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CHAPTER I. THUGS IN THE NIGHT

SIX men sat sullen and slent in the old touring car as it rumbled swiftly through the night-shrouded street.
With curtains tightly drawn, the car twisted between eevated pillars, turned sharply to the right, and then,
skidding, dued about, broadside to the road, before a row of snister-looking houses.

The heavy-set man, who sat beside the driver up front, grunted. His coat collar was turned up. His hat
was jammed over his eyes, hisright hand, plunged deep in one pocket, closed tightly about a hard metd
object.

"Thisis good enough,” he muttered.

Undergtandingly, the driver snapped off the ignition switch and turned off the lights

One of the others cautioudy opened a back door. "I'm gonna dump Louie” came a whisper.
The big man twisted thick shoulders, leaned back, and spoke rapidly from one side of his mouth:

"Louie Says right where he is. How you had the brains to live this long, stops me. All you gotta do is to
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dump Louie here and every flatfoot in town'll be on our tral. Youll spoil the whole racket for us and for
Tim.

"It don't take more brains than these dumb cops got to figure Louie was trying to muscle into our dough.
Louie stays. You can keep hm warm.”

The hunch-shouldered man in back grumbled: "I don't like ridin' next to a diff." But the door closed again
oftly.

OF the 9x swarthy passengersin the car, five of them were dive.

Ermnie, the thick-set man who was thair leader, cautioudy opened the door and peered out. His sguinting
eyes drained to pierce the gloom. From a distance came the lonesome rumble of an elevated train. Asde
from that— dlence,

He cursed under his breath. Then, an indant later, he suddenly tensed. Through the dillness he heard
fantly the exhaust of a heavy-duty truck's motor.

Ernigs eyes glittered. The three menin the rear seet shifted dightly, ther ratlike faces tense, strained.

Soon headlights flashed on the staled touring car. The brakes of the moving vehicle, a huge storage van,
ground to a hdlt.

From its covered driver's seat, two men legped out. They seemed in a hurry; impatient to get the
obstructing car out the way. They shouted gruff inquiries.

"Give 'em the works," spat Ernie. Suddenly the curtained doors of the touring car swung open. The
ganggters poured out; swvarmed upon the van men.

A quick scuffle; the panting sound of blows. A metal-incased fig dammed againg the jaw of the larger
mean, the van's driver. He dumped to the sireet like a wet paper bag.

The amdler man grappled with two of the gangsters, then fdl as though stricken dead when a heavy
wrench crashed over his ear.

"Bug up thisload!" came Ernie's low-pitched command.

The dight, wiry forms of the thugs moved swiftly, ghostlike, through the gloom. Two of them climbed into
the driver's seat; two more ran around to the rear.

A short crowbar in the hands of one of the latter pair had dready been inserted at the tailboard. He
threw hisweight onto it. The board creaked. And at the sound came a low exdamation of warning from
the other ganggter in the rear.

He pointed to a amdl, low-hung sedan, drawn up to the curb within only a few feet of them. So slently
hed it arrived—olling up with a closed motor— that none of the mobamen had observed its coming.

The thug with the crowbar turned sharply. As he did, a peculiar, 9ghing sound came from the haf-open
rear window of the darkened car.

The ganggter cried out. The crowbar clattered to the paving. He seized hiswridt.
"He's got a slencer!™ grunted the wounded man. "Look out -"

Agan came the sgh. Theinjured man's partner suddenly collapsed.



Ernie ran around, dragging a his gat.
"Drop this van—get that car!” he yeled, gpproaching the sedan. He yanked open the door, gun raised.
The heavy-calibered pigtol swished downward. But the blow was never completed.

A powerful, unseen hand had come from the darkness, sted-like fingers had grappled on Erni€s thick
wrig.

A quick, strong twigt, and Ernie found himsdf thrown fla on his back in the street.

Inthe dim glare of the van's lights, a black-clad figure svung into the fray. Like a huge bat in human form,
the figure struck with hisfigts. At each blow, a gangster went down.

There followed a mocking laugh—eerie, dniser. The myderious interloper had disappeared into
nothingness. But the smdl, low-hung sedan was coursing away as noisdesdy asit had earlier arrived.

Ernie rose to his kneesintime to see the shadowlike car gliding swiftly away.

Asif hypnotized, Ernie swayed, the memory of that mocking laugh dill singing his ears. But there came
then a more earthly sound to spur the gangster into action.

The gill darm of a police whidle!

Ernie sruggled to his feet. He rested a moment on the fender of the van, then, hands deep in pockets,
hetbrim pulled down, he waked off, not too hurriedly, in the opposite direction from whence had come
the warning blast.

He knew that those gorillas—lying sensdless in the street— wouldn't tak—if they wanted to take up
living again.
CHAPTER Il. RACKETEERS DISAGREE

THE Hoted Spartan was an old, third-class hogtdry that stood near the edge of the lower East Side. It
hed been many years since the place had known its pamy days. It was surrounded by low, dilapidated
buildings, and the dlevated railroad ran in front of its grimy windows.

A heavy-set man walked through the door. He noted the loungers sanding about the lobby, then started
up the rubber-treaded gtairs. Had he paused to glance through the broad window of the lobby he might
have seen a shadowy form mdt into the darkness.

At the fourth floor he stopped in front of the door of aroom and knocked softly.
"Who's there?' came a whispered voice.

"Ermie" the vidtor replied.

The door opened, and Ernie stepped insde. The door closed behind him.

A few moments later, there was a movement in the halway outside the closed door. For a brief indant,
the form of a human being came into view— then it disappeared; a shadowy figure that went back
toward the stairway that led to the ground floor.

Insde the hotel room, two men faced each other amidst a gloomy light. They formed a strange pair, in the
setting of an antiquated Stting room, with its few rickety chairs, and box couch in the corner.



"What's the matter, Ernie?" demanded the tdl, rugged man who had been in the room. "What's happened
to you?'

"Nothing, Tim!" Ermnie growled in reply. "Nothing that matters! Give me a shot! | want to talk to you!"
Tim led the way to an inner room, leaving the door open.

Thisroom was smdl. It contained a desk, two chairs, and a safe. On the desk was a typewriter. Besde it
lay apile of stationery that bore the heading: " Storage Warehouse Security Association.”

Theman cdled Ernie reached out as the other poured him a drink of liquor. He swalowed the fluid at a
angle gulp.

"St down aminute, Tim," he said.

Tim corked the bottle angrily and obeyed. He looked on in amazement while Ernie turned out the light, so
that only the dim glow from the other room remained.

Tim watched while Ernie cautioudy raised the blind of the window and peered downward into the
blackness of the dley. Then he lowered the blind and turned on the light.

"What's the lay, Ernie€?' demanded Tim.

"If you want to know," growled the vigtor, "Il tdl you! The Tim Wadron storage racket took it on the
chin tonight!"

"Yeeh?' There was menace in Wadron's tone. "Yeah? What was the matter with Ernie Shires, the guy
that has the tough gorillas?’

"Therés nothing the matter with me" retorted Shires. "But when it comes to them gorillas, they're
yours—not ming! Y ou can have the bunch of ‘em at a dime apiece, so far as I'm concerned!™

Waddron leaned back in his char. His eyebrows narrowed as he threw his cigar butt in a corner and
drew another stogie from his pocket.

For amoment, his eyes were menacing; then his voice became smooth.
"Saill it, Emie" he said.

SHIRES looked a him suspicioudy. He waked across the room and leaned againg the wadl. The
paleness had gone from his face. The hardness of his features was more pronounced.

"Before you begin," said Waldron quietly, "I'd better remind you what | told you to-night. Remember?
I've been paying you one grand a week, waiting for something where 1'd need you.

"I kept you out of the collecting end because | amdled trouble, and didn't want you mixed up too heavy
in the legit Sde of the business. Those gorillas—wel, | supplied the dough for them—but you picked
them. Don't forget that!"

"Wadl, | got abum steer, that's dl,” said Ernie sullenly. "I know this racket, Tim. It may be anew one, but
you're running it like alot of other guys. Callecting the dough from dl these two-by-four storage houses.
Méaking 'em keep their prices the same. Each one to his own territory.

"Soft, wasn't it, the way they fdl in line Until this one guy— Burton Brooks—tells you it's dl off, and
gets afew other amdl fry to do the same.



"So you frame it nice. All set to knock off one of the Brooks vans. Sug the driver and the van man.
Make them quit, and scare the rest of them. Start the dough coming in again. Smple, aint it?'

"Smple is right," replied Waddron. "And let me tdl you something, tough guy! Those van men are
unionized, and I've been chisding in on thelr outfit.

"They think a lot of ther hides, those guys, and with one reason to wak out on Brooks, they'd do it!
That's why | told you to have the gorillas dug them. Did they do it?"

"They started to, but -"

"But what?' Tim Waldron's growl was as emphétic as that of hisvistor.

"Some guy butted in and smeared the job!" replied Shires.

"How many guys?' quizzed Wadron increduloudy.

"One guy!”

"And you had your mob there?’

"Yegh! But this guy sneaked up on us. Had a gun with a sllencer. Clipped the whole mob—all but me.”
"One guy, huh!" sneered Waldron. "That sounds fidy to me—and you sound ydlow!"

ERNIE SHIRES leagped forward from the wall. Tim Wadron rose to meet him. For a few moments the
men glared a each other.

Then Shires turned suddenly and walked back across the room. Waldron, vicioudy chewing the end of
hiscigar, resumed his sedt.

"S0 you lay down on the job!" said Waldron disdanfully. "Went out to dug two guys and smash up a
van. One bird cleans you and your mob! Tough bunch of gorillas you've got!”

Shires clenched hisfigts, but made no reply.

"I'm going to tdl you what this means” said Waldron coldly. "You think it means the end of my
racket—that's what you suggested when you came in here. Well, it don't! Get that, tough guy? It means
the end of you! That'sdl!

"It's putting mein atough spot, because once a job like this flops, the suckers get cocky, and it takes a
lot of teaching to get them back where they were. Now theyll be on the lookout for trouble. They're
going to get it, just the same!

"The storage racket will be bigger then it ever was, when I'm through with them!”

"Yeeh?' responded Shires. He was chdlenging now. "Wdl, half your mob got smashed to-night. But I'm
game I'm ready, too! I'll get busy with the rest of the mob!"

"Ligen, tough guy!" said Waldron. "You said these were my gorillas. You're right! They are! Ten of
them—that you know about.

"But I've been holding out on you. I've got twenty more and they're tough! Dock wallopers, some of
them. Brooks isgoing to get it, and so are his padd Quick, too!



"I know this racket; and itll be dead if | Iet it ride ten days. Then none of them will pay!

"But they're dl going to pay! I'm giving them the works—turning my whole mob loose. One men at the
head of dl of them. How do you like thet?'

A thin, wolfish amile crept over the face of Ernie Shires. His animosgity was forgotten. He scented big jobs
ahead, with more pay if he should prove successful.

"Youregving medl of 'em, en?' he asked. "That's the suff, Tim! That's the suff! Well knock ‘em off!
And I'm out to get that guy that queered things to-night, too!"

"You think you know who heis?'

Ernie's triumphant expression faded suddenly. He glanced again toward the window. He approached Tim
Waldron and sat in achar close to the racketeer.

"Ligen, Tim"—Eri€s voice was low—"this guy was dressed dl in black. All in black—get me?"
"Mourning for somebody, | guess” came the sarcastic reply.

"All in black," repeated Shires. "And when he left—he laughed!™

"No wonder. He had plenty to laugh about!"

"I'm serious, Tim! Thisain't no joke!

"There's only one guy could fight like he did—only one guy who could laugh like that. And if he'strying to
hurt your racket, youll need dl them gorillas you're going to give me. All of 'em!”

IIWW?I
"Because | think that guy was The Shadow!"

Tim Waldron leaned back and laughed. He glanced at Ernie Shires, and when he saw his henchman's
serious expression, Tim laughed again.

"You been hearing that Suff, too?" he questioned. "A guy in black cadled The Shadow? Baoney!"
"Hesred, dl right, Tim!"

"Yegh! Red enough to frighten kids on the radio and to jump in on snow sniffers that see things hdf the
time.

"Butif he's out to muss up any rackets, he's due for a fade-out! And if he's beginning with mine, he's dl
wet! Get me?'

SHIRES nodded, only hdf convinced. Tim Wadron detected the man's lukewarm expression. He was
about to reply when a telephone buzzed beside the desk. Waldron answered it.

"All right," said the racketeer, over the phone. "Tdl him to wait exactly ten minutes. Then come up and
wak in. Undersand?"

He hung up the receiver and looked at Shires.
"BEver hear of Cliff Mardand?' he asked.



"You mean the guy that was sent up for that Brooklyn bank robbery, afew years ago?'
"Thet's the one!”

"Yeeh. I've heard of him."

"Wdl, he's out of the Big House now. He's downgtairs and he's coming up to see me.”

"Yeeh?' Shires spoke in a menacing tone as he leaned forward in his chair and folded his ams in front of
him. "What about?'

"If he's the guy | want—and | think he is'—Waldron's tones were cold and cadculaiing—"he's going to
draw one grand a week as the big gun of my gorillas™

"Which means -"
"That you're through, Y elow!

"To-night ain't the firg trouble I've had. Somebody's been trying to chisd in on my racket. Tdling the
suckersto lay off me.

"I've got the goods on thisguy Mardand. Hell be working for more than that one grand a week. Hell be
doing what | tdl him, so he can keep out of the Big House! Get me? He's the guy that | want!

"There's only one man that can keep this racket of mine going, and that's mysdf! With the right guy
waorking with me, it's going to be bigger than ever!

"Tim Wadron knows his own racket, and when he finds a guy that's ydlow, like Ernie Shires, he -"

The sentence was never completed. As Wadron leaned toward the desk, Shires suspected something in
his action.

Like a flash, Erni€'s hand came from benesth his coat. His am shot forward, and the muzze of his
automatic was buried againg Waldron's body. There were two muffled reports. The storage racketeer
sprawled forward upon the desk.

Ernie Shires laughed sullenly. He thrugt his autometic into his pocket. Then, as an afterthought, he
withdrew the weapon, wiped the handle, and dropped it on the table beside Wa dron's body.

"So you've got your gorillad™ he said, in alow, sarcagtic tone, addressing the inert form of the racketeer.
"That's why there were some new mugsin the lobby to-night!

"You're up here aone, waiting for a tough guy, Cliff Mardand, who's been spotted by your gang! Wall,
let him come! See what happens to him!"

Ernie Shires turned on his hed and left the room. Only the body of Tim Waldron remained. From the
vest-clad form, blood oozed forth and formed a crimson pool upon the Stationery that bore the title
"Storage Warehouse Security Association.”

Tim Waldron's racket—which only he could control—was now no more than a name, and even that
name was now being literdly blotted out with blood!

There was slence in the room of death. Slence that was undisturbed except for a dight raitling a the
window, which might easily have been caused by the rumbling of an elevated train at the other sSide of the

shaky old building.



The pool of blood spread over the top of the desk, while the room of deeth awaited its new arivdl.

CHAPTER Ill. A STRANGE MEETING

THE clock on the table in the outer room of Tim Waldron's little suite had ticked off ten minutes since the
departure of Ernie Shires. The door from the hdlway opened, and a man walked into the gpartment.

He closed the door carefully behind him. He turned to view his surroundings. Seeing no one, he quietly
seated himsdf and lighted a cigarette.

The appearance of this new vistor was didinctly different from that of the usud mobster who came to
Tim Wadron's headquarters.

He was nather roughly dressed nor flaghily attired. He represented neither of the extremes. He could not
have been classed as a tough gorilla nor as a smooth racketeer.

His face, too, was different from the usud gangland physognomy. His features were firm and
well-molded. His eyes were blue in color, and his hair was light. He seemed more the athlete than the

gangder.

Y e there was a threat in his square jaw, and hisimmobile expresson carried a certain forcefulness.

It had been nearly eight years since he had been identified with New Y ork's underworld. Eight years is a
long time in gangdom. Y et the name of Cliff Mardand was not forgotten!

As the minutes went by, Mardand retained his expression of immohility. He was a man who seemed
accustomed to waiting. He lighted a second cigarette in a mechanicd fashion; then a third.

When he had flicked the find cigarette into a bowl that served as an ash tray, Mardand noted the clock
on the table. He had been waiting ten minutes. He arose and glanced a the half-opened door thet led to
the inner room. He stepped over and tapped on the door. Hearing no response, he entered. He stopped
short the moment that he stepped through the doorway. Neither surprise nor confuson were registered
upon hisfirm features. Mardand merdly stood motionless as he stared at the form of Tim Waldron, with
its crazily spread arms.

Mardand's eyes were focused on that one spot in the room. He walked forward and examined the body
with the cold precision of aman to whom degth is no stranger.

He picked up the automatic thet lay on the table. He examined the weapon in a matter-of-fact manner,
then replaced it upon the table.

A low sound came from the end of the room. Mardand turned without haste.

Once more he stood mationless. In the corner of the room, a a spot where the light was obscure, stood
atdl man clad in black. He formed a strange, imposing figure, with a huge cloak over his shoulders. His
broad-brimmed hat, turned down in front, shrouded his face in shadow.

Theonly color that showed amidst this mass of black was a splotch of red, where the lining of the cloak
was folded back. The crimson hue of the lining rivaled the blood that covered the desk where Tim

Waldron's body lay.

CLIFF MARSLAND made no move. He did not even attempt to reach for the gun that lay on the desk.
He studied the man in black with a steedy glance.

For afew moments neither moved. Then Mardand camly dipped his hand into his left coat pocket. He



drew forth a cigarette, and lighted it.

A low, chuckling laugh came from the man in the corner. For the firg time, Mardand was dtartled. The
meatch dropped from hisfingers.

He suddenly regained his composure and stepped upon the lighted match.

Themanin black stepped from the corner. He extended an am and waved a black-gloved hand in the
direction of a char. Mardand sat down. He dill puffed his cigarette, but a puzzled expresson had
appeared upon hisface.

The puzzZlement was mingled with awe. He began to fed uneasy. He could see no face beneath that
broad-brimmed hat—only the glint of two eyes that seemed to fathom everything.

"You are Cliff Mardand,” spoke a whispered voice.

Mardand nodded.

"Why did you come here?" asked the man in black.

Mardand pointed his thumb toward the body of Tim Waldron.
"Toseehim," he said tersdly.

"For what purpose?’ came the question.

Mardand shrugged his shoulders.

A low laugh came from benegth the broad-brimmed hat. Even to Mardand, the laugh was chilling. He
shifted uneasily and stared narrowly a hisinquisitor.

"Cliff Mardand!" said the whispered voice. "That was not your name - fourteen years ago—when you
were oversess -"

Mardand stared increduloudy as the voice trailed away. He moved dightly in his chair, seeking to gain a
new angle from which to view the man in black. He was unsuccessful.

"Perhgps” sad the voice, "you remember the village of Esternay, in the Spring of '18 or, perhaps, tha
trip to Monte Carlo, three weeks after the Armigtice? Do you recdl Blanton, the Frenchman -"

Mardand hdf rose from his chair, his hands gripping the arms, his face suddenly tense, his body rigid with
suppressed excitemen.

"Who are you?' he demanded hoarsdy. "Who are you?'

A low, whispered laugh was the only response. Its shilant sound seemed to come from the wadls, from
the floor, from the calling—as if the room itsdf were taunting the ligener. Mardand sank back in his
chair.

"Like yoursdf,” came the low voice, "I am a man whose name has been forgotten. We shdl speak no
more of years gone by. You are now Clifford Mardand. | am"—the voice hdted impressvdy—"The
Shadow!”

"The Shadow!" echoed Mardand.



"Yed You have never met meinmy present guise. For | began my new career while you werein -"
"Sng Sing," supplied Mardand.

"InSing Sing," said The Shadow. "There—for a robbery you did not commit!"

CLIFF MARSLAND raised his head in sudden surprise.

"How do you know that?' he questioned. "I made no defense. | never denied it—I never -"
Thelow voice of The Shadow interrupted him.

"Thefact that | know is sufficient,” camein his even tones. "Nor isthat l | know.

"There was another crime a greater one—a murder—which has aso been atributed to you. Not by the
palice, for they do not know; but by the underworld, whose secrets belong to The Shadow!”

Mardand nodded, 4ill staring at the man in black.

"You came here" said The Shadow, "because you were summoned. Tim Waldron knew your secret. He
used it as athreat over your head. He believed you to be a murderer as well as a convicted robber.

"He did not know what | know—that you bore one crime for the sake of another man; that you would
aso accept the other if it should be blamed upon you!™

The man in the chair moved restlesdy. These reveaions were uncanny. He stared at the men in black;
then gazed toward the figure sprawled upon the desk. It became histurn to question.

"You did—that?' he asked, pointing toward Waldron.

"No," replied The Shadow. "It was intended for you! It was the irony of fate, Clifford Mardand, that
another crime should be planned so that it might be laid to you.

"Once again, you are a murderer—by proxy!"
Mardand gazed hopeesdy at the form of Waldron.

"You came heré'—the voice of The Shadow seemed far away to the lisener —"reconciled to a life of
crime. You were ready to do Wadron's bidding—to cast in your lot with criminds, for you had been
branded as one.

"You are bitter because of the past. You are willing to accept any future, if it brings you gain. So | offer
you—a future!”

"Like the one Wadron had for me?'
"No! Not for the cause of crime"
"For the cause of judtice, then?' Mardand laughed bitterly. "For justice? | would prefer crime”

"For nather crime nor justicel” came the low voice. "Y our future liesin the cause of The Shadow! To do
my bidding will be your one task. Do you accept?"

A drange light gleamed in Clifford Mardand's eyes as he turned his gaze upon the man in black. The
room and its surroundings seemed unred.



Beside him, the body of a murdered man; before him, a myderious figure that possessed amazing
knowledge.

It captured hisimagination. Clifford Mardand could make but one reply.
"l accept!" he said.

"You promise ful obedience?’

"I promise full obedience!"

"With no conditions?'

"With no conditiond™

THERE was slence while the import of his words impressed themselves on Clifford Mardand's brain. He
redized now the strangeness of his pogtion.

He had become a figure in gangdom, due to his incarceration in Sing Sing for a daring robbery which had
been attributed to him. He was beieved to be a murderer. He was known in the underworld. He had
come here tonight in answer to a summons.

A sudden light dawned upon him. When he left, his reputation would be even greater! Even as the
thought occurred to Cliff Mardand, The Shadow spoke.

"A man lies murdered in this room,” came the sniger tones of the being in black. "He was a notorious
racketeer—a man with few friends, but with a wide reputation for his deeds.

"Thekiller of Tim Wadron will gain great fame in the underworld. But only two men—besides the killer
himsdf—uwill know the identity of the murderer! You are one; | am the other!

"To the underworld, the dayer of Tim Wadron will be Cliff Mardand—the only person who is supposed
to have vigted this room to-night. We dhdl let that rumor spread.

"But ligen closdly, Clifford Mardand, while | speak the name of the red murdere—Ernie Shiresl When
he killed Waldron, he planned your degath, for he knew that you were coming here, and that the crime
would be lad to you.

"Remember the name of Ernie Shires When the time comes, you will have your turn. You will lay open
the path that will lead to the doom of Ernie Shired”

Cliff Mardand's lips tightened grimly. He understood The Shadow's meening. This was Mardand's own
ideaof retribution—it had been molded in him years before, when he had battled oversess; it had been
hardened by the years of imprisonment that he had undergone.

"It is not your task to kill," continued The Shadow. "That will reman for others. It is your task to
wait—and to obey.

"When you leave here, double back to the street above the hotdl. You will see a sedan awaiting you, a
the entrance of the firg dley. Enter it and go where you are instructed. Y ou will have work to do.

"But now our time is short. Ernie Shires left this place unmolested because his presence was unknown.
Your caseisdifferent. You have been watched from the moment you entered this hotel.

"Outside, in the hdlway, men are waiting—the same men who observed you in the lobby. Fight your way



through them! Go down the dtairs beside the elevator. Escape by the street. Are you ready?’
Mardand grinned grimly. He nodded, tense with anticipation of the adventure that lay ahead.
"Fick up that gun!" ordered The Shadow, pointing to the table.

Mardand obeyed.

"Remember"—The Shadow's voice was a hissng tone—"you are an escaping killer! Five seconds more,
and you have no other choice! Wait there—by the doorway to the outer room.”

A black-gloved hand came from beneath the crimsonHined cloak. An automatic appeared in The
Shadow's hand.

With his revolver amed through an opening beside the window shade, the man in black fired two quick
shots. Then, with a sweeping motion, he swung across the room and extinguished the light.

CLIFF MARSLAND understood. The two shots were for the bendfit of the watchers in the halway.
They were the reports that would be considered as the shots that had killed Tim Waldron.

Even as these thoughts flashed through Mardand's keen brain, the door of the outer room was flung
open, and three men dashed into the agpartment. Quick as aflash, Mardand ducked behind the door and
swvung his arm toward the onrushing avengers.

Two shots rang from his automatic. One of the men dropped. The second swung by the fdling body. A
ferret-eyed gunman spotted Mardand, crouching. With a cry of vengeance, the gangster amed his
automatic. Mardand saw the danger an ingant too late.

Then, while Cliff remained a perfect target for the gunman's am, two shots came from the darkness of the
inner room.

The Shadow, ever watchful, had met the need! Mardand's enemy fdl.

Thethird man was a the doorway. Cliff legped upon him as he entered the darkness. A quick swing of
the arm that held the automatic, and the third of Waldron's gorillas fell.

Cliff looked quickly over his shoulder, seeking The Shadow. The man in black had completdy
disappeared. Only the light-colored window shade was rudling in the darkness.

Where was The Shadow?
Thiswas no time to wonder. Cliff renmembered his ingtructions.

He dashed across the outer room. As he reached the door, he indinctively stopped. He was judt in time.
The muzze of an automdic threatened as a fourth gunmen legped from cover. Shots rang out
smultaneoudy.

Cliff staggered in pain as he received a bullet in his shoulder. But his own fire had not missed its mark.
The other man was down.

Cliff pulled the light switch in the outer room and swung his body againgt the wall. It was a wise move, for
afifth men had just appeared in the hdlway.

The crippled men in the inner room were firing now shoating blindly in the darkness, toward the open
door of the outer room. The newcomer was not visble to them. He leaped through the outer doorway



blindly, and fdl aviciim to the gunfire of his comrades.
Crouching low, Cliff sprang across the body and dashed toward the Sairs.

All was wdl until he arrived in the lobby. There he staggered as the lighted place seemed to whirl. He
saw men there; he did not wait to decide whether they were gunmen or merdy guests of the hotel. He
fired two shots and saw the men scurry, like rats, for cover.

He dashed for the door, firing another shot as he went. Answering reports came from the desk behind
him. The clerk tried to stop hisflight; but the shots went wide.

FOR an indant, Cliff staggered as he reached the street. He was momentarily confused, not knowing
which way to turn. Then the coadl ar revived him.

He turned pardld with the elevated line, and dashed dong the sdewak. A man rushed in to block his
path, but cringed and dropped away as Cliff svung his automatic. Shots came from the front of the hotd,
while the corner was dill yards away.

Cliff nearly dipped as he caught a thick lamp-post and turned to fire his remaining bullets a his pursuers.
He saw the men legp wildly for cover. Then he began alast dash for hisgod.

The pursuers made one lagt attempt at long-range, as Cliff reached the corner. A bullet ricocheted from
the Sdewak and struck himin the leg.

He sumbled and fdl; then crawled quickly beyond the corner and pulled himsdf to his feet, dutching the
sde of abuilding with hisright hand.

He saw the car ahead of him, waiting by the entrance to the dley. He sumbled onward, wondering if he
could reach it. His feet seemed incapable of action. He dipped and plunged forward, dutching againg the
wal of the building beside him.

Some one caught him as he fdl.

To Cliff's excited mind, it seemed as though a mass of darkness had come to life. Then powerful ams
virtudly lifted him the last few yards, and he was thrust through the open door of the car.

He knew then The Shadow had saved him. Somehow he understood it dl - the strange disappearance
and the rugtling of the window shade in Tim Waldron's room.

The Shadow had come and gone up and down the wal on the outsde of the building! Above the black
dley, he had crawled, a humen fly, dong the surface of projecting bricks!

When he had fired the shots that downed the menacing gangdter, he had left the room by his own
exit—through the window—to await Cliff's arrivd a the sedan!

Thoughts turned to confusion in Clifford Mardand's mind. He knew that the car was moving, pulling
away from the curb, traveding faster now. There were shots somewhere behind—far behind. The
pursuers were being outdistanced.

Cliff's leg pained him. His shoulder was helpless. He was weak and fainting. The episodes that had just
passed were becoming hazy.

Cliff's head dropped backward. It bumped above the cushion of the rear seat. He opened his eyes and
fancied that he saw a black form looming above him, with two shining spots that glowed like the piercing



eyes of The Shadow.

