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CHAPTER |. TERROR GRIPSMANHATTAN

B I S B B B R N B B R S B I I R e VRN

IT was morning on Wall Street. Crowds of people were moving hurriedly aong the pavements of that
man-made ravine that threads its way through the heart of New Y ork'sfinancid digtrict. Viewed from the
buildings above, they appeared astiny creatures.

Two men turned into the thoroughfare from aside sweet. They jostled their way through a cluster of
people who were waiting on the curb, and walked leisurely, side-by-side, down Wall Strest.

There was nothing in the appearance of these men to attract attention. They seemed typical of the drab
passers-by who are seen congtantly in that part of Manhattan.

One man was carrying a briefcase. That, alone, distinguished him from his companion.

Both were oblivious of their surroundings. They paid no attention to the wals of the huge buildings that
loomed on either side of them. They came to a spot where construction was underway and they were
forced to crossto the other side of the narrow street.

The crowd had thinned for the moment. The men were nearing a corner. They stopped an ingtant astheir
path was blocked by a man hurrying in the opposite direction. Then they moved by himin singlefile,
forced to the middle of the sdewak by two large ashcans that stood against the wall of the building.
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The man with the briefcase brushed shoulders with the man who was going the other way.

It was one of those unnoticed passings. A few seconds later, each would have forgotten the existence of
the other, had the usud law of the city held true. But this passing was the forerunner of an unusud event.

Before the hurrying man had moved ten feet along the street, aterrific explosion occurred. Where three
men had been momentarily grouped, none remained.

All dong the block lay persons who were thrown to the sidewaks. Men were staggering, trying to
recover from the mighty concusson which had shaken them.

A gaping hole appeared in the front of the building on the right - a hole from which ran aseries of
irregular cracks. A deluge of debris poured from the building across the way. Hel pless persons were
buried amid loose stone and mortar.

From the gtricken area came a.cloud of smokedike dust. Then followed an ominous slence that seemed
to last for endless seconds. Out of the silence came the cries of the victims.

Crowds began to gather at the ends of the block. Asthough by prearrangement, uniformed policemen
appeared to take control. They made their way to the spot where the explosion had occurred.

With disregard of danger, they began their work of rescue. While they labored, the clang of bells
approached. With the amazing speed that characterizes the working of Manhattan's machinery, rescue
sguads were rushing to the scene.

Patrols and ambulances arrived with fire trucks. Bodies of both living and dead were carried away.
Groups of police blocked off the district.

Then came reporters. Within thirty minutes after the catastrophe, mighty presses were grinding out the
hideous details of the unexpected tragedy. Five men were known to be dead; the number of theinjured
was amatter of conjecture.

One hour after Lower Manhattan had been rocked by the explosion, eager persons were buying
newspapersin Grand Central Station.

Only the meager details of the catastrophe were available; yet it had aready become the sole topic of
conversaion in the grest termindl.

A man entered one of the small cigar stores near the main concourse and nodded to the clerk. He was
reading a newspaper as he entered. He tucked it under hisarm and approached the cigar case.

The clerk came over and methodically removed abox of cigars. The newcomer was one of his hundreds
of regular customers. The clerk knew the brand he smoked.

"Big newstoday," remarked the clerk, indicating the newspaper under the customer'sarm.
"Yes," camethereply. "Terrible! They don't know much about it yet."

"The next editionswill be out soon,” said the clerk. "They'll have abig account then. Those reporters
work fast, you know."

The customer drew awallet from hisinsde coat pocket. He reached forward to pluck five cigarsfrom
the box that lay upon the counter. As hisfingers dipped on the outside wrappings, the clerk politely
raised the box.



The customer'sleft hand rested on the counter as he grasped the cigars successfully. There was adight
smile upon hislips. It wasthelast action he madein life, and the one man who witnessed it did not remain
totell thetale

The cigar store was rocked by amighty tremor. The counter and the cases disappeared in atremendous
explosion that sent pieces of wreckage flying in dl directions. The crowds that were hurrying through the
concourse of thetermind fell in struggling hesps.

Showers of broken glass clattered everywhere. In atrice, the serene regularity of the huge depot had
been changed to a scene of chaos! Smoke swept through the concourse! Women screamed in terror!
Utter confusion reigned!

Another catastrophe had terrorized New Y ork! Here, scenes of Wall Street were reenacted, but in a
different s=tting.

Police arrived and were joined by hospita attendants. Railroad employeeswere prompt in giving aid.
Trainswere held; emergency orders were put in force.

The explosion had been confined to a corner of the concourse. The cigar store and two neighboring
shops were completely wrecked. Two clerks and three customers were killed in the cigar store.

One man, who had been tel ephoning from a booth, escaped miraculoudy and was drawn from the
wreckage virtudly uninjured. Hundreds of persons had been stunned, and many had suffered minor
injuries

The huge extent of the concourse, with its acres of open space and its high-domed celling, had offset the
death-dealing power of the explosion.

It became aday of terror in New Y ork.

The newspapers were spreading the details of these catastrophes like wildfire. With the exact reports of
the Wall Street explosion came the stop-press news of the bombing in Grand Centra Station.

Police were gppearing everywhere.

It was exactly half-past twelve when an enterprising newsboy took his stand at the entrance to the
downtown side of the Broadway subway at Columbus Circle. He had a stock of the latest editions of the
afternoon newspapers. He was sdlling them with greet rapidity.

A well-dressed man stopped and gave the boy a twenty-five cent piece. The gamin fumbled for the
change and found it. Some of the coinsfdll to the Sdewak asthe boy turned to another customer and

began hisrepeated cry:
"Big explosons! Read about the big explosions! Hundredskilled in Wall Street -"

The man who had bought the newspaper stopped and picked up the loose coins. He seemed annoyed.
He drew alarge watch from his pocket and glanced at the time. He noted that the watch was stopped.

He looked around for a clock by which to set histimepiece. Then, apparently disturbed by hisdelay, he
thrust the watch angrily in his pocket and hurried down the steps.

Two of the automatic turnstiles were open at the right of the entrance to the subway station. A train was
just pulling out. The man wastoo late to makeit.



Fuming, he went through the turnstile. Another man followed and bumped againgt him. Thefirst man
swung rather angrily; but the other paid no attention to him.

"What's the hurry?" growled the well-dressed man.

The other turned to look at him. But their argument went no further. The underground tube reverberated
with atremendous explosion that sounded like amighty cannonade.

The station became amass of wreckage. Girders were twisted between the tracks. The change booth
was demolished and its occupant was killed. There were haf a dozen people entering the southbound
dation; not one remained divel

On the street above, the newsboy's cry of "Big explosons” came to a sudden end as the urchin was
thrown headlong and his expressive words were drowned by the muffled report that came from below.

People entering the subway staggered back in the face of avast volume of white smoke that reeked with
fumes of sulphur!

From across the street, terror-stricken persons from the northbound subway station emerged from the
kiosk, shouting frantically for assistance for those who remained bel ow!

Once again some unseen hand had caused doom and destruction! A third terror had cometo New Y ork,
and another chain of hideous details was ready for the grinding presses that thrived on death and

tragedy.

The pleasant, open circle on the fringe of Central Park became the headquarters for agroup of rescue
workers, while mounted police arrived to drive back the curious thousands who assembled in spite of the
danger which might Htill exig.

In three hours, terror had gripped Manhattan! Three terrible calamities - each ahorrible event in itsdlf -
had occurred at intervas of approximately sixty minutes!

What might happen next was something that no one could venture to foretell. Any spot in busy New
Y ork might become amass of wreckage, with victims shrieking their misfortune.

Danger lay everywhere, and emergency squads of police could only wait, hopeful that they might be
nearby to lend their aid should another mighty tragedy follow those that had gone beforel

CHAPTERII. THE MAN WHO FEARED DEATH

OF dl the mad frenzy that gripped New Y ork on that momentous day, none could equa the wild
excitement in the office of the Evening Classic.

In the realm of tabloid newspapers, the Classic led dll othersin sensationaism. Itsreporters were familiar
with al quarters of the underworld. Its photographers stopped at nothing to obtain pictures.

The Classic clamed an insde knowledge of dl that went onin New Y ork!

From the moment that news of the first explosion reached the Classic office, the managing editor gave
ordersthat resembled those of ageneral whose army isgoing into battle.

Theeditoria offices of the tabloid were located in an old, squalid building that was on the verge of
condemnation. The reporters room was cramped for space. The city editor sat in acorner before a
broken-down desk and gave out assgnmentsto reporters asrapidly asthey entered the office.



The clicking of typewriters and the loud tel ephone conversations cauised a continua hubbub.

The Grand Central explosion added to the excitement of the Classic office. Photographers were
dispatched to the new scene of tragedy. Reporters wrote wild rumors linking the two explosions.

Acting on ahunch, one story predicted more bombings. The Columbus Circle explosion fulfilled the
prediction.

Basing its claims on vague ingde information gained by its reporters, the Classic predicted afourth
catastrophe, setting it at haf-past onein the afternoon, an hour after the third explosion.

When two o'clock arrived and no news of afresh cdamity cameto the Classic office, another sensationa
feature was launched by the tabloid.

Thiswas an offer of five thousand dollars reward for information that would lead to the discovery of the
fiends who had started the wave of terror.

Specid editions of the Classic were rushed from the presses.

Shortly after three o'clock, atall, thin man cameinto the editorid office of the Classic and elbowed his
way between the typewriter desks.

"Hello, Grimes" said the city editor. "What have you got?"

Thetal man shrugged his shoulders.

"Isthe old manin?" asked Grimes.

"Yes" replied the city editor.

"Guess |'d better see him," returned Grimes.

He went to the corner door marked "Hardan Raynor, Managing Editor," opened it, and entered.

A short, dark-visaged man was sitting in front of amahogany desk. His surroundings seemed a marked
contrast to the dilapidated furnishings of the reporters room.

The man, himsdlf, was acontrast. There was no excitement in his bearing. He was carefully reading the
latest edition of the Classic and he did not look up for several minutes.

Finally he surveyed Grimeswith a Napoleonic Sare.

Harlan Raynor, managing editor of the Classc, wasthe directing brain of the most sensationa tabloid
newspaper in the world.

It was his offer of five thousand dollarsthat had brought Grimesto see him. Raynor knew it, for Grimes
was one of the Classic's Sar reporters, aman whose va ue increased with the importance of whatever
matter might be at stake.

"I think welll have something for you, chief,” said Grimes quietly. "1've been working with Tewkson. He's
been out dl day, trying to locate abird named Vervick.

"Tewkson hasingde dope that Vervick knows something about bombs. He thinks the five thousand
dollarsisgoing to work it! I've comein to keep contact with Tewkson."



Raynor nodded approvingly.

"Thismay fetchit, chief,” said Grimes, picking up alate copy of the Classic. "I've got to hand it to you!
Five grand for information - and no questions asked! Complete confidence!

"That'sthe gag, dl right! Thisstuff of rewardsfor arrest and conviction are al baloney. Y ou've got the
right ideal Keep it between ourselves, don't squeal on the guy that spillsthe dope! Every rat inthe
underworld will have histongue hanging out when he seesthat offer!"

"That'sonly part of it, Grimes," said Raynor tersdy. "I have planned further than you think. There may be
severd implicated in these explosions. Perhaps one of the guilty men may cometo see us. Such things
have happened before!l”

"That'sright!" agreed Grimes admiringly. "And I'll tell you, chief, that Tewkson will pull it if thisbloke he's
after redly knows something about it!"

There was aknock at the door. A porter entered carrying abundle of tied-up newspapers.

"Put them in the corner,” said the managing editor. Whenever abig story broke, Harlan Raynor kept two
hundred copies of every edition. They were brought up to his office regularly.

He handed a newspaper to Grimes and phoned instructions that any call for the star reporter should be
relayed to the managing editor's office.

Ten minutes passed before the telephone rang. Raynor answered it, then turned over the instrument to
Grimes.

"Tewkson," hesaid.

Grimes spoke in short, disconnected sentences. Findly he said:

"All right, boy, I'll meet you at the corner. I'll handle him from there on. Let me talk to him amoment.”
There was a pause; then Grimes continued:

"ThisisMr. Grimes of the Classic. Y ou have heard of me? Good! Y es, I'm with Mr. Raynor, the
managing editor.

"He meansjust what he said in the newspaper. His promiseisgood. You'll comewith Tewkson? Al
right!”

He hung up the phone and turned to the managing editor, who was quietly marking lines in the newspaper
that laid before him.

"Tewkson hasfound Vervick," said Grimes. "He's bringing him hereright away. I'll meet them outside.”
"Get him in here as soon as possible,”" ordered Raynor. He pointed across the room. "In the sde door.”
"Okay, chief!"

Fifteen minutes | ater, ataxicab stopped around the corner from the Classic office. Grimes stepped from
the side of the building, to greet the two men who came from the cab.

One was Tewkson, young, but hard-faced, with a mass of red hair upon his hatless head. The other,
Grimes knew, was Vervick.



The man looked like a Russian. His face was tense and showed intelligence. But despite an appearance
of physica strength, the man seemed nervous and apprehensive.

"Hello, Vervick," said Grimes, inalow voice. "I'm Mr. Grimes. Don't worry! We're with you!™
The man nodded. Then he spokein athick voce.

"Itisnot you," he said, "that makes me afraid! It is someone else! The onewho - | cannot tell you now!
Takemewhere| may be safel”

He glanced up and down the street. The cab was pulling awvay. No onewasin sghtinthisside dley.
Vervick seemed a bit reassured. Grimes dapped him lightly on the back.
"We're going to see Mr. Raynor,” he said. "Comeright dong. WEell take care of you!"

Heled the way to asde entrance. They went into the building and climbed aflight of slent, dingy sairs.
They cameto alocked door. Grimes knocked softly. The door opened.

Vervick blinked asthey entered the office of Harlan Raynor. He seemed surprised at his surroundings.
He pulled his hat from his head and twisted it between his hands.

He did not advance after the door closed behind him. Then his eyes were fascinated by the steady gaze
of the man who sat at the mahogany desk.

"What do you haveto say?' asked Raynor quietly.

"l anafrad- | anafrad! | am afraid to die, and if | speak - | will diel”

"Youwill be safeif you spesk!" returned Raynor. "We will seeto that! Whom do you fear?"

"I cannot say hisname! | am afraid! He strikes - and he kills!™

"He cannot strike you herel™

"He can strike anywhere! Heiseverywhere! | am afraid! | cannot speak!”

The man closed hislipsfirmly. He bowed his head and gave every sign that he intended to remain mute.

"Fivethousand dollars," said Raynor quietly. "Five thousand dollars - and complete protection.
Undergand?’

Vervick nodded, but remained slent.

"Ligten, chief," brokein Tewkson, "this man may not know everything, but he knowsalot! Hetold me
some of it - but he's kept of f the important details. HE's got the story we want!™

Raynor nodded. He rose from his, chair and walked over to Vervick. Vervick looked up at him and
seemed to gain confidence.

"Thisisthe safest placein New York," said Raynor. "If you are afraid of someone, we can help you. We
cannot help you unless we know your story.

"Thereisacar waiting below. The minute you are through talking, you will be whisked away and only |
will know where you are. | have heped men like you before. | can help you now. But you must tell me
everything - now!"



He walked back to the desk.
"I believe you, Mr. Raynor,” said Vervick thickly. "I am going to talk to you!"

"Good," said Raynor, with anod. He glanced quickly at Grimes. The reporter pulled a pad of paper from
his pocket.

"WEell bein timefor the next edition,” he mumbled to Tewkson, and the red-haired reporter grinned.
"Forty minutes from now, this story will be on the street!"

"Y ou've got to hand it to the old man,” whispered Tewkson. Then he became silent and tense. Vervick
was speaking.

"l have made bombs," said the Russian, in alow voice. "1 do not know why | have made them. | mean, |
did not know what they were for - until today.

"I have my address here-" He fumbled in his pocket and brought out a paper. "Thisisthe place. But dl
my bombs were taken away last night - by the man who had made me make them."”

"Who ishe?' Raynor's voice was softly commanding.

" do not know his name. Heisblack - al black - | mean, heisdressed in the clothes which are black,
and he hastalked to me only in adark room.

"He has told me to do what he wants done - and | have caled him 'The Master.' That isthe name he has
told meto use with him. Y ou understand?’

"Why did you do what hetold you?'

"Because | have made bombs before - | did not know why then - but there wastrouble, and | would
have been taken to prison if the police had known.

"It was then that The Master cameto me. He gave me money. Hetold me al waswell - but dl was not
well. Today -"

He stopped. His face bore signs of dread.

"Go on!" ordered Raynor.

"l am afraid!" objected Vervick. "I have talked too much now! | am afraidto die- | am afraid!"
"Comehere. Youwill not die!"

Vervick approached the desk dowly. He looked about the room. He stared at Grimes and Tewkson. He
stared suspicioudy at the opposite sSide of the room, where the stacks of newspapers|ay.

"Youwill not die!" Raynor repeated.
Vervick shuddered, then suddenly regained his composure. He came closer to the desk.

"l said that | did not know the name of the - of theman | call The Master! But | did not speak true! |
have found out who is The Magter!

"l am afraid to spesk that name! But | shall giveit to you - because you have promised to keep me from
desth!"



Hisfingers trembled as he reached for apiece of paper. He picked up apencil and scrawled aname, and
thrust the paper toward Raynor.

An amazing change came over the face of the editor.

"Grimes!" heexclamed. "Look at this! Get busy right away! Look! If thisistrue-"
Grimes sared a the name asif he could not believe his eyes.

Raynor turned to Vervick.

"Areyou sure?' he demanded.

"l an sure!” replied the Russian. "Itistrue- but | am afraid! What | know cannot help me. Heis The
Magter! | am afraid.”

Raynor whedled.

"Get thisman away safely!" he said to Grimes and Tewkson. "Hell talk to you now! Y ou know whereto
take him! Leavethisto me! I'm going to lift the lid!"

Vervick held out his hands pleadingly as the managing editor rose from his chair and moved to the side of
the desk.

"l anafradtodie” hesad, inatrembling voice. "'l fear death!™

Raynor placed his hands upon the man's shoulders. Curbing hisimpatience, he spokein hisusud
reassuring tone.

"You are safe-" He pressed Vervick gently away from the desk toward the corner of the room, that he
might have a clear path to the door that opened in the reporters room. "Do not worry. Nothing can harm
you here, because we -"

The sentence was never completed. As Vervick stepped back from the desk, the entire room rose and
goread in dl directions.

Theroar of aterrific exploson burst forth. Thewholewall of the Classic building crumbled - the Sde of
the timeworn structure collgpsed with amighty crash.

The four men who stood in that doomed room were blown to atoms. The wreckage that remained
poured forth into the street amid a volume of thick smoke. The blast shook the entire building.

The namethat Harlan Raynor had learned would never reach the public! Harlan Raynor was dead, with
histwo star reporters; and with them perished Vervick, the man who feared desth!

CHAPTER II1. THE POLICE SEEK EVIDENCE

THREE men were seated in aluxurious gpartment. They were engaged in earnest conversation. Each
was aman of imposing appearance. Their expressions were serious and their consultation bore signs of
vast importance.

A keen observer would have recognized two of the men as police officials. Their bearing indicated it,
even though they were garbed in civilian clothes.

One was Inspector James Burke; the other was Detective Joe Cardona. They were two of the keenest



men on the New Y ork policeforce.

The third man in the group was evidently the owner of the apartment. Hewastall and dignified,
white-haired and keen-eyed. Hiswhole bearing was impressive, even to the military mustache that
formed awhite line upon his upper lip.

Hewas aman of vast importancein New Y ork, though unknown to most of the inhabitants of the city.
Thiswas Doctor Heinrich Zerndorff, internationa criminologi<t.

This man was speaking, and hiswords carried aquiet conviction that had a marked effect upon the
ligeners.

"We must not beimpatient,” he said. Hisvoice had adightly guttura accent. "We are confronted with a
great problem. | can seethelight” - he tapped his forehead as he spoke - "and that iswhy | say not to be
impatient.”

"Y ou know best, professor,” said Ingpector Burke. "Y ou're expecting the government men; you've talked
with them aready, and thisisther job aswell asours.”

"But don't forget what we're up againgt. We have to police this city. Four explosionsin one day is bad
stuff! We don't know what to expect next!"

"Y ou arewatching?" the professor queried.
"Weare! If they try anything in any public place, we may spot it before it bresks.”
"But we don't want any more bombingd! If any more are scheduled, we want to find it out!”

"I've been after evidence, professor,” interrupted Cardona, "and I'll say it's tough to get. When one of
those bombs goes off, it wrecks everything!

"Therell be some cluesthat'll show up, right enough, but how soon will we get them?"

"We're counting on you to spot the men for us, professor,” interposed Burke. ™Y ou say you will be able
to find them. Why not do it right now, so they won't give us any more trouble?"

"Right now, yes?' questioned Zerndorff, with afaint amile. "Y ou want them right now, yes? Do you want
them dl at once, or some of them now and more of them at sometime later?

"Wewant al we can get, whenever we can get them!”

"Ingpector,” said Zerndorff, spreading his handsin adight, unconscious gesture, "you must understand, as
| do, the men with whom we haveto dedl.

"Asour friend here, the detective, has said, we must have evidence. We must take them al when we do
take them. Not just one or two, but al! | shdl tll you why, yes?

"It isbecauseif we take part of them, the otherswill continue to do what they have done. They will try to
make it seem that those whom we have taken first had nothing to do with these explosions that have gone
before! Y ou understand, yes?'

"The professor isright, ingpector,” said Cardona, nodding. "I get his point. He figuresthat they are going
tolay low for awhile, anyway.

"If we wait them out we can make area clean-up. But if we movetoo fagt, they'll blow the works. We



want to round up the whole crew!"

"That may beright,” said Burke, nodding. "What about the secret-service men, professor?”
"They agree with me, inspector.”

"You're boss, then," said Burke.

"I have not cometo this country for nothing,” said Doctor Zerndorff. "1 have been herealong time. Five
years, yes?

"Since | have come here - to help your government, | have done much. | have helped you, too, inspector.
| have seen these men in Europe - the same men that have come to this country now - to do crime. | can
find them because | know them.

"l have seen them work in Berlin. | have beento Itay, Spain -"
He shrugged his shoulders and spread his handsin acharacteristic gesture.

"Y ou figure there's communistsin back of it?" observed theingpector. "It certainly looksthat way. You
ought to know. Coming right after May Day, when we broke up those cel ébrations they tried to hold, it
lookslike astraight Bolshevik move."

"A campaign of terrorism, that'swhat it isl We want to stop it! Soon!”
"They picked the spots, dl right,” said Cardona.

"Ah, yes" agreed Doctor Zerndorff. He began to count on hisfingers. "Thefirgt, you see, wasin Wall
Street, the place that means money - capital.

"Then in the big station was another bomb and in the subway. That has frightened the people. But the
most important has been the newspaper office.

"It isthe newspaper which has done much to hurt these bomb men!™
"How do you figure they framed it?" questioned Cardona.

"Framed? Ah, yes! Y ou mean, how they have planned?| cannot say. My brain" - Doctor Zerndorff
tapped hisforehead - "isnot yet to tell you how they have donethis. It isto tell you who has done these

things.

"You, Mr. Detective, can find out how these things were done. That will be your evidence, yes? | shal
help you, but right now | am seeking to find those men we want!"

"The nearest we can figure," said Cardona, "isthat the Wall Street bomb was planted in an ash can
beside abuilding. But no one saw it done.

"Wethink the Grand Central bomb was put in the showcase of the cigar stand. There weve got
something to work on. It must have been delivered in a package.

"The subway bomb, up at Columbus Circle, could have been planted by dmost anybody; wefigureit
was under one of the long wooden seets, indde the turndtiles.

"But we can't dope out how one was shoved into the managing editor's office at the Evening Classc.”



"Very soon,” said Zerndorff quietly, "1 shal tel you who the men may be. Y ou must find out those men
that you suspect.

"Then we shdll fit likethis' - hejoined his spread fingers - "and we shdl know enough to make those
arrests that Mr. Inspector wishes."

"We've been looking for planted bombs,” said Burke. "We haven't found any. Maybe that meansthere's
going to be no more explosions.”

"Wethink therewerefour killed in the Classic office, and therewere alot badly injured,” said Cardona.
"We've identified the managing editor and two reporters; but we think there was another there - a
Russan."

Zerndorff raised his brow.

"A cab driver brought him to the Classic office dong with one of the reporters, Tewkson. The other
reporter, Grimes, met them.

"It may bethat the Russian was going there to warn Raynor, the managing editor. Therewasa
five-thousand-dollar reward, you know."

"It isstrange,” said Doctor Zerndorff. "It isvery strange, yes. These men that say they are communists,
that want no money. They arethefirst to try to get money when it is offered to them!"

"Maybe we can bait some of them!" said Burke bluntly.

Thewhite-haired criminologist shrugged his shoulders. He seemed speculative for afew moments; then
he spoke dowly and thoughtfully, making much of hiswords.

"We haveto dedl with acarefully ddiberated crime,” he stated. "Not the kind that springs from anger or
from the quick impulse. It isthe crime of the plotter, of the man that moves by stedth.

"Who isthe man? Maybe | could tell you now. But | must have more timeto think; I must not make abig
mistake. It may not be just the one man - it may be two or three. But these will be the men who plan.

"Beneath them are the little men, those who have placed the bombs where they have exploded. Y ou must
find them, Herr Inspector. Have them for me!”

"Y ou'reright, professor,” interposed Burke. " Joe Cardonawill get the smdl fry. Leaveit to him. But how
long will it be before you haul in the big shots?!

"It shdl not belong. | shal tell you this. It isnot the time of which | am thinking. It is of explosons™
"Just what do you mean by that?'

"There have been one - two - three - four," replied Doctor Zerndorff, counting on the fingers of hisleft
hand. " Perhaps there shal be no more. Perhaps' - he pointed to the last outstretched finger - " perhaps
there shall be one more, yes?

"If that isso, | can promise you, there will be no more after that."
"We don't want any more if we can helpit!”

"Listen to me, Herr Inspector.” Zerndorff's voice was emphatic. "My brain” - he tapped the fingertips of
both hands againgt hisforehead - "my brain is understanding. | am like one who isin dreaming, yes?



"People | can see. Faces| can recognize; but | cannot grasp. Should they move once, | shal have them.
But | can only wait.

"Perhgpsthey shdl not move. If they do not, my brain shal work of itsdf and | shall find them. Y ou
understand me, yes?"'

"It's plain enough to me, chief," said Cardona, tuning to Ingpector Burke. "The professor here knows
what heisdoing. I've been in the same fix mysdf. HEswaiting to play histrump card. That'sall.”

"I get you!" said the inspector. "All right, professor, we're counting on you! "
Doctor Zerndorff rose and the other men followed. The three went downstairs together in the elevator.

On the ground floor, the professor placed hisfinger againgt hislips, and then spoke softly in the mellow
light of the empty halway.

"Up to now," he said, "these men have struck for just one thing - to frighten. Perhgpsthey shdl try to
scare again. | think so, yes.

"Perhaps you, Herr Detective, can discover them before they strike! A bomb - you may find somewhere.
But after that, they shdl not try to scare. They will only protect themselves.

"They may fight, yes?If they do, who isthe onethey shdl fight? The police? | say no! The police aretoo
many.

"Hereisthe one" - hetapped his chest expressvely. "l am the one, yes; the one that they shdl fight! They
know that | know. Y ou understand? There is danger, or there will be danger, herein New Y ork, for
m"

"That soundslogicd, chief," observed Cardona, looking at Inspector Burke.

"S0," said Doctor Zerndorff quietly, "do you think that | shall wait? No, no! It isfor my own safety thet |
should see these men in prison.

"Y ou may think of the public, Herr Inspector. That isgood. | think, too, of the public - but,” he smiled, "I
think dso of mysdf!"

He went to the outer door and carefully unbarred it. Standing in semidarkness, he peered acrossthe
street. An automobile lurked beside the opposite curb.

