although full and atrifle pudgy, carried the
physiognomy of the thinker aswell asthat of the man of action.

The other was shorter, and his dark face bespoke an Itaian ancestry. He had certain characterigtics of
the familiar plain-clothes man, but with it there were a calmness of bearing and an ease of expresson
which were deceptive. Histhin lipsformed astraight line that never curved upward nor downward, and
his dark-brown eyes had a sparkle that betokened the quick observer.

"It'satough case, Cardona," said the big man, thumping thoughtfully upon the table where he sat.

The Itaian shrugged his shoulders. He was standing, looking down at his companion. The latter raised his
eyes as though expecting some comment or reply, but he received none.

"A tough case," mused the big man.

"I've had tough ones before," said Cardona. "I landed some; | missed others. But remember” - hisvoice
became significant - "this case means as much to Inspector John Maone asit does to Joe Cardona.”

The big man at the table became suddenly aert. There was achalengein his expression; he appeared as
though demanding an explanation. But as he glanced at the dark eyes before him, he relaxed and laughed
gruffly.

"I guessyou'reright, Jog," he said, looking at the table.
"You know I'mright,” wasthereply. "Y ou know why, too."
"Why?Tdl me"

"Y ou're higher upon theforce. Y ou'l bethegoat.”

"What about yoursdf?'

"I have no competition. Y ou have."

"In what way?'

Cardonaleaned forward.

"Listen, Mdone," he said, emphaticdly. "Y ou're an ingpector. Y ou were sdlected. There were other
choices, but you got the job. The wolves are waiting right at the door. Make adip; they'll comein.”

"Asfor you-"

"Asfor me? Who's going to crowd me out? If | get nowhere, it's a sure bet that none of the other
detectives will. Thefacts proveit. I've been getting results from active work. Put another man in my
place. Try it. That would be your finish."

"l guessyoureright, Joe."



"Y ou know I'm right, Maone."

"But you aren't easing up on this case, are you?"'

"Of course not, Maone. But it'satough one. Y ou said so yoursdlf.”
The police inspector grunted.

"If that thug," he said, "had had sense enough to use his own rod instead of one he picked up in the safe -
well, weld have something to work on, anyway."

"That'swhere he waswise," camethereply.

"Wise? Usng astrange gun?”

"Perhaps he didn't have one of hisown."

"That'snot likey."

The two men were slent. Ma one continued his monotonous thumping. Cardona was motionless.
"The boys have been keeping after the servants?'

The question was Malone's.

"They're out,” replied Cardona.

"What makesit worse," mused the ingpector, after apause, "isthe fact they got so close to the man. Off
he went across the lawn, then the ground might have swallowed him."

"Right."

"What about that secretary - thisfellow Burgess? He gives us agood cold description at the start. Old
Bingham coming by outside adds plenty more. Y et from then on -"

Mal one snapped the fingers of both hands.
Another shrug from Cardona.

"Well," drawled Maone, "if we ever get the guy, well have an A-1 witnessin old Bingham. Thisisone
crook hewon't defend. If he can give witness testimony like he can handle a case in the courtroom, well
haveit dl clinched."

"But let'sget the guy firgt," observed the Itdian.

A shadow fell across the table where Maone's eyes were gazing. The inspector looked up.
"Oh, hello, Fritz," he sad in an indulgent tone. "Cleaning up early, en?"

Thetal, stoop-shouldered janitor looked at him dully.

"Yah"

"Y ou've got the best job in the place, Fritz. Know that?"

"Yah"



Cardonalaughed without changing the expression of hislips.

"Yah," hemimicked. "That'sal I've ever heard you say, Fritz. Say, boy, you look kinda pale to-night.
Sortathinner, too. Y ou oughta get abit of exercise.”

"Yah"

Cardona shrugged his shoulders and looked a Maone.

"It'sdl right, Joe," said theingpector. "Fritz will be here when were gone.”

The janitor was busy with mop and bucket. The two men paid no further attention to him.
"Joe," said the ingpector, "you've got brains."

"Surel have."

"Wadll, theré'slots haven't.”

"Right. That'swhat makes brainsuseful.”

"Let'sdrop the foolishness. Y ou know what thisgameis, Joe. Hard plugging.”

"Correct."

"That story-book stuff isal applesauce. Grind to get your information. That's what we do. And we get
it

"We're not getting it now, Maone."

"I know it, Joe, and that's because we're doing too much grinding. This caseisdifferent; it calsfor alittle
fancy headwork."

"How?'

"Ligten, Joe. There'samind in back of this. There's been a couple of smaller robberies. Didn't make
much noise, because they werelittle. We haven't got to the bottom of them yet, though.”

"Wdl, Mdone, we haven't had the best men on them."

"I know that. But | figure they were lead-upsto thisone. And | figure more. Theway | dopeit out,
there's been adifferent gag - and aclever gag - in each case. Thiswasthe big job; the others were
experiments.”

"Thisoneismurder."

"Yes, Joe, but that wasn't intended. Let'sfigureit abit from the viewpoint of the crook that's running it."
"Thereyou go, Malone. Y ou're assuming this master-crook stuff. Y ou've been to the talkies.”

"Why not?'

"Because there's no big crook, Maone. There's abunch of little racketeersin town; no big man.”

The moving arms of the janitor cast a grotesque, pumping shadow over the table before Maone.



"Move out of thelight, Fritz," growled the inspector.

The janitor moved across the room, carrying his bucket, and began to mop toward the hall, dowly
nearing the door.

"Look at that Scanlon murder," said Cardona. "We know who did it. Steve Cronin. Got away, but as
soon aswe do lay hands on him, helll be through. Then take that fellow Croaker - killed the same night.
Double-crossed some of his gang. That shows they're abunch of cheap racket-men. Some other
second-rate crook was out tinkering with Laidlow's toy safe, and happened to bump off the millionaire.
Simple enough. Thetough part is, what became of him?"

The ingpector shook his head.
"| don't agree with you, Joe."
"Wdll, that'smy opinion.”
"Changeit, then."

"“Why?"

"Because we've got to try anew track, Joe. Figure this case as complicated; not smple. First of all, let's
figure what became of the jewels?"

"They'll befenced. That may giveusaclew."

"I don't think so, Joe. What about dl those little jewd robberies? Do you think they're holding the stuff?
Not by along shot. Do you know why those jobs were pulled? I'll tell you what | think, Joe. They're
trying anew way to get rid of the stuff. That'swhy none of the jewels have shown up.”

Cardona shook his head.

"Wish | could agree with you, Maone. But | don't. Where would they fence the Stuff outside of the
places we know about?’

"Maybe they're sdlling them to some chink.”

Another shake of Cardona's head.

"No, Maone. These crooks don't trust the Chinese.”

"Well, that'susudly true. But I've heard talk of the chinks handling stuff."

"All tak, Maone. I've investigated. L ooked over plenty of Chinamen. Nothingtoit."
"Maybe they were putting one over on you, Joe. The chinksare afoxy lot."

The Itaian detective amost accepted thisidea

"Maybe s0," he said.

"Well, if you get atip on the chinks,” said Maone, "1'd advise you to follow it."

"| agree with you there," said the detective. "I'll jump to any red tip with aChinesetwigt.”

"Y eah, and think of this other angle. A big man in back of it. Two men, maybe. More than two, perhaps.



I'm old in the game, Joe. Thisis something new. Big fellowslaying low; little fellows doing the dirty work.
Even then, | may not be a the bottom of it."

"Ligen, Mdone," said Cardona. "The big-minded ideaisdl right enough, but abig mind betraysitsdlf.
And therés nonein sight right now. | know. Because | handled a case once that had abig mind init. You
remember Diamond Bert?"

"Y eah. What was hisred name?"

"Wadl, I'm not quite sure. Diamond Bert Farwell was what we knew him as. He went after jewels.
Always had trouble getting rid of them, though. That's where we began to get him."

"Maybe there's another likehim."

"Not achance, Maone. That fellow waswise. He would wait for anything. Played safe. The public never
heard of him, just on that account. He must have been preparing along while before he pulled hisfirst
jobs. Then they came quick; but he dipped up when he turned the jewels over to afence, That was
where he made his mistake.”

"l know that, Joe."

"Ther€ll never be another like him, Maone. He's gone now. Killed five years ago. We got the goods
back; recovered so much that the public forgot all about the robberies. Then we were after Diamond
Bert. Had his picture, hisrecord - everything. Hed been a bad boy when he was younger.”

"Do you think wed have got him, Joe?"
"If he hadn't been killed when that car went off the bridge? Y ou bet we'd have got him!*
"Maybe. He was smart, though.”

"Sure. Came from agood family. Met his brother once. He came from Cdifornia. Guess hewas glad
enough when Bert cashed in. Tough on agood family when the black sheep makestrouble.”

"When did you mest the brother?"

"Before Bert died. He had a couple of brothers and sisters. All fine people. | sortaran into them when
we were getting the goods on Bert. Then - phooey - Bert waskilled and that wasthe end of it all. Yes,
Malone, there was one man. One man. He might have been clever enough to pull thiskind of agame
you're talking about, but he's gone. Wise - could talk al kind of languages. Smooth - could passin any
company. He'sdead, and that's that. I'm glad he's gone.”

Inspector Maone lifted himself from hischair.

"Wll, Joe, let's move dong. Keep working, boy."

"I'll do that, ingpector. WEll keep on grinding and watching the fences. That'll bring results.”
"Look for brains, too," said the ingpector asthey reached the door.

"Fritz, for example," replied Cardona, pointing his thumb at the dow-moving janitor who was now
working down the corridor.

"Watch the chinks," reminded Mdone.



"I'll dothat - if | get ared tip-off."
The two men passed the janitor.
"Good night, Fritz."

"Yah"

The door clanged behind the inspector and the detective. Fritz, the janitor, leaned on the handle of his
mop.

"Diamond Bert," he said softly. "Diamond Bert Farwell! Dead!™
Fritz shambled down the corridor away from the door through which the men had made their exit.

Reaching an obscure locker, he opened it. His hands drew out folded cloth. A blackened cloak
unpleated asit dipped over the stooped shoulders. A douch hat settled on the head above.

A weird figure had replaced that of Fritz, the janitor. It was a phantom shape that glided noiselessy from
this obscure spot. Fritz the janitor had become The Shadow. New facts gained, the master deuth was
seeking outer darkness.

As The Shadow reached the end of the hallway, alow, soft laugh echoed from the walls. A quiet laugh,
but amocking laugh; alaugh that would have surprised both Inspector Maone and Detective Cardona,
had they been thereto hear it.

CHAPTER XI1I.LOO CHOY'S COUSIN

STRANGE were the methods of The Shadow, Master of action, he could also play apassve, waiting
game. Aiming for quick success, he had thrust Harry Vincent into the role of messenger to Wang Foo.
That stroke parried, The Shadow had sent his rescued agent on anew and less dangerous assgnment.

Amazing in hisability at disguise, The Shadow had visited detective headquarters unsuspected. His next
move would be to cover the house of Wang Foo; and this campaign of strategy was one that demanded
hislone attention.

Time moved dowly in Chinatown. On the outskirts, where Wang Foo's tea shop stood, there was
comparatively little bustle in the street. Many of the passers-by were Chinese; others were ragged
gpecimens of American humanity. An occasond taxicab drifting by from the more used streets of
Manhattan would wake the quiet street with itsroar, but on the whole the scene outside the shop was
serene.

Strangers went by apparently unnoticed. But the Chinaman, athough his eyes seem to peer sraight
ahead, can see more from out their sides than one would suppose. And Wang Foo's tea shop, despiteits
seeming desertion, was ahouse of many eyes.

Of late Wang Foo's tea shop was more quiet and still than ever. Since a certain happening, no one was
seen entering its dilapidated door. The windows grew dustier; the piles of tea boxes were undisturbed.
Wang Foo was a prosperous tea merchant, every one knew - yet somehow the Chinese can be
prosperous without the bustle and activity that attends business normaly.

On the day after The Shadow'strip to headquarters, a newsboy might have been observed in front of
Wang Foo's tea shop. It seemed a poor post for business, yet he kept bravely at it, back and forth; up
and down the street - but never far from Wang Foo's. He even entered the doorway of the tea shop but



did not tarry after he had received asign of negation from Loo Choy, the calm, dmond-eyed Celestid
who was forever behind the counter of Wang Foo's shop.

It seemed as though the cries of the newsboy must have had itsinfluence on potentia customers. For no
one came or |eft the door of Wang Foo's shop on that particular day. The newsboy was abig fellow -
really too old to be called a"boy," and old enough, evidently, to have chosen a better spot for business.
Y et he came back awhile the next day; then, evidently finding it a hopelesstask, he returned no more.

On the following day, a bearded cripple chose a spot amost directly across the street from the tea shop.
He was adigtorted specimen of humanity. His twisted body, and the ssump of an arm that he exhibited
had al the marks of genuine deformities. But there waslittle pity for the cripplein that digtrict. Histin cup
collected afew pennies each day that he remained in his chosen place. But he, too, must have thought
better fields could be worked, and he went away and did not come back.

It must have been atiresome sight for the crippleto sit dl day with that dingy, black-windowed building
infront of him. It was ahopeless sort of building. The sgns needed paint; the usua Chinese bannerswere
absent.

At night, the building lost some of its dinginess, but it assumed an ominous appearance. It loomed a
black, foreboding mass. No lights appeared at the upper windows. If rooms were occupied, they were
certainly not those in front of the house.

At dusk, huge shadows fell across the street from Wang Foo's tea shop. Life seemed to lurk in those
shadows. They were dmost redl. Passers-by kept near the curb, and away from the old rickety buildings
that were across from Wang Foo's. Asfor the side of the street where the tea shop stood - no one
walked there at dl, it seemed.

Therewasadim light downdairsin the shop itsdf: avery dim light, for the tea shop remained open haf
the night, waiting for customers who never came; open for businessthat did not appear. One evening - in
fact, the very night that the cripple had quit the street, a Chinaman entered the tea shop.

Hedid not come thereto buy. He merely visited to talk with hisfriend, Loo Choy. For Loo Choy,
despite the fact that he stood dl day in the tea shop apparently unconcerned by lack of company, was
considered quite agossip anong his Chinese friends.

Thisevening he greeted hisvistor with ababble of lingo. So intent was he on his conversation that he did
not gect the drunken white man who staggered in the door to prop himself against a pile of teaboxes.

After dl, it was cool outside; the harmless outcast had no coat, and he was welcometo stay therefor a
while - solong as Loo Choy had conversation on hismind.

The American - through his haze - appeared interested in what the Chinese said. Occasiondly hewould
dart to interject aremark in English gazing solemnly at the two Ceestidswith hisbloodshot eyes. But
aways he gpparently changed hismind. At last he listened - listened as though fascinated by the strange
utterances of the two Chinamen, even though the language must be beyond his comprehension.

Loo Choy was seeking sympathy. He wastired of his job. One would never have suspected it from his
bland countenance.

He was actudly burdened in mind, hetold hisvisiting friend. There was too much work to do. Standing
al day; guarding the empty tea boxes; dways anxious and eagerly awaiting a customer. It wasadtrain,
even for a Chinaman. He needed both a substitute and a helper.



But Wang Foo would object, of course. One time Loo Choy had had a substitute. His cousin, Ling
Chow, had served in that capacity. In fact, Ling Chow had worked two years for old Wang Foo. But he
had saved money and had become enterprising. He had moved to some unknown city and for twelve
months Loo Choy had heard nothing from him.

Y es, Ling Chow had written once - when he had arrived at his destination, but the postmark was
smudged. He had opened alaundry and probably was doing well. Perhaps some day, Loo Choy would
aso openalaundry.

But now he had but one ambition - aweek's vacation to loll about through Chinatown, then to take turns
with his helper. The other man could stay in the teashop in the afternoon; he, Loo Choy, would remain
there at night. But there was only one man to whom Wang Foo would intrust such important duties - that
man was Loo Choy's cousin, Ling Chow.

He produced the | etter that Ling Chow had sent him ayear ago. It was written in Chinese, of course; but
some American had addressed the envelope. The envelope was old and dirty. Loo Choy laid it on the
counter when he opened the | etter.

Had he been able to read the postmark on the envelope, he would have learned that far-away city was
Y onkers, and that it was not far away at al.

The drunken, coatless white man who had sought refuge in the tea shop might have managed to decipher
the postmark, for while the envel ope was lying on the counter he staggered forward and began to babble
in afoolish way. Thereupon Loo Choy and hisfriend gected the troublesome disturber and went on with
their conversation.

The next morning there was neither newsboy nor cripplein the street outside the tea shop, nor during that
afternoon. Thiswas amatter of some consequence to Loo Choy, for every afternoon his master, Wang
Foo, inquired whom he had seen outsde the store.

Then, early in the evening, shortly after he had made his daily report to Wang Foo, Loo Choy received
an agreeable surprise which he took in typicaly calm Chinese fashion. For in walked hisold cousin, Ling
Chow.

There was something different about Ling Chow. He looked very much the same; he talked very much
the same - but somehow he was different. Ling Chow had never talked very much, and he said very little
now. He had |eft hislaundry businessfor awhile. He would like something to do.

Loo Choy proposed the opportunity. Ling Chow would take his place for aweek.
At first Ling Chow seemed reluctant to do so. Findly, he consented.

So Loo Choy toddled upstairs and arranged matters with Wang Foo. The old Chinaman remembered
Ling Chow, of course. He remembered everything. He asked to see Ling Chow, and when the cousin
was admitted to the sanctum, the old tea merchant gave him certain ingtructions which seemed quite
familiar to Ling Chow.

For one week thereafter, Ling Chow stood behind the counter of Wang Foo's tea shop.

During the week, no one loitered in the narrow street. Strangely enough, afew visitors appeared during
that period. At night, the shadows were not o strange across the street - particularly the shadow that
was directly opposite Wang Foo's tea shop.

When the week had passed, Loo Choy returned to duty. But he was there during the evening only. In the



afternoon, Ling Chow was on the job. In the evenings, the shadow seemed to deepen across the Street
after Loo Choy had taken up hiswork. But no one noticed the shadows, for they were thick and heavy
aong the thoroughfare.

Ling Chow stayed on - he was very indefinite about how long he would remain. So Loo Choy was
content, and paid very little attention to his friendly cousin. It seemed quite naturd for Ling Chow to be
there again - naturd to both Loo Choy and to Wang Foo. Y et there was ared mystery in his presence.

For at the sametime that Ling Chow was standing behind the counter in Wang Foo's teashop, Ling
Chow was aso taking bundles over the counter of a Chineselaundry in'Y onkerd!

There were two Ling Chows, and no one - not even Loo Choy or Wang Foo - could have distinguished
onefrom the other!

CHAPTER XIV. AT HOLMWOOD ARMS

THE firgt week at Holmwood Arms was an enjoyable experience for Harry Vincent. He had lived in
luxury at the Metrolite Hotel, but he had been merely one guest among many, and had followed the
isolated existence that is the usual routine of those who stay in large hotels.

A different spirit prevailed at Holmwood Arms. The inn was afashionable one and agreat ded of the
socid life of Holmwood centered about its spacious sdons. Many of the guests had been residents for
years, al of them were personswell stuated in life; and they welcomed anew arriva.

Particularly agentleman like Harry Vincent. He was very evidently aman of refinement and education.
With money at his disposd - and his supply seemed virtudly limitless - he was cgpable of cutting agood
figurein such surroundings.

The mysterious stranger of the bridge had chosen well when he had picked Harry Vincent for a
henchman. For the young man was serious, yet affable; friendly, yet discreet.

Harry fet that he had assumed areal responsibility; that hiswork demanded proper living and wise
action. Thefact that he could obtain money whenever he wanted it made him choose the wise course of
economy. He limited his expenditures to reasonable amounts, and kept a careful account of al expenses.
This had not been asked of him; but he wanted to be ready with afull account, should it ever be
demanded of him.

The great gpped of hisunique work lay in the adventurethat it offered.

Harry had adways craved adventure; but had never possessed theinitiative to seek it. In his present
position, it might be forced upon him at any time. Hefelt that he was ready for it.

He had no desire to go through another experience like the disaster a Wang Foo's; at the sametime, he
had no fear for hisfuture safety.

The Shadow had been powerful enough to snatch him from the clutches of what seemed certain doom;
and Harry felt confident that he would be saved from any danger which might come, or it would not be
The Shadow'sfaullt.

Harry spent hisfirst week at Holmwood Arms without making any effort to gain quick results. He felt that
he was gaining the confidence of the peoplein theinn; that he was establishing himsdf soundly inthe
community.

Harry drove about considerably in his coupe. The car was arecent modd of a high-priced make -



Speedy, powerful and reliable. He rode dowly past the Laidlow home and took in the surroundings much
more effectively than he had from the newspaper photographs. He walked about the district also, but
gained no added information during his casua ingpections.

Theinn was about half amile from the town of Holmwood. Leaving the village, one followed a shady
avenuethat led directly to the home of the murdered millionaire. A side street, turning left from the road
to the Laidlow house, went to Holmwood Arms. The millionaire's house was about a hdf amile from the
hotel.

Beyond the Laidlow home was the residence of Ezekiel Bingham, the well-known lawyer whose
testimony had been so important to the police. Bingham's house was not a pretentious one; the grounds
were smal, but the place waswell kept.

Inhisstudy of theterrain, Harry gained afirgt-classimpression of what must have happened on that
eventful night. He rode by the Laidlow housein his car, after dark, and visualized the scene.

The path that the burglar would logicaly havefollowed lay straight across the lawn and through the
hedge, Harry thought. Old Ezekiel Bingham must have witnessed the man's entire flight acrossthe dark
grass, but even had he possessed youthful agility, he would have been unable to stop the fugitive.

During one of histripsto the village, Harry encountered the elderly lawyer. He was in the bank, cashing a
check. Theteller spoke to Bingham by name.

Strolling to the door, Harry saw the lawyer enter alarge sedan and drive toward his home. Bingham
evidently had no chauffeur. He had been driving by the Laidlow house aone on the night of the murder.

Harry smiled as he observed the dow course of the lawyer's car. He passed it in his coupe as he rode
back to Holmwood Arms; then, on sudden thought, he kept on the road toward the Laidlow home and
parked in front of the nearest house before the millionaire's residence.

He watched Bingham's sedan roll dowly by; one could tell that the driver was probably aman of years.
He noted the meager speed of the car asit neared the Laidlow estate. If Bingham always traveled at that
snail's pace there was no wonder that the old man had stopped quickly when he heard the shots.

Back at theinn, Harry did some serious thinking. How far was he getting with hisinvestigation? Not far,
he must admit. Nearly ten days had elgpsed since hisarriva at the Long Idand town, and he had merdly
gained aview of places and people that he had already known about.

He had not even seen Burgess, Laidlow's secretary. He had noted one or two persons on the Laidlow
grounds, but had not viewed any of them closely. Harry had picked up various remarks regarding the
murder, but most of them seemed unimportant, although he remembered them.

Burgess, helearned, was till living &t the house of the murdered millionaire. Mrs. Laidiow was a home,
but neither she nor her two sons were to be seen They were going away shortly; already packing for a
trip to Horida, and it was understood that Burgess was going with them.

The secretary had proven hisworth by his vaiant effort to apprehend the man who had murdered his
employer. He belonged definitely to the Laidlow family, and it was obvious that the wife of the dead
millionaire would rely upon Burgessto identify the murderer - if the crimina should be captured.

With both Burgess and Bingham as materia witnesses, there was an excellent chance that the murderer
would be recognized when - and if - arrested.

During his second week at Holmwood Arms, Vincent began to study the guests at the hotel. There must



be some possible clew to the murderer in the town of Holmwood - that is, if The Shadow actualy
expected clews. But otherwise he would not have ordered Vincent there.

Since hewasto look for clews, and had not yet discovered any, Harry figured the best course would be
to work around theinn for awhile. For if aclew lay there, it would be positive negligence to overlook it
whileit was so close at hand.

When thisideafirst occurred to Harry, hisorigina thought was to watch the guests who seemed most
reticent to talk. He looked for suspicious characters, for persons who kept to themselves and who did
not make friends.

There were severa guests of thistype, but Harry soon realized that his plan was wrong. Any man who
might be bold enough to stay so close to the scene of amurder with which he had some connection
would seek to avoid suspicion.

Harry tried to picture himsdf in the place of theimaginary man. How would he behave? In afriendly way,
of course. Very much in the way Vincent was now acting - playing the part of aman who had some
occupation which did not require dl of histime or effort.

As he spent only afew hours of the day at histypewriter, Harry had an excellent opportunity to become
acquainted with other guests. There were five men at the hotel whose occupations seemed sketchy. He
chatted with them frequently, and gradudly eiminated them until he came to Elbert Joyce - aman about
forty years of age, atakative fellow who knew many subjects and loved to swing his conversation from
onethemeto another.

Joyce claimed to be a sdlesman. He had | eft one concern and was awaiting another job ontheroad - a
job which had been promised positively. In the meantime he was taking things easy - why shouldn't he?
He made plenty of money, so he said, and knew how to salt some away.

"I never worry about money," hetold Harry. "'l dways haveit; | dwayscan get it."
Joyce was affable and entertaining. He seemed away's occupied with sometrivia matter.

Harry came upon him in the lounge room in the afternoon. Joyce was working on across-word puzzlein
anewspaper. Vincent laughed.

"Thought that stuff was out of date, Joyce," he said.
"What's out of date?'

"Cross-word puzzles."

"Not for an active mind, Vincent."

"Don't you grow tired of them?"

"Occasiondly. But | usualy do oneaday."

Joyceran his pencil among the squares, completed the last few blocks with amazing rapidity, and turned
to another part of the paper.

"I do these, t00," he remarked, pointing to ajumble of |etters.

"What are they?'



"Cryptograms. One |etter substituted for another. Sort of acode. An old idea - but popular again. Poe
used acryptogram in his story, The Gold Bug.™

Joyce's pencil was at work. In the spaces bel ow the jumbled | etters he began to decipher the complex
code.

"Y ouwork quickly," observed Harry.

"Most cryptograms are easy,” answered Joyce. "Certain |etters must obvioudy be vowes. E, for
ingtance, isnormally afrequent letter. Double lettersgive aclew dso.”

He was continuing while he spoke and he completed the short cryptogram with apparent ease. Harry
marveled at the man's ability; and at the same time felt pprehensive. He recalled the smple code that he
had received from Fellows, and which he had committed to memory. How long would it take a chap like
Joyce to decipher such acode? Half an hour, perhaps. Vincent redlized that he must be careful if he
received aletter.

Joyce tossed the paper aside, and yawned.

"How about aride?' suggested Harry.

"Whereto?"

"Just around the country. It'sanice day. My car isoutsde.”
"Il gowith you, Vincent."

