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CHAPTER |. DEATH AT MIDNIGHT

A CHILLING night drizzle swilled through Eighty-firs Street. It enshrouded the wizened figure of an
aged man, pausing before a brownstone house. He leaned on a silver-headed cane and pulled the collar
of his heavy coat closer about his ears. His thin, parched lips moved soundlessy in a continuous
muttering.

The house, ardic of other times, even as the figure that stood in the darkness before it, loomed gloomily,
like a mammoth mausoleum. The old man seemed to dread entering it. Fear shown on his mummified
face.

Then, with sudden effort, he dimbed the steps with a crablike, sdewise gait. His trembling finger pressed
on the polished doorbell.

Presently the door opened onto a darkened vestibule. The old man entered a dimly-lit hallway without a
word. The person who had answered the door was, judging from his manner of deference, evidently a
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servant.

Slently he took the old man's coat and hat. Then he pushed aside a diding door & the Sde of the halway
and stood in a respectful attitude as his master entered.

There were two men waiting in the room.

One, a quietly-dressed young man, had a worried expresson on his pae face. The other was perhaps
forty years of age, atdl, debonair type of man, dressed immaculatdy in evening clothes. He was smoking
acigarette in the end of along holder. His ease of manner contrasted with the nervousness of his younger
companion.

Both men arose to greet the new arrival. The young men spoke quickly.
"l am glad you are here, Miser Marchand,” he said. His tone indicated anxiety.
"I thought it best to return, Willis" said the old man, in a peculiar, peevish voice.

He looked sharply at the young man. Then he turned to the one in evening clothes and stared at him,
questioningly.

"What brings you here, Paget?' he demanded.
The man removed his cigarette holder from hislips

"I learned that you were returning, Mister Marchand,” he said, with quiet deliberation. "I thought that you
might wish to see me to-night.”

"Willis" sad the old man abruptly, "I told you to say nothing to any one."

"But Migter Paget knew of the attempted burglary,” explained the young man. "He came here that night;
happened to be passing at the time. | thought that he -"

"Veay wdl," interrupted Marchand. "Who ese knows about it?"
"Only Oscar."

The old man turned toward the door. The slent servant had entered. Marchand looked toward him, but
did not spesak.

Something in Marchand's eyes indicated that he was questioning the truth of Williss statement. Oscar
detected the look and nodded in corroboration.

Saidied, the old man sat down in an easy-chair. Willis and Paget dso took seats. Oscar remained
ganding by the door.

"Tdl me about it," said Marchand, in a querulous tone.

"A WEEK ago," began Willis in a hestating tone, "something occurred that -"

"A week ago?' demanded Marchand sharply.

"Er—yes, aweek ago," replied Willis, uneasily. "That was the firg time. But then we suspected nothing -"

"Hm-m-m!" interrupted the old man. "Go on."



Marchand turned in his chair and stared a Oscar, the sarving man. In this way he was gaining the
testimony of two men, for he was obsarving every expression on Oscar's face as wdl as ligening to
Willis

Willis knew this. It increased his anxiety. He chose his words carefully to make every detal in his story
accurae.

"When you went away, Miger Marchand,” said Willis "Oscar and | obeyed dl your ingructions. |
performed my duties as your secretary. Oscar attended to his duties as servant. One of us was dways in
the house.

"One week ago to-night'—the young man glanced a an old-fashioned clock on the
mantepiece—"dmog a this very time, just before midnight, Oscar tapped a the door of my room,
where | was working.

"He whispered to me, dr, and said that he had heard a noise downdtairs. We went down together and
searched the house thoroughly. There was no one here.

"I believed that Oscar had been deceived by a noise outsde. He findly was inclined to believe same as |
did."

Oscar nodded dightly as Willis paused.

"Two nights ago,” continued the secretary, "Oscar again knocked a my door, after | had retired. He
seized my am when | came into the hdlway.

"We ligened. Both of us heard dight sounds from the front of the house -"
"From my room?" questioned Marchand.

"From your room, Sr. Before we could act, the door of your room opened. The ray of a flashlight swept
down the hdll, then disappeared.

"But, as chance would have it, the man who hdd the light must have seen us. We dashed forward. He
ganed the gtairs ahead of us. | switched on the lights when we reached the firdt floor.

"The man had disappeared; but a few moments later, we heard a noise in the back hdlway. We ran there
and found the little window open. The man had escaped!”

"What did you do then?"

"I ran out through the front door. | saw a policeman passing. He went through the house with Oscar, after
ordering me to cdl the police station. The patrol came and severd policemen joined us. We could find no
trace of the men."

Willisfinished his discourse and waited for comment from Marchand. The old man 4ill stared at Oscar.
Then, suddenly, his gaze turned to Paget.

The man in evening clothes appeared to be indifferent to the conversation. When Marchand looked at
him, he was insarting a new cigarette in the end of the fancy holder.

"What do you know about the burglary, Paget?' questioned Marchand.

"Not very much, Mister Marchand,” replied the man. He paused to light his cigarette. "l was driving by
thet evening. | often come down Eighty-first Street on my way home,



"I saw the patrol wagon. | came in and joined Willis and Oscar. There wasn't a clew to the chap who
escaped.

"I suppose that he ran away before he had an opportunity to sted anything.”

"The door of your room was open, sr," sad Willis, earnestly. "Under the circumstances, | took the
liberty to enter. Oscar watched me from the door. The burglar had done nothing to the safe or the closet.
Y our desk appeared to be undisturbed.

"I believe that Migter Paget is right. Nevertheess, when we discussed the matter, we considered it
advisable to telegraph you immediady.”

"That's explained, Willis" said Marchand, tersdly. "Tdl methis how did the burglar enter my room? Did
he destroy the lock?!

"No, dr. He mugt have opened it with a specid type of key. After | ingpected the room, | closed the
door. The spring lock closed autométicaly.

"No one has entered the room since”
THE doorbell rang. Oscar Ieft the room. He returned to announce a visitor.

"Doctor George Lukens, gr," said the serving man, in a hollow voice. These were the firs words he had
uttered Snce his master's return.

"Udsher hmin," ordered the old man.
Doctor Lukens entered.

He was a man with bushy gray hair, and keen, quick-moving eyes. He was more dert than Marchand,
yet he bore an appearance that placed him at approximately the same age as the magter of the house.

Marchand did not rise to greet Lukens, but the physcian approached with eagerness. It was obvious that
he was alife-long friend of Marchand.

"Henry!" exclamed Lukens.

He grasped Marchand's hand; then his gleam of friendship changed to a professond expression of
concern.

"You are in good hearth?" asked Lukens.

"Passably," replied Marchand, with a sour smile "I had a long trip to-day. That weak heart you have
warned about is none too good. | wired you to come here, in case | might need you.

"You might remain alitle while but | doubt that | shdl require any medicd treatment.”

The old man raised himsdf from his chair and walked to the door with his limping step. He rested on the
cane when he reached the hallway.

"l am going updtairs” he announced. "I shdl beinmy room for a short while. You may dl wait here until |
return.”

He drew a key from his pocket and went up the Sairway.



THERE was a dtrained slence after Henry Marchand had gone.

Willis was obvioudy ill a ease. His face expressed the concern of his conscientious nature. He was
hoping that Marchand would find nothing wrong in the room which the old man vaued as a sanctuary.

Oscar was as impassve as ever. Paget seemed indifferent.

Doctor Lukens, knowing nothing of the matter which had been discussed, sat in a chair and lighted a
cigar, content to await Marchand's return.

Willis glanced a Paget. The man in evening clothes shrugged his shoulders. The action reassured the
young secretary.

Paget had bdlittled the matter of the attempted burglary. He knew, as did Willis tha Henry Marchand
kept very little of vduein the house.

The safe in the old man's room harbored only a miscdlaneous cluster of papers. Willis had arranged
these under his employer's direction before Marchand had gone away. Hence Paget's attitude expressed
the thought, "Why worry?'

Minutes moved by. There was no attempt a conversation. Each man in the downstairs room seemed
content with his own thoughts. They appeared to have imbibed the spirit of gloom which hung throughout
the antiquated house.

The clock on the mantelpiece struck twelve.

"Midnight!" exclamed Doctor Lukens. "I had no idea it was s0 late. | intended to be here shortly after
eeven. Wdl, wdl! | am expecting an important phone cal. | must be going home very shortly.”

The physcian became restless. He glanced at the clock, then beckoned to Oscar.

"I mugt leave soon,” said Doctor Lukens. "Oscar, would you go upgtairs and tdl Mister Marchand thet |
cannot wait much longer? Perhaps he can come down immediatdy.”

The sarving man nodded. He left the room. Doctor Lukens followed him and watched him as he
ascended the stairs. The sound of knocking was heard below. A pause; then another knocking.

Oscar came down the stairs. Willis suddenly apprehensive, joined Doctor Lukens in the hall. Paget rose
lesurdy and followed.

"He does not answer, dr," said Oscar.

WILLIS went up the Sairway, two steps a atime. The others followed and found the secretary ligening
a the closed door of the room.

Wiillis knocked twice. There was no response.
"You're sure he'sin there, Oscar?'

The serving man nodded.

"Something has happened, then. What shdl we do?'

Doctor. Lukens settled the question.



"Breek through the door," he ordered. Paget orang to action. With surprising strength, he flung his body
agang the door but it did not yidd. Oscar hurried away and returned with a heavy hammer.

Paget saized the tool and directed a series of well-amed blows upon the lock. He battered the metd with
no result. Then, changing his tactics, he drove the hammer through the wooden pand above the lock.
Reeching through the opening that he had made, Paget released the lock from the ingde and the door

swvung open.
Willis, unable to restrain himsdlf, pushed the others aside as he dashed into the room.

Henry Marchand was seated in a chair before his desk. His head and shoulders rested on the top of the
desk. Hisleft hand was outstretched, with widespread fingers. Hisright arm lay limp & his side.

A shdlow drawer was opened in the desk, just beneeth the top. Init lay a sedled envelope.
Doctor Lukens bent over the huddled form of Henry Marchand. The others stepped back.

Willis with wild, garing eyes, gazed about the room, as though ingpecting the heavily-shuttered windows.
Paget stood slently by, his cigarette holder in his hand.

The physcian raised his head and turned to the waiting group. He scarcely seemed to see them or to
observe their gpprehension. Hislips quivered as though he wished to speak but could not utter words.

Then, suddenly, he regained his voice and spoke. Sowly uttered, his words carried the grief of a friend
mingled with the announcement of the professond physician.

"Henry Marchand is dead!™

CHAPTER IIl. THE HOLLOW NEEDLE

THE body of Henry Marchand had been removed, otherwise the room was the same. Its antiquated
lights dill cast their ghoulish gleam upon the scene.

Beyond the door through which the four men had forced ther way, a dm hdl light reveded a short,
dark-visaged man who seemed to be awaiting some one. This was Detective Joe Cardona, of the New
York police.

Footsteps came from the stairway. The detective became adert. He raised his hand in gregting to a tdl,
broad-shouldered individua who arrived at the top of the Sairs.

The newcomer was Cardona’s superior, Inspector Timothy Klein.

The two men entered the room. In brief, matter-of-fact tones, Cardona gave the circumstances of Henry
Marchand's death. Then he pointed to the open drawer in the top of the desk. He removed the envelope
from the drawer, and extracted a folded paper.

"The envelope was seded,” explained the detective. "'l opened it. Here's what | found ingde.”
Inspector Klein studied the paper. It was thickly inscribed with a series of curious, unintdligible marks.
"A code," remarked the inspector.

Cardona nodded. "But | can't make anything out of it."

The ingpector handed the paper to Cardona, who pocketed it, with the envelope.



"Wha ese have you found out?' asked Klein.
Cardona referred to a written report.

"Four men were here when Marchand died,” he said. "They dl entered the room together. We have gone
over the place thoroughly. It seems impossible that any one ese could have been in the house.

"Marchand died here, done. | have quizzed dl the witnesses, separately and together. | have aso learned
facts regarding each of them. They dl appear rdigble”

CARDONA paused and lad four separate sheets of paper upon the desk. He took a char and
proceeded with more detailed information:

"Oscar Schultz," he read. "Servant of Henry Marchand for more than twenty years. Considered faithful
and honest. Says very little and answers questions readily, though briefly.”

The detective read from references on the second shest.

"Havey Willis" he said. "Age twenty-eight. Secretary to Henry Marchand for two years. Seems
genuingly broken up by his employer's death. A weak type, but very conscientious. Has adways followed
Marchand's indructions to the letter.”

Klen raised his eyebrows as Cardona read the third name.

"Rodney Paget," said the detective. "A friend of Henry Marchand -"
"Y ou mean the young clubman?" interrupted Klein. "The polo player?'
Cardona nodded. "He's not so young, though. About forty."

"I'm going back afew years" returned the inspector, with a smile. "Young Paget comes from a good
family. | knew hisfather thirty years back. Alwayswdl liked.

"Thisis Rodney, Junior, eh? He has good connections, but | don't think he inherited much wedlth. What's
his connection with Marchand?'

"Paget is connected with a brokerage house. He handled stocks and bonds for Marchand. He came here
to-night to see the old men.”

"All right. Who's the fourth?'
"Doctor George Lukens.”
"Of the Tdman Hospitd," grunted the ingpector.

"He was Marchand's physcdan,” explaned the detective. "He came here to-night after recalving a
telegram from Marchand. The old man was not well. He wanted the doctor to be here when he arrived.”

"A good group of witnesses," commented Klen.

"More than that,” declared Cardona. "They were ingrumentd in bringing the police immediatdy upon
Marchand's desth.

"This case puzzles them as much as it does me. If there are dews to Marchand's desth—whatever may
have caused it—they have supplied important items of information that will prove vduable



"For ingtance?"
"Lukens, to begin with."

"Marchand had a weak heart. He had returned from a long trip. Lukens, as his physician, thought at first
that heart falure was the cause of Marchand's death.

"With another doctor, that would probably have ended the matter. But Lukens is so thorough that he
looked for something else.

"He conferred with the police surgeon. They brought in a toxicologist. They are convinced tha
Marchand's death was caused by some unusud poison. They have not yet discovered the mode of
aoplication.”

INSPECTOR KLEIN looked around the room as though seeking some spot in which a conceded
person might be present. The detective amiled.

"Weve searched this place thoroughly,” he said. "Willisand Oscar helped us. It's lucky thet they did. See
that closet door?”

The ingpector nodded.

"Unless you turn the knob twice before you pull the door,” said Cardona, "you will get a face full of tear
gas. Jud alittle idea of Marchand's. He has an darm wired to the knob of the safe”

"This desk?'
"Unprotected. But look at the clever congtruction of this drawer.”

Cardona pressed the drawer inward. There was a sharp click. The detective jumped back inginctively.
Then he looked closdly at the desk.

"Look at that!" he exclamed. "It's cleverer than | thought! What happened to the drawer, anyway?'

The compartment had closed so perfectly that neither the ingpector nor the detective could find its outline
in the woodwork.

"Neither Oscar nor Willis knew about this drawer,” said Cardona. "I pushed it in before, but not dl the
way.

"Now I've locked it. How in blazes are we going to open it?"'
"Well try later," sad the ingpector, dryly. "Anything more?'

"Yes" returned Cardona, turning away from the desk. "It was Willis who called the police. He and Oscar
believe that the house was entered twice during Marchand's absence.

"The firg time, Oscar heard a noise downgtairs. The second time, they discovered a man in this room.
The burglar escaped through an open window on the firg floor. They gained no description of him.

"The second attempt caused them to summon Marchand home.™
IIWI,.M?I

"Because the old man was very particular that no one should enter this room.”



“Why?

"We do not know, unless the answer isin the code message which we found in the drawer. | have traced
Marchand's career. It is above reproach. He had no enemies.

"He retired from the woolen business twenty years ago. Since then he had increased his wedth by
profitable investments.

"Willisis familiar with dl of hisfinendd affairs, and they were very smple.”
"I there was nathing here" observed Klen, "why did the burglar enter?!

"Marchand is known to own some vauable jewdry” said Cardona. "The gems were owned by his
deceased wife. They are not kept here. They are in a safe-deposit vaullt.

"My theory isthat the burglar thought they were somewhere in this room, yet he didn't try the sefe.”

"Hm-m-m!™ observed the inspector. "Maybe both times he was discovered before he had an opportunity
to make a thorough search.”

"Sill, I can see no connection between his attempts and the deeth of Marchand,” said Cardona. "Willis
thought there might be a connection; but he has no theory. Nevertheless, he cdled in the police.”

"Vay good,” sad the ingpector. "Now you've brought us back to the sarting point—Marchand's death.
All dseissupeficid, for the present.

"How was Marchand poisoned? That's what well have to find out.”
THE inspector arose and paced around the room. Detective Cardona looked at himin admiration.

Joe Cardona was looked upon as the smartest detective in New Y ork; but he knew that his red ahility
could not approach that of Ingpector Timathy Klein. Cardona's superior was a man who dedt in smple
facts, who reached to the heart of crime. He reduced dl information to the lowest quantity before he
acted.

The ingpector stopped pacing. He pointed to the desk.
"Open that secret drawer again,” he said.

Cardona ingpected the desk. He moved his hands down the side, seeking some spot that would yied.
His efforts brought no result. He opened an ordinary drawer in the center of the desk.

"Maybe there's some kind of akey here" he said.
Among other objects, he found a pair of dice.
"Look & these" he said. "Lying seven up.”

"Seven," commented the inspector, taking the dice. "There's been a lot of crimes in which the number
seven has figured. Remember that bank robbery, where they left seven penniesin the safe?!

"Maybe the same gang has something to do with this"

"Let's keep away from vague theories, Joe," said the inspector. "Get that secret drawer open. Any Sgn of
akey yet?'



"Heres athimble" said Cardona

The inspector took the object. It was a slver-plated thimble that had been lying amidst a pile of paper
dips
"Hm-m-m!" grunted the inspector. "Funny thing to find in an old man's desk.”

The detective made no comment in return. He closed the drawer. He moved his hand adong the sde of
the desk, fallowing aline where he knew the shalow secret compartment mug lie

He paused near the back of the desk. Hisfingers were upon an ornamental molding that was divided into
sections. Cardona tapped and detected a movement in the woodwork.

As he pressed upward, the tiny segment of molding did into the top of the desk, showing a hole beneath.
Cardona removed his hand; the ssgment dropped.

"Look herel" exdlamed the detective.
The ingpector leaned over the Side of the desk.

"Weatch this" sad Cardona. "I dide this piece of malding up like this. See? Then it drops back again.
Now | push it up with one finger; then insart another finger in the opening beneeth.”

INSPECTOR KLEIN'S brawny fig descended upon the detective's wrist. Cardona's am dropped
away from the desk. Thetiny bit of molding dipped back into place.

The detective looked at the inspector in amazement, as one would stare a a man who had gone suddenly
insane.

"What's the idea?' he blurted, unable to restrain his anger.
The ingpector handed him the thimble.
"Put that on your finger," he said. "Then push your finger in the hole when you raise the molding.”

The detective obeyed, wondering. When he pressed with the finger that wore the thimble, the secret
compartment suddenly appeared at the front of the desk.

"Did you natice anything?' asked Klen.

"Yes" replied the detective, dill puzzled. He looked at the thimble. "It seemed as though | struck metal.”
"Rliers?' demanded the ingpector.

Cardona fdt in his pocket and produced a pair of tweezers.

"Thosewill do," said Klein.

He leaned over the desk and raised the diding molding with the thumb of his left hand. Holding the
tweezersin hisright, he probed the hole benesth the malding.

Sight clicks followed; then the inspector twisted his hand and drew out the tweezers.

Rasng the indrument to the light, he revedled a short, dender point of metd, clipped between the ends
of the tweezers.



"It looks like a needlel" exclamed Cardona. "Like the needle of a sewing machine.”

"Itisa needle” said the inspector quietly. "Look at the point of it. A hollow needle, with a remarkably
sharp point. Only the thimble prevented it from piercing your finger.

"If you had not worn the thimble on your finger -"

The inspector paused to gaze deadily a the detective. A look of enlightenment was dawning on
Cardona’s face.

"If I had not worn the thimble -* came the detective's words.

"~ you would have died as Marchand died!" was the ingpector's ominous reply.

CHAPTER Ill. KLEIN'S SOLUTION

INSPECTOR TIMOTHY KLEIN stood in the center of Marchand's room. Hands behind his back, he
surveyed a group of men gathered before him.

The group included the four who had found Marchand's body. With them were the police surgeon and
the toxicologist who had been caled in by Doctor Lukens.

Joe Cardona was in the background, leening againg the wall.
"So you found the mark on Marchand's finger?' questioned Klein.

"Yes" replied Doctor Lukens. "On the second finger of the right hand. But | am at a loss to explan how
it came there”

The ingpector amiled as he looked at the other men present. All seemed bewildered, with the exception
of the toxicologit.

"Show them, Jog," ordered Klen.
The detective came forward. He swung the desk away from the wall so thet its Sde faced the group.

With his right hand he operated the movable molding, raiang it with his forefinger and pressng his second
finger into the opening beneath. With the action, the secret drawer shot from the front of the desk.

The witnesses came forward in surprise. They examined the mechanicd apparatus on the side of the
desk. Then Klein moved them back and beckoned to the toxicologist.

"I sent for this man without tdling you, doctor,” he said to Lukens. "You were one of the four who
discovered Marchand's body, so | left you out of it for the time being. | wanted him to see what he could
find on this"

The inspector exhibited a amdl envelope, from which he dropped a hallow needle upon the table.

"Dont touch it!" warned the toxicologist. "It contains a very virulent poison! It caused Marchand's
death!"

"When Marchand operated the secret drawer,” explained Klen, "he wounded himsdf with the needle
point. That iswhy he died.

"This discovery, made by Detective Cardona and mysdlf, explains the death of Henry Marchand. He was
the victim of his own snare!™



"His own snare?' questioned Lukens.

"Pogtivdy,” replied the ingpector. "We dl know the precautions the man adopted—the closet, protected
by tear gas, the safe, with its dectric darm.

"The drawer"—he tapped the desk—"which he seemed most anxious to guard, was protected by the
poisoned needlel™

RODNEY PAGET broke the few moments of slence which followed.

"It's rather surprising,” he said, "that Mister Marchand should have done this. He mugt have had enough
wisdom to know that he would need some other method of opening the drawer. It doesn't sound logicd

The ingpector smiled as he held up his hand in interruption.

"Marchand was fully prepared,” he said. He drew the thimble from his pocket. " Cardona found this in the
desk. The old men had it handy, so that he could open the secret compartment without injury. In fact, it
was this very thimble that prevented Cardona from suffering the same fate as Marchand.

"By some freek of fate, the old man forgot to put the thimble on his finger. 1t was probably due to his
condition after the long journey."

Doctor Lukens nodded. He turned toward Paget as though to corroborate Inspector Klein's theory.

"I can readily understand that," said the physcian. "Miger Marchand was very forgetful. He used to
complan of the fact to me.

"When he arrived home lagt night he was worried. He went upstairsin haste. It is not a dl surprisng that
he forgot to take the proper precaution.

"The document in that secret compartment was evidently of grest importance to him. He wanted to be
aure that it was safe. He did not redlize the mistake he was meking.”

"Perhaps you're right, doctor,” agreed Paget. "Miger Marchand used to forget some very important
meatter regarding his invesments.”

"Williswill remember this™ declared the physician. "When Mister Marchand inddled the tear-gas gector
on the clost, he nearly set it off by mistake. Mister Marchand told me about that himsdlf.”

"Yes dr," sad Willis "He aso had trouble with the darm on the safe. He forgot to disconnect it three
times. Both Oscar and | answered it."

Inspector Klen approached the secretary.

"Did you have any knowledge of this secret drawer in the desk?' he asked.
"No, gr," replied Willis

"How about you?' asked the ingpector, addressing Oscar.

The servant shook his head.

"Vay few persons came in this room, sr," volunteered Willis "Miger Marchand had me here on
secretaria duties. He occasondly conferred aone with Mister Paget or Doctor Lukens. Offhand, | can



think of no oneds"
The ingpector looked around the room.

"This place looks prosperous enough for a safe cracker to try it" he announced. "l can't see ay
connection between the attempted burglaries and this unfortunate accident that killed Mister Marchand.
Of coursg, it was the tdegram that brought him back.”

He dapped his hand upon the table.

"This case is obvious™ he declared. "Death by misadventure. The circumstances were very unusud. |
nearly lost a good man because of it"—he indicated Cardona with his thumb—"but we were fortunate.

"Detective Cardona hasfull reports. Give him a complete andyss of the poison in the needle. That'sal.”

"One moment, ingpector,” said Doctor Lukens. "l am spesking now as a friend of Henry Marchand—as
his closest friend.

"The circumstances of his unfortunate desth are, as you say, obvious. But | am extremdy anxious to learn
the meaning of the paper that was in the envelope. It contained a code message, | believe. Is there no
way that we can decipher it?'

Detective Cardona produced the envelope. The inspector handed it to Doctor Lukens.

"Itisno longer evidence" declared Inspector Klein. "It isa persond document bdonging to the estate of
Henry Marchand. We ddl leaveit in your possession, Doctor Lukens”

"But | cannot decipher it," objected the physician. "Nor do | know who could do the work. Yet it ssems
important to me.

"A document so highly valued by Henry Marchand—by my old friend who -"

"Let me haveit," said Cardona quietly. "I'll have photostats made of it, doctor, and I'll return the origind
to you.

"Il turn the copies over to some experts. They can decipher nearly anything. Youll hear from me later.”
"Regarding the newspapers,” began Doctor Lukens.

"They won't run much of astory oniit,” said Inspector Klen reassuringly. "It isnt a murder; it isnt even a
suicide. Death by misadventure.

"If any one had wanted to kill Marchand, they would have got him while he was away from here. They
don't come into houses like ghogts. That's what | told Detective Cardona.

"Tdl me how Marchand was poisoned,’ | said, 'and well have the solution.’ Right, wasnt |, Joe?"
The detective grinned and nodded.

BACK a headquarters, Cardona turned out a colorless report covering the case of Henry Marchand.
The theeatrical aspects of the tragedy did not impress him. The detective was too used to desth to see
anything dramatic in the finding of Marchand's body.

He had been perplexed by a mygery; with the aid of Inspector Klein, he had solved it. No murder and
no crime. An unfortunate combination.



Cardona's only reflections on the matter concerned his own narrow escape. He did not care to dwell
upon his mistake. The ingpector had apparently forgotten it. That pleased the detective.

The newspapers covered the story, and Cardona minimized the case. The circumstances of the death
were interesting, and the finding of the code was an added point. But as an accident, the desth was not a
highy sensationd one.

The name of Henry Marchand was little known. The old man had lived as a recluse for many years.
Hence the story was printed in condensed form, and was crowded off the front page by the excitement
of agang killing that occurred the same night.

Cardona expected to hear no more from the press. He was mildy surprised the next day when one
newspaperman approached him for an interview. This was Clyde Burke, an ex-reporter who wrote
occasond feature stories. He had known Cardona for severa years.

"Say, Jog," said Burke, "that Marchand case was afunny one, wasn't it?'

"Nothing much to it," replied Cardona. "I gave the dope to the ingpector. He figured it out right.
Accidenta desth.”

"How about the code in the old man's drawer?"

"It doesn't interest us. Probably some private data that belonged to Marchand. | had photostats made so
the experts can get busy on it. | did that to please Marchand's friend, Doctor Lukens, but | sent them dl
away and gave the origind back to Lukens”

"I'd like to seeit. Maybe | could figureit out."
Cardona was thoughtful.

"I guess | could recdl one of the copies and let you have it. But you're not reporting for a paper now, are
you, Burke?'

"No. I'm running a dipping bureau.”
"Hne job for a newspaperman. Give me your address, Burke. I'll send the code dong by mail.”

"By the way, Joe," said Burke, "what's the low-down on this Marchand case? The sheets didn't carry
much of a story on it."

The detective seemed reluctant to talk; then, prompted by Burke's questioning, he eventudly delivered dl
the important details of Marchand's death.

CLYDE BURKE returned to his office. There, with the fadlity of a trained journdist, he typed the
essentid features of the detective's account. Beneeth the report he placed the words: "Copy of code will
follow."

Cardona had assured him that the photostat would be sent promptly. Burke sedled the report in an
envelope.

He I¢&ft the office and boarded a subway train. He left the tube a Twenty-third Street. He entered an old
office building, ascended the stairs, and stopped before an obscure office. The faded letters on the glass,
of the dingy door bore the name:

M. JONAS



Burke dropped the envelope in the mail ot in the door.

Burke's work was completed. He had ddivered the ingde story of the Marchand case. His report
contained full details of the solution established by Inspector Timothy Klen.