"See?" whispered Doctor Zerndorff. "It may be now. | am suspicious. Friend or foe, | know not. So go,
my friends, and remember that | shdl solvethisplot for you!™

Burke and Cardona stepped to the street. The door closed behind them. They heard the click of bolts.
Theingpector coughed uneesily.

"Let'sget thelay, Joe," he said.

The two men walked boldly acrossthe street. They saw two shadowy forms seated in the front seat of
the sedan. Cardonas fingers sought the butt of his automatic.

"Wheat're you doing here, buddies?' he asked.

Something sparkled on the breast of the man beside the whed!. In the reflected light of the Street,
Cardona recognized the badge of a secret-service agent.



"Hello, Cardona,”" came alow voice. "That's Ingpector Burke with you, eh?"
"Right-o!" replied the detective.

"Wewatched you goin," camethe voice. "Weve been waiting for you to come out. We're detailed here
to protect Doctor Zerndorff."

Cardonawas positive of the identity of the men. He looked at Burke and the ingpector nodded his
approval.

"We may have apolice detail up here, later on,” said the detective.
"Okay," camethe voice from the car. "Tell them were here. Well know them.”

Cardona hailed a passing taxi. He waved to the men in the sedan as he and Inspector Burke entered the
cab. Then the street became silent. The secret-service men's automobile remained across the Strest.

Thelightsin the upstairs gpartment went out, but the government men continued their vigil. In their
keeping was the safety of the man in whose hands might lie the key to a nationwide plot of which the
Manhattan explosions might be but forerunners.

A car going rapidly passed close by the parked automobile. The sharp eyes of the secret-service men
were busy asthey peered into the darkness of the passing coupe. It contained only the driver. One of the
secret-service men sat up suddenly and nudged his companion.

"Did you hear that?' he exclaimed.
"No," said the other, "what wasit?'
"It sounded like alow laugh - like awhispered laugh!™

The eyes of the watchersfollowed the taillight of the coupe until it disappeared in the distance. Then both
men settled back to resumetheir vigil.

One - the man a the whed - was calm and indifferent. The other was thoughtful and his mind was
troubled.

For through his brain passed the haunting recollection of asinister sound - alaugh so unred that he could
scarcely believe that his ears had not deceived him.

He felt confident that the coupe had come down that Street for some specid purpose; yet he could not
imaginewhat its mission might have been.

The secret-service man was not acquainted with the underworld of New Y ork. Had he known more, he
might have understood. He would have attributed that |augh to more than fancy.

For that tone of sinister merriment had struck terror into the hearts of many gangsters. It was the laugh of
The Shadow!

CHAPTER IV. THE HANDS OF THE SHADOW

INSPECTOR BURKE and Detective Cardonawere Sitting in the office a police headquarters. Outside,
through the misty night, aclock boomed out the hour of eeven. The two men had just returned from their
interview with Doctor Zerndorff.



Inspector Burke laid asheet of paper on the desk in front of him. He began to write rapidly in pencil.
Cardona, watching him, knew what he was doing.

Burke possessed a photographic mind. Whenever the inspector held an important interview, he later
wrote down the facts from memory. Histask completed, Burke handed the sheet of notationsto
Cardona. The detective read it and nodded in admiration.

"Y ou've got everything there, chief," he said.

Burke smiled and folded the piece of paper. He pocketed it. The next day it would be typed and filed - a
record of everything that Doctor Zerndorff had said. Thiswould remain as secret police data

There was aknock at the door.
"Comein," cdled Cardona.

A tall, stoop-shouldered man entered. He was clad in overalls. Hisface was adull white. He carried a
bucket and mop.

Cardona grinned. Thiswas Fritz, the janitor, the faithful servitor of police headquarters.
"Want to clean up, Fritz?" asked the detective.

"Yah," wasthereply.

"Wdll, weregoing. You're on thejob late again, aren't you?”'

"Yah"

Inspector Burke looked at the janitor. He smiled and shook his head.

"I never saw thelike of you, Fritz," he observed. " Just because we work late, you work late. | wish some
of theforce would profit by your example.

"Come on, Joe. Well let Fritz finish up.”

Asthe men left the room, Fritz was a work. He was dull, dow, and methodical. He continued histask
while thefootfdls of the departing men echoed from the corridor. Findly he reached the desk where
Inspector Burke had been seated.

Here Fritz laid aside hismop, resting it againgt thewall. From his overalls he drew forth asheet of thin
paper. He studied the surface of the desk and laid the paper upon it. He pressed the sheet flat and
rubbed it with hisfingers.

His hand was astrange one for ajanitor. It was long and supple, and moved with the smoothness of a
musician's hand.

Fritz laid the sheet of paper asde. He drew forth arag and carefully polished the surface of the desk. He
put the paper on the desk and finished his mopping.

Then hereturned to the paper and carefully rolled it into atube which he inserted beneath hisoverals. He
left the room, walked along the corridor to alocker, removed his overalls and put them away. He stowed
the mop and bucket in acorner.

He walked with cumbersome step aong the corridor until he reached the outside door and stepped out.



A policeman was standing there.
"Good night, Fritz," he caled.
"Yah," wasthe grunted reply.

Fritz shambled around a corner and entered the silence of anarrow dley. Then hisform merged with the
blackness. Fritz, thejanitor, literally had vanished.

A coupe stood a short distance down the dley. Its door seemed to open of its own accord. There was
an amogt inaudible sound of some garment being swished aong the upholstery of the car.

A few moments later, the coupe pulled away. It rolled by police headquarters, then went rapidly uptown,
and stopped in another obscure parking place. Here, again, the door seemed to open automatically. Not
even the closest observer could have seen a black-clad figure emerging from the interior of the car.

Ten minuteslater, alight clicked inasmall room. A green-shaded lamp cast aluminous circle upon the
surface of atable.

Two hands appeared in the lighted spot. They were those same long-fingered hands that had wiped the
desk in police headquarters. The only difference lay in theleft hand. Upon it glowed amysteriousgem, a
fire opd that shone with the peculiar dim spark of adying ember.

The hands of The Shadow were at work!

Those hands were both nimble and active. They constantly disappeared and regppeared, each timewith
adefinite purpose.

They brought into view that same rolled sheet of thin paper that Fritz the janitor had pressed upon his
desk in police headquarters. The hands spread out the paper.

Onefingernail scratched the corner of the sheet and made adight linein awaxy surface. The other hand
produced asmall via that contained a black powder. Thiswas shaken upon the flattened sheet of paper.

The substance was graphite. The fingers rubbed the black powder upon the smooth paper.

The result wasimmediate. It explained exactly what had happened. The surface of Inspector Burke's
desk had been rubbed with wax. Hiswriting had left invisble impressions, pressing through the paper
upon which he had written.

The waxy surface, with itsindentations, had been recorded on the thin sheet of paper. Now the graphite
revesaled ablackened scrawl, in reverse.

The hands raised the thin shest, turned it over, and held it before the bright light. There, in plain writing
was reveded the complete report written by Inspector Burke. Every detail of hisinterview with Doctor
Heinrich Zerndorff was now plain to The Shadow.

The thin paper remained before the light. Hidden eyes were studying it. A mind in the darkness was
remembering every detall.

The paper was crumpled and thrown away. The hands dropped to the table. They brought apad and
pencil into view.

The right hand began to write, forming beautiful letters that ssemed to represent exact and carefully
chosen thoughts.



"Doctor Zerndorff," the hand wrote, "has chosen awise and careful course. He hasakeen brain. Yet he
has accepted the obvious - through ignorance of certain facts.

"He has, asyet, received no tangible information from Detective Cardona. Even when he gainsit - ashe
will - he may not realize whét lies behind these events.

"He suspects amastermind. Heis correct. He suspectsterrorism. There, heisincorrect.”

An envelope appeared upon the table in place of the pad and paper. It bore the words: " Clippings from
Clyde Burke."

The hands brought forth the clippings. Each was an account of a different explosion. Conspicuousin each
wasalist of those who had been killed.

A long, dender forefinger ran down thelist of namesin thefirst clipping, which bore the notation "Wall
Street Explosion.”

The finger stopped upon one name - that of Richard Pennypacker, who was listed as a broker, age
forty-two.

Into view came atyped list, which was headed: "Men Concerned With Hubert Banks." Inthat list
appeared the name of Richard Pennypacker; benegth it, the following notation:

Stockbroker. Has known Banks seven years. Acquainted with important detail s concerning Banks
financid datus.

Next the hands touched a clipping that bore the notation "Grand Central Explosion.” Here the finger
found another victim's name - Glen Houghton, listed as an attorney, thirty-one years old. This namewas
checked.

The fingers dipped across the table to the typewritten list. There gppeared the same name - Glen
Houghton. Under it was the notation:

Y oung lawyer associated with the concern of Whitmeyer Barton, attorneys-at-law. This concern has
handled legd affairsfor Mr. Banks during the past twenty years. Houghton has handled certain details
pertaining to Mr. Banks.

A third clipping was under survey. It bore the heading: " Subway Explosion.” At thetop of thelist of
victims was the name George V. Houston, clubman, age forty-eight.

The hands seemed to consult between themsel ves as they moved to the typewritten list. There, at the top,
was the name George V. Houston. Information appeared beneath it:

Thisman isafrequent visitor to the home of Hubert Banks. Was once engaged to Mathilda Banks, sister
of Hubert Banks. Has known the family for many years.

Thefourth clipping, which was marked, "Classc Exploson," camein for acareful ingpection whilethe
hands remained motionless.

At length a pencil was taken by the right hand. It passed over the names of the managing editor and the
two reporters who had been killed. It stopped at the statement, "Unidentified Man, evidently avisitor to
the newspaper office.”

There the pencil placed a question mark.



Now the clippings were brushed aside. Another envelope was drawn forth by the hands. It bore the
words, "Report of Harry Vincent."

The hands unfolded atypewritten sheet taken from the envelope, and the hidden eyes read.

Richard Pennypacker had hisown officein the Tully Building. It was hiscustom to arrive at the office at
nine o'clock. At ten, or shortly afterward, he would leave the office, carrying papersin his briefcase. He
went to an office in the Stock Exchange.

He dways followed the same route, and he happened to be on his customary path when the explosion
occurred in Wall Street.

Beneath this gppeared a second tabulation:

Glen Houghton came into work from Mount Vernon. He aways came through the Grand Central Station
and stopped at one cigar stand to buy cigarsfor the day. It was hisregular cussom and he was evidently
buying cigars when the explosion occurred.

Then cameathird liging:

George V. Houston lived at the New Y ork Barge Club, opposite Central Park. Heinvariably came
downtown at noon. He aways took the subway at Columbus Circle. It was just after he entered the
station that the explosion occurred, and he was one of the victims.

Three strange coincidences! Three fresks of fate that had brought men to their doom!

There were others who had died, but none of their names appeared in the typewritten list of those who
had been associated with Hubert Banks, except one, and it was not ignored.

Along with the listings of Pennypacker, Houghton, and Houston, appeared the name of Perry Warfidld. It
had its notation, asfollows:

Promoter. Has been engaged in various schemes with Hubert Banks. Went to Oklahoma on two
occasonsto investigate oil wellsfor Banks. Seemsto bewell off financidly, and sees Banks frequently.

The name of Perry Warfield appeared upon the list supplied by Harry Vincent. But it bore no
explanatory remarks. Evidently the long arm of coincidence had not stretched forth to seize thisfourth
man.

The hands of The Shadow became motionless. Only the changing glow of thefire opa on thethird finger
of the left hand gave Sgns of activity. The hands themselves seemed to be formed of molded wax.

Minutesticked by. Then came alow, dight buzz from the corner of the room. The hands disappeared. A
moment later, awhispered voice crept through the silence.

It wasthe firgt audible sound that had disturbed the silence since the light had clicked. A low
conversation followed. Theinvisble man wastaking over the telephone.

There was aclick asthe receiver was replaced. Then the hands, were back again at the table. They were
writing, filling in the space beneath the name of Perry Warfidd, with |etters that were as precise and as
uniform asthose of the typewriter:

Burbank reports word from Vincent. Perry Warfield did not come from his home in Westfield today. He
was taken suddenly ill. Hewill come tomorrow. He arrives at nine, every day and goes directly to the



office of Barr Childs, inthe Financia Building.

The hand hesitated. Then, in smal lettersit wrote these words:
Before nine o'clock.

Each word was underscored by the pencil. The light clicked out.

Through the darkness of that pitch-black room came the sound of a hollow, whispered laugh. It was an
uncanny noise - amirthless murmur both forbidding and foreboding.

Its echoes resounded from the hidden walls and died away to nothingness. No other sound followed. The
room was empty.

The Shadow had laughed, and now The Shadow was gone!
CHAPTER V. A HAND INTERVENES

IT waseight o'clock in the morning. Thefirgt throng of early workerswas il entering the Financiad
Building, Manhattan's newest skyscraper.

Beneath the towering monoalith that raised its lofty spire eight hundred feet above the street, these people
seemed less than pygmies. They came by hundreds, and were absorbed within the giant walls of the
massive structure.,

Thelong row of eevators wasworking to capacity. A crowd of stenographers and businessmen were
pushing their way into thewaiting cars.

One eevator sped upward and madeitsfirst stop at the thirtieth floor. There it began to dischargeits
human freight.

It continued upward. At the forty-fourth floor, a single passenger stepped forth. The door did shut behind
him.

The man hesitated amoment, then walked along the corridor and stopped at an office which bore the
number 4418. On the glass panel appeared thetitle:

Barr Childs. Investments.

The man reached in his coat pocket and removed a set of keys. He looked carefully about him and noted
that he was donein the corner of the corridor.

Hewastal, immaculately clad in atailor-made suit of dark blue. He appeared prosperous.

His most noticeable characteristic was hisface. He was smooth-shaven and had a quiet, dignified
expression. One would have heditated to state that he was more than forty; yet hisfirmly molded features
indicated that he might be much older.

The light that came through the glass-panel ed door made his face seem masklike, asthough hisflat
cheeks and aristocratic nose had been molded by some human artifice. As he gazed at the door before
him, his eyes sparkled.

The visitor inserted akey inthelock. It was not the right key. He tried another; then athird. Each time,
he was unsuccessful.



He kept the third key in the lock and moved it back and forth with his thumb and forefinger. He was
probing the lock asthough he could fed itsinterior. Histhumb and finger twisted. The lock clicked. The
door opened.

The stranger entered the office and closed the door behind him.

A partition divided the office into two compartments. A glass-paneled door bore theword, "PRIVATE."
Thisdoor was locked. The visitor opened it with another key, finding hisfirgt attempt successful.

Therewas acloset in theinner office. This, too, was locked.

The keysthat the stranger carried seemed gifted with amagic charm. Before a minute had eapsed, the
door to the closet was open.

Therewere many articlesin the small closet; boxes and piles of circular letters. With amazing rapidity, the
stranger made a thorough ingpection, removing various objects and replacing them exactly asthey had
been.

In less than five minutes he had completed his search. He locked the closet and |ooked around the room.

In the corner stood atypewriter table. There was no chair beside it. The man laughed softly. Evidently
the table was not used regularly.

It was one of those tables that opened at the top, swinging the typewriter into position. It waslocked, but
thistime the visitor did not resort to akey. He produced instead atiny instrument which he pushed into
the smdll lock.

Carefully and dowly, he sivung the top of the typewriter table. The interior cameinto view. Instead of the
typewriter, a square box appeared.

The stranger lifted the lid. He brought out around object, larger than abowling ball. Itstop conssted of a
small but complicated mechanism, made of polished brass.

It was afindy fashioned bomb, that rested on adightly flattened bottom.

Long, thin fingers did aong the spherical surface. They discovered aclose-fitted joint. The hands rested
the bomb upon the table and carefully unscrewed the top.

The man laid thisaside. It contained the detonator. The charge was within the thin shell of the spherical
bomb. Thevigtor lifted the charge and removed it.

He replaced the top with its detonator, and put the empty bomb back in the box.

A bookcase, in another corner of the room, was set at an angle with a space behind it. The man who had
entered pulled the bookcase away from its position and placed the charge of the bomb behind it. Then he
carefully arranged the bookcase as it had been before.

With alast glance about the room, he left and closed the door of the private office. He went into the
corridor and disappeared. It was twenty-two minutes after eight.

At eight forty-five, a stenographer arrived and unlocked the door of the office. A few minutes after she
had been seated at her desk in the outer office, a man entered. It was the same stranger who had been
there before.

"HasMr. Barr arrived yet?' heinquired.



"Mr. Barr isin Chicago,” thegirl replied.

"Mr. Childs, then?"

"l expect him any minute. Will you wait?'

The man glanced at hiswatch. He thought for afew seconds; then decided to remain.

Hesat inachair in the outer office, and gracioudy accepted a newspaper which the girl offered him. He
was reading when a short, stocky man arrived and briskly entered the office.

The newcomer had afat face and a bristly mustache. He paid no attention to the man who was reading.
He unlocked the private door and went into the inner office,

Thegirl went over to the man who was waiting and asked his name. He gave her a card which bore the
name Henry Arnaud. Thegirl carried it to the inner office,

There was amuted exclamation. The man with the bristly mustache burst from the outer office.
"Mr. Arnaud!" he exclamed. "l am glad to seeyou - very glad to seeyou! | am George Childg!"
A dight smile appeared upon the chisdled features of the visitor. He had expected this reception.

The name of Henry Arnaud commanded attention in New Y ork. There was only one Henry Arnaud; he
wasamultimillionaire, known for his eccentric invesments.

"Comeright in, sr, comeright inl" continued Childs. He ushered hisvisitor into theinner office and gave
him a chair beside the desk. He produced a box of corona cigars and Henry Arnaud accepted one.
Childs supplied the light.

"Thisisindeed apleasure," said Childs, rubbing his hands. "'l have heard of you often, Mr. Arnaud,
through - er - through mutua acquaintances, you might say. | have often wished to meset you.”

"Rather nice office you have here," commented the visitor, looking curioudy about him.

"It'sunpretentious, Mr. Arnaud,” returned Childs, "and it'svery small. Y ou see, Mr. Barr and myself are
frequently out of town. We scarcely need an office but the Financia Building is so widdly known thet it
makes an excellent permanent address.”

Arnaud nodded and continued to look about him. Childs waited expectantly. He was keyed up with
enthusasm.

Thiswasared opportunity. Barr Childs specialized in speculative investments, and aman of millions
would make anidedl customer.

"| just camein to make your acquaintance,” began Arnaud. "Y ou see, | occasondly seek unusual fields
for my investments. Y our concern was recommended to me.

"| thought that | would like to meet either you or Mr. Barr, so that in the future you could keep me
posted on anything that might be of interest.”

"Gladly!" exclamed Childs. "Gladly, Mr. Arnaud. Y ou see, our concernis-"

The girl opened the door of the private office.



Childs hesitated for amoment. Then he rose.

"I should like to have you meet Mr. Warfield," he said, turning to Arnaud. "Heis an excellent promotion
man with whom we have had some very successful dedings.

"Of course, you understand, Mr. Arnaud, that Mr. Warfield is- er - well, dl his negotiations should be
conducted through us. He has many plans, and whenever they are sound, we handle them.”

"l see," replied Arnaud, nodding.
"Tdl Mr. Warfidd to comein," ordered Childs.

A thin man of medium height entered the office. Hisface was that of an adventurer - long, sdlow, and
marked by thin, deep lines. He bore aworried expression that seemed natural.

He had a short, black mustache and a prominent nose above it. His eyeswere piercing, and they turned
immediately toward the visitor.

The shrewdness of his glance was met by the shrewdness of Henry Arnaud's gaze. Childs made the
introduction. Arnaud arose and shook hands.

Childs drew up achair on the other side of the desk. Before Warfield could step toward it, Arnaud had
crossed to the new chair and had quietly taken his sest there.

Therewas nothing surprising in hisaction. It amply left the origina seat for Perry Warfield.

The sdllow-faced man was starting toward the vacant chair when Childs proffered acigar. Warfidd
lighted it while Childs went behind the desk.

Then, amid amomentary silence, Warfield stepped toward the empty chair, which was directly in front of
the unused typewriter desk in the corner of the office.

Childswas busy a hisdesk for theingant. Warfield was puffing his cigar. Henry Arnaud was listening
attentively dthough hisexpresson did not indicate it. He was dightly forward in his chair; that wasall.

As Perry Warfidd sat down, there was a click from somewhere behind him. The sound was muffled;
otherwise its sharpness would have attracted immediate attention. Asit was, only Henry Arnaud detected
it.

Hisexpression did not change, but adight gleam of satisfaction shonein hiseyesasherdaxedin his
chair.

Then his gaze turned toward the window, and he puffed his cigar thoughtfully. His mind seemed to be
puzzling over something.

Childs began a brisk conversation. It wasintended for the benefit of both Henry Arnaud and Perry
Warfied. It dedt chiefly with invesments.

Arnaud listened with feigned interest. Warfield nodded, but kept chewing the end of hiscigar. The man
was nervous, athough hetried not to show it. At last, during alull in the conversation, he spoke to
Childs.

"Any new developments?' he asked.
"Nothing spectacular,” replied Childs. "One or two matters | can speak to you about, but they can wait



until |ater.”
"Don' let meinterrupt,” began Henry Arnaud, sarting to rise.

"Stay right whereyou are, dr," said Childs. "Why don't you come back later, Perry?' Thelast remark
wasto Warfield.

"Think I will," said the sallow-faced man. He became suddenly courteous as he arose and shook hands
with Henry Arnaud. "I'll be moving dong,” he said to Childs. "There'sjust one point*

"I'll seeyou tothedevator,” suggested Childs. "Stay right here, Mr. Arnaud. I'll only be aminute.”

The two men went into the outer office and thence to the corridor. The door of the private office
remained open behind them.

Henry Arnaud looked quickly into the outer office. The girl wasfacing the window. Moving with amazing
stedlth, Arnaud reached behind the bookcase and brought out the interior of the bomb. He moved to the
typewriter desk.

There was no click as he probed the lock. The top of the desk moved noiselesdy. Thetop of the
bombshell was loose; it required but afew seconds for Arnaud to replace the charge beneath the
detonator and to close the desk again.

Then hewas back in his chair, puffing his cigar meditatively when Childs entered.

The two men talked investmentsfor haf an hour. Childs wasin an excellent humor when hisvisitor |eft.
Hefdt surethat he would soon number Henry Arnaud among hisclients.

The morning went by satisfactorily. Childs went out to lunch and returned. Severa persons caled to see
him. Some were ushered into his private office while he was temporarily absent.

It was abusy day, which reached its climax when Childs received along-distance call from his partner, at
four o'clock. He had scarcely hung up the receiver when the girl entered, with ashort, dark-faced man
behind her. The visitor spoke before she had a chance to introduce him.

"Mr. Childs," he said, "I'm Detective Cardona, from headquarters. | want to make asearch here- ona
tip-off | received today."

"What - what'sit al about?' sammered Childs.

"I'll tell you later," said Cardonabriskly. "Theres no timeto lose, right now. I'd liketo look in that closet.
No, wait amoment" - his eyes had noted the typewriter desk in the corner - "what's in there?"

"Nothing," replied Childs, in a puzzled tone. "It's an empty typewriter desk - that'sal -"
Cardonawas looking at the lock.

"Have you thekey?" he asked.

Childs suppliedit.

Cardona opened the desk cautioudy. An exclamation came from hislips. He bent over the desk and
made a quick ingpection. Then he turned to Childs and shook his head.

"Thisisyour lucky day!" he said. "By rights you should be dead - blown out through the Side of the



building with thiswhole officel"
He lifted the box from within the desk and exhibited the bomb which it contained.

"The detonator has struck,” he said. "But it has failed to explode the charge! When it occurred, | do not
know. Probably yesterday afternoon. Thiswould have been the fifth explosion - but somehow it went
wrong!"

With these words, the detective | eft the office. When two plainclothesmen entered from the corridor to
complete their superior'sinvestigation, they found Childs collgpsed behind his desk, hishands gripping
thearms of hischair, hiseyes saring in horror!

CHAPTER VI. DOCTOR ZERNDORFF ACTS
"SO!I" exclaimed Doctor Zerndorff.

Hewas standing in his [aboratory, awhite-walled room that adjoined the living quarters of his apartment.
Before him lay the separated portions of the bomb which had been brought from the office of Barr
Childs. Beside him stood three men - Inspector Burke, Detective Cardona, and a secret-service
investigator.

"Y ou have found something?"' questioned the ingpector.
"Something?' returned Zerndorff. " Something, yes? It is everything thet | wished! Now dl isplain!™
He turned to histhree companions and |eaned one el bow upon the shelf beside him.

"It is but one man who could have made thisbomb,” he declared. "I could not have made mysdlf believe
that he was here, in this America. But now, | cantell ital!"

"Who ishe?' questioned Cardona eegerly.
"Hisnameislsdor Vervick," replied Zerndorff.
"Whereishe?'

"Heisdead now!"

Cardona started in amazement. He could not understand the sudden knowledge displayed by Zerndorff.
The criminologist smiled and went on.

"Y ou must know and understand these men," he said. "They do not change their actions, because they
aremen who hide. Thisman Vervick - | seehim plain.

"He was a bright man, thisway" - he tapped | forehead with hisfingers- "and hewasdso afoal, this
way." He tapped hisforehead a second time.

Therewas amomentary silence, while Zerndorff picked up bits of mechanism and examined them again.

"l cantel youthis" hesaid. "If Vervick had written, in letters, his own name upon these pieces metd, it
would not have been more plainto me.

"| cantell you aso this. By these pieces of meta, | see that the bomb was made in America, here. But |
had thought that Vervick was not herel™



"But how do you know that he is dead?"

"Because hewasthefool! Itisfor othersthat he has always done work. These bombs have been made
by him, as others have told him to do.

"He was aman who hid. He did not put the bombs where they would explode. Hewas afoal, that
wished for money - and would believe al that wastold to him!

"Do you bring to your mind that explosion in the office of the newspaper - the Classic, it was called?”
Cardona nodded.

"Who was the man killed there? The man they did not know? | can tell you that man and hisname! It was
Isidor Vervick!

"He had made the bombs. He had given them to those who paid for them. He saw five thousand dollars.
He went to warn - and before he could warn, he was killed!"

"But who planted the bombs?* questioned Cardona.
"Y ou have not yet found that out? Well, now | shdl tell you whereto look!

"In New Y ork there must be two men - oneisItaian, Michael Sforza. The other - heis Russian, Grigori
Pecherkin. Only for them would Vervick have done thiswork.

"They have been herein New Y ork. What names they have now to cdl themsalves by, | do not know.
But they have done nothing here except to talk of communism. But now, | can tell you plain, they haveto
work with Vervick!"

Before Cardona could speak, the secret-service man grunted his accord with Zerndorff's remarks. This
man was no stranger to either Burke or Cardona. He was Hal Steelman, who had cooperated with the
New Y ork police on previous occasions.

"| can trace both of those men,” he said. " Sforzaisworking in a Brooklyn restaurant, under hisown
name. Pecherkin calls himsdf Peterson. He hangs around on the East Side.

"Weve had nothing on either of them, until now. But we ought to get some good evidence before we
grab them!™

An attendant entered the laboratory and spoke to Doctor Zerndorff in German. The criminologist turned
to Inspector Burke.

"Thereisacal for you from headquarters,” he said. "Y ou wish the telephone, yes? It iswaiting with the
cdl.

Burkeleft, with Cardonaat hisheds. He returned afew minutes|ater, aone. His face bore asmile of
grim satisfaction.

"They've rounded up some suspects,” he said. ""Cardonas gone on duty. Well hear from him at
headquarters.”

He jotted down the information which Doctor Zerndorff had given him. He compared notes with
Steelman. Then he departed for headquarters and the secret-service man went with him.

It was late in the evening when they left. It was not until the next morning that Doctor Zerndorff heard



from them. Then he had avisitor in the person of Detective Joe Cardona The Itdian-American grinned
when Zerndorff entered the room where he was waiting.