They rolled dowly up the avenue past the Laidlow home.

"Therésapuzzlefor you," remarked Harry, waving his hand toward the house of the murdered
millionaire.

"How s0?" asked Joyce.

"The Laidlow murder,” Vincent supplied. "That's where it happened.”

"So that's the house! | recall reading of the murder some time ago. What came of it?'
"Still unsolved.”

They were passing the next house.

"That'swhere Bingham lives" said Harry.

"Who'she?'

"A lawyer who saw the burglar escaping.”

Joyce gazed indifferently at the old attorney's house.

"Thought you might be interested,” observed Vincent. "Therésared problem. | should think it would
intrigueyou."

"] seldom read about murders.”

"Thiswasavery big one."



"Perhaps. They're dl diketo me. Let the police worry about them. That'stheir business.”

The conversation shifted. Harry headed the car toward the Sound, and they rode aong bes de the broad
sheet of gligtening water, watching the distant steamersthat looked liketiny toys.

Elbert Joyce taked constantly; yet his words were emptiness. He compared Long Idand Sound with the
Gresat Lakes; he spoke of salestrips he had made to Detroit; he discussed yacht racing and told of a
winter he had spent in Havana.

While Harry listened, his mind kept reverting to asingle thought: the indifference that Joyce had
expressed regarding the Laidlow murder. Thiswas not cong stent with the man's regular method of
conversation. Joyce would talk of any subject that came along - would talk actively until he changed it.
Y et he had sidestepped this matter entirely.

Furthermore, Joyce's apparent ignorance of the story of the murder must surely be a pose. Joyce did not
confine his newspaper reading to the puzzle columns. And being interested in such problems, it seemed
strange that he would pay no attention to amurder mystery - especialy one which had occurred so close
at hand.

Perhaps Joyce was connected with the crime! He might even have been the burglar! Harry rejected the
latter thought.

Then he began to form a different suspicion. Joyce, he knew, was aclever man. If he had been an active
participant in the Laidlow murder, he would have found some opportunity to dide away before this. Also,
Harry recalled, Joyce was a newcomer at Holmwood Arms. He had arrived later than Harry.

No. It wasimpossible that Joyce was the murderer, or that he knew much about the crime other than
what he might have read of it. Joyce - Harry decided asthey rode adong - was acrook of a different sort.
He was playing another game. He avoided dl discussons of crimina activities of any sort smply asa
meatter of precaution.

Joyce was probably safe at Holmwood. But why was he there?

They were swinging back to town. They pulled up at theinn just before dinner, and went into the
dining-room together.

Joyce was beginning to note Harry's sillence. But there were others at their table; the talk waslively and
vivacious.

Harry and Joyce lighted their cigars asthey left the dining-room and wandered into the lounge. Here both
picked up newspapers. Joyce turned immediately to find across-word puzzle. He pulled a pencil from
his pocket and blocked in afew letters.

He looked up to catch a glance from Harry. He threw down the paper in disgust.
"Darn these puzzles," Joyce said. "They'realot of foolishness. They annoy me most of thetime.”

He went to a card table close by, and called to the attendant for apack of cards. He began a game of
solitaire,

Harry went on reading. His mind was a work. Joyce, he redlized, had overstepped himsdf and knew it.
He had shown too much interest in puzzles during the afternoon: now he wastrying to disclaim his
enthusasm.



Harry strolled out on the porch. It was a moderately warm Indian Summer evening. He enjoyed the air
and talked for awhile with several of the other guests.

Then he went back to the lounge. Three other men had joined Joyce, and the four were playing poker.
They invited Harry to sit in with them, but he declined. Instead, he took the easy-chair and finished
reading the paper. He puffed his cigar contentedly as helolled back in the chair.

"I'll taketwo cards," he heard Joyce say.

Harry opened his eyes. Joyce was deding. His hand was turned toward Harry. And that young man's
eyes opened even more widely. For Joyce was discarding the ace of spades and the ace of clubs, to hold
three smdl diamondsin hishand!

His curiosity aroused, Vincent watched for the outcome. He did not see the cards that Joyce dedlt to
himsdlf, for each man at the table was playing his hand tight. But after the bets were made and the pile of
chips had accumulated, Joyce spread his hand on the table and exhibited five diamonds - aflush, which
won the pot.

Harry left the room unnoticed while Joyce wasraking in the chips.

"So that's your game, Mr. Joyce," Harry observed to himsdlf. "A smooth crook - agentleman gambler. A
man who livesto unravel problems, but hesitatesto talk of crime!™

Harry was thoughtful as he stood on the porch.

The game had not been onefor large stakes. No one gambled high at Holmwood Arms. Why then was
Joyce operating here?

Harry smiled as he deduced the answer.

Joyce was in Holmwood on amission. His services were required by some one - for something. He had
been at theinn lessthan aweek. Probably he was till awaiting acall.

In the meantime, the opportunity for picking up expense money by his artifice a the card table wastoo
good to resist. Hence the shifty work that Harry had observed. It was aclew to Joyce's main purpose, in
that it proved the man to be a crook of some caliber.

Here was something to report to Fellows. Harry had not yet heard from the insurance broker, nor had he
visited New York.

He'd wait one day more, Harry decided. He would watch Joyce during the afternoon and evening, and
perhaps gain some added information.

The day after tomorrow he would report to the office in the Grandville Building.
CHAPTER XV. TWO MEN MEET

AT breakfast the next morning, Harry Vincent ate his bacon and eggs with real zest. The day was
pleasant and he was satisfied. Asthe agent of The Shadow, he was showing progress. He wondered just
what significance would be attached to the information he had gained concerning Elbert Joyce.

More than that, he had a positive feding that something € se would follow. From the moment that he had
come upon Joyce working out apuzzle in the paper, Harry had started on asteady trail. A night had
intervened; but he believed the day held morein store.



Joyce was certainly awaiting a definite time. The man had been at Holmwood Armsfor severd days
now. Perhaps he might wait longer. Harry hoped not. He didiked leaving Holmwood before Joyce had
taken action. It would be best to wait before reporting to Fellows.

Joycewas not at breakfast, but he appeared on the porch a short time after. Harry greeted him cordidly,
then | eft for hisroom and killed an hour by punching the typewriter.

After that, Harry strolled down to the porch. Joyce was still there.

The morning and afternoon passed dowly. Harry waked downtown after lunch, but did not stay long. He
knew that his place was at the inn, keeping tabs on Joyce's actions. But nothing happened before dinner,
and hefound himsdlf seated at the same table with Joyce in the dining-room.

"How was everything to-day?" inquired the affable Joyce.

"So-50," answered Harry. "l did alittle writing, off and on. The weether'stoo mild and pleasant to bother
much about work."

"Perhaps you find it that way. I'm anxious to get moving, though,” replied Joyce. "I'm looking forward to
my traveling job."

"That'sthe proper spirit."

"But | still have await ahead of me. Two weeks &t |leat.”
"It'salong whileif you're bored."

"Toolong. Butit'sdl inthegame.”

The conversation pleased Harry. He knew that Joyce would try to lay afdsetrail asto the length of time
he intended to stay at theinn. "Two weeks' would more likely prove to be two days.

Harry sensed that action was approaching.

Joyce found anotein hismail-box after dinner. Heread it by the desk in the lobby and carried it with him
as he gstrolled out to the porch. Harry, watching from the doorway, observed him tear the paper to smdll
pieces which he scattered in the wind.

Therewas a card gamein the lounge. Joyce came in and watched. He wasinvited to participate, but
declined. Harry, idling by the window-sest, regarded this asimportant. If Joyce could resist the
temptation of taking some more easy money from the card players at Holmwood Arms, it meant that he
had important work afoot that night.

Harry pulled afew written sheets of paper from his pocket, and pretended to read them as he walked
from the lounge into the lobby. He timed his progress so that his path converged with that of Joyce. They
amost bumped together, due to Harry's feigned preoccupation.

Joyce laughed.
"Don' try that stunt crossing astreet,” he warned.
Harry grinned sheepishly.

"I'vegot alot on my mind,” he said. "Guess I'll wander upstairs and type these notes while they're ill
fresh. | scrawl away o fast that sometimes | can't read my own writing.”



He entered the eevator. Upon reaching the fourth floor, where his room was located, Harry stuffed the
notes into his pocket. As soon asthe elevator had continued upward, he came down the carpeted
stairway. Harry was treading quietly when he reached the landing that |ooked down on the lobby and
commanded aview of the lounge. Joyce was not in sight.

Harry walked to the doorway, and inspected the porch. If Joyce were there, he must belost in the
darkness. It was worth while to go out. Even if Joyce should be in the obscurity of the veranda, and
should hail him, it would be easy enough for Harry to make the excuse that he had forgotten something he
had meant to get at the village.

So Vincent went down the broad steps and started up the road that led to the avenue.

Away from the hotel he walked aong the grass beside the sdewak. Hewalked rapidly, with keen
intention. He was acting on the hunch that Joyce had gone up that street afew minutes before.

He saw afigure ahead of him. The other man was walking on the grass dso. The fellow reached the end
of the road and came benegth alight at the corner.

Harry recognized Joyce as the man drew hiswatch from his pocket and looked at it.

A hedge at the | eft of the sidewalk afforded a good retreat. Harry was close by the hedge; he became
motionlessin the darkness as he still watched Joyce. His precaution proved useful, for the man at the
corner looked back down the sidewalk for fully ten seconds. Then, gpparently convinced that no one
watched him, Joyce turned and went to the | eft.

Harry suppressed an exclamation of satisfaction. The town wasto theright. Joycewasgoing in the
oppositedirection.

Stll closeto thefriendly hedge, Harry made hisway to the corner, combining speed with caution. There
he stopped.

The light made it unsafe for him to turn the corner. Should Joyce look back along the sdewalk of the
avenue, any one at the corner would be adirect target for his gaze.

There was an opening in the hedge and Harry dipped through to the property of the corner house.
Stooping, he moved dong the line of the avenue. It was fortunately a moonless night. There waslittle
likelihood of any one seeing himif he proceeded carefully.

After walking quietly for thirty or forty feet, Harry popped his head above the hedge, which cameto the
level of his shoulders. Ingtantly he dropped from view. For he had seen aspark of light beyond the
sdewak - the light of aglowing cigarette.

The hedge was ascraggly, ill-kept mass of shrubbery. Harry discovered an opening iniit, and peered
through.

Y es, aman was standing beside atree - the tree being between him and the corner, some forty feet
back. Was it Joyce?

Harry suspected that it was, but he had no proof. He only knew that the man had taken a position which
would make him virtualy invisible from the corner; and it was at the corner that Joyce had looked to see
if hewere being followed.

The cigarette-ember dropped to the ground. Its smoker stood quietly, facing the avenue.



Then Harry saw him fumbling in his pocket for another cigarette. A maich flared, and asit wasraised to
the smoker'sface, Harry grinned in the darkness. Thetiny flame had reveded the features of Elbert
Joyce.

Three minutes of waiting. Harry sat behind the hedge, waiting.

Suddenly a car drove up and stopped. The door was opened instantly. Joyce stepped into the car, the
door was closed, and the automobile was on itsway down the strest.

Harry scrambled hastily through the hedge and rushed to the street. He stood therein chagrin. His man
hed duded himin the twinkling of an eye.

Harry had been unable to identify the car through the hedge. He had reached the Street too late to see
more than thetail-light and the black back of the car. The license plate could not be distinguished at that
distance.

Harry cursed his stupidity. He had surprised Joyce while the man was on amysterious errand, and now
his quarry had escaped. It was another incident to add to his report, but that was all.

He decided to go back to theinn and bring out his own car. Perhapsif he drove to the town he might be
ableto track the other automobile, but he doubted it.

A car was coming up the avenue from the village. Harry stepped back on the sidewalk, and watched it
through the darkness. It was moving dowly, and Harry had a sudden thought.

Could it, by any chance, be the same car that had picked up Joyce? Since Joyce was keeping a secret
meeting, it was reasonable to suppose that the car might have turned and reversed its course after Joyce
had entered it.

The car was moving dowly, and it seemed worth Harry'swhile to follow it. For the avenue continued less
than amile, before it turned into a stretch of barren, poorly paved road. Furthermore Vincent thought of
this as he was aready dog-trotting after the automobile - the avenue went by the Laidlow residence.

The car was out of sight by the time Harry reached the millionaire's home. He was di sappointed when he
could see no sign of an automobile either in the avenue or in the driveway.

Harry crossed the street, and was abouit to turn and go back, when he glanced up the avenue and dimly
made out the tail-light of adistant car. He watched it intently. The car must have been parked. It wason
the right side of theroad.

Vincent hurried along to investigate. He cameto adriveway. It was the entrance to the home of Ezekidl
Bingham, the lawyer.

Then two thoughts clicked together. It must have been Bingham's car that had come dowly aong the
sreet. The old man's characteristic method of driving would be hard to duplicate.

Y et aglance up the drive failed to show any car there.

Harry kept on, with anew thought in mind. Perhaps the parked car belonged to the lawyer. Well, he
remembered the license number of the lawyer's car - he had noted it when following the car from town
some days before.

Slipping among the trees that stood between the sdewak and the avenue, Harry approached the car.
Thelicense plate was Bingham's. But was Joyce in the automobile with the lawyer?



Harry, with deliberate boldness, dipped aong beside the car, crouching near the grass. The car was
parked beside atree. Harry moved beside the thick tree-trunk, and listened.

He could hear nothing at firgt. If there were any conversation in the car, it must bein an undertone. Harry
stepped atrifle forward, slent asacat.

The front window of the car squeaked asit was|owered. Harry was glad that it had been closed when
he had made hisfa se step.

He listened again. Whoever wasin the car must have been on guard for Harry could not catch the
dightest sound of talk. It was tense there in the darkness.

Harry wondered what he would do if he were discovered. The best plan seemed to beto avoid
discovery.

All was slent there on the road beyond Ezekid Bingham's home. It was an excellent spot for a secret
conversation, for the lightest footfalls on the pavement or the motor of the smoothest car could easily be
heard approaching.

So Vincent waited, breathless, knowing that if he did not betray himsdlf, a conversation might eventualy
commence, unless-

He was right. Some one spoke.

It wasthe old lawyer. Harry could not catch the words of the querulous voice. He edged even closer to
the car, arriving at hisnew position just as Ezekiel Bingham completed a sentence.

There came adistinct reply to the lawyer's question.

Harry could hear thewords - plainly now - from his new vantage point. But it was not that which made
him exult; it was the voice of the spesker - avoice which heinstantly recognized.

Old Bingham's companion was Elbert Joyce!
CHAPTER XVI.WHAT VINCENT HEARD
"ALL right, Mr. Bingham. I'll do anything you ask," had come Joyce'swordsto Harry Vincent'sears.

"I knew | could count on you," wasthe lawyer's reply. The words were distinct, for Harry was closer to
the car and the window was open.

"I've been waiting severa daysto hear from you," said Joyce.

"That couldn't be helped,” Bingham replied tersely.

"Why not?'

"That's my business, Spider.”

"Don't use that name. Cal me Joyce. I'm used to it. | want to forget the past.”
Theold lawyer responded with atittering laugh.

"That'sjust what | wanted to know," he said. "Y ou would like to forget the past. Well, we will both
forget it, if you will keep quiet about this matter."



"That uitsme."

"Let mewarn you, Spider - excuse me - Joyce. | pulled you out of one jam. The jury acquitted you, and
you oweit al tome."

"| paid you plenty for it."

"Of courseyou did. It wasworth dl you paid, wasn't it?"

"Yes itwas"

"But | would didiketo see you in court again - charged with another and greater crime.”
Joycewas silent.

"I have the goods on you, Joyce," said the lawyer. "Thered goods. One word to the police and you
would be a hunted man. But it's not my business to make trouble for you. Y ou are safe - so long asyou

play fair."
"I'll do that, Mr. Bingham.”

"Y ou had better do s0. When | gtrike, they fed it. | have sufficient evidence in my office to bring about
the conviction of two dozen men who are now unsuspected. What ismore, | can put any maninjail -
whether heisacrimind or not."

"How?'
"By aframe-up. Phony evidenceis my speciaty, Joyce. Y ou ought to know that. It helped you out.”
Joycewas again slent.

"Frankly spesking, Joyce," resumed the lawyer, "there is not much difference between my game and the
game of the men | defend in court. But | know thelaw. | work withit; they fight againgt it. | am telling you
this because you are aman of intelligence.”

"Thanksfor the compliment.”

"I meanit. | want you to understand the circumstances. The odds are dl in my favor. The cardsare
stacked for me. Y ou know the advantages of a stacked deck, | takeit."

Joyce laughed.
Harry smiled as he recdled the card game a Holmwood Arms the night before.
"All right, Mr. Bingham," said Joyce. "What do | haveto do to keep in right?"

"Ligten, Joyce," answered the [awyer. "I'm going to treat you right. I'm not asking you to work for
nothing. | didn't tell you to come here so | could threaten you and save some money that way. Y ou can
use some cash, can't you?”

"Absolutely and dways. I'm pretty low. The poker pikers over at the inn have been paying my expenses
without knowing it."

"Wdll, heré'sthe story, Joyce. Let's check it up to date. A pal of yourstold you to stop a Holmwood
Armsuntil you received anote telling you whet to do. Y ou received my ingructions to-night; you met me



as specified. Did you know | was the man you were to meet?'

"l haf suspected it.”

"| thought so. Well, we are here, and the rest is easy for you. | picked you because you are an expert
when It comesto solving codes.”

"I've done some good work in that line."

"Well, | have acodethat | want solved. It contains some information that isimportant to me. | am giving
you acopy. Hereitis."

Harry could see Joyce lean forward to examine a paper by the light on the dashboard.
"All numbers" remarked the gambler.

"Yes" agreed Ezekid Bingham. "Can you solveit?!

"l don't know. Do you have the origina ?*

"Itisinmy safe a home, sedled in an envelope The copy isexact.”

Joyce leaned back in the seet, and Harry could see him thrust the paper in hisinside pocket.
What do you make of it?" questioned the lawyer.

"Not much - yet," replied Joyce.

"Will It be easy to solve?"

"NO."

"How long will you require?"

"l canttdl."

"Why not?'

"Becauseit may Smply beakey. If it'sacode, I'll get it, no matter how clever it is. It may take methree
or four days. I'll use every possible method.”

"Suppose you don't decipher it."
"Then I'll know it's not acode.”
"What good will that do me?"

"Well, if itsakey and not acode, I'll compareit with al the systemsthat | have studied; | have plenty of
those. I'll hit on some sort of asolution | expect. I've never failed yet.”

"All right, Joyce. Remember, | rely on you. | want concentrated action until you complete the job."
"I'll gart onit to-morrow morning.”

"Good. But remember - not aword to any one. Absolute secrecy. That'sall | require. If you can gain any
information from the message, forget it as soon as you have delivered the solution to me.”



"l promiseyou that."

"Then keep your promise. | am friendly toward you, Joyce. | may use you again, to your advantage. Only
remember that | have the upper hand; that my gameis safe while yoursisnot. Nothing that | know will
ever be used againgt you so long as you play square. Pay no attention whatever to any of my affairs; that
isthe safest course for you.”

"l agreewith you, Mr. Bingham."
There was the sound of paper crinkling. The old lawyer passed something to the other man.

"Six hundred dollars, Joyce," said Bingham. "1t's worth that to me. I'm paying you in advance. | want
service - with results as soon as possible.”

"How will I communicate with you?'
"Cal my office and ask for an gppointment.”
"Whereshdl | stay - at Holmwood Arms?"

"Not now. | wanted you close by until | was ready to see you. Y ou can leave to-morrow. Choose a
private spot where you can work - somewhere where your old cronieswon't find you."

"All right, Mr. Bingham."

The lawyer's next words were drowned by the sound of the self-starter. Harry dipped away from the
runningboard, and sought shelter behind atree asthe car pulled away. He walked back toward theinn,
stopping only for afew seconds as Bingham's car went by. 1t had gone down the road, had turned and
was now heading for the town.

During hiswalk, Harry tried to find some significance that concerned the message which Ezekiel Bingham
wanted decoded. He decided that it was probably something that pertained to a casein court - perhaps
involving some crimina whom the lawyer was going to defend.

The episode that had just transpired explained Elbert Joyce'slack of interest in the Laidlow murder.
Obvioudy the man himsdlf had no connection with the crime. But Ezekiel Bingham wasinvolved asa
witness, and the gambler had redlized that the lawyer had summoned him to Holmwood. Hence he had
been anxiousto avoid any conversation that might bring up adiscussion of Ezekiel Bingham.

Satisfaction and disgppointment mingled in Harry's mind. He had outwitted Joyce, to be sure. He had
information of avery definite nature, concerning aman who was admittedly a crook. But he could make
no connection between it and the crime which had been committed in the Laidlow home.

Still, the next step doubtless would be an immediate report to Mr. Claude H. Fellows.

Harry waited in the lounge until Elbert Joyce returned, ahdf an hour later. The gambler passed directly
through the lobby, going upstairsto hisroom. He did not come down again.

Asthe evening continued, Vincent began to wonder what the code expert was doing. Perhaps the six
hundred dollars had spurred him on to immediate effort. Would it be advisable to drop in on Joyce and
surprise him at hiswork?

Thiswas an ideathat led to other thoughts.

Harry Vincent went upstairs to his own room to plan a course of action. He could, of course, keep



tracking Joyce after the man left Holmwood Arms. It would beidedl if he could gain possession of the
code after Joyce had deciphered it.

Stll it would be better if he could take the code from Joyce and carry it with him when he went to see
Fellows. That would mean robbery, however, and Vincent did not relish the thought. So far, crime had
been totaly absent from the duties which he had been required to perform for The Shadow.

His mind wandered from his objective to thoughts of the purpose that had brought him to Holmwood.
What did The Shadow want? What was hisinterest in the Laidlow affair? Washe afriend of the
millionairesfamily or was he in league with the man behind the crime?

Was he working with the police or was he playing some strange game of hisown?

These questions bothered Harry. They made him forget Joyce for atime. But eventualy histhoughts
returned to the man who had received the code from Ezekiel Bingham, and Harry was seized with an
uncontrollable desire to get busy.

It was now nearly midnight. Harry Ieft hisroom and went to the stairway. He descended to the third floor
and tiptoed aong the hall to the doorway of Elbert Joyce'sroom. No light appeared benegth the door.
Joyce, likely, was adeep.

Harry tapped lightly on the door. He tapped again - atrifle louder. He hoped that he would not awvaken
Joyce. He was framing an excuse for the disturbance in case the man might come to the door.

But dl wasslent.

Sowly Harry turned the knob. He was determined to enter the room, on the mere chance that he might
find the message to be decoded lying somewhere ble.

Harry could takeit, copy it, and then return it. There was ared idea, Harry thought. It required care, to
be sure, but would be worth the chance.

Within the room, Harry listened for the sound of Joyce's breathing, but heard nothing. He moved across
to the bed, and dowly laid his hand upon the covers. There was no one in the bed.

Hewalked to the wall and pressed the switch. The eectric lights revealed an empty room. The bed was
made. No clothes werein view; not even asuitcase wasin evidence.

Harry opened the closets and |ooked beneath the bed. No sign of an occupant. Then he looked at his
watch and realized what had happened. Within the last three quarters of an hour, Elbert Joyce had
checked out of theinn and had in dl probability, taken the midnight train for New Y ork.

Harry returned to his own room somewhat crestfallen. He had not wanted to lose track of Elbert Joyce.
It would now be virtualy impossibleto trail him, for he had been instructed by Ezekiel Bingham to pick
some little-known spot for his hideaway. Neverthe ess, the bird was out of the nest, and wisheswould
not bring him back.

Harry, returning to his room, phoned down instructionsto be called at eight o'clock. He dept soundly
that night, after ahalf hour of concentration in the darkness, during which time he reviewed the detail s of
thelast few days.

In the morning he brought his car from the garage and drove to the city. It was a short journey, but traffic
was heavy over the bridge. It was nearly ten o'clock when he called at the office of Claude H. Fellows.



Theinsurance broker accepted hisarrival in amatter-of-fact way, listening methodicaly, while Vincent
recounted his story. He asked that certain details be repeated, then suggested that his visitor wait for
further instructions. He opened the bottle of blue ink and wrote alengthy note that he sealed in an
envel ope and tendered to the stenographer for delivery. On second thought, he decided that Vincent
could step out awhileto return later in the day.

At two o'clock, Vincent came back to the insurance broker's office. The Shadow's agent invited him into
theinner office.

"Compliments and commendations,” remarked Fellows, "are not apart of thisbusiness, Vincent. | have
learned not to expect them. Y ou must learn as much.

"Hence, | have no comment to offer regarding the information that you have obtained. | sent it to Jonass
officein synopssform so that | might receive ingructionsfor you. Theingructions have come. You are
to return to Holmwood. Leave your car there, and cometo New Y ork by rail, prepared to stay for afew
days. Stop at the Metrolite, as usual, and report to me at ten o'clock to-morrow morning.

"But remember, Vincent" - Fellowswas smiling knowingly - "if commendetion is lacking when you expect
it, do not be disappointed. For we make mistakes quite frequently; and when we do, no fault isfound
with us. That makesthings equal.”

Harry arrived at the Metrolite early the same evening. He registered at the hotel with afeding of
satisfaction. For he knew that devel opments were under way, and in his heart he was sure that The
Shadow was pleased with his discoveries.

CHAPTER XVII. BINGHAM SEES A SHADOW

EZEKIEL BINGHAM sat in his upstairs study. The room was on the second floor of the lawyer's
compact home at Holmwood, Long Idand. It was after midnight, but the old man did not seem weary.

Infact, Ezekiel Bingham dept very little. He was one of those unusud personswho required very little
rest. He had trained himself from youth to be content with four or five hours of repose.

He never went to bed until dawn. He dept during the morning, arising before noon, and only visited his
officein New Y ork after mid-day. Thiswas his constant procedure except when he was to appear in
court; then he dtered hisroutine in order to meet the occasion.

Hence Ezekid Bingham worked while others dept. He secretly attributed much of his capability to that
fact. The hours of the night were silent ones. They were hours for concentrated action.

Bingham was awidower - hiswife had died many years before. His companion in the houseswasamae
attendant named Jenks, who had been with him for years.

Jenks dept on the same floor as did Bingham. He was a powerful fellow, faithful, reliable, and of
reasonably good intelligence. A native intelligence, for Jenks's education had been neglected; he could
scarcely read or write.

Jenks was aways up before Ezekid Bingham retired. Hewas on duty al day and in the early evening. He
went to bed when the lawyer camein for the night. Hence some one was dways awake and about in the
Bingham house.