Then his own eyes closed, and he lgpsed into unconsciousness.

CHAPTER IV. "KILLER" DURGAN

IT was the next evening when Ernie Shires entered the lobby of Larchmont Court, one of Manhattan's
newest hotd gpartments. The tough-faced gangster was gaudily dressed for the occasion.

He looked about him with an gpproving grin as he mentdly contrasted the degant surroundings of this
goartment with the decadent lobby of the Hotel Spartan. He whistled softly to himsdf as he entered a
smooth-running elevator and cdled for the twenty-firgt floor.

"Whew!" murmured Ernie, as the devator sped upward. "This is some joint! This guy Durgan mug be a
big shot. Tim Wadron couldn't touch thid"

The devator stopped, and Shires stepped into a thickly carpeted hadlway. He looked in both directions;
then, nating the numbers on the doors, he walked to the right and stopped at the entrance to a slite in the
corner. He knocked, and was admitted.

Agan, Ernie Shires was amazed by his surroundings. He stood in a lavishly furnished room. He seemed
to fed the thickness of the rug that was benegath his feet.

The walls were hung with expensive tapedtries. Chairs and tables, carved of heavy mahogany, bespoke
luxury.

Ernie's eyes wandered across the room, and he gazed with keen interest toward a divan upon which a
beautiful girl reclined. She was dttired in a varicolored dress that formed the one bright spot in the
softly-lighted room. The girl had blond hair, and she gazed at Ernie with languishing eyes.

Then, as the gangdter continued to stare toward her, the girl turned her eyes toward the cdling, and
rased a cigarette to her lips. She seemed indifferent to his presence as she blew a puff of smoke.

Ernie suddenly came to his senses. He knew the reason for the blond's action. Men of the underworld
are jedous of thar women. Ernie was here on business. It was not wise for her to attract his attention.

Ernie Shires redized his migtake and immediady rectified it. He turned toward the other sde of the
room, where two men were seated, both looking steadily in his direction.

One of these men was quiet-looking and solemn-faced. He was obvioudy a vigtor. It was the other man
who commanded Erni€'s interest. He needed no introduction.

Ernie recognized him as "Killer™ Durgan, racketeer de luxel

No individud could have been more out of place in those surroundings than Killer Durgan. He was a man
with a crud, leering face, that betrayed a merciless, animd nature.

MANY amobsman had quailed before the snarling face of Killer Durgan, but Ernie Shires did not follow
their example. Instead, he returned the man's evil leer with agrin.

Killer Durgan was a man to his liking. In him, Shires recognized his own traits. He had heard that Killer
Durgan was a man who would stop at nothing. Now, he was sure of it.

Durgan nodded dowly as he surveyed Ernie Shires. Evidently, he, too, was wdl pleased. The hard-faced
gangster who stood before hm was medting with his approval, and even as he nodded in satisfaction,



Durgan curled hislips mdicioudy.

"Y ou're Shires?' he questioned, in araspy voice.

"Yeeh," replied Ernie.

"St down."

Durgan turned to the man beside him. "All right, Mike" he said. "Run dong. Cdl me to-morrow."

The solemn-faced man nodded. He arose and left the room, walking past Ernie Shires without glancing at
him.

Durgan turned toward the corner where the blond gifl was staring upward a a cloud of cigarette smoke.
"Best it, Madge," ordered Durgan.
Thegirl arose and walked across the room. She opened a door and went into another room of the suite.

She did not look a Ernie Shires as she léft. Killer Durgan's minions acted like human automatons when
they received his orders.

Ernie Shires grinned again, in admiration of the man.

"What's the lay?" Durgan demanded suddenly.

Shires shrugged his shoulders.

"I was working for Tim Waldron," he said. "He was blotted out lagt night. That's dl."

Killer Durgan haf-closed his eydids as he stared a Shires. He raised hislower lip in an ugly manner.
"What did you do for Wadron?' he questioned.

"Managed his gorillas" returned Shires.

"Who knocked him off?'

"A guy named Cliff Mardand.”

"What are you doing about it?'

"M€?' Ernie Shires shrugged his shoulders. "What should | do about it? | wasn't Wadron's bodyguard.”
"You were in the money, weren't you?'

"Sure. | was getting mine out of Waldron's racket. One grand a week to keep the gorillas working. But
why should | worry? | an't eeting snowbadls. I'm along way from being broke!"

Killer Durgan pondered. He continued to study his vistor.

He knew wedl why Shires had come to see him. If he had not understood the purpose of the gangster's
vist, he would not have granted him admittance. Shires was after a job with Durgan; and Durgan wanted
to find out afew things about the gangster's previous connection with the defunct Tim Waldron. He had
learned one fact dready; that Shires had been working for Wadron on a grictly busness arrangement.
That pleased Durgan.



There were reasons why he did not want a man who was nurang a vengeance. He was not anxious to
embroil himsdf in afeud on account of Tim Wadron's death. Still, he wanted to know more.

"Why did Mardand knock off Wadron?' he questioned.

"Dont ask me" responded Shires.

"Was he trying to musclein on Wadron's racket?'

"Nope. Wddron had that racket by the ears. He was the big noise, and he was making a go of it."
"Maybe thisguy Mardand thinks he can take it over?"

"Madand?" Shires was contemptuous. "Him? He just came out of the Big House. All he did lagt night
was queer the racket for good. Y ou've seen the newspapers, aint you?'

Killer Durgan shook his head. His action was a dlent lie He had read dl about the death of Tim
Waddron, but he wanted to hear the verdon Shires had to offer.

Ernie Shires leaned forward as he spoke: "Wadron was running a storage-warehouse racket. The
suckers began to squawk. Told the coppers and dl that, but Waldron had things fixed wel enough so

they didn't try to hang anything on him.

"But lagt night, Cliff Mardand comes dong and bumps him off. That wouldve been dl right, maybe, but
Waldron had a bunch of gorillas checking up on Mardand. They wasin the hdlway outsde of Waldron's
rooms, when the shots was fired.

"They tried to give Mardand the works. Instead, he cleans 'em and makes a get-away. There was just
one guy in that gang that was ared pd of Wadron's. That was Hymie Bergerman.

"He comesin just as one of his own gang pulls a gat and tries to plug Mardand. Hymie gets the lead by
accident. His own guy knocks him off. That made a mess of things

"There was so much shooting going on around the Spartan Hote that the coppers had to come in.
Everything was haywire, with Tim and Hymie out of the picture.

"The coppers find everything up in Tim's room—papers, accounts and al tha—showing that he was the
big guy in the storage racket.

"Some smart dick gets alot of dope on the Stuation. He spills the whole lay, and dl the tabs have been
mooching around. Now it'sdl over the front pages, and the whole racket has gone blooey!"

"Blooey, en?' Killer Durgan laughed. "That guy Wadron had alot to learn! Thought he was a big shot!
"The way he was running that racket, he mugt have thought Santa Claus was in with hm! Go on!"
"That'sdl thereistoit!"

"That's dl, en? Where did you come in? | thought you said something about handling jobs for Waldron!"

Ernie Shires licked his lips thoughtfully. He suspected that Killer Durgan knew more then he had
pretended.

Durgan was a big racketeer. It was probable tha his ignorance was feigned. Shires wondered if Durgan
hed heard of the fiasco in which he had figured. He decided to sound him out.



"I pulled alot of jobs for Waldron," he said. "I was doing one last night —about the time when Waldron
was bumped off."

"Yeeh?' Durgan seemed inquidtive. "Tdl me about it!"

"There was 9x of us" explained Shires. "Hdd up a van beonging to a storage guy named Brooks. We
was there to dug the driver and smash up the Suff.”

"Did you do it?" There was a sharpnessin Durgan's question.

"Wel—no," admitted Shires. "There was a car dogging the van. A guy pumped us with a rod that had a
dlencer on it. We plugged back at him; then we had to beet it."

"You had to best it!" retorted Durgan contemptuoudy. "Y ou—not the gorillas you had with you! | read
part of the newspapers, anyway.

"Those guys were nabbed by the coppers. Tha helped to put the skids under Waldron's racket. That
was the beginning." Durgen laughed.

"Thet was the beginning,” he repeated, "and you have the nerve to come around here and want me to
take you on! One grand a week, you were getting? No wonder Tim Waldron went blooey!"

A LESS hardened mobster than Ernie Shires would have quailed beneath Killer Durgan's contempt. But
Shires was no ordinary gangder.

"One grand aweek!" said Shires dowly. "That's whet | was getting from Waldron—and I'm worth that to
you, Durgan! Get me? Y ou want to know why? I'll tdl you!"

He waited a fewv moments for Durgan to wonder at his words; then:

"You think | fdl down on the job lagt nignt," he said. "That's what they dl think—athough they don't
know who | was. The coppers don't know that one guy—that's me—got away.

"Therés been no squeds from the gorillas. There aint nobody that knows who was there—that is,
nobody that's going to tak. | just told you, because I've got something ese to say.

"I know who queered that job. And it wasn't the cops or anybody connected with the cops! It was some
one dseand | know who!"

Killer Durgan looked sharply at him, the cold sneer lurking at his mouth corners. But his eyes gleamed
with interest.

"All right, wise guy. Who was it? Some bird that had it in for Wadron?"

Shires flipped a cigarette from a pack and lighted it before answvering. "Sure, a guy tha had it in for
Waldron! And maybe the guy put it up to Mardand to get Wadron. A guy who hasit in for you, too!
And maybe hell get you, the same way.

"Hes gat it in for you and every bird running a racket in this town! And I'm the baby that knows the lay!
Get me?'

Shires let the smoke dribble from his nodtrils. "A grand a week, Durgan,” he suggested softly. "Is it worth
it to you—to keep on living?'

Killer Durgan became thoughtful. He had a crafty, cunning brain. His contempt was feigned; his sneers



only pretense. He had a sense of perception that Tim Waldron had lacked.

He was Szing up Ernie Shires, reading him as one reads a book. He knew that Shires was quick-witted
and as observant as himsdf. And he wanted to know what Shires knew.

"One grand a week," Durgan repeated dowly. "Wdl, you might be worth it a that, working for me. If
you spill what you know!"

Ernie Shires grinned. He had a revelaion to make, and he was sure he had built up Durgan's interest.

"You want the name of the guy who busted up Waldron's racket?' he asked. "You want to be sure that
he's big enough to give you trouble, too? That he's one hdl of a Sght more dangerous than the cops? Is
that it?"

Durgan nodded dowly. "And your job is to fix hm so he won't make trouble —unless it's trouble to the
morgue keeper. I'll back you with plenty dough, with anything from pea-shooters to pinegpples. If you
need red gorillas—not cripples like Wadron had—I've got them, too!"

"Il need 'em dl right," retorted Shires. "I'll need 'em because | know who were up againg! But even he
can be handled, and I'm the guy who can do it. Probably the only guy in this burg who has the brains and
the gutts to run the scheme through.

"Say, Durgan, itll be worth more than a grand a week when | bring this guy to you—harmless as a dead
toad!" Shires laughed. "Why, from now on hislifeisn't worth a Mex nickd—if I'm hdping you!"

Durgan nodded, then jerked erect, sartled a Shiress next words.

"Because the guy that's making dl the trouble is'—Ermie Shires paused impressvely before he added the
name—"The Shadow!"

SHIRES stared at Durgan closdy. For a moment he anticipated that his statement would be received
with the same contempt that Tim Waldron had exhibited.

But when Shires had figured Durgan as a men of cunning, he had not missed his mark. The evil-faced
racketeer was sober.

"The Shadow!" he repeated.

Ermie Shires nodded.

"You're sure of it?" questioned Durgan serioudly.
"Pogtivel"

Killer Durgan arose and walked back and forth across the room. He seemed indifferent to Erni€s
presence. His hand brushed againg a dainty liquor glass that was on atable.

Thefragile goblet broke when it struck the floor, despite the thickness of the rug. Durgan stepped upon
the pieces and ground them savagdly beneath his foot. Then he glared toward Shires.

"You know why they cdl meKiller?' he demanded.
"I've heard,” replied Shires.
"All right! 1 get them when | go after them! But | quit usng the rod when | got into this racket. The



pickings are too soft.
"Look & thisjoint.” He swept his hand about the room. "Does this look like Tim Waldron's place?!
“No!"

"You'reright it don't! A dozen Tim Waldrons couldn't raise the dough to keep up a joint like thid Bt it's
gmd| change for me.

"The mall wants it this way—that's why I've got it—and it only costs me my pickle money!

"Do you think I'm a sap like Tim Waldron? Do you think a bunch of dicks could mooch around here and
find anything? There ain't no lesksin my racket!

"Youve heard of the Public Garage Owners Association. Well, I'm it! They dl pay in the dough. You
know it—but try to prove it. Why? Because I'm a garage owner mysdf!

"Garages? |'ve got three of them! | pay big dough to my own collector! I'm in the garage businessl What
do you think of that?'

Ernie Shires grinned admiringly.

"But I'm not taking chances!" continued Durgan. "No chances! I'm not Killer Durgan, right now. I'm
Francis J. Durgan, head of the New Era Garage Corporation. My dough comes from a legitimate
business—so they think.

"Remember that guy that was in here? Mike Wharton? He manages a garage for me! He's no racketeer!"

Durgan sat down and stared at Shires. The racketeer's face had logt its leer. It was grimly serious.

"Coppers—paliticians'—Durgan was spesking dowly—"they're dl mine I'm not afraid of any guy tha
packs arod! If any one tries to musclein on my racket, hell find out why they cdled me Killer Durgan!

"But there's one guy—only one—that's different from the rest. | know, because I've seen wha he can
do. That's The Shadow!

"Therésalot of guysin gtir, because of his doings. They know who he is up a the Big House—but they
dont talk about him. Thereé's alot of smart guys that are Sx feet under, right now, because they crossed
The Shadow.

"Maybe | was lucky because | never mixed it with him. Maybe he was lucky. But | was playing a lone
game then. Now it's different. Let him try his suff with me! I'll be ready for him!

"You're right, Shires. If The Shadow put the skids under one racket, hell try it with another! But it's a
new game for him!"

THE seriousness of Killer Durgan's tone startled Ernie Shires. The gangster sat motionless in his chair as
he ligened to Durgan's words.

He began to redize that The Shadow would prove to be a formidable foe. The recallections of the
previous night—the gghing of the slenced gun—the black fighter in the dark—the mocking laugh that
echoed from the sidewalks— dl came back in vivid redlity.

Despite the cddlm demeanor of his hardened face, Ernie Shires was uneasy!



"There's one place where trouble will begin"—Durgan was spesking thoughtfully—"and that's in the
Bronx, where we're lining them up right now! That's where The Shadow will hit—if he tries to crack my
racket!

"That's where you're going to be, Erniel Get up there to-night and lay low. Cal me to-morrow at noon.
Il tell you what to do!"

He looked at Shires, 4ill serioudy. Then hiswolfish leer reappeared.
Killer Durgan was again the evil-faced racketeer, whose countenance suited his bloody reputation.

"You're working for me, Ernie Shired" he snarled. "That means you do what you're told! Understand?
One grand a week—it's yourd That means my work—all the time!

"Stay away from here when | don't want you around—and come here when | want you'—he rose and
stood in front of his vistor, a threetening look upon his face—"here, and remember this lay off my mall! |
saw you looking a her to-night. That's dl right. She's good to look at. But no more! Get me? If any guy
gets funny with that mall of mine, it's curtains for that guy! Understand?!

Ernie Shires nodded knowingly. He knew the ways of the underworld. Stll, Durgan's warning did not
worry him. With a thousand dollars a week, he could find plenty of women without concerning himsdlf
over Killer Durgan's blonde. Durgan would find that out in due time. Shires kept his thoughts to himsdlf.

"That'sdl," concluded Durgan. "Get going!"

Ermie Shires |eft the apartment. After he had gone, Killer Durgan stood in the center of his luxurious
abode, thinking.

At length he laughed, and his face appeared mongrous in the soft light of the beautiful room which
harbored its bestid magter.

"The Shadow!" muttered Killer Durgan. "The Shadow! After the rackets, en? Let hm come! Hell find
out why they cdl meKiller Durgan!”

CHAPTER V. MARSLAND MAKES AN ACQUAINTANCE

CLIFF MARSLAND st in the lobby of Larchmont Court, watching the people who entered and eft.
His vantage point was a comfortable chair in a corner of the lobby.

Although he was nat far from the clerk’s desk, his place was wdl chosen. He was inconspicuous, yet he
could observe every one who went by.

Cliff had spent a great ded of timein that chair, yet he was not bored with waiting. A man who had just
completed atermin Sing Sing was not the one to object to such comfortable surroundings. Patience had
become an acquired virtue with Cliff Mardand.

As he lighted a cigarette, Cliff shifted his pogtion dightly. A twinge in his shoulder made him wince. It
was a reminder of that night when he had fought his way from the Hotel Spartan—that night when he had
met The Shadow.

A week had passed since then, and Cliff's wound was nearly healed. Occasiondly it bothered him, as it
hed just done, and the pain was a cause for reflection.

Cliff could not recall exactly what had happened after he had made his dash for safety.



He remembered that some one in black—The Shadow, of course—had caught him as he was about to
fdl. He recaled the moving sedan and the distant shots of the pursuers. After that, dl had been blackness
until the next day.

He had been very weak when he had awakened, to find himsdf in what seemed to be a hospital room,
with a nursein attendance. A doctor had comein later, to examine his wounds. The physcian had smiled

encouragingly.

Cliff had remained there one night and another day. Then, on the second evening, he had received
indructions. They had come in a letter which the nurse had delivered to him.

The letter was written in ink. After Cliff had perused its contents, the writing had disappeared. The note
hed ingtructed him to leave the house where he was staying.

He had done so, the nurse leeding him down a dark flight of gtairs, to a driveway. There, an automobile
was walting, manned by a chauffeur.

A long trip had followed. The car had siwung aong on country roads; it had skirted severd towns; findly
it had reached a broad highway.

There, it had eventudly found its way into the Holland Tunnd— the first spot that Cliff had recognized,
even though he had never gone through the vehicular tube before. He knew that he had been located
somewhere in New Jersey, an hour's ride from New Y ork. That was dll.

The car had taken him to Larchmont Court. There the driver had driven away.

AT the desk, dliff had given his name as Clinton Martin—a name which had been mentioned in the |etter.
He had been ushered to a amdl suite reserved for him.

There he had found articles of apparel and everything ese that he might need, induding a well-stocked
wallet and a check book on a prominent Manhattan bank.

He had filled out a card and mailed his Sgnature to the bank, usng the name Clinton Martin. Evidently he
could draw on whatever funds he might need.

He had spent the next few days in idle recuperation; and this one chair had been his chief place. It had
been designated in another letter—written in that same disappearing ink.

The letter had contained new ingructions, and with it was a code of dots and dashes, which Cliff had
memorized, and then destroyed. It was to be used later on, the letter said.

His present work was very smple. He was to watch every one who approached the desk and inquired
for a certain suite on the twenty-first floor—the suite occupied by a man named Francis J. Durgan.

In this, Cliff had been successful. He had formed a casua acquaintance with the night clerk, and the
fdlow had proved to be loquacious. He had aspirations of becoming a house detective, and he liked to
mention namesin an undertone whenever Cliff approached the desk.

Cliff had observed Durgan on severd occasions. He had dso spotted for future reference two or three
other men—one of them being Mike Wharton, Durgan's confidentid aid. But so far, Cliff had seen no
one who answered to the description of Ernie Shires.

Cliff amiled at the thought of Shires. Cliff was watching for the actud dayer of Tim Wadron while he,
Cliff Mardand, was reputed to be the murderer by the underworld!



Only The Shadow knew why Cliff had gone to Sng Sing. The name of Cliff Mardand was fdsdy
herdded in gangdom. He redized that he had become a talked of personage in the bad lands of New
York; yet a the same time he remained a mystery. For he was virtudly unknown, and no one had shown
any dgns of recognizing him during his residence a Larchmont Court.

Two of the gangsters who had spotted him at the Hotel Spartan were dead as a result of the gun fight.
The others were in the tails of the law.

None had known Cliff Mardand prior to his career in Sng Sing. He had appeared from nowhere, had
defied the police after a bold bank robbery, and had gone to prison, a self-confessed crimind.

So here he was, this evening, dlently observant and virtudly free from recognition, unless some freak of
fate should reved hisidentity.

Cliff glanced a the clock above the desk. It was not yet eight. Durgan had gone out in the afternoon, and
hed not returned. Probably no vistors would arrive for some time to come,

Cliff yawned and settled back in his chair. A moment later, he became dert.

A woman had entered the lobby, and had walked to the desk. Cliff had seen her before. He knew her
name. Madge Benton—Killer Durgan's mall. The clerk had pointed the girl out to Cliff three days ago.
Since then, he had seen her often.

CLIFF'S eyes were keen as he watched the girl, speaking to the room clerk. She was attractive, despite
her freakish mode of dress. Too many sparkling rings. Too much make-up. Her blond hair, dthough
effective in appearance, indicated peroxide treatments.

Cliff mentally compared the gil with others whom he remembered from years ago; and the others
profited by the comparison— particularly one.

Cliff's reverie stopped as he redized that the girfl was watching him from the corner of her eye. This was
not the firgt time that it had happened.

Durgan and other men in the lobby had paid no atention to the motionless man in the corner; they had
goparently not known that they were being observed. But the girl had noticed it on each occasion.

Now, she turned to look back a the door. Her gaze met Cliff's. The girl amiled. Cliff's lips moved
dightly.

The girl turned to the clerk and purchased some postage stamps. She walked ddiberately toward Cliff
and sat a awriting table only afew feet away.

She produced three envel opes from her bag, applied the sslamps, and began to write the addresses. Both
Cliff and the girl were out of range of the clerk’s view. The lobby was virtudly deserted.

One envelope dropped from the table. It fdl close beside Cliff. He saw it, but made no motion. The girl
completed her writing. She looked for the missng envelope.

Cliff amiled as he watched her without turning his head in her direction. The gil was looking everywhere
except toward the spot where the envelope had fdlen. An expresson of vexaion appeared upon her
face.

Cliff reached down and picked up the envelope. Riang, he stepped to the desk and laid the envelope
before the girl.



"Thank you," she said quickly. "Thank you—so much.”

She was looking graight into Cliff's face, and her blue eyes sparkled. Cliff returned her gaze; then he
made a mation as though about to turn away. The gifl spoke again.

"That was a very important letter,” she said. "l wouldn't have logt it— for anything! | want to thank you
agan!"

Her voice was gppeding. Cliff amiled.
"I'm glad that | found it for you," he said. "I'm only sorry that | couldn't have been of greater service -"

Thegirl laughed softly. Cliff was standing beside the desk. Her hand crept over and pressed againg his
am.

"I've seen you before, haven't 17" the gifl questioned.
"Probably,” replied Cliff. "l live here.

"So do I," was the reply. "l see a lot of people here—people that 1'd like to tak to—like you, for
indance—gitting around dl day, with nothing to do.

"Right now"—with her right hand ill on Cliff's arm, the gifl glanced a a watch on her left wris—"I've
got nothing to do for another hour. Guess I'll go out for dinner. It's pretty late, but | haven't eaten yet."

"Dinner isa good ides," suggested Cliff. " Suppose we go together?"

Thegirl nodded eagerly. Her hand pressed Cliff's arm. She leaned back in the chair and glanced into the
lobby to make sure that they were not observed.

"Meet me outsde" she said in a low voice. "Hve minutes from now - around the corner—by the cab
gand! All right?*

"All right,”" agreed Cliff.

THE girl €eft the lobby. Cliff resumed his accustomed chair. He lighted a cigarette and watched the clock.
When the five minutes had elapsed, he picked up his hat, which lay on the floor beside him, and walked
out into the street.

He found the girl awaiting him, away from the lighted front of the hotel. There was a cab by the curb.
"Downtown?" questioned Cliff.

Thegirl nodded. Cliff helped her in the cab. The girl leaned through the partition and gave the name of a
restaurant on Forty-third Street.

"Youll like the place," she said to Cliff. "We won't meet anybody that | know. They don't go there.”
Agan the girl's hand pressed Cliff's arm. Then her voice assumed awarning tone.

"I like you, big boy," she said. "l want to tip you off before it'stoo late. Y ou're taking a chance when you
go out with me. | thought | ought to tdl you.

"I'm Madge Benton—and I'm Durgan's girl! Do you know who Durgan is?"

Cliff spoke as he was opening a pack of cigarettes. He offered one to the girl as he replied.



"You mean Killer Durgan?' he said, in an indifferent tone.

"Yes" answered Madge, as she took a cigarette. "But he's Francis J. now— they don't cdl him
Kille—but -"

She stopped and looked a Cliff. He detected a quizzicd expression in her eyes as they passed by a
Street light.

"You mean he's a dangerous sort of fdlow," sad Cliff. "Is that the idea?'

"Yes" sad the girl. "He's a brute! The only men that | know are like him, and he's the worst of the
lot"—there was hitternessin her voice—"s0 I'm putting you wise. If he knew | was out with you— well,
hed try to bump you off, that's dl!"

"Hemight try," said Cliff quietly.

"You don't know Durgan,” said Madge warningly. "I know lots of gunmen. They're the only men | do
know. | like them. They're on the levd. But they're toughest when it comes to ther molls

"I shouldn't be here with you to-night. But I'm sick of Durgan. | liked you the firg time | saw you, big
boy"—there was an apped in her voice that made Cliff redize the admiration she hdd for him— "and |
just had to make friends with you. It's because | like you that I'm putting you wise'—her hand pressed
more tightly againg Cliff's arm—"and | won't think bad of you if you give me the gate now and for dl.
That'show | fed!"

THE tone of the girl's voice convinced Cliff of what he had suspected dl dong; tha Madge had been
waiting the one opportunity to make his acquaintance.

Cliff had known many women. Although there was one who stood out in his memory, he remembered
the others. He had never found it difficult to win a woman's love; and when a girl talked as Madge was
taking, he knew that she would never betray anything that he might say.

He fdt that fortune had smiled upon him. Through Madge, he could learn of Killer Durgan. He decided to
win her confidence,

"So you like ganggters” he said quietly.

"Yes" responded Madge. "They're regular guys. But don't ever have a run-in with one like Durgan -"
"Do you know aman named Cliff Mardand?' interrupted Cliff.

"The guy they say bumped off Tim Wadron?' questioned Madge, in an awed tone.

"Yes"

"No. | don't know him."

"You do now!"

A gasp came from the darkness beside Cliff. It was severa seconds before the meaning of his words had
impressed the girl.

"You don't mean"—her voice was breathless—"you don't mean that you are -"

"l am Cliff Mardand!"



"Say"—Madge's tone was filled with admiration and approva— "you're some guy, big boy! Gee! | never
thought that you were Cliff Mardand!

"They're dl taking about you—they figure you're a big shot— the way you busted up that flock of
gorillas. Durgan never pulled a sunt like that. They've been wondering where you were and here it was
you, right in our hotel!"

"My offidd name" said Cliff quidly, "is Clinton Martin. Remember that. As for your friend, Killer
Durgan"—there was sarcasm in his voice—"don't worry about what might happen to meif | met him!"

There was nothing boastful in Cliff's tone. His words made a marked impresson upon Madge. She
nestled beside himin the cab.

"Y ouve been doing a dretch in the Big House, haven't you?' she said softly.

"Yes" replied Cliff.

"Are you looking for amall?’

"Not now."

Madge laughed. His reply made her snuggle more closdly. Then she became suddenly serious.
"How about before,” she said, "back before they put you away? Was there amall then?'
"Yes" replied Cliff, "there was. But that's long ago, Madge. That's dl been forgotten.”

"Gee, Ciff!" the girfl exclamed. "I'm glad to hear that! You're on the leve, dl right. Gee, I'm glad | got
you herel You're the guy I've been looking for. I'l ditch Durgan -"

"Later," sad Cliff quietly.
"All right,” agreed Madge. "But it won't be too long, will it, Cliff?'
"No. Not too long."

The cab pulled up in front of the restaurant. The driver opened the door. Cliff Mardand stepped from the
taxi with Madge Benton dinging closdly to hisright arm.

CHAPTER VI. CLIFF MAKES PROGRESS

CLIFF MARSLAND entered the outer room of his apartment at Larchmont Court. He closed the door
softly behind him. He did not turn on the light. Instead, he walked across the room and sat in darkness
beside the telephone table.

The window was close by. From this room on the eghteenth floor, Cliff could see over the intervening
buildings to the brilliant lights of Times Square, which threw a lurid glow through a smoky migt that had
seitled over the aity.

Cliff watched the changing lights Most of them were too far away to be didinguished; but there were
two dectric 9gns near by that he noticed.

One was a large clock, which marked the hour of nine. The other was an advertiang sgn with an intricate
border of varicolored lights thet flashed on and off with greet rapidity.

Ficking up the telephone, Cliff called a number from memory. Shortly afterward a voice answered.



It was a quiet voice, that spoke dmogt mechanicaly. Cliff mumbled into the mouthpiece. The voice at the
other end spoke.