"W |?" asked Doctor Zerndorff.
"Have you seen the newspapers?' questioned Cardona.

"Not asyet," replied Doctor Zerndorff methodically. "I have just breskfasted and | do not read until after
then - never.”

Cardona pulled a copy of the morning newspaper from his pocket and spread it before Doctor
Zerndorff.

Gresat headlinestold of the roundup of the bombers. Police, aided by government agents, had delved to
the depths of the mysterious explosions.

"Tdl meabout it,” said Zerndorff quietly. "1 should rather hear than read of it."

"Wdll, you had the right dope, professor,” said Cardona. "But we got a great break last night. Y ou
remember, | had aclue on the bombing at Grand Central Station? Big packages had been ddlivered
there.

"Wdl, the bomb went in; it wasin abox, and we found out who ddlivered it. An Italian named Bonzetti,
on the East Side. He was working on the truck that delivered cigars.

"He would have got away with it, but there was amix-up on a couple of big packages. The one intended
for the Grand Central cigar store came back to the factory. He didn't know it.

"One of my men pinched him on suspicion yesterday evening. We gave him the third degree last night. He
told us plenty.”

"Jugt how much did hetell you?'

"Well, he admitted taking in the package, and after that it was easier. We made him spill some
information we wanted and we landed two others of hiskind - an Italian named Arno, and a Russian who
cdlshimsdf Nick Micheels. Hisright nameis Maklakov."

"Ah!" exclamed Zerndorff. "Heislinked with Pecherkin, yes?'
"Exactly! We grilled him and he came through with thet informeation.

"We've got evidence now! More than that, we've pinched Sforza and Pecherkin - or Peterson, as he
inggson caling himsdf."

"Havethey taked?"
"Not yet."

"They would have - if they werein Italy or in Russa. It istoo easy here." Doctor Zerndorff's face took on
asudden sternness. "But it will not be difficult! How isthe evidence which you have found?”

"Well, weve got it on Bonzetti, right enough. He gppears to have framed the whole thing. But he only
planted one bomb.

"Wefigurethat Arno placed the onein Wall Street. Helooked alot like afellow who was seen down



there early yesterday morning. He's shifty when he talks, but were getting it out of him.

"Weve aso got him tied up with the bomb at Columbus Circle, and the one in the office in the Financia
Building. He must have had keysto the office of Barr Childs. Where he got them, we don't know.

"But hereésthe Nick Michagls angle. He was seen around the Classic yesterday afternoon. We've been
getting ared lineon him,

"How do you think that bomb went up to Raynor's office?"
"How?'

"In apackage of newspapers!

"Raynor had two hundred of each edition brought up to him each day when big stories were bregking.
Wefigure that Michaegls planted a phony stack of newspapers, with the bomb in them. Then he ditched
the regular stack. They were so busy around there that they thought he was just one of the workmen,
didn't pay any attention to him.

"Y ou see, the fellow that took up the stack to Raynor's office remembers this guy Michaglswatching him.
We pinched Michaelslast of al. We had a hunch that he had planted the Classic bomb, because we had
been accounting for the others.

"We rounded up the heads of different departments at the Classic and got the right guy to identify
Michads"

"That isvery good!" declared Doctor Zerndorff. "But tell methis. Have you found any word that bringsin
these two men who are the ones behind it. These men - Sforza and Pecherkin?'

"No, we haven't," returned Cardonauneadily. "That's the big trouble. We've linked Michagls with them.
Very strongly. We're getting evidence to tie up Bonzetti and Arno.

"But we can't get an admission from any of the three that Sforza and Pecherkin had anything to do with
it!"

"How do those three defend themsalves? Y ou say they have admitted what they have done, yes?”

"Yesand no. Bonzetti says he ddlivered cigars. He admits he took in the wrong package. He said he was
told to do so.

"Arno admits being around Wall Street, Columbus Circle, and the Financid Building, but he doesn't
remember anything he did there.

"Michaels admits he was at the Classic office. Says he was looking for ajob. He asked for one - that's
certan.”

"Did you ask them who sent them there?"

"Yes. That's the strange part about it, professor. They say that someone ordered them - but they do not
know who it was!

"They declare that neither Sforzanor Pecherkin gave them orders. Bonzetti - he's weskened most
because weve had him longest - he let something dip, the word maestro, which means madter.

"Weve quizzed al of them aong that line, and it looks like we may get somewhere with it. Either one of



two thingsis certain - they are pulling awonderful sl to save Sforzaand Pecherkin, or esethereis
some mystery man mixed up in it - someone they don't know, but someone whom they obey!"

"That seemswhat you may cdl foolish!™
"| don't know about that, professor.”

"What!" Doctor Zerndorff's voice indicated great surprise. ™Y ou would believe that thereis one that they
would call as master - one person that they would not know, and yet would do as he would say?

Cardona paced back and forth across the room. He rubbed his chin speculatively, as though seeking a
reply to Doctor Zerndorff's question. Then he turned and looked directly at the criminologist.

"l have heard of something as strange asthat!" he said. "Y es, professor, right herein New Y ork!

"Youand | think in very practica terms. Y ou have dealt with bombers - with men that hide and work like
snakesin the grass. | have dedlt with gunmen, who shoot in the open - anywhere.

"But | have encountered aman who isamaster! No one knowswho heis. Yet | have seen gangsters
who have become like frightened children at the mere mention of hisname!”

"Ah!" exclamed Doctor Zerndorff. "And who isthis so wonderful person?’
"They cdl him The Shadow!"

"The Shadow?'

v

"What does he do? Ishe one crimind like the rest? Could it be that heisthe one of which they may
ek ?'

"No," said Cardonathoughtfully. "Heisnot acrimind - nor ishe adetective. That is, so far as| know.
He may be one or the other. In fact, you can't redly tell what he may be.

"He gtrikes in the dark. He has his agents, but we have never discovered them. He has been at war with
crooks, and at certain times, they have fallen into our hands through his efforts. At the sametime, he will
not hesitate to battle with police and detectivesif they interfere with hisplan!™

"Why is he caled "The Shadow?"

"Because that iswhat heis- The Shadow! He movesin the dark. He disappears like awill-0-the-wisp.
His voice has been heard - over the radio. He has broadcast once aweek over anationa hookup.”

"And yet you do not know what man heis?’

"How could wetell? We have wanted him at times; but have aways found that we have been mistaken.
We have never been able to identify him enough to warrant an investigation.

"Some people have cdled him amyth - yet | know that he exists."
"You have seen him?'

"Yes Alwaysclad inacloak of black, with hisface hidden benegth the brim of ahuge, turned-down hat.
Then he disappears.



"Sometimes | have met men whom | believed were The Shadow. But there has been no proof.”

"I should liketo meet thisman," said Doctor Zerndorff thoughtfully. " This one man that you cal The
Shadow. He must know the one way that is sure to dedl with those that have brains bad with crime. That
isto fight them without the law.

"Itisthe only way that issure. | have been with the law for so many yearsthat | have seen that! Very
often, Herr Detective."

"You areright, professor,” agreed Cardona. "Well, maybe well hear from The Shadow yet!"
"Ah! You think so, yes? Why isthat?"

"Thisisabig case, professor. Weve got the right men, dl right, and we're going to hold onto them. But
there may be moreto it - gangsters and guns, aswell as these bomb planters.

"If thereare, it'shig; and if it'sbig - well, that's when The Shadow may show up! If weve got to the heart
of it, well and good; if we haven't - then - look for The Shadow!"

"The Shadow!" repeated Doctor Zerndorff.
Cardona nodded. He went toward the door.

"Well, professor,” he said, in parting, "well need you any time now. The inspector will be up to seeyou.
We can count on you for full cooperation, professor?"

Doctor Zerndorff bowed.

The door closed behind the detective. Doctor Heinrich Zerndorff stood motionless. The eyes of the
celebrated criminologist glowed with interest.

Indl hisyears of warring againgt crime, thisfamous man had never before heard a practical-minded
detective speak as Joe Cardona had spoken.

"The Shadow," said Doctor Zerndorff, in alow, thoughtful voice, with gutturd accent. "1 should liketo
mest this man that they call The Shadow. | should liketo meet him, yes!™

He turned and went into hislaboratory. There he encountered his serving-man, who questioned him in
German.

"They have gone, Sr?' the man asked.

"Detective Cardona has gone," replied Doctor Zerndorff, in the same language.
"But Herr Ingpector?!

"l did not seehim.”

"He came afew minutes after Herr Detective -" The man's expression denoted bewilderment. "I told him
to join Herr Detective, in the room upgtairs, to await you!"

Doctor Zerndorff turned suddenly. He left the laboratory and went into the room where he had talked
with Cardona.

The chair in which the detective had been sitting was turned with its back toward the door. It would have



been easily possible for someone to have entered without Cardona's knowledge.

Doctor Zerndorff crossed the room and whisked aside a curtain that hung beside the window. He saw
nothing but the wall. He glanced quickly from the window but saw no onein the street below.

Then he stepped across the room and studied the curtains that hung upon each side of the window. The
top of the curtain on the right was stretched fully eight inches farther than the one on the I ft.

"Otto," caled Doctor Zerndorff.

His man entered.

"The curtains are not even," said Doctor Zerndorff, in German.
"I am sorry, Sr," camethereply. "l dways keep them even, Sr.”

Therewasadight look of puzzlement on the man'sface. He arranged the curtains with hisusua precison
and Doctor Zerndorff noted that he narrowed the one on the right to conform with the one on the | eft.
The curtain which Otto moved was directly behind the chair which Cardona had occupied.

"This Shadow," murmured Doctor Zerndorff. "1 think someday | shal meet him!"
CHAPTER VII. THE HUNTED MAN

WHEN Joe Cardona had mentioned the name of The Shadow to Doctor Heinrich Zerndorff, he had
obeyed a sudden impulse. This had not been due entirely to chance. Cardona had been thinking of The
Shadow.

Whenever the detective encountered the unexplainable in any mystery, he dwaysthought of The
Shadow. In this particular case, the unexplainable had entered. It concerned the finding of the bomb in
the office of Barr Childs.

Cardona had admitted that he had received atip-off. It had come over the telephone. He had been told
to go to that particular office in the Financia Building, and that there he would discover a planted bomb.

So he had acted. He had found the bomb. But he had not been able to trace the phone call, nor had he
any evidence that pointed to the identity of hisinformant.

The search for the person who had called Cardona at headquarters had been one of the many mystifying
detailsthat had come up during the investigation.

Inspector Burke, Doctor Zerndorff, and the others knew that Cardona had received a phone call. But dl
had taken it for granted that the quizzing of the suspects would clear this minor mystery. Such was not the
case.

The voice that Cardona had heard had seemed vaguely familiar. The detective had encountered The
Shadow in the past. He had heard the voice of The Shadow. It had differed on various occasions, and in
this present instance, Cardonawas too wise to mention hisideathat The Shadow was the one who had
caled.

After dl, the man of the night was officidly amyth. The bombing investigations were moving satisfactorily,
and the subject of The Shadow was a good one to forget.

Thefact that the unexploded bomb had been placed in the Financid Building fitted in with the accepted



theory that the series of crimes had been actuated by terrorists.
The new building was amonument to big business.
An explosonin it would have created a sensation equa to those which had gone before.

The placing of the bomb was a self-evident fact. The particular office in which it had been set wasa
logical selection asit fronted on the avenue below and was high enough to have attracted grest attention.

But Doctor Zerndorff, too, had encountered certain puzzling factors which did not seem highly important
in themsalves. While the bomb was the craftsmanship of Isidor Vervick, Zerndorff could not fully
understand the mechanism of the detonator.

He discovered no timing device that would have been responsible for the bomb going off a acertain
minute. He could not explain why the bomb had failed to explode.

Asthis bomb was considered to be the same type as those which had actualy exploded, these were
important details. Fragments of the exploded bombs had been found and compared with the one which
had been turned over to Doctor Zerndorff. They corresponded exactly.

During the twenty-four hours that followed Detective Cardonas visit to Doctor Zerndorff, much progress
was made in the examination of the prisoners and in the acquisition of new witnesses.

Vervick'sidentity was rapidly becoming established. Hislodging was discovered, an obscure house on
the East Side. In the cdllar the police found materials which he had used in the construction of the
bombs.

Both Sforza and Pecherkin were forced to admit their former association with Vervick. Still they
declared pogitively that they had not known of his presence in America, and nothing was established to
prove that he had been brought here by them.

Bonzetti, Arno, and Michaels also made damaging admissions, but each of them swore that they had
recelved individual orders from aman who had governed each of them.

They had been summoned to meetings, so they said, in ahouse on the East Side, and had often recelved
ingtructions by telephone.

The fact that their stories held up under separate quizzings was troublesome to both the police and the
secret-service investigators. It was particularly so to Joe Cardona. He had agreat problem, and the
matter of The Shadow was becoming burdensome.

Thistak of acommon master might mean The Shadow! But Cardona had no proof of it until he could
trace the unknown phone call. The message over thewire wasin itself contradictory.

All thetime, the investigators kept working to supply the missing link between Sforzaand Pecherkin and
the three bomb placers. They began to get evidence; but it was al of the stool-pigeon variety.

The newspapers supported the police theory and reported progress.

Inspector Burke reiterated the dominant fact that the explosions were athing of the past. New Y ork was
quieting, and even in the office of Barr Childs normalcy had been restored.

Y et there, anew mystery had developed, but it was not connected with the finding of the bomb. Perry
Warfield had not visited the office since the morning he had met Henry Arnaud.



Still, there was an explanation. Mr. Childs had gone to Chicago to join his partner. There was no definite
reason why Warfield should appear.

Thus, despite dl the ferreting that had followed the bomb discovery, it was not surprising that Perry
Warfield should be passing up Broadway alone and virtualy unobserved on amild May evening. The
only surprising fact wasthe attitude of Warfidd himsdlf.

His face seemed more sallow than before; his black mustache was unkempt. His shrewd eyes were
restless. He seemed to be looking for someone in the crowded thoroughfare.

He entered the lobby of the Goliath Hotel, looked quickly about him, and went to the news stand. There
he purchased afind edition of an evening newspaper.

He sat down in a corner of the lobby and commenced to read the latest detail s of the explosion
investigations. His action was scarcely more than pretense. He peered over the top of the paper and
watched those who entered the |obby.

Only the clerk at the news counter observed this. It had been Warfield's custom for the past few days.
The clerk shrugged his shoulders. He was used to eccentric guests.

A young man entered the lobby carrying asuitcase. Hewalked directly past Warfield, apparently not
noticing the man's nervous stare. He entered a tel ephone booth and called anumber.

Warfield continued to watch him. In fact, he was s0 observant that he did not notice another man who
entered the lobby.

Thisindividua was of middle age. He had the solemn face of aprofessiona gambler. He watched
Warfied coldly, then turned away the moment that the man's eyes switched from the telephone booth.

The newcomer took a sedt at the other side of the lobby.

The young man was talking in the telephone booth. He had received his number. His conversation was
low and inaudible outside the confined quarters of the booth.

"Vincent spesking,” hesaid. "Yes... In thelobby now... Same asusudl... Room No. 738... Will locate
near there."

Before the door of the booth had opened, Perry Warfield threw aside his newspaper and went to the
desk. He asked for the key to hisroom - No. 738 - and went to the elevator.

The young man came from the telephone booth, went to the desk, and registered. He signed the name of
Harry Vincent.

He remarked that he would like aroom not too high up - about the seventh floor. The clerk was obliging.
He gave him room No. 763.

While he was registering, the middle-aged man with the poker face sauntered by the desk. Harry did not
notice him.

Having been led to hisroom, Harry Vincent's first action was an ingpection of the hotdl corridors. Room
No. 738 was @ the end of a corridor, on the opposite side of the hotel.

From a spot less than twenty feet from hisroom, Harry could observe al who came up or went down by
the elevators. By smply stationing himself at the proper spot, he could make it impossible for Warfield to



escape without being seen. In fact, only occasiond inspections would be necessary, for Warfield would
have to wait ashort while for an elevator.

Harry went for astroll through the corridors. Warfied's transom was closed, and adim light shone
through.

He returned to the elevator passage. He noted that a stairway ran beside it on his side of the hotdl. That
would bear watching.

Harry Vincent had been investigating the actions of Perry Warfield for several weeks. It had been one of
those mysterious missions as an emissary of that eerie being known as The Shadow.

Inthis case, thefirst Sgns of intensity had begun afew days ago, when Harry had picked up Warfield's
trall infront of the Financid Building.

The man had not returned to hishome in Westfield. He had registered in aNew Y ork hotel. There,
yesterday afternoon, he had received a note, which he had crumpled and thrown in a wastebasket.

Harry had found it. It had bornein typewritten letters the cryptic statement: " Tomorrow night.”

Harry had logt dl trace of Warfield until spying him in the Goliath Hotel. He had reported to The
Shadow, and had followed Warfield.

S0 here hewas, close by; and tonight was the night!

An elevator door opened suddenly and Harry had no chance to dip away. He did not betray the surprise
which had interrupted his thoughts of Perry Warfidd. Instead, he smply stood by as though waiting for a
descending devator.

A man stepped from the car. Harry noticed his square jaw and expressionless face. For amoment his
eyes met those of the other man. Harry fancied he saw a gleam of sudden recognition; then the man
turned back to the elevator.

"What floor isthis?" he demanded.
"Seventh, gir," replied the operator.
"l said the deventh,” exclaimed the man impatiently. He reentered the eevator. The door closed.

It was the man who had passed Harry Vincent near the desk in the lobby. Harry had not noticed him
there, but the encounter here on the seventh floor had placed him on guard.

Harry wondered if the stranger had actually made a mistake about the floor. He doubted it. He waited
for aminute; then, after aquick glance down Warfield's corridor, he went back to hisroom. Heleft the
door gjar.

Harry intended to stay in hisroom only afew minutes. He sensed that the unexpected was due to
happen. His experience as an agent of The Shadow had given him akeen and perceptive sense that
quickened when danger approached.

He glanced idly from hiswindow and his eyes centered upon an eectric Sign atop anearby building.
Aboveit ran arow of unflinching yellow lights. One of these was out. As Harry noticed it, the light
suddenly turned on, but the bulb to the right became extinguished.

That was curious. Harry watched. The bulb lighted again; the next one went out. Harry pulled hiswatch



from his pocket and noted the second hand.

Asthe hand completed its course about itstiny dia, he looked up again. Smultaneoudy, the dead light
shifted one more bulb to theright.

Harry pocketed hiswatch.

For some unknown purpose, those lights were telling off the minutes! He counted the row as carefully as
he could. There were thirty bulbs. The saventh one was out; as Harry till watched, it changed to the
eighth. Twenty-two minutesto go! Twenty-two minutes -

A sudden redlization of danger gripped Harry's mind. He turned toward the door, but he was an instant
too late. A man had entered noiselesdy. Before Harry could raise hisarmsin defense, his antagonist was

upon him.

In afleeting moment, Harry recognized the face of the man he had encountered in the passage by the
elevators. Then an arm pressed histhroat in astranglehold. Harry collapsed upon the floor.

The hard-faced man went to the door and closed it. He came back and drew a small packet from his
pocket. From it he spilled abit of powder into aglass and filled the glass with water.

He lifted Harry's body and placed it on the bed. He stroked the unconscious man's forehead and lifted
his eydids upward. Harry began to blink.

With expert precision, the stranger poured the glass of water down Harry'sthroat. Harry gulped and
made no resistance. His head fell back upon the pillows.

The actions had taken place in an amazingly short space of time. The stranger glanced out the window.
The deventh light was now extinguished. He listened intently. Harry was breathing dowly and regularly.

The telephone rang, and ceased. The stranger smiled again. The operator had evidently reported that Mr.
Vincent did not answer. The man looked from the window. The eighteenth light from the left was now
dark.

For thefirst time, the stranger spoke - and then only in an undertone. His voice carried anote of
satisfaction; it came evenly from lipsthat did not move.

"Twelve minutes more," the stranger said. " Twelve minutes - and then -"

He did not complete the sentence. Once more he was staring from the window. The nineteenth light went
out. One minute more had passed.

The watching eyes turned to the wing of the hotdl that lay acrossthe courtyard. They were the eyes of the
hunter. They seemed to see through the mass of sted and masonry, visualizing the room where a hunted
man lay hiding!

CHAPTER VIII.SHOTSIN THE DARK

THE elevator stopped at the seventh floor of the Goliath Hotel. A tall man stepped from it and glanced
toward the wing where Harry Vincent's room was |ocated.

Then he turned in the opposite direction. He went down the long corridor and stopped outside room No.
738.



The man rapped lightly on the door. He heard adight sound from within.
"Warfield," whispered the man.

Histone was piercing. It echoed after he had spoken. Despiteitslow sound, it carried an authoritative
note and with it atone of reassurance.

"Thisis Arnaud. Henry Arnaud. | must seeyou!”

The door opened suddenly. The man stepped in. Perry Warfield was standing in his shirt deeves. He
gasped inrelief as he recognized hisvistor.

Arnaud looked at him steadily, as though surprised by the fear which was inscribed on Warfidd's sdllow
face.

Arnaud came forward and sat down.

"What'sthe trouble, Warfied?'

The sdlow-faced man hesitated. Then, he, in turn, responded with aninquiry.
"Why have you come here?" he asked.

"Because | know you arein danger! | have cometo learn why!"

Warfield shook his head.

"You can't hedp me, Araud,” he said. "I'm through! That'sal! | had ahunch it was coming. Everything
stopped - dl a once - the day before | met you in Child's office.

"I don't know how or why | redlized it; but that morning, I knew my end was due. It was set for me - up
there - in that office. | redlized it when | read the newspapers that afternoon.

"It was just an accident that saved me - just an accident -"

"Y ou mean an accident that the bomb did not explode?!

Warfield nodded. "Y ou - you - caused it!"

"Certainly. | knew the bomb wasthere. | found it before you camein.”

"Then you - you are - you are the man | am expecting now - the onewho isto -"
"The onewhoistokill you? No!"

Perry Warfield sat down in adaze. He rubbed his forehead. He stared at the calm face of Henry Arnaud.
He seemed like aman awakened from anightmare.

"Tdl mewhy you areto die," said Arnaud.
"I cannot,” gasped Warfield. "I am afraid - afraid - because of - because of one-"

"Of whom," came Arnaud's undertone. His piercing eyes were saring into Warfield's. For amoment the
hunted man's lips trembled as he began to speak; then he saized his head between his hands.

"No!" heexclamed. "No! | cannot tel! My only hopeissilencel” A sudden, insane sparkle gppeared in



his eyes and he laughed silently but wildly. "Itisatrgp! Y ou want meto speak. | know why! You are
The Magter!”

He grinned as though demented, seeming to gain afeeble triumph in this hopel ess accusation. Arnaud's
response was totally unexpected.

"I understand now," he said, nodding dowly. "Y ou have told me. The man you fear isthe one you call
The Magter!"

Warfield trembled. Unwittingly he had betrayed his secret. Stark terror swept over hisface; then he
camed suddenly. Hisvoice was hoarse with restrained excitement.

"If you are The Master," he said cunningly, "I have betrayed you now. Y ou can do what you will. | have
no hope. But if you are not The Magter” - he hesitated, then smiled shrewdly - "I cantell you al, without
fear. But my timeisshort. Look - there!"

He pointed out the window, where the changing lights of an eectric Sgn flickered above abuilding.

"Do you seethat line of lights - of yelow lights - with one that is blank? Count those that remain. There
are only fivel That meansfive minutesmoreto livel Watch them. The blank will moveto theright - and
one minute lesswill remain -"

Arnaud turned like aflash. Warfield had risen from his chair and was springing upon him. With aquick
movement of hisleft arm, Arnaud sent his antagonist sprawling. Warfield clambered from the floor and
took ahuddled position in hischair.

"| thought perhaps you were The Master," he said sullenly. "1 thought perhaps | could kill you! Before
you killed me, you know. It was my only chance! My only chance, you know -" His voice was

gpologetic.

"Warfidd!" Arnaud's voice waslow and firm. He drew an automatic from his coat. "Y ou must spesk dl.
If | am The Master of whom you speak, you may consider thisacommand. If | am not The Master, you
need not fear me. | am here to protect you. Do you understand?”’

Warfidd nodded, till trembling.
"Whois The Master?' questioned Arnaud.

"l do not know hisname," replied Warfidld. "I know him only as The Magter - The Black Magter. | have
met him only at one place; then it has been dark - pitch-dark. | have only heard hisvoice, and | have

obeyed!"
Why?

"Because he knew - he knew my secret! He threatened me by telephonefirst. Then he summoned me! |
cameto him. Sincethen | have done hisbidding!"

"And his commands concerned your friend Hubert Banks."
"How did you know?" There wasterror in Warfied's voice.

"I, too, have been watching you," said Arnaud quietly. "1 have been watching four men. Pennypacker,
Houghton, Houston - and yourself. Three of them are dead -"

"l know!" exclamed Warfidd. "That is how | found out what The Master meant to do with me! | wasto



diewith them!

"Not one of usknew the others were in The Master's power. Those men were friends of mine - but |
never suspected them, until - until they died!"

"And then-"

"Then | tried to escape The Master! | wanted to hide; | thought New Y ork would be the safest place.
But last night | received the summons.

"| Ieft the hotel where | was staying. | came here. Tonight | received aphone call. A voice said: "Watch
the lights from your window. Each oneisaminute -"

Ingtinctively the man looked beyond Henry Arnaud. His mouth opened as though he were about to cry in
horror, but no sound resulted. He pointed wildly through the window.

Arnaud threw aquick glancein that direction. The last light in the row was blank.

Henry Arnaud looked camly toward Perry Warfield. The man was cowering, trembling, between
Arnaud and the door.

Arnaud was aliving statue. He stood silent, his keen eyes seeing not only Warfield, but the door beyond.

He detected a dight motion. Hiswatchfulnessincreased. In the door the key wasturning, owly,
noiselessy. The handle of the door began to move. It stopped. The door swung silently inward.

It was then that Henry Arnaud acted. Asthe door opened, Arnaud's arm came upward from his pocket,
his eyes fixed upon the door.

A stocky, hard-faced man stood with leveled automatic in the opening. Before the murderer could fire,
Henry Arnaud'sfinger pressed the trigger of hisrevolver.

But for the unexpected, the murderer would have falen. Perry Warfield supplied the unexpected. The
door had opened behind his back. Henry Arnaud had momentarily ignored the cringing man.

In the upraising of Arnaud's automatic, only one explanation could come to Warfid d'sterrified mind. He
thought that Arnaud meant to kill him. With awild scream, he leaped forward and upward as Arnaud's
finger touched thetrigger.

He struck the arm of the man who was about to save him. The bullets from Arnaud's automatic went wild
as he res sted this mad attack. He sumbled as he flung Warfield from him.

Infaling, Perry Warfield saw the man at the door. He screamed in sudden recognition.

Before Arnaud could bring his gun into play, the room was plunged into darkness as the man at the door
pressed the switch. Then came the roar of the murderer's automatic.

Warfidd's screams were broken. The door dammed shut, just as Henry Arnaud fired his parting, futile
shot.

Arnaud snapped the switch on the table lamp. He bent over the form of the man upon the floor. Perry
Warfiedld was dtill dive. He opened hiseyes.

Hewas dying, avictim of hisown stupidity; yet in hislast moments he had gained a bravery that was
heroic.



"It was - Killer Bryan!" he gasped. "I have seen - him - before! Hekills- for The Master - for The Black
Magter! Hewill kill again. Y ou must - stop him!*

Warfield raised a clenched fist. He sought Arnaud's hand. He opened hisfist and dropped asmall black
object of thin metal. Arnaud thrust it into his pocket.

Footsteps and excited voices came from the corridor. Arnaud remained close beside the dying man.
"Hewill kill," ssid Warfidd feebly. "Hewill - kill -

"Hubert Banks?' came Arnaud's question.

Warfield nodded.

"Later," he said. "Before - before that he will - will kill -"

Arnaud's arm was beneath Warfield's head. The light switched on; men werein the room, seizing
Arnaud.