But there was no mention in his report of the pair of dice that showed the number seven. The tiny cubes
hed been forgotten in Inspector Klein's theory. They had been classed astotdly unimportant.

CHAPTER IV. A STRANGE VISITOR

A LIGHT clicked; the rays of a green-shaded light focused upon the polished surface of a table top. The
oleam reveded a rectangular sheet of paper, covered with strange, queerly formed characters. It was the
photogtatic copy of the code found in the secret drawer of Henry Marchand's desk.

Besde the code lay apile of papers. All dse wasin blackness.

Two dender, white hands appeared benesth the light. Quick-moving, sengtive fingers distributed papers
from the pile urtil the table top was covered with the dips.

These papers bore penciled notations. Evidently they had been made in an effort to solve the code. They
represented hours of work which had been hated and was now being resumed.

The hands produced a sheet of thin cardboard, its surface filled with carefully cut holes. The fingers
moved the cardboard and placed it upon the photostatic copy of the code. Only certain characters
showed through the holes in the cardboard.

The hands worked swiftly, changing the postion of the cardboard in an effort to form new combinations
of visble characters.

The code was now being submitted to a thorough test. The hands went from one sheet of paper to
another, seeking some bit of information that might lead to the desired resuilt.

At times the hands paused and remained motionless. When they did, the most unusud feature about them
was a gem that glowed from aring on the third finger of the left hand.

The stone was a girasol, that strange jewe sometimes called the fire opd. Its depths reflected a deep
crimson light that glowed like aliving cod.

The hands rested upon the table, so mationless that they resembled carved ivory. The brain that
controlled those hands was thinking, puzzing over some problem that confronted it.

One hand disappeared and produced a watch. The timepiece, dlittering on the table, registered five
minutes after ten.

Time passed. The watch recorded midnight.

Then came a hollow laugh from the darkness above the hands. Soft and snigter, the laugh echoed from
theinvisble wdls of the room until it became nothing more than a ghostly whisper.

The hands shot into action. They swept up the dips of paper and deposited them upon the copy of the
code. Theright hand carried away the watch. A dick; the light went out.

Agan came the laugh. It pervaded the solid darkness. Then the room was slent. The being who had
occupied it was gone.



A TAXICAB rolled up Broadway shortly after midnight. Several persons haled it at intervas, thinking
that it was empty. The driver paid no atention to them, for he had a passenger.

The man in the back seat was shrouded in darkness. He was clad in black that rendered him amost
invigble from the street. His face was hidden beneath the broad brim of a black hat. His head was bent
forward. His unseen hands were a work. Their long fingers were stroking the sides of the man's face, as
inan effort to change the features which existed there.

The cab stopped a a brownstone house on Eighty-firg Street. The passenger reached through the
partition and paid the driver. He opened the door and stepped from the cab.

The driver looked about him in amazement. He redlized that the door of the cab had opened; but what
hed become of the rider? In some mysterious manner the man had disappeared when he reached the
sSdewalk.

The driver shrugged and drove on.

THE house where the cab had stopped was the residence of Henry Marchand, deceased. Its thick,
aullen portals and shuttered windows indicated that the building was empty. But there was a light upgtairs
inthe room which had once been Marchand's sanctuary.

There, a the desk which the old man had used, sat Doctor George Lukens.The physcian was logt in
thought. Before him lay the unfolded sheet of paper that bore the origind code found in Marchand's
desk.

The physician's brow wrinkled as he vainly studied the code. The oddly formed characters resembled the
letters of an unknown aphabetical system. Doctor Lukens was at loss to find a starting point. He rubbed
his forehead.

Forgetting the code for the moment, he drew a letter from his pocket and read it mechanicdly. He placed
hisfinger upon one paragraph in the letter.

"We have been entirdy unable to solve this code," he read hdf doud. "It does not correspond to any
sysem of code message that we have ever before encountered. We have no cdew as to the sysem
employed. It is something entirdly new.”

The physician tossed the letter to the Side of the desk. Once again he began his study of the origina code.
He mumbled as he stroked his chin.

"The experts cannot solveit," were hiswords. "Snce they have faled, what can | do?'

It was not a sound that made Doctor Lukens raise his head. He was governed, instead, by one of those
strange impulses that dl human beings have fet—the mentd impresson that some other personisclose a
hend and watching.

Thisinfluence became so strong in the mind of Doctor Lukens that he suddenly forgot the code, leaned
back in his chair, and glanced to the right. Then he Started in amazemen.

Seated beside the desk was aman clad in black. His figure seemed unaccountably dim in the gloomy light
of the room. He was looking a Doctor Lukens, and the man's face was vividy strange. An exclamation
of astonishment came from the physician as he surveyed the countenance of the vigtor.

It was smooth as parchment. It was masklike in its expresson. The eyes were obscured by large,
heavy-rimmed spectacles which were supplied with dark-tinted glass.



Doctor Lukens had an impresson tha there were unusud eyes behind those glasses; that the stranger
wore them to conced the vivid sparkle of his eyes.

"Who are you?' demanded the physcian.
"You would not know my name," replied the man in cam, even tones.
"What are you doing here?'

"I have come to see you'—the stranger extended a long, black-clad arm, and his hand rested upon the
code—"to see you about this. You are anxious to solveit, | believe?'

"I did not hear you comein," said Doctor Lukens coldly.
"You were engrossed in your work," replied the stranger, quietly. "I did not care to disturb you."

The physcian rubbed his forehead with both hands. He redized that he had been under a nervous drain.
He supposed that he had not heard the man ring the bell of the front door.

"Perhaps | have been overtaxing mysdf,” he admitted. "I remember now that | told Oscar to send up any
one who might come to see me about the code.

"I mugt gpologize for being brusgue. | have been greetly disappointed, because no one has been able to
gan results with the code.”

THE sranger bowed dightly in acceptance of the physician's explanation. Doctor Lukens handed him the
letter that lay at the Side of the desk.

"I thought thet | had heard from dl who received a copy of the code," said Doctor Lukens. "Thisis the
ladt letter thet | received. It is subgantialy the same as the others.

"None of the experts have had success. Yet | have been assured that the best minds have been a work
upon the code.”

The stranger read the letter. He nodded his head dightly as he perused its contents. He placed the letter
upon the desk and stared thoughtfully at Doctor Lukens.

"What is your opinion?" questioned the physician.
"The experts have stated the facts," the strange man spoke.
"Why, then, have you come to see me?'

"Because | should like to see the origind code. | have examined a photostatic copy only. | have formed
my opinions. | do not believe that | shdl change them. Nevertheless, | should like to see the origind.”

Doctor Lukens handed over the required document. The stranger studied it for severa minutes while the
physcian watched himin bewilderment. At last the man with the dark-tinted glasses replaced the code on
the desk.

"The photostatic copy isidentica,” he said. "Thet isdl | needed to know."
Something in the man's tone inspired Doctor Lukens with hope.
"Ah!" exdamed the physcian. "Y ou believe that a solution is possible?”



The stranger shook his head.

"Quite the contrary,” he replied. "Like the others who have examined it, | mugt say that | can read no
message in it. It is not a cryptogram. It is not a numbered code. It does not correspond to any exising
sysem of code making."

Doctor Lukens sghed in disappointment.

"There are various sysems of code,” explained the vistor in his quiet, easy voice, "and dl codes are not
decipherable. There are certain codes which depend upon atificdd languages or vocabularies known only
to those who have prepared them. Such codes are virtudly unsolvable.

"I have examined many codes. In every one | have at least found a dew to the sysem involved. | have
met with systems that are apparently new; yet in each ingtance they have borne some smilaity to an
exiding type of code.

"The experts to whom you have sent copies of this code have doubtless had experiences Smilar to mine
Therefore | concur with their decisons—but | must add a statement of my own.”

Doctor Lukens ligened intently. The stranger did not speak for a moment. He was thinking, about to
phrase an important statement.

"The experts” resumed the stranger, "say that they can not solve the code. Do they say that it is
impossible to solve the code?’

"They have implied it," returned the physician promptly.

"They are correct in that implication,” said the stranger. "'l suppose then that ther reason lies in the fact
that the system of the code is entirdy unique.”

"Thet is certainly the reason.”

"It is not a good reason. The solution of any code is within the relm of possibility—even though its
sysem is entirdy new."

"Then the code can be solved?' There was sudden hope in Doctor Lukens voice.
"No."

"A code" sad the man in black, "is a message transcribed into some ingenious system of Iettering or
characters. Am | correct?"

"Certanly," agreed Doctor Lukens.
"Then thisis not a code!”
"Not a code?'

"No," replied the stranger with a fant smile. "Even the man who wrote it cannot solve it. It is merdy a
collection of oddly shaped characters arranged to deceive those who attempt to read it!"

CHAPTER V. MURDER REVEALED!
DOCTOR GEORGE LUKENS was thoroughly amazed by the statement made by his strange midnight



vigtor. The emphasis of the man's words impressed the physcian. A train of confused thoughts ran
through his brain.

The revdation that the characters on the paper found in Marchand's desk were not a code, but a
meaningless jargon, seemed unbdlievable. Nevertheless, Doctor Lukens did not doubt the truth of the
man's declaration. The stranger seemed too Sincere.

"You seem perplexed,” observed the stranger. "I do not wonder tha you are. You have convinced
yourself—as others have done, also— that this paper bore a coded message.

"I do not blame the experts for their opinions. When they have tried every sysem known to themselves,
they naturdly assume that they have encountered something new."”

"But you did not assume that," returned Lukens.

"No," replied the stranger, "because | an more confident of my ability. When | had studied the supposed
code and subjected it to dl my tests without asingle clew, | knew that there could be but one answer: the
paper is a hoax!"

"What, then, isits purpose?’

"To midead. To arouse fdse theories. To accomplish the very thing which has been accomplished. To
make people bdieve tha Henry Marchand's death was an accident—when in redity it was a deverly
contrived murder!”

"A murder!" Lukens gripped the arms of the chair.

"Speak softly," urged the stranger. "'l am taking to you in confidence. | closed the door when | entered.
We mugt be overheard by no one.”

The physician nodded.

"I mugt admit,” said the stranger quietly, “thet the circumstances of Henry Marchand's desth substantiated
my bdlief that the paper was a purious code.

"I am familiar with the mogt important details. On that account | see great flaws in the theory which
Inspector Klen presented as a solution of Marchand's death.”

"What, in particular?'
"Hrg," continued the strange man, “the preventive measure of a poisoned needle.

"Marchand had an darm upon his safe; a tear-gas gector upon the closet door. Neither of these were
dangerous. Why, then, should he have a degth-dedling device hidden in this desk?!

"Because this paper—code or no code—must have been of vital importance -"

"You are wrong, Doctor Lukens,”" interrupted the stranger. "If the secret drawer contained a vital secret,
Marchand would not have placed a murderous device there.

"Had some one died in this room, the old man could not have explained the matter except by disdosng a
secret which he was mogt anxious to preserve.”

"That istrue” admitted the physician.



"MARCHAND'S death,” resumed the stranger, "was dtributed to his forgetfulness. Marchand knew
himsdf that he was forgetful, did he not?!

"Hedid."
"Why, then, would he have been so fodlish as to lay a snare for hmsdf?'

"I see your point,” agreed Doctor Lukens. "Of course, Marchand must have been anxious to preserve the
secret of this hidden drawer -"

"Of course," interposed the stranger, "and the ingenious mechanicd arrangement was sufficient in itsdlf.

"No one would ever have suspected the existence of the drawer. Why the necessity of the poisoned
needle?'

"But the needle was therel And the thimble, too!™
The sranger amiled a the physician's words.

"The needle and the thimble" repeated the man in black. "Also the spurious code—sedled in an
envelope.”

"That's right," agreed Doctor Lukens. He drew the opened envelope from his pocket. The Stranger
reached over to examineiit.

"Let us suppose that this document was considered vauable by Henry Marchand,” suggested the
granger. "Why did he keep it here rather than in a safe-deposit vault?'

"So it would be where he could watch it—or refer to it," replied the physician.

"Agreed. Kept in a conceded drawer, opened by an ingenious device, the paper would be wdl
protected.

"But why should it be in a sedled envelope? That would be no deterrent to a thief who might discover the
secret of the drawer. Marchand could not have wanted to protect the envelope. A clever thief, Seding
the document, would substitute a Smilar envelope stuffed with blank paper.

"Moreover, if Marchand had been trying to decipher a code which he did not understand, he would not
have kept it seded.”

"It does seemiillogicd," admitted Doctor Lukens.

"lllogicd,” said the stranger, "and improbable.”

"Whét, then, is the answer to this riddie?’

"A new theory," said the stranger. "We mugt gather every hit of information that may serve as a clew.
"Thereisamurderer in this. We mugt consider the subject from his standpoint.”

"You have atheory?' Lukens queried.

"More than atheory." The cdmness of the stranger's voice chilled Lukens. "I have a solution!™

THE dranger folded his hands beneath his chin and rested his elbows on the aams of his char. His
darkened spectacles gave him an owl-like appearance.



"Some one" said the man in black, "learned of the existence of the secret drawer in this desk. That
person surmised that the drawer contained something— probably a document—of importance. He
resolved to sed it.

"He entered this house, made his way into the room, and managed to open the drawer. He dole the
atide that he desired. That took place on the firgt night that Oscar suspected a burglar in the house.™

"There was a second burglar -* began Lukens.

"I know," interrupted the stranger. "That became necessary."”

"Why?

"Because the thief had to make provison for the return of Henry Marchand.”

"I see!" exdamed Lukens. "He took this paper—with its pretended code. He wanted to put it back
before Marchand discovered thet it was gone.”

"No," sad the stranger patiently. "He took something else. Something he did not wish to return. He did
not want Marchand to know that it was gone.

"More than that, whatever he took could not have been of use to him until Marchand was dead!

"S0 he planned a deliberate murder—an idedl murder, because it timed Marchand's death Smultaneoudy
with the old man's discovery that his secret possession had been stolen.

"The thief entered this house a second time. He put the poisoned needle in the secret spot where the
hidden drawer was released. He left athimble in the desk. Only one touch remained.

"He did not want Marchand to be found dead besde an empty drawer. So he played his master
stroke—this spurious code. He knew that it would be found; that those finding it would believe it to be
Marchand's secret.

"BEven now the murderer is chuckling. The supposed code can never be solved. Hence no one—so the
murderer believes—will ever gain a clew to Marchand's red secret.”

"Thisis astounding!" declared Doctor Lukens. "It completely changes the solution of Marchand's death.
But you—who are you -"

"There was just one flaw,” interrupted the stranger, ignoring the physician's question. "The murderer used
aseded envelope. Perhaps he thought it would be more impressive for the code to be found sealed.

"He did not redize the weakness of the Stuation; neither, for that matter, did the inspector or the
detective who investigated the case.”

"The murderer," murmured Doctor Lukens. "Who can he be?"

"Some one who knew Henry Marchand wel!" declared the stranger in an ominous tone. "I do not think
the man knew what he was geding. | believe he surprised Marchand one time when the old man was
opening the secret drawer.

"Henry Marchand feared a burglary because his very life depended upon whatever be had hidden. He
came here immediatdy when he learned that some one had entered the house. He came back—to die”

Doctor Lukens opened the drawer in the center of the desk and produced the thimble. He handed it to



the man in black, who examined it. The stranger replaced the thimble in the drawer and saw the pair of
dicelying there.

He took them out. They showed the number seven. He dropped them on the table; again they registered
seven.

"Loaded," sad the stranger. "That's curious. Always seven. Did you ever connect the number seven with
Henry Marchand?"

"It s;ems to me | did," sad Lukens thoughtfully. "But | can't recdl the circumstances. Do you see any
sgnificance in the number seven?'

"Yes It may lead usto the murderer.”

"Do you suspect Oscar?' Lukens asked.
"Willis?'

"Perhaps. | even suspected you, Doctor Lukens
The physcian gasped in indignation.

"l watched you," said the visitor. "You did not see me here. Your interest in the fase code showed that
you did not know it was spurious. | resolved to explain the matter to you and to ask your aid.”

"How can | ad you?"

"By living here as an executor of Marchand's estate. Study the two men who lived with Marchand.
Watch for new developments.”

Doctor Lukens nodded.
"In the meantime" continued the stranger, I hdl investigate others who -"
"Whom, for ingance?"

"Any one who was dosdy associated with Henry Marchand. | am convinced that the old man was
murdered; the problem now is to find what was stolen—and to trace the crimind.”

DOCTOR LUKENS nodded in agreement. He drew a handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his
forehead. The physcian noted that the visitor was strangely cam.

"There may be danger here)" said the stranger. "You may find some clew among Marchand's effects.
You may learn of others with whom he has been associated. Some specter of the past may rise to
confront you. If it does, you must recognize it."

"I shel be prepared,” said Lukens firmly. "It is a duty to my old friend, Henry. Y ou have convinced me,
aso. Your ddility amazes me. Though | have never seen you before, | have confidence in you. | should
like to know your name."

The man in black stood up. His tdl form cast a long, thin shadow that stretched fantadticaly across the
width of the room.



Sowly, noissedy, he waked to the door; there he turned and stood facing the physician. Now, & the
edge of the room, the stranger's face was scarcdly discernible in the gloom.

"l an afriend," sad the man in black. "My name does not matter."
"But what are you—a detective?'

A soft laugh came from the men at the door. It was a whispered laugh with a Sniger tone that made
Doctor Lukens shudder involuntarily.

"Perhaps,” said the vigtor. "You may rest assured that in this case | am seeking the murderer of Henry
Marchand; and that when | discover him, hewill pay the ful pendty for his crime.”

"Then you may count upon my full cooperation,” declared the physcian.

"Your cooperation,” replied the stranger, "and your sllence! | shdl come again out of the darkness. If you
receive a message from me, you will recognize its authorship. Should you require me urgently, cdl this
number.”

The man stepped back across the room and placed a card in Doctor Lukenss hand. The card bore a
telephone number. The stranger turned and walked from the room.

As the door closed behind the man, the physician hurried in pursuit. He reached the head of the stairs and
switched on the light in the hal below. He saw the man at the bottom of the dtairs, sanding beside a
table.

The stranger had put on a black hat with a broad brim. His arms were outstretched as he drew a black
cloak about his shoulders.

Doctor Lukens cdled, but the stranger made no reply. Instead, he moved toward the front door and
opened it.

Lukens, hurrying down the dairs, arrived as the door closed behind the man in the black cloak. The
physician opened the door and emerged upon the steps. He thought that he was but a few paces behind
his departing vigtor; yet the man was nowhere to be seen. He had stepped from the house and had

disappeared.

FOR severd minutes Lukens gazed up and down the street, seeking some trace of the vanished stranger.
His efforts unavailing, the physician returned into the house. As he went up the stairs, Oscar appeared.

"Oh!" exdamed the servant. "'l heard you. | wondered who was coming in."
"I just went downstairs with our vidtor. Did he tdl you his name, Oscar?!
"Who?'

"The man who was here. The man in the black cloak.”

"l saw no man, gr."

"What! Didn't you let imin a hdf hour ago?'

"No, gr. | have been adeep snce ten o'clock.”

Doctor Lukens gasped.



"Was the front door locked?" he questioned.
"Certainly, doctor,” replied Oscar. "'l dways lock it—and balt it, Sr."
"It's unlocked now," said the physician grimly. "I was outsde a moment ago.”

Oscar hurried downdairs to lock the front door. Doctor Lukens, his head bowed in thought, went into
the room where Henry Marchand had died. He dumped into the chair before the desk.

It dl seemed unred. For a minute the physician believed that he had been the vicim of hdlucinations
produced by the mentd effort he had undergone in his study of the code.

Then hisfingers fumbled in his vest pocket, and he brought out the card which the man in black had given
him—the card which bore the telephone number to be called in an emergency.

Doctor Lukens smiled. Here was tangible evidence. This was a clew by which he might trace his vigtor
and learn the man's identity.

Convinced of the redity of the Stuaion, Doctor Lukens pondered deeply over the information which the
men had given him. The logic of the stranger's arguments had created a profound impresson in the
physician's mind.

"It is true” murmured Doctor Lukens. "True that my old friend Henry was murdered. This man has
reveded the fact. Whoever he is— whatever he may be— he is ready to trace the murderer. | Sdl ad
him as he wished"

The physician stared at the wdl as hismind reverted to the mysterious man who had come to see him.

"Who can he be?' asked Doctor Lukens. "Where did he come from? Where did he go? It is
unaccountable” The physdan pictured himsdf ganding outside the front door, saring through the
darkness.

"Strangel" he exclaimed. "He vanished as he appeared—Iike aliving shadow!"

CHAPTER VI. THE SCARAB RING

THE next morning Doctor George Lukens went to his home. Upon leaving Marchand's house, he called
Harvey Willis and told the young secretary that he intended to return and stay in the old brownstone
mangon.

The physician explained that he was abouit to take a vacation, and that he would like to be present to go
over Marchand's effects—a duty which Willis had expected to perform.

When he reached his own residence, the doctor caled the offices of the telephone company. He brought
out the card that the stranger had given him and requested that the number be traced. He was told to
await areport.

During the interim, Doctor Lukens packed his suitcase. In going through a bureau drawer, he came upon
an object that brought back unhappy memories.

It was a gold ring upon which was mounted an Egyptian scarab. It was not an article of grest vaue, and
Doctor Lukens had dmog forgotten it. The ring had been given to him several months before by Henry
Marchand.

"Thisring," the old man had said, "is the only article of jewdry that | have ever worn. | do not want to



wear it now. | do not want to deposit it with the gems that belonged to my wife, for it is not a part of that
collection.

"Somehow | vaue this odd ring, and | am afraid to keep it because | might lose it. You never lose
anything, George.

"Fear of losing thisring has become amaniawith me. If you haveit, | know it will be safe. If | never ask
for it again, keep it as a memento.”

Doctor Lukens had been wdl acquainted with his patient's menta quirks. He had taken the ring and had
placed it in this drawer, which he aways kept locked.

The physician had no fear of theft or burglary. He had doubted the importance of the ring; in fact, he had
believed that Henry Marchand would forget al about it.

Now the scarab ring seemed precious to Doctor Lukens. The ring was a souvenir of his dead friend.
Tears dimmed the physcian's eyes as he examined the ring and looked & the green beetle mounted on
the gold.

He glanced at the indde of the ring and noted a series of tiny scratches. He was about to study them
more closely when the phone rang. Doctor Lukens dipped the ring on hisfinger and answered the cal.

THE telephone company reported that the number he had requested was a pay-station booth in the
Grand Centrd Station. Doctor Lukens gasped; then he laughed as he hung up the receiver.

A moment later his mirth changed to serious thought. He cdled another number. A man's voice
answered.

"Barlow," sad the physician, "are you busy this afternoon and this evening?'
"No, gr," came the reply.

"I have a job for you. Go to the Grand Centrd Station. Look over the telephone booths—in an
indifferent manner, you understand. Find one that bears this number"—the physdan referred to the card
and gave the number— "and dation yoursdf near a hand. Notify me if you see any one loitering about
that booth.

"If the phone rings—about nine o'clock this evening—see who answers it. Cdl me promptly at Mister
Marchand's home."

"Veay wdl, gr."

The physician rubbed his hands in satisfaction. He completed the packing of his suitcase. He fdt that he
was entering an unusud game, and that new and interesting developments would come. He |eft his
gpartment, called a cab, and rode to Marchand's house.

There he discovered a vistor—Rodney Paget. The suave, immeculatdy clad dubman was with Harvey
Willisin the room where Henry Marchand had died.

The secretary was busy going over the old man's effects—articles, chiefly, which had been brought from
the safe. Paget, hislong cigarette holder in his hand, was watching indolently.

"Good morning, doctor,” drawled Paget. "Just dropped in to say hdlo. Willis told me you were coming
today. How are you?"



"Wal, thank you," snapped Lukens. He turned to the secretary. "Willis, | told you not to do this work
until | arrived.”

"I was just aranging things, gr,” replied the secretary. "Mider Paget asked meif | had begun, and | told
hm | was waiting for you. He suggested that | put thingsin readiness.”

"Obey my orders after this" retorted Lukens.
There was a pause. Then Paget spoke.

"You are gaying here, doctor?' he asked.
"Yes" replied the physician.

He went to the desk and began examining some papers that had been taken from the safe. Suddenly he
wheded and looked at Paget. The dubman was sanding & the left. Lukens acted so quickly that he
surprised him.

Paget had been garing at the papers, Lukens thought. The man's gaze turned hurriedly, but too late to
escape the doctor's notice.

"I mugt be going," drawled Paget. "I shdl return later, doctor. | thought that you might find something
concerning my business with Mister Marchand. Perhaps by this evening -"

"Drop in then, if you wish," said Lukens brusquely. He watched Paget suspicioudy as the man Ift the
room. The physician made no comment to Willis, who was busy &t the safe.

The secretary had removed everything from Marchand's safe and closet. Doctor Lukens was surprised at
the amount of work he had accomplished. Every smdl article had gpparently been gone over while Paget
had been present.

The doctor set to work to examine Marchand's effects. He labored dowly and found the job tedious.
There was very little of interest.

OSCAR served dinner at sx o'clock, before Doctor Lukens had completed his examination. The serving
men requested an evening off, and Lukens granted it.

Immediately after dinner the doctor and the secretary went back to work. The find examinaion was
completed. Willis prepared to replace everything where he had found it. He was interrupted by the
doorbell.

Paget, attired in evening clothes, came upstairs with him.
"Good evening, doctor," Paget said lazly. "Anything of interest to me?'
"Nothing."

Paget dropped into a char and gazed cardesdy a Willis The physcdian sat besde Paget and aso
watched the secretary as he worked.

Once again Doctor Lukens obeyed the impulse to turn toward Paget. He discovered the vistor looking
a the scarab ring on hisleft hand.

Paget smiled sheepighly.



"Curious ring, doctor,” he said, indicating the object with his hand. "I do not recal seeing you wear it
before.”

"It belonged to Henry Marchand,” replied the phydcian. "He presented it to me some time ago. | came
acrossit to-day inmy home.”

The physician had scarcely completed his statement before a suspicion seized him.

Why had Paget noticed the ring? The dubman was not usualy observant. At that ingant Doctor Lukens
suddenly redized that Paget, when he had visited the house in the morning, had been staring at the scarab
ring—not a the papers which Lukens had held.

The physician's suspicion must have been reflected by Paget. The man arose and stretched hisarms.
"Mug be going,” he drawled. "Society afair to-night. Have to attend them, you know—good business.
He extended his hand.

"Good-by, doctor,” he added. "May not see you for some time Guess my business with Mister
Marchand is now ended. If anything turns up, notify me"

Doctor Lukens kept saring &t the door through which Rodney Paget had gone. He heard the front door
close downdtairs. The physcian turned to Willis

"Take anight off," ordered the physician. "You look pae and weak. It's not yet nine o'clock. Go and see
amovie"

The secretary seemed to brighten at the suggestion as Lukens waved his hand toward the door.
"Il bein at deven thirty," promised Willis

"All right," laughed Lukens. "I guess Oscar will be back before that. You both like to go to bed early.
Run dong. | won't lock the front door."

Lukens was meditetive after the secretary's departure. He drummed upon the desk with his open hand,
and the clatter of the scarab ring caught his attention. He snapped his fingers with a sudden idea.

He referred to the card in his pocket. Using the telephone a the side of the room, he called the number
which the mysterious stranger had given him the night before.

"No answer,” he murmured after two minutes had passed. "I hope Barlow ison the job."

BARLOW was on the job. At that exact time he was wetching the phone booth. He heard the ringing of
the bell. It ended. Barlow waited a short while; then entered another booth.

Had Barlow been watching the busy refreshment counter across from the phone booth he might have
seen one of the white-coated attendants leave his place. Barlow would have suspected nothing in the
man's action, for the attendant passed out of Sght behind the partition in back of the counter.

There the atendant dided a number. Upon receving a reply, he merdy grunted a few unintdligible
sounds and hung up the receiver with the ar of a man who had obtained a wrong number.

Immediatdly afterward the attendant was back at the counter, serving a new customer.

The telephone rang in the upstairs room where Doctor Lukens was seated. The physcdian answered it.



"Balow?' he said. "Nothing doing there? No one showed up? Thanks. You can drop the job now. It
was just an experiment.”

He hung up the receiver.

"A hoax!" was Lukenss comment. "A hoax—unless Barlow was not discreet and frightened the man
away. Yet | can't understand -"

The telephone rang again.

A whispered voice responded to the physician's answering word. Doctor Lukens recognized the tones of
the mysterious stranger.

"Do you wish to see me?' came the voice.