"I can't hear you," it said.

Cliff spoke planly.

"Can you hear me now," he asked.

There was a pause. Then came areply.

"Not very well. We mugt have a poor connection. I'm busy at present. I'll cal you back."
A dlick came over the wire. Cliff grinned as he hung up the receiver.

Softly, dmogt to himsdlf, he repeated the words that he had said, accenting two of them.
"Can you hear me now."

He had sent hisfirst concedled message by The Shadow's secret method. He had been informed of it in
one of his letters of ingruction.

"In reporting,” the letter had said, "phrase an innocent sentence in which accented words will give your
message. Expect replies of the same nature.”

Cliff had sent his message. By accented words, he had conveyed the information, "Here now." It could
meen but one thing to the recipient - that Ermnie Shires was at present in the hotd, vigting Killer Durgan.

Shires was the man whom Cliff was awaiting. There was only one place where Shires would be. All that
would be understood.

IT was now only a few minutes after nine. Exactly twenty-four hours ago, Cliff had left Madge Benton
near the hotel, and had come in, after she had entered, to resume hisvigl in the lobby.

He had used his own initigtive when he had gone with Madge. He had run the risk of missng Shires if the
men had made a quick vist to Larchmont Court. But he had gained much by the hour which he had spent
with Killer Durgan's mall.

He had found out thet the gifl knew what was going on in Durgan's business, and she had mentioned the
name of Ernie Shires. Cliff had expressed an interest in the gangster, ostensibly because Shires had been
ahenchmean of Tim Waldron. He knew that he could count on Madge for further information.

In that one brief hour, the girl had expressed a world of hate and contempt for Killer Durgan, whose
mestery she detested. Such hatred had increased her desire to win Cliff.

Now Shires was in the hotel. Cliff had seen him come in, ten minutes ago. He had suspected the man's
identity. He had passed the desk while Shires was announcing his name to the clerk.

He knew that Ernie would be in Durgan's apartment for a considerable length of time. He had taken this
opportunity to report to The Shadow, through some intermediary—the man who had answered the
phone.

Cliff waited quietly. The darkness was soothing; it gave him a feding of security. Like The Shadow, he
enjoyed the dark. He scented mystery and adventure looming ahead.



There was a light tap at the door. Cliff pressed his hand againg the pocket of his coat and fdt the
automatic beneath. He stepped across the room.

"Who's there?' he questioned softly.
"Cliff!" The name was spoken bresthlesdy by afeminine voice.

Ingantly, Cliff opened the door. The light of the hdlway revealed Madge Benton. The girl stepped
quickly into the room. Cliff closed the door. Madge gripped his ams and dung closdy to him in the
darkness.

"Dont turn on the light!" she whispered. "Ligen! | have something to tdl you!"
"Go ahead," replied Cliff, in a hushed tone.
"Emie Shiresis updtairs” said Madge. "Taking with Durgan. | was told to beat it—as usud.”

Cliff understood. He had learned dl of Killer Durgan's ways when he had lisened to Madge's outburst of
woe while they had dined lagt night. The girl had talked to him as her lone friend and confidarnt.

"I ligened outside the door," she said. "I heard your name mentioned. | don't know why. Then | did beat
it.

"It in't safe to ligen long anywhere while Durgan is around! | went down to the lobby. You weren't there
0 | came up herel”

"You weren't seen?" questioned Cliff. "How about the evator man?'

"He doesn't matter. I've gone to other floors before. | used to have afew girl friendsin the hotdl, but they
dropped me when they knew | was Durgan's mall.

"I can't stay long, Cliff, dthough"—her voice was wisful— "dthough 1'd like to. | want to be away from
Durgan forever!"

"Thanks for the tip-off about Shires" said Cliff quitly.

"That's not dl, Cliff," added Madge. "I don't know what Shires is going to do, but something's under
way! Shires has been up in the Bronx. He's going to make trouble up there, soon; and | heard Durgan tell

him to get busy to-night!"
"That'sdl?'
"That'sdl | heard!"

CLIFF was dlent. He had expected this. He wondered how soon The Shadow's return message would
arive. He was pogtive that it was now being relayed to the master mind. There could not be long to
wait.

Cliff was oblivious of the girl's presence until he fdt her press his am more closdy, and heard the
pleading tones of her whispered voice:

"Cliff!" she was saying. "Cliff! You know why I've told you this, don't you? You know—I love youl
Don't you care for me, Cliff?'

"Yes" replied Cliff. "l care for you, Madge."



He spoke truthfully. The girl's love for him was positive. Cliff knew that Madge would make any sacrifice
for him.

It had been along time since he had known a woman's love. Her words struck a responsve chord. She
was awoman of the underworld, young but worldly wise.

Past recollections swept through Cliff's mind. Once he had known a wonderful girl—but that must be
forgotten now. After dl, he belonged to the underworld now. Madge was the type of girl that he mugt
accept, unless he chose to ignore women entirely.

She was looking up a him now, and he could see her eyesin the dimness of the room eyes that sparkled
with tears, he fancied. Cliff bowed his head to give her the kiss she desired. At that indant, the telephone

rang.

The girl stepped back, startled. Cliff leaped toward the window and raised the receiver to stop the
ringing. He placed his hand over the mouthpiece of the telephone.

The interruption had made Madge redlize that every minute meant a risk for hersdf and Cliff.
"Good-by," came her whispered voice.

Cliff heard the door close behind the girl as she departed. He raised the recaiver to his ear and spoke
into the telephone.

"You know that watch | left with you?' said the voice. "It belongs to a boarder up here at the house. He
wantsit on Monday. Send it up by messenger. I'll sgn for it."

"All right," agreed Cliff.
The terminating dlick came over the wire.

"Waich border on 9gn." That was the message. Cliff was puzzled for only an ingtant. Then he gazed from
the window and watched the dectric 9gn with its fastinating change of lights

Two minutes passed; then he detected an irregularity in the flashing of the colored lights that bordered the
ggn. The code that he had memorized sprang to his mind. He began to read a message, formed by the
intervals of the flashes.

He had no trouble in doing so. Cliff had been familiar with codes during the war. He had gpplied his
knowledge during his prison term by communicating with fdlow convicts.

"Follow—Shires” came the gleaming, flaghing message. "Learn— al—
poss ble—be—careful—depending—on—you—for—important - informetion.”

The flashes resumed ther origind intervals. Cliff waited a while and stepped away from the window. He
was logt in admiration of The Shadow's ingenuity.

"What an ideal" he exdamed to himsdf. "Thisfdlow is a marvd!"

CLIFF was 4ill thinking of The Shadow when he went down to the lobby. He redized that this
supermind of the underworld had conquered many master criminas.

He suspected—and his supposition was correct—that The Shadow had uncovered many clever methods
utilized by his enemies. Each new one meant another artifice for The Shadow, if he chose to useiit.



"It'sagame," murmured Cliff, as he took his place in the obscure corner of the lobby. "A game and a red
game! Watch what the other fdlow does, and if it's a good idea, use it! Fox him with your own methods
a the same time”

Minutes moved dowly by while Cliff waited patiently. It was nearly ten o'clock when Ernie Shires put in
an gppearance.

The hard-faced gangster glanced about the lobby. Cliff was apparently hdf adeep. Shires scarcely
noticed him. The man went out of the door.

Cliff arose leisurdy and strolled after him. He saw Shires looking up and down the street, waiching for a
passing cab. A dight drizzle was fdling. There was no cab in Sght; it was atime when cabs were much in
use

Cliff thought of the cab stand around the corner. It was a better spot to hal a cab, for it was on an
avenue. Cliff anticipated what Ernie Shires would do. Cliff went around the corner. There were no cabs
a the stand, s0 he gdled into an obscure niche in the wal— the very spot where Madge had been
waiting for him the night before.

A few minutes later, Shires appeared. The man shouted at a passng cab. It pulled up to the curb, only a
few feet away from where Cliff was sanding. Shires spoke to the driver.

"You know where the Club Drury is?' he asked. "Up on Seventh Avenue in the Fifties? All right. Take
me therel”

The cab whirled away with its passenger. Cliff stepped to the curb and watched for an empty taxi. One
came adong. Cliff entered it.

"Club Drury," he said. "On Seventh Avenue."

CHAPTER VII. MAGNATES CONFER

A LIMOUSINE stopped in front of a Park Avenue apartment. The chauffeur opened the door, and an
ederly man stepped to the sidewak beneath the avning that formed a protection againg the drizding
ran.

He was obvioudy a man of importance, for he bore himsdf with an ar of dignity. He wore a high slk hat
and carried a heavy gold-headed cane. These marks of a bygone era did not seem at dl incongruous.
They suited the man exactly.

He was evidently an expected vistor, for the doorman ushered him to the elevator with great ceremony.
The dderly man was taken to the fifth floor. There he was recelved by a footman, who was stationed in
the anteroom of the large apartment that occupied the entire floor.

The flunky ushered the vigtor into a room where several men were seated about a long mahogany table.
All rose as the newcomer was announced.

"Wecome, Mr. Wilberton," said the hogt, as he shook hands with the vigtor. "We have been expecting
you. We are glad that you are here.”

"Glad to be here, Griscom,” replied the vigtor cordidly. He sat down in the large charr at the end of the
table, as Griscom drew it out for him.

"We are completing plans for the merger, Mr. Wilberton," said Griscom. He was a man dmost the age of



Wilberton. Like the vigtor, he was a man of dignity; but he had none of the overbearing manner that
characterized the newcomer.

"I' hope you have made progress,” replied Wilberton, with a careful pronunciation of each word.
"We have" declared Griscom. "Our plans Smply await your gpproval.”
"Let me hear them!"

"We have decided upon a merger of the United Theater Corporation with the Cooper-Lowden interests.
A smdler group—the Derringer Circuit—will be absorbed by the merger.

"The terms agreed upon are subgtantidly those which | discussed with you. Our attorneys will prepare dl
the necessary papers during the next few weeks. That is chifly a matter of detail. In the meantime, we
are looking forward to your decison.”

"Will the new organization reach the proportions that you anticipated?"

"It will exceed them! When the merger is completed, we will have theatrica holdings that will place us
vary close to the largest organizations in the country!”

"And for this you need?'
"A loan of three and one hdf million dollars, with our holdings as security.”

THERE was a hush in the room as dl present looked at the man at the head of the table. Upon Stanley
Wilberton depended the hopes that they had nourished.

The ederly man seemed to relish his magtery of the Stuation. He looked around the group and studied
the anxious faces. Then he spoke the momentous words.

"I told Mr. Griscom thet | believed it could be arranged,” he said. "l 4ill believe s0."

A buzz of gpprova followed. Wilberton remained slent, enjoying the effect of his words. Griscom raised
his hand warningly, cdling for quiet. The hubbub died.

"You can negotiate the entire loan, Mr. Wilberton?' he questioned.
The dderly man nodded.
There was no confuson now. A sense of satisfaction had come over the group.

These men had relied upon Howard Griscom, president of the United Theater Corporation, to use his
influence with Stanley Wilberton, banker and financier, in the furthering of their plans.

Even the most optimidtic of the group had doubted thet it could be done; yet they had agreed thet it was
their only chance to complete the merger that would make them a power in the theetrical industry. Now
their hopes had prospered.

"We are rdying on this, Mr. Wilberton," sad Griscom, "and | know that these gentlemen would like to
have your postive assurance that the money will be forthcoming. One month from today is the time that
we have st for the find dedl.

"At present, we are ready to announce the merger. It will have a marked effect upon the vaues of the
various stocks concerned. Without a doubt, our holdings will be considerably more vauable one month



from to-day."

"I agree with you," replied Wilberton.

His words brought new assurance to the group.

"We may condder it pogtive, then?' ingsted Griscom.

Sanley Wilberton pursed his lips He looked a the men about him. There was something in his
expression that changed their hopes to doubits.

"You sy that your holdings will be more vauable a month from to-day,” he sad. "I have agreed with
you—congdering the matter from a norma view. But there are certain dements that pervade the
theatrical business to-day that have a very definite bearing upon its finenda standing.”

"It's a sabilized busness, to-day, Mr. Wilberton," interrupted a short, dark man who was dtting at the
center of the table. Griscom sgnded to him for silence.

It was George Bdlantyne, secretary of United Theaters, who had spoken. He was an important man in
the corporation; but now was no time for an objection on his part.

"I refer,” said Wilberton, apparently not noticing Balantyne's interruption, "to the unsettled conditions that
now exig throughout New Y ork City.

"A class of pirates have sprung up—men cdled racketeers—and they have commenced to dominate
legitimete enterprises, among them the theetrica busness™

BALLANTYNE was on his feet, pounding the table. Stanley Wilberton looked a him in profound
surprise. Griscom was sheking with anxiety. The man could not be stopped.

"Therés no racketeering in our busness” he exclamed. "Weve had labor troubles—and some of them
have been due to scoundrels who have tried to injure us. But those are minor matters. We have found out
how to handle them.

"When stage hands and musicians have tried to put over exorbitant demands, we've put in talkies—and
they've been crying for help ever since. Our enterprises are sound—and there's no racketeering that has
ever touched us.

"Mog of our problems have been naturd ones. Weve met far demands— we've fought unfair ones.
Weve smashed anything that |ooked like extortion, and well continue to do so!*

He looked around among his companions for gpprova. He saw it there, even though the group was
glent. Bdlantyne looked squardly a Wilberton.

"Have you finished?' questioned the financier.

"Yes" Bdlantyne sat down.

"What you have said istrue, Mr. -"

Wilberton hesitated.

"Bdlantyne," supplied Griscom.

"Ah, yes, Mr. Bdlantyne" resumed Wilberton. "What you have said is quite true. That is the unfortunate



part of it dl. The theatrical businessis not at present subject to racketeering.”
Bdlantyne looked at him with a puzzled air.

"With the present growth of racketeering,” continued Wilberton, "it is logicd that the theatrica business
will soon be imposed upon by these leeches. It will find the Stuation difficult to combat. It will suffer
accordingly.”

"Thisistoo much, Mr. Wilberton," blurted Bdlantyne. "Y ou are assuming too much -"
Thefinandier stared coldly &t the irate speaker. Bdlantyne settled down. Stanley Wilberton spoke again.

"With me" he said, "it is a matter of lending money to a sound enterprise. Your merger is an excdlent
plan. But racketeering seems to be on the upward trend.

"Should demands be made upon you, which you would attempt to resist, your properties would be
subject to damage and finendd loss. Y our merger would no longer be a sound venture; it would become
adissse!”

"I can't agree with you!" declared Bdlantyne.

"I do not ask your agreement,” replied Wilberton coldly. "I am smply stating my own opinion—and upon
that | shal base my decison. | have other loans which | can make.

"I tdl you, gentlemen, that | would prefer to lend money to a business in which racketeering had taken full
hold, than to one which is subject to racketeering that has not commenced!”

"Thet is preposterous!” cried Bdlantyne.

"It is sound business” replied Wilberton, "and | shdl explan my reasons for your benefit"—his voice
took on a condescending tone— "because | redlize that you need an opinion such as mine.

"Racketeers are parasites. They prey upon legitimate business. But they are wise. They go so fa—no
further. They, as much as the proprietors, are interested in the welfare of those businesses.

"Who pays? The public. Bread is sdling a one cent aloaf more then it should. Milk has gone up one cent
aquart more than it should be. The excess is baing taken by the racketeers; they are satified.”

"ONE moment, Mr. Wilberton!"

The interruption came from a solemn-faced man at the corner of the table. "Those rackets which you
mention are laang ground. They are on the wane. Racketeering has passed its peek!”

Stanley Wilberton stared at the interrupter. He was met by a gaze as cold as his own. Two piercing eyes
were focused upon him, and the face of the man was fully as remarkable. It was the face of a man
comparativey young, yet its masklike expresson gave its possessor a weird appearance that was
hypnatic in its effect.

Sanley Wilberton shifted in his chair. He could not turn his eyes away from the fascinating power of the
other man's glance. It was only when Howard Griscom spoke that Wilberton managed to free himsdf
from that dynamic gaze.

"Ah, yes" he said, hearing only the voice of Griscom, "it is true that some rackets have declined. | recall
reading that one in particular, was broken during the past week.



"But, gentlemen"—he glanced swiftly about the table, carefully avoiding the gaze of the men in the
corner—"| can tdl you thid These racketeers will find new outlets when others have been ended, and the
thestrical business—your business—will be one of them!"

There was an impressveness in Wilberton's slatement that had a marked influence upon the men present.
Bdlantyne was 4ill unconvinced. The man in the corner said nothing. His face was impassve. Howard
Griscom noticed him.

"Ah, Mr. Wilberton," he said. "The gentleman who spoke a few minutes ago is Mr. Lamont Cranston. He
has an interest in the Derringer Circuit, the enterprise which will be absorbed in the merger.

"We bdieved that Mr. Cranston was away from New York. He gave us an agreeable surprise by
gopearing here unexpectedly.”

"I am glad to have his opinion," said Wilberton. "Perhaps | am prgudiced, gentlemen; but remember, |
am afinancier and a banker. You are thegtrical men— you may aso have your preudices.”

Howard Griscom nodded. His face wore a worried expresson. He looked at the men about him,
particularly Bdlantyne. He cleared his throat and spoke directly to Stanley Wilberton.

"WE mugt accept your opinion, Mr. Wilberton," he said, "and, after dl, it is more than judified. | am
going to speak frankly with you— as | dways do.

"We have encountered a problem with United Theaters that presages what you have mentioned. Mr.
Crangton is ignorant of this—for the theaters in which he is interested are not in New York. | do not
believe that the Cooper-L owden interests have had the experience.

"But it is a problem that has confronted United Theaters. Indl fairness, | mug discuss it now.

"We have been approached by an individud who daims to be a representative of the Theatricd Owners
Cooperative Association—an organiztion entirdly unknown to us.

"He has suggested that we join the association—but at a tremendous cost —in order to protect oursaves
agang dangers which apparently have never existed before: namdy, disturbances in theaters, law suits

from patrons, and damage to our property!"
"It'san ide threat!" interrupted Balantyne. "Pure buncombe! Y ou have no right to mention it!"

"l shdl proceed in full," declared Griscom quietly. "You probably know, Mr. Wilberton, that admisson
charges have been reduced ten per cent in some of our theaters, and that we have planned a further
reduction of ten per cent.

"We have figured that increased patronage would more then offset this— and produce alarge profit. This
representative of the Cooperative Association has suggested that we mantain the old price levd
throughout, and turn over ten per cent of our receipts to his organizaion!

"He dams that we can gain increased attendance without the lowering of admisson prices. He knows
that the lower admissions are partly a move to meet the competition of amdler, independent theaters.

"He dtates that those houses will be taken into the association aso, and that they will not be alowed to
cut prices.”

"How much would this association fee cost?' questioned Wilberton.



"When the merger is completed,” declared Griscom, "it would affect subsdiay houses of the
Cooper-Lowden interests. Our payments to the unknown Thesetricd Owners Cooperative Association
would amount to an average of thirty thousand dollars a week."

A murmur of astonishment passed around the table. Only two men did not join it; they were Stanley
Wilberton, man of millions and Lamont Cranston, whose expression never changed.

"Itistrue" declared Griscom, "thet our present revenue might be increased through the plan offered by
the Cooperative Association. But to us, the plan seems to be a holdup. It is entirdly unlike anything that
we have ever before undertaken. We do not like it!"

"We don't likeit," interjected Balantyne, “and what's more, well have nothing to do with it!"

"Gentlemen," declared Stanley Wilberton, "my apprehensions are not unfounded. Mr. Griscom has told
me, in so many words, that your New Y ork holdings—your most important assets—are threatened by
the very difficulty which | have foreseen. Under the circumstances, | cannot lend my finendd support to
your merger!”

"This has got to go through, Mr. Wilberton!" Bdlantyne was gppeding. "Weve got to have your
support!”

"I cannot giveit. | must be assured that your business is on a abilized basis”

"Mr. Wilberton,” one of the Cooper-Lowden men was spesking, "you said, a little while ago, that a
business that complied with regulations imposed by racketeers might be regarded as a sound one."

"Very much s0," agreed Wilberton. "Rats are found chiefly in houses where much food is available”

"Suppose,” said the speaker, "that United Theaters should tie up with this Cooperative Association. How
would that influence your decison?"

"I have jugt one wish," declared the financier. "I mugt know that your combined business is going to be
free from any atifiaa menace.

"I do not care what your expenditures may be, so long as a reasonable prafit is shown. But | will not risk
my capitd in an enterprise which is threatened by an unnaturd hazard. That, gentlemen, isfind!"

STANLEY WILBERTON arose and waked to the door. Griscom accompanied him from the room.

Bdlantyne began to expostulate, arguing with the Cooper-Lowden man. Lamont Cranston watched them
with unchanging expression.

Howard Griscom returned. He looked & George Bdlantyne. The secretary of the United Theater
Corporation arose and faced the gathering.

"There are two men,” he said, "who hold the key to this merger. | an one. Howard Griscom is the other.
We represent United Theaters, and it iswe who are threstened.

"I, for one, will not pay tribute! 1 will fight the racket! While | live, gentlemen, the merger will not go
through under such conditions, if | can help it! What do you say, Howard?"

There was a pathetic expresson upon Griscom's face. The man had become older.

He knew that, with Balantyne, he was the only one who could block the path of the merger. His dreams
of many years had seemed on the point of redization. Even now, a word from him, and Bdlantyne could



be overruled.

But Howard Griscom did not speak that word. Instead, he reached across the table and shook
Bdlantyne's hand.

"All right,” the leader of the Cooper-Lowden interests interposed. "l don't agree with you two, but |
admire your stand.

"Weére ready for the merger, and we're willing to let the public pay for what we may have to hand to
racketeers. Well go through with it any time you say the word!"

The conference was ended. Howard Griscom saw his guests leave the room. He thought for a moment
that he was aone with George Bdlantyne; then he noticed that Lamont Cranston was ill seated a the
corner of the table,

The man spoke as Griscom looked in his direction.

"I expressed no opinion after Wilberton was gone," he said. "The Derringer Circuit is amdl. It isfor sde
a any time you choose to buy it.

"Inthe meantime, | should like to have dl the information you can give me regarding the so-called Theater
Owners Cooperative Associaion.”

"My officeis dways open to you, Mr. Crangton,” returned Griscom. "You are a welcome vigtor a any
time"

The door opened and a charming young woman entered. From her manner, one might have placed her
age a thirty; her face appeared much younger—amost girlish.

She made a beautiful picture as she stood againg the dm background of the doorway, exquistdy
gowned. She was evidently returning from a party.

"Comein, Arling" said Howard Griscom, as the girl hesitated. "Arline, you know Mr. Bdlantyne. This
gentleman is Mr. Crangton.”

The gl extended her hand. Lamont Cranston received the clasp, and his keen eyes stared steedily into
hers.

Arline seemed solemn as she returned the gaze. There was something in those eyes that fascinated her.
Thar keenness made her think of eyes that she had seen long ago—the eyes of another man—a man
whom she had tried to forget.

As Cranston released her hand, Arline crossed the room and kissed Howard Griscom. The theater
owner amiled as he saw Cranston watching them from the door.

"My only daughter,” he said. "My only child, now. | had a son once. He died—some years ago. Arline is
everything to me—now." His amile faded for an ingtant; then it returned as he bade hisfriend good night.

As Lamont Cranston stepped from the Park Avenue gpartment, he stood, momentarily, benesth the
protecting awning. The fog and the drizzling rain formed an impenetrable cloak through which the lights of
passing automohbiles moved dim and forlorn.

Cranston was wearing a black cloak about his shoulders. A broad-brimmed hat was on his head. He
drew down the hat and raised the collar of his cloak. Ingantly, his face was obscured. He stepped from



benegth the protecting awvning, and in a few short strides he disappeared miraculoudy into the foggy
blackness of the night.

From the spot where he had vanished came a strange sound—a low, creepy laugh, that seemed to swirl
amidg the fog. It was a drange, mirthless laugh— a gniger laugh that seemed to express an
undergtanding of facts that were unknown.

The doorman shuddered as he stood &t the open doorway in front of the apartment house.
He had heard the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. AT THE CLUB DRURY

THE Club Drury was a pretentious establishment that was frequented by those who loved bright lights
and late hours.

It was not only the meeting place of racketeers and high-class gangsters; it was dso a spot where
pleasure seekers sought diverson that was different from the more established amusement places that
surrounded Times Square.

Cliff Mardand had entered the Club Drury with afeding of confidence. He was sure that his identity was
dill undisclosed; that no one had seen him leave Larchmont Court and follow Ernie Shires.

Here, in the dimly lighted night club, Cliff was doubly secure. There was little chance that he would be
observed by any one. The place was crowded, and dl the persons present were interested in their own
companions.

The tables in the Club Drury were grouped around the dance floor in the center. An entertainment was
on when Cliff entered.

Cliff made hisway among the tables to the far Sde of the big room, glancing right and left as he went. He
was looking for Ernie Shires, but could see no Sgn of the gangdter.

Cliff sat at atable. He waited until the girl had finished her dance. The spatlight faded, and the side lights
were turned on. The diners began to crowd the dance floor. Cliff had a better opportunity to look for
Ernie Shires.

Agan, he had no success.

Had Shires purposaly given the wrong address? It was possible. He might have changed his orders after
he had rolled away in the taxicab.

A waiter approached and asked for Cliff's order. Cliff looked a the menu. He had a sudden thought.

If Ernie Shires had an gppointment in this place, it would not be held in the midst of a large, crowded
room!

"This place is too noisy for me" Cliff said to the waiter. "Aren't there any smdler dining rooms, where it's
quiet?'

"Yes dr," sad the waiter, "but they are usudly reserved in advance— by private parties -"
"Where are they?' demanded Cliff.

Thewaiter pointed over his shoulder. Cliff saw a doorway draped with Sde curtains.



"I'm going over there" said Cliff, rigng from the table. "I guess | can find an empty room.”
The waiter followed him, protesting:

"There may be an empty one, Sr," he objected, "but weve got to keep them for parties. Youll have to
take it up with the manager ar -"

They had reached the curtained doorway. It led into a corridor thet ran pardld with the doorway. There
was a row of doors on the other sde. Cliff stopped and thrust a crisp ten-dollar bill into the waiter's
hand.

"I want to be quiet, understand?’ he said. "Fx me up in one of these rooms. | won't be here dl night. If
anybody comes adong that has the room reserved, | can get out. Understand?”

The waiter accepted the tip with a nod. He led Cliff down the corridor and stopped at a haf-open door.
He turned on allight.

Cliff entered the room, which had a table set for 9x people. The waiter brought him a menu card from a
saving table in the corner.

"I belong out in the big room, sr," he said. "I'll fix it with the waiter that 1ooks after this room. You may
have to wait alitle while"

"That'sdl right," answered Cliff.

AS soon as the waiter was gone, Cliff made a quick ingpection of the room. There were two doors, each
on an opposite wal. Their purpose was obvious. They led into the adjoining private rooms. Thus large
parties could have connecting rooms.

It was probable that the arrangement existed dl dong the corridor. Cliff tried each door cautioudy and
found that both were locked. He assumed that they were kept that way except when otherwise desired.
Each door had alarge keyhole.

There was no use trying to unlock the doors for the present. It would firg be advisable to find out where
Ernie Shires was located— if the man was actudly at the Club Drury. Cliff decided to reconnoiter. He
went out into the corridor, dosing the door behind him.

The light was dim; no one was in sght. Cliff moved dong the corridor, finding nothing but haf-open
doors with dark rooms until he reached the end. There he encountered a closed door. He stopped to
ligen. He fancied that he heard the murmur of voices. At least, he was sure that the room was occupied.

Cliff entered the adjoining room. He did not turn on the light. He groped through the darkness to the door
that led into the occupied room. He could hear the murmur planly, now, but could not didinguish any
words.

It was idle to wait in the darkness and it was foolish to atempt to open the door. Cliff had no keys or
other implements; dthough he was carrying an automatic. Any noise a the door would attract attention.

Also, the waiter would soon be coming to the room that he had left. It would be wise to get back. Cliff
returned aong the corridor.

Seated at the large table, he decided that there was only one course: to question the waiter when he
arived. Money and atful persuasion might make the man talk.



While Cliff was settling upon such a plan, the door opened. A waiter entered. The man was thin and
stoop-shouldered. His face was dull, and his features difficult to see, as the room was lighted only dimly.

Cliff scanned the menu as the man approached. For a moment the man was beside him; then Cliff looked
up to see him going back to the door. The waiter shut the door.

Suspecting something, Cliff began to rise from his chair. The waiter turned in his direction, and came
hurriedly forward, raisng his hand to hislipsfor slence.

"Cliff Mardand!" he said, in a whiper.

For an ingtant, Cliff was Startled; then he recognized the man.
"Nipper!" he exclamed. "Nipper Brady!"

He gripped the waiter's hand.