He withstood their clutches for the moment. His gaze was focused upon Perry Warfidd'slips. He saw
them move as they tried to repeat a name. Sight though the motion was, Arnaud understood. He
nodded.

Warfield's head dipped from hisarm. The man was dead. His body rolled upon the floor. Five men
seized Henry Arnaud and overpowered him.

CHAPTER I X. THE SECOND MURDER

HENRY ARNAUD lay inacorner of the room, his hands cuffed behind him. In front of him stood two
hotel attendants and the house detective, keeping close watch, awaiting the arrival of the police.

Soon a plainclothesman shoved hisway into the room. Helooked a Arnaud, then glanced questioningly
at the house detective.

"Thisthe guy?" he asked.

"Yes"

"I'm Detective Blaine from headquarters,” said the newcomer. "I'll take charge from now on!™
He asked Arnaud's name. Then, ™Y ou killed thisman?'

"No!"

The detective laughed.

"The murderer,” perssted Arnaud, "isaman caled Killer Bryan. He has escaped. He intends to commit
another murder. | can tell you the name -"

"Lay off that stal!" exclaimed the headquarters man thresteningly. "1t won't do you any good to try to lay
the blame somewhere else. Get me?"

"The name of the man marked for murder is Matthew -"

"Shut up!" ordered the detective. "Another peep and you won't be able to do any talking. Get me? Y ou'll
have plenty of chanceto talk at heedquarters.”



Henry Arnaud remained slent, but his eyeswere intent, hisfacetaut, asif he was engaged in physica
effort. The headquarters detective leaned over the body of Perry Warfield. The othersin the room
concentrated on the action of the deuth, as he made his careful ingpection. It was then that the

unexpected happened.

Sowly, amost unnoticeably, Henry Arnaud raised hisbody. A man beside him detected a sound and
turned. Before he could make an exclamation, Arnaud's freed right hand swung from behind his back.

The handcuffs were till fastened to hisright wrist. The solid mass of meta struck the watcher at the base
of hisneck. He collapsed.

Arnaud was on hisfeet. Asthe headquarters man turned, automatic in hand, the shackled arm descend
and knocked the pistol from the detective's grasp.

The house detective and two other men made aleap for the prisoner; but Arnaud was too quick for
them. Hisright arm swung in awide arc.

One man escaped the blow by dropping to the floor. Another fell as he received a staggering stroke. The
third grappled with Arnaud for abrief moment; then the conflict ended as the steel manacles glanced
againg the man's head.

The prisoner made alegp for the door, pulling the handcuff from hisright wrist as he went. Thisamazing
man, through some strange ability, could laugh at manacles.

The path to freedom lay ahead, but Arnaud scented danger. He dropped suddenly toward the floor and
turned just as the headquarters detective reclaimed his automatic and raised it toward the fleeing form.
Arnaud's action required that the detective change hisaim.

Before the threatening finger could pull the trigger, the handcuffs whizzed through the air at terrific speed.
The detective threw up a protecting arm. He was too late to save himself. The heavy sted cuffs struck the
top of hishead and hefell.

Then Arnaud was gone, but from the corridor outside the room came alast reminder of his presence. It
wasalong, eerielaugh, aterrible laugh that seemed alaugh of triumph.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

Despite the congternation in the room where the murdered man lay, the baffled captors of the supposed
murderer acted quickly. Within one minute after Henry Arnaud's escape, the news had been phoned to
the lobby below.

Police had entered. A manhunt was under way. All available atendantsin the hotel were pressed into
service for the search.

The principa search wasingtituted on the floor where Perry Warfield had been killed. It had hardly
begun before a cry of darm was sounded by an elevator man. His car was stopped at the seventh floor.
He had looked up just in time to see aform speed rapidly to the head of the stairway!

"There he goes! There he goes!™

Uniformed police rushed from the corridors. Downward they went, in mad pursuit. And again, from the
floor below came the sound of amocking, bursting laugh.

A man gppeared in the [obby of the Goliath Hotel. No one saw him arrive until he walked up to the



policeman standing by the door. He drew back his coat and showed a badge. The policeman nodded.
"Headquarters,”" said the man nonchalantly. "Keep on the job, here! I'll be back with more men!™
Asthe man passed through the revolving door, two policemen dashed down a stairway into the lobby.

"There hegoed" cried one, pointing to the figure emerging beyond the revolving door. "That'sthe
murderer! Get him!"

The guarding policeman joined in the pursuit. But he had redlized his mistake afew momentstoo late.

When the bluecoats reached the Street, their quarry had disappeared. He had vanished like a shadow!
Passersby were quizzed, but to no avail.

Asthe policemen were joined by others and the searchers scattered along the street, aform emerged
from benegath the darkened windows of the dining room of the Goliath Hotel.

Silently, swiftly, a strange being flitted through the night, keeping awaysin the protecting shadows. He
did not seem human, until he had reached a spot a block away from the hotel. Then he suddenly revealed
himsdf in thelight. It was Henry Arnaud!

The man stepped into a passing cab. He gave an uptown address - near the home of Matthew Stokes.
Thetaxi driver did not recognize anything unusud.

Matthew Stokes, despite hisimportant position as the head of a detective agency, was a man who kept
out of the public limelight. The importance of hisinvestigations was known only to himsdlf. Hewasa
deuth par excellence, who handled most vital casesfor privateindividuds.

The front of the Stokes house was dark when ataxicab stopped severa doors away. Shortly after the
cab had gone, a stedthy figure approached the house and madeitsway up the sdewall of the building.
Projecting cornices helped the task.

Two hands came from the darkness and raised awindow. A man entered. He moved invisibly. Then he
stopped in the corner of the room and listened.

Therewas no sound. Findly adight click occurred. A smal lamp turned on in the corner of the room.
Besdeit stood the visitor, scarcely more than a shadowy mass of black in the dim illumination. The
Shadow was in the bedroom of Matthew Stokes!

The room seemed silent and deserted. There was a bed in the opposite corner, with a high baseboard the
foot. For amoment, the features of Henry Arnaud were visible as the shadowy investigator moved past
the corner light. When he reached the bed, he appeared only as afantastic, dark-clad form.

He stopped beside the bed. Then there was silence again. The Shadow did not move. He was
contemplating the figure that lay huddled beneath the covers of the bed.

Although the night was warm, the man in bed was covered with blankets.

A hand appeared from the darkness and drew back the top edges of the blankets. A face could be
digtinguished in the gloomy darkness. It was the face of Matthew Stokes.

The eyes stared with the glassy stare of death. Matthew Stokes was dead! He had been shot in bed, the
noise of the report muffled by the blankets!

The Shadow had arrived too late! "Killer" Bryan had come and gone before him. The nefarious gunman



had committed a second murder!
CHAPTER X.KILLER BRYAN SPEAKS

Henry Arnaud had escaped! But he had been recognized, and his identity admitted. The morning
following the affair at the Goliath Hotel, his picture had been published in the newspapers.

Then came the bombshell. A statement from Toronto declared the real Henry Arnaud wasin that city. A
man well known in the Middle West, and afrequent visitor in New Y ork, he denied any connection with
the case, and hisironclad aibi was a sensation.

In the apartment of the German criminologist, Doctor Heinrich Zerndorff, Inspector Burke and Joe
Cardonawere discussing the murders of the night before,

Zerndorff, eyebrows bristling, leaned forward in hischair.
"l cannot understand it,”" he said. "Who isthis man who looks like Henry Arnaud, yet isnot Arnaud?’

Cardona shrugged. He was thinking of The Shadow, but keeping those thoughts to himself. He
remembered the phoned warning that had led to discovery of the bomb in the Financid Building.

Could it be that the murders of Perry Warfield and Matthew Stokes were connected with the explosions
that had terrified New Y ork?

"Well," said Inspector Burke, "we must get busy, Cardona. There'stoo little evidence in this Stokes
case.

"Wefigurethekiller must have been waiting. Stokes was shot in bed, and the blankets were used to
muffle the sound of the gun. Weve got to locate this fake Henry Arnaud!™

Darkness was gathering outsde. Joe Cardona stared speculatively from the window. Somewherein that
gloom, two men were buried in the depths of Manhattan. It was histask to find them.

The telephone rang. Doctor Zerndorff answered - and then turned the phone over to Joe Cardona. A
low, whispered voice began to talk the moment that Cardona placed the receiver to hisear.

"Y ou arelooking for me," said the voice. "I am the man who called hims=lf Henry Arnaud.

"l did not kill Perry Warfield. The murderer isKiller Bryan. He dso murdered Matthew Stokes. | have
located him. Y ou can capture him tonight. But take him aive. Y ou understand? Alive!

"Heishiding out in arooming house two doors west of the Pink Rat,” the voice continued. "Y ou know
wherethe placeis?'

"YS,"

"Hisroomisthefirst to the left, at the head of the stairs. Hewill bein there at ten o'clock. He does not
know that he is suspected of murder. Be there with your men tonight!™

Therecever clicked. Cardonaturned to the other men. He told them what he had heard.
"Trace the phone call," ordered Inspector Burke.
"It won't do any good,” replied Cardona. "Well try it though."



"Y ou will go there tonight, yes?' questioned Doctor Zerndorff.

"You'reright | will!" replied Cardonaemphaticaly. "1've been tipped off before. Well get that guy, if I'm
not mistaken!"

"I think | shall go with you," declared Doctor Zerndorff. "Perhaps | shal be of use.”

It was shortly before ten o'clock when athickset, long-armed man entered the doorway of the second
house from the Pink Rat. He climbed stedlthily up the airsto the second floor, stopping at the top to
ligen. He entered the room at the left of the stairway, and snapped on the light.

The hardened face of Killer Bryan was reved ed. He looked about the empty room and laughed. Then he
turned out the light and lay down on the creaking bed.

Outside the room, therewas adight rustling sound. But Killer Bryan couldn't hear it. Someone was
passing the doorway in the darkness. Someone was moving - asilent, invisible shape. Then came
absolute silence.

From below a door opened softly. Four men were on the stairway, creeping softly upward. Then they
stopped.

"Youwill goinaone, yes?' came the whispered voice of Doctor Zerndorff.
"Yes," camethereply from Joe Cardona. "I'll nab him. Stay outside with the others, professor.”

The four men silently took positionsin accordance with arehearsed plan. Joe Cardona moved to the
door of Killer Bryan'sroom. Doctor Zerndorff remained by the stairway, where he commanded adirect
view of the door. The other men stood away from the door.

Cardona advanced cautioudy. Hewaited, listening.

Then came action. His hand was on the knob. His men clicked their flashlights, focusing their powerful
glare upon the doorway. That wasthe signd for Cardonato rush in upon Killer Bryan.

But asthe lights went on, the door opened inward, seemingly of its own accord. There stood Killer
Bryan, hisevil face leering in the glare, hisautomatic amed directly at Cardona, hisfinger on thetrigger.

At that ingtant, another pistol spoke from the darkness, and a bullet from an unseen hand tore through
Killer Bryan'sfingers. With an oath he dropped his gun.

Cardona, hislife saved, whirled toward the doorway, a startled exclamation coming to hislips.

But he had no time to think of the strange, black-clad figure he had glimpsed; atal, imposing being
whaose smoking gun was aready disappearing benesth the folds of aflowing cloak.

For dmogt at the same ingtant he flung himsalf forward on Killer Bryan; heard the snarl of acornered
beast at bay, and then heard more shots from anew quarter. And even as Cardona seized his antagonist,

thekiller's body collapsed limply in hisgrasp.
Doctor Zerndorff had fired, and the bullets from his Luger had found their mark in Killer Bryan's body.

Together, the detective and Doctor Zerndorff bent over the form of Killer Bryan. Cardonagripped
Zerndorff's hand.

"You saved my life, professor,” he said. "Those shotswerein the nick of time. | wanted to get him dive -



but we had to take him dead."

They carried Bryan'sinert form from the house to apatrol car outside. Cardonaloaded the victim into the
patrol and ordered aquick trip to the nearest hospita - amere formality, he believed, for Killer Bryan
was dead, to al appearances.

Zerndorff remained on the street with the detectives.

At the hospital, Cardona was struck with amazement. Laid out upon an operating table, Killer Bryan
opened his eyes. The attending physcian shook his head.

"Theresno hopefor him," he said. "Héll only last afew minutes. Maybe you can make him talk.”
Cardonaleaned over the dying man.
"Did you kill Matthew Stokes?' he demanded.

There was no response. Killer Bryan'seyesglared coldly. A hospital atendant entered. He walked up to
the group gathered about the table. He pressed Cardonato one side.

"Let metak to him," hesad.

He held hishand in front of Killer Bryan's eyes. Cardonanoted that the hand was holding an oddly
shaped piece of black metal, which rested in the attendant's palm.

A strange change came over Killer Bryan. His glassy eyes were centered upon that object. He seemed
obliviousto everything ese.

"Speek!" sad the attendant. "Tdl everything!"
Killer Bryan nodded feebly.

"I killed Warfidld," he said dowly. Cardona, the doctor and two nurses heard hiswords. "I killed himin
the Goliath Hotdl. | killed Stokes - the same night. | shot him in his bed.”

"Why did you kill them?" questioned Cardona.

"Because- The- Mas-"

Thelast word ended in ahoarse gasp. The physician bent over Bryan's body.
"Heisdead," he said.

"We must make arecord of his statement immediately,” declared Cardona. "1 have four witnesses,
doctor. Y oursdlf, the two nurses, and that attendant -"

He looked about him. The man who had made Killer Bryan speak was gone. Cardona blinked.
"Where - whereisthe attendant?'

A nurse shook her head.

"l don't know," she said. "l don't even know who heis. | never saw him herein the hospital before!”

Fifteen minutes |ater, as Joe Cardonawas leaving the hospital, he encountered Doctor Zerndorff, entering
with the two detectives. They had followed in acab.



"Bryan was dead, of course,” commented Doctor Zerndorff, in a matter-of-fact tone.

"Heisdead now," replied Cardona. "But before he died, he gave usthis.”

He held up atypewritten copy of the Killer's statement, signed by himsdlf, the physician and the nurses.
"He confessed, yes?' exclaimed Doctor Zerndorff. ™Y ou made him tell what he had done?"

"Not I," replied Cardona. "It was another man. We don't know who hewas."

"No?" questioned Doctor Zerndorff sharply.

Cardona shook his head as he pocketed the typewritten statement.

Killer Bryan was dead, his guilt admitted at the command of an unknown stranger. But despite hisfeigned
ignorance, Cardonawas positive of the identity of the man who had appeared so mysterioudly.

There was but one man who could have accomplished such amission - and that man was The Shadow!
CHAPTER XI. THE MAD MILLIONAIRE

A BUTLER came down ashort flight of thickly carpeted steps. He entered a huge, dimly lit room.
Tapestried walls gave it agloomy appearance, and the dark mahogany furniture added to the morbidness
of the surroundings. The butler stopped at the foot of the steps and spoke:

"A gentleman to see you, Mr. Banks."
"Who ishe?" inquired arasping voice.
"Mr. Gage."

"Clifford Gage!™ A man arose from the corner of the room where the voice had spoken. "Clifford Gage! |
must see him & once!™

The man called Banks stepped into the light. He was past middle age and was in evening dress.

Hisfeatures were haggard and showed traces of weariness. He moved as though each step was
laborious. He stopped in the center of the room, apparently unwilling to advance farther. There he waited
until hisvigtor gppeared.

A man came down the steps. He was wearing a tuxedo and formed amarked contrast to the
stoop-shouldered man who awaited him. Hiswalk had ayouthful spring. His face wasthat of aman who
looked much younger than his age. He advanced with outstretched hand.

"Clifford!" exclamed Banks. "My word, you're as young asever! And | thought you were dead!”

"I've been away along time, Hubert," said Gage. "No wonder you thought | had joined the departed. It's
good to see you again, old man -" He paused as though he had committed a blunder. Hubert Banks
amiled sourly.

"No harm meant," he said, "so no injury isfelt on my part. | am an old man, Clifford. | fed it, and | look
it

"I'm only afew years younger than you," Gage reminded him.

"Yes" returned Banks. "Welooked the same age when | last saw you, fifteen years ago. But I've



changed alot, Clifford. Changed alot! Mogtly in the past months, too."
Hedrew hisvisitor to acorner of the room. They sat down together. Banks rang for refreshments.
"How long have you been back?" he questioned.

"Only afew days," said Gage. "No one knows | amin town. No oneis going to know. I'm going back to
Indiavery soon."

"Thelast | heard of you," said Banks dowly, "wasfive years ago. Y ou were supposed to have died
during asnow stormin the Himalayas. | never heard adenia of that rumor.”

"Thereislots of newsthat never comes out of Indial" replied Clifford Gage. "Between the two of us,
Hubert" - he glanced about him to make sure the butler was not in the room - "the ideathat | wasan
American explorer isincorrect. In redity, | am an Englishman -"

"I knew that," interposed Banks, with anod.

"And," continued Gage, "I have been engaged in government investigation in India. My supposed death
was reported with a definite purpose.”

Hubert Banks nodded again. He raised hisfinger warningly asthe butler appeared with atray. Themen
took their glasses. The servant left. Conversation was resumed.

"S0," said Gage, "I do not want it known that | amin New Y ork. But | could not resist the temptation of
cdling to seeyou, just for the sake of old times. | have often wondered how you were."

"l suppose you have seen many strange things during the past fifteen years," observed Banks.
"I have," returned Gage.

"Strange things," repeated Banks, in alow voice. He held his glass up to the light; then sipped theliquid.
"Suchas-"

"Murdersin the harem of amahargah. Plots to massacre British troops near the Afghan border. Crimes
50 horrible that one cannot imagine how human brains concocted them.”

"Have you seen men driven mad?'
"Yes Frequently! Under thetropica conditionsthat exist in India-"
Hubert Banksraised his hand in interruption.

"Y ou misundersand me," he said. "Have you ever seen aman who has been victimized by unknown
plotters whom he cannot see - whose family has deserted him, apparently without cause or reason -
whose friends have shunned him, without redlizing why - aman whose sanity has become aquestion in
hisown mind?'

Clifford Gage shook his head.

"Whell," said Banks, again studying theliquid theat remained in hisglass, "you are looking at such aman
right now!"

He gulped down his drink and set the glass upon atable. He turned to view hisvisitor and noted an
expression of amazement upon Gage's face.



"What do you mean?' demanded Gage.

"Just this." Banks spoke in alow, wearied tone. "' For twelve months - even longer than thet - | have
sensed the actions of some enemy. At first | expressed my qualms, but found no one would believe me.

"I seemed to be the victim of strange misfortunes. | became desperate and quarrelsome. My family left
me - my wife and two daughters are living in France. My friends became fewer and fewer.

"Drink had something to do withiit, | know. | took to liquor and they blameit on that. But the redl reason
issomething | have been unable to fathom!™

He gtared at Clifford Gage doubtfully. He sought alook of understanding in hisfriend'sface. Gage's
EXpression was Serious.

"Therewerefew men | could trust,” continued Banks. "'l had one misfortune after another. | became so
suspicious of everything and everyone that | made afool of mysdf. So I kept absolute Silence.

"When investments went wrong, | sought an explanation, but could never find one. My country home
burned down. | suspected an incendiary but never discovered any clue. At lagt, | saw arift in the clouds
about me. | found four men whom | could trust - or thought | could trust.”

"Who arethey?'

"They are dead now!" said Banks, bitterly. "Dead - through what would seem to be coincidence. Now
that they have died, | believe that they, too, have betrayed me!™

Banks reached forward and clutched Gage's arm. The man's voice sank lower; it carried a note of
desperation.

"You must believe me, Clifford," he said. "Y our return here tonight has seemed miraculous. Y ou are the
only one upon whom | can depend. Do you understand?”

Clifford Gage nodded.
"Therewere four men," continued Banks. "Four men whom | could trugt!
"One was Dick Pennypacker. He was the only stock-broker who gave me sound advice.

" Another was Glen Houghton, young enough to be my son. | knew hisfather well. | placed him with
Whitmeyer Barton, my attorneys, four years ago. When | worried about my legd affairs, | knew that |
could trust Glen.

"Then there was Perry Warfidd. | relied on him. He went West to Oklahomafor me and pulled through
someoil dedsin greet style.

"A month ago | gave him one hundred thousand dollarsfor a promotion scheme on the advice of my one
best friend, George Houston - the only one of my old pals who stood by me and whom | had never
suspected of complicity. Then" - he raised his hand and snapped hisfingers - "like that, they were gone!™

"How?" asked Gage increduloudly.
"Y ou read of the explosons herein New Y ork?"

"Yes. Just beforel |eft by air from San Francisco.”



"Dick Pennypacker waskilled in Wall Street. Glen Houghton was killed in the Grand Central Station.
George Houston died in the explosion at Columbus Circle subway."

"Horriblel" exclamed Gage. "What amazing coincidences!”

"Coincidences?' Banks voice was hoarse. " Coincidences? Plots, you mean!" He calmed himsalf
suddenly. "Asfor Warfield - he was shot afew nightslater. Murdered in the Goliath Hotel!"

"Your only friendd"

"My friends?' There was bitternessin the old man'stone. "My friends, as| thought then. But now, |
know differently!

"The investments which Pennypacker made for me were false. Helied to me! He had bought speculative
securitieswith my money. Their value hasfalen.

"I have received telephone calls from my attorneys, asking me about important legal documents. | gave
those papers to Houghton. He never placed them in the safe! They cannot be found!

"Asfor the money that Warfield received - he never put it into the enterprise as he was supposed to have
done. | have talked with officials of the company.”

"But Houston -"

"Theworg of thelot! Being in my confidence, | asked him to check on al these matters. He told me that
he had done so. He was the most vicioustraitor of them al!"

Banks pushed the buzzer beside him and sat staring gloomily at the somber walls of the room. When the
butler appeared, the millionaire called for two more drinks. The servant I ft.

"Explainthisto me," said Gage, in an undertone. "If -"
"I can explain nothing!" interrupted Banks. "It isal unexplainable!™

"Congder this, then. If those four men were plotters, why did they die? If their desths were planned, the
planner, at least, has done you aservice!™

Banksdid not reply, for he saw the butler approaching. But when the servant had retired, the millionaire
made answer.

"The planner,” he said, picking up hisglass. "Ah! Thereisthe unexplainable part!

"All that | have suffered has been the work of amind that isagainst me. That mind is seeking to destroy
me.

"Perhaps those four were taking advantage of my weakness. They may have crossed the plans of the one
who has plotted againgt me. | cannot understand it!"

Hubert Banks stared soberly; then, with a sudden impulse he threw back his head and uttered aloud,
screaming laugh. He flung the glassthat wasin his hand; it crashed againgt atable.

Themillionaires eyeswerewild as he glared at Clifford Gage. The man from Indiamade no move. He
sat cam and unperturbed. The fit of madness seemed to pass away and Banks buried hishead in his
hands. The butler rushed into the room.



"What's the matter, Sr?' he asked. "Has Mr. Banks -"

"Mr. Banksisadl right," said Gage quietly. "Is his physician available? Y ou may inform him that Mr.
Banks has had adight nervous attack, but has now recovered.”

"Mr. Banks has no physician, sr," said the butler. "He -"

"Onetried to poison me!" said Banks, raising his head and staring straight at Clifford Gage. "Slow
poison! | found it out! I'll never trust another one!™

"You may go," said Gage, addressing the butler. Then he turned to Hubert Banks.

"Look here, Hubert," said Gage quietly, "I'm going to pull you through thistrouble! Y ou understand? |
can't be here mysdf, but I'll send you aman that you can trust. He will be ableto reach me at any time.
I'll stay in New Y ork awhile."

Banks reached over and gripped hisfriend's hand.

"Perhaps,”" resumed Gage, "thisthing started long before you suspected it. What about your past? Can
you recdl any enemies?’

Banks steadied himsdlf. He shook his head dowly.

"What has my life been?" he questioned. "L uxury and easy living. That'sdl! My father had millions. He
made me study, but | never liked it.

"I'm agraduate of Oxford - and of Heidelberg. Spent most of my youth abroad - and what ayouth it
was! | married while | was abroad. | lived in Paris and the old man was going to disinherit me. But |
came back after my wife died.

"Then my father left me hisfortune. I've been many places since, but I've dways been anidler. Married
again. Now my wife and daughters have left me.

"But I've been cagy, Clifford! Always had plenty of money, and kept increasing it. Until now. I'm losing
millions, right now. Driving me mad. Someones driving me mad -"

Hisvoicetrailed off. Hubert Banks sank down in his chair. He seemed too tired to talk. Clifford Gage
watched him solemnly as the minutes moved by. Then he arose and silently |eft the room. He met the
butler at the top of the steps.

"Mr. Banksisadeep," Gageinformed the servant.
"Yes, gr," replied the butler.

"What's your name?" inquired Gage.

"Herbert, Sr."

"What other servants arein the house?"

"Graham, Mr. Banks vaet. Chalmers, his chauffeur.”
"How long have you been here?’

"Only afew months, gr.”



"And the others?'
"The same, sr. Mr. Banks discharged dl his servants since thefirst of the year. We areanew lot, Sir."

"All right, Herbert. Mr. Banksis expecting anew secretary, whom | have recommended. Hisnameis
Mr. Vincent. You will remind Mr. Banks of that fact, you understand?’

"Yes gr."

Gage's eyes seemed piercing asthey studied the butler's face. They glowed with alight that seemed
uncanny to the servant. Satisfied, the visitor turned and walked to the door, picking up his hat and cane
from the table where they lay.

The butler stood petrified. Hetotaly forgot his duty of ushering Clifford Gage from the house. His eyes
were fascinated by the huge shadow that followed the visitor as he walked to the door. It seemed like a
living form that moved of its own accord.

The door dammed. Herbert blinked and rubbed his eyes. He fancied that he till saw that mammoth
blotch upon the floor, even after the visitor had departed!

CHAPTER XI1. DOCTOR ZERNDORFF AGREES

IT was late the same night. Doctor Zerndorff had not retired. He had spent the evening in hislaboratory
constructing abomb patterned after the one that had been made by Vervick.

He intended to test two factors - its explosive force, and the action of the detonator when the charge was
in place. Neither of these could be done with the origina bomb, for it was necessary as evidence at
police headquarters.

Otto entered and handed a visiting card to the criminologi<t. It bore the engraved name - Clifford Gage.
Doctor Zerndorff sudied it impatiently.

"Tdl him | am busy, Otto."
"He saysit isvery important, Sr," said the attendant, in German.

Doctor Zerndorff glanced at the card again. It was then that he noted something peculiar. Acrossthe face
of the card lay alight gray shadow, extending diagonaly from one corner to the other.

Doctor Zerndorff moved the card beneath the light, but the shadow did not change. Then it faded away.
Zerndorff blinked. He stared at the white wall of the laboratory, to seeif hisvison wasfailing him.
Satisfied that his eyes had not deceived him, he smiled.

"Bring him into the reception room, Otto," he said.

Doctor Zerndorff concluded his experiments for the evening. He took off hisworking coat and put on his
dressing gown.

Thus, informaly attired, he went into the reception room to meet hisvisitor. He took a chair opposite
Clifford Gage, who accepted acigar.

"Doctor Zerndorff," remarked Gage, "1 have come to discussimportant matters. A few nightsago aman
- afriend of mine - who called himsaf Henry Arnaud - escaped arrest for amurder which he did not
commit.



"Thered crimina has now confessed hiscrime and isdeed. | refer to Killer Bryan.”
Zerndorff nodded.

"ThisMr. Arnaud,”" continued Gage, in aquiet voice, "wished to discuss certain matters with you.
Inasmuch as his whereabouts are now unknown, | have comein his stead.”

Zerndorff smiled and bowed.

"I have learned," said Gage, "that you are aman of greet capacity, unrestricted by the usud limitations
that surround those who are connected with police departments.”

"| thank you, Mr. Gage."

Therewas a peculiar tonein Doctor Zerndorff's voice. The words did not reved his actua thoughts. The
tone was different from Zerndorff's customary speech. It might have betokened keen interest; or it might
have been tinged with irony.