"Yes" replied Lukens dmogt involuntarily. "I have found -" he glanced at the ring on his finger, then
hesitated. "'l can tdl you when | see you. Can you come here now?'

"Immediady."
"No hurry," said Lukens suddenly. "Say within an hour."
He hung up the receiver.

"That was amigiake," he murmured. "An hour may be too soon. | should have told him to call back. But
then, he might have suspected. Well, it's a case of trudting to luck."

He picked up the telephone and cdled police headquarters. He asked to tak to Joe Cardona. The
physdan uttered an exclamation of satisfaction when he heard the detective's voice over the wire.

"Ahl Cardona" he said in alow voice. "Thisis Doctor Lukens. | am in Henry Marchand's house. Can
you come right away?"

"What's it about?" asked the detective curioudy.

"I don't know," replied the physician frankly. "l expect avistor. Who he is—what he is—I do not know.
His purpose may be important. Come a once. The door is unlocked. Move upgairs cautioudy, and
keep out of Sght in the hall.

"I am in the room where Marchand died. If my vigtor is here, you will overhear the conversation. If he
has not yet arrived, you will see im comein later. | expect him within an hour.”

"Right"

Lukens hung up the receiver and began to pace the room. Then he seated himsdf in the chair at the desk
and feigned deep thought. He kept his back to the door; he was anxious to learn if he could detect the
stranger's approach.

He picked up the dice and held them on the pdm of his right hand. He shook them thoughtfully, then
closed hisfig over them and gripped the cubes tightly.

The impression that some one was entering the room suddenly dominated the physician's mind. He fought
agang it momentarily; then turned quickly in his chair.

With a mad effort he scrambled to his feet. Before him, hafway across the room, stood a man who held



acurious revolver. The muzze was muffled by a slencer. The gun was directed toward the desk.

A cry escaped the physician'slips. It was a cry of recognition— of sudden understanding. It was the man
as much as the gun that darmed him.

In the fraction of a second the physician redized the Stuation. Before he could act, he saw a finger press
the trigger. With asghing gasp, Doctor George L ukens collgpsed upon the floor!

CHAPTER VII. A MURDERER ESCAPES

IT was nearly an hour &fter the physician's phone cdl when Detective Cardona reached the old house on
Eighty-firgt Street. He did not enter the brownstone manson immediately upon arriva. Instead, he stood
across the street and uttered alow, dmog indistinguishable whistle. Two men came from the darkness.

"Here's the lay, boys" whispered the detective. "I'm going in that house to see aman upgars. There may
be nathing to it, but | want you to hop in quick if you hear anything. How long have you been here?"

"Only about two minutes” replied one of the men. "We put a couple of uniformed men out back, like you
told us"

"Good. Has any one gonein?'
"Not snce weve been here”

"All right. Theré's no rush about it. If | come out first, be ready to grab the next fdlow that comes out if |
givethedgnd.

"If I want you indde, youll hear from me. If | don't come out in thirty minutes, move into the house. If any
guy enters, spot him, but don't stop him. Sawwy?'

"We got it."

The detective sauntered across the street and slently entered the brownstone manson. He found the
front hdl dimly lighted. He moved softly up the carpeted stairs.

Cardona remembered this house. He prided himsdf on the softness of his approach.

At the head of the gtairs he saw the light thrown into the hdlway from the open door of the room where
L ukens expected a vigtor.

There was a dark spot on the opposite sde of the hdlway. It offered an excdlent observation place.
Cardona dipped to the location; there, crouching low, he turned to look into the Slent room.

The desk was obscured from view. Cardona shifted to the Side, risking a momentary chancein the light.
There the detective rested mationless, too astounded to take ingant action.

Face down on the floor lay the body of a man! The bushy gray har identified the person as Doctor
George Lukens. The arms were outstretched, as though the dead man had made a despairing effort to
throw himsdf upon an attacker. The fists were clenched; but there was something about the left hand that
hated the detective's gaze.

The third finger of that hand projected sraight outward from the closed fist!
Beside the body was aliving man, afigure clad in black. Enveloped in the folds of a huge cloak, thisliving



person seemed like a specter of the night—a snister being of another world, whose mammoth shadow
lay across the body sprawled upon the floor.

CARDONA experienced a sensation mingled with fear and amazement. He recognized the being in
black. It was one whom he had never encountered, yet whom he knew existed.

The detective redized that he was viewing afigure that had brought terror to the underworld; whose very
exigence was a mydery to the police and criminds dike. Cardonas lips were dry as they phrased two
words which the detective did not utter aloud.

"The Shadow!"

The demand for action surged through Cardona’s brain. The police had nothing on The Shadow. The
mysterious man had been accused of crime, yet nothing had ever been proven againgt him.

On the contrary, he had—on occasions—helped the palice in thelr war againgt crime, but dways in his
own mysterious way. He had never appeared in the light as a detective.

His purpose here to-night was a mysery to Cardona. That The Shadow was the vidtor expected by
Doctor Lukens the detective did not doubt.

Cardona, shrewd though he might be, was a man who jumped to immediate conclusons. Here was
tangible evidence.

A dead man—Doctor George Lukens—who had been dive less than an hour before. Hovering over him
was this mongter of the night, the only person in the house. A dead man and a live man. The evidence lay
agang The Shadow.

Cardona had come to listen as a concedled observer. Now his purpose was to ssize and capture a man
whom he fdt certain was a murderer.

The circumgtances were pressing. Had his men been close by, Cardona would have proceeded
cunningly. Had he fdt that he was dedling with an ordinary crimind, he would have smply covered the
men and demanded his surrender.

But he had heard too much of The Shadow. Now that the myth of the underworld had become redity,
Cardona heditated at halfway measures.

Desth to the murderer was his only course!

The urge to observe what The Shadow was about to do restrained the detective momentarily, but he
overcame the temporary hesitation. Drawing his automatic, Cardona straightened up and sprang into the
room.

The sound of his approach made his presence known to the manin the black cloak. So promptly did The
Shadow act that his motions seemed smultaneous with those of the detective.

Cardona's arm, usudly sure and firm, trembled dightly with excitement as hisfinger touched the trigger of
the automatic. Then came a revolver shot; but not from the detective's gun. From benegth his cloak, the
menin black had whipped out an autométic.

Hinging himsdf full length on the floor to escape Cardonas am, The Shadow had fired from an angle.
The bullet struck the detective's revolver just above the handle, grazing Cardonas fingers. The damaged
gun fdl from the detective's numbed hand.



As The Shadow darted to rise, Cardona threw himsdf a the man in black. Angered, the detective forgot
that he was at the mercy of his antagonist.

One shot from the automatic would have ended the detective's plunge. But The Shadow did not fire.
Instead, he bent forward as Cardona fdl upon him. As the detective's bleeding hand grasped the black
cloak, The Shadow lifted his shoulders and precipitated Cardona head foremost on the floor.

Cardona threw out an arm to protect himsdf and was partidly successful, dthough he was hdf stunned
by the force of hisfdl. As he tried to recover himsdf, he had a dazed view of a swiftly-moving form in
black. The Shadow hurried from the room toward the Sairs.

THERE was aloud clatter a the front door. The two plain-clothes men stationed by Cardona had rushed
across the street at the sound of the shot.

The Shadow, stlanding at the head of the stairs, would have been a perfect target for their automatics; but
they did not redize his presence until they had come hdfway up the steps. Until he moved, he seemed
nothing more than ablot of blackness againg the wall.

With the approach of the plain clothes men, The Shadow turned and sprang down the hall. The cries of
the men followed him. Revolvers were discharged wildly.

The Shadow stopped short, and his tal, black-clad form drew itsdf tensdy againg the wadl. Two
policemen were coming up the back stairs. That avenue of escape was cut off.

The detectives, shouting to the policemen, came running down the hdl. They stopped in the gloomy
darkness as the policemen met them. The four men had logt their quarry.

They were sanding within a few feet of the doorway where The Shadow, cadm and motionless, was
waiting. Sowly, inch by inch, the door began to open inward, without the semblance of a sound. The
Shadow was escaping from their midst!

While the four minions of the law were wondering, this incredible man of the night was leaving them. With
iron nerve, he was moving with patient downess, giving no Sgn that might betray his presence.

But for an unexpected incident, he would have made his secret exit.

It was Joe Cardona who unwittingly frustrated The Shadow's escape. The detective, tottering unsteedily,
came from the room into the hdlway. He placed his hand againg the wall and found a light switch. He
remembered it from his previous vist to the house.

Aningant |ater the hdlway was flooded with light. A sharp cry came from one of the plain-clothes men.
There, plainly visble againg the white background of the half-opened doorway, stood The Shadow!

A policeman acted promptly. As The Shadow twisted through the doorway, the man in uniform legped
upon him. The others followed before The Shadow could dude them. The Shadow gripped the doorway
as the four men came down on him.

Cardona, suddenly restored to his senses, came down the hdlway. He knew the formidable powers of
the man whom the officers had captured. "Don't let him get away!" he cried. " Shoot him!"

There was no chance to obey the last command. The captors were too closdy gathered to risk a gun
shot.

Then The Shadow became suddenly submissve. His automatic had been wrested from his hand, a



plain-clothes man, frisking through the folds of the black cloak, brought forth another gun.
"I've got the rods,” the man exclamed. "Hold him, boys."

The policemen were pinning The Shadow's arms againg the wall. The plain clothes men stepped back as
Cardona approached.

The detective did not waste an indant. He stepped up to The Shadow and reached for the
broad-brimmed hat which had shifted forward so that it completdy hid the face benegth the brim.

AT that ingant The Shadow came to life He svung his body toward one side with terrific force.

The policeman who held The Shadow's right arm was flung againg Cardona. The Shadow's hand came
free

The plain-clothes men, coming in, were momentarily halted by the forms of Cardona and the officer. The
other policeman dill hed The Shadow in a visdike grip, but he was no match for the man in black. With
amazing strength, The Shadow lifted the men off the floor. Turning toward the doorway, he flung his foe
agang two new men who were entering.

Three quick strides and The Shadow's black form was slhouetted againg the window across the room.
It required severa seconds for im to open the sash.

Shots rang out and glass was shattered. The Shadow's form dumped, but it straightened quickly as the
would-be captors came across the room in triumph.

With one sweeping mation The Shadow vaulted the low Sil and dropped from the window, just as a
hand plucked the folds of his black cloak. The Shadow dipped free of the garment, leaving it in the hands
of hisfoe.

The plain-clothes man leaned from the window and aimed his autométic at the thin black figure on the
ground below. Bullets ricocheted from the stone dley as The Shadow fled. The lagt shot whizzed above
him and carried his hat from his head.

The Shadow swooped the hat from the ground as he turned the corner of the house. From the dley came
the sound of a mocking, triumphant laugh.

Detective Cardona directed the pursuit. His men had not been badly injured in the fray. They hurried
from the house by both doors in a mad effort to trace the man who had eluded them.

Cardona leaned againg the wal beside the door of the back room. Then, picking up the black cloak
which had been thrown on the floor, he waked dowly back to the room where the body of Doctor
Lukenslay.

The detective found his automatic and lad it on the desk. He sat in a chair and stared at the physcian's
body. He rubbed the sde of his head and tried to ward off the dizziness that was overcoming him. He
looked up.

Before him stood atdl, thin man clad in a close-fitting black suit. The man's arms were folded. His head
was bowed, and his face was shadowy benesth the brim of his hat.

STEADYING himsdf with one hand, Cardona reached for his automatic. The man in black laughed
softly. He drew his cloak from Cardona's knees. He wrapped the cloak about his shoulders and raised
the collar high above his chin.



Cardona was examining his autométic. He saw the reason for The Shadow's laugh. The gun was usdess.
The Shadow's shot had ruined it. The detective tried to rise from his chair, but sank back helplesdy.

"Cadona," sad The Shadow in a low, weird whisper, "I am not your enemy. | did not kill Doctor
Lukens. | came here to protect him. Do you understand?'

The detective nodded.

"Your men have captured my weapons,” continued The Shadow in that same strange voice. "You will
find that the bullet that killed this man does not correspond to ether of my automatics. The murderer eft
here before | arrived. He has taken the gun with him."

Quietly The Shadow stooped over the body of the dead physician. He opened Lukenss clenched right
hand.

The pair of dice dropped upon the floor. They showed the number seven—a five spot and a two.

"There is a connection,” sad The Shadow, rigng. "Those dice were in Marchand's desk. This
murder—like Marchand's death—has something to do with the number seven.

"Perhaps some fiend has planned seven murders. Perhgps'—his voice was thoughtful—"there are seven
persons involved. Follow that clew. Seek the murderer.

"I sl tdl you more. The gun was probably fitted with a Slencer. That extended finger of Lukenss left
hand shows a purpose. The murderer desired aring that he was wearing.

"Seek the murderer"—The Shadow's voice was shilant—"and | shdl ad you. Premeditated murder, with
Doctor Lukens taken unaware. | ddl ad you. When | am certain of the murderer's identity and have
fathomed the plans of his associates, | hdl reved them to you."

Cardona saw the flash of two burning eyes that peered from the depths below the broad-brimmed hat.
He clutched the arms of his chair to fight off dizziness. Then The Shadow was gone.

Outsde, the two plain-clothes men were returning from their fruitless pursuit. They were startled by the
sound of a long, taunting laugh that seemed to come from nowhere and that dwindled away to a
mysterious nothingness.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. CARDONA CHECKS
"GEN'LEMAN cdlee you on phone, sr."

Rodney Paget sat up in bed. 1t was morning. He wasin Jerry Burnham's apartment. Burnham's Japanese
vaet had roused him.

"All right, Kama," said Paget. "I'll answer."

He arose dowly and leisurdy put on a pair of dippers. He yawned as he went into the living room,
followed by the vaet.

"He downdairs, gr," informed Kama. "He say he wanee see you."

"Hdlo," drawled Paget, soeaking in the house phone. A note of surprise entered his voice. "Oh, yes. |
remember you. | met you at Marchand's house the night the old man died. Come right up.”



Paget went back in the bedroom and put on a dressing gown. Another man, Smilarly attired, appeared in
the hadlway. The newcomer bore the tired look of a man who had awakened from a deep disturbed by
aooholic memories.

"What's up?' he asked.

"Were up, Jary,” replied Paget with alaugh. "And a detective's coming up. Hell be herein aminute”
"A detective?'

"Yes Hisnameis Cardona. Something to do with the death of old Marchand.”

Kama answered the knock at the door. Cardona walked in. He nodded to Paget in a friendly manner.
"St down,” urged Paget. "Thisis Migter Burnham, Migter Cardona -"

"Glad to meet you," sad the detective. "l cdled a your gpartment, Mister Paget. | was told that you
could be reached over here"

"I've been heredl night,” said Paget, with a laugh. "That is, dl night, snce three o'clock in the morning.”
He glanced a a clock on the bookcase. "Look at that," he added. "Nearly deven, and I'm just getting up.

"What do you want to see me about, Cardona? Something to do with Marchand?'

"Not Marchand.”

"Who, then?'

"Haven't you seen the morning papers?”’

"Not yet. | just got up. We generdly read the evening papers around here. What's happened?’

In reply, Cardona drew a newspaper from beneath his am and handed the journd to Paget. The
dubmen blinked as he observed a familiar face picture on the front page; then his eye caught the
headlines.

"Jovel" he exdlamed. "Doctor Lukens murdered!”

PAGET stared with wide-open eyes as hadily perused the paragraphs below the headlines. He seemed
to have forgotten his customary indifference.

He devoured the printed lines. Then he cast the newspaper to the floor. His face was sober as he stared
a the detective.

"You were there," Paget said solemnly. ™Y ou had the man. Why didn't you hold him?*

"He knocked me out,” admitted the detective. "My men let him dip away. Nearly winged him when he
jumped out of the window. Didn't even see hisface, though.”

"Thisisterrible news, Cardona," Paget said dowly. "I hope you get the murderer!”

"You may be able to help," responded the detective. "Were after every bit of evidence that may lead to a
dew."

"Where was Oscar—the sarvant?'



"Out for the evening. So was Willis Both have perfect dibis— checked.”
" see. Then Lukens was done™

"Yes Willis came in about midnight. He went dl to pieces when he found the police there. He was dl
gabled for awnhile,

"Thismoming he talked better. He told us that you had been there and had left the house some time
before he went out."

"Thet is correct.”

"Heres what | want to know, Migter Paget. Did you notice anything unusud at the house when you were
there? Do you recdl the exact time you were there? Anything that Doctor Lukens said or did?'

"I was only there a few minutes™ said Paget thoughtfully. "I had dinner, here, with Mister Burnham. It
was about quarter of eight when | left—it's only ten minutes by cab to Marchand's house—so | mugt
have gotten there about eight.

"I arrived back here a eght thirty. | remember looking at the clock after | came in, because Jerry and |
wanted to start out before nine o'clock.

"Didnt | tdl you thet | would be back by hdf past eght, Jerry?"
Burnham scratched his head.

"Yes, | remember it," he said. "Eight thirty by the clock right there on the bookcase. | said to be back by
nine. You said youd be back by eight thirty, and you were.

"Jack Greylock came in a couple of minutes before you. HEd probably remember it, too. He was only
hdf lit at the time"

"Back here a hdf past eght” sad Cardona, meking a notation on a pad. "Tha figures you a
Marchand's house from about eight to eight twenty. That was pretty close to what Willissad.”

"HALF past eight,” interrupted Jerry Burnham, dill scratching his head. "Thet was the time. Kama'—the
Japanese servant entered—"what time did Mister Paget come in here lagt night—you know, when Migter
Greylock was here. Just before we went out together?!

"Bigee clock srike hdfee past eight,” said the Japanese.

"Gregt boy, Kama," said Burnham gpprovingly. "That Jap knows everything. That'swhy | keep him. Best
men | ever had.”

"Between eight and eight twenty," said Cardona, with a satisfied voice. "Tha much is settled. Did Doctor
Lukens appear at dl worried?'

"He looked tired,” said Paget. "Sad he had been working dl afternoon, and had just cleaned up the job.
Willis was putting everything away. He looked tired, too."

"Did he say anything specid to you?'

"Nothing. | merdy stopped in to inquire if he had found records of any uncompleted business that
concerned me. | handled a few of Marchand's investments, you know. The old man was a friend of my
father."



"I see" Cardona arose. "That's dl, Miger Paget,” he said. "Sorry to disturb you. Thanks for the
information. I'll put your tesimony on record. It about cleans up dl that | can get.”

"I'm dways glad to hdp you, Cardona," said Paget, riang and waking to the door with the detective.
"Too bad you couldn't get me earlier this morning.

"Burnham and | didn't get in until after three o'clock. We were on the go from hdf past eght, with
Greylock and two or three others. Made the rounds of the town—and weve been degping it off here”

"Right-0," interposed Burnham, "and I'm going back to get some more deep.”
The detective left the gpartment. Rodney Paget turned to Kama.

"Breskfadt," he ordered.

While Paget was egting, the Japanese servant stood beside the table.

"Bigee clock in the living room,” said Kama. "He go dow last night.”

"Clock go dow?'

"Yes gr." Kama produced awatch. "You go out, Migter Paget, | lookee a clock. Clockee say eght. |
lookee a watch. Watchee say pretty near nine.

"You come in, | hear bigee clock srike hdfee past eight. | lookee a watchee after that. Watchee say
pretty near hdfee past ten.”

"Yes?' questioned Paget curioudy.

"Then you go outee with Mister Burnham,” went on Kama. "After you go, | lookee a clock again.
Clockee say pretty near dleven. | lookee at watch. Watchee say same as clockee—pretty near eeven.”

"Wdl, wel," observed Paget.

"I thinkee it funny,” added Kama. "I thinkee someblody pushee clockee back. Then dame someblody
pushee clockee up. Clockee right now. Clockee dways right. Exclept last night.”

"Ligen, Kama," said Paget. "Have you been drinking some of Migter Burnham's liquor?*
"No drinkee, Migter Paget. No likee quff.”

"Whdl, don't say anything to him about the clock. Forget it, understand?’

Kama nodded.

"Thet man who was here)" added Paget. "Do you know who he was?'

The Japanese shook his head.

"Forget him, too," ordered Paget. "He was just a friend of mine, who stopped in to tdl me some news.
The clock's dl right now, it it?'

Kama nodded.

"Wdl, gnce it's dl right, forget it. The clock struck hdf past eight when | came in, didnt it? Just
remember that part. Maybe your watch was wrong. Haf past eight. Remember?”



"You comein a hdfee past eight,” repeated Kama.

RODNEY PAGET finished breskfast in his usud lesurdy fashion. He took a bath and dressed. It was
afternoon when he prepared to leave the gpartment. Burnham was dill deeping.

Paget handed Kama a ten-dallar hill before he I€ft.
"What time did the clock say when | camein?' he asked.
"Clockee drike hdlfee past éight,”" came the parrotlike reply.

Paget rode dong Eighty-fird Street in a taxicab. He gazed curioudy from the window as he passed the
brownstone house where Doctor Lukens had died. He noticed a policeman standing by the front steps.

A fant amile appeared upon Paget's lips.

Reeching in the watch pocket of his trousers, the dubman drew forth an object and hdd it in his
half-closed hand. It was the scarab ring which Doctor Lukens had worn the night before—the ring which
hed once belonged to Henry Marchand.

Sill amiling, Paget replaced the ring in his pocket. Camly and leisurdly, he opened his cigarette case and
removed a cigarette. He put it carefully in the long holder.

Rodney Paget was puffing dowly and contentedly when the cab stopped in front of the Merrimac Club.

CHAPTER IX. PAGET BECOMES ACTIVE

SEVERAL days had passed snce the murder of Doctor George Lukens. The hue and cry of the tabloids
hed died awvay. The death of the physcian had become one of those unsolved myseries that are soon

forgotten.

The pair of dice with their constant saven were not even mentioned in the newspapers. Cardona had
pocketed the cubes and had shown them to Inspector Klein. They had seen a strange significance.

Atintervas New Y ork had been victimized by gartling crimes that had gone unsolved. There had been
no direct proof that they had been the work of the same organization. The only dew had been the fact
that the number seven had appeared, in each ingtance.

The bank safe had contained seven pennies. Seven buttons had been clipped from a murdered man's
coat. A dying gangster had gasped the word "Seven" when the police had captured him during an
attempted burglary.

There was little discusson of Lukenss degth at the Merrimac Club, athough the physcian had been a
member. The members kept to themsdves as arule. Once aman had become accustomed to the slence
of the vast rooms, he moved about in his own particular fashion.

Rodney Paget had been a member for years. He liked the club because of its atimosphere of privecy. The
only thing that made him uncomfortable was the occasiona danger of being posted for back dues. That
was an unpardonable crime, and Paget had bardly escaped it a different times during his long period of
membership.

In fact, the threat was hanging over him at the present time, and it worried him. For there were various
reasons why Rodney Paget did not wish his name to become suddenly conspicuous.

Perhaps that was the reason why Paget did not redize a new habit that he had formed. It had become his



procedure to enter the reading room immediately upon ariving at the club.

There were seldom many members present. Paget never gave a thought to them. Hence it became his
daily procedure to go to the newspaper table and pick up the Morning Monitor—one of the oldest, most
consarvative of New York journas.

In it he studied each advertissment in a dow, careful manner, paying particular atention to the column
headed, " Situations Wanted Mde." After that he folded the newspaper so that the front page appeared in
view.

Each day when he performed this function, Paget left the table and leisurdly inserted a cigarette in the long
ivory holder.

On this particular day, it was late in the afternoon when Rodney Paget entered the Merrimac Club. He
went directly to the reading room. His face bore an anxious expresson, which was odd, for Paget's
demeanor was usudly a pronounced cam.

The lateness of hisarivd meant that he had been on an dl-night party, for Paget dways began his day by
gopearing a the Merrimac Club.

Paget, dthough cardless in his hours, was not excessve in his indulgences. It was actud anxiety, not
weariness, that controlled him this afternoon.

As he was turning the pages of the Morning Monitor, Paget started suddenly. A man was sanding beside
him. Paget recognized Walter Steuben, another club member. He lad the newspaper on the table and
nodded.

"Rodney,” said Steuben quietly, "1 want to know about that five hundred dollars. It's been a month since
you promised me -"

Peget gripped the man's arm.
"Ligen, Wadter," he replied, "it's coming shortly. Give me just another week -"
"I need it now."

"But | have to pay my dues,” pleaded Paget, in alow tone. "l can't be posted, Walter. Give me just one
week -"

Steuben nodded rductantly and waked away as another man passed. Paget wondered if he had been
overheard.

He did not recognize the passer-by, as the man's back was turned, but he watched the fellow until he had
taken his place in a corner of the reading room, where he sat obscured behind an unfolded newspaper.

PAGET referred to the Morning Monitor. He reached the desired page, and an exdamétion nearly came
to hislips. He placed hisfinger upon a paragraph and read the words eagerly.

Suddenly he fdt a chilling sensation. Steuben's interruption came back to him, and Paget became
suddenly suspicious. Without raisng his head, he turned his eyes to the right.

The man in the corner was dill behind his newspaper, but Paget had a strange, unaccountable intuition
that sharp eyes were waiching him. He suddenly gained the impresson that there were holes in that
unfolded newspaper—many smdl, unnoticesble holes through which he was being observed.



Then, for the first time, he redlized that he had made a regular practice of searching through the Morning
Monitor each day when he arived a the Merimac Club. This action had been the only regular
procedure in his otherwise unregulated life

A ddluge of thoughts gripped Paget's mind. He controlled himsdf, carefully folded the paper, and
sauntered across the reading room. There he sat in a chair and stared sraight ahead; but his eyes could
bardy see the man with the newspaper.

Hdf an hour went by. Nether Paget nor the other man made a mation. Findly the strain told on Paget.
He arose and waked by the man.

He made no effort to repress his amile. The man was adeep!

Paget grolled from the reading room. He sauntered from the club and stood outside in the gathering
dusk. Here, again, he fdt the sensation of some one watching him.

He wondered if the man had redly been adeep. He controlled the desire to return and see.

Instead, Paget cdled a cab. He rode to his gpartment uptown. Arriving there, he made a careful search
of every room.

Sidfied that he was done, Paget entered aamdl closetlike acove tha led off from the bedroom. There
was awindow in the dcove - a high window with asmdl rolled-up blind. Paget drew down the shade.

A large sheet of paper fluttered to the floor.

Paget had performed this action in the semidarkness of the dcove. He went into the windowless hdl and
turned on the light. He scanned the sheet of paper, reading it as though to refresh his memory.

Satidied, he replaced the paper againg the shade; he let the shade fly up and the document was agan
concedled. A dicking sound informed him that the roller had locked automaticaly.

Paget laughed softly. All anxiety had Ieft his face. He now seemed full of enthusasm. With an effort he
restrained himsdf and resumed his accustomed languor.

He had forgotten the man a the Merrimac Club in his dation.

BUT at that very moment, the man at the Merrimac Club was becoming suddenly active. The reading
room was deserted, for most of the menin the club had gone to dinner. The man arose from his chair and
reveded the features which Paget had vanly sought to observe.

The man's face was a drange one—smooth, expressionless, and masklike. It was the face of the stranger
who had visted Doctor Lukens, the night before his death.

The cam-faced man went to the newspaper table. He turned the pages of the Morning Monitor. He
stopped a the section of dassfied ads. His eyes gleamed as they found a paragraph under the heading
"Stuations Wanted—Made."

The paragraph reed:

Executive. Man of 23 years experience will accept responsible position. Minimum $9750 a year. Will
ded with corporations only. BX-86.

The man laughed as he read the terms of the advertisement. Hislaugh was hollow—scarcely more than a
whisper—yet it had a weird sound in that sllent room.



The stranger folded the newspaper and walked into the lobby. He entered a telephone booth and cdled
anumber.

"Metrolite Hotd?" he asked. His voice was quiet. "Room 874."
The man spoke again afew moments later.

"Miger Vincent?' he asked. "Sorry | can not go with you to-night. | am detained at home. | have to say
there once in awhile. Y ou understand, of course.”

The emphasized words phrased the sentence: "Go at once."

Twelve minutes later, Harry Vincent, agent of The Shadow, dighted from a taxicab across the street from
Rodney Paget's apartment house. He strolled toward the Sde of the building and looked upward toward
the lighted windows.

He made a careful cdculaion. He discovered one particular window - the living-room window of Paget's
gpartment. The window was lighted.

Harry returned to a vantage point, from which he could watch the door of the gpartment house. He
waited patiently for nearly ten minutes. A man came dowly dong the Street and stopped afew feet away.

"Hary," sad alow voice.