"I KNEW you were out of the Big House," said "Nipper.” "I was waitin' for you, Cliff, like | sad I'd be;
but | didn't want to tdl you where | was.

"I told some guys that you'd be lookin' for something to do. They mugt have tipped off Tim Waldron.
They said you was goin' up there and the next thing | heard, they was dl sayin' you was the bird that'd
bumped off Tim.

"Boy! You got workin' quick with the smoke wagon, didn't you?'

There was admiration in Nipper's tone. The expresson on hisface, as wel as his words, showed that he
held a high opinion of Cliff's prowess. Cliff smiled.

"What are you doing here, Nipper?' he questioned.
The stoop-shouldered man grinned. His pasty white face took on a crafty 1ook.

"Workin'," he said. "Good job. Keeps me out of the road of the bulls But | an't intendin' to stay here
right dong. When | sees a good lay, I'm goin' to grab it.

"Therés plenty of guys come up here that are in the money. I'm goin' to hook up with an A-1 racket
when | sees the chance.”

Cliff nodded. He knew Nipper well. The fdlow had been discharged from Sing Sing three months ago.
He and dliff had worked side by sde in a shop; and Cliff had learned much from the man.

Brady was a product of the underworld. He knew the ways of gangdom and fitted in with them. He had
been a pickpocket and a confidence man. He had handled a gun; in fact, it was agun fight that had led to
histerm in the State prison.

But despite his record, despite his appearance and despite his contempt for the law, Nipper Brady
possessed a sense of loydty that Cliff had seen demonstrated conclusively on more than one occasion.

"I told you | was goin' in for a racket,” reminded Nipper, in his low, hoarse voice. "That's the game
nowadays. Why get pinched for a stick-up when you can be doin' somethin' that looks like it's on the
levd?

"I told you to get wise to the game, too, didnt 1? Wedl, now tha I've seen you, I'm goin' to figure
somethin’ for you, too. We oughta work together, Cliff, you an' me"



The words gave Cliff an ingpiration.
"Youd like to work with me, would you, Nipper?'

"You bet | would, Cliff. If there ever was a square-shooter, you was the guy. When we was up in the Big
House -"

"Let's forget it, Nipper."

"All right, Cliff. But | ain't never goin' to forget some of the things you done for me. If there's anythin' |
can ever do for you, Il do it!"

"You can do something, right now."
"Yeeh?' Nipper showed an eager response. "Put me wise, Cliff."

"You can gart working for me" sad Cliff. He dipped his hand into his pocket. "Right now, Nipper, and
maybe more later."

He drew two fifty-dollar bills from his pocket and placed them in Nipper's hand. The stooped man
uttered an exclamation of surprise.

"A century!" he said. "Say, Cliff, | can't be takin' your dough. We was in dir together—we was buddies

"Forget it," interrupted Cliff. "I'm flush, Nipper. | know where ther€'s plenty of money. I'm working"—he
paused an indant— "working a racket of my own, Nipper. | want you with me—when | need you. Are

you game?'
"Sure thing!"

THE prompt response eated Cliff. This megting with Nipper was proving most opportune. He knew that
Nipper was afighter; that despite hisfrall appearance, he was the gamest crook in gangland.

There would be no danger with Nipper. The man would ask no questions, and hisloydty would never be
open to question.

"Whao'sin the room down the hal?' asked Cliff.
"A bunch of guysthat are out on alay,” replied Nipper.
"Working up a new racket, eh’?"

"Looks that way. There's one of 'em—I don't know his moniker— that 1ooks like he might be hooked up
with abig shot. Strong-lookin' guy. Looks like he could handle arod, dl right. Got a poker-face -"

The description answered Ernie Shires.
"O.K., Nipper," interrupted Cliff. "I want to hear what he's tdling that gang.”

"He's saillin' somethin' to them, dl right," said Nipper. "He's got some ouitfit in there with him, too. One of
‘emisadock waloper - | can spot them guys any time”

"W, | want to get in on the chatter,” said Cliff firmly.

"I getcha," sad Nipper. "Say, Cliff"—a sudden thought came to the pasty-faced gangster—"are you goin’



to musdein on thar racket?"

A gleam had come to Nipper's dull eyes. The litle man could not repress his eagerness. He was
visudizing an opportunity.

"Maybe | am," replied Cliff in a noncommittal tone.
"You remember Patsy Birch an' Dave Tabot—up in the Big House? Them guys is around. They're O.K.

"Not just yet," interposed Cliff. He could see that Nipper was planning the nudeus of a gang. "Let's lay
off any ideas until | see whet thelay is here. | want to ligen in on that crowd in the other room. How am |
going to do it?"

"Easy, Cliff," responded Nipper. "There's a door goin' in there from the next room. I've got the key. | can
open it soft -"

"But they'll see me, if | Stay there" objected Cliff.

"Not in that room. It's different from this one. Ther€'s a kinda corner there'—Nipper was trying to
describe an dcove—"back by the wal of the room. You can open the door a bit when | go in an' take
out the dishes. | gotta knock to go in—an' they quit their buzzin’ while I'm in the room.”

"Letsgo" sad Cliff.

He accompanied Nipper to the darkened room. Thelittle men worked softly at the door. The key turned
slently in the lock. Nipper nudged Cliff and went out into the corridor.

Cliff heard him knock at the door of the other room. Then came the sound of Nipper's voice. The little
mean had entered.

Cliff opened his own door afew inches.

He immediaidy heard the clatter of dishes. The sound ended. There was a dight dam from the outer
door asit closed.

Nipper had |eft. Conversation began.

"IT'Sdl s, then,” came the voice of Ernie Shires. "Tdl me where you're puttin' the old trucks.
"Fogarty's” replied one voice.

"Eureka" said another.

"New Bronx," came the third.

"Right," responded Shires, "and bring me the tickets. Meet me down at the New Era Garage on Eighth
Avenue. In the back room | told you about.

"Now ligen! This an't no tire-dashing job to-morrow night! All that's been done up in the Bronx. The
birds that are parking their cars have begun to get educated. They're usng the garages because it ain't
safe to leave ther cars out.

"But these three fdlows | told you about have been trying to queer the racket. Cdlingit a lot of bunk. So
they're getting theirs, see?



"And there ain't going to be none of us up there when the blow-off comes. That'll be about three am. So
a two, we join up at the New Eraand pull our suff down here, with afew places I'll steer you to.

"The suckers have begun to get smart ance that racket of Tim Waldron's went blooey. There's a bunch
of 'em need teaching. That's why we're giving the dock wallopers a job with our gang. All hands working
to-morrow night!"

Cliff heard another voice speak in a low tone. Evidently some one was asking Shires a question. Ernie's
response came oftly. Then came another buzz.

Shires began to talk rather loudly, and his words seemed forced.

"W, boys" he was saying, "there an't no two ways about it. What's going to be done is going to be
done and it's going to be done right. If youll keep mum, I'll spill some more dope.”

A low, hissng whidle came from somewhere. It was a peculiar sound, like thefizzing of a steam radiator.
It brought Cliff to ingtant attention.

It was an old Sgnd that had been used in Sing Sing, during the winter months. It had served as awarning,
and as atip that some one wanted to begin secret communication.

It had been a favorite artifice employed by Nipper Brady. The little man had invented it while working
beside anoisy radiator in the shop. Cliff lifted his hand from the knob of the door and looked quickly into
the darkened room.

He had acted judt in time to see a man enter the room through the haf-open outer door.

Cliff made no movement. His brain was working quickly. His right am was out of vienv—in fact, he
doubted if he was more than scarcely visble to the intruder. Cautioudy, he drew his automatic from his
pocket.

He redized indantly what had happened. Some one in Erni€s gang had suspected that there was an
eavesdropper. A gunman had been sent to investigate,

A feding of grimness gripped Cliff Mardand. The man who had entered was somewhere in the
room—probably on the other sde of the center table. Cliff's mind went back to a night in France—many
years before when just such a figure had come cregping toward him as he lay but a few yards from the
German trenches.

He remembered how his hands had gripped the German's throat—how slent death had taken itsvictimin
the darkness.

The gdtuation was the same to-night, but dl was a closer range. Could he succeed as he had done
before?

It was hislife or the other man's, that was dl! If the investigator did not return; if no sound came from this
darkened room, a few precious minutes might be gained while the dining gangsters waited. It was the
only hope!

Sowly, Cliff crouched to the floor. He moved toward the table. He Ieft his gun on the floor, where he
could reach it, beside the leg of a chair. He was breathing noisdesdy, between tense lips, as he crept
dowly forward to take hisfoe unawares!

CHAPTER IX. GUNS PLAY



IT was amatter of inches, now. Cliff knew that the corner of the table would be the meeting point. The
mean who was threatening him was cautious.

Cliff divined the fdlow's plan. He intended to peer around the corner of the table; to spot Cliff's form
agang the light that trickled through the side door and to end it dl with one shot.

So Cliff waited for that movement. He was ready to oring his surprise attack the moment that the
gangder made his presence known!

The moment came. A head came cautioudy into view. Cliff saw the dull gleam of an eye. Indantly his
hands shot forward for the man's neck.

He caught it and heard a gurgle as his victim tried to draw away. The man's body sprawled upon the
floor, writhing like the cobra when the teeth of the mongoose are in its neck.

Cliff smung forward to stop that moving body. An overturned chair would be the 9gnd for a mass attack
from the ganggters in the other room.

The man's right hand was pinned benegth Cliff's body. In moving forward, Cliff released the hand, but ill
pinned the arm. In a split-second he redized his mistake.

His opponent was losng consciousness, but he had recovered from the surprise which had accompanied
the attack. The man had dropped his automatic, but somehow his dutching fingers managed to grip it as
his hand was freed. A cannonlike report resounded through the room! The overpowered man had fired!

There was an immediate response from the waiting ganggters.

It was only a short legp to the door. Forgetting his weakened foe, Cliff sorang to close the barrier. He
succeeded justintime,

He pulled the door shut and stood to one side, hanging to the knob. Fortunately, Nipper had Ieft the key
inthe lock, in readiness for Cliff's departure. Cliff turned it.

He siwung around toward the table. His opponent had risen, automeatic in hand. Cliff could barely note the
gleam of the weapon.

Desgth was threatening him. He was helpless; his position known, and no escape! But at that indant, a
shat came from the outer doorway. Cliff saw the dim shape of his foeman crumple. The outer door
dammed, and a key turned in the lock.

Nipper's voice came through the Stygian darkness.
"I got him, Cliff! Just intime. I've blocked them from the hall. Get ready.”

SOMETHING crashed againg the door that led to the room where Emie Shires and his gang were
located. Another crash, and light flashed through an opening.

Nipper fired four quick shots at the door. A laugh came in response. The mobsters had suspected what
would happen.

"Drop, Cliff!" came Nipper's warning.

Staccato shots raked the dark room as the two men lay on the floor. Then came a tremendous crash, and
the door shook as its hinges yidlded. Nipper fired twice. Agan he found no mark.



"Out through the corridor,” suggested Cliff.

"No chance," replied Nipper grimly. "They've got a guy out there, sure. Hang on—somebody's sure to
come in from the club! But they're makin' an awful big noise out there on the dance floor!"

He raised himsdf and emptied his autométic a a form that appeared at the opening in the door. Cliff,
reeching forward, found his gun and fired three shots.

There was a jeer from the other room as the form disappeared. They had fired a a coat held up as a
ruse.

"I'm outta lead,” complained Nipper. "What a sucker | am!”
"Get that fdlow's gun,” said Cliff.

Nipper reached dong the floor. He could not find the falen gangster's automatic! Cliff held hisown gunin
readiness.

A sudden crash came from the door. The bottom swvung upward and inward, as though struck by a
baitering ram. The top hinge gave, and the door fel flat.

Cliff fired & aform in the lighted room. He saw the man stagger away.

He had made a hit, but the Stuation was hopeless. He and Nipper had drawn back into the room. They
could command the other room only at an angle.

Thelight that entered reveaed the body of the man whom Nipper had shot. The gunman's autométic lay
inful view. To reach for it would have been suicide, and Nipper knew it! Back in the other room, Shires
and his gang commanded the area before the open doorway.

"If I could only reach that rod!" groaned Nipper.
"I've got a couple of bulletsleft," responded Cliff.
"Save'em! Youll need 'em!”

There was amoment of menacing slence as Cliff and his companion awaited the attack that was sure to
come. Ernie Shires was cautious; but he could not wait long.

If the gunfire had been heard in the big room of the Club Drury, some one would be sure to arive
immediady. But so far, no rescuers had appeared.

"Where's Geek?" came the voice of Ernie Shires,
"Out in the hdl, watching the other door,” came areply.

"All right.”" Erni€'s voice was confident. "Stand back, gang, and get ready to rush 'em! Don't give 'em time
to dip ud Ready?"

The sound of scuffling feet indicated that Ernie€'s indructions were being obeyed.

"Jugt a second,” came Erni€'s voice. "Open the door into the hdl, one of you guys, and see that Geek's
O.K.! Then shut it and get back with ud

"All right, Bill! You do it. Ready! When Bill comes back, we do the rush act!”



THERE was a dight pause. Bill was evidently opening the door. Cliff hed his automatic tightly. Nipper's
eyes were on the gun that lay by the dead gangster. He was preparing to legp for it when the rush came.

"Keep watching in the other room!" came Ernies voice. "Don't give 'em a chance!™

As he spoke the last word, there was a shot from the room where the gangsters were in readiness. As
near as Cliff could judge, it came from the outer door, where Bill, the gunmean, had gone.

A cry came from Emie Shires. A shot resounded from amidgt the waiting gangsters. Ingtantly, the other
room was plunged in darkness.

Cliff's brain was dl confuson. He could not imegine what had happened. A loud report came from
beside him, accompanied by a burst of flame.

"Aim through the door," came Nipper's cry. Thelittle man had seized the automatic from the floor.

Shots were mingled with shoutsin the other room! Chaos had struck Ernigs gang! Cliff withheld his two
precious shots. He was waiting, while Nipper fired a intervas, trying to piece out what had happened.
Then he suddenly understood.

Some one had entered the other room when Bill had opened the door. The newcomer had shot the
ganggter and had extinguished the lights. He was fighting a lone battle in the dark!

Whoever he was, the odds were againg him; dill the dark was his protection, for none could see him.
The shots ended. Erni€'s voice came through the darkness.
"Lay low!" he cried. "Wait till he shoots. Then we can spot where heid Hold it, gang!”

The dlence that followed was even more fearful than the roars of the automatics. It was an ominous
slence. Ernie and his men were waiting; but to stop the gunfire, Ernie had been forced to give his game
away. The adversary was too clever to fire the tdltale shot.

Cliff clutched Nipper's am in the darkness and drew the little gangster toward the outer door.
"Come dong," he whispered. "Now's our chance for a get-away!"

THEY crept to the outer door. Nipper found the lock and opened it softly. He turned the knob and drew
the door inward, peering through the crack, to locate Geek, the outsde man. Then he dutched Cliff's
deave and drew him through the door.

A man lay unconsciousin the corridor. Geek, the gangster, had been taken unawares by the approaching
rescuer. Nipper pocketed the automatic that lay beside the man. He looked camly at Geek.

"Knocked cold,” was his comment. "Some guy hit him on the button— and hit him right!"

The loud, blatant musc of the orchestra came as a disant uproar. No wonder that the shots had not been
heard, thought Cliff. Muffled by the thick doors of the private dining rooms, ther sounds had been
completely drowned.

"This way, Cliff," whispered Nipper. He opened a pand in the end of the corridor. "Out through the
gpecid entrance the boss used™

"Wait, Nipper." Cliff's voice was serious. "That fdlow in there— we can't leave him."



Nipper was hafway through the opening.

"Come on," he urged. "We don't know who the guy is. Maybe he's some bird that wants to put one of
them guys on the spot. Let him take care of himsdf. Come on! Scram!™

Cliff hed back. Nipper was through the panel, completely out of aght of the corridor, anxious to be on
his way. Cliff's eyes were dill on the doors— the one to the room that hed Shires and his gang - the
other through which he and Nipper had just emerged.

Shots came again from the rooms. Then, through the door which Cliff and Nipper had used, stepped a
tal man clad in black. He seemed like a specter of the darkness, his cloak folded about his shoulders, his
het bent down over his face.

"The Shadow!" excdlaimed Cliff.

A low, mocking laugh echoed through the corridor. A black hand appeared from benegth the cloak, and
flame flashed as an automatic was fired.

"What's that!" exclaimed Nipper.

Cliff was rooted to the spot. He saw The Shadow turn and move adong the corridor with rapid, amazing
drides. The man in black seemed to mdt into the curtains that hung from the entry to the main room of
the Club Drury.

Ernie Shires dashed into the corridor, followed by two henchmen. Indantly, Cliff sprang through the
pand, pushing Nipper ahead of him.

He had been spotted by Shires, but he had escaped in time. Shots came from the corridor. Nipper
legped back and flung the pand shut, balting it.

"Seram!* he said. "Quick! Along with met”

They turned a corner of the pitch-black passage, while shots and pounding came from the pane behind
them. Ernie Shires and his gang had been thwarted of their prey!

Nipper opened a door and pushed Cliff out into the drizzling night.

"Beat it, Cliff!" he said. "I'l take care of this. They'll find me lo&fin' downgtairs. Ligenin' to the orchestra.
Don't worry about me. An" when you want me, Cliff, cdl me here.”

Cliff thumped his companion on the back. He stepped to the sdewak of the dley and waked briskly
until he came to the avenue. There he waked another block, and haled a pasing cab. He rode to
Larchmont Court.

BACK in the darkness of his room, Cliff sat beside the window. The lighted clock showed hdf past
eleven. The advertisng sgn flashed intermittently, its border following its usud regularity.

"The Shadow!" murmured Cliff. "It was The Shadow! He saved ud He mus be adle to see in the
dark—to know without seeing! He knew that | had made my get-away. Then he made his, and drew that
gang after him, to make sure that 1 had dl the chance | needed!

"Emie didn't see imin the corridor—no one could have seen hm! He mdted avay—that was dl!"

The events of the night seemed strangdy unredl. Cliff wondered what was happening now & the Club
Drury. He wondered how many of Erni€s gang were left. Nipper had accounted for one. Others mugt



have fdlen in that room of darkness.

Cliff grinned; then he shuddered. The recollection of that weird laugh was chilling. He was glad that he
was working for The Shadow— not againgt him.

For The Shadow!
The thought was a reminder. Cliff remembered that he had a report to make.

He reached for the telephone. Before he had found it in the darkness, it began to ring. He picked up the
ingrument and raised the receiver to his ear.

"Hdlo," he said.

"Cliff!" 1t was Madge's voice.

"Yes" sad Cliff, amiling in the darkness.
"Youredl right?"

"OK."

"I was worried about you. | just came down to the lobby—your key was out —I knew you were
updairs”

"Worried about me?'
"Y es—because | was afraid you might get into trouble—on account of Emiel™
"Dont worry. I'm dl right!"

"Geg, that's greet, Cliff. | can't talk any longer. I'min the drug store down the street. 1've got to get back.
But gee, Cliff, if anything ever happened to you—I don't know what 1'd do. Remember that, won't you,
swestie?'

"Il remember!" said Cliff softly.

He hung up the receiver after Madge had said good-by. He waited for a minute; then called the operator
and gave the number that he had caled when he had made hisfirg report to The Shadow.

CHAPTER X. ERNIE COMPLETES PLANS

IT was early the fallowing night when Ermie Shires appeared on a Sde street tha led to Eighth Avenue.
He wdked dong lesurdy until he came to the blank wal of a large building. There he paused to light a
Cigarette.

He stood beside the building, scanning the street in both directions. Thetiny end of the cigarette formed a
meteoric streak asit shot across the sdewak and fdl in the guitter.

Sidfied that he was not observed, Emie retraced his steps a few paces, ducked into an opening at the
back of the building, and entered asmdl door. Prowling through the darkness, he came to another door
and entered.

He pressed a switch. The light reveded a battered desk and severd chairs. Ernie was in a back office of
the New Era Garage!



There was an evil look on the gangster's face as he sat at the desk, smoking another cigarette. He pushed
apile of papers on the floor, so that he could put his feet on the desk.

A newspaper attracted his attention. It was a copy of the Evening Sphere. Ernie began to read it.

Only the tightening and curling of his thin lips showed the various thoughts that passed through his mind.
For the news story which Ernie was reading brought him both resentment and satisfaction.

The shoating at the Club Drury had caused a tremendous sensation. The management had done its best
to suppress the news. The maefactors had escaped, and there was no direct clew to thar identity.

It would have been easy to fix the police—the management had done it before—but the fact that three
bullet-riddled bodies had been found on the premises put a serious aspect on the Stuation.

Ernie began to make a mentd summary. There had been nine men in the gang —induding himsdf—when
the affray had commenced.

Bosker, the man who had gone to investigate, had been killed by a sngle shot. Bill, the gangster who had
gone to the door, had been shot by the myderious stranger who had turned out the lights and opened
fire

When the ganggters had responded, the stranger had no longer been there; but Bill's inert foom had
received its quota of bullets. His own pas had killed him!

Luke Romano was the third who had been killed. His body had been found huddled in a corner near the
doorway. Ernie remembered that corner. He had seen a revolver spurt, and had fancied thet it was the
stranger's gun. He had fired in return.

He had killed Romano, himsdf! Luke was a ussful man. It was too bad!

What the newspapers did not give was the tall of injuries. Three of the nine men had been killed; three
hed been wounded; only three had escaped unscathed.

Ernie was one. "Big Ben" Hargins, the dock walloper, was another. The third was Geek, the watcher in
the hall.

Geek had taken a haymaker on the chin. He had been completely out during the battle; but he had come
to his senses when Ernie and Big Ben had lifted him up, after they had been unable to find ther
adversaries.

THE shooting at the panel had brought a flock of tough waiters— the Club Drury possessed a horde of
professona bouncers on its pay roll—but Ernie and the remainder of his mob had made a get-away
through an exit at the other end of the corridor.

Ernie had held the waiters a bay with his threstening automatic, while Big Ben and Geek had helped
three crippled gunmen to safety.

Then Ernie had followed.

The fact that displeased Ermnie more than the death of his men was the linking of the shooting with
racketeering. Another column on the front page announced that the police were forming antiracket
squads.

Emie redized that it had dl started with his fiasco when he had attacked the storage van. Since then,



there had been other incidents— dl cited in the newspaper.

A baker had ressted gangsters who had sought to wreck his shop because he was sdling bread below
the racket-determined price. In the mids of the fracas, shots from the street had dropped the gangsters.
Two of them had been captured.

Another group, bent on ruining a florist's greenhouse in New Jersay, had been surprised in the darkness.
One of them had been captured by the locd police, and had been identified as a Manhattan gunmean.

There had been other perplexing incidents, and dl of these were bringing worriment to racketeers.
Ernie flung the newspaper on the floor. He kicked the edge of the desk with his toe.
He could see the menace thet lay behind dl this. The Shadow was responsible!

The methods of the racketeers had been too bold. They had passed by the police. The methods of the
lawv were dow. Crooked paliticians were many. It was easy to fix cops.

But here was some one—and Ernie knew who—trimming the edges of prosperous rackets, and causing
public outbursts.

Notoriety was damaging to racketeering. That had been proven in the past. It was being proved now.

A door opened, and Big Ben Hargins entered. Ernie waved his hand in greeting. Hargins noted the scowl
on Erniés face.

"What's goin' wrong, Ernie?" he questioned.
Ernie pointed to the newspaper on the floor.

"Some smart guy istrying to queer the rackets,” he said. "I'll bet it's the same bozo who messed things up
for uslagt night. Wel"— Ernie laughed sullenly—"well see how far he gets with ust We're organized for
guyslike him!"

"Youve got 9x less men than you had last night," was Big Ben's candid reply. "Three dead—three lad
up! That's somethin’ to laugh off, ain't it?"

"Wadl, ain't you bringing in Sx dock wallopers tofill in?"

"Sure thing. They'll be here to-night!"

"All right! Thet fixes ud"

"Y eah. But how about the three guys that was to drive them old trucks to -"

"That's been fixed. | got hold of three others to-day. They'l be in soon. That's why I'm here now."

BIG BEN picked up the newspaper that Ermie had discarded. He began to read the headlines
laborioudy, spdling out each word.

"Theres sure been alot of squawkin' latdy,” was his comment. "Last night didn't do no good.”

"To-night's the night that countdl” retorted Ernie. He withdrew his feet from the desk and leaned forward
inhis chair.

"Lookit, Ben! Things are fixed O.K. The Bronx is a tough place. The D.A. up there has been working



agand the rackets. That's why we're going to be down here when the blow-off comes!

"Three o'clock's the time—that's when we're going to go places down here and dinch things right!
Therés 9x garages well bugt into.

"I'm the only guy knows what onesthey are. | got my ingructions higher up. The mob follows me, see?

"There an't no guy can make trouble for us when we get started. Whoever the guy is that's been making
trouble—well, | hope he tries to crash in on us to-night! Hell get hid”

"He will if he tries to bother my mob," said Big Ben emphaticdly. "Weve got things dl our own way
down at the docks. | notice they've lad offa the boys down there. There's only one bird that can make
trouble with my gang. That's Hoke Larrigan.”

"Sill trying to musclein, ishe?

"Y egh. H€'s gotta mob of his own, but it ain't big enough to do nothin'. Bart Hennesy is too tough for him,
and he knowsiit.

"I've been workin' for Bart long enough to know that he's king of the docks, and he's goin' to keep on
bein' king!"

"This job you felows are doin' tonight,” said Ernie shrewdly. "It's O.K. with Bart, aint it?'

"Of course,”" replied Ben. "We wouldnt be here if it wasn't O.K. by Bart. He's gettin' his cut—and it's
plenty!”

A rough-looking, salow-faced man came through the door which Big Ben had entered. Ermnie grunted a
gredting. The fdlow handed him a storage receipt. It bore the name "Eureka Garage.”

"O.K.," sad Emie. "BEverything fixed, aint it?'

The man nodded.

"Get back here & two o'clock,” said Ermnie.

The man left.

A few minutes later another appeared. He tendered a coupon that was marked "New Bronx Garage.”

Ernie began another conversation with Big Ben Hargins. While the men were taking, a third arriva
appeared with a receipt on which was printed "Fogarty Garage Company.”

"That'sthat!" sad Ernie approvingly, after the third man had gone. "The smart-aleck D.A. up in the Bronx
isgoing to have something to guess about to-morrow.

"I've done the tire-dashing. Been doing it dl week, and swiping tires and damaging paint jobs, and dl
that. The garages that have swung in line are doing a good business with short parking. But these
guys'—Ermie spread the three receipts like a poker hand—"have been figuing on getting business
without paying for it!

"Therés alot of others fed the same way. Watch ‘em fdl in ling, now. It's going to be easy for the sales
talkers and the collectors. Thisis a smooth racket, Ben!"

Ernie pulled open a drawer in the desk and dropped the receiptsin it. He locked the door through which



his vistors had come and moationed to Big Ben to falow him. Ernie went to the door that led to the
darkened rear of the garage.

"WEell go out thisway, Ben," he said. "Nothing to do here until later. Come dong. Well take in amovie™

HE stopped abruptly as he opened the door. He pulled a flashlight from his pocket and threw its rays
through the empty space ahead. The glare reveded smdl piles of boxes and pieces of junk from old
automobiles,

"Wha's the idea, Ernie?" asked Big Ben, peering over the gangster's shoulder.
"See anything?' whispered Ernie.

The flaghlight caused strange, uncouth shadows as it turned here and there. They were like mammoth,
ghostly shapes. The rays swept a corner of the room.

Ermie hestated an indant as the light revedled a depth of blackness; then he turned the rays in another
direction.

"I don't see nothin' a dl," commented Big Ben. "Nothin' except a lot of shadows. They don't mean
nothin'."

"Maybe they do—sometimes,” replied Ernie crypticdly. I ant fdt right, to-night, Ben. Guess | must be
nervous'—the gangdter laughed sarcagtically—"because when | come in here, | figured some guy was
traling me.

"But there aint nobody here. That's a bet! Come dong!”

He turned out the torch and led the way through the darkness, after locking the door of the office. When
they had passed the outside door, Ermnie locked it so. The two men waked to the street; there Ernie
gripped Ben and hed him back.

"It wasright here" he said. "I was smoking a cigarette. | waited, and it seemed like eyes were watching
me. Eyes somewherein the dark. Wait a minute, Ben! We can't be too careful!"

A short time elapsed; then Ernie was satisfied. He and his companion emerged and sauntered dong the
street. Ernie began to laugh at his own quams.

Something moved back in the darkness of the room outsde the back office. There was a dight rustling
sound in that very corner that Ernie had passed with hislight.

A vague, low sound came from the office door. The door opened as an invisble hand finished with the
lock. Thetiny ray of a vest-pocket torch appeared within the office.

Thelight rested on the desk. A black-clad hand appeared and opened the drawer. It removed the three
receipts that Ernie had placed there. The light went out.