The night after his secret meeting with the man who called himsalf Elbert Joyce, the old lawyer had taken
hisusua evening ride down to Holmwood, leaving the faithful Jenksin the house. Upon hisreturn at half



past ten, Bingham had dismissed Jenks. The man was now sound asleep in another room.

But the mere pressure of abutton upon the lawyer's desk would summon the attendant instantly. The
buzzer was beside the deeper's bed.

The doors and windows were locked downstairs. Moreover, they were arranged with aburglar darm
that would arouse Jenks the moment that any one attempted to enter the house. The darm system had
not been ingaled in the three rooms on the second floor, but there the windows were barred. The upper
part of Ezekid Bingham's homelooked like a prison; it had had this appearance for so many yearsthat it
no longer caused comment among the citizens of Holmwood.

There was adoor in the corner of the lawyer's study. It was sheeted with metal and had alock of
peculiar congtruction. Behind it was Ezekiel Bingham's safe - concealed from view at that moment, since
the door was closed.

The old lawyer prided himself on a safe of the latest pattern, and well he might, for many of the papers he
possessed were of high importance. But it was aso aknown fact that most of the data that pertained to
hislegal caseswaskept a hisofficein New York.

It was strange, in away, that the old lawyer should maintain such astronghold for he was not known to
be aman who had enemies. On the contrary, he was highly esteemed by the criminal world, for he had
successtully defended many crooks. The barriersthat protected his house were more of a precaution
than anything else; for they meant that the lawyer was prepared to resist any atempt at forcible entry, and
hence granted his home a definite immunity.

That night old Bingham was going over apile of papersthat he had taken from his safe. He sat hdf-facing
the window, which was dightly open from the top. He was wearing his reading glasses, deeply occupied
inhiswork. Y et, no matter how attentive the el derly man might be, he was susceptible to the dightest
noise. That was why he chose to work at night, in the silence of suburban Long Idand.

The minutesticked by and the elderly man went on with hiswork without disturbance. It was after one
o'clock when he had reached the bottom of the pile. Then helifted along envelope, cut it openwith a
paper-knife, and drew out aflat sheet of paper.

His perusa of this paper had become anightly ritud. 1t was dwaysto be found at the bottom of the pile.
Y et, keen though his brain might be, the paper might aswell have been blank for dl it told him. It wasthe
code message, a copy of which he had given to Elbert Joyce.

That particular night, Bingham studied the paper intently. He had tried to decipher it severd times before.
He had findly caled upon the services of Joyce in desperation. For some reason, known only to himself,
the lawyer had been reluctant to let an outsider see the mysterious message.

Now that the expert was at work, the lawyer had definitely admitted his own inability to decipher the
legend on the paper. Y et he was curious, impatiently so.

Ezekid Bingham found the paper fascinating. His forehead wrinkled as he went over the mystic numbers
that appeared on the sheet before him.

Therewasalight rustle at the window. Bingham looked up quickly. Just abreath of wind - that wasdl.
His eyeswent back to the sheet of paper. As soon asthe lawyer's gaze was fixed, the lower sash of the
window did upward, lessthan aninch.

The movement was noiseless. Bingham continued to Sare at the paper before him. The window moved



upward atrifle farther until it was open afull two inches.

The dderly lawyer was drumming upon the desk with the fingers of hisright hand, while hisleft held the
paper. The sash moved more perceptibly now; it came upward until there was a considerable opening at
the bottom.

Bingham'sright hand stopped drumming. It pulled open the desk drawer and brought out along, thick
envelope. The paper went into the envelope, and the lawyer seded the message therein.

That was not dl. He produced a piece of sealing wax and lighted it, letting burning dropsfall upon the
back of the envelope. He clenched hisleft fist and pressed the hot wax with asignet ring that he wore on
histhird finger. He studied the sedl that he had made, and a satisfied smile appeared upon hisface.

A shadow fell on the floor beside his desk. It was apeculiar shadow, long and narrow. It was almost like
the shadow of a human being. Had there been a sound, Bingham's eyes might have wandered to the
floor. But shadows are noisaless. The old man's ears heard nothing.

The shadow was noiseless on the floor, and Bingham did not observe it when he turned his chair and
swung away from the desk, still clutching the sedled envelope.

He did not glance toward the window as he walked by, so he did not see that the lower sash was raised.
He went to the wall where the steel door stood and, drawing akey from his pocket, unlocked the
barrier.

The door swung open toward the window, going back against a blank stretch of wall. The front of the
safe was visble, and the old lawyer crouched beforeit as he worked the did.

Although hisbody partly obscured the front of the safe, there were dight clicks that might have been
heard. For the old man was ddliberate in his movements.

Asthe door of the safe opened - in the opposite direction from the steel door - something happened
behind Ezekidl Bingham - something which he did not see, and which even hiskeen earsdid not hear.

An arm appeared through the window. It was along arm, and it reached out toward the edge of the stedl
door. Long, supple fingerstouched the key that was till in thelock, and drew it free. Thearm
disappeared through the wide bars of the window.

Thelawyer was placing the sedled envelope in acompartment of the safe.

The arm appeared again. The hand held the key, and it again sought the sted door. The fingers sought to
dip thekey back inits place; they did not succeed at firdt, for the task was difficult. Finally, they made a
delicate motion, and the peculiar piece of metal found its proper resting place. The stedl door moved
dightly inward asthe key entered the lock.

The dight sound it made was logt asthe lawyer closed the door of the safe and spun the didl.
The hand began to draw away, empty. It moved quite dowly. Then it stopped.

Ezekid Bingham had turned, and was staring at a spot on the floor. A shadowy blotch appeared there.
The lawyer was studying it. He rose, and his own shadow moved, the blot on the floor appeared to fade.
The hand was gone, and Bingham had not seen it in the flesh.

The old lawyer gazed suddenly at the window. It was now closed at the bottom; he did not know that it
had been opened.



Y et he seemed perplexed. He turned and crouched before the safe; then arose and watched his shadow.
No, it was not the same. He repeated the experiment. Still he was not satisfied. He went quickly to the
window and opened the lower sash. He peered through the bars toward the lawn.

There were shadows there; shadows that seemed to move as the night breeze rustled the trees and
bushes. A long shadow flitted over the lawn and vanished. But the keen, piercing eyes of the lavyer
could detect nothing else. He had removed his reading glasses and was staring with hisfar-sighted eyes.

He closed the window and laughed. He turned back and shut the steel door with a clang. He removed
the key and placed it in his pocket.

"Shadows," he murmured. "When people worry about shadows, their minds begin to wander. Croaker
talked of shadows. What wasit he screamed the night he died? "The Shadow!" That wasit! Perhaps The
Shadow isaliving being. But if heis- what of it?"

The old man laughed again.
He went back to his desk and began to write.

But now hismind was dert as his ears had aways been. At moments he gazed quickly toward the
window, which he had closed and locked.

The hourswent by and thefirst stresks of dawn gppeared. Ezekiel Bingham finished hiswriting, laid the
papersin the desk drawer, and yawned.

Therewas aknock at his door.

"Comein."

Jenks entered. The man was dressed in working clothes, and stood there, his stolid face impassive.
"l am on duty, Sir."

"All right, Jenks™"

The old lawyer went into the front room and made ready for bed. As he pulled down the shadesto
obscure the increasing rays of daylight, he smiled and spoke aoud.

"The Shadow!" were hiswords. " Some people have wild imaginations!"
A faint laugh seemed to mock the lawyer'swords - alaugh that issued feebly from the wals of hisroom.

It was achill of mirth that might have crept in from outer spaces, where crimson tints had flushed the new
day's sky. A laugh that was aleft-over from darkness, bespeaking the departure of some creature that
dwdtinnight.

Old Bingham chewed hislips; then smiled sourly. The touch of day against the window shade qudlled his
momentary alarm. Darkness had passed; there was no need to fear the presence of an imaginary being
called The Shadow.

"Bah!" snorted Bingham. " Just the scurrying feet of rats.”

Satified that his plans were secrets known only to himself, Ezekid Bingham fell adegp untroubled. Not
for one moment did he suspect that the night just past had brought him an unseen visitor.



Only The Shadow knew that fact. Silently The Shadow had arrived; his mission accomplished, theweird
intruder had faded with the end of night.

CHAPTER XVIIlI. FELLOWSASSEMBLESFACTS

CLAUDE FELLOWSwasworking in hisinner office. He was seated &t his persond typewriter. The
door to the outer office was closed.

The insurance broker had been engaged so al morning - ever snce Harry Vincent had reported at nine
o'clock, only to betold to come back toward the end of the day.

It was nearly hdf past one, and Fellows had not gone out for lunch. Evidently he intended to complete
the work that he had in hand.

He struck afew words on the typewriter, then pondered. He shifted to another line, allowing
considerable space, and typed afew more words.

Hewas nearly at the bottom of the sheet. He stopped and drew it from the machine, dropped the piece
of paper upon others that were beside him, then carried them dl to his desk. There were not many
papersin the pile, but Fellows seemed satisfied with what he had accomplished.

He sorted through the sheets, arranged them in order, and read the one on top. It contained smplelines
of condensed information that ran down the page a intervals.

Fellows read each statement in an undertone, pausing between the phrases:

"Geoffrey Laidlow - millionaire,

"No enemies - house at Holmwood.

"Collection of gems- kept in safe.

"Family away - wife and two sons.

"People in house - secretary and servants.”

Fellows paused and considered arow of starsthat ran across the typewritten page Then he read below:

"Laidlow returned home - accompanied by his secretary - went into the library - closed the door - heard
asound in the house - went to the study - discovered aman at the open safe - was shot and killed - by
revolver kept in safe”

Fellowslaid the sheet of paper face down upon his desk. He scanned the next page of typewriting:

"Howard Burgess - Laidlow's secretary - camein with Laidlow - with himin library - ready to go out -
wearing coat and gloves - waswith Laidlow - followed him to the study - attacked by the burglar - shot
inthe arm - followed the burglar - ran to front window - saw the burglar escape.”

Thethird sheet carried further information:

"Ezekid Bingham - crimina lawyer - lived near Laidlow - passing the house - heard shotsfired - stopped
his car - saw aman crossthe lawn - entered the Laidlow home - found Burgess - called the police.”

A line of sgars, then thisdata:



"Met aman named Joyce - in his automobile at night - gave Joyce a copy of the code - origind in
Bingham's safe - demanded quick trandation - ordered silence - purpose of the code - unknown."

The next sheet bore these memoranda:
"Unknown burglar - entered Laidlow home.
"Opened the safe.

"Knew the combination? Worked the dids.
"Jewels were there - he took them.

"Removed papers - scattered them on the floor.
"Nothing missing - except jewels.

"Killed Ladlow.

"Shot Burgess - dropped the revolver on the lawn.
"Seen by Bingham.

"Escaped across lawn - |eft no trail "

The pagesthat followed were al very brief; they mentioned facts and actions concerning other persons
who had arrived on the scene after the murder was committed.

Fdlows read these quickly; then he looked over areport sheet which gave information concerning the
careers of the various people mentioned - with the exception of the unknown burglar.

These report sheets showed that Fellows was unquestionably a capable man when it came to assembling
cold information. Asamatter of fact, he had handled afew insurance policies for Geoffrey Laidlow, and
was in apogition to obtain consderable information concerning the millionaire's past life. He had worked
through insurance sources to gain data about Ezekiel Bingham, and Howard Burgessaswell; and apile
of newspaper clippings that lay in an opened desk drawer indicated that he had overlooked no source
from which he might have obtained additiond facts.

His reports, thorough as they were, showed nothing very unusual. Both Geoffrey Laidlow and Ezekiel
Bingham were well-known persons who had often been in the news. Fellows had managed to go through
the clippingsin the "morgue’ of one of the New Y ork newspapers, but had gleaned very little of interest
from that source.

Hisreport on Howard Burgess corroborated al that the police had discovered; it showed that the
secretary had been an old and trusted employee, related to Mrs. Laidlow. The man had known agreat
many of the millionairés affairs, and had handled many of hismoney meatters. Y et, evidently, some
important affairs were kept from Burgess, for the secretary had stated that he did not know the
combination of the safe.

Fellows permitted himself the liberty of afew remarks on this point. They werethe only itemsof origina
thought in the whole parcel of information, and they were on a separate page that carried question marks
above and below:

"Laidlow probably kept the safe combination to himsalf because he had the jewelsthere. It is strange that
he relied upon this antiquated safe, because no other valuables were there. All important paperswerein



safe-deposit vaults at banks. No record to show that the jewels were ever kept at abank.”
Then, at the bottom of the page, appeared this entry:

"I have included facts regarding Elbert Joyce in the statements which concern Ezekid Bingham. Let me
remind you that Harry Vincent brought no evidenceto link thiswith the Laidiow murder. Y our
ingtructions were to include these facts, and | have done s0."

It was now nearly two o'clock, theinsurance broker noted as he glanced at hiswatch. He hurriedly
folded the papers and placed them in alarge, heavy envelope which he thrust in the insde pocket of his
overcoat. Then he put on his hat and coat, buttoned the outer garment tightly, and opened the door to the
outer room.

"l am going out to lunch,”" he said to the stenographer. "I shall be back at three o'clock.”

Instead of going directly to arestaurant, Claude Fellows hailed a passing cab the moment he reached the
street. He rode down Broadway and went east on Twenty-third Street. His destination was an old,
time-marked office building. He dismissed the cab upon hisariva.

Fellows went up the stepsto the third floor, and stopped at adoor near the end of the hal. On the
frosted glass appeared the name, "B. Jonas."

Fellows drew the envelope from his pocket and pushed it through the mail chute benesth the glass.

Very little light showed through from the room within. It evidently had a single window that opened upon
an airshaft, which provided very littleillumination. There was dust on the glass of the door, thick dust.
Apparently, no one had been in the room for weeks or months.

In thisold building, the tenants paid extrafor janitor service; and it gppeared that Mr. Jonas frowned on
such aluxury.

But al thiswas an old story to Claude Fellows. He had once made inquiries regarding the closed room,
but since then had given the matter no attention.

Curiogity was not one of the insurance broker's characteristics. He was aman who dealt in fact, method,
and routine. Since he had become used to the duties that he performed for the man he knew as The
Shadow, he had accepted them as a matter of regular business.

Fellows thought of this as he was eating lunch in ahotel near Twenty-third Street. He recalled various
affairswhich he had handled for the man of mystery, and his mind went back to the circumstances which
had brought about the connection.

Some months ago, Fellows had been in financid draits. He had mentioned histroublesto various friends
and had tried to borrow money, without success. Then he received aletter without asignature - aletter
which had offered him opportunity and prosperity in return for faithful service.

He had accepted the terms of the | etter - accepted them by walking dong Broadway from Forty-second
Street to Twenty-third, on the east Sde of the Street, carrying acanein hisleft hand!

That had been the sgndl. Thefollowing day he received aletter written in ink that faded to blankness
after he had read the letter. Thiswasfollowed by a code which smply transposed | etters. He memorized
the code, then destroyed it.

Sincethat time, Fellows had been atrusted agent of The Shadow. Hiswork had been of a passive sort,



conducted entirely from his office. He had gained information on certain subjects, and had sometimes
caught an inkling of what they signified.

This matter of the Laidlow murder was the most important of them dl; and it wasthe first casein which
he had knowingly comein contact with another of The Shadow's men.

The reportswhich he had deposited in the mail box of the office that bore the name of Jonaswerethe
culmination of hisroutine work. What The Shadow wanted with them was more than Fellows knew; and
he was not particularly concerned about the matter. He knew that his patron could have probably gained
al theinformation himself; in fact, may have done so. But the reports presented factsin definite,
condensed form, and they would at least serve as a check-up.

The insurance broker was glad that his services were needed. His own businesswas doing well of late,
but he was aways assured of aregular income from this new and unknown source. Cash camein by
messenger once every month.

Fellows knew that if he required money for an emergency, anote placed in Jonas door would bring a
prompt response. He was wise enough never to question amessenger who brought an envelope from his
unknown benefactor. Fellows reasoned that the messengers, who were al uniformed delivery boys, had
received the envel opes from some one on the street, and had been watched until they entered the
Granadville Building. So they would know nothing of value.

In brief, the insurance broker's whole interest concerned his own welfare. Beyond that, he scented
danger, and so avoided it. His present work was finished; new instructions might not arrive for sometime
to come. Y et the monthly paymentswould keep on.

Fellowsfinished his coffee and smiled with satisfaction as he started back to his office. Why should he
worry about The Shadow's identity? The less he knew about it, the better.

All that he had ever written to the mysterious stranger had been inscribed with the specid ink that
vanished permanently; anew bottle came by mail when it was needed. The typewritten statementswould
not disappear; but they merdly put forth facts and carried no clew asto their origin.

Whatever The Shadow's purpose might be, Fellows could see no danger threatening himsalf so long as
he continued discreet.

CHAPTER XI1X. WOVEN FACTS

A CIRCLE of light shone on asguaretable. It was like a spotlight that came from above, for it was
focused by an opague lamp shade.

Benesth thelight, apair of hands were opening an envelope. All that showed in the ring of light werethe
hands, the envelope, and awatch that lay on the table. The watch indicated four minutes after six.

The armswere clad in black, and they faded away into the darkness beyond. The hands were white; they
were long, and the fingers tapered. Upon the third finger of the left hand atrand ucent gem glowed
beneath the lamplight. It was alarge blue girasol, or fire opal, and it shone with a strange red reflection.

The hands removed a group of folded papers and spread them on the table. They werethelists of data
and reportsthat had been typewritten by Fellows, the insurance broker.

The hands held up each paper in turn. Eyes above the lamp shade read the typed words. Eyes that were
hidden in the darkness; eyesthat were lost in gloomy, sinister shadows.



The papers were spread upon the table, overlapping in the circle of light. A pair of scissorsflashed
suddenly beneeth the illumination; scissorsthat came as though they were conjured out of nothingness.

The hands handled the scissors deftly. The typed lists of facts were cut into tiny pieces, and arranged in
little separate rows. The hands brushed the remaining scraps from the table.

A large sheet of paper appeared in thelight, and with it ajar of paste. The hands moved likeliving
creatures. They passed from onerow of paper dipsto another, fingering the bits of typing, choosing first
one and then another.

Thedipswerelaid at intervals upon the large sheet of paper. Occasiondly the hands changed the order
of the dips. Sometimesthey regjected bits of information, subgtituting othersin their place.

The actions were uncanny. Asthe hands worked in silence, they seemed to be fingering red facts and
actions, instead of mere dips of paper, forming new combinations of phrasesthat differed from those
which Fellows had assembled.

Minutes passed; but the hands kept on, untiring. They dipped here and therein rapid silence, and the
quickness of their motions showed that they were controlled by amind that thought with amazing speed.
The circling second hand on the face of the watch seemed dow and duggish in comparison.

At last the hands ceased their movement. Many dips were lying upon the paper. The fingers touched one
and pushed it to anew position. They took another, only later to be removed. Again the motion

stopped.

Then the hands dipped the paint brush in the jar. They worked rapidly again, applying paste to the backs
of the chosen dips.

The bits of paper were pasted in position, and the result was a series of lines, the disconnected items of
information standing well apart.

The assembled phrases read asfollows:

"Geoffrey Laidlow... millionaire... no enemies... house a Holmwood... Laidlow returned home...
accompanied by his secretary... went into the library... closed the door... heard a sound in the house...
went to the study... discovered aman at the open safe... Howard Burgess... Laidlow's secretary... knew
the combination?... wearing coat and gloves... was shot and killed... ran to the front window... shot in the
arm... dropped the revolver on the lawn... opened the safe... jewel s were there... removed papers...
scattered them on thefloor... Ezekid Bingham... crimind lawyer... lived near Laidlow... passing the
house... stopped his car... heard shotsfired... entered the Laidlow home... found Burgess... called the
police... saw aman cross the lawn... met aman named Joyce... in hisautomobile at night... gave Joyce a
copy of the code... demanded quick trandation... ordered silence... purpose of the code... unknown...
collection of gems™"

The hands reappeared above the patched paper. The right hand now held a pencil. The left steadied the
paper, the fire opd on the third finger gleaming like alive cod. The pencil was poised for an ingant, then
it crossed out the single question mark that appeared among the statements.

With easy, unhesitating motion, the hand used the pencil to print words in the blank spaces between the
typed items. Its uniform speed indicated that the controlling mind was well aheed, asthe new words were
formed, the mixed phrases became coherent. The hands stopped. A complete, amazing story stood forth
inbold relief.



It was most emphatic because the words that had been added were printed in small, neat capital |etters,
as perfect asthe typing. Thiswas the finished resuilt:

"Geoffrey Ladlow, A RETIRED millionaire, WHO HAD no enemies, LIVED IN A house at
Holmwood, Laidlow returned home ONE EVENING, accompanied by his secretary.

"LAIDLOW went into the library ALONE, AND closed the door. LATER HE heard a sound in the
house AND went to the study. THERE HE discovered aman at the open safe.

"THE MAN WAS Howard Burgess, Laidlow's secretary, WHO knew the combination OF THE SAFE.
BURGESS WAS wearing coat and gloves. LAIDLOW was shot and killed BY BURGESS, WHO
THEN ran to the front window, WHERE HE WAS shot inthearm BY HIMSELF.

"BURGESS dropped the revolver on the lawn. BURGESS HAD opened the safe, BUT NO jewels
were there. BURGESS HAD removed papers AND HAD scattered them on the floor.

"FROM THEM HE TOOK ONE THAT BORE A CODE. Ezekid Bingham, THE crimind lawyer
WHO lived near Laidlow, WAS NOT passing the house. ACTUALLY, HE HAD stopped hiscar OUT
FRONT. WHEN HE heard the shotsfired, HE IMMEDIATELY entered the Laidlow home, WHERE
HE found Burgess, WHO GAVE HIM THE CODE.

"BINGHAM cdled the police AND TOLD THEM THAT HE saw aman crossthe lawn, THUS
SUPPORTING THE SECRETARY'S STORY.

"SOME TIME LATER BINGHAM met aman named Joyce WHO JOINED HIM in his automobile at
night AND gave Joyce acopy of the code. BINGHAM demanded quick trandation AND ORDERED
dlence

"THE purpose of the code ISNOT unknown. IT TELLSWHERE LAIDLOW KEPT HIS collection of
gems”

The hand used the pencil to check over the entire story, carefully touching each word. Then it moved to
the bottom of the sheet and wrote in script.

Words appeared. Those words were thoughts, expressed in rapid writing. They were sound, accurate
thoughts - clear deductions supported by the factsin Fellows's reports on the personsinvolved, and
based upon the finished story that stood above.

Thewriting was asfollows.

"Howard Burgess had no questionable past; but he knew more about the affairs of Geoffrey Laidlow
than any other man. His control of expenditures, under the lenient millionaire, might have caused himto
sted, and he may have feared discovery.

"It is probable that he made contact with Ezekiel Bingham by secretly visiting the lawyer to ask advice.
Bingham - aman who holds control over crooks and who admits his own crookedness - must surely
dominate Burgess.

"We may assume that he arranged the robbery, and was ready to receive whatever was stolen. When
Burgess was surprised by Ladlow, hisonly chance of safety depended upon the murder of the
millionaire

"These facts support the case:



"Firg: Burgess must have known the combination to the safe. He handled ordinary affairsin the
household. Many trivid paperswerein the safe. Y et he disclaimed knowledge of the combination.

"Second: Burgess was wearing gloves. He wanted to be sure that no finger prints remained.

"Third: The use of the gun that wasin the safe. A robber would have had his own revolver. He would not
have trusted a strange gun, especidly asthereisno likelihood that he would have taken thetimeto
examineit to seeif it were loaded.

"Fourth: The safe at Laidlow's home was antiquated and poorly protected. The millionaire kept al
vauable papersin safe-depogit vaults. It is certain that the jewelswere not in the safe. Y et both Burgess
and Bingham stressed the fact that the imaginary burglar carried abox. They went so far asthey dared to
convince every onethat the jewe s were taken from the safe.

"Conclusion: Burgess knew that the code wasin the safe. He either planned to stedl the code, dong with
other papers, or he was merely looking for the code to copy it. He expected no interference from
Laidlow, who was accustomed to read for hours before retiring. Laidlow, confident that the code could
not be deciphered and believing that Burgess was trustworthy, had not concealed from Burgess the fact
that the code existed. But he would tell no man where the jewel s were kept for he did not even entrust
them to the security of a safe-deposit vaullt.

"Upon the deciphering of the code hingesthefate of Laidlow'sjewels. If Bingham obtainsatrandation
from Joyce, there will be a second robbery at the Laidlow home - arobbery that may never be brought
to light. But it will not take place until the dead man's secret has been discovered.”

The paper, with its double story, lay between the unmoving hands while the fire opd glistened and its
crimson depths held their strange glow. Unseen eyes were reading from the page, and theinvisble mind
behind them was remembering every word.

The handsfolded the paper once, and then again. The pencil wrote on the outside of the packet:

"This report would be a great help to Detective Joe Cardona. It would aso interest Inspector John
Maone"

Pencil, paste and scissors disappeared, carried away by the hands. Then the long fingers gripped the
folded paper and toreit once, then again and again, until it becametiny fragmentswhich lay in ahegp on
the center of the table. The typed sheets met the same fate.

The hands gathered the torn paper bits until the left hand clutched them all. Not one scrap remained. The
right hand picked up the watch, which registered half past six. The hands moved from thelight. Only the
blank top of the table remained in view.

A sharp click and the room was in absolute darkness. All was silent for amoment; then from the midst of
that Stygian gloom came a soft, weird, mocking laugh - alaugh no louder than awhisper; yet alaugh that
echoed and reechoed from thewalls.

CHAPTER XX.ALETTER FOR HARRY
"MR. VINCENT?'
"es"

"Thisisthe clerk at the desk. Therésaletter herefor you. Shdl | send it up to your room?"



"Right away."

Harry Vincent opened the door of hisroom and awaited the arrival of the bell boy. Thiswas quick
action.

He had visted Fellows shortly before five o'clock, and had been instructed to return to hisroom at the
Metrolite Hotel to await orders. It was now only half past seven.

The letter arrived. It was in along envel ope which bore no return address. Harry opened it at the writing
table, and saw that it wasin the smple code he knew. Thefigure"1" appeared at the bottom.

He read the message with ease, for only afew letters had been substituted. Y et there were enough to
make the note unintelligible to any one other than Vincent.

His reading was accomplished with care.

"Report to the Excelsior Garage,” the message read. "Y ou will find ataxicab there in your name. Put on
the uniform that isin the back seat. Y ou will find another note in the pocket. Lose no time.”

Harry stared at the message and read it a second time. Then he blinked his eyes. The writing was dowly
disappearing. In afew secondsit had gone!

He held the paper closeto thelight.
Not the dightest trace of any ink remained.