Clifford Gage was momentarily thoughtful, then he became definitely confidentid.

"Doctor Zerndorff," hesaid, "I have discovered new and important angles that concern the bombings
which you have been investigating!

"Itismy usud procedure to keep my findingsto mysdif. In thisinstance, there are reasonswhy | have
chosen to confidein you. | have cometo offer you my full cooperation!”

The criminologist raised his eyebrows. He was interested now. He suspected the identity of this stranger.

Intuitively, he linked him with the mysterious man known as The Shadow. He had every reason to
supposethat Clifford Gage was The Shadow himself.

"Thisinterestssme," he said. "It ismost interesting, yes. | shal promiseto you this. whatever you may say
to me, no one else shdl hear!"

Clifford Gage reached forward and the men shook hands. It was an action of mutua understanding.

The piercing gaze of the visitor met the stern glance of the German professor. Each man knew that he had
found a coworker worthy of himself.

"L et meask you, doctor,” said Gage, settling back in his chair. "What isyour full theory regarding these
explosons? Isit exactly as stated in the newspapers?'

Doctor Zerndorff nodded.

"Itisquite plain,” hereplied. "Plainto me, yes. It isthework of those two men - Sforzaand Pecherkin -
who have been in this country so long, now, waiting until they could do asthey have donein Russaand
inltdy."

"Then you believe that the bombs were placed in vital spots about New Y ork, Smply to create terrorism
- asan aftermath of the unsuccessful May Day activities.”

"That isjust so!"

"Do you link any other crimeswith the bombings?* Gage questioned.



"No."
"What of the murder of Perry Warfield? Why was he killed? Why was Matthew Stokes murdered?”
Doctor Zerndorff shrugged his shoulders despairingly.

"There are many such killingsin New York," hesaid. "It isincredible to me, Mr. Gage, that you should
gpeak of them. Simply because they have happened soon after those big explosionsis not areason why
we should connect them!"

Clifford Gage rose from his chair and walked dowly across the floor. He reached the window and stood
there.

Doctor Zerndorff noted the dimness of histall form and could not help comparing it with the curtain by
the window. He could almost fancy the man within the folds of that hanging drapery.

Then his eyes dropped to the floor and he became interested in the long, weird shadow that stretched
acrossthefloor, dmogt a perfect slhouette of the standing man.

"The men who placed the bombs have been arrested,” Gage was speaking in athoughtful, faraway voice.
"They have virtudly confessed. But not to any connection with either Sforza or Pecherkin.

"They have spoken of a mysterious master, who has controlled them all, asindividuas. Who isthis man,
whom they know and yet do not know? Is he one - or many?"

"Heistwo," answered Zerndorff.
"Two?' questioned Gage.

"Yesl Two, yes! Sforzaand Pecherkin!™ Zerndorff raised hisright hand and extended two fingers. "Those
are two men; very bad men, yes. | have known of them before. They have worked in the dark, asthe
masters of those who have put the bombs where they would explode. That isthe answer, yes!”

"Before Perry Warfield died” - Gage was leaning againgt thewall as he spoke - "in fact, when Warfied
was dying, he spoke of aman whom he called The Magter.

"He referred to him even more specificaly. He called him The Black Magter. It was The Black Master
whom he feared.

"Did you know that, doctor?"

The criminologist shook his head. His chin was on his hand, his elbow on the arm of hischair. Hewas
listening with intense interest. Clifford Gage was speaking in avoice that carried amost convincing tone.

"Perry Warfidld was murdered by Killer Bryan," continued Gage. "He was shot at the very moment set
for himto die. That is proof that Killer Bryan was an agent of The Black Magter.

"Before he died, Perry Warfield revealed that another man was marked for death. He named Matthew
Stokes. That man was killed the same night!

"Agan the murderer was Killer Bryan!™

Doctor Zerndorff nodded dowly after the speaker paused. He was impressed by the words that Clifford
Gage had uttered. His keen mind was working on these same problems.



Helooked at Gage again, as though he understood that the man had moreto tell.

"Perry Warfieddd named another intended victim,” said Gage quietly. "A third man wasto dieat Killer
Bryan'shand! Fortunately, that murder has been forestalled; and you were responsible for it, Doctor
Zerndorff!

"Y ou were forced to end the life of Killer Bryan. By so doing, you saved the life of Hubert Banks, a
millionaire who was to have been Bryan'sthird victim!"

"Thisiswonderful, yed" exclamed Doctor Zerndorff. "I have not supposed it for one minute. The
detective - Herr Cardona - hastold methat it was akilling of the - what isit that you call them - the
gangsters, yes?

"| believe now that you have found some more important reason. Is there other proof, yes?'

"When Killer Bryan lay dying," said Gage quietly, "he confessed that he had murdered Warfidd and
Stokes. It isan unwritten law of gangland that gunmen remain silent until deeth. Why did Bryan confess?"

"l do not know."
"| shall tell you why. It was because someone showed him - thig™

Clifford Gage strode across the room. He extended his arm and opened his hand before Doctor
Zerndorff's surprised eyes.

Inthe vigitor's palm lay an oval-shaped disk of thin metal, painted black. Gage placed it in Zerndorff's
hand. The criminologist examined it with eager interest.

"What isthis?" he asked.

"It isthe token of The Black Magter!" said Gage. "It was given by Perry Warfield to - to afriend - before
hedied!"

Doctor Zerndorff studied the disk for several minutes. Then he looked up and returned the token.

"Keepthis, yes" said Zerndorff. "It may be of important use. Y ou have found something very vauable,
My brainisthinking, yes - thinking much." He tapped hisforehead. " Sit down, my friend, sit down, while
| discover something!™

He went to the telephone. Clifford Gage heard him call police headquarters. Doctor Zerndorff was
connected with Detective Joe Cardona.

"Ah!" hesad. "Ligten, my friend and tell methis. Did you make one search of that man who died in that
hospital? The man that was called the Killer Bryan?

"Ah, you did, yes? And did you find a piece of metal that wasflat and like the shape of an egg? Yes, it
wasal black. Ah, you did?Will you bring it to me tomorrow? It isimportant, yes."

Doctor Zerndorff hung up the receiver and beamed as he turned to hisvisitor. His eyes sparkled with the
delight of the scientist who has made anew discovery.

He placed his hands together and clasped them, as though congratul ating the man who had led him to this
tria. He sat down and spoke thoughtfully.

"Tomorrow," hesaid, "I, too, shall have that token to study. Y ou must keep the one that you have.



Together we shdl work. It isamysery, yes.

"Y ou may beright that it has connection with these bombings. And yet” - hisvoice was doubtful - "you
may aso bewrong! Unlessyou have other thingsto tel me, yes?'

Clifford Gage smiled & the subtleinquiry.

"We're getting there now, Doctor Zerndorff," hereplied. "Y ou areright. | have moreto tell. | have proof
to offer.

"I have been to see Hubert Banks - the man whose life was threatened. He recognized me asan old
friend whom he had not seen for fifteen years. He is melancholy, because four men have betrayed him,
and thosefour have dl died suddenly. Perry Warfield isonel”

"Ah, yes? That is s0? And who are the others?*

"One was named Houston; another Pennypacker; the third was a man named Houghton."
"l have never heard those names."

"That isstrange," said Gage, withasmile.

"Strange, yes? Why?"

Gage puffed on hiscigar. It had gone out. He relighted it before he replied. Then he looked steadily at
Doctor Zerndorff asthough he knew that hiswords would bring amazement to the criminologist.

"Those three men died suddenly, the same day," he said. "One waskilled by an explosonin Wall Street.
The second perished when a bomb went off in Grand Central Station. The third died in the subway at
Columbus Circlel”

Gage was not disappointed. Utter bewilderment came over Doctor Zerndorff. Hislips parted and he
tried to speak. But he was too confused to utter asingle word. Gage cameto hisrescue.

"So of four men," he said, "only one was spared that day - and that man was Perry Warfield! Each died
done.

"But thereis something elsethat | must tell you. Perry Warfield did not cometo New Y ork that day. He
was a home, ill. But he was here the next morning - and he went to the office of Barr Childs, inthe
Fnancid Building."

"Where the unexploded bomb was found, yes?"
"Exactly. Once again, he escaped desath. So Killer Bryan settled him!

"Now, Doctor Zerndorff, you understand why | consider The Black Master - whoever he may be - to be
the man behind these crimes.”

Doctor Zerndorff nodded. Then helooked sharply at Clifford Gage. An expression of doubt passed over
his features, as though he suspected that this amazing visitor had discovered too much in so short atime.
Gage detected the look and smiled.

"| agree with you, Doctor Zerndorff," he said, as though reading the other man's thoughts. "Two things
are quite possible. Firg, that my findings are too unred to betrue; that | havetold you al thismerely to
confuse you.



"Second, that | have spoken the absolute truth, but that I, too, am an agent of The Black Master - or,
perhaps, the man himsdif.

"But both of those theories areincorrect. | am just what | claim to be - a man who through careful
observation and good fortune has been able to uncover the machinations of amost desperate crimind -
TheBlack Master!"

Doctor Zerndorff watched Gage carefully. He seemed to be weighing the man'swords. He nodded
dowly.

"l believeyou," he said.
"But thereis ill one question in your mind," added Gage.
Again Doctor Zerndorff nodded. He was amazed at the man's perceptiveness.

"I cantdl you that question!” said Gage. "'Y ou are wondering why | have cometo you. Since | have done
so well aone, why should | confidein you? That iswhat you are thinking, isit not?'

"l am thinking that, yes" replied Zerndorff.

"l shdl explain my purpose, then," said Gage. "For years, Doctor Zerndorff, | have battled with men of
brains. | have employed my agents. Occasiondly | have aided the police. But primarily | have played a
lone hand.

"Now | am on the threshold of the greatest combat of my career. | am deding withamanwho is
rightfully caled The Magter. | am sure that the three men who died in those explosions carried the tokens
of their servitude to The Master. Y et he destroyed them utterly.

"Never before have | encountered one who was so regardiess of human life - who would daughter
innocent victims smply to cover up the murders of three men whom he no longer trusted - or who were
of no further useto him.

"Asyet, The Black Master is nothing more than amere name to me. Those through whom | could trace
him are dead.

"I have been watching Hubert Banksfor weeks. | knew that four men were plotting against him, but |
have not yet found the one who dominated them. Now they are dead. | must start again to find new
agents of thisfiendish monger.”

He paused and dropped his cigar in an ash stand. He stared speculatively at the wall and Doctor
Zerndorff watched him in admiration. Never before had the criminologist met aman of such amazing
ability.

"Yes," resumed Gage thoughtfully. "I must begin again; and now | shal succeed - to acertain point. |
shall meet The Black Magter, faceto face.

"He has thwarted me before, therefore, he must know of my existence! When | encounter him, it will be
death - for one of us! | may bethe oneto die!

"That iswhy | have cometo you. | till intend to work aone; but if | fail, there must be someoneto carry
on my labors.

"I was there the night that you saved Cardonaslife, by shooting Killer Bryan. | fired thefirst shot; |



crippled the Killer because | wanted him to be taken dive,

"Y our action followed mine. It might have been too late, but it showed the ability which you possess.
There are only two menin New Y ork whose knowledge of crimeis sufficient to meet that of The Black
Master. | am one! Y ou are the other!”

Therewas no trace of egotism in Clifford Gage's voice. He was spesking as aman who isreciting facts,
acdm, expressve tone. The sgnificance of hiswordswas fully understood by his companion.

"It iswork for one man," added Gage. "One man, against The Black Master. One man, who can work
aone. | shdl bethe man, at present.

"If | fal - thetask isup to you. If you fail, New Y ork will be & the mercy of afiend who gloats over
human misery - ademon who will stop a nothing and whose chief ddlight is desth and destruction!”

He arose from his chair and Zerndorff dso rose. The two men faced each other. The criminologist
extended his hand. Clifford Gage clasped it Sncerdly.

"Y ou understand?' he asked.

"| understand, yes," replied Doctor Zerndorff.

"l canrely onyou?'

"Totheend, yed"

Gage turned away and waked to the door. Again he faced Zerndorff and delivered his parting words.
"l shal come here again," he sad, "if | remain dive. Should | fail to return - the work isyours!"

Doctor Zerndorff bowed. The two men stood silent. Clifford Gage was motionless. Hislong, unmoving
shadow lay acrossthefloor like a creature of the blackest night.

Then, suddenly and silently, he left the room.

Doctor Zerndorff remained standing in deep thought after hisvisitor had departed. His mighty brain was
pondering over the revelations that Clifford Gage had made.

Not for oneinstant did he doubt the true identity of the man who had come to see him. He knew that
Clifford Gage was the man who had appeared as Henry Arnaud. He knew, aso, that the man was The
Shadow!

"Itisstrange, yes," mused Doctor Zerndorff, half doud. "Thereisno other like him, thisman they cal The
Shadow. Unless' - he stared from the window at the blackness of the building opposite - "unlessitisthis
one of which he hastold me.

"So heisgone, thisman they cal The Shadow. Heis gone, to seek the man that ishisenemy! My brain
can seethefuture’ - hetapped hisforehead - "and it tells me that they shall mest.

"Y es, they shal meet! Thisman they call The Shadow - he shall meet The Black Master!™
CHAPTER XIIl. HARRY OBSERVES

HARRY VINCENT sat in the huge, gloomy living room of Hubert Banks palatial home. He puffed a
cigar contentedly. His eyes wandering across the room to alarge couch, where the millionaire was lying,



adeep.

Harry smiled. Banks had improved tremendoudly since Harry had cometo visit him. The man had been a
nervous wreck less than aweek ago. Now he was calm and amost free from care - hisold sdlf.

Of dl the missionsthat Harry had undertaken for The Shadow, thiswas the most unusud. His mind went
back over the recent past and he began to recdll al the important incidents that had occurred.

He had reported everything to The Shadow, in brief, terse notes. He had remembered the details.

That was one of the many things that he had learned to do since he had become The Shadow's agent. He
had been ingructed in asmple system of mentd notation that had enabled him to keep amethodica
record in hismind.

The adventure at the Goliath Hotel, when he had been overpowered and doped in his room, had been
thefirgt event in thisnew campaign.

L ate the next morning when he awoke, he had reported to The Shadow but had received no reply, so he
had smply waited. Then he had read the news of Perry Warfield's murder and of the subsequent police
fight with Killer Bryan.

Harry had recognized Bryan's picture. It was the killer who had overpowered Harry in his hotel room.

But what most concerned Harry Vincent right now were the events that had followed his sojourn with
Hubert Banks. He had come to the millionaire's home in response to orders from The Shadow.

Asaways, the orders had been written in code, and with chemical ink that vanished afew minutes after
the envel ope had been opened.

Nomindly, Harry was the millionaire's secretary. Actudly, he was his companion. He was working for
The Shadow - not for Hubert Banks.

He had observed the millionaire's strange actions, had humored hiswhims and had been with him
congtantly.

Bankstaked frequently of aman named Clifford Gage, who was presumably Harry's sponsor. Harry
had received information concerning Gage from The Shadow. Gage became atopic of frequent
conversation.

With theincrease of friendship between Hubert Banks and Harry Vincent, the millionaire had lost hisold
mistrustfulness.

At night, Harry wrote hisreport to The Shadow, using a pen loaded with the type of ink that The
Shadow had invented.

When he went to mail the report, together with the letters of Mr. Banks, Harry walked two blocks from
the millionaire's uptown manson and entered a drugstore before he put the | ettersin the box outside.

There, Harry secretly passed the envel ope which contained his report to a sober-faced clerk behind the
counter.

Harry suspected that the man who received the envelope was Burbank, an agent of The Shadow.

Aside from short excursons of thistype, Harry did not leave the millionairés mansion.



Three days ago, he had received a brief, coded message from The Shadow. It had surprised Harry when
he opened it, for the color of theink was a darker blue than usud. But the message had faded in its usua
fashion after Harry had read it.

Theletter contained very brief ingtructions, advising Harry to cautiousy engage Banksin conversation
that would lead to adiscussion of the millionaire's past life.

One clever peculiarity marked The Shadow's messages. Each sheet of paper had roughened edges.

Thefirst note of a serieswould dways have adight tear on the top edge; the next would have asmilar
mark on theright edge; and so on, around the shest, with each succeeding note. Then would come two
tears on top, right, bottom, and |eft, respectively.

These marks were scarcely noticeable. They formed asimple system of enumeration that went up to
eight; then anew serieswould begin, on apaper of different texture,

Thus, Harry could always check the notesin rotation, to seeif he had failed to recelve one. The note that
he had received afew days ago had been number fivein the present series.

Acting upon The Shadow's ingtructions, Harry had talked with Hubert Banks, artfully turning the man's
thoughtsto old recollections. But he had succeeded only in obtaining scattered reminiscences.

The millionaire had led an idler'slife. Those events which he consdered worth remembering were
invariably of an unimportant nature.

Tonight, Banks had gone to deep while talking, and Harry was spending avery quiet evening, engrossed
in hisown affairs. The atmosphere of the room was quieting yet Harry could readily appreciate how the
gloomy aspect could prey upon the thoughts of amorbid mind.

He did not wonder that people had decided Hubert Banks was going crazy. These walls, with their
somber tapestries, seemed made expresdy for an insane mind. Harry had asked about the furnishings. He
learned that they had been selected many months before by afriend of the millionaire, aman named
George Houston.

Banks had mentioned that Houston was now dead, and that he did not care to talk about him. Thetopic
had ended with that remark.

Harry Vincent's chain of thought was suddenly interrupted. Hubert Banks had awakened. The millionaire
sat up on the couch, stretched his arms and grunted.

"Been adeep, eh?' hesaid. "l fed dopey. What about another drink? Ring that buzzer for Herbert."
Banks adjusted his coat.

"I don't know why | wear this swalowtail," he said. "Force of habit, | guess. I'm going up and get my
smoking jacket."

"Wait aminute," suggested Harry. "I'll call Graham.”

"Forget it," returned Banks. "Y ou wait here for Herbert and tell him we want a couple of drinks. I'll go up
and get the jacket mysdif."

The glasses were resting on the table when Hubert Banks returned. The millionaire came down the steps
staring straight ahead. Without aword, he advanced and picked up aglass.



He gulped down the drink; then opened his hand and |et the tumbler fall upon the table. He did not seem
to hear the breaking of the glass.

"What's the matter?' inquired Harry.

Banks stared at him with wide-opened eyes. The man's face waslivid. He seemed to be gazing without
seeing. Then he spoke harshly, in ahoarse, rasping voice.

"When isJunethefirst?' he demanded. "What day isit?"
"Day after tomorrow," Harry answered.

Hubert Banksthrust his handsin the pockets of his smoking jacket and sat down in an armchair. He
stared steadily at the tapestries on the opposite wall.

"Are you expecting anything then?' questioned Harry.

Banks stared a him with glaring, suspicious eyes. Harry met the man's gaze. The men looked steedlily at
each other.

Then the millionaire began to yield. Hiswild fury passed. He drew hisleft hand dowly from the pocket of
his jacket and placed a crumpled sheet of paper in Harry's hand.

Scrawled over the surface of the paper were the words, "Junethe first." The writing wasin pencil.
"Y our handwriting," observed Harry.

"Yes," said Banks, in astrange voice.

"When did you write it?"

"I don't remember!" Banks spoke dowly and painfully. "I don't remember! | talked on the telephone
today - twice. Sometimes | write - when | talk. | do not remember doing that - today."

"Jdunethefirs," said Harry speculdively.

"Junethefirg!" exclamed Banksin ahoarse whisper. "I never wrote those wordsl Am | going insane?
That isthe one day | have learned to forget! Now it is coming back - coming back to -"

A sudden redlization dawned upon Harry. Hubert Banks had awaysignored al datesin connection with
his correspondence. He had said that he could not be bothered with dates. And he had another peculiar
habit. When he read the front page of a newspaper, Hubert Banks invariably turned back the top portion
of the page.

Generally he asked Harry, or Herbert the butler, to look through the newspaper for him and to pick out
any itemsof interest. All thiswas now explained. For some unknown reason, Hubert Banks had chosen
to remain in ignorance of the gpproach of the first of June!

"Ten - twenty - thirty yeard" the millionaire was saying. "Thirty years ago!" His eyeswere closed ashe
spoke. He opened them and looked at Harry. The sight of his companion seemed to reassure him. He
became suddenly confidential.

"Thirty yearsago,” said Hubert Banks, in alow, hushed voice, "my first wifedied - in Paris. | had met her
afew years before - when | was astudent at Heidelberg. She and | eloped together and were married.



"Her family was angry. They had not planned for her to marry an American. Thefact that | was wealthy
meant nothing to them.

"Asfor my father - he wrote me and told me | could have no more money. Welived in poverty, Rache
and|l.

"I borrowed from friends. | wrote pleading letters home. | received no replies. | dug up alittle money. |
came back, one evening, to the place where we were living.

"I had been gone two days, trying to get the money. | found Rachel -" Hisvoice broke. With an effort,
the millionaire recovered himsdif. " She was dying!

"| can see her eyes now™ - the man's gaze was glassy - "her eyes, accusing me! Shedied. | could not
even raise enough to bury her. My father brought me back to New Y ork. Since then, | have learned to
forget.”

Hubert Banks buried hishead in his hands. He sat in silence, seemingly unable to speak. At last heraised
his head.

"A year ago," he said hoarsgly, "I came across letters that Rachel had written me. Then | found aclipping
that told of her desth.

"At intervas, new reminders would appear. Each one presaged some misfortune. Only afew weeks ago”
- he clenched hisfigts until the nails dug into his pams- "I found the degth certificate!

"Shekilled hersdlf! Poison!

"That terrible night has been haunting me. | was blamed for her degth. | was accused by her relatives and
by aman who once had loved her.

"I have been dreading the anniversary of that night, thirty years ago. | have been trying to forget. And
now -" Hisvoice rose to a hoarse scream. He seized the paper that lay in Harry's hands. Hetoreit to
dhreds and flung the fragmentsin theair.

"Thefirg of June!" Banks stared wildly as he uttered the words. "Thefirst of June! The night - the night -
that - shedied! | must forget it! | will forget it! But now | have written it - and | cannot remember when!”

He arose and paced back and forth across the room, while Harry watched himin silence.

"I have written it mysdlf!" gasped Hubert Banks. "Written it, with my own hand! | cannot remember
when. | found the paper on the telephone table. June the first, June thefirst, June-"

Banks placed his hand against his forehead and staggered toward the steps. Harry Vincent watched the
man as he sumbled and then regained hisfooting.

Banks ascended the steps, crossed the hallway and ascended the stairs to the second floor.

"Junethefirst -" came hisvoice, followed by aped of insane laughter. The sound was repeated farther
away.

Five minutes later, Harry arose and went to the second floor. He listened at the door of the millionaire's
room. He tried the knob. The door was unlocked. He found Bankslying on his bed, in a stupor.

Harry turned out the light and waited by the door. At last he heard aregular breathing. Exhausted, Banks
had fallen adeep.



Harry returned to the living room. At the writing desk in the corner, he wrote out aquick report and
seded it in an envelope. He picked up asmall heap of lettersthat he wasto mail for Hubert Banks. At
the door, Harry encountered the butler.

"Do not lock up, Herbert," hesaid. "1 shal be back in afew minutes”

Harry returned a quarter of an hour afterward. He stopped in front of the millionaire's room and satisfied
himsdf that Banks was deeping comfortably.

Harry was thoughtful as he went to his own room. Tonight he had learned what troubled Hubert Banks -
and now that information was on itsway to The Shadow!

CHAPTER X1V. THE UNSEEN HARD

A MAN stepped from ataxicab on aquiet street. He paid the driver and walked dowly toward a nearby
house, glancing cautioudy over his shoulder as he went.

When the cab had pulled away, the man stopped, looked up and down the street, and then sauntered
away in the direction opposite that taken by the cab. Although the night was mild, the collar of the dark
topcoat was turned up above his neck.

He turned suddenly and walked through a narrow passage between two houses. He came to a side door
of ahouse on the next street. He tapped lightly. The door opened automatically.

Inside, he went up three steps, through a halway to another door, which opened to histapping. The man
entered aroom. The door closed behind him.

The room in which the visitor stood was the visible creation of agruesome mind. It contained no
furniture. Itswallswere formed by billowy, jet-black curtains. A ghastly blue light pervaded the

apartment.

There was a strangeness about thisweird light that had a marked effect upon the man who had entered.
He could not see his own features, yet he seemed to redlize that they were indistinguishable in that eerie
illumination.

The curtains seemed to rustle uncertainly. The man was watchful. Then, at the end of the room, ablack
form seemed to emerge, from the bulging curtains, ahuman form, with faceinvisible, showing only asa
white blur under the strange blue light.

The man who had come from outside shifted his position. The action showed that he had noted the arriva
of the master of the strange room. He awaited a command.

"Speak!" said aquiet voice.

"Howard Jennings," said the man in the center of the room, addressing the dim form that stood before the
curtains. "Now operating under the name of Graham Jenkins. Serving asvaet for Hubert Banks."

"Report!"

"The paper was placed. It worried Hubert Banks. He believesthat he wrote it while telephoning. He
destroyed the paper.

"Hetaked about it to his secretary, Vincent. Conversation only partly overheard. Banks wastalking
about something that happened thirty years ago. A woman dying."



"Report on Vincent!"

"A third letter came for him this afternoon. He still does not suspect that | took the second - the one
which you il have. | have brought the third letter."

The man reached in apocket of his coat. He produced an envelope. He advanced timidly, holding it at
am'slength.

A black-clad hand extended from the figure that emerged from the curtains. It grasped the letter. The
man who had delivered it stepped back.

"Wait herel" came the quiet, commanding voice.
The curtainsrustled. The black form disappeared. A deathly stillness settled over the room.

While Howard Jennings, dias Graham Jenkins, was standing uneasily in the room with the gloomy black
curtains, asilent man was at work in an adjoining room.

This compartment was along, narrow room, in total darkness except for spots where small but powerful
lights were focused. On atable beneath one light lay an opened envelope and ablank sheet of paper.

Two gloved hands appeared. Despite their black silk covering, the hands worked deftly. They held the
letter which Jennings had ddlivered.

They inserted athin-bladed instrument beneath the flap of the envelope. Part of the flap moved upward;
then amoistened brush was pressed into the opening. A few moments later, the flap lifted up smoothly.

The hands brought out afolded sheet of paper. They carried it into darkness. It was fully two minutes
before they reappeared.

Thistimethey held aboard, which they placed before another lamp that threw its glare againgt the wall.
On the board appeared the letter which had been removed from the envel ope. The hands went away.

Aningant later, something clicked in the darkness. Shortly afterward, the writing began to fade from the
sheet of paper beneath the light. It disappeared, word by word.

There was swishing in the darkness - the sound familiar to al professona photographers. A platewas
being treated in adeveloping bath.

A few minutes went by. Then the hands arrived again beneeth the table light. They held a photographic
reproduction of the letter which had been placed upon thewall. The click had been caused by the
operation of acamera

The duplicated message lay for awhile on thetable. At last there was achucklein the darkness. A low
voice read off the message, which had been solved after abrief study of the smple code:

Do not leave Banks tomorrow night. Stay with him every minute. Plot now understood since receiving
your message. No danger while you are active. House will be watched. Signd if urgent.

Now the hands produced a pad and a bottle of ink. Dipping apenin theliquid, the right hand wrote a
few words on the top sheet of the pad. Theink dried in afew moments. It remained in view for about
one minute. Then it disappeared. There was a chuckle from the darkness.

The hands took the blank folded letter - the one that had been lying on the table before the second was
opened. Using the pen, the right hand wrote a short note in code, pausing now and then asthough a



reference were being made to the photographic reproduction.
As soon astheink had dried, the letter was folded and sedled in its proper envelope.

The operation was repeated with the second letter. Both envel opes having been carefully sedled, the
hands gathered them and disappeared from the light. Soft footsteps moved through the darkness.