A low laugh filled the room. It was no louder than a convulsve breething, but its sound was weird and
terrifying. The drawer did shut.

A few seconds later, the door closed. The lock clicked. There was a dight sound at the dley door. It
opened. It closed. A vague shape moved toward the street.

The Shadow had come and gone! Like a phantom of the night, he had made his way to Erni€'s lar and
hed taken away three dips of cardboard.



What was the purpose of this nocturnd vigt?
Only The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XI. THE BLOW-OFF

CLIFF MARSLAND entered the Club Drury, just as he had done twenty-four hours before. Last night's
dfray had not hurt business. If anything, it had added to the peculiar reputation of the night club. The
dance floor was thronged.

A smile came over Cliff's lips. It seemed strange that he should be here again, so soon; that despite his
important role in the fracas that had rocked the Club Drury, he should be totaly unsuspected and quite
free to come and go.

He made his way dong the wall until he reached the entrance with the hanging curtains. There he
encountered a waiter.

"Privete room No. 6," said Cliff.

"Reserved?' asked the waiter.

"Wes"

He was ushered to one of the empty rooms.

"You are expecting others, Sr?' questioned the waiter.
"Yes" replied Cliff.

As soon as the waiter had gone, Cliff reached benegth the table. His fingers found an envelope. Cliff
opened it.

Ingde were three dips of cardboard, each a storage receipt from a garage. Cliff amiled and dipped the
objects into his pocket. He did not know who had Ieft the envelope there, but he imagined it was The
Shadow.

The envelope had come off eadlly; it could not have been fastened in place very long before. That did not
meatiter, however. The important fact was that the presence of the envelope fitted in exactly with
ingructions that Cliff had received not long ago through the medium of the dgn that flashed outsde his
gpartment window.

Cliff lighted a cigarette and waited. Five minutes passed. Nipper appeared a the door. He entered and
closed the door behind him. The pasty-faced gunman grinned as he gripped Cliff's hand.

"Everything's fixed," he said. "Got ‘em on the phone ten minutes after you cdled me. They remembered
you dl right, up in the Big House. Patsy thinks you're an ace. Both hm an’ Dave are right guys.”

There was arap a the door. Nipper, resuming his waiter's pose, opened the door. Two men entered; the
waiter who had accompanied them went away. Nipper closed the door and turned to see Cliff shaking
hands with the newcomers.

CLIFF remembered Dave Tabot and Patsy Birch wel. The men were very much aike—both hardened
figures of the underworld. Like Nipper, they had been doing time since the days when mobsters worked
thar individud crimes.



Both were waiting for an opportunity to join up with a safe and prosperous racket. They had wisdy
decided to fit themsdves in with the new regime of gangland.

"Give us the lay, Cliff," said Nipper eagerly. "I'vefixedit so | can get away to-night. I'm throwin' this job
here any time you say. What's the dope?”

"Jug this" sad Cliff quietly. "Last night, Nipper told me he could get you felows—Dave and
Patsy—when | needed you.

"I didn't frame it lagt night, because Nipper and | ran into something we hadn't expected. But I've been
doing some figuring to-day, and I've taked— wdl"—he changed his words—"I've made arrangements
with afdlow that's in on thiswith me. Who he is— that's my businesd”

Cliff was pleased to see his ligeners nod. He knew that any mention of The Shadow would be a fad
error. "All you fellows have to know isthat you're working for me. Get the idea?"

"OK.," sad Dave. "Were with you, Cliff!"
"All Nipper knows," resumed Cliff, "isthat I'm musding in on a racket.

"Look & it thisway. I'm out of the Big House. While I've been doing time, a bunch of punks have been
working. I'm out now—and every time | look for an opening, they want me to do some baby work. No

doughinit."
"That'sright,” agreed Nipper. "Weve dl been up againg it—Dave an' me. Y ou've got the goods.”

"I figured,” said Cliff, "that if | wanted to work a racket, the best way was to break in on some of these
fdlows that think they know dl aout it. So I'm musding in; and I'm doing it my own way.

"l've got cash! I'm going to keep on getting it! You fdlows are in the same boat that | was in; that's why
I'm giving you the chance to step in on the ground floor of this game.”

"Righto, Cliff," agreed Patsy Birch. "I'm puttin' you straight. The three of usis ready—an' we ain't tied up
with nobody right now. We ain't goin' to be, neither, just so long as you've got alay for ud"

Cliff drew aradl of billsfrom his pocket. The men watched hm eagerly as he counted out fifteen hundred
dollars in one-hundred-dollar hills and divided the money into three equa piles. He brought the garage
checks from his pocket and laid one on each pile of money.

"One stack for each of you," he said. "I'm paying you in advance! That's what | think of you fdlowd"
"Hdf agrand!" exclamed Nipper. "Say, Cliff, well bump off a whole mob for this"

"Put the cash away," said Cliff. "Look at those tickets'—the men obeyed —"and ligen to me. Therell be
no guns to-night. Leave your rods a homeif you want. This job wants to be done quietly, understand?”

The liseners nodded.

"I want each of you to take your daim check," explained Cliff, "and go to the garage marked on it. Pay
for storage on the truck, but before you drive it out, look for alittle switch under the front set.

"Youll find some kind of a hook-up under there. Take it off. Get me?

"Now here's where you take those trucks. Each one of you goes to a New Era Garage. Tenth Avenue is
yours, Patsy. Yours is Ffty-fourth Street, Dave. Nipper goes to Eighth Avenue. Check the trucks in



there.

"Be particular about it. Say, that you're leaving your truck for a couple of days, and make sure that it
goesin agood corner spot. Just work on one man, in an offhand manner.

"Look over your truck when you put it away, and fix that connection under the front seat when nobody is
looking. You understand dl that?'

"Wadl, just one word more. Drive those trucks dowly and carefully when you come down from the
Bronx. Don't run any risk. Keep out of trouble. That's dl!"

"Hdf a grand?" questioned Nipper increduloudy. "Haf a grand for just bringin' a truck down from the
Bronx?'

"Jud for that,” said Cliff. "Nothing else. Then lay low until you hear from me again. That's al!"

THE meeting broke up. Patsy and Dave left the room; Nipper followed. Cliff remained for afew minutes;
then made hisway to the main room of the Club Drury.

On the other sde was arow of curtained booths. They were in front of amdl tables, quite as secure from
observation as the private dining rooms. Cliff smiled.

The Club Drury was an ided place to-night. It would be the last spot where any one connected with
Ernie Shires or Killer Durgan would come. That was exactly why it had been set as the meeting point.
The ingructions had surprised Cliff when he had received them; but after understanding had dawned, he
hed put The Shadow's idea into further practice.

He waked dong the row of booths, looking a the floor until he saw a menu card projecting from
benegth a curtain. Cliff entered the booth. Madge Benton was awaiting him.

"Geg, Cliff!" the gil whispered. "Thisis greet! I've been waiting for you pretty near haf an hour. You can
day awhile can't you?'

diff nodded.

"Durgan told me to beet it," explained Madge. "Told me to take in a picture show or whatever dse |
wanted, just so | got out of there.

"He's got something on hismind. | guess he doesn't want to be bothered. Something big is doing to-night

"Never mind that," said Cliff lightly. "Let's forget Durgan. Il cal the waiter and well order; then well
have the rest of the evening dl to ourselves.”

Cliff's work was through for that night. He knew tha he could rely upon the three men whom he had
known in Sng Sing. In that he was correct. While Cliff was dining with Madge, his henchmen were
following hisindructions.

IT was approaching midnight when Nipper Brady drove a dilapidated old truck into the New Era Garage
on Eighth Avenue. Without leaving the driver's seat, he spoke to the attendant who approached.

"Say, boy," sad Nipper, "l gotta leave this old wagon overnight. Maybe a couple days. Where can |
dick it?"

"Takeit on the devator,” was the reply. "Third floor."



"Nix on that," replied Nipper. "I may want it in a hurry when | come back for it. If you can't give me
space down here, I'll pull out." He began to reverse the truck.

"Dont bein ahurry," argued the garage man. "I'll fix you up on this floor. Go back there—over by the far
wadl, near the corner.” He indicated the place. "Back your truck in there. Here, wait until | fix you up with
adam check."

Nipper waited after he had put the truck in its place. The attendant was gone. The little gangster reached
benesath the front seat and found a wire. He pushed it into a plug in a box a the sde of the truck under
the sedt.

"I got an idea what thisis for," he chuckled. "I oughta known dl about it when Cliff said to drive easy
comin' down. Guess I'll buzz Dave an' see how he an' Patsy made out.”

Nipper made his telephone cdl from a near-by drug store, after he had Ieft the garage. Dave answered.
He said that Patsy was with him.

They had had experiences smilar to Nipper's. The other trucks— both old, much-used vehicles—had
been stored in the garages designated.

IT was more than an hour after Nipper had gone from the New Era Garage before men began to put in
an appearance a the old building on Eighth Avenue.

They came through a side door, where they were admitted by a hard-faced watchman. They passed
behind rows of parked cars. They entered the office a the rear, where they found Ermie Shires awaiting
them.

Killer Durgan's mob was assembling for action. The room was not a smdl one. Three benches had been
brought in, and there was ample room for the dozen men who had arrived.

They represented various types of the underworld. Every one of them bore the appearance of a
hardened mobster. Some carried scars of conflict. All wore expressons that were pleasng to Ernie
Shires.

Thiswas a picked crowd! There would be effective work to-night!

"Let the coppers try to bother us™ muttered Ernie, as he surveyed the group. "Coppers. Bah! If any one
ese shows up—wdl -"

His soliloquy was interrupted by the arriva of a group of men. Big Ben Hargins was here with his dock
wallopers.

Ernies crew of mobsmen looked like pygmies beside this gang of huskies. They were the most notorious
terrorists of dl New York— these huskies who kept the racket going where the ships unloaded.
Firg-class duggers, dl of them!

"Hdlo, Ben!" exdamed Ernig, riang from his chair. "This fixes us. We're dl here, now. Waiting for the
blowoff!"

"How soon?" questioned Ben.
Ermie looked at his watch.

"About fifteen minutes”" he said in alow voice. "I've got the three jobs timed. Theré's a guy waiting to



hear thefird one. He's going to cal me here.

"Then we start. Well be doing our work while things are hopping up in the Bronx."

"How far apart have you set them?”

"About five minutes. Good timing mechaniam, too. Tested. Ought to click pretty close to the dot.”

He continued to tak in an undertone to the leader of the dock wallopers. The gunmen were converang
among themsdves.

Big Ben's huskies were in one end of the room, waiting slently for their leader's indructions. No one
other than Ernie and Ben knew exactly what was due to happen—even Ben wasin ignorance of some of
the detalls.

"Ligen, Ermnie" the big dock walloper said, "how about the dough, now? I've got the gang here.”
"Wait until the job isfinished,” replied Ernie shrewdly.
"Nix. Something may happen.”

"Not a chance of it, Ben. You know the agreement. When your gang has done the work, you get the
dough."

"Weé're going to do the work!"
Ernie nodded. He glanced at his watch. He showed the timepiece to the dock walloper.

"Lookit, Ben," he said. "The blowoff is due in two minutes. We ain't got time now. | don't want to flash a
ral in front of this mob. Afterward I'll -"

"O.K.," agreed Big Ben.

The two men kept thelr eyes on the watch. Two minutes went by; then two minutes more. Ernie became
restiess,

"That phone ought to be ringing,” he said.
Three more minutes passed. Still no sound from the telephone.

Then, while Emie dill studied the watch, there came a sound that brought haf the mobsmen to their feet
in sudden excitement. The dull noise of an exploson had reached their ears.

It must have occurred somewhere within a dozen blocks!
"What was that?' demanded Big Ben.

"Dont know," replied Ernie, shaking his head. "l don't like it. Somebody's pulling something down this
way! Wed better lay low until we find out what it id"

One of the gangsters was garting toward the door to investigete. Ernie stopped him.

"Wait," he warned. "We can look around later." He turned to Big Ben. "I can't figure what's wrong up in
the Bronx," he said.

One of the gangsters was speaking.



"Sounded like it came from over on Tenth Avenue" he said to a companion. "A couple of warehouses up
there—another garage -"

A sudden thought came to Ernie Shires. One of the New Era Garages was on Tenth Avenue! One of
Durgan's garages! Another garage like this onel

He looked at his watch. Almogt five minutes had el gpsed since the explosion. It had occurred at the time
et for the second blow-off in the Bronx garages!

There was no time for hestation, Ernie redized, as an amazing suspicion flashed through his brain! He
strode across the room and opened the door that led out through the back of the garage.

"Come on, gang," he ordered. "Get going, quick! No talk. Out!"

The mobsmen rose to follow him. Big Ben Hargins was the fird. But even as they responded to Erni€'s
commeand, without redizing its purpose, the catastrophe occurred!

There was a tarific roar! The whole side of the partition collapsed. The moving gangsters were thrown
flat. Some of them were buried amidst a pile of faling debris.

The truck that Nipper had brought to the garage had carried a time-set bomb. It had been intended to
wregk ruin in Fogarty's Garage in the Bronx. Instead, it had brought destruction to Killer Durgan's
stronghold.

CHAPTER XII. KILLER DURGAN LEARNS THE NEWS

Two grim-faced men entered Killer Durgan's apartment. They were Ernie Shires and Big Ben Hargins.
Ther clothes were soiled and torn; their faces bore grimy dains.

Both showed sgns of having made a hasty effort to make themsdalves somewhat presentable before ther
vigt to Larchmont Court.

"What's the lay?" demanded Killer Durgan. His face was clouded with anger.

"Weve been double-crossed!" replied Ernie. "Somebody's busted the works! Your garages have gone
up in smoke, ingtead of those dumps up in the Bronx!"

"My garaged” Killer Durgan was on his fedt, his figs clenched as he glowered a Ernie Shires. "You
gummed the works, eh? Fine guy, you arel™

"Lay off me" retorted Ernie. "l figure | know the guy that's done it! | told you held be making trouble!
Let metdl you what's happened.”

Durgan sat down and ligtened impatiently while Ernie recited the events that had occurred in the New Era
Garage on Eighth Avenue. It was the account of what happened after the exploson that brought oaths
from his puffed lips.

"Big Ben and | got out,” explained Ernie, "but we had a tough time doing it. Everything broke loose after
that truck blew up. Gas tanks exploded—wals came down—it was lucky we managed to get away.

"The back door was blocked by uff that had fdlen. By the time we got out, the cops were on the job,
and fire trucks were coming up. We werein amess for surel”

"Whet about the mob?"



"Some of 'em got out right after us; but the coppers nabbed them. Ben and | got away because we came
firs. We ducked the cops when they saw us, and they came running over jugt in time to nab the rest of
the crowd.”

"The whole mob?"

"All that got out"—Ernie laughed hoarsdy—"but that aint dl of 'em. Some of 'em got trapped, and ain't
ever going to get out!"

"That means some of my mob, too," interposed Hargins. "It's going to be a job sguaring this with Bart
Hennesy, Il tdl you that! He didn't like the ideain the first place; hell like it less, now.

"Say—how about that dough that 1've got coming to me?' He looked at Ernie; then a Durgan. "How
about it?"

"How about it?" answered Ernie jearingly. "Fat chance you have of getting it! It was to be paid &fter the
job"—he looked toward Durgan for gpprova— "and the job ain't been done!™

"No?' Big Ben thrugt out hisjaw. "Wel, it ain't my fault the job went sour, and if you guys don't want a
rur-in with Bart Hennesy, you'd better come clean.”

"Pay him the money!" ordered Durgan. "Not here! Somewheres dse. And get going now, you guyd I've
got plenty to worry about without you being herel™

THERE was a knock & the door. Mike Wharton came in as Ernie and Ben were leaving. The garage
manager's face was solemn. He was anxious to talk with Durgan, but he kept his patience until the others
were gone.

"WdI?' demanded Durgan.

"I guess you've heard dl about it," said Wharton.
"You mean the garages?'

"es"

"Wadl, | know the Eighth Avenue place has gone up.”

"S0 have the others. Terrible damage, Mr. Durgan. It wasn't so bad with the other two. A lot of cars
smashed, and it's going to cost plenty.

"But the Eighth Avenue garageisdl shot to pieces. That's where the cops nabbed the fdlows coming out.
Patrols—ambulances—fire trucks—they're dl up there!™

"A fineguy you arel" growled Durgan savagely.

"How was | to know?' protested Wharton. "We were the last ones to expect this. It's going to cost a lot
of money -"

"What! Those joints? They don't mean that"—Durgan snapped his fingers. "I could see a dozen garages
go up in smoke, and | wouldn't mind it if | owned dl of them! This has put the skids under mein a big
way—that's dl!

"You know the Public Garage Owners Association?”



Mike Wharton nodded. Technicdly, a garage manager, he was, neverthdess, familiar with the racket run
by Killer Durgan.

"Wdl"—Durgan was fuming—"who has been paying in to it regular - leading the way for the
others—taking protection—al| that?"

"The New Era Garages.”
"Right! My garages! The last ones where anything ought to happen! Now they've been hit hard!

"You say they've gone up—wadll, the Public Garage Owners Associaion has gone up with them! Don't
you see?"

"Yes" agreed Wharton thoughtfully. "I see it now. | didn't before. Somebody's &fter the
asociation—that's sure. So dl the garages that subscribe to it are going to get scared.”

"Youre right they arel Theyll figure that this means a war. They've been forking over dough to the
associdion because they figured they'd get smashed if they didn't. Now they'll figure they're due for a

lacing anyway!

"They dl know tha the New Era Garages were in right with the association. That's why they stayed in.
But now they figure they'll find trouble, whether they're in the association or out of it. So they'll stay out
and save their dough!”

"What are you going to do about it?'

"What can | do? Nothing—right now! It looks like some guy's trying to muscle in. If he is, he's got to
show his hand when he tries to start his own collection business. Then I'll be able to nall him!

"But'—Durgan looked dubious—"if dl he's trying to do is queer my game, he's done his dirt now, and
I'm going to have a tough time neiling him!"

"But why can't the association -"

"The association can't do athing, Mike! It's supposed to be protective. I'm in the garage business, paying
to the association.

"The garage owners are wise to the racket, but there's never been any way to connect me with it. If the
associdion garts any rough stuff, right now, they'll pinit on me,

"What about those gunmen that were in the garage. How many of them did the cops grab?!
"Pretty near dl of them,” replied Wharton. "They were trying to rescue the rest when | was there.”

"My mob!" groaned Durgan. "A fine mess! If that gets out—well, there's only one thing | can do. Act like
apoor garage owner who has had a tough break handed to him! Lay low and keep clear. If | don't -"

THE door opened, and Madge Benton entered. She started to walk across the room as though hesitating
to disturb the conversation. Killer Durgan saw her and arose angrily.

"Whereve you been?' he demanded. "What's the idea of coming in as late as thid Whereve you been?!
"Taking in ashow," she answered.
"Yeeh? What 2" Durgan, giving way to pent-up rage, leaped across the room and seized Madge by



the shoulders. She looked frightened for a moment, and threw an gppeding glance toward Mike
Wharton. Then she met Durgan's fierce gaze.

"Y ouve been playing me phony, huh?' he growled. "Running out with some other guy? If | thought you
were -"

His huge, coarse hands crept toward the girl's throat. Madge uttered a Sartled cry as she tried to shrink
avay.

"Youd better not try anything like that!" threatened Durgan. "Remember what they cal me—Killer! 1tll
be too bad for any guy that gets fresh with my mall! It1l be too bad for you, too!" He relaxed his grip and
added: "I'm jugt waning you! That'sdl!"

"You won't catch me with any other guy,” replied the girl. "I'm sour on dl them—since | took up with
you."

"Yesh?' Durgan's eyes flashed mdicioudy. "Fine time for you to be taking this way. You know what
happened to-night? All three of my garages got blown up—that's what!"

"I'm supposed to cry about it, | guess.”

With an oath, Killer Durgan ssized Madge and flung her across the room. The girl fdl agang a chair,
knocking it over on the floor.

Durgan followed, mouthing oaths, and kicked the girl ferocioudy. Madge screamed. Durgen struck her
face with his open pam, and she fdl, moaning, on the floor.

"Beet it!" ordered Durgan. "Keep your mouth shut after thid"

The girl arose ungteadily and walked into another room, holding her hands to her face. As the door
closed behind her, Durgan returned to Wharton, who had been quietly watching the scene.

"I'd better watch that mal of mine" said Durgan, in alow voice. "Do you think she's mixed up in this,
Mike?'

"Where was she to-night?' questioned Wharton noncommittaly.
"Sgysshe was a a show."”
"Maybe she wadl"

"Ligen, Mike." Durgan became confidentid. "Youre the guy | need. Get me? This garage business has
gone flooey—and that means a lot more than just the garages. The best racket in New York is on the
fritz, right now!

"It looks like I'll be getting rid of these punks that have been working for me. But that doesn't mean I'm
licked. There's other ways to be in the money. | need a guy like you. Ligen, while | give you the
low-down.

"Therés some wise guy in back of this—and I'm going to get him. | want you to be on the lookout. Get
me?'

Wharton nodded.

"And there's an idea I've got!" continued Durgan. "One thing right in the back of my noodle! That bird's



been working through my mall!

"She's soilled some dope on the racket. So it's up to you to tag her, Mike. I've got dough. You know
that. Y ou get the same as you've been getting. I'm going to let her run—and you're going to follow. Get
me?'

"l get you."

Durgan waved toward the door. Mike Wharton departed, saisfied with his new misson. Durgan
remaned done.

An expression of ferocity came over his evil face. He looked cautioudy around the room. Then he went
to a corner and unlocked asmdl door in the wall. He brought out a telephone.

It was a private line which had been inddled long before. No one - not even Madge—knew of its
existence.

The racketeer caled a number. Then he talked in alow voice, explaining the Stuation which had arisen.

"I've got to lay low," he concluded. "It means the whole racket is jammed. The mall may have something
to do with it. Mike Wharton isgoing to trall her.

"But ther€'s one guy in back of it. Y ou know who he is The Sha -"

DURGAN stopped suddenly, responding to a warning voice over the wire. He listened while the man
spoke from the other end. Then he replied.

"Not a chance,” he said. "l don't care how wise he thinks he is. Nobody figures this racket as anything
but independent. It ends with me—and I'm safe enough so long as | let it dide”

He ligtened again, and a leering grin appeared upon his face. Evidently he was receiving good news.

"I'minonit?' he sad. "Everything the same as before, only | just got to lay low? Great! Yeah! I'll keep
Ernie ready. He's the guy that tipped me off to what was coming. He's wise!

"But ligen. This bird Hargins, with the dock wallopers—Big Ben, they cdl him. He's sore because he logt
gx guys out of his mob— What's that— it's good?"

For a moment, Killer Durgan seemed amazed; then, as more words came over the wire, his grin
reappeared.

"I get you!" he sad. "All ready for the big job, en? Then well have another racket on the lig! O.K.
Mum's the word!"

He hung up the recelver and put the telephone away. He sat down in a big chair and pulled a cigar from
his pocket.

Killer Durgan was pleased.

"A good racket gone blooey," he said in a low voice. "A smart guy thinks he's queered it. Hell be
watching, expecting me to try to pull it out of the fire.

"But I'm too wise! I've got to lay lowv—and | can do it nice, now. The lower | lay, the better itll be.

"Hées going to start to wonder—and that's when I'm going to land him!



"The Shadow, they cdl him. Wéll, they cdl meKiller. Killer Durgan. That's me!”

The big racketeer svung his hand and knocked over atable beside him. A delicate vase was shattered to
atoms as it was crushed beneeth the fdling table.

Killer Durgan laughed. He had heard good news!

CHAPTER XIlll. THE SHADOW IS REPAID

CLIFF MARSLAND samiled to himsdf as he rolled dong in a taxicab which he had entered outside
Larchmont Court. Things were bresking well tonight.

He had left Madge after they had departed from the Club Drury. 1t had been much later then they had
expected, but the gifl had assured him that she would experience no trouble with Killer Durgan, as the
racketeer had other problems that night.

After leaving Madge some distance from Larchmont Court, he had come directly to the apartment. He
hed decided to smoke a cigarette in his accustomed chair, while he waited to see that she arrived.

While he was thus engaged, two men had stepped from an eevator. One was Emie Shires. The other
was a big, tdl individud whom Cliff judged to be a dock walloper.

The two men did not notice Cliff. He heard Ernie speak asthey left.

"WEell go down to Pezzeroni's joint,” Ernie had said. "We can stand a couple of shots. I'll fix you up
there"

Cliff had heard of Pezzeroni's that night. Madge had been tdling him much about the underworld.

Cliff had remarked that his term in Sng Sng had ended mogt of his old acquaintanceship with the bad
lands, and Madge had set out to "put im wise"

Pezzeroni's was a combined restaurant and speakeasy. Cliff knew where it was.

So he had waited until Madge had appeared. She had glanced at him as she walked through the lobby.
That was dl.

Then Cliff had left, and was now on his way. He had hopes tha he might be able to ligen in on the
conversation between Ernie Shires and his companion.

As he rode dong, Cliff looked back, just as the cab turned a corner. He saw another taxi following. The
fact worried him.

He kept glanang back until his own cab stopped in front of Pezzeroni's. He saw another cab pass down
the avenue, without turning the corner. He was not sure whether or not it was the vehicdle which had
goparently been on histrall.

He dismissed his own cab and waited outside the restaurant. Seeing no one approach, he went indde.

A word to the Itdian waiter was aufficient. Cliff was conducted to the back of the restaurant. Here was a
grdl barroom, with tables. Along one Sde ran a partition, with curtained openings. They indicated
andler rooms.

A walter came out through one of the doorways, carrying atray. Cliff gave an order. A bottle and a glass
were brought to the table that he had taken. The waiter went out; a few minutes later, the men at the bar



aso disappeared. Cliff was left donein the room.

This was his opportunity. He dipped into the doorway next to the one through which the waiter had
come. He wasin asmdl room that held a table and afew chairs.

THE partition between this room and the next did not extend to the caling. Cliff leaned close to it and
listened. He could hear the voice of Ernie Shires.

"All right, Ben," the gangster was saying. "I'll fix you with the dough. Let's have another drink. O.K.?"

"All right, Emie" came Ben's reply. "But ligen, bo, this thing is going to make Bart sore, anyway. It's
going to work out bad.”

"Forget it, Ben."
Cliff could hear the gurgle of liquid being poured from a bottle.

"Here's the trouble" said Ben. "You know how things work down &t the docks. Every load of freight that
comesinis handled by our men— "public loaders,” we cdl them—and it's a great racket.

"If some importer gets a big shipment, he sends his trucks down. He finds the freght on the pier. Our
men load it on for him. Three cents a hundred poundsisthe regular rate—but we hold them up for more

right dong."
"Good graft," commented Ernie.

"Youreright," said Ben. "Let them try to bust it! Then the dock wallopers get busy. If any truckmen try
to load without our permisson, we giveit to them right.

"But we don't have to worry about that. Bart Hennesy has a tie-up with the union truckmen, and the
same with the longshoremen. They're dl with ud”

"Where does Hoke Larrigan come in, then?'

"That's jud the trouble. He's supposed to be working with Bart, just the way | am; but he tries to do
thingshis own way. He controls gangs on some of the docks—and he don't come through with his cut.
Bart'swise to him!"

"Wha's his game—outside of getting more dough than he's entitled to?

"He wants to run the racket, that's what! He's big enough, so Bart doesn't take a crack at him, because it
wouldn't go good with his mob. But Hoke's not taking a crack a Bart, either. He's too wise.

"That's what Bart is watching for. Now that we mixed up in this dedl of Durgan's, and sx of our dock
wallopers are ether bumped off or pinched, Hoke's got a chance to make trouble!”

"Bart ought to like that. 1t will let im come back at Hoke, won't it?"

"Maybe. Maybe not. Bart's been laying off because of Hoke's friends. Now Hoke has got an excuse. He
can tdl them dl that Bart's no good because he isn't gicking where he belongs—on the docks.”

"Who dseis there beside Bart and Hoke?"

"Nobody that can run the racket. That's why Hoke is anxious to make trouble.



"If Bart gets out, we've got to take Hoke as the boss and like it. He's in right with the unions—just like
Bart.

"Me and Spunk Hogan—we handle the dock wallopers, and ther€'s other guys that does the same; but
we're under orders, same as Hoke ought to be.”

"Thiswill put you in wrong with Bart, then."
"Looks that way. But it will make him sore & Killer Durgan, too.”
"Whet'll he do about Durgan?'

"Nothing, now—unless Durgan gets funny. Bart will stick to the docks, if he's let done; but if Durgan had
gotten smart—like refusng to come through with the pay-off, nothing would have stopped Bart.

"If I'd go back without that money, Bart wouldn't blame me. He'd hang it on Durgan and you aong with
him."

"Yeeh?' Erni€s voice indicated that he was uneasy. "Y ou think he would, Ben?'