Harry dropped the sheet of paper in the waste-basket. Now he knew what had happened to the letter
that Fellows had been reading in the insurance office. He dso appreciated what Fellows had meant when
he had remarked that it would be unnecessary to destroy any messages that he might receive.

Harry had not yet eaten dinner, but he did not wait for that. He looked up the Excelsior Garagein the
phone book, found that it was located on Tenth Avenue, and took ataxi in that direction.

He dismissed the vehicle some distance from the garage. It was obvious that he was to pose asacab
driver, and he did not know whether or not taximen hired the cabs of others during their leisure hours.
Probably they did. Nevertheless, he could avoid any complications by arriving on foot.

He entered the garage and mentioned his name.

"So you'rethefellow that hasthe cab,” said the attendant. "It's been waiting for you for a couple of days.
All fixed up and ready to go."

"Whereisit?'
"Ove inthe corner.”

Harry found the cab and looked in the back seat. He saw the uniform and felt in the pocket. The note
wasthere.

Heturned on the light in the cab, opened the envelope, and read another message with substituted
letters.

"Cometo Wang Foo's before ten o'clock. Drive past. Circle the block and drive by a second time. Then
park around the corner at the end of the Street. Keep the cab out of sight, but loaf near the corner and
watch down the block.



"When you see a Chinaman come from the tea shop, hurry back to the cab and be ready to pick up a
man who will he coming from Wang Foo's. If he does not arrive within one minute, drive down the street
and watch for a passenger at the other end. The man may go the opposite way. Take him where he
desires and remember his destination. Watch the meter. Collect."

A notation following the message gave Wang Foo's address. This wasimportant. Harry had been to
Wang Foo's - he remembered the vigit al to well - but he had been taken by around-about way, and
until now he had no idea as to the exact |location of the place.

He was due before ten o'clock. That would give him time to get some dinner. He dressed in the cab.

The driver'suniform fitted him well. He noted a picture that |ooked something like himself and bore the
name Harry Patman. That would be well to remember. The first name was his own.

Evidently the person whom hewasto pick up would be a stranger who might suspect something wrong if
the card were not inits place.

Harry picked up the note, which was lying on the seat, and observed that the writing had disappeared.
Thisreminded him that it had borne the number "2," so hetook ablank diary from his suit and crossed
out the first and second days of January. That seemed a good way to keep arecord. Then hefolded the
suit and put it under the back seet.

It was hisfirst experience at the whed of ataxicab. He knew the streets of New Y ork fairly well, and did
not worry about the traffic; but hefdt strangein hisdisguise.

He saw alunch room on Tenth Avenue. He parked his cab and had dinner.

There was plenty of time before he was due at the corner above Wang Foo's. Harry did not particularly
relish the thought of loitering too long in that section on the border of Chinatown. Neither did he careto
drive about in the cab. He might have to argue with prospective passengers who would not be satisfied
with his statement that the empty cab was engaged. So he lingered in the lunch room after he had finished
eding.

Gauging histime for the trip to Chinatown, Harry set forth in the cab. He kept to the streets and avenues
where traffic was not heavy and drove rather dowly. He passed several persons who shouted and
whigtled for his services, but paid no attention and kept on hisway.

It was eight minutes of ten when he reached his destination. He rolled dowly down the street in front of
Wang Foo's and felt his nervestingle as he passed the front of that grim, foreboding building where he
had so narrowly escaped death.

He circled the block in accordance with the instructions of the message and rode by the teashop a
second time. Then he came back to the corner above the building and parked the cab in a convenient
space.

There were not many persons on the street. The digtrict was dismal and forlorn. But the few who passed
- among them some Chinese - paid no attention to the man in the cab driver's uniform.

The night was atrifle chilly. Harry waked up and down the sireet beside the cab, swinging hisarms. His
action was naturd, and, as he reached the corner, he swung around in a casua way so that he could
catch aview of Wang Foo's tea shop.

He continued his patrol for haf an hour. It became monotonous. He expected some sign of the
mysterious Chinaman each time he reached the corner. But he was constantly disappointed.



Harry began to count the number of turns he made in his short walk. Ten - twenty - thirty - and till the
same monotonous patrol. But he kept on, back and forth.

Eleven o'clock went by. Then haf past eleven. It was approaching midnight, and the pretended taxi
driver il continued to pace the sdewalk.

CHAPTER XXI. WANG FOO RECEIVESA VISITOR

WHILE Harry Vincent had been undergoing his experiences as an amateur hackman, other events had
been dowly unfolding within the tea shop of Wang Foo.

Loo Choy, the regular counter man, had comein earlier than usud to relieve hislately rediscovered
cousin, Ling Chow. Infact, he had arrived at five o'clock in the afternoon.

There was a purpose behind his action. Since the double shift had been ingtituted, Loo Choy had had his
afternoonsto himself. He had found the freedom that he had lacked for an entire year, and he wanted
more. He had fdlt that if he arrived at five instead of six, he might be able to persuade hiscousin, Ling
Chow, to stay on duty that evening.

Ling Chow had listened silently to Loo Choy's efforts at persuasion. But he had given no indication that
he would consent to the plan. In fact, he intimated that the evenings were too much work after ahard
afternoon. He understood that many customers came to the tea shop in the evening - perhgps as many as
five or Sx; and it would require greeat effort to attend to their wants.

Loo Choy had denied this. He held up the fingers of hisleft hand, and had counted two of them. Only
two persons had comein last night. In fact, only one had been acustomer; for the other, alarge white
man, had gone upstairs to see Wang Foo.

Ling Chow had still been skeptical. No one ever went upstairs to see Wang Foo - that is, no American
men. That one statement had been sufficient to prove that Loo Choy was not truthful.

This had brought atorrent of triumphal words from the lips of Loo Choy. He could prove to his doubting
cousin that the American man had come the night before! But in order to see the proof, Ling Chow
would have to stay in the shop during the evening.

The American, Loo Choy explained, had come unannounced. He had signaled at the door in therear,
and had been admitted. He had arrived just before ten o'clock, and had stayed about half an hour. Then,
Wang Foo had summoned Loo Choy upgtairs, and Loo Choy had heard the ancient Chinaman say, in
English:

"Cometo-morrow night. Sametime.”

Loo Choy's knowledge of English was extremely limited, but he had understood al these words.

Then, Wang Foo had sent him downgtairs and out into the Street, to see that no onewasin sight. Having
reported that al was clear, Loo Choy had watched the big man depart, and had seen him from the
doorway as he shouted to a passing taxicab at the end of the street.

Despite what Loo Choy rdlated, Ling Chow still maintained his doubts. Findly, Loo Choy made asmall
wager that if Ling Chow would stay in the teashop he would see the big American. Thisaroused Ling
Chow's sporting spirit. He took up the bet, but insisted upon acompromise.

It wasto this effect: He, Ling Chow, would leave the tea shop at that moment, but would return by eight
o'clock, and would remain there the rest of the evening,. Thus he would have afew hoursto himsdlf, and



yet be ableto witnessthe arrival of the vistor.
Loo Choy agreed. Ling Chow |eft at haf past five.
At eight o'clock, Ling Chow came back to the tea shop, in accordance with his agreement.

Loo Choy left immediatdly. It was hisfirgt night off since hisvacation. He wandered into the street, and
looked across. The shadows did not appear so thick to-night. He had noticed the same on the night
before, when he had gone to the door with Wang Foo's visitor.

Within the shop, Ling Chow sat placidly behind the counter He stared straight ahead, patient and quiet as
an Image of Buddha. Not a customer entered the tea shop.

Shortly before ten o'clock, there came the sound of heavy footsteps on the sidewak outside. Some one
climbed the rickety step and entered the door.

It was awhite man, fairly tall and decidedly heavy. He strode toward the counter and looked &t Ling
Chow.

Thisnewcomer had afull, red face, alarge, pudgy nose, and asquare-set jaw that hung like that of a
bulldog.

Ling Chow's eyes were directly upon him. However, after aglance at the Chinaman, the stranger went on
through the shop and disappeared behind the tea boxes in the rear. Ling Chow could hear him pound on
the door four times.

Through the partition came the sound of heavy footfdls on the sairsthat led to Wang Foo's private
sanctum.

Ling Chow did not move from his counter for one hour and ahalf. Then he toddled toward the rear,
where heinspected a stack of tea boxes which had been neglected until they appeared on the verge of
fdling.

From there he went to the door at the rear, where he listened for amoment. He looked at the door as
though he meant to knock upon it. At that instant abell rang. That would be Wang Foo'ssignal.

Ling Chow tapped four times. The door opened. Ling Chow ascended.

At the top of the gtairs, he paused in the open doorway that was the entrance to Wang Foo'sden. The
old Chinaman was seated behind his desk. The vistor was standing near by.

"It istimefor you to go," said Wang Foo to the stranger.

Wang Foo beckoned to Ling Chow, who respectfully approached the desk, and received instructionsin
Chinese to the effect that he should proceed downstairs and see that the street was clear. Ling Chow
waited in the doorway again, until the stranger should be ready.

The man with the beefy face suddenly reopened conversation with Wang Foo.

"Theold boy may have the goods any time," he said. "But for some reason he's holding back.”
"Perhaps heis not yet prepared,” replied Wang Foo.

"But the job was pulled.”



"I know that."
"Maybe he's going to fence them some other place.”
"I think not."

"He'safoxy felow. Trestsmeadl right, though. I'm one he hasn't got anything on - maybe that'swhy. He
trusts me, too, because | came from you. He hasn't anything on you, either.”

"No one has anything on me."

"That's so, Wang Foo."

"That iswhy | bring you here. Remember, if the police ever suspect you of anything, out you go.”
The red-faced man laughed.

"There ain't much chance of that, Wang Foo. The bullsknow meal right, but they ain't ever found me
mixed up in anything crooked. That lunch wagon I'm running isagreat hangout for crooks. That'swhy
the bullsthink I'm al right. When they come snooping around my place, the boys behind the counter
keep their mouths shut.”

"Don' the police ask you for information?"

"Not any more. They know | ain't no stool pigeon. Treat 'em both straight - crooks and cops; that's my
game."

The beefy-faced man paused, then added:

"Y ou know, Wang Foo, I'm supposed to be out of town. I've got lunch wagonsin other cities. Couple
here around New Y ork. So when I'm working for you nobody knows I'm anywhere near here.”

"It never paysto fed too sure,” warned Wang Foo. "Be careful .”
"Sure," said the man, grinning. "Only fed safe two places - with the old boy, and here with you.”
Wang Foo raised his scant eyebrows.

"With the old boy out on Long Idand,” explained the red-faced man, "anybody's safe, because he's got
hisracket, and it'sagood one."

"Whereaswith me?

"Perfect. Y ou're one chink that minds his business and plays straight. | bet you don't have no worries.”
"Not many," smiled Wang Foo. "But | have been careful lately.”

"“Why?"

"Some other Chinesetried to work something. They sent afase messenger in here. | trgpped him.”
"Washe achink?'

"No, an American."

"How do you know that Chinamen were behind it, then?"



"Because only Chinese would have known about the messenger. After | caught him and had him upgtairs,
a Chinaman rescued him.”

"Whew! That's bad. How did the chink get in?"

"He must have followed the messenger, and remained hidden in the hall outsde.”
"How did you trap the messenger?'

"I had two men behind the curtains. | dways have under such circumstances.”
"Maybe you've got them there now, watching me."

In reply, Wang Foo rose and went to the wall. He lifted the curtain.

"Look anywhere you want, Johnny. | trust you."

"Thanks, Wang Foo. Wdll, | hope there's no moretrouble.”

"I don't expect it. Both men escaped. The Chinese fought hisway out. That's my only trouble, Johnny.
My own people. The police mean nothing.”

"Why, Wang Foo?'
The Chinaman spread hisarms, with the pams of his hands upward.

"If they came here," he said, "and found me with the goods, what would it mean? Some trouble, yes. But
| have never been under suspicion. They would believe my story - that | had bought without knowing that
the articles had been stolen.”

"l guessyou'reright at that. But suppose somebody should happen to be here with you?"

"Ah! That iswhy | ded only with those who have never been suspected. Y ou, for instance. Y ou are my
friend. Asinnocent as mysdalf, and quite surprised to learn that the goods were stolen.”

"Y ou're smart, Wang Foo."
"Itis profitable to be smart.”
"Youreright."
"l dwaysam.”

The red-faced man chanced to glance at the floor. He started nervoudly as he observed along shadow
beside him. It was the shadow of ahuman being, grotesque because of its great Size. He looked hastily
behind him and saw Ling Chow standing slently in the doorway.

"Say," he said to Wang Foo. "I didn't know that chink was standing there. He musta heard us talking.”
Wang Foo smiled.

"Ling Chow knows very little English,” he explained. "Furthermore, heisrdiable. He has been away from
me for some months; but it takes a Chinese of histype alifetime to learn English. Heisemployed in the
shop downdtairs. Like his cousin, Loo Choy, heisindolent. These men know little. They arefaithful.
Therefore, they are useful "



The man caled Johnny looked at Ling Chow, and then at the silent Chinaman's shadow. Funny things,
shadows. A little man with a big shadow!

Wang Foo then repeated to Ling Chow the ingtructions that he had given him sometime before. Ling
Chow toddled downstairs and the big man with the red face followed, to wait in the shop while Ling
Chow went out to the street. The Chinaman came back and bowed, indicating that the way was clear.

"Funny bunch, these chinks," the American muttered. "Wang Foo is different from the rest of ‘em, though.
No wonder he watches out for trouble.”

Hewalked heavily down the steps.

"Now to find acab," he muttered. "1 waslucky last night. But it's later now, and | may havetowak a
ways."

He started up to the end of the street and whistled as he neared the corner. A cab was standing near the
intersection, and he could hear the motor.

"Taxi, 9r?'
"Right-o!" answered the beefy-faced man as he thrust his heavy body through the door.
CHAPTER XXII. FRESH TROUBLE

THE big man in the back of the cab grunted as the car bounced aong apoorly paved street. Evidently
the driver did not know the best way to the address that had been given him.

The cab swung a corner, rolled along a street that was somewhat better, then began to increase its
speed. Suddenly the passenger in back whistled.

"Whoa, boy," hesaid. "Let'sstop in hereaminute.”
He pointed to alunch wagon they had just passed.

"Might aswdl let them know I'mintown," he muttered to himself. "Now that I've fixed thingswith Wang
Foo, there's nothing to do until | see the old boy on Long Idand. I'll hear from him in time to plan another
businesstrip.”

Stepping from the cab, he turned to the driver.

"Comein, boy," he said to the taxi driver.

Harry got out of the front seat reluctantly.

"Don' liketo sparethetime," he began.

"Forget it," replied the beefy-faced man. "L eave your meter running. Thisison me."

Together they entered the lunch wagon. A cry went up from two men seated there, and the cook waved
hishand in recognition.

"English Johnny!"
The red-faced man laughed.
"They cdl metha," hesad, "but you fellows know | aint an Englishman.”



"Perhaps not,” said one of the customers, "but you've got some English in you, and you sure ook

English.”
English Johnny turned to Harry Vincent.
"Sit down, bud," he said, "and order up.”

Vincent caled for acup of coffee. He listened to the conversation, but learned nothing except that the
man they cdled "English Johnny" waswell known and well liked.

"When did you get back, Johnny?' came aquestion.

"To-night."

"Where areyou staying?'

"Wadll, | usualy pick adowntown hotdl, but | ain't registered yet. Just camein from atrip, you know."
"Starting any more wagons?"

"Expect to, soon."

Thetak drifted abit. Harry had finished his coffee. The beefy-faced man had gulped down two
sandwiches and had swallowed a cupful of tea. He rose and walked to the door, with Harry following.

Asthey neared the cab, another taxi drew up and the driver aighted.
"Hdlo, English Johnny," the driver called.

"Hello, boy."

The driver gazed curioudly a Harry Vincent, but said nothing. Harry felt rather ill at ease. Perhgpshe
should greet this other man.

English Johnny detected the glance of the newcomer, but thetaxi driver was evidently amere
acquaintance, and not afriend. Harry climbed into the cab and held the door open for English Johnny.

They rolled beneath the elevated. Harry stepped on the accelerator. It would be best to deliver the man
in back before any trouble might arise. The street was deserted; thiswas atime for speed.

Hewent past a corner. English Johnny whistled at him. Harry dowed down.

"Where you taking me, fellow?" asked the beefy-faced man. "Thisain't the shortest way. Cut over to the
left. Don't you know your New Y ork?"

"Not dl of it, gr.”
"Lookslike you don't know none of it."

Harry swung to theleft; ashe did so, apassing car honked warningly. There followed the grinding of
brakes, and the other automobile narrowly missed a collision with one of the elevated posts.

An oath issued from the other car. Its driver stepped from one door and a policeman from the other.
Harry was stopped in the middle of the street.

"What'stheidea?' demanded the policeman.



"Judt turning left,” said Vincent.

"Where was your hand?'

"I had it out,” answered Harry truthfully.
The officer turned to his companion.
"Did you see him put his hand out?'

"No" said the other man. "I'm glad | was giving you alift, officer. Y ou can see what we drivers are up
againg. Thesetaxisthink they own the streets. Why don't you run him in?”

The policeman glowered at Vincent. He looked as though he was sorry there had not been an accident.
He seemed to be after an excuse to make an arrest.

"Get out your driver'slicense," he sad. " Show meyour certificates.”

Vincent fumbled in the pocket of hisuniform. He half expected to find the credentialsthere. Then he
realized that he would be unable to sign properly - doubtless the officer would require that.

Thiswas something that had not been anticipated; evidently no provision had been madefor it. The
pocket was empty.

"One chanceinamillion,” thought Vincent. "One chance that | would runinto amesslikethis."
The policeman was opening the back door of the car.

"Let'stake alook a your mug back here,” Vincent heard him say.

"Do you mean me?' came the voice of English Johnny.

"No. I mean the picture of thisbum driver you have in the license frame. But I'll look you over, too if you
want. What's your name?"

"Well," camethereply, "my name's Harmon; but most of the boys know me by thetitle of English
Johnny."

The policeman looked up.

"English Johnny!"

"Sure”

"Thefelow that ownsthe lunch wagons?'

"The same one. | know some big men on the force, too."

"I've heard that. Say, what'll | do with thisdriver you've got here?’

"Let him take me out to my place, first. He's been long enough getting me there.”
The officer laughed.

"Drivedong,” he said to Harry. "This gentleman wantsto get home.”



"What about running him in?" asked the man from the other car.
"Forget it," said the policeman.

Vincent put the car in gear and drove hurriedly away. The interruption of English Johnny had been
fortunate. He hoped there would be no more complications.

Just then another whistle from the back seat broke in on Harry's thoughts.
"Pull up by the curb here," camethe voice of his passenger. Harry obeyed the order.

English Johnny stepped out of the door - he had ordered Harry to the |eft Side of the Street - now he
looked sharply at the driver of the cab, whose face was clearly visible beneath the light of a street lamp.

"Ligten here, fellow," demanded English Johnny, "are you trying to give me the run-around?’

"No, gr," replied Vincent.

"It lookslike you were."

"Why?"

"Because you tak like you know the streets, and yet you've been getting mixed up every few blocks."

Vincent decided that ataxi driver would answer this sort of talk with some emphatic statements of his
own. So hetried it.

"Maybe | know the streets better than you," he growled in asullen voice. "I'm driving the cab. | know my
business”

"Maybeyoureal right,” replied English Johnny, asthough haf convinced. "I just wanted to make sure.”
“I'mdl right.”

"Well, you kinda got into trouble back there at the elevated.”

"That'sdl inthe day'swork. Every cab driver runsinto mix-upslike that."

"Well, you acted kinda funny. Then, when you got lost again, | thought 1'd better see what it was all
about. | ain't trusting mysdf with no haf-drunk taxi driver.

"I haven't been drinking."

"I know that now, bud. Still, thingsain't right - least, they don't seem that way to me."

"Why not?'

"Y ou an't handling the car like you knew where you were going."

Harry wasdlent.

"Tdl mewherewe are going," demanded English Johnny. "What was the address | gave you?'

Harry was about to blurt out the reply when he sensed something in the man's pugnacious red face. He
knew ingtinctively that English Johnny was suspicious. For some reason the man was sorry that he had
given hisaddressto this strange taxi driver.



"Come on!" English Johnny persisted. "Wheredid | tell you to take me?"
"l can't remember, gr,” replied Vincent.

"Y ou don't remember?’

"No, 5r."

"What kind of ataxi driver are you, anyway?"'

"I'man al-right driver; | just forgot the address you gave. All | can remember is East One Hundred and
Something Street. | was figuring on asking you again when we got up around the Nineties.”

"Sothet'sit."
"Yes gar."

"Didn't you check up on the number when | gaveit to you - back where | got in the cab? Repet it to
yoursdlf, | mean, so you wouldn't forget it?'

"No, gir. | didn't catch it exactly when you gaveit to me. Then we stopped at the lunch wagon; and after
that trouble back on the avenue, | got so mixed up that | couldn't even remember the street you told
me"

Another taxi pulled up in back of Vincent's cab. The driver came forward to listen to the argumen.
"What'sthe row?" the fellow asked Harry.
"Don't ask him," interrupted English Johnny. "He wouldn't know."

"How s0?" asked the newcomer, surveying the beefy-faced man suspicioudy. That was natura enough,
Harry thought. Onetaxi driver would Sde with another.

"Lookahere, bud," said English Johnny. "I gottaright to be taken straight to aplace, ain't 1? But this
felow ain't doing it. He admits he forgot the number | gave him. | don't believe he ever drove acab
before.”

"Show him your licenses, pd," said thetaxi man.

"That'sright,” English Johnny chimed in. "Show 'emto me."

Harry fumbled in his pocket, playing for time.

"He hasn't got 'em,” jeered English Johnny. "I shouldalet the cop run himin. Hesaphony.”
The other man was studying Harry curioudy.

"l guessyou'reright,” he admitted. "He don't ook like aregular taxi man. What's the racket, fellow?
Therésbeen alot of cabs snatched off the street lately. Y ou pulling that game?’

"WEell find out quick enough,” growled English Johnny, glancing back down the street. Harry twisted
around in his seat and saw a policeman approaching.

English Johnny waved an arm for assistance.

Silently, Harry dipped the car into geer.



But English Johnny had legped on to the running board. His beefy face, usudly affable, was now
distorted with anger. The cab hadn't sarted rolling yet.

"Cab seder, en?' he shouted. "Maybe you were going to run me out somewhere to grab my dough.
Well, your game'sup!”

His huge hand clamped upon Harry's shoulder. Aningtant later, the man at the whedl swung hisleft elbow
sraight upward. It landed squarely on the point of English Johnny's chin.

The man with the bulldog jaw was staggered for amoment. The interfering taxi driver joined English
Johnny on the running board, and saved him from faling off.

Turning the whed sharply with hisright hand, and stepping on the gas, Harry drew back hisleft and thrust
the open pam againgt English Johnny's face. The big fellow went back, and the sharp turn of the car
caused him to lose his balance and tumble in the street.

The other man was spilled from the running board by the force of English Johnny's catapulting bulk.

Harry looked back over his shoulder. English Johnny had regained hisfeet. He wasin the middle of the
dreet, shaking hismighty fist and shouting incoherently.

The genuine driver ran back to give chasein his cab. The policeman had reached the scene of the recent
action.

Harry sivung his car grimly as he turned a corner. He raced down an avenue, cut off to theright dong a
Sde street, and commenced atwisting, bewildering course to elude pursuiit.

Harry wasdriving rapidly. He had the fed of the whed, and he was pleased with the easy way in which
the cab handled. He roared onto Tenth Avenue and whirled down that broad thoroughfare until he
reached the Excelsior Garage.

An attendant opened the door. Vincent parked the car in the vacant corner and changed to his street
clothes.

"I'll get the cab to-morrow,” he remarked as he | eft the garage. "Maybe I'll send some one after it."
He walked down the avenue and called to a passing cab, and was whisked to the Metrolite Hotel.
The telephone bell rang just as he was getting into bed.

"Mr. Vincent?' cameavoice.

"Yes"

" wondered where you were. Did you forget that | wasto call you thisevening? | am the man who sold
you the radio set for your friend. Where do you want it to go?'

Vincent caught the emphasisingantly.
"Where did the man go?'
The man must be English Johnny.

Sowly and carefully, Harry repeated the address that had been given him in the cab - the addresswhich
he had so wisdly pretended to have forgotten.



"Thank you, Mr. Vincent," camethe voice.
Thereceiver clicked.

Harry waked to the window and whistled a soft tune as he gazed out at the twinkling lights of Manhattan.
It had been an exciting night. He had tumbled into trouble and out again. English Johnny Harmon! What
did thisfellow haveto do with the game?

He shrugged his shoulders. The whole affair was amystery to him. What would be his next misson?

Hewas till wondering when hefell adeep.

CHAPTER XXIIl. ENGLISH JOHNNY'SGAME

BIG, bluff English Johnny arrived & his uptown residence, still fuming because the pretending taxi driver
had €luded him. He and the policeman had followed Harry Vincent in the other cab, but had given up the
chase after afew blocks, for their quarry had gained too great a start.

Furthermore, they had not detected the license number of the fleeing cab. It had been well down the
street before they had made any effort to note the license plate.

English Johnny, however, had remembered Harry's face. Some day, he said to himsdlf, hewould
encounter him, and would square accounts.

English Johnny had continued home in the other cab, but had given the driver afalse address, and had
dismissed the vehicle some distance from the house where he lived. He then walked up the street to an
unpretentious building, unlocked the door of the house, and entered.

He climbed the steps to an upstairs room of the smple two-story house. There he opened aletter which
he had found in the mail box.

The beefy-faced man whistled as he read. He was evidently pleased by the message he had received.

Hetore the letter into pieces, dropped the fragmentsin alarge ash tray, and burned them. After
scattering the ashes from the window, he drew down the shade, and took a seet at atable in the corner
of the room.

Half aloud, he repested the information that he had gathered from the letter:

"Expect to complete mattersto-night. We will meet away out on Saturday night, at eight o'clock. If plans
are changed, you will hear by Saturday morning.”

It was now Thursday night. The meeting wasto take placein two days.

"That'sgood,” mumbled English Johnny. "The old boy is getting busy &t last. Eight o'clock. That will get
me back to Wang Foo's by eleven.”

English Johnny took pen and paper, and penned a brief reply:

"Glad that work will be done soon. Will see you as sated. Have made dl arrangements with my
representative, and am anxious to obtain action.”

That was the content of the letter, but much of the spelling wasincorrect. Even this short note, which
bore no greeting and no signature, was something of alabor for English Johnny.



He seded the letter in an envelope, scrawled an address, and affixed a stamp. He left the house and
mailed the letter at the corner. Then he returned; locked the front door and went upstairs. Therehe sat in
meditation.