"Hedlo, Clyde" replied Vincent, in the same low tone. "I think you're in time. | know what he looks like.
When he comes out, I'll tag him. Y ou fallow me. Be ready to take up thetral if | think he suspects me"

"Right."

A man appeared beyond the revolving door of the apartment house. He emerged to the street and
looked dowly in both directions.

It was Rodney Paget. The man was swinging a light cane and smoking his inevitable cigarette. He
sauntered dong the Street amlesdy. Harry followed.

PAGET apparently was in no hurry. He walked severad blocks, then turned toward Broadway. He
stopped once or twicein front of different restaurants, and Harry loitered well behind.

At last one edting house caught Paget's fancy. He entered and went to a table a the end of the room.
Harry lingered outsde until Burke arrived.

"We can go in without being noticed,” whispered Harry. "Paget is not facing the door. We can take a
table near the front."

The two men entered the smdl restaurant and ordered dinner. Facing each other by the front window,
they could both observe Paget's back while the dubman was dining. Paget appeared to be in no hurry
with hismed.

"P-s<," 9gnded Harry.

Clyde looked to the left without moving his head. He noted that Paget was rigng from the table at the end
of the room.

Theman had turned dightly so that his profile was visble. He drew a watch from his pocket and noted



the time. Then he surveyed the restaurant in a curious way. Neither Harry nor Clyde made a suspicious
movement.

Paget paid the waiter and looked about him. Then he gtrolled to the back of the room.
"He's tdephoning,” whispered Clyde. "There's a booth in the corner. | can just see the edge of it."
Harry nodded.

Minutes dragged by. Harry became uneasy. He glanced toward the back of the room. Then he leaned
across the table.

"That's along phone cdl," he whispered. "I'm going back there to look up a number.”

He arose and went to the back of the restaurant. Clyde saw him as he stepped beyond the booth. Then
Harry's face turned suddenly toward the table, where Clyde Burke was gtting and the newspaperman
observed a look of profound amazement on his friend's features. He arose in response to a sgnd from
Harry.

"Look!" exclamed Harry, when Clyde reached him. Vincent was pointing to the telephone booth.

Clyde Burke was too astonished to reply. They were in the extreme corner of the restaurant, in an
obscure spot flanked by plain, painted wals. Before them, its entrance toward the back of the restaurant,
was the telephone booth. It was absolutely empty.

Rodney Paget had disappeared!

CHAPTER X. THE SILENT SEVEN

A MAN appeared in the lobby of an old apartment house just off Broadway. The place was deserted. It
was antiquated in appearance, and showed sgns of having once known better days.

The man opened the solid door of the automatic elevator. He entered, closed the door behind him, and
pressed the button marked with the figure four. The devator, its mechanism groaning, moved dowly
upward.

The man placed hisforefinger upon the red button marked "Stop.” He watched the door of the devator
and noted the number designating the third floor.

The ingant the bottom of the devator reached the top of the door tha led to the third floor, the man
pressed the stop button. The devator came to a hdt between the third and fourth floors.

The passenger turned to the back of the elevator. It conssted of two metd pands with a verticd divison
between them. The man placed his hand upon the divison and pushed it upward severd inches. Pressing
his hand againgt the pand on the right, he moved it to the | ft.

An opening appeared in the back of the elevator. Beyond it was a narrow doorway cut through the brick
masonry of the elevator shaft.

The man stepped through the opening. He closed the pand of the eevator behind him. Something
clicked; the mechaniam of the eevator began to grind as the car descended.

The lobby downstairs remained deserted for afew minutes. Then a Side door opened, and Rodney Paget
emerged. He stepped out of the old storeroom through which he had come,



He looked cautioudy about the lobby. The street door was solid, and no one could be seen from outside.
Paget glanced at his watch. It registered five minutes past eight.

The cdubman moved across the lobby in a gedthy manner. He hedily opened the devator door and
dipped through. He breathed a sgh of rdief as he pressed the button by the figure four.

Like the man who had gone before him, Paget kept his finger upon the red stop button. He was tense,
waiting for the proper ingant. He had the air of one who has embarked upon a dangerous adventure.

When the devator had cleared the third floor, Paget pressed the stop button. He turned and his hands
trembled dightly as he found the movable panel and opened it. The darkness of the passage through the
wal momentarily discouraged him. He hestated on the brink; then, with a sudden effort, he stepped

through the opening.

He closed the panel behind him and released a catch which he discovered by feding in the darkness. He
stood in a ligening atitude while the car descended to thefirg floor.

PAGET waked graight ahead, through impenetrable darkness. His hands were outstretched before him.
At lagt they encountered a smooth wall.

Feding to the right, Paget sensed a turn in the passage, but he did not follow it; Instead, he moved his
hands to the corner of the wal. There his fingers discovered a tiny crevicel In it was a amdl, dmost
unnoticegble projection.

He pressed the projection, and the smooth wal did back. It reveadled a room lighted by a dim red light.
When Paget entered, the wal closed behind him.

The room was smdl and barren. In one corner lay a dark mass of cloth. Paget stopped and lifted a
dark-blue robe, topped by a cowl. He donned the garment and stepped to the wall opposite the spot
where he had entered.

He tapped the wal saven times. A momentary Slence; then seven answering taps were heard. Paget
tapped five times. A portion of the wall did open.

Paget entered a larger room where four cowled men were standing. One of them approached him. The
room was filled with a dim, weird light.

"Seven,” came awhispered voice. The word was uttered by the cowled figure that stood before Paget.
"Slence" whispered Paget, inreply.

"One" came the next chdlenge.

"Hve" was Paget's response.

"Our name."

"“The Silent Seven."

"Our 9gn.”

Paget raised his hands to the front of his robe. The fingers of his right hand were spread; two fingers of
hisleft hand were extended.

The gesture sgnified the number seven. It stisfied the chdlenger.



"Our amulet,” came the next request. Paget hed out his left hand, pam down. There, on his third finger,
rested the scarab ring which had once been worn by Doctor George Lukens.

The hooded chdlenger leaned forward to inspect it. He showed his gpprova by stepping backward.

Paget, without noticeable hestation, took his place near the wdl beside the three hooded men who stood
there.

An ominous slence hung over that group of strangdy clad men. The suspense chilled Rodney Paget.
They were waiting, and no moation was made by any one. At length, seven light taps were heard.

The hooded chief stepped forward and tapped the diding door seven times. Sx knocks came in reply.
Thewal moved to the side and another hooded man entered. He answered the chalenges that had been
given to Rodney Paget.

The only difference was in the reply given to the word "One" Paget had responded "Fve" The
newcomer answvered "Sx."

There was a prolonged wait after the sixth man had been accepted by the chdlenger. Then came another
tapping. The new entrant replied "Seven' to the word "One"" He was accepted.

The chadlenger walked backward to the far Sde of the room and raised both hands. Paget followed the
example of the others asthey sat on stools near the walls of the room.

"WE are the Slent Seven,” said the centrd figure, in alow-pitched voice. Every word was audible; some
peculiar acoutic condition of the room gave the tone an awe-ingoiring sound.

"The Slent Seven,” repeated the others, in a whigper.
"We command the Fathful Ffty," came the voice.
"The Faithful Ffty," was the whispering echo.

"Our identities are unknown,” declared the speaker. "Each of us was appointed by the founder of our
order—he who firg was Number One.

"Should new members be needed, | shdl appoint them. Their names will be known to me done. That is
my oath."

"You have declared the oath of Number One," was the response.

"Bewary with the Faithful Ffty," came the speaker's voice. "Reved yourselves only in extreme necessity.
Otherwise, ded with them through the countersign.”

"Through the countersign.”
"Or through the cipher.”
"Through the cipher.”

"Or through me, your leader.”
"Through our leader.”

There was a short slence. The speaker then made an announcement.



"To-night," he said, "we have assembled at the request of Number Five. We shdl hear him bresk the
slence”

Rodney Paget arose ungteadily. He moved to the end of the room opposite the chief and made the 9gn
of the seven with his hands. The leader made the same Sgn in return.

"Brothers of the Seven,” said Paget, in alow voice, "I have brought you a plan.”

He was surprised at the sound of his own tones. His words did not seem naturd. It was impossble to
recognize afamiliar voicein this strange room.

Paget gained reassurance. He had feared these men until now, but he was rapidly becoming confident.

"My plan," he continued, "will bring us millions. In order to accomplish it, | must have full services of the
Fathful Fifty. | have used some of them before now"—he was dlib as he spoke this falsehood - "but |
need the services of those most suited to my present needs. | wish to obtain them through Number One."

"Does your plan require crime?’

The interrupting voice was that of Number One.

"es"

"Of what nature?"

"Abduction.”

"Isthat dI?'

"There may be complications" ventured Paget uneesly.

"There are no complications to the Slent Seven,” declared the leader. "To us, dl crimes are one—and dl
are judtifidble. Each crime mugt serve a purpose that is useful to us.

"We demand power and wedth. Society is our prey. We stop at nothing. We ask only that the gain be
worth our attention.”

"My plan fillsthat requirement.”
"What do the Seven say?' asked the leader.
"Let Number Five reved his plan to Number One," came avoice. A chorus responded, "Aye."

THE leader approached and produced a board which bore a sheet of paper. He placed a pencil in
Paget's hand. There, in that weird room, amidst those hooded figures, the man who had declared himsdf
as Number Five began to write.

At times his hand hesitated. The presence of the leader urged him on. He completed his work.

The leeder moved back, carrying the board with him. He was ddliberate as he read the words which
Paget had inscribed.

He perused the message a second time, as though committing it to memory. Then he pulled the paper
from the board.



Paget's heart sank as the leader tore the paper into hadves and quarters; then he fdt a thrill of dation
when the leader spoke.

"The planisgood,” declared Number One. "What do the Seven order?’
"Let Number One decide," came areply.

"Aye" dfirmed the whispered chorus.

"We dhdl accept it," said the leader. "Has Number Five any further request?'
"l shdll need money," said Paget boldly.

"How much?'

"Ten thousand dollars™

"It is granted,” was the leader's prompt reply. He beckoned to Paget. When the latter approached, the
leader wrote afew cryptic words on a card and showed it to him.

Paget nodded his hooded head. The leader destroyed the card, and Paget retired.
"Shdl the slence become unbroken?" questioned the leader. There was no reply.

The leader turned and uncovered a niche in the wal. Standing there, was a candelabrum with seven
lighted candles. The leader spoke.

"The Seven," he sad.

"Slence replied the others.

The leader extinguished one of the candles.
"Number Seven,” he said.

One of the hooded figures rose and turned his back to the leader. Thewadl did back and Number Seven
departed. Thewdl closed.

After a short walit, the leader put out another candle. Thistime he named Number Six, and a second man
left. When the leader extinguished a third candle, and caled for Number Five, Rodney Paget followed
the actions of the others.

As soon as the wall had closed behind him, he removed his robe and went down the passage to the
elevator. There he found a button in the wal. The car came up, and Paget entered it.

He logt no time in his departure. Three minutes after his dismissal, he was riding down Broadway in a
cab.

PAGET attended the theater that night, but he began to show sgns of poorly restrained impatience
before the show was over. After the lagt act, Paget |eft the theater with unusud haste.

He turned his steps toward Sxth Avenue, and stopped a the corner of Forty-fourth Street. A few
minutes later, a cab pulled up beside the curb.

"Taxi?' asked Paget, gpesking from beside the car.



"Busy,” replied the driver.

"Fathful,” said Paget, inalow voice.
"The Fifty," replied the driver.
"Slence" said Paget.

"The Seven,” came the response.

Paget placed his hands agang his chest, one hand outspread, the other clenched to form a fis. The
driver made the same sgn.

It was the 9gnd of recognition thet identified the members of the Fathful Fifty, the men who served the
Slent Seven. The driver opened the cab.

Paget ingructed him to drive to the Merrimac Club. As the cab moved out between the pillars of the
elevated, the driver's hand appeared through the partition that separated the back seat from the front. An
envelope dropped to the floor.

Paget picked it up and put it in his pocket. He did not linger long at the Merrimac Club. He strolled about
and smoked a cigarette. Then, leisurdly as ever, he left the club, summoned a cab, and rode home.

But in the privacy of his own gpartment, behind the drawn shades of the living room, Rodney Paget
became suddenly eager.

He pulled the envelope from his pocket and tore off the end. His fingers trembled as he spread open the
envelope and reached in to grasp the contents. A gasp of satisfaction followed.

Crinkling in his hands was a wad of crisp new, five-hundred-dollar hills

Paget smiled as he counted them. Twenty in dl. It was the ten thousand dollars he had requested from
the Slent Seven!

Paget marveled at the power of the mighty organization. He redized that he had associated himsdf with
medters of crime. With inexhaudtible funds, with fifty determined workers at their cdl, the Slent Seven
was an unknown band of terror.

CHAPTER XI. PAGET SEES A SHADOW

THERE was no appreciable change in Rodney Paget when he appeared a the Merrimac Club the day
after the meting of the Slent Seven. All traces of anxiety had Ieft his features. His habitud composure
was completely restored.

With Paget, languor was naturd, not affected. The drooping fingers with their ivory cigarette holder
henging from them, indicated a man of some ability. For Paget was a deep schemer, whose greatest
ability was his lack of unrestrained emation.

He arrived at the dub shortly after noon, and one of the first persons he encountered was Steuben. He
drew his friend into a corner and pressed something into his hand. Steuben, upon looking & the article,
was surprised to find a five-hundred-dollar hill.

As Paget turned away from Steuben, a solemn-faced man whom he did not recognize walked by. He
wondered if this could be the individud who had been in the room the day before.



Paget strolled about the dub for more than an hour. He appeared languorous and entirdy disinterested in
the surroundings. Actudly, he was watching for some one; and he was gtting in the lobby when the
expected individud arrived.

A short, dark-complexioned man came into the Merrimac Club. He walked with an ar of importance,
and he seemed to express sdlf-stisfaction in every manneriam. He had a businesdike gride; he stared
draight ahead.

His keen eyes, his thin, sraight lips, and his carefully pointed moustache, added to his expression of
superiority. He did not see Paget until the latter greeted him.

"Helo, Wilbur," drawled Paget, teking his cigarette holder from hislips. The newcomer stopped.
"Ah, Rodney," he said. He extended his hand and Paget rose to meet him.

"Lunch together?' questioned Paget.

The man glanced at his watch.

"All right, Rodney," he agreed. "I have an appointment at two. Just a bite, and then I'll hurry on.”

THE man with whom Rodney Paget was lunching was Wilbur Blake, one of the wedthiest young men in
New York. Blake was severd years Paget's junior. He had inherited millions, and moved in the most
exdusve cirdes, and frequently traveled from New Y ork.

He lived & Newport in the summer, and visted Floridaiin the winter. Thiswas one of the intervas during
which he lived in his pdatia Long Idand home.

Paget had known Blake since boyhood, and he had often wished to capitdize upon his acquaintance with
the multimillionaire, but he had considered it the part of wisdom to desist.

Blake had ended severd friendships because people had tried to take advantage of his wedth. Hence
Paget seemed to avoid Blake rather than to seek his company. This attitude had brought results.

Rodney Paget was the one member of the Merrimac Club whom Wilbur Blake would have been willing
to accept as an intimate friend.

The waiter took the order. Blake twisted the ends of his moustache and stared across the room.

Paget opened a drawling conversation, which resulted in Blake inviting Paget out to his country house.
Paget accepted.

While Blake ate hurriedly, Paget was leisurdy. He watched his friend cdosdly, as though interested in
evey action that Blake made.

The millionare did not observe this. He was in a hurry to complete his med. He finished long before
Paget was through, and left the table with a brusgue reminder that to-morrow noon his chauffeur would
cdl for Paget.

Paget watched Blake as he left the dining room. Then, as the waiter was bringing dessert, the dubman
inserted a cigarette in the long holder and puffed thoughtfully.

A vague semblance of a amile appeared upon hislips.

Later in the afternoon, Paget returned to his apartment and packed two large suitcases. When he had



completed the operation, he entered the dcove and looked at the window shade. There he stood in
prolonged indecison.

FHndly he shrugged his shoulders and Ift the gpartment. He went to the club and dined done.
At eight o'clock, he gtrolled to the street and summoned a taxicab.

With dl hislanguorous manner, Paget was secretly observant as the cab left the front of the club. He saw
another cab move after him. He rubbed his chin and nodded to himsdlf.

His cab reached the Pennsylvania Station. There, Paget threaded his way through the busy throng, and
suddenly emerged at another entrance, where he hurried away in another cab.

Thistime, when he looked behind him, a amile of satisfaction appeared upon his face. He was confident
that no taxi was on histrall.

Paget's dedtination was a street in the Nineties, east of Lexington Avenue. There, he left the cab and
walked severa blocks, turning two or three corners.

He arrived at an old house that had been converted into an apartment. He dipped into the dingy vestibule
and rang a bell. A whigle came from the speaking tube on the wall.

"Okay," replied Paget.

The door clicked and the dubman entered. He went up two flights of stairs and tapped a a door in the
corner. The door opened, and Paget entered. He wasin a poorly furnished room. A sngle light gleamed
from a table in the corner.

The only occupant was the man who had admitted Paget. This individua was obscured in the
semidarkness. The occupant closed the door. Paget took a char beside the table.

"WdI?" questioned his host.

"Its ," replied Paget.

An exdamation of satisfaction camein reply.
"When?' asked the man.

"I don't know," answered Paget. " Soon, though.”

"It had better be soon!" retorted the man sullenly. "I've waited a long time. I'm broke. Owe them fifty
dollars rent, among other things™

"Il fix thet," said Paget eadly.
"Youve sad that before. 1've waited long enough.”
"You have to wait." Paget spoke sharply now.

"I know that. You've got me where you want me. | can't squawk. I've played the waiting game far
enough. But it gets tiresome. | want action.”

"How's this?'

PAGET'S hand appeared in the light holding a rall of bills. The other man responded with a gasp of



eagerness. He came forward and reached for the money. Paget let him take it.

The man dropped into a char beside the table and counted off twenty-five ten-dollar bills. His hands
moved excitedly.

When he had completed his counting of the currency, he raised his head, and for the firg time his features
were completely vishlein the table light.

A slow face, with quick, active eyes; thin lips benesth a moustache with pointed waxed ends. The
features bore an dmog identica resemblance to those of Wilbur Blake.

"A little less eagerness,” said Paget quietly. "It doesn't go with the part.”
The man nodded. Then he gave a short laugh.

"The laugh can be improved,” added Paget. "Don't use it often. Now try this I'm meking a hint that
makes you suspect | want a favor from you.”

The man's eyebrows crept close together. His eyes became fixed and steady. The expresson on his face
betrayed suspicion.

"Good," said Paget. "Now try thisone. I've fooled you, laying you open to an idea without you knowing
it. For ingance, | want to vigt you. I've just told you that I'm not doing anything right now, and you're
thinking about inviting me out to see you."

The man's eydids raised.

"That'sit," declared Paget. "Youve got it perfectly. | watched to-day, to make sure -"
The man smiled.

"Be on hand here, in the evenings,”" Paget said.

"Right."

"Above dl -* The words suddenly froze on Paget's lips. He was staring beyond his companion, gazing
intently at the window. The man noticed his eyes and began to turn. Paget gripped his wrist and muttered
without moving hislips.

"Look thisway," were Paget's words. "Don't turn.”

Paget's lackadaisca manner returned ingtantly. His eyes shifted toward the floor, but they were ill in the
direction of the window. Paget inserted a cigarette in hisivory holder.

His companion thought he was no longer intent. Yet Paget had logt none of his dertness. He was
watching something on his dim floor—a huge shadow that lay motionless, projecting inward from the
window.

Paget's eyes never |eft the floor. His companion wondered, but made no comment. Two minutes went
by. The only action in the room was that of Paget's hand as it lifted the cigarette holder to and from his

lips
The black splotch that lay on the floor was motionless.

Peget arose. He waked toward the door. He turned and his eyes sought the floor. Still they sawv no



moation in that shadowy blot, yet Paget was sure that its position had changed.

The shadow had receded. The dubman gave no sgn of his discovery. He walked to the door and placed
his hand upon the knob. Then he sivung about.

The black blot was moving now, drawing toward the window, dhrinking into nothingness. Paget watched
it, expecting it to stop. Instead, it disappeared with amazing suddenness.

With quick dtrides, Paget pounced across the room and reached the open window. His companion
joined him. The man darted to speak, wondering if Paget had gone suddenly insane. The dubman
brushed him back.

"Keep awvay!" exdamed Paget, as he leaned from the window.

BELOW him was a courtyard at the sde of the building. A light from the street showed nothing but the
rough brick wadl of the old house. To the left was a corner, bardy Sx feet away. There was no window
directly below; the nearest was twenty feet to the right.

"The back of the housal™ exdamed Paget. "Do you have a window there?'

His companion shook his head.

"What's up?' he asked.

"I thought | saw some one at the window," said Paget.

The man laughed.

"It would take a human fly to come up that wdl," he said. "Y ou're seeing things™

"I saw a shadow on the floor,” returned Paget. "It moved away. It looked like the shadow of a man—a
large shadow that shriveled.”

"Did you see any one outside?'
"No. He might have gone around the corner of the house"
"Hanging on those bricks?'

Paget shrugged his shoulders. The man's incredulity was logicd. Still, Paget was sorry that there was no
back window through which he might have made a quick inspection.

He decided to forget the matter, after adding one word of caution.

"Be careful, Dodge," he said. "I didn't want you to look toward the window. The less you are seen, the
better."

The man nodded. He replied in like manner.
"Waich the Dodge quff,” he warned. "It's a bad nameto cdl me -"

"All right for the present,” said Paget. "I don't use it much. It's the firg time I've said the name to-night. As
soon as you get placed, 'l forget the name Dodge, unless -"

"Unless?'



"Unlessyou try a double-cross!”
The man nodded.

Rodney Paget took one more glance from the window. Hdf satisfied, he waved good night to his
companion and left the room without another word.

Outside the building, he looked cautioudy up and down the street. Seeing no one, he walked away.

The shadows on the sireet seemed redl to Rodney Paget as he threaded his way to Lexington Avenue.
He stopped a cab and rode to his gpartment. At the door of the building, he looked across the street,
daring suspicioudy at the blackness of the opposite sdewalk.

Fndly, convinced that hisimaginetion was a work. Paget entered the gpartment house. Lights appeared
inhiswindows. Fifteen minutes | ater, they went out.

Rodney Paget had retired.

It was then that the shadowy mass across the Street began to move. Something like a solid form emerged
and flitted ghoulishly away.

Asit neared the avenue at the end of the street, the moving shape again merged with the black fronts of
the building. From that moment, the keenest eye could not have detected its presence.

A taxicab stopped in answer to awhigle. The driver could see no prospective passenger. Then he heard
the door of the cab open.

The fare had stepped up without the taximan seeing him. A head appeared at the partition and a low
voice gave the cab driver a detination.

As the cab rolled dong the street in front of the apartment house where Rodney Paget lived, a low,
mocking laugh came from the interior of the cab. It did not seem to be the laugh of a human being. It was
alaugh that seemed to be the shadow of alaugh.

CHAPTER XIl. BLAKE TAKES A RIDE

WILBUR BLAKE was seated in the spacious library of his Long Idand home. An empty glass was
beside him on the table. He pressed a button on the wall. A butler appeared.

"Herbert," said Blake, "tdl Otto to comein here before he leaves”

A moment later a uniformed chauffeur entered the room.

"Evaything dl right, Otto?" asked Blake.

"Yes, ar.”

"Youreto pick up Migter Paget a the Merrimac Club at ten o'clock and be back before deven.”
"Yes, gr."

"Fick up the night watchman &t his house. Y ou can bring himin the rumble seat.”

"Yes, gr."

The chauffeur left. Blake went to a tablein the corner and started to write.



Paget had been saying with Blake now for about a week, and he enjoyed Paget's company in the huge
Long Idand house. Blake's vast wedth made friendships of an intimate nature rare. He was rather a
londy young man.

BLAKE had been occupied less than ten minutes before some one entered the room. He turned to see
Rodney Paget.

"How did you come in?' questioned Blake, in surprise. "Otto just left to pick you up a the Merrimac
Club."

"He did?" exdamed Paget. "I told them to cdl up from there. A friend of mine was coming out in this
direction, so | came out with him. | didn't have time to phone, mysdf."

Blake summoned the butler.
"Did they cdl from the Merrimac Club?' he asked.
"No, gr," replied Herbert.

"I know whet they did," said Paget disgustedly. "I told them your chauffeur was coming at ten. They
probably thought | wanted them to inform him thet | had gone. A fine pickle, isn't it?"

"It makes no difference,” replied Blake. "1 won't need Otto anyway. I'm glad you arrived early. Bring us
drinks, Herbert. Then well try a game of billiards"

While the two men sipped their glasses, Wilbur Blake became both loquacious and complimentary.

"You know, Rodney," he said, "you're the best company I've had around this house. Five days, youve
been here -"

"Sx," corrected Paget.

"Sx," confirmed Blake. "That's right."

"And 9x daysisalong stay," sad Paget.

"I want you to stay a month, if you can spare thetime,” said Blake.

Paget handed his glass to the butler.

"Il consider it," he said. "But you're busy at times, Wilbur. | don't want to annoy you."

"Don't worry about that," laughed Blake. "If you can stand it, | can. You're the one that's put out when |
have to discuss business. To-night was the firg evening you haven't been here”

Paget nodded.

"Beddes" sad Blake, "l like to talk some of my affairs over with you. Y ou'd make a good business man,
Rodney, if you spared the time”

"Big business interests me" said Paget languidly. "I become bored with trifles—and that's why | don't
work any more than is necessary."

The butler entered.

"Telephone, gr,” he said to Wilbur Blake.



Blake's face was puzzled as he arose.
"Come dong, Rodney,” he said. "I'll answer the phone on the way to the hbilliard room.”

They entered the large living room, and Blake went to the phone. He held a short conversation; then hung
up the receiver and turned to Paget.

"Il have to run over to see Barton,” he explaned. "Hes dl worried about that trust-company
proposition. Expects a couple of men in to-night and wants me there.”

"Can't you wait for Otto to come back?'

"No. But it won't matter. Otto aways drives me, wherever | go, but | can make this short run mysdf. Il
have to take the sedan, though. Otto has the speedster.”

"Want me to come with you?"
"No. Il go done. There would be nathing for you to do there. I'll be back ingde an hour.”

BLAKE went out by the side door, after turning on the outside light. Paget and the butler, ganding in the
doorway, watched him.

Blake disappeared into the darkness of the garage. Paget closed the door and turned to the butler.
"Ancther drink, Herbert," he said. "Wait. I'l come aong with you."

He went into the dining room and talked to the butler while the man prepared the drink. They heard the
sound of the sedan asiit rolled dong the driveway.

Paget continued to talk to Herbert. Severd minutes went by. Then Paget entered the library and began to
read a book.

There was a certain cam assurance in Paget's manner as he sat there. Herbert, entering occasiondly, saw
nothing unusud. Y et Paget was inwardly anxious, waiting expectantly as the minutes ticked by. His only
betrayd wasin his casud questioning of Herbert.

"Where isthe vaet?' asked Paget.
"Updairs, dr," sad the butler.
"The other servants?”

"They go out in the evening, Sr. But Jarvis and | are dways here. So is Otto, except to-night, Sr. Then
the watchman comes on duty, later."

"At deven?'

"Yes, ar."

"Good idega," said Paget gpprovingly. "It keeps the place wel protected.”
"Yes, dr. Miger Blake is very inggent upon it.”

The butler left. Paget continued waiting. He noted Blake's writing at the table, and studied the notations
with interest.



Rodney Paget had learned a great deal concerning Wilbur Blake's affairs during the past Sx days—a
great ded more than Blake supposed.

A car came up the driveway. Paget Ift the library and went into the living room, where he found Herbert.
The automohile stopped at the Sde door. Wilbur Blake entered.

Paget stared steadily at the man and noted a dight motion of Blake's right hand. In return, Paget gave a
ggnd with hisfingers. Blake turned to the butler.

"Il leave the car in the driveway, Herbert," he said. "Tdl Otto to put it away when he comes in. Tdl him
| want to seehim."

The butler did not reply. He looked a his master, puzzled. Blake stared back; his eyebrows crept
together in the characteristic manner when he was annoyed.

Herbert recognized the action and was quick with his response.
"Yes, dr," hesad.

Paget turned to Blake. "How about the game of billiards?"
"Good," returned Blake.

Paget turned toward the hilliard room, and Blake followed. Paget said something in a low tone, without
moving hislips. Blake turned and looked back at Herbert.

"Drinks" he ordered.
"Yes, ar." There was no further hesitation in the butler's manner as he went toward the dining room.