The curtain rustled in the outside room. Howard Jennings looked up to see the black form withits blurred
white face standing before himin the pale blue light.

An arm moved dowly toward Jennings. He saw two white objects. He grasped them and discovered that
they were sedled envelopes.

"Receveingructions,” said aquiet voice from the curtain.
"Ready," replied Jennings.

"Y ou will seethat Vincent getsthese lettersimmediately,” said the voice, speaking in amechanica
monotone. "Express surpriseif he asks about the old letter. State that you thought he had received it
before.

"Tomorrow night,” continued the voice, "you will wait until Vincent has|eft the house. Then begin the fina
plan of operation. Y ou understand?”'

"Ingtructionsreceived.”
"Remember,” said the voice, "you will follow those ordersin every detail! Iseverything in readiness?’
"All isready!"

"Be sure that Banks has telephoned for Chamers. There must be witnesses on hand. Remember, after
Mr. Barton has arrived.”

"All isready."

"And remember" - the voice was low and threatening - “remember that your nameis Graham Jenkins, not
Howard Jenningsl Remember that your only protection is The Black Master!”

Theman in the center of the room shifted his position uneasily. Hisface was paein the shimmering light.

"Ten yearsin the penitentiary awaitsyou,” the voice went on. "Ten years - if the word is spoken. Y our
safety depends upon your faithfulness!

"And remember, a0, that if you fail, or if you speak asingle betraying word, you will never serve those
ten years. Instead you will die! You will die at theword of The Black Master!™

Jennings nodded.

"Guard every action,” said the voice. "The Black Master will excuse no failure! He does not wait for
explanations. He strikes down those who disobey hiswill. Tomorrow night you will witnesshis
vengeance."

Thelightsin the room flickered threetimes. It wasasigna which Jennings understood. He reached in his
pocket and drew forth asmall object which he held upon his outstretched hand. It was the black disk
that symbolized the power of The Black Master.



Thelightsflickered once again. Jennings turned and opened the door. He stepped into the outer hall. The
door closed behind him. The shrouded room was plunged in darkness.

Jennings groped hisway from the house. He stole cautioudy along the dley. He waked briskly down the
street, turned a corner, walked another block and came to an avenue. There he hailed apassing cab.

Asthe vaet stlepped into the waiting vehicle, adark shadow seemed to form about him. The man did not
noticeit.

He gave the driver adegtination not far from the home of Hubert Banks. Asthe cab moved away from
the curb, Jennings did not look back. Thus he failed to seethetall figure clad in black that stood by the
wall of the nearest house.

But he did crouch in sudden alarm at the sound which reached his ears. From some unknown place came
the low, weird tone of achilling, mocking laugh that aroused terrifying thoughts. It made Jennings
remember the weird room where he had received hisfina ingtructions.

Morethan that, it brought back chilling remembrances of storiesthat he had heard in the underworld,
before he had come benesth the sway of The Black Master. Jennings had heard the laugh of The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XV. HARRY OBEYSORDERS

ON the morning of June 1<t, Harry Vincent found two letters lying on the table when he came down to
breakfast.

Hubert Banks had not yet risen. Harry was aone in the breakfast room. He looked curioudy at the
postmarks on the envel opes, then summoned the butler.

"When did these | etters come in?" he demanded.

"Graham gave them to me thismorning,” replied the butler.
"Get Graham, then."

When thevalet arrived, Harry lost no timein questioning him.

"One of them came thismorning, Mr. Vincent," explained the vaet. "1 answered the door when the
postman arrived. | put the mail on thetray, after sorting it, and while | was doing 0, | saw something
lying on thefloor beside thetable.

"It was the other letter, Mr. Vincent. It must have dropped there yesterday. So | put it on thetray, Sir,
and gave thetray to Hubert."

The man's explanation was reasonable. Harry glanced at the letter in question. The envelope was atrifle

dusty.

"It must have been there since day before yesterday,” he said. Then he looked at the more recent | etter.
"Well, this one bears yesterday's postmark. It'sal right Graham.”

The vaet bowed and |eft the room.
Harry opened thefird letter. It was brief and written in the familiar code:

No ingructions. Await important letter. Expect it within three days. Acknowledge it without details. This



gppliesto Junethefirg.
He watched the writing disappear. Then he opened the second envel ope:

Leave house secretly after dinner tomorrow. Wear valet's coat and hat. Take taxicab waiting at corner
opposite Uptown Garage. Further instructions in envelope on back seat of cab.

Harry read the message rapidly; then he began to scan the inked lines a second time.

He thought that he had detected a dight error in one of the coded words - something that had never
occurred in any message from The Shadow. But before he had found the word in question, the message
began to disappear. Harry then recdled that the ink of these two letters had been dightly different in color
fromtheink used in thefirdt letters. Evidently there had been some changein the chemical formula

Helooked at the two blank pieces of paper. They bore the telltale edge marks of nhumber six and number
seven. That gave the letters the authentic proof that was required. It put Harry's mind at ease.

After breskfast, he wrote abrief note, stating that the instructionsin number seven would be followed
exactly. He went to the drug store to purchase some cigars. The solemn-faced clerk was aready on
duty. The envel ope passed from Harry to the clerk.

Hubert Banks appeared in atroubled mood at breakfast. Although Harry had finished eating, he sat and
talked with the millionaire while the laiter ate hismorning medl.

Harry knew ingtinctively that it would be wise to watch Hubert Banks on thiseventful day. The millionaire
had made no reference to the date. Harry hoped that he had forgotten it.

The morning went by rapidly. Then, during the afternoon, Banks did the unexpected. He ordered the car
and decided to take aride to Long Iland, where work was being done to repair his summer home,
which had been damaged by a mysteriousfire.

Harry accompanied him, but Banks was silent during most of the journey. Whatever was troubling him,
hewas at least keeping it to himsalf, and Harry regarded this as somewhat encouraging. They arrived
back in New Y ork at hdf-past S, intimeto dressfor dinner.

Hubert Banks possessed alarge stock of pre-prohibition liquor, and he had ordered it served plentifully
a dinner that evening. While Harry abstained from drinking, he noted that Banks drank much more than
was hisusua custom.

When they retired to the living room, after dinner, the millionaire ordered Herbert to bring more drinks.
While the butler was gone, Harry arose.

"I must leave you for ashort while," he said to Banks. "I expect to be back very soon."

"Don't makeit toolong,” said Banks. "Want to talk with you tonight, old top! Don't be gone long!”

Harry took advantage of the butler's absence to go to the closet where the servants kept their coats.
There found Graham's hat and coat and donned them as he went out the front door.

It was raining heavily. The downpour had begun with adrizzle in the afternoon. Therewas no light on the
porch and Harry was virtudly invisble in the darkness as he dipped down the Side steps and cut through
aback driveway that led to arear street.

He splashed adong through the rain until he reached the corner opposite the Uptown Garage. There he



found acab, with the driver in the front seat. The man held up his hand as Harry started to open the
door.

"I'mwaliting for apassenger, boss," said the cabman. "This here cab's reserved!”

"I'm the man you're waiting for - Mr. Vincent."

"Yes gr! Getright in, Sr! Been waiting here ahaf hour for you!"

In the cab Harry found an envel ope wedged behind the cushion of the back sest.
"Thiscabisal padfor, gr," he heard the driver say. "Where do you want meto take you?'

"Wait aminute," Harry replied. He read the message. It instructed him to leave the cab at acertain
corner, go three houses west and to turn through an aley to the first door on the right, where he wasto
tap and await admittance.

Harry directed the cabdriver and saw the writing of the coded message disappear. He turned off the light
and settled back againgt the cushions.

Asthetaxi wallowed through the rain-soaked streets, Harry began to wonder about this unexpected
mission. Often, when in the service of The Shadow, he had gained some inkling of what lay ahead. Now
he could not even imagine what his duty might be.

It had seemed obvious that something was due to happen at the home of Hubert Banks. Y et here was
Harry, bound for an unknown destination.

Helighted acigar. The cab became stuffy and he lowered awindow to get someair. Then he
remembered that he had not destroyed and thrown away the message that he had found in the cab.

Such action was actually unnecessary; but Harry dways adopted it as a precaution. He had always
known that if someone found aletter to be blank after he had been seen reading it, that in itself would be
suspicious. Heturned on the light. The sheet of paper was on the floor. Harry picked it up and began to
tear itin half.

Hefdt the texture of the paper to be different from that used in the previous notes.

According to the system, this should be number eight of the series. Since the paper was different, it must
be the beginning of anew group of messages. If so, he had missed |etter number eight. Perhaps he had
missed more - unlessthis should be number one of the new group. He ran hisfingers around the edges of
the paper, seeking telltale indentations. He found none!

Harry paused, with the untorn sheet in his hands.

There was only one explanation. This message, found in the cab as specified, was not actualy one of the
regular series. That might explainitslack of identifying marks. Nevertheess, it was not consstent with
The Shadow's usua procedure. The matter was difficult to understand. Harry thought of the delayed
letter which he had received. There was apossibility that something might be wrong. Still, this had never
been anticipated.

A missing letter would be explainable; but fraudulent |ettersin The Shadow's own code, with the
mysteriousink that disappeared, were something that Harry did not believe to be within the realm of
probability.



Harry knew that time had become important. 1t would be agreat mistake for him to question The
Shadow'singructions a atimelikethis.

The cab stopped at acorner. Therain beat atattoo on the top of the closed vehicle.
"Hereweare, Sr," said the driver.
"Wait aminute," replied Harry.

Hetook his pen from his pocket and, using the sheet of paper that wasin his hand, he inscribed a short
note under the dim glow of the dome light. It was a smple repetition of the instructionsthat he had
recaived, telling his destination exactly asit had been givento him.

Harry folded the note quickly. He thrust it back in the envelope which lay beside him. The flap had been
loose when Harry had found it. He sealed the envelope.

Helooked at the identification card that bore a photograph of thetaxi driver. He studied the man'sface
through the opening that led to the front seat. The photograph and the features corresponded.

"Where are you from?' Harry asked.
"Green Taxi Company, Sr."
"Y ou say thiscab ispaid for? By whom?"

"Itspaidfor, dl right. | don't know who paid for it. Some guy gave mefive dollars. Told meto wait for
Mr. Vincent. Do whatever hetold me up to five dollars worth. That'sal | know about it."

"All right," Harry said. "Ddliver thisnote for me." He gave the address of the drug store near the home of
Hubert Banks. "Giveit to the clerk at the prescription counter.

"He'saquiet-looking fellow about thirty-five yearsold. Tell him it'saprescription to befilled for Mr.
Vincent. Do it right away. Y ou understand?”

"OK., dr," sadthedriver.

Harry handed the man adollar. Heleft the cab and pulled his coat closdly about him as he stepped into
the deluge of rain. The cab drew away.

Harry counted the houses as he went aong the street. Just past the third house he discovered an dley.
Hefollowed it and found the door on the right. 1t was the Side entrance of ahouse. He tapped lightly.
The door opened. Harry entered.

Hefound himsdlf at thefoot of adimly lighted flight of steps. Ascending, Harry was confronted by a
closed door. It opened and Harry found himsdlf on the threshold of adimly lighted room draped with
black curtains.

He hesitated for amoment; then stepped forward. The room was deserted - there was nothing there but
the sable draperies and a dark, blackish carpet that covered the entire floor.

Harry turned at adight sound. The door had closed behind him!

It was then that he became impressed by the lighting of the room. Theillumination had changed, dmost
imperceptibly. It had become a shimmering blue and, as Harry gazed at his hand, he noted that it bore a
bluishtint.



Suspecting atrap, he reached beneath the coat that he was wearing and let his hand rest upon the butt of
arevolver. Staring straight ahead, he detected amovement in the curtain at the end of the room.
Materiaizing from nowhere, ablack form cameinto view, with aface aboveit. The festureswere only a
blur inthe drangelight.

"Who areyou?' demanded Harry.
A chuckle came from the dim black form.

Acting upon quick impulse, Harry drew the revolver from his pocket. Ingtantly the lights flickered.
Simultaneoudy, asudden shock passed through Harry's body. He staggered and the revolver fell from his
numbed fingers. He lost his balance and dropped to the floor.

The gtinging sensation of the eectric shock ceased, but Harry fdt totally helpless. He had only sufficient
gtrength to raise himsdlf to aSitting position. Hisrevolver lay afew feet away. He did not dare to reach
forit.

"Harry Vincent," came avoice that spoke in aweird monotone, "you have come into the presence of The
Black Magter. Y ou are here for apurpose. Y ou are to answer every question that | ask you. Do you
understand?'

Harry nodded. He was till too stunned to speak.

"Who isthisman you cal The Shadow?' camethe voice.
Harry did not answer.

"Areyou prepared to obey my wishes?'

"No," replied Harry hoarsdly.

There wasamotion in the darkness. A form emerged, asthough a portion of the curtain had become a
living being. A black cloth dropped to the floor.

Harry found himself saring into ahuge bal of glass, within which flashed sparks of live dectricity. The
globewasfascinating. It held hisgaze. It came closer and closer until it was dazzling, right before his
eyes. He could not see the man behind it.

"Do youwishto die?" asked thelow voice. "Or do you wish to live?"

"l wishto live" Harry replied. His voice seemed mechanicd. The words cameto hislipswithout his
redlizing the action.

"If youwishto live," said the voice of the man who held the globe, "you must swear loydty to The Black
Master!"

"| prefer to die," declared Harry.

" A man who chooses both to live and to die,” came the solemn voice. "' A man who wisheslife but who
will accept desth. Such aman shdl receive neither life nor death! That isthe verdict of The Black
Master!"

Brilliant flashes burst in the crystal globe. Harry's brain throbbed in unison. His eyeswere blinded. Then
came aviolent shock that shook his entire frame - another - and athird.



Theroom waswhirling; his head was bursting. Blackness - brilliant light - blackness - light - blackness -
burgts of blinding flame. All followed in quick succession. A tremendous roaring burst in Harry's ears. He
was whirling with the room, faster, faster, faster! Then came the most terrific shock of al, and Harry felt
himsdlf faling, down, down, into a hope ess nothingness.

He screamed, but the roaring in his ears drowned the pitiful sound. Then came one mad burst of
cataclysmic light and Harry Vincent knew nothing more!

CHAPTER XVI. THE BLACK MASTER STRIKES

HUBERT BANKS pushed his empty glass from thetable. It fell to the floor but did not break upon the
thick rug.

The gloom of the tapestried living room seemed more pronounced tonight. With therain had comea
killing atmosphere that filled the entire house. The butler entered and picked up the glass from thefloor.

"WhereisMr. Vincent?' questioned Banks.
"He has not returned, Sir."

"Tonight, of dl nightd" grumbled Hubert Banks. "I want to talk with him! | must see him! Bring me
another drink, Herbert!"

The butler started from the room. He stopped at the top of the stepsto answer aring at the front door.
He came back afew moments later.

"Mr. Barton to seeyou, Sr," he informed Hubert Banks.
"Stewart Barton? My attorney?"

"Yes, ar."

"What can hewant? Tell him to comein.”

Stewart Barton entered the room. He was an elderly man with solemn, saddened features. He appeared
more like amortician than alegal adviser. He bowed curtly, and when Banks did not rise to greet him, he
took achair opposite the millionaire.

"Well, Barton," said Banks, "what brings you mere tonight?"

"I received acal to come here,” replied the attorney. "It was from your secretary, Mr. Vincent, this
afternoon.”

"I didnt tell himto cdl you."

"No?I have never met Mr. Vincent, but | took hisword that you wished to see me."
"What did he call you about?'

"He wanted me to remind you that today was the first of June and that the -"

A gtartling change came over Hubert Banks. His face became the face of amadman. He raised his hands
and his haf-clenched fingers clawed in empty air.

"Thefirs of Junel" he screamed. "Thefirs of Junel Remind me of it!"



The paroxysm passed and the millionaire sank helplessin his chair while Stewart Barton looked at himin
startled bewilderment.

There was no question in the attorney's mind. He had not seen Hubert Banks for many months. He had
heard statements doubting the millionaire's sanity. He was now prepared to agree with them.

Nevertheless, Barton had business to discuss, and to a man of his methodicd type, such interests came
fird.

"Mr. Banks," hesad, clearing histhroat, "l must tell you that your legd affairs have reached avery
serious condition. Thisisthrough no fault of ours-"

"Vincent wastaking care of them for me," objected Banks. "Didn't hetdll you that?"

"Mr. Vincent has been in correspondence with us during the past week. Asyour secretary, he advised us
that you would not be ready to discuss your affairs until after the first of June.

"Sowhen | received an urgent cdll, this afternoon, purporting to be from Mr. Vincent, | came here.”
"What then?' demanded Banks.

"l have been wanting to see you for sometime, Mr. Banks. Y ou will recall that you have three important
lawsuits pending.”

"Combined, they involve asum of nearly one million dollars. We had agreed to settle them out of court
for afraction of the amount demanded - less than twenty thousand dollars, al told.”

"Well, why haven't you doneit?'

"Because of the papers, Mr. Banks."

"What papers?"

"The onesthat were brought here by Mr. Houghton, which you never returned to our office!™

"I gave them back to him," exclaimed the millionaire. "I took them from my safe and sent them back by
him, two weeks before he was killed."

"We do not have them, Mr. Banks. Frankly, we do not believe that Mr. Houghton lost them or disposed
of them. He wastoo rdiable aman. His unfortunate death -"

"It served him right!" cried Banks. "All of them - Houghton - Warfield - and the otherdl It served them al
right! I'm glad they're dead! The next time| meet acur like one of them, I'll kill him mysalf!"

The appearance of Graham, the valet, interrupted further threats. Banks sank back in his chair and glared
at the servant.

"Mr. Vincent hasjust cdled, sir," declared Graham. "He said that he would have returned before but it is
pouring rain and he cannot obtain a cab.”

"Whereishe?' grumbled Banks. "I want him here, to talk with Barton!™

"Heisat an gpartment on Ninety-third Street, gir," answered Graham. "Shal | summon Chalmerswith the
coupe?'



"Yes Doitright away."

The millionaire sank into silence. He was brooding, angrily fighting amenta conflict. Barton preserved
slence. He decided it was best to delay the discussion until the arriva of the millionaire's secretary.

The vaet went to the upstairs telephone. He was there for severa minutes. No one disturbed him. The
butler had returned and was busy bringing Banks another drink.

Thelawyer had declined the millionairesinvitation to have ahighbal. Just asthe butler arrived with the
glass, the valet regppeared.

"Sorry to disturb you, gir," he said. "Mr. Vincent is on the telephone. He saysthat heiswith aMr.
Clifford Gage, who wishesto speak to you. He saysit isvery urgent, Sir."

Hubert Banks gulped down his drink. He stumbled as he went up the short flight of stepsfrom theliving
room. He picked up the telephonein the halway. Thevaet was at hisside.

"That telephoneisout of order, dr," hesaid. "Y ou'll have to use the one upstairsin your room."

The millionaire threw the instrument on the floor with agrunt of annoyance. He walked unsteadily to the
stairway and went up the second floor. He was scarcely out of sight before the front door opened and
Chamers, the chauffeur, entered.

"Thecar'soutside," he said to the valet.

"Wait afew minutes,” wasthereply. "Mr. Banksisbusy."

The vaet listened as though hearing some unusua noise from the floor above.
"What'sthat?' he exclamed.

"l don't hear anything," answered Chamers.

The valet hurried to the steps that |ed to the living room. Stewart Barton was il seeted there. The butler
was aso in the room.

"Wemust go upstaird" exclaimed the vaet. "I'm afraid something has happened to Mr. Banks!"
He started rapidly acrossthe hall. The others, darmed by his action, followed at his heels.

Hubert Banks, in the meanwhile, waslistening in amazement to astrange, convincing voice that was
talking over the telephone. He had been surprised to find that neither Harry Vincent nor Clifford Gage
was on thewire.

Evenin his state of semidrunkenness, he could recognize avoice. But the man who spoke to him had
captured hisingant attention.

"Onemillion dallard™ camethevoice. "Y ou will lose onemillion dollard Y ou will dways remember June
thefirst, Hubert Banks!"

"Junethefirg!" shouted the millionaire.

"Junethefirgt!" repested the voice. "Y ou have not forgotten that date! Lift that paper from the telephone
table. Tdl mewhat you find there."



Instinctively, Banks obeyed. As he drew the paper away, ahoarse cry escaped hislips. Therelay a
large, color-tinted picture of hisfirst wife, Rachel. Acrossthe blank space above the portrait were written
- inthe millionairé's own hand - thewords " June the first."

A wild frenzy gripped Hubert Banks. He staggered and seized the Side of the telephone table. To his
digtorted gaze, the portrait seemed aliving image.

The pathetic, accusing eyes of the picture; the date inscribed in his own hand - these were too much for
his burdened mind to withstand. He still held the small desk telephonein hisleft hand. He pressed the
receiver to hisear and uttered unintelligible articulationsinto the mouthpiece. Then hiswords became
plan.

"Who put that here!" he shouted. "Tel me! I'll kill him! I'l kill him!"
The monotone of the voice became persuasive as it responded to the man'sinsane outburst.
"Open the drawer of the telephonetable,” it said. ™Y ou will find the revolver there.

"Y ou ask the name of the man who has caused dl this. | shall tell you! Heisinyour employ. Heisthe
man who calshimsdf Jenkins, your vaet.

"Heisoutsde your door this very moment, gloating. He isthe one who has caused your ruin. Kill him!™"

Hubert Banks had yanked open the drawer of the telephone table. He was drawing forth the loaded
revolver as he heard thefina words.

He did not pause to wonder who had placed the gun where he could find it. He flung the telephone
againg thewall. He stared at the picture on the table. He seized it in hisleft hand and rushed to the door
of hisroom, brandishing hisrevolver.

As hejerked the door inward, he came face to face with the valet. Behind the man stood the other men.

A wild, maddened laugh came from the millionaireslips. As Howard Jennings, the pretended valet,
leaped back in sudden fear, Banks swung the revolver directly toward the man whose death he now
desired.

Threetimesthe millionairésfinger pressed the trigger. Jenkins staggered at thefirst report. Hefdl lifeless,
the usdesstool of the plotter who no longer needed him - of The Master who had cunningly contrived his
doom!

Hubert Banks had drawn himsdlf to hisfull height. Now he relaxed and leaned againgt the doorway,
mumbling vague epithets. Even his befuddled mind grasped the seriousness of the action which he had
taken.

The monotonous words that had persuaded him over the tel ephone were clouded in hismemory. He
redlized that he had killed aman; that this greatest fit of fury had caused him to commit amurder.

The men in the hdlway were stupefied. They formed asilent, immobile group, each one shuddering in
horror at the deed which they had witnessed.

Hubert Banks stared toward them with unseeing eyes. He became conscious of the picture which he held
in his hand. His gaze softened and he laughed gently, as his demented mind brought back old
recollections.



Hiseyesturned. He saw therevolver that he held. Sowly, deiberately, he raised the muzzle of the gunto
histemple.

The watchers stood, fear-stricken. A man came rushing up the stairs. He burst through the group. It was
Clifford Gage. He called to Banks in warning; but the millionaire did not heed the cry.

Before hisfriend could reach his side, Hubert Banks again pressed the finger of hisrevolver. The report
sounded. The millionaire collgpsed upon the body of Jennings, just as Gage made afutile effort to pluck
the revolver from him.

The three men who had witnessed the tragedy stood il in silent horror. 1t was Clifford Gage who leaned
over the bodies and |earned that both men were dead.

Upon thefloor, close by the body of Howard Jennings, lay asmall object. It was an ova disk, the token
of The Black Magter. It had falen from the dead man's pocket.

Gage picked it up, unnoticed. He stood up and faced the silent three. They saw hisfirm lips murmur the
words, "Too late." Then, with bowed head, he walked by them and descended the stairs.

His sudden arriva and departure restored their self-control. Headed by Chalmers, the chauffeur, they
moved forward to examine the bodies of the dead men.

Clifford Gage stood in the hall below. Hewas like a statue, lost in perplexity. Once again, he had
witnessed the power of The Black Master; that strange, unknown monster, whose unseen hand dealt
sudden, violent death and did not spare those who performed his bidding.

Mechanically, Gage reached to the table beside the door and lifted alarge hat and along flowing cloak
that he had cast there when he had burst into the house at the sound of thefirst shots.

Sowly, methodicaly, he donned the cloak and wrapped its collar about hisface. He placed the hat upon
his head. Itswide, turned-down brim totally obscured hisfeatures. Then his manner changed.

In one brief instant, the identity of Clifford Gage had been absorbed by the unknown character of The
Shadow. The door opened silently and closed again. The man in the cloak was gone - goneinto the
gormy night!

CHAPTER XVII. DOCTOR ZERNDORFF ISAMAZED

A SMILE of satisfaction spread over the features of Doctor Heinrich Zerndorff as he read the evening
newspaper. Clad in hisdressing gown and reclining in his easy-chair, the great criminologist was enjoying
the grestest triumph of hislong career in behaf of judtice.

The newsthat brought him such pleasure was the conviction of the five men implicated in the great New
Y ork explosions. The police had enmeshed these men in aweb of evidence that was indisputable. All
had been found guilty of murder, and had been sentenced to the electric chair.

Never had the whedls of justice moved so rapidly. The date of the executions had been set.

There had been little difficulty in convicting the three who had placed the bombs. The evidence was too
strong againgt them. Witnesses, at first uncertain, had eventualy given sworn testimony that was
damning.

The men themsalves had admitted their crimes, athough they claimed that they had placed the bombs at
the order of a superior who had not told them the work that they were doing. They disclaimed all



knowledge of what the packages had contained. Such protests had made no effect upon thejuries.

With Sforzaand Pecherkin, the case had been different. They were radicals who had made threats
againgt the government. They had known, and had dealt with, the three who planted the bombs.

But they disclamed dl connection with the tragedies, and their names were not mentioned directly by any
of the three who were convicted for the placing of the bombs.

The fact was established, however, that both Sforza and Pecherkin had been seen in the vicinity of the
house on the East Side where the three bomb-planters had gone for their instructions.

It was proven that Sforza and Pecherkin had known Vervick, the man who had made the bombs,
athough that finding was based chiefly upon their acquaintanceship when al had lived in Europe.

Sforza and Pecherkin were unfortunate enough to possess bad records. Popular antagonism had added
to their plight. The absence of bomb killings since their imprisonment was ungpoken testimony against
them.

There had been acampaign of protest in their favor. An organization had been formed to appedl their
case. Much had been written in their behdf but all pleas had failed. Their case was now beyond apped.

The telephone rang while Doctor Zerndorff was ill reading the findl details of the convictions. Detective
Joe Cardonawas on thewire. The sound of his voice delighted Zerndorff.

"Itisgreat work for you, yes!" he exclaimed. "Gregt work, Herr Detective!l The evidence was good
enough, yes! Ah, yes, | am pleased! The ways of these American laws are too difficult, yes! Those men
werebad! | have known it dl thetime!

"These people who have had the doubt do not understand. They have never lived in Russig, nor in Italy.
They have not seen, as| have seen. Ah, thank you, Herr Detective! It isto you the credit goes, yes, not
to me! No. Gute nacht.”

Doctor Zerndorff hung up the telephone and returned to his newspaper. His eyefell upon aparagraph on
the front page. Hisforehead wrinkled. He recalled the name mentioned there.

The paragraph dedlt with the affairs of the Banks estate. It referred to the millionaire who had murdered
hisvaet and committed suicide, three weeks ago.

He remembered that Clifford Gage had spoken of a plot against Hubert Banks. He recollected the name
of The Black Master. Clifford Gage had never returned. Had he met an unknown fate at the hand of
some powerful foe?

"Perhaps," murmured Doctor Zerndorff thoughtfully, "we have not caught within the net dl that we should
have caught, yes? Some people have found fault, because they say Sforza and Pecherkin arefish that do
not belong.

"Ah, those men should be within the net, yes. | have known them in the past. But | fear just this, that
when the net was made, it should have done dl itswork, yes. One more could perhaps have been taken
withit!"