"I know he would. He gticks to the docks because it's his palicy. But held take a gang of dock walopers
out to San Francisco if he got double-crossed that far away! You can figure for yoursdf what held do in
New York!"

There was a momentary slence. Then Ernie spoke.

"Wdl," he said, "I've got the cash for you, Ben. Guess I'd better give it to you now. Two grand is right,
antit?'

"OK."

CLIFF'S fingers had been pressng againg a corner of the compo-board partition. His fingers had
suddenly found a rough spot. Looking close, he saw that it was anal hole,

With his finger nail, Cliff spread the opening. He placed his eye againg it. He saw into the other room.

Ernie Shires was facing Big Ben over a table. Ernie was counting off a rall of bills—mogt of them fifty
dollarsin denomination.

"Eighteenfifty, nineteen, ningteen-fifty, twenty"—Ernie laughed. "Theré's your two grand, Ben. Hope it
squares you with Bart."

"Itll help!" replied Ben tersely. "Help me, and help you!"
He ran over the bank notes one by one; then began to fold the rall to placeit in his pocket.

It was then that Cliff became fascinated by a dight mation of the curtain beyond the two men. A vague
form began to appear, unnoticed by ether Ernie or Ben.

Cliff suppressed a gasp of astonishment. A black-clad figure had entered the little room.
The Shadow stood beside the table, the muzze of an automatic projecting from the folds of his cloak!
A low laugh filled the room. Ernie and Ben both turned toward the doorway. Each started to rise.

A sweegping movement of the revolver caused them to resume thelr seats. Both raised their hands. Big



Ben hed the crumpled money in hisleft hand.

"Money," sad The Shadow, in a low, weird voice. "Money—paid for tonight's work"—there was a
drange irony in his tone—"but paid to the wrong man! Work has been done tonight; but not by you. So |
have come to collect what | have paid to men who earned it!"

His gun turned toward Big Ben.

"Put your hands on the table," said The Shadow.
Big Ben obeyed.

"Count off fifteen hundred dollars.”

With shaking hands, the big dock waloper followed the ingructions. The Shadow's free hand suddenly
appeared. It reached across the table and drew the hills from Big Ben's grasp.

"You can keep theret," said The Shadow.

The black-clad form seemed to mdt into the curtain behind it. Only a flash of eyes was visble benesath
the broad-brimmed hat.

Then Cliff could see nothing but the gleaming muzze of the automatic. Again, a low, sniger laugh came
as an uncanny whisper. The Shadow was gone!

With an oath, Ernie Shires legped to hisfeet. He was drawing his automatic, bent upon ingtant pursuit of
the strange being who had appeared from nowhere.

But Big Ben was quicker than Ernie. He legped to the doorway, caught the gangster, and thrust him back
inhischair.

"Let mego!" exdamed Ernie. "l want to get that guy -"
"Get him?' Hargins laughed sullenly. “I'm wise to your game! Y ou can't fool me with a gag like that!

"No wonder you held out on the dough. Durgan didn't want you to pay it to mein his place. Not a good
idea, he said. So we came somewhere else. Here— the joint you picked! Sit down!™

AS Emie started to rise, dill seeking to pursue The Shadow, Hargins thrust him back in his chair and
yanked the ganggter's hand from his pocket.

"St down—and keep your mitt away from your ga"—Big Ben's voice meant busness—"you yelow
double-crosser! Framing it with aguy to make it look like a stick-up! Leaving me half a grand to make it
look on the leve!

"Wadl, it don't go, see? Come across! Make up what's missng—and do it quick! Get me?"

"Lay off that Suff, Ben," retorted Ernie. "I want to get that guy! He's the bird that's queered our racket!
Let me get him!"

"Say right where you arel" warned Big Ben. "l want some dough out of you! Get me? If you don't come
across, youll hear from Bart Hennesy—you and Killer Durgan, both!

"I've had enough phony suff to-night—and when a guy pokes a gat in through the curtain -"



Suddenly suspicious because of his own remark, Hargins turned for an ingant and swept his free hand
agang the curtain, as though to make sure that no invisble watcher was waiting there.

Ernie Shires saized the opportunity. His hand was close beside a bottle sanding on the table. Cliff saw
the gangster grasp the neck of the bottle and swing it ferocioudy a Big Ben's head. The dock walloper
turned as the blow was fdling.

Before he could press the trigger of his autometic, the bottle crashed againg his skull. Big Ben crumpled
beneath the impact. He dumped between the table and the curtain. Ernie Shires laughed.

"A double-crosser, am 17" he muttered. "Wdl, you don't ook like you're going to tdl ‘em that any more!™

He stooped beside the table. When he arose, Cliff saw the hills that Big Ben had held, were now in the
possession of Ernie.

Shires opened the curtain a bit and peered out. The grin that showed on his face evidently indicated that
no one was in the barroom. Ernie cast alagt glance at the form of Big Ben.

"Looks like you're out of it," he mumbled. "But there's one guy that aint out of it—won't be urtil 1 get
him. That's The Shadow!" A look of evil hatred came over Ernie's features. "And he's the guy I'm going

to get!”

Ernie Shires was gone. Cliff followed a few minutes later. He said nothing to the waiter as he passed
through the restaurant. The man would probably find Big Ben soon. It would be best to be somewhere
esethen.

Cliff was 4ill thinking of the night's events when he reached his apartment. Killer Durgan, Ernie Shires,
Big Ben Hargins—d| had met with defeat that night!

Cliff had played his part. So had Nipper, Dave, and Peatsy.

They had been paid by The Shadow, those three—and The Shadow, in turn, had been repaid by the
very men whom he had thwarted!

CHAPTER XIV. GRISCOM SEEKS AID

IN the center of a great private office, a man sat done a a massve desk. He was a strange, Solitary
figure, in the midst of commodious surroundings.

Everything in the room betokened wedth and influence—from the huge, expensve rug to the
oak-paneled walls. The place was obvioudy the headquarters of a man of grest importance—and the
men was Stanley Wilberton, banker and financier.

It was he who was dtting at the desk, quietly engaged in a study of legd documents that lay before him.

The door opened a the far Sde of the room. It closed noisdesdy. A man approached the desk. He
came across the room with dow, mechanica stride, dmost as though he were approaching a dine in the
midg of atemple.

Although there was no sound of the man's approach, Stanley Wilberton looked up as he arrived before
the desk.

"What isit, Crowley?" he asked, in deliberate tones.



"Two gentlemen to see you, gr." Crowley spoke in aleve, monotonous voice. The tones were in kegping
with the man's appearance. His face was placid and changelessin expression.

"Who are they?' questioned Crowley.

"Mr. Howard Griscom, Sr; and a Mr. Cranston, who iswith him."
"Humph! | don't know thet | can see them, Crowley."

"Mr. Griscom says thet it is urgent, Sr."

Wilberton looked directly at his secretary.

They formed a remarkable pair, these two men—the great finander and his confidentia secretary.
Wilberton had often spoken of Crowley as hisright hand. Crowley was indeed a master of efficiency,
dthough he dedlt in few words.

There was something in the words that he had uttered that Wilberton understood without further
quedtioning. Mr. Griscom had said that an interview was urgent. Unless that statement had impressed
Crowley, the secretary would not have repested it. Crowley was aways right. Mr. Griscom's misson
mugt be urgent.

"l hdl see Mr. Griscom," declared Wilberton.

Crowley bowed and retired. A few minutes later, Horace Griscom, pale-faced and visbly worried,
entered the room, accompanied by Lamont Cranston.

Griscom's companion showed no sgns of worriment. His expresson was as fixed as it had been that
night & Griscom's home. Cranston showed no great interest in the surroundings.

Theluxury of Wilberton's office had impressed many men of means who had entered. Lamont Cranston
seemed merdy to take it for granted.

Crowley was with the visitors. He drew up two chairs before the desk. The men seated themsdves.

Crowley remained, but did not St down. He stood at the Side of the desk, staring at Stanley Wilberton as
though he were the financier's familiar demon, awaiting whatever orders might be given him.

AFTER afew minutes, Stanley Wilberton pushed the documents to the side of the desk. Crowley leaned
forward and began to arrange them in neet piles.

Thefinander paid no atention to him. He looked up and studied his vistors with a sharp gaze.
"Good morning, Griscom,” he said tersdly.

"Good morning, Mr. Wilberton," replied Griscom. "Y ou remember Mr. Cranston?”

"Yes" Wilberton dismissed the gredting with a sngle word. "Whet brings you to see me, Griscom?”

Howard Griscom shifted in his chair. He fdtill a ease in the presence of the greet financier. He invarigbly
sank to inferiority when he met Stanley Wilberton; yet, somehow, he usudly managed to receive
congderation from Wilberton.

"I have come in reference to the theatricd merger,” explained Griscom. "You will recdl that | was
approached by a representative of the Thestricd Owners Cooperative Association—in reference to



paying money to what we considered to be a racket.”
"Yes | recdl it"

"Snce then,” continued Griscom, "the Stuation has become more acute. The merger is even more
necessary than before. We mugt float our loan.

"At the same time, the vague suggestions made by the representative of the Cooperative Association
have become tangible activities.

"Inwha way?'

"In mdicious attempts to harm our theaters," declared Griscom. "In one outlying theater, the cashier was
held up and the box office robbed. In another larger house, an unexplainable accident occurred in the
projection booth. It nearly caused a panic.

"There have been other troubles which have been hurting our business. Y esterday, for the fird time, we
were able to apprehend one person who appears to have been a trouble-maker. He was observed
entering the theater by a manager who happened to be there.

"The manager recognized him as having been present the night of the trouble in the projection booth a
the Eagle Theater—which was where the accident had occurred.

"An usher watched this suspicious character, and the man redized that he was under observation. He left
the theater hurriedly and was pursued.

"He was trying to throw something away when he ran around the corner. He was captured after a chase
of saverd blocks™"

Stanley Wilberton exhibited adight Sgn of curiosity, as he gazed at Griscom.
"What did he have?' he questioned.

"Nathing," replied the theater owner. "We took him to the police station. He was searched. His pockets
contained nothing but smdl change, a package of cigarettes, awallet, and afew other ordinary items,

"Whatever he tried to dispose of was gone. We searched thoroughly over the path which he followed.
We found nothing. We were forced to let the man go."

"A mistake, evidently,” Wilberton concluded.

"I DON'T think so, Mr. Wilberton. The man gave his name as Tony Peretti, dthough he did not look to
be Itdian.

"We were able to trace his actions before he entered the theater. He had been in the Turin Cafe, a amdl
Itdian restaurant downtown, for lunch. He had spent the afternoon in another theater—a ticket stub in his
pocket indicated that fact.

"When we questioned the proprietor of the Turin Cafe, he said that he knew the man's face—that Peretti
came there nearly every day, and aways ate done & a corner table."

"What kind of a place isthe restaurant?' questioned Wilberton sharply. "Do racketeers frequent it?"

"No," replied Griscom. "It has an excellent reputation -"



"It is a very fine restaurant, gr," interposed Crowley, the secretary. "l go there occasondly. In fact, |
expect to eat lunch there to-day. The Turin serves the best Itdian food in New York. That is my
opinion.”

Stanley Wilberton laughed dryly.
"Wadl, wel, Crowley," he said. "'l am glad to see that you have some interest other than your work here.

"Perhaps you may be able to hdp Griscom in his dilemma'—there was a touch of ridicule in Wilberton's
voice—"perhaps you have seen aman named— what was that name, Griscom?"

"Tony Peretti."
Crowley shook his head methodicaly.
"I never recal meeting such a person, gr," he said.

Sanley Wilberton laughed good-naturedly at the seriousness of his secretary. He turned again to Howard
Griscom.

"Thisisavery trivid matter," he said.

"No, Mr. Wilberton," protested Griscom. "It can be very serious. Business has been badly hit a the
Eagle Theater since the accident in the projection booth. We had been having capacity audiences—now
the theater is only hdf filled.

"It has had a dight effect upon other theaters of our chain, and any smilar occurrence would be
disastrous. The Pdadrome—our largest theater, you know—would be badly hit if any trouble started
there.

"There is no doubt about it, Mr. Wilberton. We are being subjected to a sysematized form of
terrorism—and we are virtudly helpless”

"Have you been able to link the Theatricd Owners Cooperative Association with these disturbances?’

"No. It appears to be a one-man organization. The representative, Maurice Belden, is manager, aso. He
has a samdl office—we have had detectives watching it. He seems to be working aone—independent of
the disturbers.

"Heis too wise for us. He has made his position secure by actudly sgning up afew independent theaters.
Heis running what appears to be a legitimate business. We cannot touch him!"

"He mugt be contralling it al," declared Wilberton. "He's the man to wetch.”

"Heis not the man to watch." The satement came from Lamont Cranston, hitherto slent. "'l have told Mr.
Griscom that there is some one higher up. He is right when he dates that Beden is working

independently.”
"Bahl" exdamed Wilberton impatiently. "These racketeers are dl dike. Clever, but dl for themsdves”
"That isincorrect,” declared Cranston. "The most important rackets are controlled by some one above.

"You should recognize that fact, Mr. Wilberton. You—a great financier— control many enterprises
because they are profitable. Rackets are profitable enterprises. There is some one who controls them.”



Wilberton laughed contemptuoudy.

"This is indeed enlightening!” he exclamed. "A racket syndicate! A wondeful idea, Mr.—er—Mr.
Crangton. Something that exiss—in your mind, only. | advise you to follow up that idea. It might mean
millions

"Meanwhile'—he looked a Howard Griscom in an annoyed manne—"l have too many important
matters to concern me to spend time discussing the minor problems of the thestrical businesd™

"One moment, please, Mr. Wilberton," pleaded Howard Griscom. "I have told you this, amply to find
out if you would gill consider that loan—if we should satisfactorily end our present difficulty.

"If thisthing keeps on—particularly if we have trouble in a thester such as the Pdadrome | shdl have to
yidd to the persuason of the Theatricd Owners Cooperative Association. The interests of the
stockholders will compe me -"

WILBERTON interrupted him with a wave of his hand. Griscom became slent while the finandier turned
to speak to Crowley. The secretary was sanding by in a deferentid manner.

"I sdl not need you any longer, Crowley," remarked Wilberton. "You may leave now. Do not return
until after lunch—and be sure to take care of those matters | mentioned this morning. We had not quite
finished with our discussion, but | think you now understand what should be done.”

"Yes gr," replied Crowley solemnly.

He bowed and walked from the room. Lamont Cranston had been eyeing the inscrutable face of the
secretary. He watched Crowley as the man left.

" did not wish Crowley to be here" said Wilberton. "He attends to detall work for me, but knows
nathing about my plans.

"Regarding the loan, Mr. Griscom, | can assure you and Mr—e"— he motioned toward
Crangon—"your friend here, that | am quite willing to funish the money when you have settled the
menace that now threatens your busness”

"Bdlantyne is the sumbling block," replied Griscom. "I see the menace now; he refuses to seeit. | cannot
act until Balantyneiswilling. But, perhaps -"

"Perhaps,”" supplied Wilberton, as Griscom paused, "new troubles may cause Balantyne to become less
obgtinate. | sympathize with him and with you, Griscom. These rackets are bitter pills to swalow, and |
cannot blame you for your stand.

"I agree with opposing them, in theory; but it isimpossble to oppose them when they become facts. It is
an outrage, but -" He shrugged his shoulders in completion of the sentence.

Howard Griscom arose. He knew from Wilberton's manner that the interview was ended. He and
Crangton said good-by to the financier. They Ieft the building and rode in a cab to Griscom's office,

"I am glad you were with me, Cranston,” said Griscom soberly. "The condition is much more serious than
| mentioned to Wilberton. Vandds have broken into two of our theaters, and have wreaked much
damage.

"I don't like to givein, but | must think of those whose interests are at stake. If Bdlantyne -"



Cranston was daring draight ahead, apparently deep in thought. As Griscom ended his sentence
abruptly, Cranston spoke as though in meditation.

"Strange fellow, isnt he?' he said.
"Who? Bdlantyne?'

"No."

"Wilberton?'

"No. Crowley."

"Wilberton's secretary?' responded Griscom. "Yes. He has been with Wilberton many years. His
confidentid secretary, you know."

"Yes that very fact makes me wonder"—a vague, questioning smile appeared upon Crangton's rigid
lips—"wonder why Wilberton sent him away.

"It was dl right for Crowley to be there long enough to understand everything that we were discussing.
After he had gone, Wilberton said nothing that Crowley had not heard.”

Howard Griscom nodded. The matter seemed very trivid to him. So much was at stake that it annoyed
hm to hear Cranston refer to such unimportant matters. The cab stopped near the Paadrome Thester.
The men stepped out.

"Will you come up to the office?" asked Griscom. "I am going out to lunch in a few minutes™
"Thank you. | have an gppointment.” Lamont Cranston shook hands with Howard Griscom.

When the thester owner had gone, Cranston stood on the sdewalk, idy watching the passng
automobiles that crowded the vianity of Times Square.

Suddenly, his eyes became keen. He turned into a drug store, consulted a phone book, and returned to
the street. He halled a passng taxi.

"Tuin Cafg" he said. "Fourteenth Street, west of Sxth Avenue.”

FIFTEEN MINUTES later, Lamont Cranston entered the little Italian restaurant. There were not many
peoplein the place. He studied various tables, and findly noted one in a far corner. He went to the table
and sat down, after sudying the podtion of the chairs.

Keen and observant, Cranston had quickly decided that this mugt be the very chair that Tony Peretti hed
been wont to occupy.

The waiter came, and Cranston gave his order. He sat with folded arms, as though consdering a great
problem. His keen eyes centered firg in one place; then in another. At last they were focused upon the
table, with its square glass top fitted above a dark coth materid.

Lamont Crangton drew an envelope from his pocket. He inserted a corner of the envelope between the
glass top and the table. The envelope did into the thin space. Holding its only projecting corner, Cranston
moved the envelope back and forth aong the edge of the table.

Asif by magic, written words appeared upon the envelope!



Some one had written in pencil upon the glass top of the table. The words were totdly invisble againgt
the dark surface beneath until the presence of the white paper reveded them.

The words looked as though they were on the envelope; actudly they were the fraction of an inch above
it.
"Saturday. Three o'clock. Brantwell's. Forty-second Street.”

This was the message Lamont Cranston read. He removed the envelope from beneath the glass and
thrud it in his pocket. He was thoughtful for a minute he did not appear to notice the waiter when the
men brought a plate of spaghetti.

Lamont Cranston laughed oftly, and his repressed mirth had an eerie sound. He took a hill from his
pocket and lad it beside the check that the waiter had placed on the table. He arose and walked from
the restaurant.

He strode down the street, toward the avenue. As he went aong, he laughed again.
Hislaugh was low and inaudible afew feet away; yet it dill possessed that chilling tone.
It was strangdly like the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XV.CRANSTONACTS

HOWARD GRISCOM and Lamont Cranston had visted Stanley Wilberton before noon on Friday.
Late Saturday morning, gpproximately twenty-four hours later, Griscom was surprised when Cranston
agan pad hm avist.

"l suppose you leave here a noon,” remarked Cranston, when he had seasted himsdf in the theater
owner's private office.

"Not often,” replied Griscom. "Saturday is usudly very busy. | expect to be here dl afternoon. Will you
accept that deferred invitation to lunch?’

"I shl be glad to do s0."

Cranston sat looking from the window. Griscom's office was on the third floor of the Paladrome Building.
It commanded aview of Forty-second Street toward Times Square.

Across the street, near the corner, was a store that bore the 9gn "Brantwell's” It was one of a chan of
Manhéttan drug stores.

Lamont Cranston noticed the store; he dso watched the passing throngs with curious eyes. He turned to
Griscom, and seeing that the theater owner was not engaged for the moment, he remarked:

"You have motion-picture photographers avalable, | suppose?!
"I can get a camera man in fifteen minutes™ replied Griscom.

"This would make a very interesting picture,” remarked Cranston, pointing from the window. "Saturday
afternoon a Times Square.

"Hundreds—thousands of people, each moving with some different thought in mind. A great crowd, dl
engaged with their own thoughts, oblivious of those who are wetching them.”



"Youd like a picture of it?" asked Griscom, with a smile. "Suppose that | obtain a camera man after
lunch."

"Excdlent," sad Cranston.

"I'm going to be here evenings as wdl as afternoons” sad Griscom. "You know, Cranston, the
Pdadrome is our greatest theater. It isin the heart of New Y ork.

"I am gpprehensve—| have been s0 snce yesterday. The very fact that we are worrying about the
prestige of the Pdadrome makes me believe that the racketeers may have an eye on it d<o."

"What are you doing to offset them?' Cranston asked.

"What can | do? We have detectives in the lobby. We are watching suspicious characters. Bdlantyne is
watching, too. He is downgtairs in the theater office.

"Heisin and out of the Paladrome dl the time. Nevertheless, we cannot watch every patron who enters
the theater. That would be impossible”

Griscom received a telephone cal that he had been expecting. He and Cranston went out to lunch.

IT was after two o'clock when they passed the entrance to the Paladrome Thesater on their way back to
Griscom's office. The theater owner pointed out two detectivesin the lobby.

"They're watching every one who comes in," he said. "But at begt, it's only a makeshift. We may have a
chance to apprehend a trouble-maker after the damage is done; hardly before.

"I'm worried, Cranston. Something is going to strike; and well be helpless™

In the office, Griscom recdled his promise to Cranston. He cdled up a camera man, and the
photographer said that he would be over within fifteen minutes

The man arrived a the time specified. Griscom introduced him as Bud Sherman. Cranston pointed out
the panoramic view of central New Y ork.

"Suppose we wait awhile" he suggested. "The Saturday-afternoon crowd isincreasng. Set your camera
to take in a diagond view of the street, so we can get the direction from which the crowd is coming.
About there"—Cranston pointed diagondly across the busy thoroughfare—"where that drug store is
located.”

"Brantwell's?" questioned Sherman.
IIY$II

While Bud Sherman was sttting up the camera, Arline Griscom entered the office The gil amiled
pleasantly at Lamont Cranston, who bowed in return. She spoke to her father; then she noticed the
camera, and asked why it was there.

"Mr. Crangton thought a picture of Times Square would be interesting,” explained Griscom, with an
amusd look on hisface, "so | provided the camera man.”

Cranston had turned to the window.

"The throngs are increesing,” he remarked. "There seem to be a great many people coming toward the
theater. 1 would suggest, Mr. Griscom, that you advise the men in the lobby to be very dert. Saturday



afternoon is atime to expect trouble.”
"What is the matter, daddy?' questioned Arline.

"Nothing, dear," replied Griscom. "I am going down to the theater office. Come dong with me. It is
nearly three o'clock. The feature picture starts in fifteen minutes”

As Griscom and his daughter left the office, Cranston spoke to Sherman.
"Shoot," he said. "Theres a good crowd, now."

Sherman obeyed in businesdike fashion. He started the mechaniam of the camera, which was trained
through the open window. His eyes were roving dong the street. He did not notice what Lamont
Cranston was obsarving.

Within afew seconds after the camera began to make its record, a short man in a black coat stopped in
front of Brantwel's window and began an idle ingpection of the disolay that was on exhibit. The man's
back was turned toward the street. His face was not visble

STILL watching the man who had arrived, Cranston went to the telephone on the table near the window.
He cdled a number. It was evidently near by, for the exchange was the same as the one liged on
Griscom's telephone.

"Hdlo," sad Cransgton. "Thisis Mr. Cranston. Has the men | expected arrived in my office? He's there
now?' He paused an ingant, then added: "I don't follow you... Oh, yes, tdl him to wait. I'll stop over to
see him. I'll be there shortly; after | see Mr. Griscom in the theater [obby."

Bud Sherman heard the conversation and paid no attention to it. He did not natice the peculiar emphasis
that the speaker had placed on certain words.

"Man there now. Follow him. Stop himin the thester lobby."
That was what Lamont Cranston had told the listener at the other end of the telephone.

All the while, the speaker kept his eyes on the window across the street, where the idler was standing
moationless, gazing at the display, unconscious of the fact that he was within the range of a motion-picture
camera

Cranston was ddliberatdy caling another number—a so the same exchange. He received an answer, and
began an ordinary conversation that continued for about a minute. Then, again, his words took on a
peculiar emphass.

"Il see you at the mesting; I'm taking Harry's place. Yes, Il go on Monday afternoon. It will be my
second trip there. Good-by, old man."

The hidden message was. "Medting taking place. Go after second man."

As Cranston ddivered it, samoothly and effectively, his words were timed with an event that was
occurring across the street.

Ancther man had swung out of the crowd. The firg dgn that marked him as different from the other
passers was the fact that he adso turned to look in Brantwell's window, so that only his back was vishle

He stood there, close behind the firs man, who could not see him. His hand dipped in the pocket of his
blue overcoat. He brought forth a amdl object.



Stepping forward, as though to avoid persons who were crowding him, he let his hand rest againg the
pocket of the black overcoat that the firg man was wearing.

The blue-clad man moved avay immediatdy. His hand was empty. Lamont Cranston could see his face,
but even those keen watching eyes could not diginguish the features clearly at so greeat a distance.

Cranston's gaze returned to the fird man, who was dill looking in the window. The fdlow began to shift
restlesdy; then he, too, sauntered away. Cranston caught a glimpse of a dark-visaged countenance.

Both men were logt in the crowd. Lamont Cranston was daring indifferently from the window. The
camera man spoke to him.

"Jugt about the end of the red," he remarked. "Do you want me to take another shot?"
"That's sufficent,” said Cranston.

When the camera man had gone, Cranston remained by the window. He acted as though he might be
expecting some unusud news.

Fifteen minutes passed. The telephone rang. Cranston answered it. He heard the excited voice of
Griscom.

"Tha you, Cranston? Can you come down to the theater office? The detectives stopped two men who
were causng a disturbance in the lobby! They brought them into the officel Bdlantyne is taking to the
men now! | should like to have you see them!™

CRANSTON went down in the elevator. Between the entrance to the office building and the theater
itdf was a dgar store. He stopped there and purchased severd packages of cigarettes—each of a
different popular brand. He placed them in various pockets.

He went on to the lobby of the theater and gave his name to the doorman. An usher led him to the office.

When Crangton entered, he found George Bdlantyne quizzing two men who sat before him. Bdlantyne
was speaking to onein particular, a quiet, well-dressed young man, who seemed quiite at ease.

"You say your nameis Clyde Burke," said Bdlantyne. "What do you do?'

"I was formerly a newspaper reporter,” replied the young man. "At present | conduct a dipping bureau
and engage in free-lance journdism. This little occurrence to-day is quite unusud. It might make a good

newspaper story for -"

"Mr. Burke" interrupted Bdlantyne, in a worried tone, "we are not trying to put you to any
inconvenience. We are merely asking you to cooperate with us.

"There have been some er—disturbances in our theaters. We are weatching al who enter. You had an
encounter with this man in the lobby -"

"I did," interposed Burke. "l jostled him accidentally. He became angry. | saw his hand go to his pocket.
| became excited, thinking that he might be drawing a gun. | grabbed him.

"Then these men of yours'—he pointed to two detectives who stood solemnly by—"took hold of us and
brought us here."

"Would you mind if we searched your pockets, Mr. Burke?'



"Not in the least." Burke emptied the contents of his pockets on the desk, and a detective followed with a
search. Nothing suspicious came to view. Burke returned the articles to his pockets.

Bdlantyne turned to the other man. This individud was short in stature, and wore a chegp black
overcoat. His face was sullen and swarthy. In viewing it, Balantyne could hardly blame Burke for having
been suspicious of the man.

"What's your name?' questioned Ballantyne.
"Marschik," was the reply. "Steve Marschik."”
"Wha's your sory?"

"This fdlow"—Marschik pointed to Burke—"ran into me outsde of here. | wasn't doing nothing. |
thought he was crazy. Surething | did.

"It an't right, you know, accusing me of trying to put up a fight with him. I'm out of work—nothing to
do—qot alittle money. | want to see the pictures—that's dl.”

He began to empty his pockets. A few envelopes and letters, a pocket comb, a package of cigarettes.
He lad the objects on the table. A detective ran through the man's pockets.

Lamont Cranston had stepped forward. He glanced casudly at the articles on the desk. He picked them
up cardesdy and put them back again.

"All right,”" grunted the detective.
Marschik replaced his few belongings. Both he and Burke appeared a bit disgruntled.
Ballantyne smoothed matters.

"Neither of you paid admisson,” he said. "You are quite welcome to see the show as our guests. You
understand, gentlemen, that this disturbance was caused by yoursdves, and that we merdy requested
your presence here"

"It'sdl right with me" said Burke.
"All right,”" agreed Marschik.
The men left. The detective followed.

LAMONT CRANSTON remained with Howard Griscom and George Bdlantyne. The two thestricd
men became engaged in alengthy discussion.

"This can't go on," declared Griscom. "We mugt use common sense, even if it goes againg the grain.
These racketeers are -"

"Wha about them?' questioned Balantyne impatiently. "You exaggerate the Stuation, Howard. These
two men to-day—neither of them can be considered a suspect.