THE two men were playing billiards when Herbert arrived with the glasses. When the butler |eft the
room, Blake whispered to Paget:

"That bird was pretty near wise."
"Only for aminute” replied Paget.

"Otto will be next,” commented Blake. "I'll be ready for him. Say, the job was certainty pulled dick. How
did you do it?'

"Never mind."

"Oh, dl right. | just liked the job, that was dl. The sedan came dong and stopped in front of the old
house where you told me to wait. A fdlow got out and walked away, up the road. When | saw the coast
was clear, | hopped in and came back here”

The door opened, and Herbert returned for the empty glasses.
"Nice shot, Wilbur," commented Paget, in hisusud drawling tone.
"Thanks, Rodney," returned Blake, chaking his cue. "Now watch this one."

The men resumed their buzzing conversation after the butler had gone. At lagt there was a knock at the
door. Otto entered in response to Blake's order.

"Sorry, gr," said. Otto. "l didn't know that Mister Paget had gone until | reached the club.”



"All right, Otto," said Blake briskly. "Did you bring the watchman?'
"Yes, gr."

"Did you put the sedan away?"

"Yes, gr."

"Good night."

At midnight, the men concluded their game of billiards. As they went upgtairs together, Blake passed the
butler with confidence and assurance. Paget accompanied Blake to his room.

"Remember,” said Paget, "you are Wilbur Blake. I've told you much tonight. | have more pointers that
you will learn to morrow.

"I'm here for a month—and the game isin our hands."
The other man nodded.
"Good night, Rodney," he said.

In his own room, Paget turned out the light before retiring, and stared through the open window. He saw
the watchman pass in his patrol of the grounds. Then his eyes were disturbed by the sght of a long
shadow that lay across the lawn.

It reminded him of the shadow that he had seen in that squalid room in the house near Lexington Avenue.

Paget watched the shadow intently for severd minutes. He shrugged his shoulders and was about to
leave the window, when he fancied he saw the shadow move. He continued watching, but detected no
further motion.

"A shadow,” murmured Paget, as he left the window. "Only a shadow— but a shadow may
mean—some one. Wdl, theré's a cure for everything - induding shadows."

He was thinking of the Slent Seven. As yet, he had tested only a portion of ther power. Should this
drange shadow prove the presence of an enemy, an gppea to Number One would defesat the foe.

What was the power of a shadow compared with thet of the Silent Seven!
CHAPTER XIIl. VISITOR AT NIGHT

IT was one o'clock in the morning. Two men were Stting in the library of Wilbur Blake's home. One was
Rodney Paget; the other was the man who looked like Wilbur Blake.

Paget was deep in thought. He lacked his cusomary indifference. Blake's double was eyeng him
curioudy. At length he spoke to Paget.

"About time we caled it anight, eh, Rodney?' he asked.
Paget looked up suddenly.
"Not yet, Wilbur," he said, speaking as though to Blake himsdf. "I want to think awhile”

The other man rose and leaned close to Paget.



"Ligen," came his voice. "If you're worrying about this business, you're wasting your time. Look & me.
Whoam |?'

"You look like Wilbur Blake," replied Paget in alow voice.

"Youre right," was the answer. "I am Wilbur Blake—so far as the world is concerned. We've been
playing the game a week, now, and there hasn't been adip. It's getting better every day.

"Look a me. I'm confident. A few days more, and were going to swing a sae that will bring in three
million. Y ou're fixing the percentage to suit yourself. So why worry?"

Paget shook his head dubioudly.

"Look a this" Blake picked up a pen and scrawled a name across a sheet of paper. "Whose sgnature is
thet?"

Paget looked at the writing. A trace of admiration appeared on his face.
"It's the duplicate of Blake's" he said.

"You're right,” answered the other man. "Practice makes perfect. Remember that phony sgnature | had
the firg time you met me? Good enough to fool the average man; but this one will fool the best.”

Paget nodded.

"I've played square with you,” said the fdse Blake, in alow tone. "You hold dl the trump cards. You've
got Blake tucked away somewhere so you can bring him back if you want. | can't make a move without

your say-so.

"But | don't object. I'm gtting pretty and | expect to get a decent cut, with dl these millions to play with.
Y ou're not worried about me, are you?'

"No."

"Then give me the low-down. Something's the matter. Tdl me part of it, if you don't want to spill it all.
Maybe | can hep you out.”

PAGET deliberated. Blake took a char opposite and watched as the dubman gradudly regained his
composure. When he saw Paget produce a cigarette and the ivory holder, Blake amiled.

"I'm going to let you in on something,” said Paget quietly. "It goes back to that night—the last night before
we pulled the job.

"You remember that | thought some one was looking in the window?*
Blake nodded.

"All I saw," continued Paget, "was a shadow on the floor. It moved away when | approached. Then it
disappeared. | forgot about it until a few nights ago; then | saw it—again.”

"Where?'
"On the lawn outside this house."

"Maybe you were mistaken."



"I thought so mysdf," admitted Paget. "But | saw it afterward— two nights later.

"I had a dream that same night—a dream that something was threstening me. | woke up and thought
some one was in the room. But | could find no one there.

"The next night | dreamed again. When | awoke and looked toward the window | could see nothing. It
seemed as though some great, black shape was looming in front of me. Then it disappeared and was

gone.
"Since then every shadow has worried me -"

Paget's voice stopped. He stared a the window of the room as though expecting to see some monstrous
shape sweep aside the shade.

"If my enemy isred," said Paget in a tense, hoarse whisper, "I can meet him. But when | have never even
seenhim -"

"Ligen, Rodney," interrupted Blake. "Y ou didn't swing this job done. I'm Wilbur Blake right now—but a
week ago | was somebody else. Y ou're working with others. Perhaps they're double-crossing you -"

Paget's lips twitched. His companion had voiced one of his own apprehensions. Rodney Paget had
fdsdy invaded the cirde of the Slent Seven. Yet so far they had cooperated with his plans. He had done
nothing thet would warrant suspicion.

"Suppose that's it," Paget said speculatively. He was wary of the other man's suggestion. "What would
you do?'

"Have a show-down," replied Blake promptly.

"How?"

"Put it up to your pals, whoever they are.”

"But suppose some one eseisin the game—trying to break things up for us-"
Blake laughed.

"Then put your pason histral!"

Paget arose and began dowly to pace the floor.

"That's more like it, Wilbur," he said. "But there's nothing real about this menace. Shadows and dreams,
then more—shadows!" He pronounced the last word in a hollow whisper.

Blake stared hard at the wal and began to twid the point of his moustache. It was a habit he had
acquired from practicing the part of the man whose place he had taken.

"Forget it—for to-night,” said Blake suddenly. "Go get some deep and don't worry. Il think this over.
Maybe | can help you."

UPSTAIRS in his room, Rodney Paget stared from the window, weatching the long, swaying shadows of
the trees. He began to fed the camness of the moonlight. He went to bed and drowsed away.

Haf-awakening, he fancied that he heard a noise. He overcame hisdarm and became more restful. Then
he awakened suddenly.



He fdt a strange sensation of some one close by. It seemed as though a person had lifted the pillow upon
which his head was regting.

Quickly Paget thrust his hand under the pillow. He gripped a amdl object. It was the scarab ring which
he dways kept with him. Then hisfingers touched the handle of his automatic.

Holding the wespon, he sat bolt upright.

A soft tgpping came from the door.

"Who's there?' excdlamed Paget in a hoarse whisper.
"Wilbur," came the reply.

"Comein," sad Paget.

Theform of Wilbur Blake appeared. The man closed the door behind him. In the light from the window
hisface bore a pdlor that sartled Paget.

"I've seen—him," whispered Blake in a gagping voice.

"Who?' questioned Paget.

"The Shadow!"

"The Shadow?' Paget's words expressed bewilderment. Blake sat on the sde of the bed.

"The Shadow," he said. "Rodney, were up agans something. You tipped me off to-night without
knowing it. Y ou remember how you talked of shadows?"

"Yan

"Wdl, I've heard of a shadow—The Shadow, they cdl him. He's a power in the underworld. No one
knows who heis or what his game may be.

"Maybe he's a crook—maybe he's a detective—or perhaps a government man. But he's put a crimp in
more than one big shat, Il tdl you that!"

The speaker paused and looked cautioudy about him.

"I never knew why they caled him The Shadow,” he continued. "I thought it was just a name. But you
dartled me to-night, the way you said that word 'shadow.’

"I've been waiting in the hdl, by that litle window that looks out on the yard. | saw some shadows
moving in the moonlight; but | thought nothing of them. Then | turned and saw—The Shadow!”

"Where?' demanded Paget.

"By the door of your room. There was a light burning at the end of the hal—away from me. There he
was—a mean in black, sanding as dill as a statue. He had a cloak around his shoulders, and a big hat hid
hisface.

"I had my gun in my pocket, with my hand on the butt. That didn't matter. When | saw him, | couldn't
budge.

"Where did he go? What did he do?'



"He stood there. | just couldn't believe that he was red, or dive. Then suddenly he moved. He didn't
seem to walk. He glided, moving dong the wall of the hdlway like a shadow.

"I dutched my gun; and he was gone. He mugt have turned the corner and dipped down the gars”
"Why didn't you follow him?'

"I was worried about you. He came from here. Didn't you see any one in the room?"

Peget shook his head.

"Wilbur," he said, "maybe you're the one that's seeing things. | never heard of The Shadow before.

"I thought some one was here in the room; but | decided it was my imagination. If he came in, it mus
have been by the window -"

Paget broke off his sentence. He left the bed and looked from the window. His eye roved across the
expanse of lawvn toward a bed of large shrubs. Blake had come over beside him. Suddenly Paget seized
the other man's arm.

"Look!" he exdlamed hoarsdly. "Look! Over therel"

ON the other sde of the lawn stood a motionless figure garbed in black. It fitted exactly with the
description of the man whom Blake had seen in the hdlway. Tal, dender and erect, the black-clad form
seemed to be watching the house.

With a short oath, Blake drew his automatic. Before he could levd his wespon, the figure turned
suddenly and disappeared behind the shrubs. Paget gripped his companion's wrigt.

"Dont fird" he exclamed. "Y ou couldn't get him now. Well have to wait.”
Blake pocketed the automatic.

"He's after you, that's certain,” Blake said. "I wouldn't have run into himif | hadn't been wetching. It's The
Shadow, right enough.”

Paget did not reply.

"If he's on your trail, he means business™ added Blake. "It's just as bad for me asiit is for you—because
we're in the same game.”

"Perhaps,” replied Paget speculatively.

His mind was reverting to certain incidents that had occurred before his meeting with the Slent Seven. He
was thinking of the newspaper reports that had followed the degth of Doctor George Lukens - how they
had mentioned the presence of a suspected murderer who had €uded the police.

|deas were forming in his mind, and he voiced them in part.

"Now that | have seen The Shadow," Paget said, "l can ded with him. Whatever his power may be, |
can command forces thet are more powerful.

"You are safe here, now. If | go away, he will follow me. That will protect you and our plan. | shdl leave
inthe morning—back to New Y ork. The Shadow will find a trap awaiting him."



Paget lowered the window. He pulled down the shade and turned on the light. He found his cigarette
holder and a package of cigarettes. He sat in a chair and began to smoke.

The other man regarded him with gpproval. It was the fase Wilbur Blake who showed sgns of
nervousness now—not Rodney Paget. For the man who had met the Slent Seven was scheming, and his
plans were designed to doom The Shadow.

Nether Paget nor Blake went back to bed. They sat up until dawn, smoking and talking. When daylight
came they aroused Herbert and ordered breakfast. An hour later Otto was summoned.

Rodney Paget shook hands with his friend Wilbur Blake on the side porch of the house.

"I won't see you again for some time, Wilbur,” he said. "Send my luggage in later on. I'll be daying at the
gpartment.”

Hejoined Otto in the speedster, and the swift car rolled down the drive.

CHAPTER XIV. THROUGH NUMBER ONE

WHEN Rodney Paget arived in his gpartment, he closed the door and looked cardesdy about him.
Even when aone, he carried the bored expression which had become second nature with him.

His eyes rested upon a picture that hung at a dight angle. He approached it. He raised the lower corner
of the picture the fraction of an inch from the wall, and noted atiny pencil mark.

He carefully let the picture go back into itsfirg pogtion. A dight smile flickered on hislips.

He had set the picture at that angle and had marked the wadl to correspond. Had any one moved it
without replacing it exactly, a dew would have remained.

Paget made a amilar examination of alarge cigarette box. He opened the box and carefully inspected its
interior. Then his atention turned to a partly filled bookrack on the table. He produced a ruler and
carefully measured the distance between the end book and the end of the rack.

Teble drawers were next. Each one had some trivid feature for which Paget looked. Each drawer met
with his satisfaction.

If any one had searched the premises during Paget's absence, it seemed dmogt a surety that some trace
would have remained. Still, the clubman's inspection did not cesse.

He placed his left hand above a doorway and ran his fingers dong until he encountered the projecting
corner of an envelope. He drew the envelope from the crack where it was inserted and examined it
caefully. The envelope was sedled and bore no dgns of having been opened. Paget replaced it with his
right hand.

Now, as an afterthought, Paget's atention turned to the most obvious object in the room—a pile of
folded papersin the far corner of atable. He picked up each paper and opened it.

When he reached the fourth, a tense expression came to his face. The paper had opened easly. Paget
looked closdly near one corner. There he saw a minute mark—so tiny that the keenest eye would not
have noticed it without knowing the particular spot.

Paget's actions became more careful. He opened the next paper with studied precison. Upon it he
discovered asmilar mark.



PAGET became cadmly deliberate. Some one had been in the gpartment during his absence. A skilled,
careful searcher had gone through dl his papers.

That person had shown uncanny ability. He had successfully duded every snare that had been placed in
his path with the exception of the innocent folded papers. These had been prepared for the searcher's
coming.

Paget had gpplied atiny dab of glue near the corners of two papers before he had folded them. The
searcher had unwittingly broken the dight adhesion.

Paget lost no timein his next ingpection. His footsteps turned to the alcove. There he carefully examined
the spring blind of the little window. He ran hisleft thumb dong the rolled-up portion, and a dight amile of
satisfaction was his response.

The window shade had not been touched so far as he could see. Nevertheless, he released the catch and
lowered the shade. The concealed papers came into view. Paget hed them there, and his practiced eye
judged thar exact pogtion. It met with his gpproval. He raised the blind and locked it.

He was sure of two facts, now; firg, that some one had entered his room; second, that that person hed
not examined the window shade. Paget peered through the little window. It opened on the blank interior
wal of the building. No one could have seen it from the street.

Paget roamed the gpartment for a few minutes, checking up to make sure that no one was conceded
there. He left the place and walked to a drug store. After a cautious glance that satisfied him no one was
near, he caled a number which he had evidently committed to memory.

"Fathful," said Paget in response to the answer from the other end of the wire.
"Hfty," camethe reply.

"Slence”

"The Seven."

"Hve" sad Paget, oftly but emphatically.

"Reques,” came the answering word.

"Through Number One." Paget's words were scarcely more than a whisper. The receiver clicked at the
other end of theline.

Peget left the drug store and took a cab to the Merrimac Club. Despite his apparent cdm, he was
inwardly excited.

He had made the firs step in a new adventure. He was testing the most subtle secret of the Silent Seven.

IT was not until two o'clock in the afternoon that Paget learned what his next step was to be. The latest
edition of the Morning Monitor was placed upon the table in the reading room of the Merrimac Club.
With no expression of great interest, Paget picked up the tabloid and began to glance through its lurid
pages with a disdainful air.

He dropped the paper once and started to wak away from the table. This gave him an opportunity to
observe that no one was in the room. As though inspired by an afterthought, Paget went back to the
newspaper and turned to the meager want-ad column. He quickly discovered the item which he sought.



It was at the top of the column.

Advertisng agency requires man of long experience. Only those with actud qudifications should reply.
Report for interview in office to-morrow morning. Applicants not considered by letter or telephone.
Acme Advertisng Agency, Site 590, Tacoma Building.

The advertisement was an answer to Paget's requedt. Its identifying clews were tha each sentence
contained exactly seven words, and that there were five sentences.

Paget observed these facts, he aso noted the address given in the advertissment. But he chose to ignore
the dipulation that gpplicants should appear the next day. He left the dub immediady, and in a short
while arrived a the Tacoma Building.

He was the only person who Ieft the devator at the fifth floor. He found suite 590, and after a lesurdy
glance down the hdlway, he entered the reception room. A stenographer was seated there. The girl
looked inquiringly at the visitor.

"I camein answer to your advertisement,” said Paget.
"To-morrow," replied the girl, tumning back to her typewriter.

"I would like to have an interview this afternoon,” indsted Paget.
Thegirl stopped her work and pointed to a door at the right.

"Go in the wating room, then," she said. "l won't take your name until 1 have notified Mister Bishop that
an gpplicant is here. He's busy now. Youll have to wat awhile”

Paget entered the room. The door closed automaticaly behind him. He heard a dlick as though a laich
hed locked.

The room was smdl. It had no windows. There was Smply a closed door opposite the entrance through
which Paget had come.

The room was furnished with a table and severa chairs. It was lighted by a large lamp in the corner.
Paget noted that severd advertising devices were displayed on the table. One attracted his attention. It
was a glass frame with gray backing, mounted on a pedestal.

Evidently Paget knew what he was expected to do. He acted immediaidy. He went to the lamp. He
turned out the lights and sat in a chair. After a short pause, he spoke.

"Slence" he said, softly.

A light appeared in the gray frame. There, in geaming letters, was the word "Seven." It stood as a Slent
reply to his password.

"Hve" sad Paget.
Theword "seven" disappeared. In its place came the word "on€'.

Paget, as the fifth member of the secret group, was in communication with the chief of the organization.
Every word tha the dubman uttered was tranamitted to some other place—how distant, Paget did not
know—where a hand controlled the switch that made the answering words appear.

"I require the immediate aid of the Faithful Fifty," said Paget, hislow voice disguised and scarcely audible



inthe darkness.

Theword "ong" disappeared from the frame. In its place came the word "proceed,” which formed |etter
by letter.

"One of my agents,” sad Paget, dowly, "is in danger. He has been of assstance in our work. It was
through him that the enterprise began. Some one is seeking to trace his movements™

Paget paused. The word "proceed” remained in the frame.

"My agent's name'—Paget amiled in the darkness—"is Rodney Paget. He has been daying a Wilbur
Blake's home. He reports that some one has been watching him. He believes that this enemy has dso
entered his apartment. Because heis being watched, he has |eft Blake's house.”

The light went out. Now letters formed in the frame, spdling firg one word, then another, to form a
complete sentence. Paget watched it cdlosdy, until it became entirdy blank.

"Who—is—watching—him -" were the words.

"A person cdled The Shadow," sad Paget. "He is a man of mystery. He appears only at night -"
He stopped his sentence as new words began to formin the frame.
"We—know—of—The—Shadow -" was the message of Number One.

"Ah!" Paget spoke dmost without thinking. "Do you know his identity?'

"No," came the illuminated reply.

"How may he be diminated?"

"Where—is—Paget -" came the next words.

"He gtays at the Merrimac Club,” answered Paget. "Heis there during the day and the evening.”
"Where—does—he—live -" The illuminated words flashed with weird precison.

Paget gave the location of his gpartment, in alow, careful voice.
"He—will—find—orders—there -" announced the flashing panel.

Paget could think of nothing else to say. He sat in the darkness, awaiting a further command. None came.

Suddenly the lamp in the corner became illuminated and Paget was momentarily surprised to find himsdf
inthe illuminated room. There was adick at the entrance. The door had unlocked.

A few minutes later the stenographer entered.

"Sorry, 9r," she said. "Miger Bishop cannot see you to-day. You may come back to-morrow and give
your name then."

PAGET left the room. His eyes sparkled with admiration as he rode down the eevator—pure admirétion
of the system employed by the Slent Seven.

There, in a darkened room, he had conversed with Number One—a man who might be miles away. He



knew that both doors must have been locked during the conference, and that the room was absolutely
sound-proof.

It was nearly five o'clock when Paget arrived a his gpartment. He had been there only a few minutes
when a note was pushed under his door. He opened the envelope. The message read:

Leavethe dub at ten o'clock to-night. Come to the Perry Warehouse on Sixty-eighth Street near Tenth
Avenue. Enter Sde door and go updtairs. V.

Paget memorized the smple indructions. He tore up the note and tossed the fragments in the
wastebasket.

He donned a tuxedo; then sat in an easy-chair and thoughtfully puffed a cigarette through the ivory
holder. His hand went to the watch pocket of his trousers, where he had placed the scarab ring.

He was attempting to visudize the plans of Number One. He regjected the theory that he might be under
the surveillance of the Silent Seven. As Number Five of that organization, he had been unchalenged at
the meeting.

He thoroughly believed that the mysterious man known as The Shadow was a free agent who was
threatening his plans.

The note had come from Number One whoever he might be. It assumed, of course, that Paget had been
informed to watch for it by Number Five.

Thesgnature, V., was a clever touch, asit showed the author knew that Paget's chief was Number Five,
V being the Roman numerd for five. At the same time, any one finding the note would suppose V. to be
theinitid of the writer.

Paget knew tha a trap was in readiness at the Perry Warehouse. He fdt confident thet it was lad to
ensnare The Shadow, should the manin black track him there.

If, by some chance, The Shadow had discovered the note, or might enter the gpartment and find it in the
wastebasket, he would be lured by his knowledge, without the necessity of trailing Rodney Paget.

It was after Sx o'clock. The dubman Ieft his gpartment. He came suddenly from the front door of the
building. He stood there while he lighted a cigarette.

From the corner of his eye, he detected a man lounging across the street. He divined the purpose of the
watcher. In his report, he had stated that The Shadow might possibly have entered his apartment. He fdt
aure that the inconspicuous observer had been ationed there by the Slent Seven.

A chance thought came to Paget's mind as he rode away in a taxicab. It brought asmileto hislips.

There was a certain humor in this Stugtion; that the Seven were giving him their cooperation. For there
were facts concerning his connection with the Silent Seven that were known to Rodney Paget aone.

Glandng back, the dubman made sure that no one was fallowing his cab. He was stisfied that The
Shadow was not on histrall.

"After dark,” murmured Paget, to himsdf. "After dark—then—The Shadow. To-night—that will mark
theend.”

Unseen forces were a work. A mighty crimind organization was ready for an emergency. The Slent



Seven did not fear the law. The victims that they doomed never escaped ther verdict. Soon, another
vidim would be added to their lig of crimed

CHAPTER XV. THE TRAP

Two men stood across the street from the Merrimac Club. They were holding a low conversation. Ther
faces were turned toward the building by which they stood, yet they seemed keenly observant of dl who

passed them.

"Ten o'clock, Harry," said one of the men.

The other nodded.

"We may have to wait until midnight, Clyde" he replied. "He stays late, sometimes.”

"Yes" confirmed Clyde, "and then he usudly goes home. Still, I'm glad we're on the job again.”
"Why?

"Because The Sha-" Clyde Burke caught his words—"because we went off duty the night after we logt
Paget in the restaurant. I'm glad to be on again. We're not going to dip thistime.”

Harry Vincent suddenly gripped his companion's arm.
"Thereheis, Clyde" he whispered. "But stay back! Remember the orders -"

Rodney Paget had appeared outsde the entrance of the Merrimac Club. He stood there, saring up the
dtreet in his bored manner.

Harry Vincent, scarcely vishle in the dim spot where he was located, was keenly observant. He saw
Paget start a grall toward the corner, swinging his cane as he waked. Harry followed a few seconds
later, kegping on his own sde of the street. Clyde Burke had dipped unnoticed into a near-by doorway.

Rodney Paget seemed in no hurry. He idled as he walked, stopping every now and then to glance
upward at the surrounding skyscrapers. He findly stopped beside a subway entrance. He tapped his
cigarette holder, and placed it in his pocket. Then he suddenly went into the subway entrance.

This was an unexpected maneuver. It caused a change in Harry Vincent's plans. He changed his dow
pace and hurried in pursuit.

A subway train was entering the locd station when Rodney Paget reached the bottom of the steps. He
was moving swiftly and had ample time to catch the train. Had he done so, he would have duded his
unseen pursuer.

But the dubmean stopped short when he reached the turndile. He had brought a handful of change from
his pocket. There was no nickd among the coins.

With a dight exclamation, Paget hurried to the change booth. Before he had received his supply of
nickes, the train was pulling from the station. Paget became leisurdy again. He glanced about him; then
went through the turndtile and walked toward the head of the platform.

When the next locd came in, afew minutes later, severd passengers boarded it. Among them were two
men who had come to the platform after Rodney Paget.

One was Harry Vincent; the other was Clyde Burke. They entered the same car as the clubman. Neither



one appeared to notice Rodney Paget; nor did they exchange any sgn of recognition between each
other.

WHEN the train reached Sixty-axth Street, Rodney Paget Ieft the car saring sraght ahead. He paid no
atention whatever to the other passengers. He did not notice the two men who stepped from the car.

Reeching the street, Paget turned his steps westward from Broadway. He moved dowly at fird; then
quickened his pace after he had turned a corner.

At Sxty-ninth Street and Ninth Avenue, he stopped and lingered near the doorway of a store. He
glanced cautioudy in dl directions. There were a number of people in Sght. None of them seemed to
arouse the clubman's suspicions.

He turned deliberatdly and strolled dong Sixty-ninth Street, keeping well away from the curb.

He stopped part way down the block. Across the street was the side entrance to a warehouse. It was a
spot back from the sdewalk; yet it was somewhat conspicuous because of alight directly above it.

Paget did not seem to mind that fact. The 9ght of a man in a tuxedo entering a warehouse door on
Sixty-ninth Street evidently did not impress him as being outlandish. He stepped across the street and
pushed open the door. A dark passageway confronted him.

Paget entered, leaving the door open so that he could see hisway.

Hardly had he disappeared before another man crossed the street at a spot much nearer Ninth Avenue.
The newcomer was waking briskly. He stopped suddenly after he had passed the entrance of a
warehouse.

His purpose was evident. He was about to light a cigarette. The glare of the maich revealed the features
of Harry Vincent.

The young man made a hagty survey of his surroundings. No one was in Sght. The street was virtualy
deserted. Harry stepped near the wall; then turned and began to wak dowly back toward Ninth Avenue.

As he reached the door of the warehouse, he moved to the side and stood beneeth the light above the
door.

He was governed momentarily by indecison. His eyes gazed quickly across the street. For an indant he
seemed hestant; then, glancing a the gloomy passage into the warehouse, he entered, fallowing the
course which Rodney Paget had taken.

Had Harry's vison penetrated the darkened windows of the house across the dtreet, the young men
would have congratulated himsdf upon his action.

For behind an open window on the second floor stood a man with a rifle. His gun had been trained
directly upon Harry's form. When Harry had turned away, the man's finger had been on the trigger; but
his decison had changed when Harry had entered the warehouse.

The passage which Harry followed was a gloomy one. His mind was too intent upon whét lay ahead to
worry about anything that he had Ieft behind.

The door was dill part way open, and the street light reveded the way until the passage turned to the
right. Here the cement paving was replaced by a flight of wooden steps. Harry went upward through



dmog totd darkness. He fdt the wdl on hisleft and his hands reached a corner.

Harry peered cautioudy around the corner and saw that a clear passage lay ahead. It led to the next
street, and was gloomy but not forbidding. There was no 9gn of Rodney Paget.

THE fact that his man had outdistanced him spurred Harry to immediate action. He was angry with
himsdf for having been tricked by so smple an artifice. He was determined to gain the street before
Paget could get away.

He stepped quickly to the uppermost step; then made a wild dutch in the air. His efforts were too late.
The wooden landing opened in the middle and Harry felt himsdf fdling into the depths below.

His left hand was 4ill touching the corner of the passageway; but the bare stone offered no hold. A
gasping cry escaped Harry's lips as he dropped.

He landed upon a pile of rags and newspapers. His upturned eyes caught a dim outline of the trap as its
two portions closed above him. He heard the dick of an automatic lock as he tried to scramble to his
fedt.

Some one gripped him in the darkness. He went down beneath the ondaught. Strong, active hands
bound him firmly, and a gag between his teeth prevented an outcry.

Then he was carried dong a dark, smdly passageway, up steps and around corners, urtil he logt dl sense
of direction. Once the scent of fresh air reached his nodtrils, then he fdt himsdf risng in an automatic
eevaor.

One of his hands was gradudly loosening. As his captors stopped and were about to set him in what
seemed to be a pitch-black room, Harry pulled the hand free and swung his fis through the air. A grunt
followed as the blow struck one of the captors in the chest. The men fdl upon ther victim.