He shook his head and laid the paper on the floor beside him. He closed his eyes and drowsed for a
moment. Suddenly he became wide awake. He sat up straight and blinked. A man had entered the room
and was gtting in achair besde him.



It was Clifford Gage.

"How have you comein here?' Zerndorff demanded. Then his manner softened. "Ah, yes. Otto isnot
here. Y ou have rung the doorbell, yes? | have not answered. | have been adeep!”

"The door was unlocked," said Gage quietly.

"| shdl remember that," replied Doctor Zerndorff. "I shall tell Otto, yes. That should not be, when heis
awvay!"

"It wasimportant that | should see you," added Gage.

"Y ou have seen the newspaper, yes?' inquired Zerndorff.

"I have," answered Gage.

"What do you think of it?"

"I believe that two innocent men have been sentenced to the eectric chair.”
"Two bad men, yes! Not two innocent men!™

"l do not believe they are guilty,” returned Gage, in afirm tone. "Thereis one man responsiblefor al thid!
| havetold you of him before. That man is The Black Master!™

"I believe what you have said about him," retorted Zerndorff, "'but that does not change these two men,
Sforzaand Pecherkin. Perhapsit isthat man called The Black Master who has made them do what they
have done?"

"Heisinback of it dl!" declared Gage. "If | could find him - as| have hoped - | might prove hisguilt and
bring freedom to these other men. But so far, | havefailed!”

"Y ou must find him!" exclaimed Doctor Zerndorff. ™Y ou must find him, yes! If | am wrong about Sforza
and Pecherkin, | shdl say so - when | have the proof! But this man they call The Black Master. What has
become of him?"

"l do not know," replied Gage frankly. "1 can only tell you this. He has added to hislist of crimessincel
last saw you, yet | have been unableto find asingle clue!™

"“Why?"
"Because heismerciless. He destroys dl his subordinates dong with al his evidence!”
"Heisgtopping his crimes, then?'

"For thetime. But he will begin again, Doctor Zerndorff!"

Gage picked up the newspaper. "Y ou have seen this? An editoria, impeaching Sforzaand Pecherkin. It
saysthat their imprisonment has stopped explosions,” Gage laughed mirthledy.

"Stopped explosiond Yes! Until they have been executed! Then The Black Master will begin anew reign
of terror!”

"You think s0?" There was apprehension in Doctor Zerndorff's tone.

"I know it!" declared Gage emphaticaly. "Let metell you of thisman, Doctor Zerndorff.



"He sought the ruin of Hubert Banks. Four men werein hisemploy. After they had done his bidding, he
destroyed three of them ruthlesdy, murdering ascore of innocent victims besides. Destroyed them by
explosionsthat seemed designed for terror, yet which were really intended to cover up the murders of
individuasl His bomb maker, Vervick, died in an explosion!

"The men he employed to place the bombs are sentenced to death! They are ignorant and blind. They
have pictured him asaterrorig, fitting him in as he intended them to do, so that the crimes could be
blamed upon Sforza and Pecherkin.

"One man escaped histoils - Perry Warfidd. The Black Master employed Killer Bryan to get rid of him.
Also Matthew Stokes.

"l have learned why that man died. He was doing private investigation for Hubert Banks. Hiswork might
have led to adiscovery of The Black Master.

"It was Killer Bryan who was chosen to do away with Hubert Banks, after the millionaire had been
driven insane by financia losses. But that was forestalled, thanks to you, Doctor Zerndorff. So - anew
agent was employed - aman wanted by the police. His name was Howard Jennings.

"Asvalet to Hubert Banks, he worked within the man's home and did The Black Magter's bidding, until
Banks, virtudly insane, killed Jennings and committed suicide.

"There again, we encounter the cunningness of The Black Master. Through his contriving, his own agent
perished. Since then, he hasworked entirely alone.

"In an effort to protect Hubert Banks, | sent aman named Harry Vincent to counteract the machinations
of The Black Magter. Vincent was lured to the den of this superfiend. There, in some hideous way, his
mind was tortured.

"Vincent suspected danger and sent me awarning before he was captured. | arrived afew hours
afterward. | found him in the midst of adeserted house, hismind in adaze,

"What had been alair of The Black Master was nothing more than an empty building!"

Profound amazement was expressed on Doctor Zerndorff's countenance. His enthusiasm over the
convictions of the bombers had been forgotten in the intense interest which had now gripped him.

He studied the face of Clifford Gage. The man showed unmistakable signs of weariness.
"What of thisVincent?' questioned Zerndorff. "Heis till sunned, yes?'

"Heisimproving," replied Gage. "I have placed him in a private sanitarium. He will soon be well; but any
reference to histerrible experience would shatter his nerves. He must not be questioned for monthsto
come!"

"And thisman you cal The Black Master? Have you heard more of him, yes?* Zerndorff continued his
questioning.

"I have not! That shows his cleverness. Heisworking entirely done. | found one of histokens besidethe
body of Howard Jennings. That proved my suspicions regarding the valet. Otherwise | am without a
cue"

"Hefearsyou, perhaps?”



"No," Gage answered. "Heiswaiting to begin again after histools have goneto the dectric chair.
"Stll, I amworking - with asingle hope.”
"What isthat?' Zerndorff asked.

"That he shall make amoveto trap me. I, too, am playing alone hand now. It is because of his craftiness
that | may succeed.”

"How 07"

"Heknowsthat | will go to any measure to defeat him at the earliest possible moment. | am the attacker.
| must move. He can receive my attack when | am at agreat disadvantage. That is onereason why |
have cometo you." Gage's tone was deeply earnest now.

"To me, yes?'

"Toyou, Doctor Zerndorff, because at any time, | may meet with unexpected danger that will resultin
death. Remember dl that | havetold you, becauseit will be your fight later on, if | meet with failure
now!"

"Thereisonething,” declared Doctor Zerndorff thoughtfully, "that makes mefed so strongly that thisman
isactivein these bombings. Perhagpsit will beaclue, yes. | shdl tell you.”

There was a definite assurance in the criminologist's tone. Despite Gage's weariness, his eyes sparkled.

"It isabout these bombs," continued Doctor Zerndorff. "I have not yet discovered what it isthat has
made them operate.

"Itisnot thefuse. Itisnot thetiming. It isnot theradio.”
"Y ou have constructed duplicate bombs?’

"Yes. Butitisof nouse. | thought that the radio was the method. | have found the wonderful radio
operation for bombs, yes. But it is not the way. Not with the bomb that Vervick has made.

"Thereis something that ismissing! Something which | cannot understand! It must be that there is some
sengitive object, of an active agent, like radium, that has discharged those bombs!

"Inmy search, | have sought many places. | have found that specid bits of delicate machinery were
bought at certain places. They were ordered sent away.

"The police have investigated, but have learned nothing. They have been satisfied because they have
found the extra piecesin the shop of thisman Vervick. That has been dl they have needed.”

The German arose and went to adesk in the corner of the room. He brought out a folded sheet of paper
and handed it to Gage.

"Here aretheliststhat | have made. Perhaps, through these, you may find the clueto The Magter. Itis
probable that he has bought these things and has given them to Vervick. Y ou think so?'

"Itishighly probable, doctor!" Gage was enthusiagtic. "This may be exactly what | need! After three
weeks of hopeless effort, | am anxiousto find any clue!”

Doctor Zerndorff bowed.



"Let mesay onething," he remarked. Y ou must be careful. Remember" - he tapped his forehead - "you
areto fight againgt the brain. The man you seek iswaiting. | should not like to seeyou lose your life. | can
see the great dangers before you!”

"Dangers. Yes." Clifford Gage smiled wanly. "But there is one danger that | do not fear.”
"What isthat?'

"Bombingd" Clifford Gage arose and walked to the door. "I won't be blown up - that much is certain.
Not for awhile, at least. That work isended - until these convicted men have been dectrocuted.

"After that - well, doctor, | advise you to learn even more than you now know about bombs. Y ou will
need to know everything!”

With that, Clifford Gage was gone. The door closed behind him almost before Doctor Zerndorff redized
it. The criminologist went to the window. He turned out the lamp beside him and stood staring into the
Street.

No one appeared there. A long, black shadow flitted beneath the glare of an eectric light. Doctor
Zerndorff's keen eyes sought to find aform beside it. But no one wasvisible.

Silently, mygterioudy, Clifford Gage had vanished into the night. Once again he had assumed the
unknown persondity of the strange being called The Shadow.

Doctor Zerndorff remained beside the upstairs window. Staring and motionless, hewaited while long
minutes went by, until, a last, he heard aknock at the door of hisroom.

Otto entered.

"Y ou have not seen anyone downgtairs?' questioned Doctor Zerndorff.
"No, Herr Doktor," replied Otto.

Doctor Zerndorff shook his head.

"It iswonderful, yes," he muttered. "They cal him The Shadow. Heisthe man that seemslike heisof the
night. He brings me the amazement!"

CHAPTER XVIII. MYSTERY HOUSE

IN uptown Manhattan stood an old, deserted house. Thick bars and gratings protected its windows,
even up to the third floor.

The house had become desolate, specterlike, even before the owner's death, afew years before.
Pedestrians shuddered and increased their pace as they passed the sinister mansion on dark nights.

No one would openly declare the place was haunted, yet the few who had rented it found some excuse
to break their lease.

The new owners shrugged and | eft the place asit was, hoping that some strange eccentric character, like
the former owner, might rent the place.

Onetenant at last rented it, at aridiculoudy low figure. He made dl arrangements by phone and |etter,
gpparently not caring to show himsdf.



The ownersdid not ask him why he choseto live in such agloomy place. He had paid the year'srent in
advance, that was dl they wanted.

Since he moved in with hisfurniture, no one had seen him ather enter or leave the house.

A few months after the new tenant had moved in, atall, dignified man called at the office of the company
which had taken furniture into the weird house. At the man's request the moverstold him the exact date
of moving the furniture, and aso the address from which they had taken the furniture.

That night, the same man might have been seen near the house. He wore dark clothing, and when he
walked down the street he seemed to mdlt into the blackness of the houses across the way.

This continued for two nights. So sllently and invisibly was the man's miss on accomplished that not even
the watchman in a nearby factory noticed the vigil that was being kept.

On the third night, an automobile passed aong the street before the house. The red reflection of its
talllight revedled amomentary shadow on the paved street. That was the only indication of aperson's
presence.

Shortly afterward, there was a definite motion beside the darkened wall near the rear of the mysterious
house. A vague shape rose from the blackness.

Invisible hands engaged the fastenings of the bars on a ground-floor window. Someone was working,
cautioudy gtriving to remove the fastening that seemed as permanent asthewall itsdlf.

Many minutes el gpsed; there was no sound other than a swishing noise that was amost inaudible. Then
the entire grating came away. After that, the window opened noisdlesdy. A human form glided through
the space.

The glare of aflashlight appeared within the dark house. The light could not be seen outside, for it was
focused on thefloor and itsluminous circle was very smdl. The light moved through the hdlway as
though floating in the air.

Not asound followed it. At last it rested upon adoor that was fitted with alock.

A hand holding aring of keys cameinto the circle of light, thelock clicked, and the door opened
outward. Thelight came on. At firgt it was atiny circle on the floor. Then came the powerful beam of a
larger light that revealed thefull interior of the apartment.

The room was draped with pleated black curtains. It was carpeted with adark covering.

It was the exact counterpart of that room where Howard Jennings had received hislast ingtructions, and
inwhich Harry Vincent had lost his reason!

It wasthelair of The Black Master!

The light turned about the room. In its glare appeared the shadow of the man who held it - along shadow
that came and went like a specter of the night. Then the light was turned off. The smaller flash took its
place.

The man with thelight passed through an dmost invisible opening in the curtain and cautioudy entered a
smaller room, with drawn shades and shuttered windows. Here was a curtained niche. The investigator
spread the curtains and discovered a broad, old-fashioned windowslll. It was an ided spot whereaman
could hide.



The light moved across the room. It centered on a desk upon which lay apile of papers. One by one the
prying hand investigated them. It found nothing of importance.

Then it cameto acalendar. One date was conspicuous. That was the thirtieth of June. Around it wasa
gmadl penciled ring. It must Sgnify an gppointment.

June the thirtieth was tomorrow!

The man with thelight continued his mysteriousinvestigation. He confined his effortsto thefirst floor.
There was astairway to the second; aso oneto the cellar. Both were protected by heavy,
double-locked doors.

The man who had made the search continued no further. He was satisfied after he had discovered a
locked closet and had opened it. The closet contained an array of fireearms on one shelf. Beneath the
shelf, at the bottom of the closet, were hollow shells and bits of mechanism. They were the gppliances of
abomb maker. Theinvisible man laughed softly, in the darkness.

He closed the door and carefully relocked it. The light moved back toward the rear of the house. It
disappeared. A form dipped through the window. The sash was lowered noisalessly. The barred grating
was replaced and fastened in the darkness.

The next day Detective Joe Cardonareceived acarefully drawn diagram, showing every detail of the
ground floor of the old house with the barred windows.

Cardonawas Sitting at his desk in headquarters when he recelved the communication. While he was ill
puzzling over it, the telephone rang. He answered and listened intently asalow, strangely familiar voice
came over the wire.

"Y ou haverecelved adiagram,” camethe voice. "It isthere before you now."
"Yes" replied Cardonain amazement.

"Now | must have your word that you will follow the directionsthat | give you.”
"Goon," interposed Cardona. "'l promisel”

"The diagram shows the ground-floor plan of the quarters of the man behind the bomb outrages,” the
Vvoi ce continued.

Cardonawastoo startled to reply.
"Thelarge centra room isthe danger spot,” added the voice. "That iswhere he lures hisvictims.

"Theplaceisatrap. Thewals are covered with jet-black curtains. The room iswired with eectric
current.

"Therewill be amesting theretonight,” camethe voicein animpressvetone. "The crimina himsdf will be
present. Y ou can capture him - and with him evidence that will prove hisguilt.”

"What evidence?'

"Bombg!" the voice was sibilant. " Partly finished bombs! But remember, your enemy is dangerous. Unless
you follow my plans exactly, you will not capture him. Do you understand?”

"Yes" replied Cardona.



"Wait in back of the house," came the voice. "Be there after dark with a squad of men. Lielow. Give no
sign of your presence. Do you note the window marked with atiny X?*

"Yau

"Enter there. Advance to the door of the central room. Go no farther. That isthe danger zone. Wait
there. The escaping crimina will be forced to choose that exit. And that crimind will be - The Black
Master!"

"Andwho areyou?'

"A friend," said the voice with ahollow, whispered laugh. "1, too, shal be somewherein theinner room,
where| can trap the enemy. | shal force him into your hands! Once you have captured him, you can
search the house.”

"l undergand,” said Cardonagrimly. "When shdl | enter with my men?”

"When you receive my signd, ashot fired from within the house. Then The Black Master will know of my
presence; but he will be at my mercy.”

The whole scheme sounded fanciful to Cardona; nevertheless, the impressiveness of that sibilant voice
made him redlize that thiswas not a hoax.

"l am counting on you," said the voice, "because this man isamastermind. He must be captured, and his
identity revedled - otherwise innocent men will go to their deaths. Do you understand?”

"Yes. Whereisthe house?'

The laughter that came over the wire was soft with mockery. It made Cardona redlize the ingenuity of his
informant. Without the location of the house, all these planswere usdess.

"That," said thevoice, "is something that you will learn only if you again promise to obey my instructions
tothefina detall.

"No matter what happens - no matter what you may suspect or see, you must not move or mention your
plansuntil you receive my signd. Do you promise?’

"Yes," agreed Cardonawith sincerity.
"Then take down this address."

Cardona scrawled thefina data upon a sheet of paper. He had hardly finished when he heard the click of
the receiver at the other end.

The detective pocketed the address that he had written, together with the diagram. When Joe Cardona
agreed upon any plan, he adhered to it. He knew well who had uttered those mysterious words over the
telephone.

The Shadow!
"Tonight!" muttered Joe Cardona. "Tonight!"

He smiled in anticipation. It was the kind of work that Joe Cardona liked. He had full authority to choose
his men and go on any quest that he might choose. He thought of Inspector Burke's surprise tomorrow.



Thistalk of aBlack Master was mysterious - but The Shadow was a man of mystery. He had guided
Cardonain the past. Tonight, the detective knew, would reved new and sensationa results that might
lead to afina solution of the crimes which had terrorized New Y ork.

"Tonight!" repested the detective. "Until then, | keegp mum!™
CHAPTER XIX. ENTER THE SHADOW
THE telephone rang again beside Joe Cardona's desk. Doctor Zerndorff was on the line.
"l would liketo seeyou," said the criminologist. "It is very important! | cannot tell you now!"
Cardonaglanced at hiswatch. It was still early in the afternoon.
He rode uptown to Zerndorff's apartment. There, Doctor Zerndorff smiled pleasantly.

"All iswell, Herr Detective," said Zerndorff. "Those men we have captured, they are guilty, yes? We
have finished our work - and it isto you that al the credit belongs. Y es, to you!"

"I guess we've cleaned them up, professor,” Cardona smiled. "Only -" He stopped abruptly. He seemed
to hear the voice of The Shadow, with itswarning words.

"Y ou think there are others, yes?' questioned Zerndorff.

"Perhaps,” said Cardona.

"How many?

"There may be another man -"

"Impossblel” Therewasimpatience in Zerndorff's declaration. "Impossible! We have captured them dl!"

Cardona became silent. He remembered his agreement with The Shadow. Y et this positiveness of
Zerndorff made him wonder.

He recalled the scene at the hideout of Killer Bryan, when Zerndorff's prompt shots had saved hislife.
He glanced at the criminologist and noted that Zerndorff was eyeing him curioudy.

"Y ou have learned something, yes?' questioned Zerndorff, as though reading the detective's thoughts.
"What isit?"'

"| cantell you better tomorrow, professor,” replied Cardona. He was anxiousto reved hisfindingsto
Zerndorff; at the same time, he remembered The Shadow's ingtructions. He had guaranteed absolute

Secrecy.

He knew the devious ways of The Shadow. That strange man had an uncanny ability. If Cardona spoke
now, he would be violating his agreement. Should The Shadow learn - well, Cardonaredlized that it
might end the plansfor tonight.

"Tomorrow, professor,” said Cardona. "I can tell you better then. | have work to do tonight!”

"Tonight? But it isfor tonight that | have called you here, yes. | have learned something thet isvery
important!

"Y ou remember those two men, Sforza and Pecherkin, that are now in the prison, yes? Therewill bea



meeting of their friends, tonight, in asecret place! 1t isimportant that you should be there, in case that
meeting should cometo bel™

"How have you learned of this, professor?"

Doctor Zerndorff drew afolded paper from his pocket. He spread it before Cardona. It wasinscribed
with coded characters.

"Thiswas sent me from Chicago,” he explained, "by agovernment man. Today | have just discovered its
meaning.

"It tells of the meeting, where these men will be. One of them isto come from Chicago; this was taken
from him there, yes."

He wrote an address upon the margin of the paper, copying it from something he saw in the code.
Cardonarecognized it asthelocation of Loo Link's Restaurant, a notorious den in the underworld.

He nodded. He knew of the back entrance, where gangsters came and went. Loo Link's had been
raided, and was no longer under suspicion. Anided place for men to congregate in secret, now that the
police no longer watched it!

"Thereisonly onething," said Cardona, dowly. "l recelved atelephone cal today, professor. | have
promised to watch a certain house -" He drew the plan from his pocket.

"Here, | have been told, isthe headquarters of a dangerous crimina. Someone - my informant, | believe -
will beinthisinner room, awaiting him. | am to wait outside with my men."

"A hoax!" exclamed Doctor Zerndorff. "A hoax, yes! To lead you there so you will not be at the place |
say! Y ou must work with me, Herr Detective, that we shdl find, perhaps, the evidence we shall need if
these men shdl receive anew trid -"

"l undergtand,” replied Cardonagrimly. He saw the plot now. He had believed the words which he had
thought were from The Shadow - but here was Doctor Zerndorff, the mastermind of criminology,
showing him hismistake.

"Do not go to that house!" advised Zerndorff. "Do not go today! Wait until tomorrow, yes! Do not
believe these strange messages! They will midead! Y ou understand?”

Cardona nodded. He glanced at hiswatch. The afternoon was waning. He prepared to leave for
headquarters.

"I cannot go with you tonight," declared Zerndorff, in adisappointed tone. "I wish that | might go with
you. But you must do this by yoursdlf, yes. | shal be busy here-" He waved his hand toward the
|aboratory.

Back at headquarters, late in the afternoon, Cardona received another telephone call. Once more, he
recognized the voice which he had identified with The Shadow.

"Y ou areready for tonight?' camethevoice.
"Yes," answered Cardona
"Y ou have kept your promise? Y ou have told no one the location of the house?!

"I havetold no one," replied Cardonatruthfully.



The receiver clicked.

Darkness came, and the old house with the barred windows was completely shrouded and silent. Only
long shadows of passing vehiclesflitted aong the Side entrance that extended from the street. At last a
long, thin shadow appeared beside the house.

Unlike the others, it remained. Finally it melted away, forming ablot against the sdewall.

Shortly afterward, theloose grating of the black window moved in the darkness. It came free of its
fastenings. The window sash opened; the grating went back into place as of its own accord.

The sash waslowered. Slently, invisbly, as darkly asthe night itself, The Shadow had entered the house
of mystery!

Thistime there was no tdltale spot of light within the house. The man who had come from the dark
moved with certainty.

He found the door to the room with the hanging curtains. He unlocked it noiselesdy, with the chosen key.
He passed slently through the dark room and found the opening in the curtains with unerring precision.

Then he passed through the smaler room. The curtains that hung over the alcoved window moved but
made no noise. The Shadow was at his post, awaiting The Black Master!

Minutes went by; then hours. The little room was as slent asatomb. Far away, from the front of the
house, came adight noise.

It wasinaudible to those passing by in the street. Ordinary earswould not have heard it. But the keen
hearing of the man in the curtained alcove was keyed to its highest pitch.

That noise was the opening of the outer door. It Sgnified the arriva of The Black Master!
Silencefollowed.

A man had entered, but he, too, could move noisdesdy through that strange house. There was no
indication where he might be.

The man behind the shielding curtains was cam; in one hand he hed an automatic, in the other a
flashlight. He was waiting for the al-important moment - and he had not long to wait. His patience was
rewarded by adight sound in the inner room.

A smdl light clicked. The curtains of the a cove parted the fraction of aninch. Keen, invisible eyes peered
through.

Still The Shadow waited. There was no need for haste. His presence was unknown. He knew that the
men Cardona had promised would be ready for the signal. His finger was on the trigger of hisautomatic.
Hewastiming his surprise for the moment when The Black Master would appear.

At present, the enemy was somewhere in the room - not yet in sight of the narrow aperture between the
curtains.

There was another purpose that governed The Shadow's actions. He was waiting to view The Black
Magter. Cold, cam, and caculating, he dways studied his foe when the opportunity presented itself.

Here, tonight, The Shadow had invaded hisenemy'slair by stedlth. He had turned everything to hisown
advantage. He knew every spot on the floor of the house. He had made sure, the night before, that the



acove where he now waited was a safe point of vantage.

Thefate of The Black Master rested in his hands, and he had decided that the master crimina should
answer for hisfierce campaign of unrestrained daughter.

Never before had The Shadow encountered afoe so worthy of his prowess. Until this all-important
moment, The Black Master had checked The Shadow at every turn.

The supermind of evil had surrounded himself with aveil of mystery that had thwarted The Shadow for
many weeks. But now the end was a hand. The muzzle of the automatic moved between the curtains.
Blackened, the opening of the gun wastotdly invisble.

There was anoise in the room. Someone was moving closer to the curtains. An arm appeared across the
room, near the table againgt the wall. Then came abody - that of atall, stoop-shouldered man whose
garments were atight-fitting black, whose head was covered by adark skullcap.

The man's back was turned. The face of The Black Master was not yet revealed. The Shadow waited.

The hand of the visible man rested beside the desk. A low, venomous chuckle came from the lips of the
hidden face. The hand moved upward.

Simultaneoudly, the unexpected happened. The entire window seat upon which The Shadow crouched
gave way! The hidden man was precipitated into empty space, so rapidly that he had no chanceto save
himsdif!

But evenin that ingtant of total surprise, The Shadow did not fail. Hisfinger pressed thetrigger of his
automatic. In his sudden fal, the shot went wide, athough the bullet struck the wall lessthan afoot above
the skullcapped head of The Black Magter.

The thought dominated The Shadow's mind as he plunged into the space below. Whatever hisfate might
be, he had given the darm. The police who surrounded the house would come to the capture of The
Black Magter.

Headed by Cardona, their surprise attack had chances of success and rescue. The signal had been given!
The Black Master was at bay!

Thefaling man struck the bottom of the pit. Hisfal was broken by athick mattress. Hislithe body
withstood the shock.

The Shadow raised himsdlf to hisfeet and groped the sides of the cell about him. Then nausesting fumes
swept through the air. The Shadow made one last effort to find hisway to freedom. It was hopeless.

Superman though he was, no escape was possible. The overpowering gas found its victim. The Shadow
sank into unconsciousness, an outstretched form garbed in flowing cloak, hisfeatures till hidden benegth
the forward-tilted brim of his soft hat.

From the opening above came alow, mirthful chuckle. The Black Master was gloating over the capture
of hisfoel

CHAPTER XX. THE MASTER MAKESTERMS

THE bottom of the pit moved upward. It wastheflat lift of asmal devator. Uponit lay the body of the
man in the black cloak.



Hewas motionless &t first, but asthe elevator reached the top of the pit, he stirred dightly. He wastoo
weak for concentrated action.

Thefront of the window acove opened. The room was semidark and aform bent over the body of The
Shadow. Then the mattress upon which the semiconscious man was lying became awheded vehicle.

It moved forward, a noisaless, rubber-wheeled truck. It was pushed through the smaller room, into the
gpartment with the hanging curtains. There, in the center of the room, the black-cloaked form wasrolled
upon thefloor.

The hel pless man did not move for awhile. Then he stirred and rose to a Sitting position. His black cloak
spread and covered hislegs.

He had the appearance of a haf-formed man, growing through the black carpet of the room.

Thedim light changed. It became awavering blue - afantastic light in which the man in the black cloak
seemed sirangdly unred. Benesth that light, hisfigure cast no shadow!

There was amoation in the curtain at the end of the room. The Shadow roseto hisfeet. He faced the spot
infront of him.

Then cametheilluson of abulging curtain - ablack form that had no shape of itsown. A white, blurred
face appeared - even the keen eyes of The Shadow could not observeits festures.

"At last!" came the monotonous voice of The Black Master. "At last we meet!”
The Shadow did not respond.
"You are here" - said The Black Master - "hereto do my bidding!"

There was an answer now. A low, mocking laugh came from benegath the broad black hat. It was alaugh
of scorn and defiance, achalenge to the man who cdled himsdlf The Magter.

Never - evenin hismoments of greatest triumph - had The Shadow laughed so tauntingly. The sound
reverberated through the room. The billowy curtains seemed to ripple as the echoes resounded.

"You laugh now," said The Black Magter. "L ater, we shdl learn if you have causeto laugh!”
The blue lights trembled and cast their uncanny glow. The Shadow remained defiant and undisturbed.

"Inthisroom," said The Magter, "I have met men who have chosen to live. | have met somewho have
chosen to die. Which do you choose?!

There was no answer.

"Oneman," he continued, "chose neither life nor deeth. Isthat your choice? Y our silence will be regarded
as assent!”

Stll - no answer.
"Very wdl! Y ou have made your choice!™

The shape advanced from the curtains, its arms extended. Before it hung the crystal globe that sparkled
with vivid light. The blueillumination flickered. The form of The Shadow trembled from the shock. The
man in the black cloak was riveted to the spot where he stood.



The charges of fascinating e ectricity shot back and forth through the mystic globe. It wasthe same test
that had dazzled Harry Vincent and had destroyed hiswill. Now it came in much greater degree, a
whirling, sparkling mass of terrifying brightness.