"Bad business with that cab driver,” he mused. "Wonder who the fellow was. Wonder if he did forget this
address. I'm laying low out here, and it ain't good for nobody to know about it. Well, I'll be careful until
after Saturday night. Y ou won't poke your nose out of this place for two days, Johnny, old boy.

"Wang Foo isawise chink. All thetips he gives are good. 'Be careful’ iswhat he says. HE'sright, Johnny.
He'sright. It's been good businesswith himin the past, and thisjob is going to be the best of dl. Yes, sr.
Pay safe, Johnny."

The big man listened intently for amoment. He fancied he had heard aclick at the front door. He arose
and went downgtairs. The hall was very dim, for there was no light there; but he could see hisway from
theillumination in the street, for the two doors of the vestibule had glass panels.

Noises seldom annoyed English Johnny. But this dight sound, coming in upon histhoughts of danger,
needed investigation.

He entered the vestibule. The outer door was locked as he had | eft it.

"Locked dl right,” he said, "but the lock ain't worth much. Old-fashioned. A smart guy could open it with
aharpin.”

The vestibule was shadowy - amost black.

English Johnny went into the hall and shut the inner door of the vestibule. He locked this, dso. Therewas
something in that pale gloom that troubled him. He sensed adifferencein the halway as he walked
toward the sairs.

Thiswas unusud, for English Johnny was not an imaginative man, susceptible to vague impressons. But
he was keen and aert when his mind was centered upon anything important. As his heavy footfalls made
the floor cregk, he formed the definite belief that some one - or something - was following him.

He took advantage of the landing in the stairsto cast a sidelong glance down the passage he had just | ft.

The hal was ameass of shadows, and from his higher eevation, English Johnny was postive that he
detected amotion in the blackness on the floor.

Y et he made no action that might betray his thoughts. English Johnny reasoned coldly. He knew that if
any one had entered the house to do him bodily harm, the attack would have landed after he had closed
theinner door of the vestibule. The dark hallway would have been the ided spot.

The unseen vigitor - if real, as Johnny now believed - could have no purpose other than to stedl, or spy.
The big man with the underdung jaw could laugh at athief in the security of hislighted room. He
considered himsalf amatch for any one. Asfor aspy, well, that would be different. Give aspy the
opportunity and he would betray his presence.

So Johnny entered hisroom and closed the door. He sat at the table in the corner, with his back toward
the entrance, so that he would be plainly visble through the keyhole. He lighted along black stogie, and
began to whistle softly, while he scrawled meaningless words upon a sheet of paper.

Hiswhistling became abrupt. Every now and then the man at the table became silent, as though some
thought had made him forget histune for the moment. It was during one of these lullsthat English Johnny



fancied he heard an dmost imperceptible noise.

Had he turned suddenly he might have seen the doorknob turning. But English Johnny did not careto
turn. He was playing another game.

Heimagined that the door was opening - dowly and by small degrees. Opening, perhaps, twelve inches,
then closing again. At the ingtant, English Johnny pictured the door as shut again; he fancied that he heard
the dightest sound imaginable.

He ill remained at the table; then, with an angry, impatient snort, crossed out everything that he had
written.

With aloud, prolonged cough, he pushed his chair back from the table and began to pace about the
center of the room. His eyesfollowed the walls, but they took in the Situation at the corner of the room
by the door.

English Johnny had tossed his overcoat and hat upon achair in acorner. That corner of the room was
dark and shadowy, for the light was on the table, diagonally opposite. There was space enough for a
person to be hidden between the chair and the wall, behind the shelter of the coat.

English Johnny let his eyes roam aong the wall above the chair. Not the dightest trace of interest
appeared upon his poker face as he observed the shadow that appeared on the wall. It wasalarger
shadow than that which his coat would cast!

Shadows frightened some people, English Johnny knew. To others, they were laughing matters. But to
English Johnny, ashadow might mean the presence of a person.

He had seen proof at Wang Foo's, when his eyes had noted the long shadow of Ling Chow.
Furthermore, he recalled a name that had been whispered among some crooks who had visited hislunch
wagon.

"The Shadow!"

Those were the words that came back to English Johnny. And those were the words which a crook
named Croaker had screamed and gasped the night that hisfellow gangsters had killed him.

English Johnny strolled back to hischair a the table, puffing hiscigar in speculation.

The table was aheavy one; to the left of it was an unoccupied space, and then the bed. A good placeto
hide, that space - because the edge of the table obscured dl light.

English Johnny moved his chair back, and, with feigned carel essness, let his pencil drop to the floor. As
he leaned to pick it up, he noted the shadow from the space beside him, and cal culated the exact
distance that it extended from the wall. Thiswas an innocent shadow - a shadow with a straight-edged
ending.

Dropping the pencil on the desk, English Johnny took the pen and wrote another |etter, to this effect:

DEAR SIR: Your letter cameto-night. | am surprised that you will want another week at least, and
maybe more, and that you say | must not come to your house until one week from to-night. On that
account | will leave town to-morrow or Saturday, and go up State. | will come back next Thursday and
will be here a my house on that day.

The writer paused and scratched his head with both hands, asif thinking of something elseto say. He



walked to the window, raised shade and sash, and peered out in the darkness.
After three minutes he returned to the table. His eyes darted furtively to the floor.

The shadow beside the table had dtered! It extended farther away from the wall, and its edge was
irregular!

Without looking toward the hiding place that he suspected, English Johnny added a postscript to his
note:

| have seen my representative and will not communicate with him until 1 hear fromyou. | will spend al my
time attending to lunch wagons. JOHNNY HARMON.

Again, English Johnny arose and went to the window. He pulled down the sash and drew the blind. He
regarded thewall when he returned. Theirregular shadow was till there! English Johnny sat, while
seconds went by, staring at the | etter. He was evidently engaged in thought. His mind appeared to be
puzzling over some complication.

Finaly, he pulled aplain envelope from apile on the table. He affixed a stamp; then walked beyond the
window, carrying the pen. There he hagtily addressed the envel ope, standing so that anyone beside the
table might have observed his action, without being able to see the writing. A chiffonier was beyond the
window, and English Johnny used its high surface as awriting desk.

Hethrust the envelope in his pocket, went to the door, and put on his coat and hat. Then he l€eft the
room, went down the stairs and out into the street. He walked to the mail box and drew aletter from his
pocket. He dropped the letter in the box.

The shadows of the houses seemed ominous as he returned from histrip to the corner. Each shadow
gppeared as alurking place - a vantage spot from which invisble eyes might be peering. English Johnny
sensed this; but when he reached the shelter of hisown hdll, thefeding had Ieft him.

He locked the doors and walked dowly up the stairs, confident that he alone was in the house.

In hisroom, he made an inspection behind the drawn window shade. He placed his hat and coat on their
customary chair, and studied the shadow which they cast. He ingpected the space beyond the chair, he
observed that the shadow from the wall was no longer irregular.

"The Shadow!" he said in an undertone. "Perhaps there is such. Perhaps he was here. Perhaps he read
my second letter.”

He chuckled.

"I hope hedid," he added. "If he knew where it was going, so much the better. If he didn't know, he
won't find out.”

From theinsde pocket of his coat, English Johnny drew out the envel ope that he had placed there afew
minutes before. Hetoreit into shreds, letter and all, and burned the remnantsin the ash tray. He turned
out the light, raised the window, and scattered the ashesto the wind.

English Johnny was arather clever fellow. He had dropped another |etter in the mail box - an unimportant
letter to a manufacturer of lunch wagons - aletter that he had forgotten to mail on his previoustrip to the
corner!

CHAPTER XXIV.AVISIT TO BINGHAM'S



HARRY VINCENT was back at Holmwood Arms on Long Idand. He had spent abusy day. The
morning after his experience as acab driver, he had visited Fellows, and had told him the details of that
episode.

In return, Fellows had given him ingtructions previoudy received. Harry was to go to Holmwood and
report the actions of both the Laidlow family and of Ezekiel Bingham. He wasto return as soon as he
ganed definite informetion.

Harry had been extremely fortunate. He had reached Holmwood before noon, and had stopped in the
cigar store near the post office. Hitherto he had heard little of consequence there, but on this occasion he
obtained a veritable mine of information as he listened to the gossip of two old idlers.

"I hear the Laidlows|eft yesterday,” one old man had said.

"Yes," another had replied. "That fellow Burgess went with them. Down to Florida, | hear.”
"Servants go dong, too?"

"Y es, the whole shooting match. The houseisal closed up.”

"Funny they'd leave it that way."

"No, itisn't. Thereain't nothing of vaue there now."

"Whet about the furniture?’

"Oh, that's safe enough. They've got awatchman hanging around the place. Besides, you don't never hear
of burglars hitting a place where they've been before, do you? They don't strike twice in one spot.
They'relikelightning.”

"Guessthat'sright. What e seisdoing?"

"I hear old Bingham went out of town."

"Whereto?"

"Who knows that? He goes away every couple of months, | reckon. Drove away in hiscar, | hear."
"All done?'

"He'sawaysadone."

"That'sright. Did he leave Jenks here?"

"Course, he did. Jenks was downtown herelast night.

"| thought he never |eft the house when the old man was away."

"Hedon't leaveit long. | guessthe old man don't know he leavesit a al. He sneaks out, though,
whenever he gets achance. Meets hisgirl and puts her on the eight-ten train.”

"What! Has Jenksgot agirl?'

"Sure. That kid over at the drug store. He meets her outside at eight - that's when she quits work - and
walkswith her to the gation.”



"Hm-m-m. That'sagood one! Jenkshasagirl!"

"It'sstraight, though. No use laughing about it. Sometimes old Bingham |ets Jenks come downtown but
not often. So it'sasure bet Jenkswill be here to-night. He don't stay away from the house long though.
Three quarters of an hour, | reckon.”

So ended the conversation that had interested Harry Vincent. After that he had hurried up to Holmwood
Arms, and had obtained his car at the garage. He had driven into the city, to report al he had heard to
Fellows.

The insurance broker had sent out a note by the stenographer. That was at two o'clock. When Harry
returned at three thirty, he found an envelope and asmall box awaiting him. The box was secured with
Sedls.

"Keep the box in your pocket," Fellows had said. "Go back to Holmwood. Check up on the information
you have gained, if possible. Read the letter in your room, at precisdy haf past seven.”

So herewas Harry, back at Holmwood Arms. He had learned positively that the Laidlow family had
gone away, and that the house was empty. But he had not been able to gain assurance that Ezekiel
Bingham was out of town.

Harry's watch showed seven thirty. He opened the envel ope.

It contained alist of ingtructions, the words depending upon the use of letter substitution. Decoded, it
read:

"Watch Bingham's house immediately.

"When Jenks has gone, try the door.

"If it opens, enter and go to upstairs study.

"Turn ontheradio; tunein on Station WNX.

"Open your package and lay its contents on table.

"Listen for Modern Dentrifice program.

"Write down important words given by announcer.

"Follow ingtructions; then leave.

"Driveinto Metrolite Hotel; register there and wait.

"Important: If Jenks does not appear, or if door does not open, giveit up for to-night.”

Harry read these ingtructions over two or three times, then the ink faded from view. Thisreminded him
that he must start immediately. He left the inn and walked up the avenue, on the side of the street away
from Bingham's house.

Hiswatch showed quarter of eight when he arrived. He had |ess than aminute to wait. He saw aman
come quietly from the door, and start walking rapidly toward the village. He decided that it must be
Jenks, the old lawyer's servant.

Harry dipped across the street and tried the door. It opened. Jenks must have | eft it unlocked. The floor



was heavily carpeted, and the stairslikewise,

Harry reached the study without misadventure. The room was unlighted, but he found alamp on thetable
and turned it on. The room was asmall one. It contained a desk, abookcase, afiling cabinet, and a
radio. There was asted door in one corner. The shade of the window had been drawn.

It was nearly ten minutesto eight. Harry pressed the switch on the radio, and turned the dial until he
found Station WNX, which he recognized by the popular comedy program that was anightly feature
from seven forty-five until eight o'clock.

Harry drew the box from his pocket, broke the sedl's, and brought three objectsinto view.
One was a peculiarly shaped key; in fact, Harry had never seen asimilar key before.

The second article was asmall black bottle with ascrew cap. He took off the cap and found that a
sponge was wedged in the neck. Evidently it was there for adefinite purpose. So helet it remain.

Thethird article was asmal memorandum pad with a pencil attached. Its purpose was obviousto Harry.
He was apparently to take notes of some sort; the pad and pencil had been included in the box to make
sure that he would be provided with the necessary materias. The Shadow didn't missatrick!

Sitting at the desk, Harry listened to the radio, waiting. He had tuned in carefully so that the sound would
not be too loud. He knew that he was adone in the house, yet felt nervous. Less than five minutes
remained before it would be eight o'clock. Those minutes seemed as hours.

The comedy number was reaching its conclusion. Harry redlized that in his nervous state he had hardly
caught aword. He must be careful now, and listen.

A clock downstairs struck eight times, and the sound of its gong startled him. The strokes seemed unduly
dow - asthough they were minutes gpart.

The Modern Dentifrice Program was on the air. Harry had his pencil in hand. What would the announcer
say? Curiogty, mingled with nervousnessin Harry's mind.

The announcer was speaking. Harry detected a strange voice. He had listened frequently to this program,
but had never heard this particular announcer before.

The voice spoke dowly. In the first sentence, Harry caught an emphasisthat brought a gasp of
agtonishment to hislips.

The man at Station WNX was stressing certain words, exactly as Harry had heard words stressed over
the telephone.

The radio broadcast was bringing a message from The Shadow! A message that would be heard by
millions, yet whose true significance was meant for Harry Vincent one!

His pencil was busy, writing the important words upon the pad.

"We now open our program,” came the dow, carefully modulated voice of the announcer. "Let me
remind you that opportunity isat your door. Rely upon a safe method to preserve your teeth by using a
combination of dentrifices. Six thousand five hundred and thirty-seven dentists have endorsed thisone
method. Y ou may place your confidence in them. Brush your teeth with liquid; then with paste.

"When you buy your dentifrice, look for the gold label, which appears on every seded package of



Modern Dentifrice.

"If you will send astamped envelope to this station, you will receive a copy of our booklet, 'Perfect
Teeth.

"Y ou will now hear our nightly program of popular musical numbers™

The strains of ajazz orchestra burst from the radio. Harry turned off the instrument. He had received his
message. Now to consider it.

Harry considered these words on the pad:
"Open door safe combination six five seven one place liquid on sedled envel ope copy numbers.”

Harry redized ingtantly that the door he was to open wasthe stedl onein the corner of Ezekiel Bingham's
study. He picked up the key that he had found in the package and tried it. It fitted the lock. He opened
the sted door and revealed the safe.

The safe combination - Six, five, seven, one - puzzled him for amoment. In what directions should heturn
the dia? Probably left, right, Ieft, right. Hetried it. The safe opened.

Next, he must discover a sedled envelope. There were not many papersin the safe.

Harry picked up one smal pile, but did not find the envelope in question. There were three envelopesin
the next packet: one of these had sealing wax on the back, and the mark of asignet ring. Evidently this
was the envelope.

Harry handled it carefully. He did not even touch the sedl.

Going to the desk, Harry performed an operation which occurred to him as obvious. He inverted the
bottle. The sponge became saturated with liquid from within. Harry rubbed the sponge over the entire
face of the envelope. The paper became transparent immediately.

There was asingle sheet of paper insde the envelope. The paper was now entirely visible. It contained
severd rows of numbers. Harry redized this must be the origina code from which the old lawvyer had
made the copy to give to Elbert Joyce, that night in the darkened automobile.

Hetore the top sheet from his pad, crumpled the paper in his pocket, and quickly transcribed the
numbers to the pad. They were meaninglessto Harry, but he copied them exactly:

"730-16; 457-20; 330-5; 543-26; 605-39; 808-1; 457-20; 38-14; 840-28;
877-27; 101-13; 872-21;, 838-10."

He checked the list to make sure he had taken them down correctly. He noticed that the surface of the
envelope was less transparent.

Putting the pad in his pocket, Harry carefully straightened the piles of papers, and replaced the envelope
where it belonged.

The envelope had dried completely; there was no trace whatever of the liquid which had enabled Vincent
to read the hidden message.

He closed the safe and locked the steel door, then gathered up the various articles that he had brought.
Turning the did of theradio to the degreeit had been origindly, Harry quit the room. His watch showed
e ghteen minutes after eight.



Leaving the house, he crossed the street, and strolled back toward Holmwood Arms. He heard some
onewalking rapidly aong the street, coming from the opposite direction. Jenks, likely, thought Harry,
redlizing that he had not had many minutesto spare.

Of all hisadventuresin the service of The Shadow, this had been the most unexpected. Theradio
announcer at WNX! How had that been arranged? Who was he? The Shadow, himsdlf?

Harry thought of the numbers on the pad. No wonder they had puzzled old Ezekiel Bingham. He pictured
Elbert Joyce working over them. Had the cryptogram expert solved their meaning? Well, soon the
mysterious numbers would reach The Shadow and Joyce would be racing against amasterful rival.

Harry found his car at the garage, and drove toward the city. Therest of hiswork was easy. Back to the
Metrolite Hotel to await further ingtructions.

"No adventures for another two hours, anyway," Harry mused as he sped dong. "But they'll be coming
along sooner or later."

Inthis, he was but partly right. He was due for excitement much sooner than he expected.

The brilliant sign of agasoline station reminded him that his car needed more fudl. The gauge showed less
than two gdlons. He pulled up, and ordered histank filled. He proffered a twenty-dollar bill to the
attendant.

The service man shook his head.

"Can't changethat. Nothing smadler?!

Harry searched in his pocket. Two twenties were dl the money he had with him.
"I'll get it changed for you," volunteered the man.

"Makeit quick. I'minahurry.”

"You'll haveto wait aminute," replied the man. "Here's another car coming up, and I'll haveto serve him
gasbefore | can leave”

"Where are you going to change it?'

"Over there a the lunch wagon.”

Vincent looked to where the service man pointed.

"Tdl youwhat," hesad, "I'll leave my car here, and get it changed mysdlf.”

"O. K.," replied the service man. "Tell them Fred sent you. They'll changeit for you."

Vincent walked to the lunch wagon, climbed the steps, and pulled back the diding door. There were two
men behind the counter, and severa others sitting on the stools.

"Change for atwenty?" asked Vincent. "Fred sent me."
"Surething.”

Vincent counted the billsthat he received, thrust the money in his pocket, and placed his hand upon the
handle of the diding door. Before he could open it, the door did back suddenly. A man was entering the



lunch wagon, and Harry found himsdlf confronted by English Johnny!
CHAPTER XXV. A FRIEND IN NEED

HARRY stepped asdeto let English Johnny pass.

Trying to gppear nonchaant, Harry hoped he might escape recognition. The episode of the taxicab had
occurred less than twenty-four hours before; but Harry was no longer wearing the cap and uniformin
which the beefy-faced individua had seen him.

English Johnny's attention was distracted for amoment by acry of greeting that came from the men who
were egting at the counter.

"H'lo, Johnny!" caled one. "Heard you were coming out to-night.”

"Hello, boys," wasthe reply from the doorway. "Y es, | expected to be out of town, but | sent word I'd
come here instead to see how businesswas coming along.”

The big man entered the lunch wagon. As he stepped forward, Harry Vincent started to dip by. Inhis
anxiety to get out, he accidentdly jolted English Johnny.

"Hey, fdlow!" shouted English Johnny gruffly. "What's your hurry?"
He gripped Harry'sarm, and stared into hisface.

"Jugt the fdlow I've been looking for!" English Johnny exclamed.
"What do you mean?'

"Dont try to crawl out of it, now. Y ou're the fellow who was giving me the run-around last night.”
Harry forced alaugh.

"l don't quite comprehend,” he said.

"Y ou weredriving acab last night.”

"Y ou must be mistaken.”

"Think so?Wsll, | don't."

Therewas atone of findity in English Johnny'svoice.

Painly, the man meant trouble. Harry started to shake himself loose, but the big man'sgrip only
tightened.

"Y ou can't get out of it that easy,” said English Johnny.
"Out of what?'

"Out of this- that'swhat. Y ou tried to pull afast one on melast night. I'll seeto it that you don't fool me
again.”

The crowd at the back of the lunch wagon was moving forward. They were unanimoudy in accord with
English Johnny.



Harry figured that a break for freedom was the only course. But to escape he must get the awkward
door open and, at the sametime, hold off English Johnny.

Thebig fdlow evidently divined Harry'sintent, for English Johnny raised two huge fistsin front of the
young man's eyes.

"What'stheidea?" asked Harry, keeping up his bluff.

"Youll find out quick enough. I'm going to knock that mug of yours out of shape. It'll look blame funny
when | get through.”

"Youll beletting yoursdf infor alot of troubleif you do."

"Hear that?' demanded English Johnny of the gang. "Hear him threaten me? I've got aright to sock him,
antl?

There were seven men in the throng. Their words were al for English Johnny.
"Well sand with you. Hand him plenty!"
"I'll take care of him when you'vefinished."

Harry clenched hisfists. He felt that he was the match of any one of the men, including the boastful
English Johnny. But, againgt eight - his chanceswere hopeless.

The two men behind the counter, clad in white coats and aprons, were leaning on their elbows watching
the show with anticipation. Fights were usudly taboo in lunch wagons, but English Johnny was boss, and
if hewanted abattle, it wasdl right.

Harry took abold course. A fight was unavoidable. He might aswell start it and get in afew blowsfor
himsdlf, before they ganged him - as seemed likely.

"Get out of my way," he ordered.
He placed hishand against English Johnny's chest and thrust the man back.

"Hit me, will you?" exclaimed the proprietor of the lunch wagon. "Now I've got aright to clean you up.
Y ou dtarted it. Y ou witnessed it, boys."

He swung hismassive fist at Harry'sface. Harry parried the blow with hisright hand, and struck out with
his left. His sweeping hook would have landed againgt the side of English Johnny's face except that one of
the bystanders, with an ugly laugh, reached out and blocked Harry's blow.

The big man profited by this opportunity. He landed a short punch which sent Harry staggering against
the window behind him. Seeing that he had jarred his opponent, English Johnny became suddenly
confident.

"Leave him to me, boys," he ordered.

Harry was dumped against the window, still gasping from the body blow againgt which he had had no
opportunity to defend himself.

His huge antagonist was waiting, on the dert. As Harry began to straighten up, the big man poised his
right fist for the finishing blow.



Then came an unexpected interruption.

One of the men behind the counter had |&ft his place to join the crowd. Now he thrust his body between
English Johnny and the big man'svictim.

The man who caused the interruption was of medium height; well built, and determined of expresson. His
face was swarthy; it amost seemed as though it might be covered with grease paint.

English Johnny surveyed the fdlow in astonishmen.

"What'stroubling you?" he demanded. "What are you butting in about?"
"Leavethisguy done," the man replied, waving his hand toward Harry.

English Johnny turned to the other man behind the counter.

"Say, Bill," heinquired. "Who isthisfdlow, anyway?1 never saw him here before.”

"New man on to-night,” was the reply. "Pete was Sick. Thisfellow happened to comein. Said he could
do thework, so | put himon."

"Well, hesthrough to-night."

English Johnny again accosted the man who had sided with Harry.

"I'm boss around here," he said. "Y ou know that, don't you?"

"You're not my boss."

"l own thislunch wagon."

"You dontownme."

English Johnny pushed the man aside,

"Grab him, boys" hesaid. "Grab himif hetriesto sart anything.”

English Johnny turned his attention again to Harry Vincent. Lashing out with hisright -

But along, white-clad arm flashed through the air. A terrific blow caught English Johnny on the sde of his
jaw to send him regling againgt the counter.

"Get him, boys" cried the big man, spluttering with rage.

English Johnny leaped forward himself, but another smash landed squardly in the midst of his beefy face.
He dropped to the floor in front of the counter.

Then the mob closed in on the man who had taken Harry's part. There was a swirl of fists, and among
them two armsin white cloth svung heavily and well.

Harry had straightened up, and as one of the battlers was propelled in his direction, he grappled with the
rowdy and hurled him against astoal.

The maob had broken; three men were groveling on thetile floor. The others, too, had been beaten back
by awhite-armed cyclone that struck with the speed and power of lightning.



The door was pulled back, and Harry was thrust through it.
"Get your car,” commanded his new friend. "Well haveto runfor it."
English Johnny had arisen. Screaming a curse, he hurled his huge bulk at the man in white.

Harry ran for the car. Asthe door did shut, he heard aterrific crash - English Johnny had been flung over
the counter to come cascading down amid achorus of falling plates.

It was but afew yards to the gasoline station. Harry reached the whed of his car. He tossed afive-dollar
bill to the astonished service man; spun the sarter, and shot the coupe to the front of the lunch wagon.
He could hear the sounds of fresh conflict within. He leaped to the ground and pulled back the door.

A lonefighter was engaged with two opponents. He flung them aside, then beyond him came the flash of
arevolver, drawn by aman in the background.

But before the gunman could draw a bead with his wegpon, the white-coated stranger gavanized into
action. Hislong, remarkably strong fingers stabbed out like the besk of avulture. In aflash he had
wrested the revolver from the gunny - it al happened so quickly that the latter barely had time to marsha
his amazement.

So, with apath clear to possible safety, and with Harry waiting for his unexpected savior, the astounding
stranger darted through the doorway. Then Harry sent the door crashing shuit.

Leaping for thewhed of hiscar, Harry got under way. The stranger vaulted into the seet beside him.

Harry stepped on the gas. As the motor's drumming increased, the lunch wagon's door opened. Three
men barged forth, brandishing lead spillersin their hands.

Again The Shadow's forces had scored.
CHAPTER XXVI. A RACE FOR LIFE

"SPEED up," came aterse voice from Harry'sside. "They've got acar. They'refollowing us."

As he pressed the accelerator, Harry marveled at the power of his companion. Virtually aone - for
Harry's help had been trivid - this man had handled eight opponents and had disposed of five of them.

Whilethe brawl had lasted, not aman in the crowd had had an opportunity to draw his gun. But when
the mob had been scattered about the floor, the danger of arevolver shot had made flight the only
reasonable course.

The motor hummed as Harry gaveit full power. The coupe was heavy, and held the road well. It was
built for speed. They flashed through the countryside like awhirlwind. Vincent had not chosen the
direction. He had taken the nearest highway that had appeared before him.

The other car was gaining. Harry could sense that from his companion's actions. He could not seethe
other man, for his eyes were focused on the road ahead, where the bright lights of the car opened a
brilliant path. Y et he knew that his companion was peering from the opened window, back aong the
highway.