In the darkness, they did not know that he was only partidly free. They were quick with their attack and
apowerful swing threw Harry backward. His head struck awal and consciousness left him.

BACK in the street, another man was passing the entrance to the warehouse passage. It was the third
time that he had passed it, but dways on the far Sde of the Street.

Clyde Burke had seen Harry Vincent enter the open door, and had correctly presumed that he had gone
after Rodney Paget. Something had prompted Burke not to follow.

He had been ingructed to act as Vincent's auxiliary; to take up the pursuit should Harry be suspected.
Hence Burke had discreetly kept from view. He had waked by in an indifferent manner, kegping himsdf
inconspicuous.

When three men had appeared at Tenth Avenue, Burke had followed them to Ninth, appearing as a
lagging member of their group. This, histhird trip, was a brisk one.

Clyde passed directly under the open window where the man with the gun ill remained. He escaped the
eyes of the concedled observer. The man was watching the entrance to the warehouse.

On Tenth Avenue, Clyde reasoned the matter a while then walked to the next cross street. Here he
walked back toward Ninth Avenue, and saw the other entrance to the passageway. His view was quick
and flegting, from the opposite Sde of the street.

Clyde Burke was stisfied that Harry had followed Rodney Paget completely through the passage. He



was angry with himsdf for having logt the trail. Now the pursuit depended upon Harry done.
Clyde considered the stuation in thislight as he walked gloomily back toward Broadway.

Jugt as Clyde Burke I€ft, the man in the window gave up his vigil. He was stisfied that only one person
had followed Rodney Paget into the gloomy passageway. And he knew that by this time that person had
been captured and could not possibly escape.

CLYDE BURKE was undecided between two courses. Both Vincent and Paget had disappeared. He
mud try to locate at least one of them.

Harry, he knew, would return eventudly to the Metrolite Hotel, where he resided. It would be a smple
metter to go there and wait for him. Rodney Paget, likewise, had alogica dedtination—his apartment. By
watching that building, Clyde could learn when the dubman returned.

The second plan seemed the better. Suppose, reasoned Clyde, that Harry was dill following Paget when
the man reached his gpartment? He would be glad to find Clyde there.

At least, there would be a report to make regarding the hour of Paget's return. So Clyde proceeded in
the direction of Paget's gpartment house.

He chose a spot for observations. It was across the street from the building. There, Clyde lurked in the
darkness, occasondly taking a short wak up and down the street.

He had spotted Paget's windows on his arrival. The windows were dark. It was unlikdy that Paget had
hed time to return.

An hour passed and Clyde continued his vigil. At last he was rewarded. A taxi coasted up to the
entrance of the gpartment house and Paget stepped out.

Clyde recognized the man indantly by his lounging gait. Paget was not looking in his direction. Clyde
sauntered dowly across the street and passed within a few feet of the dubman as he entered the
apartment house.

"Hne passenger you had,” Clyde remarked nonchdantly, addressing the taxi driver. "l guess those sporty
cane carriers hand out big tips, don't they?"

"Two bits"" growled the driver.
"My, my," sad Clyde, jokingly, "where did you bring him from? Harlem?'
" Seventy-second and Broadway," returned the driver, dimbing into his cab.

Clyde watched the vehide drive awvay. He had, a leadt, discovered the spot where Paget had entered
the cab. He walked across the street and looked up a the gpartment house. Lights appeared in the
window of Paget's gpartment.

Clyde drew his watch from his pocket.
"Paget in at deven forty-five" he remarked, aoud. "Came from Seventy-second and -"

A sound attracted his attention. He turned suddenly to see a men coming from behind him. The fdlow
hed been standing close to a building; Clyde had been too intent to observe him.

The newspaperman warded off a hand that was just about to seize his throat. Dodging, he caught his



opponent's arm and gave it a jujutsu twist. He uttered a shout of dation as the man nearly logt his footing.

Then the Stuation turned suddenly. The men came closer together, and Clyde caught a glimpse of his
foes right hand asit swung toward him. He redlized—too |late—that the man had a blackjack. The brutal
weapon struck the back of Clyde's head. He crumpled to the sidewalk.

A taxicab stopped as the victor cdled to the driver.
"Hdp me get my friend in," said the man on the sdewalk. "He's been drinking too much bum booze -"

As the driver dighted, the man suddenly turned and ran down the street. The taxi driver stood in
agonishment until he noticed a policeman approaching from the opposite direction.

The blue-coat drew arevolver and fired two wild shots as the fleeing man turned the corner.

He pocketed his gun with an angry gesture. Another man came running up and pointed to the form of
Burke.

"That's one of them," he exdamed, to the officer. "'l saw them across the street. | think the other bird was
trying to hold up thisguy.”

"Grab ahold," ordered the policeman.

They loaded Burke into the taxicab and started for the hospitd. A doctor examined the victim upon their
ariva.

"Hit with a blackjack," he said. "Possble fracture of the skull. Hell probably come around dl right.”

It was severa hours later when Clyde Burke opened his eyes. He clutched the covers of the hospitd cot
with weak, helpless fingers. He looked about himin a bewildered way. Then he shut his eyes and tried to
forget the throbbing in the back of his head.

"He's doing well," he heard a voice say. "No fracture, but every evidence of a brain concusson. Keep
hm quiet.”

The words made very little impresson upon Clyde's mind. He wasin adizzy mentd whirl, trying vainly to
recdl something important that concerned Harry Vincent.

CHAPTER XVI. THE VERDICT

HARRY VINCENT looked about him in amazement. He had just awakened from a deep stupor. He fet
very weak when he opened his eyes. He was scarcely able to move his body; but he managed to turn his
head as he surveyed his surroundings.

He was propped againg the wdl of an oddly shaped room. The chamber was scarcely more than a
passageway, less than sx feet in width. It was twenty feet in length, and a one end Harry saw a tdl,
upright frame that extended from the celing to the floor. The frame was fronted with a grayish,
wire-screened glass.

Electric lights glowed dimly through the glass. They furnished the illumination for the room. Harry could
not diginguish the individua bulbs that glowed through the glass. They were blurred by the thick, grayish
surface.

At the other end of the room, Harry observed a door. It was an unusud door, without hinges The cracks



which formed its outline were barely discernible.

Harry raised himsdf with his hands and managed to gain his feet. Leaning againg the wal, he managed to
grope his way to the door. There was no knob or other projection that might serve as a method of

opening the door.

Midway between the sdes of the door, about Sx feet from the floor, was a tightly-fitted square of metal.
Harry pressed it with hisfingers, but it did not yield.

There was one specid peculiarity of this angle entrance to the room. The door did not extend to the
floor. Its bottom edge was fully a foot above the levdl on which Harry stood. The top of the door was
half way up the wall, which was about fifteen feet in height.

Harry moved back dong the wdl of the passagelike compartment and discovered severd thin dits that
ran from floor to celing. There were eight of these in dl—four on each Sde of the passage. They were
about one inch in width. Harry placed his fingersin one crevice but discovered nothing.

He went to the other end of the room and tapped againg the thick glass behind which the lights were
located. He sat down on the floor and rubbed his head. He fdt a lump and recdled that his last
experience had been aforceful blow that had ended consciousness.

He fdt in his pockets and found them empty. Even hiswatch had been taken.

Harry was glad that he had carried no identifying papers. Both he and Clyde Burke had adopted that
precaution. It was a good palicy to use when one went forth on a venture that might result in capture such
asthis

Yea Hary had not anticipated this ending to his following of Rodney Paget. The dubman had never
impressed him as being dangerous.

A SOUND attracted Harry's attention. The noise came from the door. The tiny square in the middle of
the door was diding upward. Harry fancied that he saw the gleam of two eyes peering in.

Then came another sound and the entire door moved up. It revealed a figure clad in a long gown with
hooded cowl.

The strange vistor stepped down from the entrance. The bottom of the gown seemed to dide in front of
him, so that no foot was visble. The whole effect was both weird and surprisng.

The dread figure advanced dowly and Harry indinctivdly shifted his postion. He did not like the
appearance of this unexpected ariva.

The man in the robe stopped afew feet in front of Harry. The doth front of his cowl had two narrow dits
through which he was peering; but Harry could not detect the eyes behind it. He camly met the gaze of
the unseen eyes, and waited for the vigtor to speak.

"Who are you?' came alow voice. The dniger tones were chilling. Harry did not reply.
"Who are you?' The question was repeated.

Harry remained slent.

"Areyou The Shadow?'

The question was unexpected. Harry fdt a sudden tenseness. He restrained himsdf and made no



response.
"Why did you follow Rodney Paget?'

Harry leaned his head againg the glassin back of him and looked boldly at his questioner.
"What do you know about Rodney Paget?'

Harry fdt more a ease. His policy of slence was bringing new questions. He was resolved to outwit his
inquisitor. By saying nothing, he reveded nothing. He wondered what would happen next.

THE man whose face was hidden by the cowl made no threstening mation. He continued to look at
Harry, as though seeking to overpower him by the strength of hisinvisble eyes.

Hary fdt that the game was tumning in his favor, for the moment. He amiled and tried to regard his
inquisgitor with an attitude of ridicule.

"You have heard my questions,”" said the man in the robe. "Do you choose to answer them?'
Harry shrugged his shoulders.

"Veay wdl." The voice was harsh in the gloom of the room. "You have answered nothing. You have
denied nothing. Y our identity is suspected. It will soon be learned, despite your efforts to conced it.

"If you choose to speak, you have a chance for life. If you do not speak, the verdict will surdly be -"
The speaker paused. Harry fet a dight shudder as he waited for the next word.

"Degth!”

The verdict was uttered in a hideous tone. The word seemed to echo from the walls of the room.
"Desth!"

Had Harry heard the word again, or was his imagination & work. As he looked at the form before him,
he could think of nothing but thet emphatic verdict. Silence filled the room.

Harry fdt a srange desire to blurt out answers to the questions. He restrained himsdf with difficulty. The
inquisitor seemed to divine his emations.

"The choice is yours" came the dow, modulated voice. "At present you have decided to say nothing.
Later, you may change your desire. When you are ready, you may knock upon the door—and you will
have your opportunity.

"But be sure'—the words carried an ingdious warning—"that you are ready to answer dl that may be
asked! You will have but one opportunity. Should you resort to deception, your last chance will be logt!"

The words impressed Harry. At the same time, they gave him hope. They increased his determination to
maintain slence for the present.

"Onelagt warning," came the voice. "When you decide to speak—and you will decide to do so—be sure
that you do not delay too long. | may not be ready a the moment which you choose. You mus dlow
auffident time"

The border of the dark gown swept the floor as the inquigitor turned. With sady sride he went to the



doorway. His form seemed to heighten as he reached the step. There he turned again, and his solemn
voice carried an awe-ingpiring tone as it came to Harry's ears.

"Remember,” were the words, "you have your choice. You may answer dl questions if you choose.
Otherwise—desath!"”

Asthefind verdict was uttered, the stedl door descended. It obscured the figure of the man in the robe.
Theinquigitor was gone. Harry Vincent was again adonel

OUTSIDE the room, the man in the dark gown confronted another figure as sniser as himsdf. His
companion was a veritable giant—a man whose grim, white face seemed desthlike in the gloom of a

dimly-lighted passage.

This man was dressed in black. His festures were sullen and determined. His eyes were dull and
expressonless. He was a brute type, possessed of tremendous srength, but who seemed governed by a
willingness to obey one madter.

He was a modern aurvivd of the medieva executioners who dwet in obscurity, abhorred by the
neighbors, and who only faced the public when caled upon to widd the ax of desath.

"Bron," said the man in the robe, "remain here until the end. Do not leave this pogt.”
The grim-visaged executioner bowed his head in acknowledgment of the ingtructions.

"Should he Sgnd," continued the man in the robe, "send word to me. If | do not respond, let the desth go
on."

Agan a nod was the answer.

"The death will begin soon," said the man who had questioned Harry Vincent. "Wait ten minutes. Then
proceed.”

The executioner nodded.

"Asfor the other,” said the manin the robe, "pay no attention to him. We have provided for his wants. |
ghdl vigt him when necessary.”

The man in the robe extended his hand. Upon one finger was the strangely carved beetle—a duplicate of
Rodney Paget's scarab ring. Bron bowed.

"Thedgn,” he said in a sepulchra voice.

The man in the robe formed the number seven—the fingers and thumb of the right hand extended; two
fingers showing from the Ieft. Bron replied with one open hand and one clenched fis—the Sgn of the
Hfty.

Theinquisitor turned and walked a few paces. He stopped at a blank wall. He pressed his hands againgt
the Sdes of the passage. A sheet of metd arose, reveding the fant outline of a spird Sairway.

The man in the robe went through the opening; the barrier closed behind him. He ascended the Stairway
and came to another barrier. Another sheet of metd rose when he pressed the hidden catch. He stepped
into asmdl room that was lighted by a bright lamp.

There was a table in the center of the room. Upon it rested a peculiar instrument with a large lettered
keyboard.



THE man in the robe sat at the table and carefully noted the time on a waich that lay there. He threw
back his cowl and reveded afirm, well-featured face.

He was a man past middle age, and his countenance bore an ar of judidd sternness. It was intdligent,
yet unyidding.

He pressed an unlettered key at the side of the board and waited. Five minutes passed. Then a low voice
filled the room. It sounded like a voice over the radio. Its tones were clear and digtinct.

"Faithful,” came the voice.

illed hands pressed the keyboard, spdling the word "fifty."

"B—threg" said the voice.

The hands spelled the word "one.”

"The man in the hospitd is not yet identified,” came the voice. "Hewill be followed when discharged.”
"What—about—Blake -" the words were spelled |etter by letter as the hands ran over the keyboard.

"We are watching from a distance. The presence of the night watchman makes it difficult. We have
looked for an intruder, but have seen none. We have avoided suspicion as ordered.”

"Indructions -" spelled the hands.

"Ready,” responded the voice,
"Note—to—Paget—telling—him—to—keep—hidden -"
"Noted,” was the verbd reply.

" Post—men—of—the—Fifty—in—his—apartment -"
"Noted."

"Guard—both ends—of—arcade—congtantly -"
"Noted."

"Insert—advertisement -"

"Noted."

The man a the keyboard pressed the same key that had begun the interview. Then he looked at his
watch. The hands showed ten o'clock. It was in the morning, yet one would not have known it in that
room where no daylight penetrated.

The man listened intently. Then came afant sound that could have been heard only by the keenest ears.
It seemed to come from below— the working of muffled machinery. The man amiled and his stern lips
formed the words "Bron."

In the passageway below, Bron was standing slent and alone. His hand was on a switch behind an open
pand in thewal.

The giant's face gleamed with sordid pleasure. His dull eyes had become filled with a gleam of ddlight. He



was daring at the door that led to the room where Harry Vincent was held prisoner.

The executioner then turned from the switch. He sat on a stool at the sSde of the passage and leaned his
head againg the wall.

While the thrum-thrum of muffled mechanism continued, he glanced frequently at the barrier that kept
Harry a captive. Occasondly, Bron's eyes turned in another direction—to a smilar door at the sde of
the passage. But the one spot that seemed to intrigue him was the door to Harry's prison.

IN hislong cel, Harry Vincent became suddenly conscious of the throbbing noise. He looked up and
down the room, but could not locate the sound. Findly he chanced to glance toward the caling and a
look of darm swept over his haggard face.

The cdling was moving downward! Its motion would not have been appreciable but for a dight, jerky
action that came with each throb of the machinery.

Harry placed hishand againg the smooth glass that covered the lights. He detected a motion there. The
pane was moving, aso!

Harry stared at the floor in fascination. He could see the frame gradualy sinking through the floor. It was
moving a a snal's pace.

Minutes went by. At the end of an hour—as Harry estimated it— the frame had descended only a few
inches

He knew now what his fate would be, and he mopped the perspiration from his forehead. He had his
choice. He could speak or be crushed to oblivion benegth the pressure of that descending celling.

He knew now why the door was raised above the floor. When the celing was down, its top formed a
new floor of the passageway.

Harry arose and tottered dong the passage toward the door. He was tempted to knock; to yidd to his
inquigitor. Then he remembered the man's warning. There could be no trickery! Unless he told everything
he knew, he would go back to this corridor of death.

Harry, for the moment, felt that he would tel willingly. Then he redized that he knew but little. How many
questions could he answer? His inquistor believed him to be The Shadow. Would he believe him when
he truthfully denied that identity?

Ancther glance at the calling convinced Harry thet it was wise to wait. Hours would eapse before the
find doom arrived. It would be best to wait; to stand the strain of hours of horror before he chose the last
resort of crying for mercy.

He sat on the floor and tried to occupy his mind with other thoughts. But over dl came thet feverish threat
of annihilation. Harry laughed hopelesdy and the mirthless sound seemed hollow.

"Desth!"

Through hismind dill echoed the terrifying verdict. He had hours to wait —for he doubted that the caling
would be down within a day and a haf—yet only one thought could dominate his mind through al that
time

It was the warning of his strange inquisitor that morning—desath! - degath to The Shadow!
CHAPTER XVII. BLAKE'S VISITOR



IT was ten o'clock in the evening. Twenty-four hours had elapsed since Harry Vincent had started in
pursuit of Rodney Paget. Tweve hours had gone by since the gowned inquisitor had visited his prisoner
inthe londy corridor.

These events were unknown to the man who sat contentedly in Wilbur Blake's library.
Herbert entered.
"Otto isready, gr," he said. "Do you wish him to take the sedan or the speedster to the gation?”

"The speeddter;” replied the man who looked like Blake. "Only Mister Michads will be there. Mister
Barton is bringing Migter Fanchon with him.

"But there is no hurry yet. The train doesn't come in until eleven. Tl Otto to have the speedster in the
drive. When Migter Barton and Migter Fanchon arrive, notify me”

"Ya S'r'u

The butler did not go. He stood uneasily as though he wished to say something. His master looked at
him. The eyebrows narrowed in the characteristic action of Wilbur Blake.

"Wha isit, Herbert?'
"Nothing, gr; that is, nothing much, sr. I—I was just wondering about lagt night, Sr."

"You spoke to me about that this moming,” said Blake. "You asked meif | had come downgtairs about
two o'clock, and | told you | had. | went into the kitchen to get something to est."

"Yes gr. But did you come into this room, Sr?"
"No. Why?'
"Do you remember, Sr, that you dropped a glass lagt night? Over there in the corner, Sr?"

"Yes You garted to pick up the broken pieces. | told you to let them go until morning. | haven't been in
the room until just now. | see that you have obeyed my ingructions.”

"Yes, dr. But | forgot about it until haf an hour ago. Then | remembered, Sr. | came in here and | was
quite surprised, Migter Blake."

“Why?

"There was a large piece of glass, sr'—Herbert made a moation with one finger and thumb to
illustrate—"and | was sure about it, gr, because | saw it lagt night. It was nearly midnight, sir, you will
remember—and you walked out while | was about to gather up the pieces of glass™

"WdI?" questioned Blake impatiently.

"There was no large piece this evening, gr," explained the butler. "Only smdl fragments.”
"Which means -"

"That some one mugt have stepped upon the large piece, dr, inthe dark.”

"You're quite a detective, Herbert," laughed Blake. Then suddenly his countenance changed.



"Areyou sure that none of the servants came in here?' His demand was accompanied by the motion of
his eyebrows.

"I am podgitive, gr," declared Herbert. ™Y ou remember, gr, that you told me not to disturb your important
correspondence. So | thought, gr -"

"You are right, Herbert. If some one was in here, | should know about it. You can leave now. I'll ook
over everything.”

ALONE, Blake became suddenly active. His face wore adightly worried expression as he studied a pile
of letters and envelopes that lay upon the desk.

Sidfied that dl were there, he went back to the easy-chair. He lighted a cigar and scowled at the smoke
as he puffed away.

The butler regppeared.

"Miger Michedlsis here, ar," he said.

"Already?' Blake appeared surprised. "He wasn't coming in until eeven o'clock.”
"Hetook an earlier train, gr. | believe he wants to be back in New York by twelve -"

"Tdl him to come in, Herbert. Have Otto keep the car ready. Tdl him to stay in it. And by the way,
Herbert"—BIlake's tone assumed a feigned indifference—"1 should have told the watchman to be here
before eeven tonight. There may be prowlers around. So tdl Otto to be dert.”

Herbert ushered atal man into the room, afew minutes later. The vistor was about fifty years of age. He
carried himsdf with dignity and his eyes were quizzicd as they eyed the form of Wilbur Blake.

"Miger Michads, gr," announced Herbert.

"Ah" exclamed Blake, rigng to greet the newcomer. "Welcome. The others are not here yet. St down.
Will you have a drink? Two glasses, Herbert."

"Quite some time since | have seen you," observed Blake as the two men faced each other from
comfortable chairs. Herbert had brought the glasses and had Ieft the room.

"Quite awhile" commented Michadls.
"Sorry to bring you dl the way from Chicago,” continued Blake. "But it was necessary, in this matter.”

"Necessary, yes," replied the vistor. "But even now, Blake, | am not quite convinced thet you are doing
wisdy."

"Why? Your letter said -"

"My letter was not find. | knew that | would be present here to-night. That would enable me to discuss
the matter before it was concluded. | have been thinking about it dl the way from Chicago. Your action
does not seem in accordance with your usud policy.”

"Why not?'
"You are digposing of your interests in the Cacdmine Company at a sacrifice.”



"A sacrifice?' laughed Blake. "Two and a hdf millions outright? You cdl thet a sacrifice?!
"Itisworth more than that!"
"Potentidly, perhaps.”

"Actudly!" Michadls voice was serious. "Blake, | can offer you three millions, three months from now.
Why don't you hold on?'

"I would rather not delay,” replied Blake.

"I can guarantee it!" declared Michaels, emphaticaly. "You know what that meand You do not need the
money now. Hold on!"

Blake shook his head.

"You are foolish, Blake" said Michads. He stopped as Herbert entered the room. The butler spoke to
his magter in a peculiar tone.

"Some one on the telephone, gr," he said. "It isimportant.”
"Whoisit?' demanded Blake.

"I do not know, Sr," sammered the butler. He looked sgnificantly a his master. ™Y ou mug answer it, Sr.
It is very important.”

BLAKE arose and left the room. He returned three minutes later. There was a dight scowl on his face;
his expression changed to a dight amile as he saw his visitor sanding in the center of the room. Blake's
right hand dipped ingde his pocket.

"Miger Michads" he said, "'l have an unusud question to ask you. It has been some time since | saw
you. | should remember you wel. But | have a bad memory at times. Would you mind tdling me this are
you James Michads of Chicago?"

Thevistor looked firmly at his questioner. His eyes were steady and unflinching.

"Let me ask you a question,” he said, in a voice that bore a strange, accusing menace. "Are you Wilbur
Blake of New York?'

Blake's lips became firm. He stepped forward and placed the knuckles of his left hand upon a table that
stood between himsdf and Michaels. His eyebrows narrowed and he looked sharply at the man who had
questioned him.

"I have jugt received a telephone cdl,” Blake's voice came terse and emphatic. "A man who says he is
James Michadls states that he isin New York; that he missed the train ariving here a deven o'clock,
and that heis coming by cab.

"If heisnot an impostor, you are! Let me ask you again—are you James Michads?'

"No!"

"I thought not." Blake laughed harshly. "The impostor would be the one who would come fird.
"What is your purpose here? Why are you representing yoursdf to be James Michad s?'



"Why are you pretending to be Wilbur Blake?'

The millionaire ignored the question. He continued to glare at the other man, as though ddiberating the
best course to fallow. Of the two, the fase Michads was more cdm, even though he was in the other's
home.

"Your name is not Blake," the vigtor said coldly. "It happens to be Dodge. Your friend'—there was a
sarcadtic tone—"Rodney Paget unwisdy let out that fact when he vidted you in a house near Lexington
Avenue.

"At that time | did not hear enough to form a complete supposition. Later, | met the manager of the
Galiath Hotel. He recalled that Wilbur Blake had once asked him to cash a check and that he had called
upon Rodney Paget to identify Blake. Paget had gone away with Blake, saying that he would cash the
check for him."

The words brought a touch of nervousness to the ligener. Blake dill kept his right hand in his coat
pocket. He raised hisleft hand and nervoudy twisted the tip of his waxed moustache.

"While Paget was vidting here" continued the accusing voice, "Wilbur Blake went out one night, alone.
He went as far as the garage. There, something happened to him.

"He was overpowered and caried away in his own car. His captors transferred hm to another
automobile. The man who watched this— namdy mysdf —saw another person enter Blake's car and
return to this house,

"The person who took Blake's place was—yoursdf!™

Despite these revel ations, the lisening man became more cam. He stared at his accuser and said nothing.

"You have one course now," said his vistor. "Refuse to go through with this business transaction. Then
leave this place. Now, before your guests arrive, tdl me where Wilbur Blake is”

"I do nat know," came the sullen reply.

The questioner stared firmly. His sharp eyes, gleaming with a strange light, seemed to detect that Dodge
was speeking truly.

"Does Paget know?" he asked.
"Perhaps. | do not know."

THE questioner waited. He watched the fdse Blake dosdy, as though expecting the man to betray
himsdf by some action. Then, suddenly, the tenseness was broken.

"You are an impogtor!" cried Blake. "You admit it. Y ou have threatened me!”

He legped forward as he spoke. His hand came from his pocket, carrying an automatic revolver. His
finger was on the trigger as he raised the weapon.

Micheels reached forward and caught his wrigt in a stedl-like grip. Smultaneoudy, the door burst open
and Otto dashed in, carrying a revolver. Behind hm came Herbert.

"Shoot him, Otto!" exclamed Blake. "He's trying to kill me. Shoot! Quick!”



Before the chauffeur could obey, Micheels, with amazing strength, pulled Blake toward him. He was
shidded momentarily by the other man's body. They struggled fiercely. Blake's gun fdl to the floor.

"Hdp me" cdled Blake, as his head turned toward the two servants. "This is the thief who entered this
house last night -"

His sentence was interrupted by the overpowering grasp of his foe. Blake saw Otto holding his revolver
in readiness. Herbert was standing open-mouthed, wondering whet to do.

Michads had divined Blake's purpose. There was only one safe course for Blake to follow. He had
precipitated the attack with the definite god of killing Michadls.

Both Otto and Herbert would be witnesses in Blake's behdf. The accidentd killing of a self-confessed
impogtor could be explained to the police. The fase Michads, dead, would be a lesser menace than
dive

Otto's arriva had been most opportune for the masquerading Blake. Otto was ready to do his bidding.
Only the ingenuity of Blake's antagonist thwarted him.

Blake's foe adlowed no opportunity for the chauffeur to fire. Redizing this, Otto took advantage of the
druggle to approach the fighting men. At close range he could shoot Blake's foe. It was then that
Michaels suddenly changed his tactics.

With a mighty swing, he hurled Blake across the room. The millionaire crumpled as he crashed againgt
the wall. Whirling, Micheels fdl upon Otto before the man could bring his autométic into play.

The brawny chauffeur was thrown back by the attack, but he wrested his right hand free and tried to
cover Michads with the gun.

Hiswrigt was turned aside by an iron grip. For severa tense seconds, neither man seemed to move yet
both were exerting every effort.

"Hold him, Ottol"

It was Blake who spoke. The millionaire had risen to his feet. He was reaching for his autométic that lay
on the floor behind Michadls. If Otto could withhold his foe a few seconds longer, Blake could ddiver
the fatd shot into the back of Michadls.

THE chauffeur lurched forward as Michaels drew him back. Fghting desperately, Michadls tried to kick
the gun away from Blake's hand. He failed.

The millionaire saized the automatic and lifted it with a cry of triumph. Smultaneoudy, Otto gained his
desired opportunity. The grip on his wrig relaxed. He shoved the muzze of his gun agang Miched's
sde. He pressed the trigger, holding it to discharge the entire volley of ten shots.

As the chauffeur acted, Michaels hunched his body to the sde. The muzze of the automatic dipped so
that the d9de of the barrel lay againg his body. The bullets ripped his coat as they emerged.

Continuing his swing, Michadls revolved Otto in a semicircdle. The muzze of the bullet-pitting automatic
swvung across the room. Blake was covered by itsturning path.

The millionaires triumphant cry became a horrible gasp. He fdl to the floor.
Otto's eyes, garing over Michadls shoulder, saw what had happened. A look of horror appeared upon



the chauffeur's face. His strength gave out. Michaels flung him away and made a dash for the door.

Only Herbert blocked his path. The butler had picked up a heavy cane bdonging to his master. He had
no chance to use it. Michaels landed a punch upon Herbert's jaw and the butler collapsed.

The departing man crossed the living room and reached the door. Blake's speedster was standing in the
driveway.