Closer and closer moved the globe, until it pressed againgt the rim of the broad-brimmed hat. The
Shadow wavered. He seemed about to fal. Hisform relaxed.

The brightness ceased. The blue lights no longer flickered. The globe, sparkling gently, moved back to
the curtain and disappeared.

Again The Shadow laughed, with his same defiance. He had met the test of The Black Master and he
had ridiculed it!

"Y ou have withstood my power," said the voice from the curtain, "but thet isnot al. Wait!"

The curtains began to close, forming asmaller space in the center of the room. The blue lightsflickered
and The Shadow's form wavered.

Hismind could resigt dl that the enemy had to offer, but his physical being could not withstand the
currents that swept through his frame. He stood numbed and powerless. The curtains were close about
him.

The blurred white face had vanished. Only ablack shape remained, outlined against the front of the
curtain. An arm came from the curtain. It reached forward and plucked the black hat from The Shadow's
head.

A low sound of amazement came from the curtain when the face of The Shadow was revealed.

"The secret of The Shadow,” came the monotonousvoice. "At last it isunderstood! The man of many
faces - with no face of hisown!"

The hand replaced the hat upon The Shadow's head. The flickering of the lights was ended. The Shadow
was freeto act, with his enemy but afew feet away. He made no action.

He knew too well the powerful forces at the disposal of The Black Master. One false motion would
mean instant degath.

"Perhaps you wonder why | do not kill you," said The Black Magter, in alow, unchanging voice. "l shall
tell you why! Y ou are the only living man whom I have not cared to kill!

"Y ou have sought to ferret out my crimes. Y ou have discovered some of them - but not al. Let me ask
you - and you may reply if you wish. Why do you seek to destroy me?"

The Shadow laughed in alow, hissng tone.

"| seek to destroy you," he said, in asibilant, whispering voice, "becalise you are a cregture of crime!
Y ou have brought death upon those who have not deserved it!™

"Y ou, too, have resorted to crime,” replied The Black Master.
"Not unlessthe end hasjustified the meand!”
"With me" - there was a chuckle from the curtain - "it isthe means that judtifies the end.

"You arethe only manin dl the world who islike myself. Why should we care for human life? To me,



human beings are stupid, useless creatures, with which the earth is overburdened.

"I know no pity. Y ou, too, are pitiless.”

"Only when | meet those who deserve no pity."

"None deserve pity," came the voice from the curtain. "Those who seek pity are mere creatures.

"Y ou would not ask for pity! Nor would I! Thereis only one emotion that | have ever known. That is
vengeance!”

The speaker paused to let hisfinal wordsimpress themsaves upon the listener. The Shadow made no
expression of interest.

"I shdl explain,” continued thevoice. "You - | takeit from your actions - believein justice. Y et you find it
in your own way. Where the law does not suffice, you forget the law.

"I believeinjustice. One deed that | committed was inspired by justice. That was the death of Hubert
Banks.

"Once- long ago - | loved! He destroyed that love! The woman whom | had loved died because of his
neglect.

"From then on, my life has been one of hate. | sought vengeance. | waited yearsto gainit. Then |
destroyed him - inch by inch - until he died, amaniac, by his own hand! He knew the pangs of remorse
when he died. That wasjustice.

"In order to destroy the man who deserved destruction, | required human toals. | chose those who were
governed by greed and fear. When | had used them, | destroyed them. That, too, was justice!

"Perhaps," agreed The Shadow. "And by your own measure, your destruction would be justice, also!"
The hidden man chuckled.

"Let usagreeonthat,” he said. "But | have spoken enough on that subject. | shall now discussyou - The
Shadow.

"In one-tenth of a second, you can lie dead before me - if | desireit. But | prefer that you should live. For
onereason, only - that is because you are the only being that in my estimation isworthy of living. Solifeis
yours- if you will takeit."

"Upon what terms?’ came The Shadow's chalenging vice.
"Upon your word. | offer you companionship - al the power that | possess, with equality.

"If you do not chooseit, | demand but one thing. Y our promise that you will never molest me, nor
interfere knowingly with my plans. Do you agree?"

"No!" replied The Shadow.
"Deathisthedternative.”

The Shadow laughed contemptuoudy. Again theweird sound of his mockery swept through those
morbid surrounding.



"| shdl give you opportunity to choose," said The Black Master sternly. 1 shdl place you where escape
isimpossiblel Therel shal comefor your reply.

"Y ou will have but one opportunity. In the meantime - taste of death!”
Therewas aterrific flare of light. A cloud of pungent smokefilled the room.

With thefirst burst of brightness, The Shadow crumpled and fell upon the floor, overpowered by a
tremendous shock. For amoment helay in view, ahuddled, helpless form. Then came darkness.

The chuckle of The Black Master sounded hoarsely amid Stygian gloom.
CHAPTER XXI. THE SHADOW RETURNS

THE SHADOW moved unsteadily to hisfeet in absol ute darkness. He stooped and groped about him
for hishat. Hefound it and put it on.

Then hisnimble fingers discovered aflashlight in his pocket. A moment later it illuminated the space.

The Shadow was in astone mausoleum. A covered tomb wasin one corner. Upon it rested two circular
cylinders, containing crackers and water.

The Shadow laughed. The supply was sufficient to last severa days. Evidently The Black Master did not
intend to return immediately.

The Shadow made a brief ingpection of his prison. No more impenetrable dungeon could have been
contrived.

The floor was of concrete, thewalls of solid stone. Only by running hisfingers around them did The
Shadow discover the door of the prison.

It was obvious that the mausoleum was in some obscure cemetery. No human cry would be sufficient to
reach the outsde world.

Searching through his clothing, The Shadow discovered that he had been deprived of dl his possessions,
with two exceptions - the flashlight and aflat, black disk - the token of The Black Master! The disk had
been | eft there, evidently, asareminder that he still had the choice of sding with that being whose crimes
werelimitless.

The Shadow lifted the top of the tomb and peered within. It was empty. Then his deft hands moved to
the bottom of his cloak. The Shadow laughed, and in that solemn vault, the sound reverberated again and
again until it died away to aghostly echo.

The Black Master had searched well; but even he had not fully estimated the ingenuity of The Shadow.

The mausoleum, bolted and locked from the outside, might seem a permanent prison for any man,
unequipped with tools or objects with which to attack the thick walls that were built to stand the ravages
of time.

But The Shadow's captor had failed when he had searched hisvictim. He had deprived him of articles
that would be useless; but he had left amost powerful and unknown weapon.

The Shadow dug at thelining of his coat. Threads burst benegth hisfingernails. Thelining dropped, and
into his cupped hand poured amass of fine black powder.



The Shadow removed a cracker from thetin and carefully let the powder form atiny mound uponiit.
Next, he ripped the lining on the other side of his cloak, disclosing another hidden cache.

A grayish powder came from this place of concealment. It was added to the mound of black. With the
corner of another cracker, The Shadow mixed the two ingredients.

He carried the cracker carefully across the vault and spread the powder at the bottom of the doorway.
He lifted the cover of the tomb and placed it againgt the wall. He took the water container to the door
and dipped hisfingersintheliquid.

Helet afew sparse drops of water fal upon the mass of powder. Then he sprang back to the tomb,
legped into it and seized the cover. He dropped flat in the opening, and et the cover fdl above him.

A few seconds egpsed. Then came the muffled sound of a powerful explosion. There was no motion
from the coffin in the corner until aminute had passed by. Then the cover raised and The Shadow
stepped from his place of safety.

The door of the vault had been blasted from its hinges! It had opened half afoot!

The Shadow threw hisweight againgt it. At firgt it did not yield. Findly it gave, and the man in the black
cloak was precipitated headlong into the outside air. He rose and coughed, to rid histhroat of the fumes
that hed filled the vault.

He reached beneath the inner band of his hat and laughed softly as he removed some banknotes that
were hidden there.

The Black Master had surely found them in his search, but he had probably decided that they were
uselessto a prisoner within avault. That was quite true, but they were to prove useful now.

It was night. The mausoleum wasin the center of asilent cemetery. The black-clad man moved among
the tombstones until he reached a high picket fence.

Like aweird specter coming from the abode of the dead, he swung himself over the barrier and walked
aongadirt road. It led to ahighway. Farther on glimmered the lights of alittle store.

The Shadow was fatering now. His strength had been sapped by the ordeal s which he had undergone.
He managed to reach the ore.

A man behind the counter was startled by the sight of thetall, black-clad being who entered. The
Shadow spoke to him, in avoice that resembled that of Clifford Gage.

"Cdl meacab," hesaid.

Half an hour later, a cab was speeding to New Y ork. In the back seat, aman lay dmost invisible,
benesth the spreading folds of hisblack cloak.

He jostled back and forth whenever the cab turned a curve. He was oblivious of hisjourney until the taxi
driver rapped againgt the window.

"Hereweare, Sr," hesaid.
"Wait here," ordered the passenger.

The cab was standing in front of a house on Ninety-sixth Street. The man in the black cloak climbed the
steps and entered.



The Shadow went to aroom on the second floor. There, in the darkness, he opened adrawer in atable
and produced various objects which he distinguished purely by touch. He stowed them in the pockets of
his coat.

Then he placed something upon his face and worked nimbly, till in darkness. He threw aside his cloak
and hat. He took an automatic from the drawer and pocketed it.

When he again appeared upon the street, hisface wasthat of Clifford Gage. The taximan stared at his
passenger.

Entering the cab, Gage gave him the address of Doctor Heinrich Zerndorff's gpartment.

In his apartment, the criminologist stared in amazement at hisvistor.

"Where have you been?" he exclamed. "Have you not found this man that you have sought?*

"The Black Magter?' questioned Gage quietly. "Yes, | have found him. Last night -"

He stopped and suddenly picked up a newspaper that lay on the table. It bore the imprint of July 8th.

In huge headlines, it told of the eectrocution of the three men who had placed the bombs. It announced
that Sforza and Pecherkin would die the next day.

"Oneweek," murmured Gage. Even to The Shadow thiswas amazing. He redlized that he had lain
hel pless for more than seven days. He recdled the words of The Black Master - "Y ou shdll taste of
desth -"

He glanced a Zerndorff. The German was looking a him sympatheticaly. He seemed to understand
what was passing in the mind of Clifford Gage.

"These men," declared Gage, pointing to the newspaper, "are innocent! Innocent, do you understand?
Those who have died were guilty, athough they were but tools of The Black Master! We must save
these two -"

"Save them?"' echoed Zerndorff.

"Yes!" replied Gage. "'l met The Black Magter! | have found hislair! Cardonawasto capture him, but he
faled me!”

"Ah!" Zerndorff's eyeslighted in understanding. "He hastold me of it, yes. There was ahouse where he
wasto go, one night - but he did not go until the next night -"

"And hefound?"
"Nothing! An empty house! He believed that it was ahoax. A hoax, yes."
"Whereis Cardonanow?'

"He has gone from town, | believe" - Zerndorff's eyeslighted suddenly - "but thereis evidence at police
headquarters. | have received |etters, which | have given to the police - letters that have threatened me
with bombs.

"They have believed that they have come from friends of these two men - Sforza and Pecherkin. Perhaps
thisman you cal The Black Master - he has sent them?”



Doctor Zerndorff picked up the telephone. He caled police headquarters and talked to a detective.

"Itis Doctor Zerndorff, yes," he said. "Those | etters which have cometo me- | wish afriend of mineto
see them. He will be there soon, yes. Hisnameis Mr. Gage. Y ou understand, yes?'

He hung up the telephone.
"Y ou have no clue?' Zerndorff questioned. "Nothing you have found? We must think of everything, yes!"

"Only this." From his pocket, Gage produced the token of The Black Magter. "I had two of them. One
was taken away. Thiswas left.”

"You must keep it with you!" declared Zerndorff. "It isimportant! Go, now, to police headquarters.”

Gage left. Herode in a cab to headquarters. There he was shown two crudely penciled | etters - threats
againg thelife of Doctor Zerndorff. Gage smiled as he studied them.

"No use," he said, giving them back to the detective.

"Doctor Zerndorff phoned while you were on theway," replied the man. "He saysthat hislimousine will
be outside to bring you back. His man, Otto, has a message that heisto giveto you."

Clifford Gage walked to the street door. He was smiling now, and as he stepped into the darkness, he
laughed softly.

The laugh was scarcely more than an echo - yet it was amysterious laugh - the laugh of The Shadow!
The limousine was awaiting its passenger. Otto stood beside it on the curb.

Clifford Gage reached in his pocket. He withdrew the black disk which he found there. He smiled grimly
as he studied the small token of The Black Magter.

"Threats" he murmured. "Threats againg the life of Doctor Zerndorff. Threets - from whom?"

He dropped the black disk into a crevice beside the steps and his face gleamed with satisfaction ashe
watched it fal from view.

Then, with astrange, knowing smile on hisface, Clifford Gage descended to the limousine. Otto saluted
him in military fashion. Gage entered the car.

Asthelimousine rolled forward, he moved from the back seat and raised the cushion. He turned the ray
of aflashlight into the space. There, in a coverless box, was the reflected surface of a polished brass
bomb - the duplicate of the instrument of degth that the police had found in the Financid Building.

"The agents of The Black Master," came alow, whispered voice. It was the voice of The Shadow,
issuing from the lips of Clifford Gage. "Their deaths have been timed. They have perished by hisdesign.
Deaths by explosions!

"Those stopped, and to one man came an unexpected fate. Killer Bryan was killed while fighting the
police. Likethe others, he died at the hand of The Black Master. Now the explosions are to begin again
- timed for the arrivd of thevictim.”

Hisvoice ended in a hollow, whispered laugh. There was silence; then came the voice of Clifford Gage,
gpesking to Otto in the front seat. The man at the wheel responded with a"Jal" as he received
ingructions from his passenger.



Thelimousineturned into asde sireet. The man in the back sest was sllent - thinking - planning!
CHAPTER XXII1. THE SHADOW'S TURN

Regting in his easy-chair, Doctor Heinrich Zerndorff sat waiting. He waslost in degp thought, hishandsin
the pockets of hisdressing gown, his head bowed in contemplation.

It was less than an hour since Otto had left for police headquartersto bring back Clifford Gage. Thetrip
was not along one. Doctor Zerndorff was expecting news.

The door opened behind the seated man - s0 slently that Doctor Zerndorff did not hear it. Therewasa
faint rustling. Thisdid not reach hisears.

Thefirst inkling that someone had entered the room came to Doctor Zerndorff when he glanced upward
because of a sudden impulse. He found himsdlf staring into the muzzle of an automatic. It washeld by a

mysterious stranger, a man who wore a black cloak and whose face was obscured by the turned-down

brim of abroad felt hat.

"The Shadow!" Doctor Zerndorff raised his handsinginctively as he exclaimed the name.

"The Shadow!" came awhispered echo from the man in the black cloak. "The Shadow, cometo clama
reckoning!"

A thin smile played over Doctor Zerndorff's features. He stared at the man before him, as though he
could penetrate the disguise that covered that unknown countenance.

"A reckoning?' questioned Zerndorff.

"Yed!" declared The Shadow. "I have found The Black Master! Y our deception was agreat one,
Zerndorff. Tonight | stood within ten feet of deeth and failure. But, dl dong, | understood. Now it isyou
who will meet destruction!”

The German seemed unperturbed.

"Those bombs that you pretended to be amystery,” continued The Shadow. "The key to them lay in the
black disks - the tokens of the Magter.

"The sengitive mechanism of the bombs responded only to the presence of ameta which contained a
mild radium activity. Its glow was conceded by itsblack surface.

"Each token - and all your followers carried one - set off abomb when the victim came closetoit.”

"| should have known it when Perry Warfield entered the office in the Financial Building. But | did not
understand it until now.

"The clueto your identity was Killer Bryan. He done, of al your men, died by ahand that did not seem
to be The Master's. There was method init.

"Y ou wanted Killer Bryan to diewith hislips sedled. Y ou notified him - as The Master - to be ready.
Y ou planned that he should kill Cardona, the only detectivein New Y ork who might have fathomed your
schemes. Y ou were there to day Bryan in defense of Cardona- ajustifiable homicide.

"But for my presence, Cardonawould have died before you fired. Had Bryan not confessed, Henry
Arnaud would have been hunted as amurderer - another dangerous foe to be destroyed.”



Doctor Zerndorff let his hand rest upon the arm of his chair. The Shadow permitted the action. He knew
that Zerndorff had not been prepared for this visitation; that the man who played the part of The Black
Master believed his enemy to be dead.

"l sugpected you when | visited you as Clifford Gage," The Shadow continued. "Once you forgot yourself
- you dipped momentarily from your diaect.

"Why do you think | pretended to be working with you? Because | knew that if | trested you asa
confidant, you would believe meignorant.

" told you that | would go into any trap that The Black Master might lay. So you furnished me with clues
and prepared the trap.

"Y ou thought | was duped; even when you knew that | had called in Cardonas aid, you did not redlize
that | had learned your game.

"I understand those threatening letters that you sent to yourself. They were clear to me before | reached
headquarters. Otto knew too much about you - or, may | say, you feared that he might know too much?

"By planting ablack token upon him, you intended to destroy him in your own car - proof that threats
were directed againgt you. Then | came aong - with the disk in my possession - and you seized the

opportunity.

"I had not anticipated Cardonasfailureto be at hand. | know now that you talked with him and learned
enough to prepare for my coming, and direct him elsewhere.

"Y ou had your opportunity to destroy me. Y ou did not useit. | escaped from your impenetrable prison.

"l am here now, with one purpose - to save those innocent men. Because of the desth that threatens
them, | offer you life. But it must be life free from crime. One false step on your part, and our truce will
be ended!"

Doctor Zerndorff bowed submissively.

The Shadow drew a paper from his pocket. He extended it to Doctor Zerndorff. It contained a brief
confession of the criminologist's crime and an admission of hisidentity.

"Sign," said The Shadow.
Doctor Zerndorff obeyed.

"This," declared The Shadow, "will bring the governor's stay of execution. Heis herein New Y ork City
tonight. He will be reached.

"Asfor you, Doctor Zerndorff, | can abide by my promise. | am prepared for any emergency - as| was
prepared when | wasin the vault where you placed me.

"Y our escapeis guaranteed. Tonight afast plane will take you -"

Doctor Zerndorff raised ahand ininterruption. The Shadow paused, intuitively knowing that the man had
something important to say.

"I have obeyed your commands' - it was the monotonous voice of The Black Master, coming from
Zerndorff'slips- "and you have promised melife. But | shal not live! | shal die!



"My career of crimewill not end! It will continue after | have gone!
"Ligten carefully to what | haveto say. Y ou will be interested - and powerless.

"I have three types of bombs. Vervick was the man who supplied the additional knowledgethat |
needed. His weakness was money.

"| acted quickly when the Evening Classic offered itsreward. | phoned Vervick, tdling him | wasa
reporter who wished to see him. | tipped off the reporter, without his knowing who had caled. The
undergtanding was silence, until Vervick reached Raynor's office.

"Meanwhile, Michaels placed the bomb. He was one of three ignorant men who served me. All are dead,
asthey deserveto be.

"Onething Vervick did not know. He carried the token of The Black Master. He did not know that it
contained the metdlic dement that discharged the bombs.

"That was my invention; Vervick smply followed my instructions. He al'so made the time bombs and the
radio bombs - the other two types. Those are the onesthat | am using now!"

The emphasis on the last words had an effect upon The Shadow. He knew that Zerndorff's schemes
were not yet ended. He waited patiently, hoping for further information. He was not to be disappointed.

"I havetold you thisto please mysdlf," declared Zerndorff. Y ou are the only man who can gppreciate my
cleverness.

"At this moment, three giant bombs are placed. Oneis under the base of the Manhattan Bridge. The
second is buried in the depths of the vehicular tunnel that leadsto New Jersey. Thethird isin the largest
hospital in New York City.

"How | have placed them there isamere matter of detail. | have done it mysdlf, within the past week,
and it has been alabor of ddight. Tonight, those bombswill explode s multaneoudy!

"Y ou ask mewhen? It isnow nearly deven o'clock. They will go off a midnight. How? Ah, that isthe
clever part!

"Each bomb isfitted with a sengtive radio recelver. From acertain large broadcasting station, agong is
struck at the hour of midnight.

"Y ou do not know which station? That is because the practice was started just one week ago. Itisa
weekly program that will be on tonight.

"My bombs are set to catch the note of that gong. Then they will explode!”

Zerndorff smiled and leaned back in his chair. The Shadow's automatic ill threatened him. He knew that
death wasimminent.

But the man in the black cloak hesitated, hoping for one more statement from the man in whose handslay
the lives of hundreds of innocent victims.

"Y ou are thinking of those who will die" remarked Zerndorff, The Black Master. ™Y ou think that you can
save them. But wait! | have not told you of another bomb which | have set!

"Thisoneisatime machine. It will explode a eeven o'clock, and whileitsvictimswill befew" - he
chuckled - "very few, it will sedl the fate of many, for it will render the midnight explosionsinevitable!



"l have struck for vengeance! | brought death to Hubert Banks. | wanted desth for Sforzaand
Pecherkin, for they were old enemies of mine. Like Banks, they shdl die - despite that confession which
you hold.

"For | have intended the explosion at eeven o'clock to prove that Heinrich Zerndorff was not concerned
in these crimes - to make him seem to be an intended victim.

"l wasto leave here at ten minutes of eeven. | have changed my plan. It is now one quarter-minute
before the hour. | see the clock on the wall behind you, Shadow.

"The bombisinthisroom! It will blow meto eternity - and you will die with me! 'Y ou cannot escape -
there are but five seconds I eft!™

For one short ingtant, The Shadow did not move. In that moment, his brain responded.

Hewaswdl within the room. The doorway was twenty feet avay. The door was closed and The
Shadow had locked it! In his path sat The Black Master, ready to spring for adesth struggle despite the
leveled autometic - ready to spring at any instant when the dightest delay meant deeth!

Beyond the door was the path to safety, but it wastoo far awvay!

While Zerndorff's gloating eyes till watched him, The Shadow turned. Behind him was avaulted
doorway that stood before a closetlike alcove.

Into that space The Shadow sprang, and as he huddled his body toward the floor, he turned his back on
the room of doom. A terrific explosion followed.

The bomb had been placed beneath the flooring, where Zerndorff was sitting. Thewalls of the building
were shattered by atremendous blast.

Down into empty space fell the entire room, a shattered mass of debris - and with it fell the dead form of
The Black Master!

Police gongs clanged. Patrols and fire trucks were rushing to the mass of wreckage. All that remained of
Zerndorff's gpartment was a huge pile of shattered masonry and woodwork.

Firemen were tugging at beams and burrowing through piles of loose stonesin an attempt to rescue any
who might be buried dive. For twenty minutestheir frenzied labors werein vain. Then they came upon
the top portion of awooden archway.

Asthey didodged afew loose bricks, avoice spoke weskly from benegath the wooden frame. With
skillful efforts, the firemen cleared aspace. Theform of aman cameinto view.

Hewaslying on hisside, his hands pressed againgt the framework with which he had falen. The arch had
turned asde the avalanche of debristhat had poured from above.

The man's body was covered with ablack cloak; a huge hat was forced down over his eyes. Strong
armsgripped him and pulled him carefully through the narrow opening. Two firemen caught him benegth
thearmsand hdf carried him to awaiting ambulance.

The vehicle was clanging down the street as soon as he was placed aboard.

It stopped within ablock, its path obstructed by afiretruck. Theinstant it halted, the man in black flung
asdethe internswho were garting to examine him for injuries.



Free of their grasp, he leaped to the street and staggered off through the crowd. The ambulance began to
move before the startled interns could pursue their charge. They caught onelast flegting glimpse of him;
then he was swallowed amid the gathered throngs.

CHAPTER XXII1. A SECOND TO SPARE

A man came into the lobby of an uptown hotel. He faltered as he walked, and he made astrange figure.
Hewas clad in along black cloak. His head was bent forward and his face could not be seen benesth his
hat. His dark garments were streaked with dashes of light-colored dust.

There were but few personsin the lobby. They looked curioudy at the man as he went into atelephone
booth.

A few minuteslater, the man was speaking over the telephone. His voice was weak and his words were
amos inaudible.

"Burbank," hesaid.
Hewaited for areply.
"Emergency radio," he continued. "Immediately!"

The black-clad form seemed to collapse within the booth. 1t sagged helplesdy for atime; then
straightened. Once again The Shadow was calling anumber.

"Cardona?' came hisweak voice. "No? Then Ingpector Burke? | must speak to him!™

"Hello, ingpector. Explosion at Zerndorff's. No, | cannot tell you who is spegking. Listen - itisonly the
firgt. Act quickly!"

"Manhattan Bridge; abomb there, somewhere - Holland Tunnel, another bomb - New Gotham Hospital,
abomb hidden there. That isal -" The voicetrailed avay.

Therewas along slence while ahuddled form lay dmost invisible within the booth. Then the weary figure
cametolifeagan.

The man walked unsteadily through the lobby and out into the street. As he passed the clock above the
doorway, the hands were nearing twelve o'clock.

At that moment, radio broadcasting in the entire East was encountering a sudden problem. Signas had
been picked up, gpparently some miles off the coast of Massachusetts. A ship at ssawas Sgnding its
distress.

A program was nearing itsend at Station WKR, in New Y ork. The end of adramatic sketch was close
a hand. Only five minutes remained.

A young man was Sitting near the microphone, holding agong in one hand, a padded stick in the other.
He was awaiting the end of the program, to strike the single gong that marked its conclusion.

A man hurried into the studio. He thrust anote into the hand of the announcer, who glanced at it quickly.
The announcer motioned the playersto stop their dialogue. They obeyed.

The announcer spoke. He stated that due to S-O-S signads from a sinking ship, the program would not
be compl eted.



Asthe announcer finished his statement, the young man near the microphone grinned and raised the
padded stick. He held it for an ingtant; then struck it againgt the gong.

Just as the padding neared the metal, a hand pulled the switch in the control room. Station WKR was off
theair!

The next afternoon, Clyde Burke was busy in his clipping office. Thisyoung man was an ex-reporter.
Secretly, he was an aide of The Shadow.

To date, his part had been a passive one. He knew nothing of The Black Master. He was puzzled by the
clipping that helaid before him.

The explosion a Doctor Zerndorff's, with the resulting desth of the famous criminologist, wasimportant
news. But it was not the main sensation.

During the night, the police, acting on amysterioustip, had discovered three huge bombs, after an
extensive search. One had been found benegth a pier of the Manhattan Bridge; another in the Holland
Tunnel; thethird in alocker room of the New Gotham Hospitd.

In addition, there was a front-page story in the evening journdls, telling of the discovery of asmall
broadcasting station near the end of Long Idand. The man who owned it could not be found.

It wasfrom his station, investigators believed, that spurious messages had been sent shortly before
midnight, purporting to be the desperate distress signas of asinking ship. Liners had stopped in
response.

The station was unlicensed, but people living near the lonely spot recalled that aman had been seen there
during the past six months. No clue could be obtained to the stranger'sidentity.

But the greatest story of all - the one that was most amazing to Clyde Burke - was the extension granted
to the convicted men, Sforza and Pecherkin!

The governor, the story went, had been aroused at one o'clock in the morning. A messenger had brought
him an important document.

The governor would not reved its contents. He stated smply that the case of Sforzaand Pecherkin
would be reopened. He had ordered their commutation from the electric chair after they had dready
been placed in desth cellsat Sing Sing.

New police investigations were under way. It was said, on good authority, that the convicted men would
be cleared.

Another was responsible for the crimes attributed to them. Detectives were following mysterious clues
that had come from unknown sources.

It wasdl amystery to Clyde Burke as he sat in hislittle office. As he pushed the clippings, one by one, to
the 9de of hisdesk, they went away from the light of his desk lamp and over each long column of type
fell ashadow.

Clyde Burke noticed it as he completed hiswork.

There was something mysteriousin the Smple occurrence. It seemed as though the hand of The Shadow
had stretched forth to claim the glory that belonged to him.



THE END