The road seemed endless. Vincent knew nothing of the car that was behind. 1t must be a powerful
automobileif it could overtake his speedy coupe. A turn from the highway might be advantageous, but he
doubted if it would prove practica. He kept straight on, trusting to speed alone.



Y et ill he knew that the other car was gaining. He knew it first by aglare reflected in the mirror in front
of him. Thelight increased. Mileswere flying by; and with every mile the pursuers were coming closer!

Then he could hear the roar of the automobile in the rear. He felt agreat hel plessness. He was at the
whed of apowerful, swift machine, forging ahead at rocket-like speed. Y et in back was another mighty
engine of the highway - superior to hisby just the smallest percentage; and in the final test he would be
overtaken.

There was afurther disadvantage. When they reached the end of this stretch of well-paved road, Harry
would have to dow his pace. If the distance became short by then, the coupe would be overtaken, and
its occupants would be at the mercy of the merciless gangsters.

But these thoughts were usdless. Harry bit hislipsin grim tension as he spurred the car to itslimit.

Hewas at the center of the road. The highway was amost deserted. But occasionaly hewould see acar
coming from the other direction, and would bear down into the glare of itslights without dackening his
speed. Each time the oncoming automobile would swing to the Side of the road and et him pass.

There was another sign that the race was closing up. Theroar of the pursuing motor had become louder;
and aboveit came sharp, quick reports. The gangsters werefiring at the coupe. But the fast-moving
target duded their shots. But would their aim improve when the range became less?

It was atimefor action. But what else could Harry do?

He listened for asound from his companion. But there was none. Had the man been struck by abullet?
No; Harry would have heard the steel messenger crash through the back of the coupe. Perhaps - the
thought was chilling - the man had been clipped by arevolver shot as his head had been thrust from the
window.

Harry dropped hisright hand from the whedl. He touched the body of his companion.
"Easy," came awhisper. "Watch thewhed. I'm all right.”

The man had divined Harry's thoughts. Somehow Harry fdlt that thiswild ride might have a happy ending.
His companion had shown amazing strength during the battle in the lunch wagon. Perhapsin the next
emergency he would again display some unexpected power. That would be soon, Harry knew, for the
pursuers had lost no ground.

The road began to wind. The course was dightly uphill. It was harder to control the car, but it wasan
unexpected advantage for the occupants of the fleeing coupe. Asatarget, their car was more elusive than
before.

The highway now curved steadily to the |eft. The voice spoke beside Harry.
"Keep to the left of the road.”

Thiswas strange advice. It would throw them into the path of any car that might be coming from the
oppositedirection. Y et Harry obeyed. The voice had carried acommand. It was different from the voice
of the man who had fought in the lunch wagon. It sounded like avoice that Vincent had heard before -
where, he could not recal, for his mind was feverish from strain.

The voice spoke again - an ingtant later.

"Closeto theleft.”



Theturn in the read was becoming sharper. Harry held tightly to the whed. Therewasahill at the left,
and it was difficult to stay close. But the lights of the pursuing car were dmost lost behind the bend.

Another command from Harry'sright.
"Useyour brakes. A sharp turn to theleft. Takeit close. Sow down quickly."

Harry could only obey. He jammed the brake and the speed of the car suddenly decreased. He was at
the sharp turn; it curved amogt at right angles. Here, at the left of the road, Harry could not have
controlled the car but for the dackened speed. At that, the momentum seemed to draw to theright,
where the broad highway was banked, and he pushed the brakes on again - aimost stopping the car.

Then the roar was upon them. Swerving around the curve, the pursuing car came whirling &t terrific
speed. It was high on the banked-up road, its position &t the right giving it the advantage which Harry had
neglected.

The gangsters could not have sighted the coupe until they were dmost besideit; for astheir huge sedan
came up, Harry could hear cries of exultation. Ingtinctively, helooked to hisright and saw the big
machine beside him - on the other sde of the road, closeto the whiterail fence. Then his companion
leaned between him and the window. Harry saw the glint of steel; and a sharp shot came from the gun
that had been wrested from the gangster in the lunch wagon.

There was another report from the sedan - alouder explosion. The big machine swayed; then crashed
through therail amid the clatter of breaking glass and shouts of terror. It hung there, precarioudy poised
upon an embankment.

The redlization of what had happened came to Harry as he pressed hisfoot upon the accelerator, and felt
the coupe legp in response. With one well-timed stroke, his companion had disposed of the pursuing car,
through strategy and skill. Hissingle pistol shot had found its resting place in the left front tire of the big
sedan! Thetire had blown, and the driver had been helplessto save his speeding car from the crash that
brought destruction!

He looked to hisright. His companion was lost in the darkness. Some time during the flight, the man,
without Harry's knowledge, had removed his white coat and apron.

Theroad straightened suddenly; then curved to the right. Harry was on the proper side, and as he took
the turn he automatically gave the car full speed. Then he gasped in sudden terror. Directly before him
was arailroad crossing; across his pathway stood afreight train, scarcely fifty feet ahead.

He brought hisfoot to the brake pedal, but he knew that the operation was hopeless. A big box car
seemed to grow before his eyes, and he bent his head for the certain crash. Then a hand appeared before
him; the whedl wasjerked violently to the right, and the car careened on two whedlsasit wasguided to a
narrow road beside the freight train.

Harry's head struck the post beside the window. He heard the click of the emergency brake, and he sank
behind the whedl, exhausted and half stunned asthe car came to a stop.

Hefdt himsdf being helped from the coupe. Then he was half lying on awooden bench. He closed his
eyes and pressed his hands againgt hisforehead, as he breathed the cold night air and sought to steady
histrembling nerves.

Harry opened his eyes and |ooked about him. He was sitting on the bench of alittle station. The end of
the freight train was ralling by; he could see lightsin the caboose.



He stood up and saw the road down which the car had come, but the coupe was gone. The man who
had thrice rescued him within the past hour had ridden away in Harry Vincent's automobile!

Harry reached in his pocket and found the pad upon which he had inscribed the numbers of the codein
Bingham's safe. He scanned the top page by the light on the station platform.

The page that bore the code was gone!

Inits place were carefully inscribed words, printed in pencil. The message was brief but clear:
"Train for New Y ork in twenty minutes. Takeit."

Harry studied these words, his groggy mind pondering over their Significance.

Harry redlized that his copy of Bingham's code had reached its proper destination. Instead of being called
for at the Metrolite Hotdl, it had been picked up on the way.

For the battler who had fought in the lunch wagon, who had sent the pursuing gangsters through therall,
who had snatched the coupe from what had seemed sure destruction, was none other - could have been
none other - than The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXVII. THE CODE ISSOLVED

THE watchman outside the Laidlow house flashed hislantern acrossthe lawn. Greet, long shadows
appeared beneath its gleam. The watchman was used to such shadows. They seemed to move and sway
as hewalked his course.

Heflashed hislight againgt aside window. All was darkness underneath. Shadowy darkness - thick
darknessthat seemed like something redl.

The window waslocked, but it was like many other windows in the house - easy to be opened if one
would care to perform that action.

The watchman turned away. As hislight was withdrawn, the black gloom moved up and obscured the
window, and amidst the sable darkness the window opened silently.

It had been unlocked and opened before the watchman had traveled sixty feet.

Something was moving in the Laidlow house; moving slently, invisbly. A mysterious presence had
entered the place. A clock struck one.

Thetiny, penetrating ray of a pocket flashlight appeared in the library. The shades of the windows were
down. Thelight could not have been seen from outside.

The light flashed along rows of books. There were many such rowsin that library. They occupied the
walls on two sides, from the ceiling down to the floor.

Thelight stopped. It came closer to the shelf and was focused on asingle book. The volume was an
abridged dictionary; one which must have been consulted often, for itsleather back bore sgns of
consderable usage.

Tapering, well-shaped fingers gppeared in the little disk of light. They were fingers with smooth-pointed
nails. Thefingers drew the dictionary from its position. The light disappeared.

A moment later it gppeared again, thistime shining upon the polished surface of amahogany table. A



hand placed the book benesth the glow; and two dips of paper fell on thetable.

One sheet carried this numbered inscription:

"730-16; 457-20; 330-5; 543-26 605-39; 808-1; 457-20; 38-14; 840-28;
877-27; 101-13; 872-21;, 838-10."

The other sheet of paper was blank.

The hand turned the pages of the dictionary; not dowly nor rapidly, but easily. The book lay open at
page 730.

Anindex finger moved down the left column of the page, pausing an instant at each word, checking off
thewords as a clock might tick. It stopped at the sixteenth word.

Theword was"dide."

This appeared immediately afterward upon the blank sheet of paper. It was printed by the hand, which
used a sharp-pointed pencil.

Then theleaves of the dictionary were moved again, and the mystic finger stopped &t the twentieth word
on page 457. Thisword was "l €eft.”

The cryptic number 457-20 appeared twice on the sheet that bore the code; so the hand, as though to
save excess operation, printed the word "left” two times, allowing proper space for the words that were
to come between.

The movement of the hand continued asit went through the pages of the dictionary. Thefifth word on
page 330 was "frame’; the twenty-sixth word on page 543 was "of ."

The transcribing went on so regularly that each new word appeared as though timed exactly. After a
while the compl ete series of numbers was decoded, forming a message in capitd |etters which read:

SLI DE LEFT FRAME OF PORTRAI T TO LEFT AND UPWARD WORD BLUSH W LL UNLOCK

In only afew hours after Harry Vincent had copied the code in Ezekid Bingham's safe, its secret had
been divined and its message had been trand ated!

The papers were picked up and crumpled by a hand. The light moved adong the floor and back to the
book case, where the dictionary was carefully replaced in its position on the shelf.

Then theflashlight swept thewall, stopping for abrief moment upon each pictureinthelibrary.

It moved through the doorway and along the hall, into aliving room where shades were dso tightly
drawn. Each picture was subjected to the searching ring of brilliant light; and findly the circle of
illumination poised on asmall painting of achild, which was st in aheavy gold frame that seemed
fastened permanently to thewall.

A hand appeared again, and its thumb and index finger touched the frame at the left Sde of the portrait.
They moved to the left, and the frame followed. They pushed upward, and the frame responded to the
movement.

A mechanism clicked, and the painting, actuated by hinges beneath itsright sSide, swung open like alittle
door.



Thecircular glow reveded awal safe that had been cunningly concealed behind the portrait. There were
five dotson the door of the safe, set inarow. A letter showed in each opening. Thefingers started at the
left, and touching the | etter, caused an interior wheel to revolve.

ThelettersB, L, U, S, and H cameinto view.

The fingers reached for a knob; the door of the safe opened outward. It was hinged at the | eft, opposite
from the hinges of the portrait.

Theinterior of thelittle sasfe was entirdly illuminated by the radiance of the bulb in the flashlight.
The safe was empty!

Thelight remained there for haf aminute. Some one was thinking behind that flashlight. A mind was
working amid the darkness.

Then the hand reappeared and closed the safe The fingers spun the | etters. The portrait was shut also,
and the frame at the left was brought back to its correct position. A silk handkerchief brushed the frame,
removing any marksthat might have remained.

Theflashlight was out. All was slent for awhile then the circle of illumination gppeared again above the
tablein thelibrary. A hand waswriting in blueink. Keen thoughts were finding their cold expression on a
sheet of paper:

Joyce discovered the purpose of the code. The house was entered last night and the gems were taken.
Bingham has them now. That explains his absence.

English Johnny will meet Bingham - soon. It cannot be to-night. It may be to-morrow night, for it must be
soon.

The note that English Johnny wrote wasfalse. It was obvioudy fase. It was done to deceive an unseen
watcher who was not deceived.

The crude way in which the note was | eft on the table partly finished was one proof. The painsthat
English Johnny took to hide the envelope which he addressed was a second proof.

English Johnny was watched to-night. He will be watched to-morrow night. He will be waiched every
night. That isoneway to find the meeting place.

Bingham must be traced. If discovered, he, too, will lead the way to the meseting place.
For that iswhere the gemswill be.

The writing faded. The sheet of paper was taken between two supple hands. It wastorn to tiny
fragments, which eventually found their resting place in the palm of the left hand.

Theray of the flashlight disappeared.

Silence continued through the dark, empty house. A window opened noisdlesdy and shut again. Under
the pressure of an unseen blade of sted, the lock was quietly restored to its original position.

Thewatchman, finishing another round of the premises, threw hislantern so it shone upon the lawn. Again
he watched the flitting shadows - shadows of the boughs of treesthat swayed back and forth in the light
autumn breeze.



Strange - those shadows. He fancied that he saw one glide across the lawn and merge with the darkness
that lay beyond the hedge.

CHAPTER XXVIII. VINCENT SEARCHES

A NIGHT'S deep a the Metrolite Hotel had proven an excellent tonic to Harry Vincent. The
nerve-racking experiences of the previous evening had brought on fitful dreamsuntil early in the morning;
time and again he had imagined that the bed was swaying with the motion of afast-moving automobile.

But at last Harry had fallen into arestful dumber. When he awoke shortly after nine o'clock, hefelt
unusudly aert and was eager to learn what the new day held in store.

Hereported at Fellows's office before ten o'clock.

"I wasjust about to call you," said the insurance broker asthey sat together in the inner office. "I have
received ingtructions which are quite important - In fact, they concern work that may occupy your time
for severa daysto come.

"Your missonissmple, but extremely important. Y ou must locate Ezekid Bingham, the crimind lawyer.”

"Have you any ideawhere he may be?' Harry asked. "I know that he hasleft Holmwood, but | have no
knowledge of where he went."

"That isthedifficulty,” smiled Fellows. "The only information isthat which you brought in yesterday -
namely that Bingham is not in Holmwood. Perhgps you may be fortunate enough to discover some clew
that may enable you to find the man.”

"How soon must he be found?!

"As so0n as possible. The matter isurgent.”

"I doubt that any onein the town of Holmwood knows where he has gone.”
"Perhaps some one knows. It is your work to find out.”

"Jenks might know."

"Cdl a Bingham's house, then."

"What excuse shal | make?"

"State that you must seethe lawyer on an important legal maiter.”

"How soon shdll | start?'

"Immediatdy.”

Harry arose and picked up his hat, but the insurance broker stopped him before he reached the door.
"What about your car?' asked Fellows.

"That'sright,” replied Harry ruefully. "'l logt it last night.”

Fellows amiled.

"Itiswaiting for you in the garage at Holmwood Arms,” said the insurance broker. Y ou will need it in



your hunt for Ezekid Bingham.”

"It will certainly be necessary,” replied Vincent.

"Do you have the key to the back of the car?" asked Fellows.

Vincent produced the key.

"Youwill need it," said Fellows.

"Why?"

"I'll tell you. If you locate the missing lawyer you may find him in some distant place.”
"That'sright.”

"You will have to send word &t once."

"| can telephoneto you.”

"That may beimpossible. It may be necessary for you to stay close to watch Bingham. You may beina
place where atelephoneisinaccessible.”

"I hadn't thought of that."

"That iswhy | asked you if you had the key to the back of the car. Should you discover Bingham, and be
far from atelephone, unlock the back of the car, and you will find abox within."

"What isthe purpose of the box?"

"You will discover that if you need to communicate. Here isthe key to the box. Useit only if necessary;
do not open the box unless an emergency arises. A |etter insde the box will explain its purpose.

"Whet information shdl | giveif | find Bingham?'

"Send word exactly where heis; if heleaves, follow him and report again. Do not lose him once you have
discovered his whereabouts.”

"Arethere any other ingtructions?’

"No, that isdl. Thereisatrain for Holmwood in twenty minutes. Y ou will have just enough time to make
it." Harry puzzled about his new assignment after leaving the insurance broker's office. Now he sat in the
smoking car of the Long Idand train, haf listening to snatches of conversation between the other
passengers. Heredized that if he expected to locate Ezekid Bingham he must not neglect asingle
opportunity for information. Harry knew commuters could be great gossips.

But luck was againg him.

Harry had been fortunate the day before when he had learned that the crimind lawyer was not in
Holmwood. Some one had seen his car leaving the village.

That was dl; for Ezekiel Bingham was aslent man who rarely spoke to any one. It was quite unlikely that
he would have let drop an inkling of his destination to any of the townspeople

It might be days - it might be aweek - before Harry could obtain asingle clew. He would haveto trust to
chance; yet he must not beidle. Accordingly he formulated his plans - few asthey were, beforethetrain



reached Holmwood.

Finding his coupe at the garage, Harry drove to Ezekiel Bingham's house and parked the car a short
distance from the place.

Then he went up the front walk and knocked at the door. It dl seemed different from hislast vigit, when
he had approached with stealth, and had tried that same door to find it unlocked.

Jenks responded to Harry's knocking.
"IsMr. Bingham at home?' inquired Harry.
"No, 5r."

"Do you expect him shortly?'

"No, gr."

"It isvery important. | must see him. Can | reach him at his office?’
"Heisnot there, Sr."

"Areyou sure?'

"l just called, gr."

"Do they expect him there?"

"Not today, Sir."

"Will he be here thisevening?'

"l don't know, Sir."

"lsn't there any way that | can reach him?"
"l don't know of any place, Sr."

"Ishe away from New Y ork?'

"l don't know, Sir."

"Thisisvery important. | expected to find Mr. Bingham a home. | have cometo see him regarding an
important lawsuit. | must see him today."

"I'm sorry, Sr. Heisnot here.

"Didn't he leave any word where he might be reached?’
"Noneat dl, sr."

"lan't there anyone who can give meinformation?”
"Youmight cdl the office, ar."

"I'll try thet. | guessit'sthe only thing to do."



"Do youwishto leave amessage, Sir?'
"No. It would be usdless. | must see Mr. Bingham personally.”

Harry was convinced that Jenks had been telling the truth. It was obvious that the man had no ideawhere
his employer might have gone.

The lawyer's office would provide no information. Fellows had tried both by telephone and by persond
cdl, but had learned nothing from that source. The only reply had been that Mr. Bingham was not there;
that his associates would be glad to interview clientsin his place.

It would avail Harry nothing to try again where the efficient Fellows had failed.

So Harry droveto the village, where he whiled away two hourstrying to pick up stray bits of local news.
The loiterersin the cigar store talked of various subjects, but did not mention Ezekiel Bingham. A casua
inquiry addressed to thetdler in the bank brought no information concerning the old lawyer. Even a the
post office and at the station, Harry had no luck whatsoever.

He ate lunch in the village restaurant and chatted there awhile with any one who would talk to him, ever
bringing the conversation around to Ezekidl Bingham. But his efforts were without results.

About two o'clock Harry climbed in his car and started dowly back to the inn to think the matter over.
Perhaps some one at Holmwood Arms might have seen the old lawyer since he had |eft town. It was
worth a chance, anyway.

Harry was getting disgusted with the fruits of discretion. He intended to inquire openly and let those
whom he questioned draw their own conclusionsand talk all they liked.

Going up the road to the inn, Vincent happened to glance through the coupe's rear window. He caught a
glimpse of the head of aboy clinging, evidently, to his sparetire.

Harry stopped the car to remonstrate with the youth. Leaping to the ground, he caught the youngster by
the arm before the lad could run away.

"What's the idea? Want to get hurt?' Harry demanded severely.

"Just hookin' aride," replied the boy.

"It's dangerous business. A bump in the road would be enough to throw you in the street.”
"l was hangin' on pretty tight.”

"Wheredo you live, son?'

"Up the road, about amile past where it getsrough.”

"Get inwith me. I'll drive you up thereright.”

"Say, that's swell, mister. Thanks."

The boy entered the car with Harry, who surveyed the youth with curiosity. The youngster was shabbily
dressed, and hisface and hands were dirty. Vincent asked him his age.

"Twelveyears," replied the boy.



"Y ou're old enough to know better than to jump on the back of an automobile," advised Vincent. "Why
don't you ask peopleto giveyou alift?"

"Yeah! Try it yoursdf. They an't dl good sportslike you, migter.”

They were passing the road that turned off toward the inn, but Vincent kept on. He was interested in the
boy, and he would not lose much time by taking him to hishome. Harry'stime didn't seem to be exactly
at apremium that day.

"That'swhy | hook rides," the youngster went on. "Nobody stopswhen | holler at 'em.”
"Suppose they go past your house?' asked Vincent. "What do you do then?”

"Not many of 'em goes asfar asmy house, migter. | ride aways and walk therest.”
"That's right; not many cars go over that bad stretch.”

"Besdes' - thelad was atakativelittlefelow - "I usualy hook onto autosthat are goin’ dow - like yours
was. | can drop off easy then when | want to. | generally hop on back of the car that belongsto the guy
inthere" - the youngster paused to jerk histhumb toward Ezekid Bingham's house, which they were
passing at that moment - "because he drives dow.”

"Do you mean Mr. Bingham, the lawyer?" inquired Harry with sudden intere<t.
"Y eah. The old crabby guy. Drives around like adowpoke. But he fooled me yesterday, he did!"
"How wasthat?'

"I hopped on back of his car, an' he went past his house, so | hung on. An' when he got to the bad road
he started to go like blazes. Y ou wouldn't think an old guy could run an auto that fast.”

"What happened then?"

"l wasafraidto let go. | had to hang on an' ride aong with him."

"Thiswas yesterday, you say?"

"Yes- no, it wasnt, neither. It was day before yesterday, in the afternoon.”
"How far did he take you?"

"A mile past the bad road. | thought he wasn't ever goin' to dow down. But he turned at a crossroad an'
| had achanceto drop off. | had to walk al the way home again.”

"Which way did he turn at the crossroad?”
"To theleft. Down the road that goesto Herkwell. Hey, migter, dow up. That's my house over there.”

Harry dropped the youth in front of aframe house which needed a coat of paint badly. Then he sarted
the coupe forward and drove rapidly aong the poorly paved road.

He knew the road to Herkwell, which was some twelve miles distant. It was astraight road, with no
crossings, aroad that wasfairly well paved but little used.

As he came back to the good highway, Harry stepped on the accelerator and grinned as the car sprang
onward. He had found thetrail &t last. The boy's story had given him the clew he required.



Old Ezekid Bingham had goneto Herkwell. A twelve-miletrip to that obscure village was clear
indication that the lawyer's destination lay farther out on Long Idand.

Harry turned |eft at the crossroad satisfied at the favorable turnin events.

The Shadow would be pleased.
CHAPTER XXIX. ENGLISH JOHNNY'STRICK

ENGLISH JOHNNY stood at the doorway of his house and glared sullenly down the Strest. It was
daytime - two o'clock in the afternoon - yet he was suspicious.

An old man, gaunt and weary-looking, was moving dowly aong the opposite sdewalk, leaning heavily
upon astout cane. English Johnny had seen the old man earlier in the day, and he wondered why the
fellow had returned to this street.

Thiswas Saturday - an important day for English Johnny. He had an appointment to keep, and that
gppointment meant much to him. He was not due until eight o'clock at night, but many things could
happen in the meantime,

For one thing, some one might follow English Johnny. A few days ago he would not have worried about
such agtuation; but the beefy-faced man had learned much to alarm him during the past forty-eight
hours.

There had been that cab driver, for instance. English Johnny had given the fellow his address, and he had
ahunch that the man had lied when he had said he forgot it. Then there was the suspected visitation of
that Snister wraith - if such it was - The Shadow!

Last night's happenings had wiped out al sense of security that English Johnny might have held to. Funny
thing, that cab driver showing up in the lunch wagon.

Johnny had let it be known to severd friends that he was going there; and the taxi driver had appeared
also. Could there be aleak?

Perhapsthat part of it had been coincidence; but it did not explain the presence of the mysterious man
behind the counter - the man who had beaten a crew of gangsters and who had hurled English Johnny
acrossthe counter. Bill, the manager of that particular lunch wagon, did not even know the name of the
substitute who had caused the trouble!

English Johnny sauntered down the street and turned the corner of the avenue. After closely regarding a
cab that was standing there, assured, he entered the vehicle and gave an addressto the driver.

The cab took him to a house that English Johnny knew was vacant. He rang the bell, waited afew
minutes, then hailed another cab and told the driver to take him downtown.

English Johnny rubbed histough jaw with pleasure as he consdered thisruse. If the first cab had been
planted there, with a spy at the whed, the hounds would now be watching only an empty house.

Still he was not entirely positive of success. He turned to ook behind, and saw another cab - agreen one
- following. Johnny thrust his head through the open panel and ordered the driver to turn up Eighty-sixth
Street.

The cab in back aped the move.



The beefy-faced man barked anew command. The driver swung down the avenue and turned back
aong Eighty-fifth Street.

The other cab followed suit.
"Smart guys" mumbled English Johnny. "Well, I'm just aswise"

English Johnny dismissed his cab at Columbus Circle and went into adrugstore. One of the clerks was
known to him; he chatted with the fellow for awhile. Then heleft the store and took the subway to
Forty-second Street.

His next stop was an office building. He entered an eevator. Three or four othersjoined himin the car.
At thefifteenth floor he stepped out, another man did the same.
English Johnny looked about him, and suddenly decided that he had gotten off at the wrong floor.

Herang the bell for a descending elevator. He noted that the other man was going from door to door, as
though searching for an office, the number of which he was uncertain.

The big, beefy-faced man stepped into the elevator and came down to the street floor. He hurried from
the building, jJumped into a cab, and rode afew blocks.

He chuckled as he alighted on a side street just off Broadway.
"Fooled the fellow that time," Johnny said to himsdlf. "L eft him cold on the fifteenth floor!™
Then asudden thought struck him, and he growled angrily.

"What if there was two of them? | never thought of that! One up and one downgtairs, waiting for me, or
what if there was just one guy wise enough not to go up?'

He walked back to Broadway and entered a cigar store, where he bought a supply of black stogies. He
lighted one and puffed it thoughtfully. Then he was struck by an ingpiration.

Entering the phone booth, Johnny caled anumber.

"Hello? That you, Kennedy? Thisis English Johnny... Yeah, I'm fedin' fine. Goin' out of town to-night.
What?... Oh, up to Buffalo, to look at alunch wagon. Won't be back for aweek... No, | don't think |
can makeit, Kennedy... I'd liketo, but | ain't got time. Train leavesat eight... No, | ain't bought my ticket
yet... All right, I'll go later; I'll come on out now... Right now, yes... So long."

English Johnny's red face bore an air of satisfied confidence as heleft the cigar store.

He walked down Broadway at an indifferent pace, past Forty-second Street, and on to Thirty-third. He
entered the station of the Hudson Tubes and bought aticket to Newark.

The car was nearly full, and the big man gazed curioudly at the other passengers, as though he suspected
that at least one of them was an enemy.

English Johnny was a keen observer. He diminated most of thosein the car. Therewere only three or
four others who impressed him as possible trailers, and he looked these over carefully.

"Wonder who'sin on thisgame,”" he said to himsdlf. "It can't be the bulls. They ain't wise. Maybe some
other crooks - but who?"