With a mocking laugh, Michads legped into the waiting car. He sped down the driveway and turned into
the street. He went by two cars that had pulled up beside the curb.

"Stop him!" came cries. The shots had been heard. The witnesses knew that the man in the speedster
was escaping.

A sedan shot from a Sde street and took up the chase. The man at the whed of the speedster saw it in
the mirror. He increased the speed of his car and whirled toward the highway thet led to New Y ork.

He had gained on his pursuers before he reached the open road. A clear path lay ahead of him. His
escape seemed certain.

THE mirror in the speedster reveded the face of the driver. The dderly face of Blake's vigtor had
undergone a change. It seemed governed by a grim pleasure.

The lips carried a thin, determined amile. The keen eyes glanced toward the mirror and sparkled. The
lights of the sedan were far behind.

The speedster turned a curve. The eyes that showed in the mirror became suddenly dert. They were
daing draght down the road.

In the speedster's path was an open drawbridge! A boat was coming through a channd from the Sound.

Brakes screamed. The speedster lurched as firm hands swung the whed to the Ieft. Still traveling at high
speed, the driver turned the car into a Side road that led from the highway.

The front whedls struck a deep ditch in the road. The car swerved and crashed through a fence. Two
tires exploded as the speedster turned on its Sde and hung precarioudy above the edge of the channd.

The sedan arrived less than a minute later. 1t skidded as the driver turned it across the road, narrowly
ecaping the fate of the roadster. It hated a few feet from the overturned car.

Then came the sharp rat-tat-tat of a machine gun as sted-jacketed bullets sprayed the body of the
wrecked speedster.

A man started to legp from the front seat of the sedan. An exclamation from the back of the car caused
himto return.

Men were rushing from the drawbridge. There was no time to delay. The sedan shot backward. It turned
and whirled up the road down which it had come.

The rescuers reached the speedster. They looked insde, expecting to find a bullet-riddied body. Insteed,
they were amazed to find the car empty.

A police motor cycle and sidecar arrived when the drawbridge closed. The uniformed officers made a
quick inspection of the wrecked car. They heard the excited descriptions of those who had seen the
accident. One policeman remained on duty while the other rode away to report.



Other policemen arrived later. They seemed to have taken an unusud interest in the overturned car.

They remained on the scene until two o'clock, when Inspector Timothy Klen arrived. The offida made a
caeful survey. When he left, hdf an hour later, he left two policemen on duty.

"Watch every one who comes or goes," were the ingpector's indructions.

CHAPTER XVIIl. THE SHADOW ACTS

IT was late the next afternoon. Two men werein asmdl boat near the drawbridge. They were dragging a
channd. A policeman, on shore, watched their work.

The wrecked speedster had been removed. Still, the police vigil was maintained. The dragging had begun
inthe morning, when the firg watchers had been rdieved.

It was a gloomy, cloudy day. Darkness was ariving prematurely. A damp fog was settling above the
channd. The opposite shore was invisblein the haze.

Two hands appeared between the pilings that supported the inner edge of the bridge. They were long,
thin hands that appeared white and weak.

A haggard face came through the opening. Two sharp eyes glanced adong the bank of the channd. They
saw the broad back of the man in uniform.

A figure emerged from the pilings A man swam dowly toward the far Sde of the bridge. Coming
noisdesdy, he reached the bank and dropped out of sight.

The man's hiding place had totaly escaped the search of the police. He had reached it through the water,
picking a spot where the bank doped behind the pilings and formed an atificd cave beneath the
approach to the bridge.

The man climbed the bank beyond the bridge. He was scarcely visble in the thickening fog. He dragged
himsdf weerily toward the highway, then turned and moved dowly aong the bank away from the bridge.

He found a amdl, leeky rowboat. After a quick glanceindl directions, he entered the boat and began to
row it noisglesdy across the channd. He passed by an anchored barge, dlently and dmogt invighly.
There was no sound —not even the dripping of his oars.

The rower rested; then resumed his progress. He reached the opposite shore. He turned back to the
highway and came to acigar store. A sgn on the door said "Telephone Booth.”

The man peered into the store. The one clerk was busy with a customer. The man dipped through the
door and entered the telephone booth unobserved. The clerk did not notice his presence until he noticed
the closed door of the booth.

NEITHER Herbert nor Otto would have recognized the man who was telephoning. He bore but little
resemblance to the vigtor who had pretended to be James Michads of Chicago.

Pde, wet, and bedraggled, hisar of dignity was gone. He seemed a weary, furtive man; yet, despite his
condition, he looked younger than the ederly personage who had visited the home of Wilbur Blake.

The man caled a taxicab office. He summoned a cab, giving the address of the cigar store. He learned
that a cab would arrive in ten minutes.

He waited in the booth until he saw the clerk step to the rear of the store. Then he dipped slently to the



street, dropping a coin for a copy of the Morning Monitor as he went out.

The cab arrived and the driver entered the store. He was surprised to find no passenger. Returning to his
cab he saw aface at the window. It was partly obscured by an opened newspaper.

"I was waiting outsde," said a quiet voice. "Drive meinto the city. | shdl give you the address later.”

The taximan obeyed. He sped dong the highway and crossed one of the mammoth bridges that connect
Manhattan with Long Idand.

"Tumn left,” came the word from the back of the car, as the cab reached an avenue. The driver obeyed.

Twenty blocks on, the cab was stopped by a traffic light. The driver thought this was the time to learn his
passenger's destination. He put his head through the partition, but saw no one. With an exclamation of
anger, he legped from the cab and opened the back door.

His passenger had gone. The car was empty. A fla object was visble on the rear seat. The cab man
picked it up. It was a damp, flabby ten-dollar hill.

Ten blocks back, the man came out of a dilapidated house Stuated on a Sde street. He seemed entirdy
different from the water-soaked individud who had taken the taxi near the drawbridge.

He was clad in a dark suit. Upon his shoulders rested a loose black cloak. His face was logt beneath the
brim of alarge, black fdt hat. He turned and walked dong the street, scarcely noticed by those who
passed. A soft, chuckling laugh escaped hislips and echoed from a doorway as he passed.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

THE man in the black cloak had undergone a remarkable transformation. He was no longer weary. Only
adight limp remained as a token of his crash in the speedster. The effects of hislong, cramped hiding had

disappeared.

He made a gartling figure as he passed the lights of the avenue, his great, grotesque shadow forming an
uncanny blot upon the pavement.

A short while later, the same man in black appeared in front of Rodney Paget's gpartment house. The
Shadow entered the building unobserved, and rode up in the autométic elevator.

He stopped at the door of Paget's gpartment and slently inserted an oddly shaped key. He opened the
door noisdesdy and stepped into tota darkness. The door closed behind him.

Then there was slence. Alert, The Shadow was ligening. He seemed to sense the presence of some
living being. He moved across the room, so noisdesdy that no ear could have heard him.

There was a dight dick as his hand pulled the cord of a lamp. The light reveded a man agang the
opposte wdl—a grim-faced man whose eyes were intent upon the door. The fdlow turned in
amazement to stare into the muzze of The Shadow's autométic.

A soft laugh came from beneath the hat. The mean by the door sullenly raised his hands. The Shadow
moved toward him; then turned quickly as another man leaped from the corner of the room and fdl upon
him.

"Get him, Fritz," hissed the men at the door, as he legped toward the strugglers. "No gun! No noise!™

"I've got him, Bart," came the triumphant answer. The attacker's hands were gripping The Shadow's



throat.

Then came an asgounding change. Slender white hands came from the cloak. The Shadow caught his
opponent's wrids. Dropping toward the floor, The Shadow swung Fritz headforemost. He used the
man's wiry body as a giant club.

The human weapon descended with terrific force againg the fdlow cdled Bart. The Shadow arose and
laughed softly. His two antagonigts lay on the floor before him.

Fritz was completdy dazed. Bart was only partly stunned. The Shadow removed the man's bdt and
bound his hands behind him, firmly and with amazing speed. He used a handkerchief to gag the man's
mouth.

Then he turned his attention to Fritz. The man wore no belt, so The Shadow used his suspenders.
Leaving his hdpless victims, The Shadow commenced a quick search through the room.

He acted with the air of one who was familiar with the place. Papers, drawers, books, and other articles
were quickly ingpected. The Shadow seemed to be checking a previous search.

He left the room and turned on lights throughout the apartment. His eyes were looking everywhere. He
stopped suddenly in the little dcove. Something caught his eye.

He stepped to the window shade. There were blotchy marks at the left side of the rolled-up blind. There
were dmilar marks at the bottom of the shade. Vidble only to a keen eye, they had attracted The
Shadow's notice.

THE white hands were a work. Within afew seconds, the left hand found the secret catch and the right
hend drew down the shade. As the papers which Paget had hidden fdl toward the floor, The Shadow
plucked them from the air. He began a quick perusa of the document.

The dust-covered fingers of Rodney Paget had left the marks that had betrayed his ingenious hiding
place. The Shadow's previous search had failed, but, firm in his belief that Paget gill possessed the
document he wanted, The Shadow had succeeded through the aid of aftrifling clew!

The figure in black stood firm and motionless. The Shadow was completdy absorbed in the revelations
which he was now gaining. His perusal was rapid but careful. He finished the reading. His hands dipped
the papers beneath his cloak. Then he raised the empty blind and locked it in place.

His hand produced a watch. He turned and Ift the alcove.

In the outer room, The Shadow stood above his bound victims. He appeared as a man of degtiny. He
was logt in deep, concentrated thought.

The men on the floor wondered. They feared the presence of this mysterious being; they dreaded what
might happen.

To ther agonishment, The Shadow ignored them. The strange man in black came suddenly to life. He
moved rapidly through the apartment, extinguishing lights behind him. The living room was plunged in
darkness.

Leaving hisvictims to their own uncomfortable thoughts, The Shadow opened the door of the apartment
and disappeared from view. The only memento of his presence was the sound of a mocking laugh that
came through the dlosing door.



It was along, taunting laugh that echoed &fter he was gone. It chilled the hearts of the men who lay bound
upon the floor. For the laugh did not bring back thoughts of the events that had just transpired. It seemed
to presage events that were yet to be!

CHAPTER XIX. OVER THE WIRES

THE telephone rang in a booth in the Grand Central Station. An attendant at the lunch counter opposite
heard the ring. He finished sarving a customer and went to the rear of the counter.

Alone and undisturbed, he dided a number. He heard a voice &t the other end.
"Burbank,” he said softly.

"Good," came the reply. "Any report?”

"None."

"Whereis Vincent?'

"Gone”

"Burke?'

"Gone”

There was amomentary slence. Then the voice issued a brief order.

"Beready," it sad. "Act ingantly on any double cdl. Report news here a once.”

Thereceiver clicked. The lunch counter attendant hung up the phone and went back to give the waiting
customer his check.

At police headquarters, Inspector Timothy Klen was chewing the end of a fat, unlighted cigar as he
stared sullenly at Detective Joe Cardona.

"You see the connection, don't you?' he demanded.
Cardona nodded.

"Thiswhole thing is your fault, then. If you had got your man the fird time, this new mess wouldn't have
come dong. It's time you woke up, Joe."

"Woke up!" exclamed the detective. "I've been trying to trail that mug that was at Marchand's house.

"Whether he did the murder or not, weve got the goods on him! He was carrying guns. He resisted
arrest and assaulted me. But even at that, | believe his story -"

"Blah!" interjected the inspector. "Dont be a kid, Joe. Wise up." He thrust a copy of the Morning
Monitor before the detective's eyes and pointed to the glaring headlines.

"Look at the ride they're giving us. Another murderer dips the police. Where is the man that was in the
car? Look over heré'—he turned to a back page—"they even point out the amilarity to the Lukens
murder.

"They want to know where the man is who was found beside the doctor's body. There's the connection
right there!"



He threw the paper in front of Cardona. The detective did not seem to notice it. Klein became sarcadtic.
He turned to the want-ad section.

"Maybe this will interest you more" he sneered. "Youre ligble to be looking for a job pretty soon.
Humph!"—the inspector grunted— "you'd better put in an ad like thisone. A big executive. Wants a job
with minimum sdary of ninety-seven hundred and fifty bucks a year.

"That's atip for you, Joe. Ex-detective wants a job. Fifteen thousand or up. Especidly willing to shadow
The Shadow -"

CARDONA angrily snatched the newspaper from the ingpector's hands. He opened it to the front page
and pointed to asmdl heading.

"Look e that,” he said. "I told the reporter to put it in."

"'Detective Nonplused,™ read Klein. "The disappearance of man from the wrecked car is a mysery to
Detective Cardona. He seems to be fading the same failure that he encountered in the Lukens murder. He
openly admitted that unless he finds a new clew -

Klen dropped the paper and stared.

"Y ou—told—the—reporter—to—put that in'" he said, in astonished tones. "What in blazes made you
do that?'

"I wanted The Shadow to read it," replied Cardona. "That bloke, wherever he is, may have the key to
Blake's death as wdl as the Lukens case. He promised me -"

"Promised you!" blared the ingpector. "Y ou're crazy, Joe. He may be the guy in back of it dl!”
Cardona shook his head.

"Ligen, Joe," said Klein serioudy. "I've told you that you're dl wrong. You find aguy on the scene of the
murder. He gets away. He comes back—

"You recognize him as The Shadow. Y ou were wise enough to smply cal him an unidentified man. The
newspapers would razz you if you pulled The Shadow guff. But you know, and | know, tha he's a
clever guy.

"Now afdlow comes to see Wilbur Blake. He pretends to be some one ese. He gets away when he is
discovered.

"Blakeiskilled in the fracas. The guy disappears from a wrecked car with people dl about him. It's The
Shadow! Who ese could do it?

"Okay. He was respongible for Blake's death. It's likdy that he killed Lukens.”

"You're wrong, chief," replied Cardona. "This thing is beyond me. But there's a lot more to it than you
think.

"We got The Shadow's guns, that night Lukens was killed. It wasn't his rods that bumped off the old
doctor. Now he getsinto afight with Blake. He may have been responsible for Blake's death, but it was
the chauffeur who fired the wild shots. Somebody ese wasin back of it.

"What about the mystery car that chased The Shadow? They peppered machine-gun bullets dl through
the wrecked car. Who were they? I'll tdl you!



"They were hooked up in some way to the Lukens murder! They were out to get The Shadow!"
Klan was dightly impressed by Cardona's statements. He became thoughtful.

"Weve heard about The Shadow before” he said. "That guy may be dl right —he may be crooked. |
don't know. But one thing is sure— he don't work with the police.”

"Liden, chief," ingsted Cardona. "The Shadow has handled some pretty bad boys in histime. They say
that when he tdls a crook something is going to happen to him, it happens.”

"I've heard that."

"All right. Argue it the other way, then. He told me held put me wise when he got the dope on who killed
Lukens. They say The Shadow means what he says. That's why I'm counting on him."

"Y ou're counting wrong, then," grunted Klein.

A phone rang beside him. He answered it and handed the insrument to Cardona. "For you, Joe" he
added.

"Hdlo," said Cardona wesrily.

THEN his eyes began to stare. They were looking directly a Inspector Klein, but Cardona was
unseaing. His companion looked a him in darm. The detective seemed gripped by some overpowering
agtonishment.

"Yed Yed" exdamed Cardona.
"Who isit?' demanded Klen.

The detective made a grimace. He sgnaed his superior not to interrupt. Fumbling on the table before
him, he found a pad and pencil.

"The Lukens murderer?' he questioned. "Y oull have him for me? With the evidence?'
There was a pause as the detective listened intently. Then his voice spoke in more startled tones.

"The Blake case? Youll have that, too? The murderer... Oh, youll clear it, you say... What's that... Yes,
yes-"

He began to write hurriedly. Klein leaned over, but could not decipher his shaky scrawl. Occasondly
Cardona excdlamed the word "Yes" Then, finished with his notes, he dumped into a chair. Klein grabbed
the phone.

"Helo!" he demanded.

The receiver clicked at the other end.

"Who was it?" exclamed the inspector.

"The Shadow!" replied Cardona.

"The Shadow! What did he say? Were you sure it was him?"'

"I'd know that voice any time" declared Cardona. He steadied himsdf and began to copy his scrawled
notes.



"To-night & nine thirty," read the inspector. "Be ready with a dozen men. Wait until the exact minute.
Then proceed to -"

The inspector grunted. "What's that,” he exclamed angrily. "A note under the seat of a telephone booth in
the cigar Store at Broadway and - What isthis, Joe, a hoax?'

"Itsagood oneif it is" replied the detective.
"Get up there now and nab the guy that leavesit,” ordered Klen.

"No, chief," answered Cardona. "Weve got to play the game. The Shadow has given me his answer. A
fdse step, and hewill drop us like a hot penny. Let me handle it the way he wants."

"All right," agreed Klein testily, throwing away his chewed cigar and pulling a fresh one from his pocket.
"I'm leaving it up to you! Hop to it!"

CHAPTER XX. THE EIGHTH MAN

RODNEY PAGET dighted from a cab on a sde street near Broadway. He quietly entered a little
restaurant and ordered apple pie and coffee. After he finished his eating, he went to the telephone booth
inthe obscure corner.

He removed the receiver and turned the did to the figure seven. Holding it there, he pressed the sde of
the booth. Something clicked. Paget replaced the receiver and dipped through a door that opened beside
him.

It was an ingenious device, the whole side of the booth turning through the wall. The opening closed
behind him.

Paget walked through a storeroom and arrived in the deserted lobby of the old gpartment. He took the
elevator to the secret floor and entered the passage where he had gone before.

Confident, he donned a robe and hood from the pile that lay in the anteroom, and gave the Sgnd of
seven taps. He received the answer and gave hisfive taps. He was admitted to the weird room where he
joined the glent, ganding figures.

A feding of new confidence inspired Paget to-night. With the exception of the leader of the Seven, he
aone, of that Slent band, knew the vital importance of this mesting.

He knew that some one had been captured while traling him; and that the meeting had been arranged
that dl might know of it. Furthermore, the gartling news of Wilbur Blake's death had made the medting
doubly imperative. That, aso, Paget knew.

He had stayed a an uptown hotel the previous night, obeying ingructions which he had found in his
gpartment He had looked a the Morning Monitor shortly before noon, and had been astonished to learn
of the effar at Blake's.

Siill, he had not forgotten to consult the want-ad columns. There he had found the item that Sgnified a
mesting.

What would be the outcome of this megting? That, Paget could not foresee. He fdt sure that the
mysterious leader of this band would have some scheme to offer.

Paget's origind plan, to drain Blake's millions through the actions of an impostor, had certainly been
thwarted.



The Sixth member of the group arrived while Paget was dill thinking of the Stuation. Number Seven
made his appearance afew minutes later. The members of the group went through their ceremony. Then
came the period of Slence.

"TO-NIGHT," sad the leader, "we are confronted by an important matter. The plan proposed by
Number Five has been temporarily thwarted. We have been attacked by an enemy who cdls himsdf The
Shadow.

"The existence of this enemy was revedled to me by Number Five. Through the Fathful Ffty, we
captured a man whom we suspected. He would not reved his identity. | have given him his choice. He
mus speak or die. His opportunity is nearly ended.

"Now | believe that our enemy—The Shadow—is il a large. Our captive is probably his agent. We
mud use every power that we possess to diminate our enemy. What is your expresson?’

"Degth to The Shadow!"

The words came from one of the hooded figures.

"Deathl Deathl" echoed the others. Paget joined the chorus.
"Degth to The Shadow," said the leader cdmly.

Before he could speak again, the members of the group became suddenly rigid as they heard a gartling
sound.

From the door opposite the leader came seven taps.
An eighth man was seeking admittance to the sanctum of the Silent Seven!

There was a pause. Paget wondered what the leader would do. He could not imagine whom the intruder
might be.

"Some one desires admittance” declared the leader, in a cam, solemn voice. "Before we reply to his
request, let usidentify oursaves. | an Number One-"

"Two." A robed figure caled the number and stepped across the room beside the leader.
"Three" Another man took his placeinline

"Four." As the speaker moved to the front of the room, Paget awaited the proper indant to give his
number. As he was about to speak, the man beside him stepped to the center of the room and said
"Hve"

Paget was too astounded to move. He could not understand the man's purpose. Fve was his
number—not that of the one who had spoken. Some mistake had been made; it would not be wise to
protest at this critica moment.

"Sx." Paget heard the word, as another robed man cdled the number. He was now aone, sanding
before the line of dlent men. His mind was in a state of utter confuson. He looked a his cowled
companions. Every hood seemed turned so that invisble eyes were peering a him.

"Y our number?"

The question was addressed to Paget by the leader. Now was no time to hesitate.



"Seven," said Paget, taking his placeinline.
The leader walked to the door. There he turned and faced the solemn line

"Keep your places" he said. "An impodtor is present—either here or in the outer room. Let us learn the
number tha he gives™

The leader tapped seven times upon the door. There were seven taps in return. A terrible redizaion
came over Rodney Paget.

Thered Number Seven was outsde the room! The impostor was the man who had adready entered as
Number Seven!

WHEN the leader had cdled for numbers, the false member of the group had declared himsdf as five
By not protesting, Paget had been forced to declared himsdf as Seven. Now suspicion would be
directed upon him!

He clenched his hands benegth the folds of the robe and fet the scarab ring. It reassured him. At least he
hed the mydic token that had served him before.

The man outside had been admitted. His responses met with the approva of the leader. Now the master
of the group returned and Sngled out Paget, at the end of the line

"Go with him!" ordered the leader.
Paget obeyed. He joined the new-comer.
"Your rings" demanded the leader.

Each member, beginning with Two, removed his scarab ring and passed it for the leader's ingpection.
Number One came to Paget and the man who had just entered. He examined their rings. Suddenly he
pointed to Paget.

"Sqdzehim!" he cried.

Paget was overpowered before he could resist. His ams were bound, and he was forced to a stting
position in the center of the room. The members of the group moved to the wals. The leader stood at the
head.

"Before we reved the prisoner's identity,” he said, "we will ascertain if any member of the Seven has an
accusation againg this unknown man.”

A figure stepped from the group and took his pogtion at the door. He made the Sgn of the Seven. The
leader responded.

"Number Five" came the declaration.

Paget was amazed. It was the impostor who was about to accuse him!' The man who had declared
himsdf as Number Five pointed an accusing finger toward Paget!

"How did you discover hm?"' he questioned.

"By hisring," replied the leader. "Each ring has a secret mark. | done can identify each one by number.
The only fase ring is the one worn by our prisoner.”



"I sdl tdl you how he obtained it," said the accuser. The other members of the group listened intently.
"One of the Seven was murdered." The weirdness of histone made Paget shudder. "Murdered— by this
prisoner.”

"Why?" demanded the |eader.
"Thisimpostor desired to learn the secrets of the Seven,” came the reply.

"The secrets are not written,” declared the leader. "They are engraved only in the minds of our members.”

The accuser ignored the objection.

"Origindly,” he went on, "the Silent Seven did not ded in open crime. But in recent years it has become a
desperate organization that will stop at nothing.

"One of our group—an old man—abhorred our actions. He wanted to expose the Seven, but he
hestated through fear. He did, however, write a ful confesson in which he revealed the secrets of this

group.

"He placed the confession in a secret drawer of his desk. He placed his scarab ring in the hands of a
friend. He guarded that confession and hoped some day to make it public.

"A young man whom he had benefited, once saw him dosing the secret drawer. The young men entered
the house and stole the confession. He learned the secrets of the Seven.

"He came again and laid a trap to kill the old man. He succeeded. He aso murdered the friend who wore
the scarab ring. Then he joined the Seven as an impogtor.”

"If what you say istrue -" began the leader.

"Itistrue” declared the men a the door. "I knew certain facts. | have discovered others. My case is
complete. The thief did not destroy the confession. He kept it hidden that he might betray the Seven, if he
needed to protect himsdf."

"Who is the man?"
The accuser pointed to Paget.

"Tdl me, then,” said the leader, "snce this man possessed the secrets and the genuine ring, how did we
discover him to-night?'

"Because another man intervened. He took the ring from the thief, but did not keep it a the time. He had
aring made to resemble it. He took the genuine ring and left the other in its place” The truth dawned
upon Paget. He knew who was masked as Number Five. The Shadow!

That was why hisroom had been visted at Blake's home, on different nights. He understood the purpose
of the dlent figure on the lawn. He wanted to cry out his thoughts, but he was too darmed to speak.

"Tdl me" came the voice of the leader, "who was our member who was murdered? Since he is dead, he
cannot be anong us"

There was a threatening significancein histone. Yet it did not phase the man who stood by the door.

"Hisname" said Paget's accuser, "was Henry Marchand.”



"And his number -"
"Hve"

"Then you are the man who took the ring from the thief," came the menacing voice of Number One. "You
are not Number Five -" He stepped toward the speaker, and the members of the group began to move
with him. "You are -"

"The Shadow!"

As the man at the door announced his identity, he placed his hand againg the wdl beside the door. A
loud pedl of mocking laughter came from benesth his hood. The door did open. The Shadow stepped
adde.

The gleam of flaghlights startled the members of the Seven. The shot of a revolver sounded cannonlike in
the secret chamber as Joe Cardona and his men invaded the sanctum of the Silent Seven!

The detective had fired the firg shot as a warning. Now came his cry of "Hands up" as he entered the
room, his men ranging beside him.

The leader of the Seven had stopped short; now he retreated dowly, his hands above his head. He was
directly in front of the hidden niche at the far end of the room. The other members of the Seven were
motionless, ther hands raised above their heads in token of surrender.

A low chuckle came from the leader of the Slent Seven. The sound was ominous. It presaged danger.
Cardona's hand tightened on his autometic as he covered his enemy.

"Stand where you arel" ordered the leader of the Seven. "You have tried to thwart the power of the
Slent Seven. Not one of you dd| live to tdl what you have learned!”

He pressed his hand againg the wall. There was a flash. Jets of blinding light shot from the sides of the
room. The brilliance of lightning filled the room.

The invaders were completdy dazzled by the terific glare. Indinctivey they buried their heads in thar
ams, to protect ther eyes from the danger.

But the members of the Seven had understood their leader's action. They had closed ther eyes benesth
their dark hoods. The detectives were blinded and incapable of action.

Swiftly, as though in obedience to an implied command, the members of the desperate gang legped
across the room to join their leader.

The leader's hand reached to the top of the niche. It grasped a lever that extended from the wall. But
before the dutching hand could draw the projecting rod, a pistol shot resounded.

One robed figure dill stood among the dazed detectives—The Shadow! He, like the members of the
Seven, had anticipated the leader's move. The shot of his automatic was well aimed. His bullet grazed the
rased fingers. The leader's hand fdl to hisside.

Fve desperate men legped to their leader's aid. Hands sought the lever that he had logt.

The merciless shots continued from The Shadow's automatic. Two robed men staggered and fdl. But
one grasping hand succeeded in its misson. Down came the lever. With its release, a metd curtain fell
suddenly from the ceiling. A sed barrier was between the members of the Slent Seven and their



enemies.

As the curtain descended, another blinding flash filled the room. The blinking detectives were completely
overcome.

In the dim light that remained, The Shadow stooped to the floor. He peeled his robe from his body. Now
he was clad in an inconspicuous dark-gray suit, a badge upon his vest. He appeared as one of the
plain-clothes men who were with Joe Cardona. Now he was among the detectives, acting with amazing

Speed.
"Through the door!" he commanded. "Thisway!"

He forced the men from the room. They were staggering, helpless, not knowing which way to go. They
could see nathing but the dazzling glare which dill dominated their eyes.

The Shadow was the lagt to leave. He lifted the bound form of Rodney Paget as if it had been a figure of
Sraw.

THE detectives were groping their way to the eevator. The first group filled the car and descended.
Cardona, recovering hisvison, turned to go back to the room where the Slent Seven had been. His path
was blocked by the man who held the form of Rodney Paget.

"Stay here!” came the voice of The Shadow. "Hold this prisoner. Get him on the eevator when it comes
up. Thereis not amoment to lose. Out! All of you!"

Cardona obeyed the command. The car was coming up again. He turned and ordered the rest of his men
to enter. He fdt himsdf pushed from behind as he staggered into the devator with his prisoner. The car
descended.

As the door opened at the fird floor, a terrific exploson came from above. The whole building shook.
Masses of stone and mortar crashed upon the top of the elevator. The detectives staggered from the car
and made thelr way to the street.

They had escaped the doom intended for them by the leader of the Silent Seven. From somewhere in the
depths of the building, that murderous crimind had set off a charge that had blown the meeting room to
pieces.