"Your detectives, planted in the lobby, become overzedous. They see a menace in a dight dtercation.
Do you agree with me, Cranston?”

In reply, Lamont Cranston reached in his pocket and brought out a package of cigarettes. It was
unopened, and dill bore its cellophane covering. He lad it on the desk and began to take off the outer



wrapper.

"A very unsuspicious aticle”” he said. "Simply a package of cigarettes. This fdlow who cdled himsdf
Steve Marschik took it from his pocket a short while ago -"

"I saw him put it back,” interjected Bdlantyne.

"You saw him put back another pack,” declared Cranston quitly. "l had a amilar pack in my pocket. |
exchanged it for his. Thisis the one that Marschik was carrying.”

The package was opened. Two cigarettes did out and fdl on the table. Cranston picked up one and tore
the end from it.

Instead of tobacco, flakes of a ydlowish powder poured on the table. Cranston swept them into an
empty ash tray and examined the substance closdly.

Bdlantyne and Griscom watched himin amazement. Cranston moistened the tip of his finger and touched
the powder. He brushed his hands and stepped back.

The powder began to 9zzle A thin, gaseous smoke arose. A pungent, sulphuric odor pervaded the
office. Bdlantyne started toward the door.

"It'sdl right," assured Crangton. "It's over now; | used only asmdl quantity. Y ou can imagine the result, if
the contents of a few of these cigarettes had been poured into a paper cup partly filled with water. The
fumes would have gone through the entire theater and -"

"I'm going out to the lobby!" exclamed Bdlantyne. He rushed from the office.

"Too late" declared Cranston.

Bdlantyne returned with Babson, the theater manager, a minute later.

"Marschik cleared out,” he said. "The detectives let im go. He said he didn't want to see the show."
He turned abruptly to Cranston.

"If you suspected this" he demanded, "why didn't you tdl us?'

"l do not act on suspicion,” replied Crangton. " utilize facts when | am sure of them.

"You had no proof of any aimind action on the part of Marschik. When Mr. Griscom told me that the
suspect a the Eagle Theater carried nothing more darming than a package of cigarettes, | thought it
would be wise to examine the next package that might be discovered on a suspicious person.

"Marschik will trouble you no more. He has faled in his misson. But there will be others—more
dangerous, perhaps, than Marschik."

"Unless”" interposed Griscom severdy, "weyidd to demandd™

"Never!" exclamed Bdlantyne. He brought hisfi fiercely againg the table. "So long as | can prevent it,
our theaterswill not pay a cent to that gang of crooks.”

He turned abruptly and |eft the office. Griscom followed him, with the theater manager.
Only Lamont Crangton remained. He stood there, imagdike in his pose, his eyes daing seadily at the



wall. He was thinking—not of the past, but of the future.

He was visoning the events that were to come!

CHAPTER XVI. AT THE BROOKLYN DOCK

"IT'S st for to-night, Cliff." Madge Benton was spegking in a low, eager voice. "Durgan and Shires are
both going to be there—to see that Bart Hennesy gets his. I'm tdling you, because | hate Durgan!” Her
eyes glowed fiercdy. "I hate him—the rat!"

Cliff nodded thoughtfully. They were seated in an obscure corner of a little restaurant, where they had
arranged a rendezvous.

Madge had cdled dliff to let him know that she had important news. The medting had followed. Madge
was tdling what she had overheard when Durgan and Shires had conferred afew hours before.

"Youll get him, won't you, Cliff?" questioned Madge.

The girl's plea was pressng. Hardened to the ways of the underworld, she had but one desre. She
wanted Cliff to murder Killer Durgan.

It was not an unssemly request, addressed to a man who possessed the reputation which Cliff had gained
inthe underworld.

"You bumped off Tim Wadron!" declared Madge. "Do the same to Durgan! Hell make trouble for you,
sure—if he finds out that you've been going around with me!

"There's no use waiting, Cliff. Don't give m a chance! He's bumped off plenty of poor guys that way.
He's got it coming to him!

"His gang's gone blooey—Ernie Shires is the only gunmen he's got now. Ernie don't rate so high. He
didn't bother you after you knocked off Tim—and Durgan don't mean any more to Ernie than Tim did!"

Thelogicin the girl's speech was unassailable. To-night—Monday night— Killer Durgan was going forth,
unsuspecting of danger, into the bad lands that surrounded the Brooklyn docks. It was Cliff's chance to
eitle old scores, and to clear the fidd that he might have Madge as his own.

Most important of al; Durgan's proposed death would be atributed to others than Cliff Mardand; for
Madge had learned that the Killer intended to make trouble for Bat Hennesy, king of the dock
wallopers.

"Durgan's mesting the truck down by the Hooser Warehouse," added Madge. "He's leaving a car there.
Hell be done.

"Let them find him when they get there—find him loaded with lead! He won't be on deck to dtart the
trouble between Hennesy and Larrigan.

"Bart's had it in for Durgan, you know, ever since Big Ben Hargins was bumped off. Bart thinks Durgan
had something to do with it."

Cliff was glent. He could readily have given Madge the detals of Big Ben's death. The husky dock
walloper had never regained consciousness from the blow in Pezzeroni's.

That stroke, combined with the loss of his men in the New Era Garage, had weakened Bart Hennesy's
rule. He and hisremaining lieutenant, " Spunk Hogan, had been dicking close to the docks.



"Bart's going to go after Durgan, soon,” said Madge. "That'swhy Durgan isout to get Bart fird. You can
knock off Durgan before he tries his game. It's soft for you, Cliff!"

"Wait aminute” Cliff seemed to recover from his indecison. "I'm going to make a telephone cdl. I'l be
back."

MADGE watched Cliff gpprovingly as he started toward the telephone booth. She did not know his
exact purpose, but she fdt sure that it would lead to what she wanted—the termination of Killer Durgan's
career of crimel

In the booth, Cliff obtained the number that he knew so well. Postive that he was not being overheard,
he discarded the usud code of emphasized words and explained the Stuation briefly. He merdy omitted
names, knowing that they would be understood.

Theinformation that he imparted was that Killer Durgan, accompanied by Ermnie Shires and a few others,
intended to appear on a Brooklyn dock where both Hennesy and Larrigan would be, and be the motive
of agenerd upriang that would end the tottering regime of Bart Hennesy.

"Cdl mein twenty minutes" came the quiet order from the other end of the wire.

Cliff returned to Madge. The girl observed the expression on his face and decided that she had won her
cause.

It would be unwise to try further persuasion. Madge sought to be dluring rather than revengeful. Her
honeyed words brought a pleased amile to Cliff'slips.

"I'm your mall, Cliff," declared Madge. "Gee! | wish I'd met you long ago! But it was worth waiting, Cliff.
Tdl me, Cliff. You don't ever think of any other girl, do you?'

"Not now." Cliff had been thinking of another girl, one whose photograph he had seen in the society
section of yesterday's newspaper. "There was a gl —once—but that was dl forgotten when | was put

away.
"A swdl dame, Cliff?'
diff nodded.

"Jud like 'em!" said Madge emphaticaly. "They drop aguy just as soon as he getsin a jam! I'm not that
way, Cliff!"

She looked into his eyes, as she leaned forward and gripped both his hands. Cliff smiled again.
"I'd better make that second phone cal," he said thoughtfully. "It may mean trouble for Killer Durgan.”
Madge sat back at the suggestion. She was postive that Cliff Mardand meant business to-night.

At the telephone, Cliff caled his number and received a prompt reply. The voice began to give
indructions as soon as Cliff had made his identity known.

"Go to Cassidy's cigar store immediatdy,” came the order. "You know where it is?'
llYall

"Go to the back room. It is a medting place. That has been arranged. You will give indructions to the



There was a dlick. The voice of the operator came over the wire, asking for the number. Cliff gave it
impatiently. He was informed that the line was busy. He hung up the receiver and cdled again. A busy
ggnd followed. It was one of those troublesome and unexpected interruptions.

"GO immediatdy.” That had been the order. Cliff knew Cassidy's store. He had been exploring through
the underworld at various times, and had learned much from Madge. Cassidy had a back room, where
no one was disturbed—if Cassidy knew them.

The place had fdlen into disuse due to police observations, but now it was coming back into its own.
There was a phone in Cassidy's back room. In an emergency, Cliff could cdl from there. It would be
wise to get on the job.

He returned to Madge. He told the girl he was going on his way. He left the restaurant. She was to
depart later.

Cliff was dill wondering about his misson when he reached the street. He falled to glance behind him. He
did not see the man lurking by the steps. Cliff entered a cab and gave the destination.

He lighted a cigarette and rode dong in dlence. He did not glance behind. When he reached Cassdy's,
he walked directly through the store and entered the back room. No one ese was there.

Cliff sat down in front of the telephone, pondering whether to cdl his number. He fancied that he heard
the door open. He turned, expecting to encounter a person whom he was to mest.

He found himsdf garing into the muzze of a huge automatic. It was hed by a short, stolid-faced man.

"So you're the guy, en?' came the man's low words. "Put up your mitts'— Cliff obeyed—"and don't get
funny, or youll get aload from this smoke wagon.

"Maybe youd like to know who I am? I'm Mike Wharton. I'm working for Killer Durgan—the guy
whose mall you've tried to swipel”

Wharton paused to eye Cliff with a malicous glance. Killer Durgan's operative seemed highly pleased
with his capture. Still covering Cliff with his autometic, Wharton advanced to the telephone.

"What's more" he said, "I've got wise to who you are. Cliff Mardand— that's your name. | trailed you
to-night. I heard Durgan's mall cal you 'Cliff* when you were going into that restaurant.

"Durgan isnt wise yet—but he's going to be, right now! I'm keeping you here until he shows up. Get
thet?"

He lifted the receiver of the telephone with his left hand. He cdled a number which Cliff recognized as
that of Larchmont Court. Wharton gave the number of Durgan's suite. A minute later, he was taking to
Durgan himsdlf.

"Ligen, Durgan"—Wharton 4ill watched Cliff, who was gaing in return —"I've got the guy that was
running with your mall. I'm holding him here unless you want me to—what's that? Sure! I've got him
covered with my gat. Sure I'll bump him off! Right now!

"Ligen, now. Il tdl you his name, then I'll pull the trigger SO you can hear him pass out. All set? Here
goes. Theguy'snameis-"

As dliff was about to launch himsdf forward in a desperate, futile attack that would have meant certain
death, two shots rang out from the doorway. Mike Wharton collapsed, dead. His automatic clattered to



the floor.
"Come on, Cliff!"

It was Nipper Brady! The little gangster had arrived when sorely needed. He had ended the career of
Mike Wharton—and the sound of the fatd shots had been heard by Killer Durgan, who supposed that
they marked the end of the man whose death he desired.

Cliff hurried through the cigar store and out into the street. Nipper bustled him around the corner, into a
touring car, where Patsy Birch and Dave Tdbot were waiting. Patsy was a the whed. He started the car
in response to Nipper's command.

"We got your phone cdl, Cliff," said Nipper, as they rode dong. "Give us the lay. Were ready for
anything!"

Cliff was bewildered. Then underdanding dawned. During that twenty-minute interval between phone
cdls, The Shadow had cdled Nipper, and had told him to be on hand with Patsy and Dave. In doing so,
The Shadow mugt have smulated Cliff's voice to perfection.

These were the men whom Cliff was to meet! It was Nipper who had saved his life—but back of it lay
the action of The Shadow!

"Rl up here, Patsy,” ordered Cliff. He left the car and entered a store a short way down the street. He
cdled the usud number, and heard the quiet voice.

Briefly, Cliff explained what had happened. Then came the ingtructions that Cliff had not received before.
He nodded, amog to himsdlf, as he listened to the words over the wire.

Back in the car, he indructed Patsy where to drive. The car stopped in an obscure street behind a
parked truck.

"Well wait here awhile" sad Cliff, as he and his men clambered into the truck, "and while were waiting,
Il tell you what we're going to do.”

DOWN on a Brooklyn dock, a crowd of men were assembled. They were dock walopers, and they
stood idly by while a smdler group conferred.

Bat Hennesy and his chief lieutenant, Spunk Hogan, were taking with Hoke Larrigan. There was
antagonigminthe air.

Technicdly, the dock wallopers dl owed dlegiance to Bart Hennesy. Some of them had come with him
and Spunk. Less than hdf of the crowd were Larigan's workers, dthough this was a dock where
Larrigan held sway.

A truck drew up and two men clambered from it. One of them spoke to a dock walloper.

"We're looking for a shipment for Graiz Company,” he said. "We want the public loaders to heave it on
board for us"

"O.K. Wait awhile. Well find it for you."

The arivd of the truck had evidently been expected. A discussion began between Bart Hennesy and
Hoke Larrigan.

"All right,” growled Bart. "Let's see your boys load it. Let's see 'em collect. Then, let's see my cut. That's



whet | came down here for!
"You think you're independent, handing me this chalenge. Well, I'm here— and I'm going to collect.”

Hennesy spoke with assurance. His own men outnumbered those of Hoke Larigan. It was to be a
show-down, and Hennesy was to win, as he had aways won.

While Hennesy was spesking, a second and smdler truck arrived. It swerved away and drew up at the
Sde, ganding at right angles to the larger truck.

No one pad any attention to it. All were watching Hennesy and Larrigan. The latter turned suddenly to
the large truck.

"All right, boys," he said.

The muzzes of two machine guns appeared through the datted sides of the truck. They gleamed in the
lights from the dock. Bart Hennesy stood in amazement as he saw tha his men were covered by the
guns,

"How do you like that?' questioned Hoke Larrigan sarcadticdly. "And how do you like this?'

Like aflash, he pulled an automatic from his pocket and fired three shots into Bart Hennesy's body. The
king of the dock wallopersfdl dead. Not a person moved. Larrigan turned to Spunk Hogan.

"You want the same?' he questioned.
Spunk shook his head. He was too bewildered to answer.

Hoke Larrigan looked about him triumphantly. He knew that there were dozens of dock wallopers who
were ready to avenge their falen leader; but the threat of the machine guns cowed them. No one dared
to start the trouble.

Now was Hoke's apportunity. With Bart Hennesy dead, and Spunk Hogan trembling for his life, Hoke
could declare himsdf the king of the docks. He hesitated only because he was uncertain whether he
should spare Spunk Hogan. He grinned as he looked a Hennesy's cowed lieutenant.

Low voices were taking in the amdl truck that had virtudly escaped attention.
"Hold on until the fracas stops,” warned Cliff Mardand. "We're here to make it afar fight."

"Then here goes!" blurted Nipper. Nothing could restrain the little gangster. He considered Bart Hennesy
an ace among racketeers. Before Cliff could restrain him, Nipper had raised his gun.

Thrice flame spurted from the automatic. Three well-aimed bullets found their mark. Hoke Larrigan fdl
dead, sniped from an unexpected quarter.

Bart Hennesy's killer had met his doom!

"Aim for the truck," exclamed Cliff grimly. Nipper's action had forced the issue. Now was no time to
hestate.

A split second after Cliff had uttered his command, his men were at work. The gleaming muzzes of the
machine guns were ther targets.

The revolver shots wreaked havoc. Passng through the datted sides of the big truck, they crippled the



machine-gun operators.

The sullen dock wallopers sprang to action. The men who had come with Bart Hennesy were wild for
revenge. Revolvers flashed! Shots rang out! Mighty arms were in action!

REVOLVER shots came from the big truck. Killer Durgan, recognizable as he leaned from the front seet,
sought to avenge the death of Hoke Larrigan and he made Spunk Hogan his target. Bullets splattered the
big truck as Hogan fdll.

Killer Durgan seemed to bear a charmed life but he redlized the danger. He swung back into the sest.
The man beside him—Emie Shires - threw the truck into gear. It shot away toward safety.

"Get going!" cried Cliff, as the tal light of Durgan's truck faded away. Cliff's own truck was being
showered, now, as Hoke Larrigan's dock wallopers sought revenge.

Patsy threw the truck into gear. But before he could start it, a surge of men arrived.

Cliff was on the front seat with Patsy. His automatic was wrested from his hand. Patsy, too, was
overpowered. Nipper and Dave, in the back, were flattened on the bottom of the truck. Ther guns were

empty.

Then, from an obscure place, came the sound of two automaticsl They were being fired from between
two piles of crates near the truck.

An amazing marksman was at work. As a huge fig rose to knock Cliff unconscious, a bullet struck the
upraised am. One by one, the attackers dropped. It seemed as though a charmed circle had been
formed.

Patsy, finding himsdf free, shot the truck forward. A last dock walloper legped toward him with an
automatic. Another second, and the truck would have been driverless.

But asngle shot barked as Patsy swerved the truck. The threstening attacker fdl in his tracks!

Saring backward, from the turning truck, Cliff saw atal black form spring from its hiding place between
the boxes. With tremendous strides the figure legped forward and gained the rear of the departing truck.

As Patsy suddenly increased the speed, Cliff was overwhemed with amazement. There were five men
aboard the truck! Cliff, Patsy, Dave, Nipper, and—The Shadow!

The magter of darkness had rescued Cliff and his men from certain doom, and now, as they whirled dong
through the night, Cliff heard along pedl of raucous laughter behind him.

The Shadow was riding with them to safety! Durgan's work had been ruined!
Asthe truck stopped on the deserted Street, beside ther touring car, Dave clambered into the front sedt.
"Nipper got his" was dl he said.

Cliff leaped to the back seat. Dave had stated afact. There lay the body of Nipper Brady, the pae-faced
little gangster who had fought like a man of iron. The parting shots of Hoke Larrigan's cohorts had dan
the man who had fdled their leader.

"Who was in back with you?" questioned Cliff, as Dave returned.

"Only Nipper," was the reply. "That's dl | saw. | was hdf out. No, wait" —a puzzled look appeared



upon Dave's face—"there must have been another guy. There was somebody there, firing away a the
gang. It couldn't have been Nipper. He was out!"

Cliff moved in the darkness of the truck, searching every foot of space. No one was there.

He and Patsy had escaped injury. Dave was wounded. Nipper was dead. But the fifth men had come
and gone, like a creature of the night. He had saved the fray, had made his escape, and had departed in

mydery.

As dliff stood solemnly beside Nipper's body, he fancied that he heard a disant sound—the laugh of The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XVII. THE THEATER TRAGEDY

THE Tuesday morning newspapers carried sensational stories of the fight at the Brooklyn dock. The
conflict had continued between the rivd factions, who sought revenge for ther fdlen leaders. Police
intervention had followed. Arrests had been made.

The reaults, as reported in the evening journds, would be disastrous for the racketeering that so long had
cankered New Y ork's water front.

With Bart Hennesy and Hoke Larrigan dead; with neither Spunk Hogan nor Big Ben Hargins to gather
up the reins that had been dropped, there was no one to fix matters with the authorities.

It was rumored that Hoke Larrigan had been backed by some big shot who had been usng him to gan
control of the docks; but with the chaos that now reigned, this hidden personage was afraid to reved his
hand.

The executives of seamship lines had long tolerated the presence of the public loaders on thar piers,
amply because they did not desire trouble with union laborers who might have an unoffica dliance with
the dock wallopers.

Now, with the racket broken, announcements were being made that the most important lines would no
longer dlow the old condition to commence again. Union leaders denied any connection with the dead
czars of the docks.

New Y ork's most hotorious racket had been killed in a sngle night!

Cliff Mardand read the newspaper items with avid interest. He knew who had produced the fata blow.
The Shadow, prepared for the opportunity, had been on hand to bring confuson to the intended reign of
Hoke Larigan!

It was true that Nipper Brady had fired the shots that had caused the great fray; but it was through The
Shadow's planning that the little gangster had been present. Furthermore, Cliff was positive, The Shadow
would have started things himsdlf had not Nipper unwittingly anticipated him.

There was a mention of the trucks that took part in the beattle; but no one could give the identity of the
men who had manned them. They were accepted by the newspapers as part of the plan of battle. It was
assumed that they had contained reinforcements of dock wallopers.

Hoke Larigan was dead. His story could never be learned. Bart Hennesy was dead. He could not
mention his secret feud with Killer Durgan.

Killer Durgan! There was a new mysery.



Durgan had disappeared. He had been seen in Larchmont Court a midnight, shortly before Cliff had
returned to the gpartment hotdl. Durgan had left with Madge. There was no clew to their destination.

Cliff tried to picture the scene in Durgan's apartment, when Mike Wharton had been taking with Durgan
over the telephone. Durgan mugt have told the girl that her man had been killed. He would know now
that he was wrong—for an item in the morning paper had told of the garage manager's sudden desath.

It was probable that Durgan had kept the news from Madge. So the gifl was somewhere, hopelesdy in
Killer Durgan's power.

The thought was not heartening to Cliff. He fdt that he owed much to Madge, at the same time, he had a
hunch that she would find an opportunity to communicate with him.

RACKETS were the topic of the day. The warehouse racket had been smashed. The garage racket had
come to a sudden end. Now the dock racket was doomed.

Along with these, smdler rackets had collapsed; and in dmost every case, some myderious, unknown
cause seemed present.

But while the newspapers gloated and editorias urged the police to action, no mention was made of a
newer and grester racket that was griving to enfold a great business within its dimy meshes!

For Howard Griscom and George Ballantyne were perssting in ther refusa to meet the demands of the
theater racketeers.

Maurice Belden, the suave representative of the Theater Owners Cooperative Association, ill continued
hisvigts to Griscom's office. He made no effort toward high-pressure sdesmanship. He merdly spoke of
the advantages that his association offered.

There was no way to link him up with the disturbances that had occurred in the theaters controlled by
Griscom and Bdlantyne.

Since the detection of Steve Marschik and his loaded package of cigarettes, there had been no trouble a
the Padadrome Theater. The detectives spent their timein and out of the lobby.

George Bdlantyne, when he was not a other theaters, made his headquarters in the office of the
Paladrome. He was there on Monday. He did not arrive again until late Tuesday afternoon. He opened
the door with his own key.

While he was in the office, Babson, the house manager, entered. He opened a closat and removed his hat
and coat.

"Raning abit," he remarked.
Bdlantyne nodded. His own hat and coat were lying on a chair. He went on writing a letter.

"Dont latch the door when you go out,” said Babson. "An usher is coming in with some packages. Hell
latch it. Have you seen the picture?’

"Saw it yesterday."
"A great thriller. That shooting scene gets them. Redidtic Suff. The supper show goes on pretty soon.”

With that, Balbson left. He stopped to speak to the usher who stood at the back of the theater, to remind
hm of the packages.



"Take them in when they come" he said. "Latch the door when you leave— unless Mr. Balantyne is
there. No; latch it anyway. He won't want to be disturbed.”

About twenty minutes later, the usher saw Balantyne waking from the office. He did not have his hat and
coat. He was carrying aletter which he evidently intended to mail.

Ten minutes went by. The packages arrived. The usher took them into the office and left them in a
corner. He hesitated at the door.

He had noticed Bdlantyne's hat and coat on the chair. Probably the executive had gone out for supper.
He would be coming back. Bdlantyne had a key, the usher knew, so he latiched the door.

He went toward the lobby and saw Bdlantyne come in a short time afterward. Balantyne was headed
for the office.

THE feature picture was on at the time. It was a Western subject tha reached its dimax in a barroom
scene where shots were exchanged.

The usher grinned when he saw the two detectives come in from the lobby. They liked that scene, and
were here to see it again. They leaned over the ral behind the back row, and awaited the dramatic
moments.

The usher, too, was interested. He stood close by. The sound effects were good in this festure.

Now it came. The screen actors were in view, amidgt the hubbub of a Western building that combined
barroom and dance floor.

"Get these shats, Bill," said one of the detectives, in alow voice. "Sounds like they're coming right out of
the picture. Red, | cdl it."

A Mexican was saizing one of the dance-hdl girls. The scene showed the entire length of the barroom.

A lone cowboy drew a revolver and fired. The Mexican staggered, gripping his wris. Two of his
countrymen rose from a table. They drew ther revolvers, in time to receive the fury of the cowboy's fire.

There were five shots in rapid succession; adight pause; then two more. Findly, alast shot. That was dl.
One of the detectives looked around him curioudly.

"Say," he said, "that's funny. Did you get that? One shot sounded kind of muffledlike—it didnt seem to
come from the screen. Sounded like it was somewhere in the theater."

"You can't tdl where they come from, Joe," replied the other. "It dl depends on where you're standing.
That's what makes the act sound so good.”

Thefirgt detective saw the usher and beckoned to him.

"Did that one shot sound funny to you?' questioned Joe, the detective.

"Which one?'

"I don't know which one—it was when those Mexicans were shoaoting. There were five shots."

The usher scratched his head.

"l wasn't notiang close” he said. "There should be only four. First one Mex fires, then the other; then the



cowboy shoots twice. That's the way it goes. Four shots."

"The cowboy must have fired three this afternoon,” said the second detective jocularly. "Guess he figured
two wasn't enough. Eh, Joe?

"If I was him, I'd have given them the works. Well, come on. We belong out in the lobby."

NOT long after the two detectives had gone, Howard Griscom entered the theater with Babson, the
manager. The latter stopped to speak to the usher.

"You got those packages dl right?'

"Yes, gr."

"Come dong with me, while we go in the office. Is Mr. Bdlantyne dill there?!
"He went out and came back, gr. | didn't see im go out again.”

Babson stopped at the door. He knocked. Recaiving no response, he unlocked the door. He entered,
then recoiled againgt Griscom.

Beside the desk lay the body of George Balantyne, a gaping wound in his forehead! The man had been
shot at close range. A sngle bullet had ended hislifé

Howard Griscom was aghast. The meaning of this tragedy gripped his brain.
George Bdlantyne, chief opposer of the theater racket, had been killed in cold blood!

The usher had gone for the detectives. They arived to find Griscom and Babson examining the body of
the murdered man. The detectives stood aghast. Then Joe spoke solemnly.

"Thefifth shot!" were hiswords. "l heard it! Thefifth shot was fired— in herd”

CHAPTER XVIII. THE SHADOW KNOWS

IT was wel after midnight. The Paadrome Theater was closed. The scene of the night's tragedy had
been forgotten until the morrow.

All evening, while business had continued as usud, police investigators had been a work. Every one who
hed |eft the theater had been watched, and at the close of the last picture, the body of George Bdlantyne
hed been removed.

Various persons had visted that office of desth. Most of them had been police detectives and inspectors.
One other had been Lamont Cranston, who had chanced to vist the theater that evening.

Crangton had said nothing. He had smply watched the work of the investigators.

There was no cew to the murderer. Not a Sgn. It was decided that Balantyne mugt have Ieft the door
unlocked; that the man had entered, and had killed him during the showing of the feature picture. That
was the finding of the police.

The usher believed that Balantyne had |eft the door unlatched; for he had been forced to use his key in
entering, and would probably keep it unlatched. But the two detectives had believed otherwise.

They looked for finger prints by the automatic latch. They found nothing but confused blurs. Various
persons had operated that latch.



Now, when dl was ill and quiet, the door of the desth office opened once more, operated by a hand
that was invisblein the darkness. The door closed slently.

Thelight on the table clicked. It reveded amanin black; a slent, anigter figure, who moved with amazing
Sedth.

The Shadow had come to the scene of the crimel
In action and appearance, thisfigurein black bore no resemblance to Lamont Cranston.

The features of The Shadow were totdly obscured. He moved with swiftness where Cranston had
moved with ddiberation. Yet Cranston had looked in many places; and it was to one of these that The
Shadow went without long hesitation.

Thefigurein black opened the closet door. The rays of a flashlight entered into an inspection. Detectives
had looked into that closet during the evening. They had observed nothing. But The Shadow found
something for which he appeared prepared.

It was atiny fragment of paper thet lay on the floor of the closat - nothing but a amdl corner of a large
sheet.

The Shadow scraped this fragment into an envelope. With it went afew flakes of tobacco thet lay beside
it. These were visble dso—if keen eyes looked for them.

Standing in the closet, cramped for space, The Shadow smulated the motion of a man drawing a gun
from his pocket. He laughed softly. The action took place directly above the spot where the little particles
hed lain!

THE office light went out. The door opened and closed. The Shadow was gone.

It was scarcely a minute later when his presence again manifested itself— thistimein a near-by darkened
room, immediatdy after a dick turned on alight that hung above a table.

Two hands appeared. They were not garbed in black. They were long, thin hands, with findy shaped
fingers. Upon one gleamed a strange, fiery gem, of deep, changing hues.

It was a girasol, or fire opal—the only jewd which The Shadow wore.

A hand wrote. The letters that it formed were made rapidly, but perfectly. They seemed the physca
expressions of an invisble mind that was formulating exact thoughts with quick exactness.

The murderer entered the office while the door was unlocked. He secreted hmsdf in the closet. When he
drew his gun, a fragment of paper and particles of tobacco were forced from his pocket. They could
have come from no other source. Coats were hung further back. Only in that front corner could a gun
have been drawn.