The Shadow! This name puzzled him. He had heard talk of a Shadow - but no one had seemed to know
who the man might be. The name was scarcely more than amyth among gangsters. Only afew had
spoken of it; and they had said very little.

There were those, of course, who claimed that they had heard his voice coming through the spaceless
ether over theradio. But at the broadcagting studio, The Shadow's identity had been carefully guarded.
He was said to have been dlotted a special room, hung with curtains of heavy, black velvet, dong a
twisting corridor. There he faced the unseeing microphone, masked and robed.

The underworld had gone so far asto make determined effort to unravel The Shadow'sidentity - if it
weretruly The Shadow whose sinister voice the radio public knew; for there were doubters who
maintained the voice was but that of an actor representing The Shadow. But al crookdom had reason to
be interested; those without the law had to make sure.

So watchers were posted at the entrance to the broadcasting chain's building. Many walked in and out;
none could be labeled as The Shadow. In desperation, aclever crook whose speciaty was wiretapping
gpplied for and secured a postion asaradiotrician. Y et questioning of hisfellow workers brought nothing
but guessesto light. Around the studio The Shadow was amost as much amyth as on the outside. Only
his voice was known.

Every Thursday night the spy from crookdom would contrive to be in the twisting corridor - watching the
door of the room that was supposed to be The Shadow's. Y et no one ever entered that room!

Could it be, then, that The Shadow broadcast by remote control - that his voice was conveyed to the
studio by private wire? No one knew. He and his fear-striking laugh had been heard - that was al.

English Johnny'strain duly arrived at Newark. There he hired a cab which drove him to the airport.
The afternoon was waning. He hurried over to ahangar. An aviator came out to greet him.
"Howdy, Kennedy," exclaimed English Johnny.

"Hdlo, Johnny."

"Wadl, I'm here. Like | promised. Thought you'd be glad to see me."

"l suream. Yourejust intimeto takealittle hop."

"How much?| might try it."

"Nothing to you, Johnny."

The beefy-faced man darted alook toward the group of idlers who were standing near the hangars.
None of them resembled the men he had suspected in the Tube. Neverthe ess, Johnny was going on with
the game he had planned.

"All right, Kennedy. Let'sgo."
Thetwo climbed into a speedy cabin job.
"I'll take you up for about ten minutes, Johnny,” said the aviator.

The mechanic spun the propel ler, the motor revved smoothly, and the plane took off and circled above
thefield. When the ship wasin the air, English Johnny leaned forward to tap the pilot on the back. By
means of an emphétic finger and with gestures, English Johnny made his wants known. Kennedy must



have understood him, for the pilot nodded.

Although the group of idlers down on the field knew nothing of what passed between English Johnny and
the birdman, the consequence was not unnoticed.

"That's funny," observed one of the hangers-on. "Kennedy must have changed his mind about that
ten-minute trip. Looks mighty like he's going some place, and in ahurry, too."

The plane had settled to an arrow-straight course. Headed toward the north, its hum grew fainter and
fainter to the neck cranersat the airport.

Asthe monoplane became but adot againgt the dusking sky, astranger in along overcoat quit the
hangar. Only thetip of his nose showed from behind the upturned collar of his overcoat. He strode aong
most rapidly, weirdly laughing to himsdlf.

Night had falen; the hour was at hand when shadows cometo life. The Shadow had clung tenacioudy to
English Johnny'strail, only to loseit. Y et he il had reason for mirth.

For The Shadow, keen in every intuition, believed that the odds favored Harry Vincent'strailing of
Ezekid Bingham. Where English Johnny had been oversuspicious, Bingham had proven disdainful.

The two, The Shadow knew, would find acommon meeting point. Relying upon Harry to locate that
spot, The Shadow was aready making plans that could be executed promptly should Harry's report
come through.

CHAPTER XXX. TRAIL'SEND

A CAR wasrolling dong aroad not far from Long Idand Sound. Harry Vincent was the man at the
whed. He wasfollowing another clew.

At Herkwell he had traced the course of Ezekiel Bingham's car. A man had seen an automobile turn off
on the sde road to Winster two days ago. Very few cars went that way. The man, an idler in the corner
store, had noted the car quite closdly. It answered the description Harry sought.

Harry had stopped at a muddy spot along the road and had noted the mark of tires. The tread was of a
peculiar design. This had been avauable discovery. For two side roads led off from Wingter. Both were
muddy, but no one had seen acar go over ether of them.

Harry had made along examination and had detected the telltale marks of the tread on one of the roads.
Hence he had followed it instead of keeping through the town.

Thiswas theroad that had carried him near the Sound. Now it ran into another road, and the course
turned inland. The new road was well-paved.

Harry had covered nearly thirty miles since leaving Holmwood, but the poor condition of the roads and
the stops that he had made consumed much time. It was now past four o'clock.

Harry stopped at a gasoline station, where heinquired if the service man had seen acar like Bingham's.
Theman laughed.
"Lotsof carsgo past here, friend. | can't keep track of them all.”

"| thought perhapsthis car might have stopped for gasoline.”



The man shook his head.

Harry obtained aroad map and consulted it carefully. He traced the course that he had followed from
Holmwood. There were severd waysto reach the spot where he was now located; and he felt sure that
the roads he had taken were not the best.

But if Ezekid Bingham had been anxiousto leave no trail to his destination, the course would have been
logical. It was only by careful inquiry and keen observation that Vincent had managed to find theway so
far.

"Looking for astolen car, friend?' quizzed the man at the service Sation.

Vincent grunted in reply.

"I'm not trying to find out your business" said the man, "but | might be able to help you."
"How?"

"Wéll, if the car came along here, you've got to take a chance on tracking it from here on. Theroad forks
up ahead about amile. Either road would be alikely one. But I'd advise you to take the one to the lft.”

“Why?

"Because it goes past Smitherss garage. He's got big signs out, advertising good gas cheap. Pretty near
everybody stopsthat goes by there. What's more, Smithers has got a cute stunt of listing the license
numbers of carsthat go by."

"What istheidea of that?"

"Well, hefiguresthat carsthat go by afew times must be using the road regular. He finds out who owns
them, and sends them advertisng circulars.”

"That isagood idea.”

"I don't know. Seemsto melike awaste of time. But it's good for you, because if that car went by there,
Smithers may have its number.”

Harry thanked the man and gave him leavetofill up the tank of the coupe.

Heturned left when he reached the fork and arrived at Smitherss garage. A stout man, evidently the
proprietor, came out at Vincent'scal.

"Mr. Smithers?"
"That'sme."
"l want to ask you something.”

Explaining that he was tracing another automobile, Vincent gave the man the number of Bingham'slicense
tags, and asked if he had seen the car. Smithers became suspicious.

"Why do you want to know?" he asked.
"I've been sent out to traceit.”

"Why areyou after it?"



"I have important reasons. That'sdl.”
"What makesyou think | have the number?*
"Because | know you keep arecord of the number of carsthat go by."

There was a positive assurance in Vincent's voice that made the garage proprietor think the young man
might represent the law. At least, he was sure that Harry had someway of getting information that was
not widely known. Still he hesitated.

"What if | do keep license numbers?' demanded Smithers. "Therés no law againgt my doing it, isthere?'
"Certainly not," Harry replied. "And theres no law againg your giving meinformation from your lig."

"I guessyou'reright," admitted the garage man.

Harry produced aten-dollar bill.

"Maybe you could usethis,”" he said casudly.

"Wat aminute”

Smitherswent to the office of the garage. He returned in afew minutes and collected the ten-spot.

"The number isthere," he said. "Went by day before yesterday.”

Hot on thetrail, Harry urged his car dong the road. He was entering wooded country, and was well
away from the nearest town. Five miles beyond Smitherss place, the road curved to the right and joined
abroad highway where three automobiles were passing.

Thisrequired aconsultation of the road map. Harry pulled to the side of the road and studied the
stuation. The map showed that it would have been shorter and more convenient to have taken the right
fork of theroad than theleft if any one had desired to reach this highway.

There would have been no reason for Ezekidl Bingham to have chosen the longer route, Vincent argued,
as both roads came to the same turnpike. Why, then, had the old lawyer gone to the left?

There was but one answer to the question. Somewhere between Smithers's garage and the turnpike,
Bingham had turned off the road.

Going into reverse, Harry siwung back to retrace his course. He had a hunch that the road he wanted
branched off to theright. A little later Harry found such aroad - adirt lane that twisted off toward a
woods.

Stopping the car, Harry aighted and examined the dust. The lane was dry; there were no tire tracks of
the tread he sought, but it was possible that the marks had been obliterated. At least, the road was worth
alook-see.

He drove aong the road through the woods. Coming to a stream, Harry found a bridge to be crossed
aongside of an old ford. A mile more and the road ran into a paved highway.

This perplexed Harry. Which way should he go? The road map offered no help in this quandary.

Before choosing his course, Harry decided that it would be wiseto return along the lane.



He drove back to its starting point, stopping occasionally to search for tracesin the dust, but none were
vishle

He continued dong the lane until he came to the bridge again. At that moment he observed that the
temperature had risen on the motor gauge until it had nearly reached the boiling point.

"Forgot al about the water in the radiator,” he mused. "This bus has been traveling pretty fast lately. |
must have boiled some out.”

He peered over the edge of therail on the bridge and saw the glint of atin can.
"That will do," he thought. "It's pretty small, but | can get plenty of exercise.”

Descending to the stream, he retrieved the can and filled it with water. As he stopped at the ford, he
whistled with ddlight. At the edge of the stream appeared the mark of one of Bingham'stires- amark
pressed deeply in the muddy edge of the brook.

Disregarding the heated radiator, Harry backed his car from the bridge and drove down to the ford. He
crossed the stream, and as he ascended the farther bank he could make out the marks of automobiletires
that led to theright.

Harry piloted the car dong amakeshift road, moving dowly to subdue the noise of the motor. The
thickness of the trees and bushes made the pathway more evident, although it was merely two grooves
along the ground. Branches brushed the top of the coupe.

The car arrived at adilapidated fence, which was broken by an opening. There were no bars across, but
Harry felt uneasy about passing that barrier.

Instead, he turned the car to the left and drove some forty yards along an open space beside the fence.

Pocketing theignition key, Harry closed the windows of the coupe and locked the doors. With cautious
step he gpproached the opening in the fence. He followed the tracks of Bingham's car to sight ahouse
among thetrees.

Caution wasvital. Harry redlized that as he moved onward.

A noise caused him to seek refuge behind atree. He could see the house clearly from that point - an
ancient two-story structure that looked like an abandoned hunting lodge.

A man was standing on the porch, blue smoke curling upward from hislighted cigar - an ederly man who
looked very much like Ezekiel Bingham!

The man stood there afew minutes; then turned and went into the house. Coming from behind the tree,
Harry obtained anew angle of vision. In front of the house stood an automobile - acar that he
recognized immediately. There now could be no question of the man'sidentity.

Harry smiled with triumph.
His quest was ended.
He had trailed Ezekid Binghamto hislair!
CHAPTER XXXI. HARRY'SMESSAGE
AS he stole back to the spot where he had parked his car, Harry realized that he had reached the



emergency which Fellows had foreseen. Five milesfrom the nearest habitation, it would take
considerabletime for him to go and return. Hiswatch showed that it was after five o'clock; perhaps
Fellows had aready left his office, and in that event, atrip to atelephone would be usdless.

Furthermore, it was Harry's duty to watch Ezekiel Bingham. The car in front of the house suggested that
the old lawyer might be ready to leave the building that stood in the woods.

Harry'sfirst action was to turn the coupe so that it faced the crude roadway. If Bingham should drive
from the house, Harry would then be able to follow without loss of time.

Harry unlocked the back of the coupe and found the mysterious box which Fellows had spoken of. It
was afairly large box, occupying most of the spacein back, and it appeared to be clamped to the
bottom of the car to prevent it from shifting.

Using the key which Fellows had given him, Harry unlocked the box and opened it. A flat inner lid met
hiseyes. Upon it lay an envelope. Harry tore the wrapper and read the message:

Y ou have aknowledge of radio. Follow the ingtructions on the bottom of the inner lid. Send your
message, using the specid code that appears within the instructions.

Lifting theinner lid, Vincent discovered acomplete and compact wireless transmitting set.

Satisfied that the car was far enough from the opening in the fence to be free from discovery, Harry set to
work.

Following the ingtructions on thelid, he strung an aerid between two trees. He worked quickly but
nervoudy. His message was important and urgent.

The sending key clicked beneeth hisfingers. He was following the strange code, forming hiswords dowly
and carefully. Hisfirst words were these:

Am watching Bingham a house in woods.

Then, referring to the map, he described as best he could the location of the place, using the turnpike as
hisbass. That highway was easily accessible, and would be the shortest way to the old lawyer's hiding
place.

He repeated the message again to make sure; then waited afew minutes while he checked the apparatus
thoroughly. Then he sent his code through the ar for the third time.

Would the message be received? Would it be understood? Would it bring The Shadow to this place?

These questions raced through Vincent's brain. He wondered a so how The Shadow had discovered his
knowledge of wirdess.

The sky was growing dark. It was nearly six o'clock. What should he do next?

Harry decided that a cautious visit to the house in the woods might bring important results. Dusk was
approaching; he could still see clearly, yet he himsalf would be difficult to detect if he kept among the
trees. That was the best plan: to find out more and then to send another message.

Leaving the wireless gpparatus in place, he went back to the improvised roadway and approached the
house. Bingham's car was gtill standing there. Everything was silent in the gloom.

Harry circled the house at adistance. A glow appeared at the bottom of awindow. The shade had not



been fully drawn; the light of alamp showed through.

Reaching the porch, Harry crept noisdesdy forward and peered through the narrow space. The room
within was furnished with plain chairs and atable, and was lighted by two oil lamps.

Ezekid Bingham was seated in one chair by the table; opposite him sat aman whom Harry did not
recognize.

The two were conversing, but Harry could not hear their words. Hetried to follow the motions of their
lips, but without success.

Thiswas avantage point, however, and as the darkness increased, Vincent decided to remain. The
longer he stayed the safer would be his position, and the opportunity might arrive to learn something.

Timewent by dowly as Harry held his gaze to the window. Then came the chance that he had
anticipated.

Bingham's companion, ashort, dark-faced man, with a sharp-pointed mustache, came to the window
and raised the shade.

Harry ducked intime. It was now quite dark, fortunately. A grating sound marked the raising of the
window. The sound of the man's footsteps indicated that he was walking back in the room.

Harry raised his head and |ooked in the window.

"Why open thewindow?' asked the old lawyer.

"Toget someair,” replied the dark man with acurling smile that festured agold tooth.
"Thelight will show outside," protested the lawyer.

"Let it show. Nobody will seeit except our men. Nobody else ever comes out here.”
"That'strue. Still, it'swiseto play safe.”

"Y es. When it's necessary."

"All right, Tony. It doesn't matter. The otherswill be here shortly."

"They'll be here by eight, sure. They've been waiting for thisnight. It'sthe biggest yet.”

"Y es, and they deserveit. They've done some good work in the past. Every one will get his correct
percentage, and | can tell you that thiswill be by far the best.”

The dark-faced man licked hislipsin anticipation.
"Well," hesaid, "l deserve my share. | pulled thejob."
Theold lawyer chuckled.

"Yes" hesad, "you pulled the last part of it - the easiest of dl. You're agreat one, Tony, to take credit
for thejob."

"Why did you pick me, then?"
"Y ou know why. Because | have you likethat." The lawyer sngpped his thumb and forefinger together



with an emphatic gesture.

"Y ou'reawise man, Mr. Bingham," Tony said. "Y ou have the goods on everybody. Y ou could make
them work for nothing, and they'd have to do it. Instead of that you give every one of usafair piece of
the swag."

"That'swhat counts, Tony."
"Therés only onething that gets me, Mr. Bingham. How did you fix Burgess?'
The old lawyer looked suddenly about the room.

"Say nothing about that, Tony," he ordered. "1 only told you because you were afraid of the Laidlow
house on account of the murder. | wanted you to be surethat | knew who did it."

"l know that. I'm keeping quiet, you bet. | just wondered how you fixed aguy like that."

"l don't tell my affairs, Tony. But I'll let you know about this one. Y ou have aright to know, because you
went in there three nights ago and brought me the box.

"I had been watching Burgess. | knew what he was doing. He had the combination to the safe, but he did
not know that it contained the information regarding the place where the gems were kept.

"Knowing what | did about Burgess - that he had been talking money that belonged to hisemployer - |
met him one day and told him that he had only one way out - to work with me. That'swhy hedidit. The
murder was his own idea. He was scared. | helped him out of it. Lucky for him | waswaiting outside.”

"How did you know that there was a note in the safe, telling where to find the stuff?"
"Y ou ask too many questions, Tony."
"All right, chief. | won't ask any more.”

"Well, I'll answer thelast one, then. | handled a case for Geoffrey Laidlow afew yearsago. In discussing
his affairs, he mentioned that he was the only man who knew where the jewel s were kept, but that he had
amessage in his safe that would tell the place - only no one would ever be ableto puzzle out the
message. | think Laidlow forgot that he ever told me that much.”

"But you got the message and doped it out!"
"| learned its secret. That issufficient.”

Harry could see that Tony would have liked to ask more questions, but the lawyer had leaned back in his
chair and had closed his eyes, as though to shut off the questioning.

Tony rose from the chair and walked over to the window.

Harry dipped out of Sght. The man in the room began to hum atune in excellent voice. The melody was
closeto Harry's ears and sounded loud, obscuring other sounds.

Then something fell heavily upon Harry's back. It flattened him against the porch before he could even
gesp!

A man had come upon him in the darkness.



With one hand free, Harry struck out at his antagonist. The man grappled in return. Then Tony jumped
through the window and joined in the fray.

Harry rolled free and staggered to hisfeet. Battling in the darkness, hisfist |landed against aman'sface.
The fellow went down upon the porch. It was Tony who had falen.

Ezekid Bingham, aroused from his nap, had arrived with the lamp. He was holding it at the window. Its
feeblelight illuminated the space where Harry was now meeting he who had attacked from behind.

Thefdlow's hand was pushing Vincent's chin upward. Then that hand dipped.

Hooking hiswrist behind the man's neck, Harry gained the winning hold and cast his antagonist to the
porch. The effort made Harry lose his baance, but he caught himself against a post, and made ready for
the leap to the ground.

Then histriumph ended. Something smashed againgt the back of hishead. Harry turned, haf stunned, and
was met by apair of strong fists that rebounded from his face. Tony had come back into the fight. His
first blow had been ddivered with a piece of wood that he had snatched from whereit lay on the

ground.

"Good work, Tony," prompted Bingham. "Come on, Jake. Help him out.”
The man whom Harry had thrown joined his companion.

It wasinevitable that Harry should go down under their flailing fists - they were a him from both sides.
Ashefdl, both men jumped on Harry. Under the double pummeling, Harry at length lapsed into
UNCONSCi OUSNESS.

"Found him here on the porch," panted Jake as he arose from Harry'sinert form. "Tony and | have fixed
him proper. Fetch arope.”

The old lawyer produced the required article. Harry's motionless body was trussed in the coils of along,
heavy clothesline, hisarms and legs doubled up together.

"Bring himin," ordered Bingham. "Let melook & him."

The unconscious man was laid on the floor of the room. The old lawyer held the lamp above hisface,
which was bleeding and distorted.

"Don't know him," declared Bingham tersdly. "Never saw him beforethat | can remember. Put him over
therein the corner.”

Jake and Tony obeyed. The motionless body of Harry Vincent was flung without ceremony on the spot
that the old lawyer had designated.

CHAPTER XXXII. ENGLISH JOHNNY ARRIVES

OLD Ezekid Bingham looked at hiswatch. It showed a quarter of eight. He was donein the room with
the captured interloper, who lay seemingly lifeless. The man had not moved since he had been brought in
from the porch.

The door opened; Tony and Jake entered, carrying lanterns. Another man was with them.

"Here's Spotter,” said Jake. "Just came up in his car. We met him outside.”



The newcomer was short and thin, with awicked-looking face and beady eyes. Thetop of his head was
on aleve with Jake's shoulder; and Jake, despite his broadness, was not over six feet tall.

"Hello, Spotter," greeted the old lawyer. "Wejust had some trouble here. Did you make agood search,
boys?"

"Wedid," declared Jake emphaticaly. "There's nobody ese around. Thisfellow we caught is probably
some prowler who happened to be going through the woods. Did you ever see him before, Spotter?”

The short thin man stepped across the room and gazed at the face of the man on the floor.

"No," hesaid. "Heaint acrook; hean't abull. | cantell you that by lookin' a him. He's some fellow
from town who must have been walkin' through the woods. Tony tells me he waslookin' in the window
when you caught him. Anybody might comelookin' inif they was comin' by."

"That soundslogica, Spotter,”" declared Bingham with gpproval. "Y our opinion isworth agreat ded.
Y ou know every crimind in the business; and you know every detective on theforce. Y ou areavauable

"Sure, | knowsthem al," said Spotter. "That's why they calls me 'Spotter,’ ain't it? What good isaname
if it don't mean nothin?"

"W, it'sgood business,” declared the lawyer. "Y ou see, Tony, there was a good reason to keep the
window shut, with the shade down. | have taken that precaution while you were on your tour of

ingpection.”
"Guessyou'reright, Mr. Bingham," admitted Tony.
"How did you happen to discover the man, Jake?" inquired the lawyer.

"Just luck," replied Jake. "I parked my bus at the side of the house and stepped up on the end of the
porch. | saw him, and knew he didn't belong here. So | landed on him."

"Very good," commended the lawyer. "Comein from the door, Tony. Close it when you do."

Tony was standing, lantern in hand, on the porch before the door. Beside him was along thin shadow
that came from the steps and lay motionlessin the light. No one noticed the peculiarly shaped blotch. It
passed the shadow of the post beside the steps.

"You cantakeit fromme" said Tony as he stepped through the doorway. " There's nobody within five
hundred yards of thisplace. Jakeand | did aredl job."

"That was what you were sent out to do," declared the old lawyer.

Tony shut the door; and the shadow on the porch was obliterated. All was dark outside - dark and
slent.

"Let uscheck up, first," declared the lawyer. "Thereis only one more coming. We can hear from him
later. How did you come, Tony?"

"I laid around alittle town out here for acouple of days. | didn't go back to the city after | |eft you the
other night. No chance that anybody knowswhere | am."

"How about you, Jake?"



"I've been down in Philadelphiafor amonth. | cleared out after the last job. | wasn'tinonthis, and I've
been working in arestaurant while | was away. | had my car down there and came straight through. I'm
safe enough.”

"Well, Spotter?’

"Y ouse guys know I'm always safe. | went up in Connecticut. Bought an old car up there an’ came
acrossthe Sound in aferryboat. Y ouse just know | looked 'em all over on that boat. Why should anyone
be followin' me, anyway? It's me that follows other people; not them that follows me.”

"Well," declared Ezekiel Bingham, "my own caseis, of course, exceptiond. | have very littleto avoid;
nevertheless | took every precaution. | came here two days ago, and have remained alone since then.”

"What! Out here?' exclaimed Jake.

"Certainly. It isthe safest possible place. Everything isarranged upstairs so that | receive an instant darm
when any one enters here. | am awake at night, and deep during the day - and | deep very little and very
lightly."

With the door and windows tightly shut, none of the men heard the arrival of another automobile. It wasa
large sedan which coasted up directly in front of the house, its motor shut off.

A big man stepped from the car and looked at hiswatch in the light of the dash lamp. A grunt of
satisfaction camefrom hislips.

"Eight o'clock," he said. "Jugt timed it right. Kennedy sure knows how to circle around in that plane of
his"

He struck amatch, and the glare reveded hisfull red face. He puffed away at his stogie as he stood by
the car. Then he walked to the steps and stopped a moment.

"Nice placethis," he chuckled. "No shadows out here."
He seemed to be enjoying the combination of night air and cigar smoke.

"Wadl, I'montime," he observed. "Guess dl the boys are here. Let them wait a couple of minutes for
rrE."

Thered glow of the cigar degpened and softened aternately, asindication of the smoker's puffs.
Occasondly the glow disappeared for afew moments, asthough it were subsiding in the hand of the man
who held it and lowered it to his sde. Two minutes passed; then the cigar light moved through the
darkness toward the porch.

The boards creaked under heavy, solid footsteps. A large hand pushed the door open, and the man with
the cigar stamped into the lighted room where the four men were seated.

"English Johnny!" excdlamed Jake.
"Hello, boys," greeted the big man with agrin on hisbeefy face. "I'm just about ontime, ain't 17?7
CHAPTER XXXII1. ENGLISH JOHNNY EXPLAINS

"WE areready for business," declared Ezekid Bingham, looking at the other men asthey sat about the
table. "Have you anything to report before we start?*



The question was addressed to the big man with the red face.

"Plenty,” wasthereply.

A look of interest flashed around the crowd.

"What's up, Johnny?" questioned Pete.

"Nothing, now," replied the big man with abroad grin. "l wasup - upintheair. That'show I got here."
He paused and studied the effect of hiswords. Hislisteners silently awaited his explanation.

"It wasthisway," he continued. "Two nights ago a phony taxi driver tried to pull afast oneon me. | got
rid of him quick enough. But that night | thought somebody camein my house."”

"Y ou thought some one camein!™ exclamed Ezekid Bingham. "Why didn't you find out positively?*

"How can you find out?" questioned the big fellow. "How can you find out when you don't see nothing
but alot of shadows?"

"Shadows aren't people.”
"Yes, but | saw one shadow - al by itself. It looked redl.”
Ezekid Bingham's face showed his annoyance.

"Let meexplain,” English Johnny continued. " This shadow hung around my house. It wasin my room. |
saysto mysdf: 'English Johnny, old boy, there's some one here with you.' So | wrote a phony letter and
left it where anyone could read it. Then | took it to the mail box and faked putting it in.”

"Nonsense!” cried the old lawyer. "Thisisridiculous. English Johnny talking about living shadows."
"English Johnny isright," declared Spotter solemnly.
Ezekid Bingham stared at him in amazement.

"I meanit," Spotter went on. "Croaker seen The Shadow the night he was killed. Other guys have
lamped The Shadow.”

"Where? When?' came achorus of voices.

"Onenight,” said Spotter, "l seen aguy inablack cloak getting in abig limousine. | couldn't see hisface,
but he handed dough to the chauffeur and they drove off.

"I had a car around the corner, and Birdie Crull waswaiting for me. | drove after the big car, but it got
away from us. Then we picked it up again, just by luck, ahaf hour later.

"| tells Birdie that the guy in the big bus hasaroll on him. So | gets past the car on another street and runs
into it coming the other way. Up she goes on the curb, and Birdie opens the door and flashesarod.