Had the dazed detectives been Ieft to their own resources, they would have been undble to escape
before the explosion. They had been saved because of the presence of one man—The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXI. DEATH IS DELIVERED

UPPER Broadway was in a turmail. Police whistles sounded. The srens of fire trucks cleaved the air.
Thousands of persons had been sartled by the exploson that had wrecked the interior of the old
gpartment house. Police cordons were forming to keep back the excited crowd.

Joe Cardona was a work. He had recovered from the dazzling flares which had temporarily blinded him.

Ingpector Timothy Klein was on the scene. He had followed the detective, and had arrived jugt after the
exploson. Now he was commenting on the Situation.

"It'slucky you got out, Joe," he said. "Otherwise, we'd never have got the dope on this. Seven of them
you say -



"Sx," corrected Cardona. "We got one, you know."
"Ones not enough!”
"Our men arein the Streets.”

A fire ladder had been raised againg the side of the old apartment house. Smoke was pouring through
the doors and windows. Cardona, awaiting the report of his men, paused to watch a firemen who was
ascending the ladder. The task was a perilous one.

Thewadl wasin danger of cracking, yet the man appeared unperturbed. He reached the top of the ladder
and peered into the ruins beneath, as one would look into the crater of a smoldering volcano.

Then he gazed downward to the street. Other firemen were falowing him. The men at the top of the
ladder laughed softly as he stepped from the ladder and stood upon the dizzy parapet.

Strangdly enough, his eyes were not focused upon the ruins of the inner building. He was garing toward
the roofs of the houses in the surrounding blocks.

His comrades were ariving. He made a last careful survey. His eye detected a smdl, dark trapdoor in
the roof of a house across the street. Then his gaze followed dong an entire block to a spot at the most
digant corner.

The firemen were training a hose upon the blaze in the depths of the burning building. The man who had
led the way suddenly stepped back upon the ladder and descended to the street. He became one of the
many firemen who were working about the engines. Then he disappeared.

A moment later, some one tapped Detective Cardona upon the shoulder. Both the detective and the
ingpector turned to see afireman in uniform. They did not recognize him as the man whom they had seen
upon the ladder.

"Y ou're looking for the guys that started this, aren't you?' asked the fireman.
"Yeeh," said Cardona. "What about it?'

"Across the dreet," said the fireman, making a gesture with his thumb. "There's a trapdoor in the roof.
Right over the hock shop. Looked to me like it moved. Maybe -"

"Get your men!" exclamed Klein to Cardona.

As the detective and the ingpector |eft, the fireman laughed softly to himsdf. He ignored his apparent duty
as he waked away from the crowd and disappeared around the corner.

THE pawnshop designated by the fireman was closed. There was a locked door beside it thet led to a
flight of stairs. Cardona ordered three of hismen to smashit.

Uniformed policemen pushed back the curious persons who were invading the sde street, wondering
what this new activity might mean.

The detectives broke down the door. They found a passageway beside the steps. As Cardona was
urging his men to preserve quiet, one of his assgtants approached him. The man had gone down the

passage.

"Looks like there's away downdairs here" he sad.



"A passage under the stregt!” exclamed Cardona. "Maybe that's it!"
He looked quickly about him and picked out three detectives.
"Hnd the way back!" he ordered. "Maybe some of them are trapped. But the rest of us are going up!”

Theintrepid detective led the way. He and his men stole softly up the stairs. They paused to ligen after
they had gone three flights

Cardona, hisflashlight turned to the floor, hissed a command for slence. He fancied that he had heard a
dight sound from above. Then he was sure of it. There was a didinct thump of a trapdoor being
dropped.

"Come on, men!" exdamed Cardona. "After them!"

The detectives rushed up the lagt flight. Cardonas light revedled a trapdoor which was moving. Some
one was trying to force it into place.

The detective did not hesitate. He fired his autometic through the barrier. The trapdoor no longer moved.
Lifted by two of his men, Cardona pushed it up and peered out upon the roof. The huddled form of a
men lay in front of him.

Then came arevolver shot. A bullet splintered the trapdoor. Joe Cardona ducked. Then he put his hand
through the opening and fired in the direction of the shots. There was no valley in return.

The detective and his men emerged upon the roof. Crouching in the darkness, they gazed indl directions.
They could see no one.

Then came a shout from the building across the street. Firemen on top of the burning gpartment house
had heard the shots. They were Sgnding. One of them pointed in the distance.

"Comeon!"

It was Cardona's command. He started the pursuit over the irregular roofs, leaving one of his men to
search the victim who had been killed by the shots through the trapdoor.

Clambering over agmdl wal between two buildings, Cardona sghted his quarry. Five men were making
tharr way across the roofs. Two of them were leaning upon the others.

CARDONA'S revolver spoke. His shots went wide. The five men scattered. Each one dropped to the
roof. They seemed to be seeking safety.

With a shout of triumph, Cardona legped from the wall, and his men followed.

Then came the answering fire. The members of the Slent Seven shot with deadly am. Two of Cardona's
men fel.

"Behind the wall!" screamed Cardona. His cry was too late. There were five men with him; dl had come
forward. Two were out of the fight. The others fired with their automatics.

Answering shots came from the enemy. Ancther of Cardona's men gasped and collapsed.

Cardona raised hmsdf to fire. A shot came from across the roof. The detective's am dropped helplesdy
as abullet struck hiswrigt.



The odds were againg the detectives. Cardona redized that. The merciless survivors of the Slent Seven
were about to exterminate the detectives. There was no hope.

Cardona saw a hooded figure rise boldly, by the edge of the roof. He knew that he was the man's target;
and he was helpless. His eyes were staring. Then he heard the report of arevolver.

He thought the hooded man had fired. To his amazement, the man toppled and plunged headiong from the
roof of the building!

Then Cardona saw who had fired. Another man had appeared, through an opening close by the spot
where the lagt of the Seven were grouped. Standing like an avenging specter, this newcomer had shot the
man whose gun was trained upon the helpless detective!

"The Shadow!" exclaimed Cardona. "The Shadow!"

Four hooded men arose as one. They were the last of the Slent Seven. With one accord, they hurled
themsdlves at the man who blocked ther path to safety. The Shadow's gun spoke again and again and
agan. His enemies went down—al but one.

The lagt man flung himsdf upon The Shadow. For a moment they grappled. Then Cardona saw The
Shadow fall, periloudy near the edge of the roof. Neither he nor his opponent fired.

The last men of the Silent Seven threw himsdf once more againg The Shadow, who seemed to topple
over the edge. Without waiting, the robed man dashed to the opening in the roof, to make his escape.

Vengeance filled Cardonas mind. He was helpless. He could only cry out in anger. One of his detectives
responded.

The sound of shots came close beside Cardona. He fancied that he saw the robed figure tremble and
svay as it went swiftly through the opening in the roof.

Cardona arose. Forgetful of hisown wound, he hurried forward to the spot where he had lagt seen The
Shadow. There was awall sraight down to the street. It was studded with windows. There was no Sgn
of The Shadow.

A limousne dtarted adong the street and turned the corner. Cardona redized tha it was teking the
escaping man to safety; that it contained the grim fighter who had overcome The Shadow!

His conjecture was correct. In the limousine speeding toward Broadway, a stern-faced man sat muttering
in the darkness of the back seat. He had thrown his robe from his shoulders. Each passing street light
reveded the features of a middle-aged man whose face bore along, narrow scar.

A VOICE spokein the darkness. Its tones were a low, harsh whisper, that were heard only by the man
in back. The chauffeur could not hear the voice. The glass partition between him and the back barred the
sound.

The man with the scarred face turned in amazement to see a sranger whose black cloak and
broad-brimmed hat made him amogt invishle

"So," sad the voice. "I have the pleasure of being with Professor Marvin Jukes. You, | take it, are the
leader of the Slent Seven.”

The grim-faced man tightened hislips.



"A man of high sanding—to the public," came the ironicd tones of the sniser voice. "But a heart a
crimina—the leader of a gang of crimindd”

There was no reply.

"The Silent Seven,” repeated the voice, hissng the words. "Each member kept a reminder of his duty.
Like Marchand's dice. Always the number saven. There were saven. Now there is only one the lagt of
the Seven!"

"Who are you?' demanded the man with the scarred face.

"They cdl me The Shadow," came the reply. ™Y ou thought that | no longer existed—after our struggle on
the roof. But | am used to wadls, professor. When | go down them, | do not fdl. You left me too soon. |
came down and found your limousine awaiting you."

"What do you want of me?'

"You know my purpose.” The Shadow's voice was sgnificant. "Y ou have captured one of my men. He is
in danger. Y ou done know where heis. | offer you your lifein exchange for his. Tdl me where heid"

The leader of the Seven did not reply. He was saring sraight ahead, as though he did not hear The
Shadow's words.

"Will you answer me?' came the whispered voice.
"Yes" replied Jukes dowly. "Thisismy answer.”

His hand had crept to a pocket in the sde of the car. Now he swung his body around and thrust an
automatic toward The Shadow.

But Jukes had not reckoned on the dertness of that strange man in black. A visdike grip caught his wridt.
Try as he might, Jukes could not carry the few inches that were necessary to am it toward The Shadow.

The men locked in a grim struggle. Jukes was determined to kill this enemy —the only man who had ever
thwarted the machinations of the Silent Seven. With a quick twist he wrenched free.

Before he could swing the gun into play, a sudden expression of anguish appeared upon his face. He
dumped back into the corner of the car. He pressed his hand againg his Side.

The parting shots fired by Cardona's plain-clothes man had not been in vain. The wounds which Jukes
hed received had spelled his doom, dthough he had &t firg been dmost oblivious to them.

His urge to kill The Shadow had sustained him despite his serious condition. Now, his strength was
sgging. The Shadow plucked the gun from his hand and held it before his eyes.

"Answer me" hissed The Shadow. "Ansver me—or did”

An ugly leering smile came over the features of Professor Jukes. Even in this last moment, the evil |eader
of the Silent Seven gloated in triumph.

He did not fear The Shadow. A new enemy was conquering him, and that enemy was death. His head
dropped forward. A dghing gasp came from hislips. His hands fdl to hisside.

The Shadow leaned over the leader of the Slent Seven. He placed his hand againgt the man's forehead.
The car stopped before atraffic light.



The Shadow opened the door and dipped slently to the street. The limousne moved onward, carrying
the dead body of Professor Jukes, and The Shadow's hope of rescuing Harry Vincent!

CHAPTER XXIl. THE POWER OF THE SEVEN

CLYDE BURKE rubbed his eyes and looked about him. He was dressed and stting in a redining chair.
His head no longer throbbed; dl images of objects about him were clear and wel defined.

He began to remember the events which had passed. He recdled various awakenings, and dearly
recollected the lagt vist of the physician.

The doctor had said that he was virtudly wdl; but had insgsted that he rest a while longer. Clyde had
dressed, and had been placed inthis chair. A few scattered thoughts had worried him at the time, but he
hed yielded to the doctor's orders to forget hisworries.

Hismind reverted to the encounter in front of Paget's gpartment. How long ago was it? A day? A week?
Time seemed strangdy vague.

Suddenly a terrifying thought dominated the young man. What had become of Harry Vincent? Clyde
closad his eyes and pictured the entrance to a warehouse on Sixty-ninth Street. That was the spot where
Harry had disappeared—and he, Clyde Burke, had not reported it!

Good fortune favored his desire for duty. Clyde was done in a lounge room. He remembered waking
here from the ward, with a nurse supporting him. He rose ungteedily and entered the corridor.

There was no one in view. He walked dong and passed a desk where a nurse was writing a report. He
managed to go by unseen. He found a stairway and went down. A door &t the right attracted him. He
pushed it open, and found himsdlf in a short corridor on the firg floor. There was an open door that led
to the ambulance driveway.

Without a moment's hesitation, Clyde Burke Ieft the hospitd.

He was weak when he reached a taxi stand. He entered a cab and gave an address to the driver. He
closed his eyes and rested.

After interminable moments, the cab stopped. Clyde entered the lobby of an antiquated hotel, where he
made hisway to a public phone booth that was virtudly out of Sght in a secluded corner.

He dropped a nickd in the dot and dided a number. When he heard the ringing of the bdl at the other
end, he hung up the receiver. His nickd tumbled into the coin return.

Clyde used it again and cdled the same number. After afew rings, he agan hung up and retrieved his
coin. Then he waited.

At the lunch counter in the Grand Centrd Station, the slent attendant had noticed a ringing of the phone
inthe booth opposite. He heard its sudden termination, and kept on serving a customer until it rang again.

Then he l¢&ft the counter and entered the back room. He diaded a number on the telephone.
Clyde Burke's weary voice answered the call.
"Burbank," said the attendant.

"Burke" came the reply.



"Report. WhereisV.?"

Burke's voice was unintdligible for a moment. Then it became suddenly coherent. He poured out the
gory of Vincent's pursuit of Rodney Paget.

"You're hurt?' questioned Burbank tersdly.

"Jud out of the hospital—and they don't know it," came Burke's reply.
"Can you get to the Metrolite Hotel ?"

"Yes. I'm feding better now."

"Go there, then. Stay in V's room.”

Burbank hung up the phone. He dided another number. There was no response. He went back to the
counter and returned a few minutes later. He dided again. Thistime there was an answer.

"Burbank," he said.
"Report,” came the voice.

Burbank made sure that no one was near by. Then he gave the information that he had received from
Clyde Burke. He condensed it into terse, essentid details.

"Good!" came the voice. "Be ready!" The receiver clicked at the other end.

TWELVE minutes later, a cab pulled up at the corner of Sixty-ninth Street and Ninth Avenue. The
passenger paid the driver before he left.

He hurried from the cab and strode rapidly westward. He crossed the street and stopped in the shadow
of the warehouse. He became drangdy obscure as he approached the entrance. He seemed to be
avoiding any watchful eyes.

Thewindow across the street was open; and the man on duty was dert. He raised hisgun as he saw a
shadow appear on the pavement benegath the light a the warehouse entrance. He lowered the weapon
when he saw that he had been deceived by a mere shadow which disappeared as suddenly as it hed
come.

A man was in the passageway, moving slently dong toward the turn. It was The Shadow, feding his way
through the darkness, a creature of the night garbed in his cloak of snister black.

The Shadow reached the wooden steps. He stopped short as his foot touched the boards. He tapped the
wood with the toe of his shoe. He seemed to wonder why wooden steps had been inserted in this cement

passageway.

Up he went, step by step. As he reached the top, he sank downward and clutched one of the steps as he
placed hisweght upon the landing. The boards sagged benesth him. The Shadow laughed oftly.

He let the trap open and his flashlight came into play. It reveded the space into which Harry Vincent had
fdlen, two nights before. The Shadow dipped into the pit and landed with catlike ill. He turned his
flashlight upward to observe the trap as it closed above him.

He turned off the light and stood in the darkness, waiting. He expected an attack, and he was not
disappointed. A doorway opened and two men came in. They expected to find a hdf-stunned victim.



Instead, they were met by a powerful ondaught that came from the darkness.

One man gasped as he was struck by the butt of an automatic. The other sank benegth a driving figt. The
Shadow laughed as he turned on hislight and surveyed the men he had defeated.

He drew a pair of handcuffs from his pocket end locked them on the man who had passed into oblivion
from the blow of the automatic. The other was groggy, but not unconscious. The Shadow prodded him
with hisrevolver.

Thefdlow opened his eyes and raised his hands at Sght of the automatic.

"Up!" ordered The Shadow. "Lead the way. Take me where you took the last men who came
here—two nights ago.”

The man obeyed. He waked ahead and opened an atfully concealed door. This reveded adim passage.

With The Shadow's automatic reminding him of his helplessness, the prisoner was sullenly obedient. He
knew that his captor would brook no trickery. He turned through various passages, up steps, urtil, by an
ar shaft, he arrived at an automdtic eevator.

The man entered, and The Shadow followed. They ascended, The Shadow's torch filling the car with
light. The elevator stopped. The man walked into a smal, barren room that had no outlet. He stopped.

"Goon!" ordered The Shadow.

"Thisisthe end,” replied his prisoner.

"Theend?'

"So hdp me. It iswhere we left him. | don't know what happened to him after that."

"Tum around!" The Shadow threw his light into the man's face. He saw that the fdlow had spoken the
truth.

"Does the devator go up higher?' questioned The Shadow.
"Thisisthe top,” was the reply.

The Shadow stepped in the eevator and threw hislight upward. Not for one ingant did he lower the gun
that covered the other man. Y et in that brief ingoection he detected a space above the elevator.

"Comein," ordered The Shadow.

WHILE his vicim cowered in the corner of the car, the man in the black cloak ran his hands about the
interior of the elevator. He found an ornamenta molding. His keen fingers detected a concealed button.
He pressed it. The car moved upward.

It stopped in another smdl compartment. The Shadow forced his prisoner out. This room had a sted
door on the opposite side. The Shadow pressed about it and found a catch that moved the frame of the
ded doorway to one sde.

A keyhole was reveded. The Shadow produced a dender, pointed sted instrument. In less than a minute
he picked the lock. The door did into the wall.



The Shadow's light revedled the headquarters from which the leader of the Slent Seven had sent his
orders.

The appearance of the mysery room might have been puzzing to some other person. The Shadow,
however, wasted no timein surprised ingpection. He found the light in the corner and turned it on.

He noted a crack in the wall, and saw thet it was a door faced with tiny holes. The Shadow probed these
openings with his pick. He sprang a catch and opened the door. It was an empty closet.

"In" commanded The Shadow. He forced his prisoner into the closet and closed the door upon him.
Then he looked around the room.

There were no other entrances. The Shadow tapped the wals. He heard hollow sounds at spots. When
he came to a solid place he paused and smiled. He was conversant with the ingenuity of the master of the
Slent Seven. The opening that he suspected would probably be at the place where the wal was solid.

The Shadow stopped, suddenly intent. Until now, he had not been noisdess in his actions. He paused to
ligen. He heard the faint throbbing of some mechanism below the room.

Thruging his automatic beneath his cloak, The Shadow began to act with great rapidity, as though
redizing thet time was precious. His sendtive fingers groped aong the wall. Time and again, they covered
every inch, until findly an invigble catch yielded. A solid sheet of meta did upward. It revedled a spird
darway.

The throbbing sound became more didtinct.

The Shadow descended. At the bottom he found another barrier. Thistime hisfingers were more familiar
with the trick. They found the catch and another sheet of meta rose into the wall. The Shadow stopped
abruptly. He redized now that he had come in the wrong garb.

Thiswas unquestionably a haunt of the master of the Slent Seven. The Shadow had expected to find this
place empty. Had he suspected a person here, he would have donned a hooded robe instead of the
cloak and black hat which he now wore.

For directly before him, with hands dert and face learing with ferocity, stood a giant of a man. So close
was the mongter that The Shadow was virtudly in his power. The man in the black cloak seemed a
pygmy in front of this huge bulk.

HAD the light of the passage been more bright, and had Bron's wits been keener, The Shadow's quest
would have come to a sad ending. But in the doorway, with darkness behind him, The Shadow's cloak
and hat bore a resemblance to the hood and cowl of the magter of the Silent Seven. The smilaity was
enough to make Bron doubtful.

The giant hesitated momentarily as his hands approached The Shadow's throat, and his gaze turned
downward. The Shadow divined his thought. His left hand came from beneath his robe, and Bron
observed the scarab ring which he was wearing. The giant stepped back a pace and bowed.

"Thesgn,” he said.

The Shadow had virtualy memorized the indructions that he had read in Henry Marchand's confession.
He knew that this huge man must be a member of the Faithful Ffty. He did not know what method
Number One might use in speeking to him; but he assumed that the usud countersign was employed.

"Faithful," he said.



His hand clutched his autométic as he spoke, and he was none too soon. The giant had leaped forward
the moment that the word was uttered.

Bron's am struck The Shadow's wrigt as the man in black was pressing his finger to the trigger. For
once, The Shadow's finger dipped and me gun nearly fdl from his hand.

Recovering it, he swung the automatic to the right, and its heavy barrel struck the giant's jaw.

The blow did not stop Bron; but it turned his attention. With a sudden grasp, he plucked the revolver
from The Shadow's hand and flung it across the passage. He caught The Shadow's arms and sought to
hurl the man againg the stone side of the corridor.

Then began aterrible conflict. The Shadow, with dl his anazing power, was no metch for the giant. He
managed only to keep his antagonist from hurling him againgt the wall. He tried to wrest himsdf free from
that mammoth clutch, and in the effort was forced to the other end of the corridor.

Bron had gripped The Shadow's arms and was forcing them back over the shoulders. The Shadow's
hands were free, but helpless. As Bron ground them againg the wadl, they encountered a master switch.

A geam of quick undergtanding came to the flashing eyes that were peering from beneath the
broad-brimmed hat. With hisright hand, The Shadow pulled the switch.

The muffled sound of machinery ended abruptly. Bron's ferocity was suddenly curbed by the occurrence.
He released his hold upon the right arm of The Shadow and reached for the switch. At the same time, he
showed his brute strength to the fullest as he used hisright arm to whirl The Shadow sSdewise across the

passage.

The Shadow's hat protected his head as he crashed againg the wall. In that moment of haf-stunned
defeat, his weakened am stretched out, and his hand struck againg the leg of the stool which was Bron's
customary resting place.

The Shadow had dropped to one knee. He rose from the floor, sarting a mighty swing. Bron, turning to
finish his enemy, saw it coming, but too late.

The stool was a terrible weapon. It knocked aside the giant's upraised arm. The legs of the ool broke
into fragments as they struck the mongter's head. The Shadow's formidable foe collapsed in a huge heap.

THE SHADOW was weak and breathless. Then he redized that the throbbing of the machinery had
begun again when Bron had pressed the switch.

Above the sound he heard another noise. A weak tgpping a the end of the corridor. He drew back the
switch. He went to the door and found the hidden catch. The door arose and showed a most amazing
Sght.

Harry Vincent was prone on the floor, below the levd of the door. His hands were reaching through a
gpace scarcely more than a foot in width. Above him was a long, dark platform, like the levd of a huge
elevator. From beneath came a weird light—the last illumination furnished by the frame a the opposte
end of the corridor of desth!

The Shadow gripped Harry's hands and pulled him through the narrow opening. It was a tight, close
squeeze. For amoment it seemed as though the man's body could not get through the space. Then Harry
was free.

He lay moationless upon the floor of the passage, faint from the orded he had undergone.



"Were you done?' came The Shadow's whispered question.

Harry nodded weskly. The Shadow let the door drop and pulled the switch to complete the descent of
the platform.

While the mechaniam thrummed, he looked a Bron. The giant eyes were glassy. The Shadow's mighty
blow had killed him.

Themanin the black cloak turned slently to the door at the Sde of the corridor. Here, again, his fingers
sought the secret switch. The door arose. A lighted room lay beyond.

A man was gtting in a chair, his head buried againgt his arm. The Shadow approached and tapped him.
The man looked up hopeesdy toward the figure in black. 1t was Wilbur Blake, haggard and unshaven!

With Blake's aid, The Shadow carried Vincent up the spird stairway. He released the man in the closet
and made him conduct the party from the building. They made thair exit near the ar shaft through which
they had passed on their journey.

Headquarters received another mysterious phone cal that night. It resulted in the dispaich of a patrol to
Tenth Avenue.

The police found a man bound and gagged in an ar shaft beside a warehouse. They dso discovered
another man in a pit benesth an ingenious trapdoor.

They invedigated a labyrinth of passages beneath the warehouse. Making a round-up of the
neighborhood, they captured one suspicious character, and uncovered a room in the house across the
way from the side entrance of the building.

A men had fled from the room just prior to therr arrival. He had left behind him an automaitic fitted with
Slencer.

But they did not penetrate to the sanctum which had once belonged to the commander of the Slent
Seven. Nor did they reach the corridor below, where the body of a giant man lay a the end of the
passage. Bron's watch post had become his tomb.

CHAPTER XXIII. THE RETURN

THE end of the Silent Seven was a tremendous newspaper story. To Detective Joe Cardona went the
credit for the extermination of the most amazing gang of criminds that New York had known in yeard
Rodney Paget collapsed under grilling, after confessng to the murders of Henry Marchand and Doctor
George Lukens.

The identities of the dead members of the Silent Seven created a tremendous Hir.

One was a prominent lawyer; another a well-known palitician. Two were figures in the underworld,
reputed gang leaders, who had constantly eluded the law. One was a prominent banker.

But the discovery of the body of Professor Jukes, deserted in his limousne just beyond the dity limits
created the greatest surprise. Thisman had been a noted scholar. Now he proved to be the master mind
of a powerful organization whaose existence the police had scarcely suspected!

Detectives were rounding up members of the Faithful Fifty. Every hour was bringing new disclosures. The
Slent Seven had dready been linked with haf a dozen unsolved crimes.

Investigetors were hard a work, tracing the checkered career of this desperate gang that had worked for



yearsin slence, spreading their crimes at intervals, never even leaving atangible clew.

It was during the lull thet followed the fird feverish efforts of the police that Inspector Timothy Klein and
Detective Joe Cardona arrived at the home of Wilbur Blake.

They sat in the living room of the millionairés big house. The inspector looked gpprovingly toward the
detective. Cardona's face bore sgns of tremendous srain. Hisarm wasin ading.

"Great work, Joe" sad Klen. "Great work."

"Weé're tying up the Seven with that Bradstreet Bank hold-up,” said Cardona wearily. "Their fifty men
were a work that time. They killed two bank guards -"

The inspector nodded. Then he waved his hand.

"But what about here, Joe?' he questioned. "How do the Seven figure in this? Who killed Blake? Have
you quizzed Paget?'

"Yes But he couldn't answer. He was dl busted up when | flashed that paper that we found on him.

"It was Marchand's confession, you know. It told dl about the Slent Seven. Paget blabbed after he saw
that. Told us how he had seen Marchand opening the secret drawer; how he had stolen the confession.

"He murdered Marchand, and he murdered Lukens—to get the ring that the doctor wore. He used a gun
with a silencer. Threw it into the river, over one of the bridges, while he was riding with a drunken friend."

"I can't figure out why Blake was killed," said Klein dowly. "It looks like the Seven did it, right enough.
He was about to pull a business ded— that's dl we know. Some stranger mixed himsdf in it. If we had
the motive for -"

"Welve got to get it."
"From whom? The only man who could tdl usis Blake himsdf."

The inspector paused. He looked at Herbert. The butler was garing at the side door with wild eyes. He
looked like a man who had seen a ghost.

There, in the doorway, stood Wilbur Blake. The lips benegth the waxed moustache held afant amile
Cardona gasped. Had Blake been brought back to life by that amazing man they cdled The Shadow?
"You thought | was dead,” said Wilbur Blake.

"Wedid!" said Inspector Klen.

"l saw you dead!" cried Cardona. "Dead—in the room next to this Dead— in the morgue -"

"It was another man,” explained Blake.

"Another man!" exdaimed Cardona.

"Yes" sad the millionare quietly. "I was merdy abducted. Taken away by order of the Slent Seven.
They kept me dive, because they thought they might need me later. | was rescued last night.”

"By whom?'



"By amanin ablack cloak. | didn't see hisface, benesth his hat brim. He took me to a hotel, and on the
way he told me the facts. Then he disappeared.”

"The Shadow!" cried Cardona.

"After my abduction,” sad Blake, "another man was put here in my place. His name was Dodge. This
chap you cal The Shadow knows a bit about him. Says that if you get hisfinger printsin the morgue, you
will find that he did aterm in Sng Sing.

"My friend'—the words were sarcastic—"my friend Paget found thisfdlow Dodge. The Slent Seven put
himin here to raise havoc with my possessions. The Shadow came out here to expose him. In the fracas,
Dodge was killed!"

"That lets Otto out," said Cardona. "Dodge was committing a crime when he took your place. It won't
take uslong to trace hiscrimind record. Youll have your chauffeur back double-quick, Migter Blake."

Some one knocked at the door. Herbert admitted Clyde Burke. The ex-reporter grinned at Cardona.

"Hot suff, Joe," he said. "I've just taken a job with the Evening Classic. | want firg crack at this story. |
got atip-off that Wilbur Blake wasn't dead, after dl.”

BURKE'S story of Wilbur Blake's return was a masterpiece of tabloid news. The caption, "Back from
the Dead," appeared beneath Wilbur Blake's picture.

It was a sensationd conclusion to the story of the Slent Seven. Following it came the identification of the
dead man, Dodge; and after that, the conviction of Rodney Paget as a murderer.

But nothing was ever said about the gruding ordeal undergone by Harry Vincent. No mention was made
about the part which Blake had played.

The identity of the man who had visted Dodge, and who had laer escaped from the overturned
speedster, remained a mygery. The battle between the man in the black cloak and the giant Bron was
unrecorded by the press.

Those facts were written only in the private annds of The Shadow!
THE END