"Then, out of nothin', comesthis big black shadow. It wasaman, dl right - but it didn't look human. It
wraps around Birdie and shoots him with his own rod. He flopsin the street, and The Shadow moves
right across without a noise, and that was the last we seen of it."

"That's The Shadow, dl right," declared English Johnny. "l was never quite sure hewasred."



"| seen The Shadow again,” said Spotter eagerly. "Down by the Pink Rat. Thistime| looked for hisface.
| saw nothing but a piece of white that looked like abandage. Maybe The Shadow ain't got no faceto
speak of. Looked like the bandage hid somethin' in back. There was a young guy once who the crooks
was afraid of - he was afamous spy in the War, and they say he was wounded over in France -
wounded in theface. | think The Shadow isthis guy come back - maybe he -"

Ezekid Bingham interrupted.

"I heard about Croaker and The Shadow!" the lawyer said. "Once | imagined | saw ashadow.
Imagination plays many tricks, even on those who have steedy nerves. But what of it? Why talk of a
shadow? Go on, Johnny, tell usthe rest of your story. We may judge then."

English Johnny grinned with satisfaction. Evidently there was asurprisein store. But the big man
restrained himsalf and continued in acasud manner:

"I'll make therest of it short. Last night | ran into thetaxi driver again. In one of my lunch wagons. |
knocked him groggy when anew man behind the counter helped him get away. Some of the gang chased
him but wrecked their car.

"So | waswisetoday. | saysto mysdf: 'English Johnny, there's some guy on your trail." Everywhere |
went it was the same. So | hopped over to Newark, and got afriend of mine named Kennedy to take me
up for aridein hisplane. Then | saysto Kennedy: 'Go like blazes up above New Y ork, and cut back to
Long Idand. Y ou can name your price." And Kennedy went like blazes. Even this Shadow couldn't have
followed us. After welanded, | got acar from aplace| knew about, and here | am.”

Tony whistled.

"Pretty smart, Johnny," he said. "'Y ou're safe enough. Are you sure the guy you got the car from wasdl
right?'

"Sure enough,” replied the big man. "He didn't even know me, until | proved who | was. He'sthe last guy
in the world that they would look for to find out where| was."

"Thenit'sal right,” declared Ezekid Bingham. "Persondly | think it isal your imagination, Johnny."

"Well, I'm not worrying now," camethereply. "All thisdidn't start until after | Ieft the place where | had
fixed everything. The Shadow wasn't anywhere around there.”

"Then you're ready to take the gems?”
"Y ou bet. Sooner the better. Do it quick.”

The old lawyer went upstairs and returned with alarge box. He opened it upon the table, and the eager
eyes of the onlookers glittered asthey saw the sparkling jewel s that had been the pride of Geoffrey
Ladlow.

"Look them over," said thelawyer briefly. "I have the completelist in my possession. | shdl go over it
with you and arrange your shares. Do you want to wait, Johnny?"

"l can't. It'snearly nine o'clock now. Two hoursinto the city if the traffic is heavy. Maybe more than two
hours. I've got to get there before midnight.”

"Quiteright. Shdl | send some oneinto town with you?'



The old lawyer looked around the group.

"Not me," declared Jake. "I want to go over that list. I'll bet it's a Sweet one. We can figure just about
what we're going to get when we check up thelig.”

"That'sright," agreed Tony. "l want to seetheli, too."
Bingham looked &t Spotter.

"Let Johnny go aone," thelittle man declared. "He's done it before. Leaveit to him. I'd like to look at
thet list mysdlf."

"Agreed,” said the old lawyer in afind tone.

The big man with the red face arose, and Ezekiel Bingham handed him the closed box that contained the
collection of precious stones.

"Anything dse, Johnny?"
"Yeah! What'sthat over in the corner?”

"Look him over before you go,” said the odd lawyer. "It's aman who looked in the window before you
came. Jake and Tony caught him."

The man with the jewel box strode across the room and moved Harry's bloody face with hisfoot.
"Say," hecried. "l know who thisid"

"Who?'

"That phony taxi driver | told you about!"

Themen wereon ther feet.

"Maybeit's The Shadow!" exclaimed Jake.

"It an't The Shadow," wasthe reply from the lips of English Johnny. "No, sir. It ain't The Shadow. But
thisfellow isabad egg.”

"What'll we dowith him?" inquired Tony.
"Bump him off," suggested Spotter.

"One moment,” interrupted Ezekiel Bingham. "Thisis serious business. Do not talk of murder. Let ussay,
instead, that it would be advisable to dispose of this man purposaly. Now, who will do it?"

"| grabbed him," declared Jake. "I've done my share.”

"How about you, Tony?' "Swell, | can do it; but | don't have acar to lug him away in."
" Spotter?"

Thelittle man shook his head.

"Youreright," heaffirmed. "Thisain't no foolishness. | ain't no hand at bumpin' ‘em off."



Ezekid Bingham looked questioningly at English Johnny.

"Soit'sup to me, en?' laughed the big man. "Up to English Johnny? Well, I'll take care of him. | ain't
saying what I'm going to do with him. Maybe I'll give him ajob in alunch wagon - and maybe | won't.

"Now, I'll steer you fellowsright. I'm leaving now. Lay himin the back of my car, leaning againgt the
door. Now, I'm going by aroad that goes over along bridge, nobody there at night - and the water there
isforty foot deep.

"It an't too far from here, and it ain't too near. Now suppose | should happen to open that back door
right where the bridge curves -"

He stopped. The others nodded in approbation of his scheme.

While the men had been discussing hisfate, Harry Vincent had regained consciousness. He suppressed a
groan as he opened his eyes and saw the leering face of English Johnny. His eyes shut again.

CHAPTER XXXIV.ENGLISH JOHNNY DEPARTS

THE men gathered around Vincent's body and openly expressed their admiration of English Johnny's
scheme,

"It takes nerveto doit, through," asserted Spotter. "English Johnny's got nerve, boys, and don't forget
it

The big man amiled a the compliment.

"Yes" hesad, "l got nerve; and what'smore, | got it infor thisfellow. | oughta been here when you
caught him. I'd like to pound him abit, but it ain't no use now since you fellows finished thejob."

Jake suggested that heavy stones betied to the body of the prisoner. This was done, and more rope was
employed to truss the body so that it would roll easily when released.

Harry had again lapsed into unconsciousness. His mind was spared the detail s of this scene.

"Outsde with him, boys," came the order in the voice of English Johnny. "No lights, though. Put himin the
car; lean him againgt the door on theright.”

"How about in front?" questioned Jake.
"No. In back. Better there. I've got along arm. | can reachit.”

Tony and Jake lifted Harry and started to lug him to the door. The added weight of the stones caused
trouble. They were removed, and Spotter carried the stonesto the car, where they were attached again.

"I think he's dead dready,” whispered Jake, looking at Harry's face.
"So much the better,” said Tony. "Just acase of dropping the body, then."

They saw Ezekiel Bingham coming to the car with English Johnny. The big man had the jewel case. He
tucked it in the pocket of the front door.

"Right handy there," he remarked.

English Johnny entered the car, pressed the tarter, and the motor began to hum. He turned the



automobile on the grass, and the headlights gleamed upon the four men. English Johnny clicked them off
again.

He stopped the car at the end of the walk that led to the front steps, and as his companions gathered
close he leaned from the window so that hisface joined them in the darkness.

"Leaveit to me" he said. "English Johnny will do thework. This herein the back seat - one second does
thetrick. You forget al about it, because I'm going to forget it. Then I'll bein New Y ork, and you can
bet that those sparklerswill bein the right hands before midnight.

"But I'm going to tell you something you don't know. | saved thisto surprise you. Didn't want to Start a
lot of excitement while we had other things on our minds.”

Even Ezekid Bingham drew closer. The old lawyer sensed that he would hear amazing news. Something
in thetone of English Johnny'svoiceindicated it.

"Ligten," said the man at thewhed. "Y ou know this Shadow we talked about? He'sredl, dl right. He's
rea, and | know where heis."

"Where?" asked Spotter.

"Right where you can get him." The voice of English Johnny was|ow and definite. "Bring alantern, Tony,
andfollow me. ThenI'll explain.”

The man hurried to the house and returned with the light. It revealed English Johnny'sface, grinning with a
knowing, Sniger amile.

"The Shadow isredl, boys," repeated the man in the car, "and what's more, he was here to-night. But
he's not the fellow herein back. He'slaying up yonder by the house.

"Wait! Don't go yet! He's safe where heis. How he got here, | don't know. It was dark; | don't even
know what hisfaceislike. I know he was The Shadow, though, because he came out of the night just
like ashadow; and he landed on me. But he met his match thistime. Met his match when he tackled
English Johnny.

"Y ou got thisfellow that we put in back. | promised to get rid of him for you. Well, | caught The
Shadow. I'm leaving him to you. It's up to you to finish him. That makesit abargain. Will you doit?"

"Sure," declared Spotter, bringing hisfaceinto thelight. "What did you do with him?”

"Knocked him cold," was the sneering answer. "He may be dead for al | know. Strapped him with his
own belt, and mine, too - it'satrick | can do quick. Gagged him with his own handkerchief. There heis,
waiting for you, done up like asuitcase, right where | nabbed him. Take apeek at him, dl of you. Tell me
what helooks like. HE's right there beside the steps; right where he popped out and tried to jump on
ma"

Jake had run to the steps and found the human form.
"Hereheis" hecdled. "Bring the light, Tony!"

Tony hurried with the lantern. Jake was holding the prisoner's body; the light shone down upon the
muffled face. Spotter was leaning forward with eager eyes. This man who knew so many faceswas
anxious to recognize the one that he had never seen. Ezekid Bingham peered from behind the others.



"Pull off the handkerchief,” they heard English Johnny call from the car. " Seewhat helooks like!™

Spotter's hand jerked the gag down to the neck of the huddled form. There was silence for an instant,
then the lantern swayed in Tony's hand. None of the four men could spesk.

Thefirst cry came from Spotter.
"It's English Johnny!"

The redlization of what had happened burst upon them. But as they stood stunned by their unbelievable
discovery, the car at the end of the walk shot suddenly forward, whirled off aong the makeshift road
toward the lane that led to safety.

Thetruth had dawned upon Ezekid Bingham and his crew of gangsters as they grouped about the limp
bulk of their comrade, English Johnny.

The Shadow must have overpowered English Johnny before the big man had been able to enter the
building. It was The Shadow, disguised as English Johnny, who had talked with them, and to whom they
had given the box of gems. It was The Shadow who had agreed to murder the man they had captured at
the window!

And it was The Shadow now who was driving away in English Johnny's car; The Shadow who had
deceived them; despoiled them; and who was mocking them.

For from the swiftly moving sedan came aped of taunting laughter; along, loud laugh that echoed
through the night and died away among the trees.

CHAPTER XXXV. AT HEADQUARTERS
"SATURDAY night," said Ingpector John Maone. "The end of another week."

He emphasized each word as he spoke, Sitting at the table, his eyes staring vacantly at the wall before
him.

"And it'sthe last week, Mdone."
The voice wasthat of Joe Cardona, the detective.
"Areyou trying to make it harder for me, Joe?" asked the man at the table reprovingly.

"Certainly not, ingpector. I'm with you to the last minute. But that last minute is midnight. Y ou know
tmlll

"You'reright, Joe. I'm through, al right. One hour more and it's demotion - maybe worse."
Cardonamoved dightly from his position near the window.

"It'sal inthegame," he remarked. "All in the game, Malone; but it'stough, just the same. | fed likel was
responsiblefor it, too."

"Don't say that, Joe."

"I cant hdpit. ThisLaidlow case has been your finish. If we could have found anything at dl, it might
have worked out. But not a clew - not the trace of aclew."”



"Y ou were up againgt it, Joe. Y ou couldn't hep it. But it istough to lose out thisway."

"Well, there wasn't anything in that Chineseidea. Y ou have my report. | went through the chink digtrict
and diditright. But | couldn't find athing."

"Maybe the crook till hasthe jewels, Joe."

"Not achance, Maone. No crook will hold onto them thislong. Especidly asmdl-fry burglar likethe
fellow wethink cracked the safe. It isn't the murderer 1've been after lately; it'sthe gems. If we could
bring in those sparklers, weld have something. Y ou would be the big noise on the force, ingpector.”

"Why tak of that, Joe? Only an hour more and I'm through.”

"Why don't you go home, old man? Thisis no placefor you to-night.”

"The boys know I'm through, Joe. | want them to know that I'm standing by to the finish.”
The detective shrugged his shoulders.

"If there was only some way, Joe," pleaded the man at the table. "Just someway to Start something - |
won't get the news until Monday, you know; but | go off duty to-night, and it'smy last chance.”

The detective began to pace up and down the floor.

"Y ou know, Mdone," he said suddenly, "I believe you were right about some big mind being behind this.
That'sjust why we're up againg it. If thereisabig mind in back of it, Diamond Bert Farwell wasjust a
beginner compared to thisfelow. We can't get anything from elther end. No clew from the murder; no
trace of the tuff."

Malone eyed the detective thoughtfully.

"| figured that right from the start, Joe," he said. "There's more than one hand in this, but the stolen goods
will reach the hand that's behind it. Do you know what | think? | believe the fellow is so clever that even
if we found the gems on him, we wouldn't be able to convict him."

IIWI,.Iy rDt?l

"Because wed have to prove how he got them. Like as not he's put himself in aposition of an honest
man. We could arrest him, dl right; but he'd have some alibi - some way out of it."

"Probably. But why worry? It won't be your job to get him, Maone. | hateto talk thisway. Y ou'rethe
best inspector we've ever had.”

"Well, Joe, I'm herefor thelast night, anyway. It isn't the job that matters, though. Every one knowsI'm
here. The boys know I'm no quitter. But the hard part isthat I've failed. | hope you never go through it,

The detective dapped his hand againgt his superior's shoulder.

"I'm gticking here, t0o," he said. "It may not mean much, because you're going to lose out and I'm not.
But I'll be hereto say good night when you leave a midnight.”

Malone glanced at hiswatch. It was ten minutes past eeven. The phone bell rang. Helifted the recelver
ligledy.



"What'sthat?... | can't understand you... Yes. Thisis Inspector Maone... You'rein ahurry? Calling from
out on Long Idand, en?'

He passed the telephone to the detective.
"Hello," growled Cardona. "What?"

His eyes glistened with interest. Sharp, quick words came from hislips. He glanced sdeways e Malone,
The inspector was resting his elbow on the table, his cheek upon his hand.

The detective was talking excitedly.

"Goon... Yes... Yes... | got you... Better tell me who you are... No? Well, I'll take a chance on i,
anyway.”

He dammed down the receiver and dived for his coat.
"What's up, Joe?"' asked Maonein sudden interest.

"l cant wait totdll you," shouted Cardona, shaking hisfistsin wild excitement. "Can't waste time,
Mdone. It'satip-off - atip-off on the Laidlow jewds. It may have been acrank - maybe it wasn't. I've
got the men downgtairs. Weve just got time. A long way to go and ashort time before midnight.”

He dashed from the room.

Inspector Maone dumped back in the chair. After al, why should he worry? He had been disappointed
before on this case. Now, at the e eventh hour, there had been atip-off - and it would mean nothing.

The Laidlow jewels! Perhaps Joe Cardonawould find them some day, but Inspector Maone did not
expect to be around when he did.

CHAPTER XXXVI. THE GEMS DELIVERY

A MAN gtrolled up the street in front of Wang Foo's tea shop. Something bulged beneath his coat. He
glanced cautioudy right and |eft before he entered the building. The street was deserted; it usualy was a
eleven thirty, especidly on a Saturday night, when most persons were occupied e sewhere.

Loo Choy stared without interest when he saw the big man enter. He had seen the man before; why
should he beinterested? Life was tiresome here at Wang Foo's; in fact, Loo Choy had been moping for
two days because his cousin, Ling Chow, had gone back to the place called Y onkers.

The big man stopped at the counter and looked at Loo Choy. From beneath his coat he drew abox and
stitinfront of the Chinaman. Then he beckoned with hisfinger. Loo Choy advanced to see what was
wanted.

The red-faced man extended his hands and clutched Loo Choy by the neck. With a powerful movement
he swegpt the little Chinaman upon the counter. A piece of rope lay handy.

In less than two minutes the guardian of Wang Foo'stea shop lay helpless, with agag in his mouth.

The big man lifted him with ease and deposited him in a convenient resting place, out of sight behind a
stack of tea boxes. He walked calmly through the shop and found the door at the back.

He stepped back in the corner, and extended his long arm, rapped four times upon the door.



The pand opened. A face appeared - the face of one of the giant Mongols who guarded the Stairway to

Wang Foo's sanctum. The Chinaman peered through the door. Seeing nothing, he thrust his head through
the opening. A firm hand dapped against the top of his head and pressed histhroat against the bottom of
the open pand. The Chinaman emitted a choking gasp.

The big man released him. The guard dumped inside the door. Then ahand reached in and found the
latch. The door was opened and the visitor stepped in.

He walked boldly up the stairs and strode into the room of Wang Foo. The old Chinaman looked up
from the desk.

"Ah," heexclamed, in hisevenly spoken English. "My friend. My friend, Johnny."
"Noneother."

"I note abox beneath your arm. Do | understand that you have brought me -"

"Y ou're exactly right, Wang Foo. Take alook."

Thearivad laid the box on thetable and lifted the lid. The glittering array of jewelswould have brought a
cry of amazement from the most Iethargic person; but not even an expression of interest appeared on the
face of the Chinaman.

"Spread 'em out," said the visitor, removing some of the jewels and placing them on the desk. "What do
you think of them, Wang Foo?'

"Excdlent," replied the Chinaman, in expressionlesstones. "They are very good. They are worth the price
that | have agreed to pay for them."

"Thought you'd like'em. The old boy got hold of them quicker than he expected. | got anote from him
the same night | was here - after I'd gone home. So we got together in ahurry; and here they are.”

" trust your meeting was held in awisdly chosen spot,” said Wang Foo with afaint smile.

"Don't kid me, Wang Foo. Y ou know the old boy well enough to bank on that. Besides, | bet you know
all about it. Where we got together, | mean.”

Wang Foo did not reply. He was examining some of the precious stones.

"Well, | pulled thetrick," said the big man. "English Johnny came through with the goods. Say, Wang
Foo, where are your big chinksto-night?'Y ou oughta have them around with all those sparklers on your
hands."

He strode to the curtained wall as he spoke and brushed the covering aside.
"One of my menwasdowngtairs," remarked Wang Foo. "Did you not see him?”

"Sure, | saw that fellow. He knew me and let me come up. But you ought to have your other blokes with
you."

"] do not need them."
"Why not?'

In reply Wang Foo pushed abutton on hisdesk. A portion of thewall revolved on apivot, five feet to



the Chinaman'sright.

"That leads up into the house," he said with histhin smile. "Before any one could enter thisroom, | would
be gone.”

The big white man marched across the room and glanced through the curtained doorway. Then he turned
as though making an entrance, and |ooked at WWang Foo.

"You'reright," he said. "Nobody would have a chance to get you. Y ou could hop out al right. But what
about the jewels? 'Y ou couldn't take them with you."

"Step forward, Johnny. Comethisway."
The red-faced man obeyed.
"Now look behind you," said Wang Foo.

The big man saw the Celestia reach to the side of the desk and press another button. He turned quickly.
Thefloor had opened downward at the very spot where he had stood. A double trap was ready for
intruders.

The hole closed, just as mysterioudly as had the panel in the wall. The big man walked back and tested
the spot with hisfoot. With the trap shut, he could not detect an opening in the surface of therug. He
stood beside the doorway for an instant. Then he walked over to the desk.

"Say, Wang Foo," he said ashe took his position at theright of the old Chinaman. "I've found out
something. A very strange thing, too. Something useful to our game.”

"What isit?'

"I've found out what happened to a certain man who used to be a shrewd worker. Did you ever hear of
Diamond Bert Farwd|?'

The eyes of English Johnny stared into those of Wang Foo. The Chinaman's gaze was steady as he
gtared unblinking through histhick spectacles.

"Diamond Bert Farwell isdead," he asserted.

"Hisbrother isdead,” came the response. "His brother - the man they thought was Bert. But Diamond
Bertisdtill dive, and | know where heis."

"Where?'
"Herel Beforeme!"

With one quick motion, the big man reached toward and plucked the spectacles from Wang Foo's face.
Before the astonished Chinaman could move, hiswig had been snatched from his head. He sat there, a
blinking, baldheaded American whose face was dyed with yellow sain.

The sound of stedlthy footsteps on the stairs had been drowned by the voice of English Johnny asit had
poured its message into the ears of the erstwhile Wang Foo. The man behind the desk leaped to hisfest,
as he saw the curtain of the doorway swing aside.

Detective Joe Cardona entered the room, arevolver gleaming in his hand. Wang Foo's hand dipped
quickly to the button on the right side of the desk Thereit was trapped by the knee of the big man beside



him. The pretended English Johnny was holding both handsin the air.
"Up with your hands," cried the detective.

The big man's knee pushed Wang Foo's hand back from the button. The false Chinaman was trapped. It
wastoo late for him to operate the turning pand. He glowered at the man who had betrayed him, and
rased hishandsintheair.

Three other detectives were with Cardona. They covered the two men at the desk with their automatics.

"Diamond Bert!" exclaimed the Italian as he gpproached the corner of the room. "Diamond Bert - fixed
up likeachink! Old Wang Foo is Diamond Bert! And with the Laidlow jewels, too!™

Helooked at the other man.

"English Johnny, the lunch-wagon king! So you'rein the racket, too. Y ou bring the stuff; Bert peddiesit.
Wdll, welve got you, boys. Thiswill be great newsfor Inspector John Maone.”

Handcuffs clicked on the wrists of both men. Cardona made a quick search for guns. He pulled one from
the big man's pocket.

"Got arod on you, too, eh? That'll go againgt you, Johnny."
The detectives surrounded the prisoners, who stood in silence.
"Movedong."

Cardona nudged Diamond Bert. In response to the detective's order, the former Wang Foo walked
sullenly past the left Side of the desk, toward the waiting detectives.

"Y ou, too, Johnny."

Cardonas growl came as he surveyed the second prisoner who was following around the desk and was
directly in back of it. A sharp exclamation came from the detective as he saw English Johnny stoop.

Therewas aclick. Raising up, the prisoner flung the handcuffs on the desk, where they lay open. Before
Cardona could redlize the quickness of English Johnny's self-release, before a single detective could
cover with arevolver, the prisoner pressed the button that controlled thewall pandl.

The two detectives leaped toward him, but he seemed to shrink as he dipped between them, underneath
their grasp. The pand wasturning in thewall, and the escaping prisoner passed through.

Shots rang from Cardona's gun; they went wild, crashing against thewall beside the pand. The prisoner
had gone; the two detectives were staring at the spot where he had been. He had passed through their
clutches like a shadow!

And asthe pandl closed againgt thewall, along, reverberating sound came to the ears of the astonished
men. It wasalaugh, avivid, creepy laugh; alaugh that wasred, and yet unnatural .

It was the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XXXVII.WHAT THE PAPERS SAID

THE front page of the New Y ork newspaper amused Harry Vincent as he read it. He was seated in the
club car of thelimited that was carrying him westward.



Hewas going homefor a short vacation; hometo see hisfolksin thelittle town in Michigan.

There were gartling statements in the paper. Some of them, Harry knew, were partialy correct. Others
were entirely wrong. For he knew facts that the reporters had not obtained, yet his knowledge of the
affair was amazingly inadequete.

The gartling revelation that Diamond Bert Farwell had been captured; that he had been living in the guise
of aChinaman while the police had believed him dead, was sensationa news.

To Detective Cardona, the papers said, belonged the credit for the capture of Diamond Bert and the
recovery of the Laidlow gems. Diamond Bert had been surprised at an opportune moment just after he
had removed his disguisein the security of hisroom above the teashop.

But Cardona had attributed much of this successto Inspector John Maone, whose keen, perceptive
mind had ferreted out the secret of the master brain behind the Laidlow robbery. The inspector had
received high praise and commendation from the police commissioner.

The discovery that Diamond Bert had been masguerading as the old Chinaman had led to a thorough
search of the building that stood on the outskirts of Chinatown. A package containing other jewels had
been discovered; they were the spoils of previous minor robberies - goods which, for some unknown
reason, had not yet been unloaded by Diamond Bert.

The murder of Geoffrey Laidlow had been solved immediately after the news of the recovered gems had
been flashed throughout the country. Howard Burgess, the secretary of the dead millionaire, had
committed suicidein Horida

The brief note that he had left had stated Ssmply that he had assisted in the robbery of the safe; had killed
Geoffrey Laidlow, and had wounded himsalf. He had given the box of jewelsto a confederate, his
account stated, and it was the other man whom Ezekiel Bingham had seen escape through the window.

Harry redlized that this statement was only partly true. Burgess had evidently feared the consequences of
his crime; a the sametime, he had been careful to shied his actua associate. The police had accepted his
note astruein its entirety.

The dragnet was out for English Johnny Harmon, the man who had been found with Diamond Bert, but;
whose name had never before been identified with crime. English Johnny had escaped, the papers said,
before the detectives had an opportunity to capture him.

It was believed that he was the accomplice of Howard Burgess - the man who had fled acrossthe lawvn
infront of Geoffrey Laidlow's home. Some one had been the connecting link between Howard Burgess
and Diamond Bert Farwell; and English Johnny wasthelogica person. The police were quizzing the
employees of Johnny'slunch wagons.

Ezekid Bingham, the veteran crimind lawyer, had refused to defend Diamond Bert Farwell. Therewas
much speculation regarding this. One reason was that Bingham would be needed as awitness, should
English Johnny be captured; the other was that the old lawyer had contracted a severeillness, and his
physician had prescribed arest cure.

Harry rubbed hisface as he read these details. His cheeks were il sore from the punishment he had
experienced. His shoulders ached, but no bones were broken. He had taken a severe besting, but with
NO Serious consequences.

Hewas feding fit now; but he had been greatly wearied and sadly weakened when he had awakened in



hisroom at the Metrolite Hotel, the morning after hisjourney to the old house on Long Idand. He il
wondered how he had been rescued from the hands of English Johnny; for hislast recollection of that
night was the memory of ared, leering face that had |eaned thresteningly above his helplessform.

Then he had received histicket to Michigan, with the Pullman reservations that accompanied it. He had
taken the train without further orders.

Once more he glanced through the account in the newspaper, searching for something that did not appear
in print. Strange, thought Harry, that in thislong report there was not one mention of aman called The
Shadow!

For the newspapers never learned that the man who had unmasked Diamond Bert was not - could not
have been - English Johnny.

THEEND