The murderer was waiting. He had seen the mation picture. He timed his shot when he stepped from the
closat. Blundering detectives walked on the carpet; otherwise, impressons would have remained. But
these particles—

The hand stopped writing. 1t crumpled the paper and tossed it away. It produced an envelope and
opened it.

Upon a sheet of paper, the hand of The Shadow dropped the fragment of torn paper and the particles of



tobacco. Then another envelope came into view. It was sedled. The Shadow opened it and found a
letter, written in a code. 1ts meaning was clear to those eyesin the darkness as they read:

Inclosed are articles required. Sample of paper used as dationery a Larchmont Court. Sample of paper
found in Durgan's gpartment when | entered with the master key you sent me. Sample of tobacco found
in cigarette box at Durgan's.

The code used was the one which The Shadow had given to Cliff Mardand.
The hands found the articles mentioned within an inner envelope. They were placed on the table also.

Then the hands produced a strange machine that bore an odd resemblance to a stereopticon. It was a
portable black-light apparatus - science's latest weapon againg crime. A wire ran from the machine. The
hands disappeared.

There was adight noise as the plug a the end of the wire was fitted into the wal of the room.

The Shadow was back a work. Benegath the circle of purplish rays that came from the strange machine,
the hands set three tiny fragments of paper—two torn from the sheets sent by Cliff Mardand—the third
the fragment that had been taken from the closet floor.

The dips of paper glowed with an eerie light. They seemed to be charged with luminous paint. One
fragment had a darkish tinge. Two were adull orange.

Above the rays of the detector, The Shadow hed a microscope. The enlarged views of the
orange-glowing fragments showed that they were identical.

The bit of paper found in the closet was the same as the sample that had come from Killer Durgan's
apartment!

Now the tobacco was subjected to the test. Here, again, there was a strange, oddly shimmering glow,
that did not leave an iota of doubt. The same mixture of tobacco had been found in the closet and in
Durgan's cigarette box!

The violet rays disappeared. The table light came on. The hand wrote.

A Turkish blend, smoked by few. There is no room for doubt. A comparison of foot-impressions in the
office and in Durgan's gpartment would be unnecessary. The identity of the murderer is established. Killer

Durgan.

The paper was crumpled. The black-light machine was detached and packed away. The hand wrote
agan, benegth the glare of the lamp.

Killer Durgan isin the theater racket. He has moved to cover. He is a headquarters. That spot must be
discovered.

There was another click in the darkness. A long ray of white light streamed across the room, forming a
luminous spot on a white screen.

The Shadow was adonein the private preview room of the Paladrome Thesater!

The mechaniam of a motion-picture camera began to operate. It could not be heard elsewhere, for the
room was virtualy soundproof.

In fact, the room, with its expensive equipment, had been triple-locked; yet The Shadow had entered!



A red was showing on the screen. The Shadow was wetching it from the darkness. His hand was dill
benegath the table lamp, with pencil poised to make notations.

On came the scene that showed Times Square in the distance; the picture which had been taken by Bud
Sherman from the window of Howard Griscom's office.

The street was thronged with people. Suddenly a man came in from the left and stood with his back
toward the street. He was looking in Brantwell's window. He was very amdl, for the picture covered a
long area.

The hand wrote again.

Steve Marschik. Burke interrupted him in the lobby. He received the phone message in the cigar Store
downgtairs. He followed Marschik. The man knows nothing. He was probably paid and ingtructed from
asecret source.

Another man detached himsdf from the throng. He stood beside Marschik. He drew his hand from his
coat pocket and moved close to Marschik, evidently to deposit an aticle in the other man's pocket.
Agan the hand of The Shadow wrote.

Identity unknown. Burbank was watching from a downgtairs office. He received the cdl and followed.
The man euded him. Burbank believes he took atrain at the Pennsylvania Station. Where he has gone is
immaterid. Where he came from is important.

The man had waked from the picture, and the red came to a sudden end while The Shadow was 4ill
writing. So far the picture had shown nothing that had not been observed by Lamont Cranston from
Griscom's window.

Now came a strange action. The projector was operating agan— dowly— and the red was running
backward!

THE unknown man backed into the picture. He stood beside Marschik, while the throngs moved in the
wrong direction—automobiles backing toward Times Square—the whole scene a curious mediey!

The important man backed away from Marschik now. He threaded his way curioudy through the crowd,
as though his eyes were in the back of his head. He reached the corner and walked back through traffic.

An automobile was waiting there. The man's feet seemed to step upward and rearward. He moved into
the open door of the car. The door closed.

The automobile backed dowly across the street through the crazy reversed treffic.

The Shadow's eyes could not be seen, but the hand was evidence that they were dert. It was writing
data, with rapidity.

Hacyon Eight—specid sedan—1930 modd—winged radiator cap— dde spare tires—mirrors on
them—damaged right fender— double-barred bumper—

The data was amazing. Even dfter the automaobile had rolled back out of the picture, The Shadow's hand
was yet a work, putting down every item that might be used to identify the car.

An ordinary observer might have believed that it would be impossible to didinguish one car from another
of the same modd. The Shadow's notations belied that fact.



Even though the lig indluded only items that were discernible from a distance, they gave the automobile
such a tabulation of individudity that the search could surdy have been narrowed down to a
compardively amdl lig of cars.

The Hacyon Eight was an expensive car. It catered to those who desired individudity in automobiles.

The room was in darkness. A low laugh sounded as hollow, echoing merriment. It was a laugh that
indicated success.

To The Shadow, the task that lay ahead was not a great one. He had the facts he needed—how the man
who had met Marschik had arrived on the scene.

Through the medium of the motion-picture reel, The Shadow had accomplished the impossible. He had
made time move backward!

CHAPTER XIX. THE FINAL THREAT

HOWARD GRISCOM dared with haggard eyes at the vidtor who entered his office. It was fuly a
minute before he recognized Lamont Cranston.

Griscom amiled feebly. His face was pdlid, dmost the color of his gray har. He was a men
overburdened with worries.

He tried to rise from his desk, to shake hands. Cranston stopped him with upraised hand.

"I've made my decison, Crangton,” said Griscom, in aweak voice. "I'm going through with it—no matter
whet happens because of Balantynel™

His head began to nod; he caught himsdf with an effort, and regained the dignified expression that was
characterigtic of hisusua bearing.

"Y ou'refighting it out?" questioned Cranston.

"Tothe end" declared Griscom. "'l would have yielded if Bdlantyne had said the word. But he died with
determination. It isup to meto carry on! It's the only honorable way!"

He paused to stroke his forehead. Griscom's eyes were hdf closed; he seemed to be picturing that room
where George Bdlantyne's dead body had been discovered.

"It's aweek now," declared Griscom. "One week snce Bdlantyne— died. Not a clew to the identity of
the murderer! Wilberton cdled me up the day after the tragedy. He offered condolences. He asked if |
would like to see him.

"He expected that | would want the loan, with Balantyne no longer here. | couldnt do it, Cranston.
Wilberton was amazed. It seemed obvious to him these criminds would stop at nothing to atain their vile

PUIPOSES.

"He may be right, Cranston. There's nothing to link the murder with the racketeers. Perhaps'—the old
man's eyes wandered to a photograph of his daughter that stood upon the desk—"perhaps my turn will
be next!"

"Y ou mean they may murder you?'
Griscom nodded.



"I don't think s0." Cranston's voice was cool and cadculaing. "One murder is serious enough. They will let
it ress—for awhile. Then they will try some other method.”

The words seemed to rdieve Griscom. He did not notice the ominous tone in which Cranston had uttered
hisfind sentence. The fact that murder might not be attempted was reassuring. Griscom's dulled mind
could consider nothing dse.

"Belden came here," said Griscom. "He came afew days after Bdlantyne's death. He seemed very sorry
because of it. He sad it was unfortunate.

"He, too, expected that | was ready to quit. He was quite surprised when | told him | would have nothing
to do with his association. He cdled it a legitimate business.

"Heisright, Crangton, on the face of it. We cannot prove athing againg him. Still, | am convinced that he
isworking with the murderer!”

"Police methods," observed Cranston quigtly, "are sadly lacking in many important ways. They are unable
to cope with a Stuation like this one. Y et this racket may be ended—soon!”

"How?' Hope gleamed in Griscom's eyes as he spoke.

"That isamydery,” returned Cranston, with athin amile. "'l can say that | am pogtive of one fact. Before
this week is ended, the theater racket will be doomed!

"It is the last hope of a master mind who is seeking to continue his evil ways. One by one, his rackets
have been ended.

"The police have another faling. They attribute different rackets to different men. They have not yet
discovered that a billion-dollar business cannot persist unlessit is organized.

"They are deding with a crime syndicate, with one racketeer a the head of it—a man protected by
innumerable precautions.”

"This sounds incredible, Cranston! If it is true, how can the master mind be detected?’

"THROUGH the murderer of George Bdlantyne! The archenemy is sparing no effort to recuperate from
his other losses. His hand controlled the warehouses —the garages—other businesses.

"When he saw his rackets fading, he sought to gain mastery over the most notorious racket in New Y ork.
He intended to govern the dock walopers. In that, he faled!™

"Who has been fighting him?'

"Some unknown person with a brain as keen as his own. But this super-racketeer is cunning. His plans
for the theater racket were developing dowly.

"The man who is opposing him evidently thought"—the faintest trace of a amile flitted, unnoticed, across
the speaker's lips—"tha the collgpse of the dock racket would temporarily set back dl the menacing
schemes. But there, the czar of dl rackets struck instead of being cautious.

"Bdlantynes death was the result. His one plan, now, is to dominate the theaters. He is staking
evarything. You, insead of Bdlantyne, are now his sumbling block!"

"I am proud of it!" declared Howard Griscom. "It may mean a great sacrifice—perhaps death.
Nevertheess, | shdl remain firm!"



"I admire your decison,” sad Crangton. "I fed confident you will succeed. Wait, and keep up your
courage.

"Before a few more days have passed, the racket may be doomed. Like the others, it is due to end
suddenly—at the time when least expected.”

Howard Griscom seemed encouraged by the words. He raised himsdf from the desk and stood erect by
the window, staring down into the street. The door opened and his daughter entered.

Arline was beautiful to-day. She bowed palitdly to Lamont Cranston; then walked forward to greet her
father. With his am on the girl's shoulder, Howard Griscom walked into the outer office, while Arline
spoke consolingly.

Alone, Cranston picked up the telephone and caled a number. He said only one word: " Report.”

As he ligened, Cranston's eyes sparkled. Important news was coming to his ears. When he had finished
the telephone cdl, he hung up the receiver and Ieft the office.

He bade good-by to the Griscoms as he left. Arline remained with her father for several minutes. Then
she, too, departed. The old man was aone.

The afternoon dipped by. Howard Griscom remained a pathetic, solitary figure; a man whose conscience
was free, but whose mind and soul were torn by doubt and indecison.

Arline had been there at noon. It was nearly four o'clock when Maurice Belden cdled to see the theater
owner. Griscom received him.

Belden's very appearance was decalving. He was tdl and well-dressed. His waxed mustache gave him a
dandified appearance. His eyes were watchful and shrewd.

This afternoon, he seemed more crafty than ever. He sat down at the opposite sde of the desk from
Howard Griscom.

"It's no use, Belden," said the ederly man. "I'm not going to even consider your proposals. | -"
He paused to answer the telephone, which had begun to ring. Belden watched him, with catlike stedlth.

"Arling?" questioned Griscom. "Yes? What!" His face turned ashen. "l can't believe it! Tdl me—where
are you now? What's that? If | say aword it may mean death—to you? Arlingl Arling"

HE joggled the receiver. The cdl had come to an abrupt ending. Griscom lad the insrument down
mechanicaly. His eyes had become dull and listless. He was like aman in a trance.

"What is the matter?" inquired Belden.

"My daughter has been kidnapped,” replied Griscom, in a far-away voice. "She says that | mus tdl no
one. That shewill be released if | do as | am expected to do.

"She warned me to keep the news from the public. Otherwise, it will mean— her death—without delay!"

"I can scarcely bdieveit, Mr. Griscom,” said Beden sympatheticaly. "Yet there is hope. She says if you
do what you are expected to do -"

"What am | expected to do?"



"I expect you to place your Sgneature here!™

Belden drew a paper from his pocket. He lad it on the desk. It was a contract of the Theater Owners
Cooperative Association.

Griscom's eyes became suddenly defiant as he read the title.
"So that's the game" he cried angrily. "I understand it now! If | 9gn -"

"I believe your daughter would be safe” interposed Beden suavely. "There are many criminds who fear
our organizetion because of the work it isdoing to aid our dients. If you were known as a member of the
Cooperative Association, with dl your theaters in line | doubt that any one would dare to harm your

daughter.”
"She would be returned to me?' Griscom was dmost pleading.

"BEvertudly, 1 should suppose” declared Bedden. "With your membership edtablished in our
association—uwith the regular payment of your assessments— your prestige would reach a remarkable
height. | fed pogtive, Mr. Griscom -"

"You want me to betray my trust!" said Griscom coldly. His eyes were those of a maniac. "I do not care
for your promise or your threats! | shdl cdl the police -"

"It would be very unwise" said Belden firmly. "Take my advice, Mr. Griscom. Sign that paper!”

Wearily, Howard Griscom lifted a pen. Then came his remembrance of Lamont Cranston's words. "Wait
and keep up your courage.”

Should he wait? Could he wait?

Griscom closed his eyes. To his fevered mind came the image of George Bdlantyne. He could see the
body of the murdered man, pointing a finger of accusation. The thought was dominating.

Griscom fumbled for the telephone. Maurice Belden was talking, persuading. Griscom did not heed him.
He cdled police headquarters.

"You can't do that!" exclamed Belden. "Remember what your daughter said. Remember!”

Griscom's eyes were open now. They were garing wildly. Reaching suddenly into a desk drawer, his
hand came out holding a amdl revolver, which he amed a Belden. The man recoiled in fear.

"Police headquarters?' came Griscom's far-away voice. "This is Howard Griscom. Paladrome Theater
Building. My daughter has been kidnapped. | must see detectives immediady. Can you send them to my
office -"

The phone fdl from his hand as he dropped back in his chair.

Belden was aghast! He had not anticipated this action. Now the damage was done! Belden had expected
Grisoom to yidd. Now, it was too lae!

There was but one course a break for safety. Beden was neither gunman nor murderer. He was a
smoath talker who kept away from trouble. Now was his opportunity. Taking advantage of Griscom's
stupor, Belden fled from the room, governed only by his desire to escape before the police arrived.

THE find editions of the evening newspapers carried a sensationd story. Cliff Mardand read it in



amazement as he stood on a dreet corner. Arline Griscom's picture appeared beneath sprawled
heedlines.

MAGNATE'S DAUGHTER KIDNAPPED!
Howard Griscom had told his story, briefly and pathetically.

The murder of George Bdlantyne had been discounted as a racket plot by the police. Arlings kidnapping
could not wel be treated in the same manner.

The newspapers had lifted the lid, and were publishing Griscom's accusations. Detectives were a work,
seeking to trace the girl from the time she had left Griscom's office. The deuths were experiencing no
SUCCESS.

Cliff turned back to Larchmont Court as he read the newspaper. He was sure tha Killer Durgan had a
hend in this.

He had investigated Durgan's gpartment a The Shadow's order. He had been ingtructed to follow any
clew that might lead to Durgan's whereabouts.

So far, Cliff had gained no reaults in that work. He had been seeking information in the underworld,
chifly through Dave Tdbot and Patsy Birch. No news had been obtained.

The Shadow was a work, Cliff was sure. He believed that the man of the night was following subtle
clews, and that agents whom Cliff had never met were operating. For Cliff had been ingructed to make
telephone cdls only a stated times.

The clock outsde of Cliff's window showed hdf past eight when he reached his room. The eectric Sgn
flashed with its border pursuing an intermittent course.

Nine thirty would be the time for his next futile report. If no answer should be received, the orders were
to cdl hdf hourly theresfter.

Cliff fdt a surging antagonism toward Killer Durgan. He wanted to find the man—quickly.
The telephone rang. Cliff answered it eagerly. He gasped as he heard Madge's voice!

He wanted to cry out in eation. He had hoped for this. He had wondered if Madge knew that he was il
dive He had even wondered if the gifl was il living.

"Cliff!" Madge was spesking quickly. "I'll tdl you where | am. Near as | can get it. Old house somewhere
near Ninety-aixth Street. West of Broadway. One block between me and the river is a big apartment.
Electric bal on top of it. Goes around and around. Saw it to-night.

"I'm locked in"—the girl seemed breathless—"locked in on the fourth floor. Fire escape comes up the
back. Y ou can makeit from there—to ahdl that has a torn window shade. No windows here.

"Durgan has let me look out when he's around. He's out now. I'm in a little room like a cdll. Found a
telephone. Durgan hasiit hidden.

"Hdp me, Cliff! There's another girl here, too. Durgan means trouble. He's mad! Hurry, Cliff -"

The cdl ended. Cliff redized that something had made Madge aarmed. Her indructions were definite
enough to start. She had said "another girl." That fitted Cliff's supicions.



Could it be Arline Griscom, kidnapped daughter of the theater owner? It must be!

Twenty minutes of nine. Could he afford to wait precious minutes, to send a message to The Shadow?
Perhaps there would be no response that would mean await of another hdf hour.

No! Time meant too much, right now. One thought predominated Cliff's mind. He was sure that the girl
he loved was threatened with danger from Killer Durgan. The darm in Madge's voice left no room for
doubt.

He mug go to the rescue a once!

CHAPTER XX. DEATH AND THE SHADOW

CLIFF MARSLAND dipped over the window sll. He had made it from the fire escape. The window
sash had been loose. Perhaps Madge had seen to that when Durgan had let her look from the window
thet afternoon.

Cliff was going on the assumption that he was in the right house. He had found the eectric Sgn; he had
seen the revolving ball atop an gpartment house. Then he had discovered an old darkened building,
evidently a vacant gpartment, with a battered fire escape descending. He had made his way to the fourth
floor.

He fdt the window shade as he stood in a darkened hdl. Yes, it was torn! This must be the house!

Cliff was keyed to action. Now, however, he regretted that in his zed he had faled to cdl The Shadow.
He must work aone to-night— that was dl— work to rescue those who were in Killer Durgan's toild

There were two doors in the hdl. They were set Sde by side in the wall. Each door had a heavy bolt.
These could wdl be cdl-like rooms, such as Madge had mentioned.

Cliff paused at the nearest door. He drew back the bolt, which was scarcely vishle in the darkness.
Clutching his automatic, he opened the door cautioudy. He was looking into a lighted room, furnished
with a cot and afew chairs.

Onthe cot sat agirl, her head resting upon her hand. She was done. Cliff entered and closed the door
noisdlesdy. He approached. The girl looked up and suppressed a Sartled cry.

"Arlind" whispered Cliff.

A sudden recognition dawned upon the girl. Before she could respond, Cliff had gripped her shoulders
and had raised her to her feet. He kissed her, with dl the ardor of forgotten years; then, suddenly, he
stepped away and bowed his head.

"Forgive me, Arline" he said. "Forgive me. | forgot -"

"Forgot what, Cliff?" The gifl was dinging to him, now. She was looking up with tear-dimmed, pleading
eyes.

"Forgot thet I'm ajalbird,” said Cliff bitterly. "Just out of Sng Sng —a few weeks ago -"

"I didn't know that, Cliff," said Arline. "I've been waiting for you, Cliff, hoping that you'd come back to
rre.ll

"But, Arline -"



"I know everything, Cliff. Brother told me before he died. It was for him that you went to prison—for
me, Cliff! He had gone wrong, Cliff—after father sent im away in afit of anger.

"When he came to your room, fleang from the police, you took the blame for the robbery he had
committed. Y ou fought them with the gun you had taken from him, while he escaped.

"He told me months later, after he came home. He died, you know, after a terrible illness. Father was
broken, Cliff. It would have killed him—that's why | couldn't speak.

"Brother had killed a man, too, before the robbery. That was never lad to you. If it had been, | would
have spoken. Oh, Cliff"—the girl's voice choked— "can't you see that I've been waiting—thet | love
you—love you with a greater, fuller love -"

THOUGHTS of danger were forgotten. Cliff was kissang Arlings tear-stained cheeks. All the grief of
years had passed in a moment. Arline knew—she understood—and Cliff had not told her. He had
remained true to his vow, that he would protect the name of the brother of the girl he loved!

Redlity returned. Cliff suddenly redized that they must leave this place quickly; that he must be prepared
for Killer Durgan. He gave Arline one lagt, long embrace.

There was a door at the Sde of the room. Nether Cliff nor Arline saw it when it opened. There, in the
doorway, stood Madge Benton.

A look of agonishment came over the blonde's face, then, as she redized the truth, her features hardened
in bitter hatred.

Madge was agirl of the underworld. She followed a code in which love vied with hate. One ingant could
change her fedings to the uttermost extreme. She closed the door softly.

Cliff placed Arlinein a chair. He clutched his automatic and looked about him. He remembered Madge.
He owed this mesting to that girl.

Cliff ft afond friendliness for Madge. He had never loved her; but he pitied her plight. She was far too
good amall for a wretch like Killer Durgan. Cliff whispered to Arline.

"Therésagirl here" he said. "Where is she?'

“Inthe next room," replied Arline. "It adjoins this one. That's where— where the brute who brought me
here stays. He went out—with another man. They will be back soon.

"The girl—her name is Madge—was locked in here with me. She found the door to the next room open;
but it was bolted from the outside like this one. She's there now. We must get her -"

Arlines head dropped forward. She was about to fdl from the chair. Dropping his automatic on the cot,
Cliff grasped her before she dipped to the floor. As he steadied her, Arline recovered her senses and
gmiled.

“I'madl right, Cliff," she said. "I'm dl right, Cliff -"

Her happy look turned to one of sudden terror. She was garing over Cliff's shoulder. The man turned
quickly.

There, in the center of the room, stood Ernie Shires, revolver in hand. The gangster had entered through
the door from the hall. He had closed it behind him.



It was too late for Cliff to eude him. But desperation ruled Cliff's mind. He reached for his autométic,
dropping to the floor to avoid Erni€sfire.

Shires did the unexpected. With one quick step forward, he swung a short blow. The sted of his revolver
struck Cliff behind the ear, as Cliff's hand was reaching to the cot. Cliff sprawled unconscious.

Arline legped toward him, with a little cry of anguish. Shires caught the girl with one arm and laughed.
Holding Arline helpless, he pocketed his own revolver and did the same with Cliff's. He flung the girl
upon the cot, where she lay sobbing.

He leaned over Cliff's body. He hdf lifted the prostrate form, and pushed it into the corner, behind the
chair. He fdt through Cliff's pockets and found no weapons.

"You're out for awhile" sneered Emie. "Maybe for a long while. Well let you lay till Durgan gets here.
See what he hasto say.”

He turned to the cot. Arline was crouching againg the wal. Ernie laughed as he approached.

"So that's the guy you fdl for, eh?" he said. "'l heard you cdl his name. Cliff Mardand, eh? Wel, I've got
things to settle with im - and the best way to begin iswith hismall! Come herel™

HE seized Arline and pulled her toward him. The girl struggled desperately. Ernie Shires handled her with
brutal roughness. He tried to kiss her, despite her protests. She dedt hm a hard dap across the mouth,
and Shires laughed crudly.

He was dutching the girl with hisarms, trying to crush her. Arline managed to break away. She staggered
to the wall and stood there, gasping, her eyes wide with terror. Her hand clutched her arm, where the
deeve had been torn away, and the scratches of Erni€s fingernals had left red streaks.

Ernie was legring as he approached, ready to pounce upon the girl the moment that she tried to escape.
"So you're the rat!" An interrupting voice came from the door to the next room.

Killer Durgan, eyes red with anger, puffed lips snaling, was covering Ermnie with his autometic. The
gangster looked a Durgan in utter bewilderment— too surprised to speak.

"Stole my mall, eh?" growled Durgan. "Bumped off Mike Wharton, before he could spill your name. |
thought you were phony—the firgt night you came up to my place. Looking at my mall like you wanted
her for yours.

"She just spilled the dope. Told me I'd find you here—the guy that she was goofy over—grabbing off
another mall just because she looked like a high-class dame.

"You rat! Wedll, she'sin there—Madge is—waiting to hear you go out!"
"Durgan!” protested Shires. "Ligten, Durgan—you don't know -"
Before he could say another word, Killer Durgan fired. Three shots entered Ernie's bodly.

Arline, startled and bewildered, had her first glimpse of sudden death when she saw the gangster crumple
on the floor. Durgan stood above the body, gloating.

He had not seen the form of Cliff Mardand, lying behind the chair in the obscure corner of the room.
Ernie Shires had once framed Cliff Mardand to be killed instead of himsdf, as the dayer of Tim Waldron.



Now, in turn, Ernie Shires had been framed by circumstance. He had died in place of the man whom
Killer Durgan wanted!

"Youve killed hm!" Madge came into the room, her eyes wild with remorse. ""Oh, Durgan—you've killed
him! Killed my man! Killed -"

Her eyes saw the upturned face of Ernie Shires. They lighted suddenly.

Madge could not explain what had happened—she only knew that the wrong man was dead—and she
was glad! Her furious hate had turned to love once more the moment that she had heard the faid shots.
Killer Durgan was watching her with hawklike eyes.

"I got m!" he said. "Got the rat! Your man, en? Wdl, hes nobody's man, now! He's just Emie
Shires—a dead rat -"

SOMETHING in Madge's expresson puzzled Durgan. The wildness was gone. She seemed rdieved.
Durgan could not understand it.

The gifl was neither weeping nor laughing. Her face was tense. She was trying to regain her camness.

It was in this moment of puzzlement that Killer Durgan chanced to see the form of Cliff Mardand. He
thrus Madge to one Sde as he strode across the room. He pulled the char avay. He looked close at the
face of the unconscious man. Then Durgan turned to see Madge trembling.

"I got it now!" he said harshly. "I killed the wrong guy, eh? Thisis the bird that made the trouble! Who is
I,EI?I

"I won't tdl you," replied Madge fiercdy. "He's nobody, Durgan— leave him done!™
"Tdl mewho heid" Durgan's tone was cunning. "Then I'll let him go!"

"You promise?’

Durgan nodded.

"He's Cliff Mardand," said Madge.

"diff Mardand!" Durgan's face expressed intense hatred. "I said I'd let im go, eh? Wdl, | will let him
go—on your account. But I've got something of my own to settle with him. Don't forget that!™

As Durgan stared, Cliff opened his eyes weakly. He tried to move, but the effort faled.
"Coming to, eh?" added Durgan. "W, tough guy, you're just in time to see what's coming to you!"

Gloaing, Killer lowered his automatic. Hisfinger was on the trigger. Before he could pressiit, there was a
scream. Madge leagped forward, throwing her body before the muzze of the automatic, seeking to stop
the shots.

It was too late! Killer Durgan's finger moved before Madge could drike the autometic from his hand. A
shat rang out; the bullet found a mark, but it never reached Cliff Mardand!

Killer Durgan stood aghast as Madge fdl to the floor, mortally wounded! She had sought to save the man
ghe loved. She had succeeded— at the cost of her own lifel

Durgan stood as though petrified. He saw the blond girl give her lagt gasp of life. His mall was dead!



There was no love in Killer Durgan's nature. It was desire for possesson that had ruled his actions
toward Madge. He was stunned by what had happened; but only momentarily. Evil venom followed.

diff Mardand must diel

Arline Griscom redlized Killer Durgan's intention. She had been horrified at the 9ght of death; now, her
love for Cliff spurred her to desperation.

She flung hersdf upon the brutal murderer and battled tooth and nail, while Cliff tried vainly to rise.

With amighty effort, Durgan flung the struggling girl againgt the wall. Before she could regain her feet, she
saw hisarm turn toward the corner where Cliff lay.

Two shots roared. Arline screamed. Then she stared, bewildered.

Killer Durgan was collgpsng! His body sagged, like a figure in a dow-motion picture. He toppled
forward, hisgun fdling to the floor. He lay face downward, an inert mass.

THEN Arline redlized whence the shots had come. The outer door of the room had opened. There stood
ameanin black, a strange weird figure, garbed in a flowing cloak.

Thefolds of the garments reveded a crimson lining—the only spot of color in the man's attire. For on his
head, he wore a black, broad-brimmed hat that covered his features. He hdd an autometic in his
black-gloved hand.

It was he who had fired. His bullets had ended the murderous career of Killer Durgan, cheeting the
notorious dayer of afind victim!

Cliff was risng now. Arline could see his tense gaze directed toward the man in black. Cliff's lips were
moving.
"The Shadow!" he was saying. "The Shadow!"

A low, soft laugh came from the man in black. It was the strangest laugh that Arline had ever heard. It
chilled her; it frightened her; for it carried a tone of menace.

Yet, indinctivdy, she knew that the laugh was one of triumph— that the man in black had come as a
friend. She knew that she and Cliff had been saved— Cliff from Killer Durgan's gun; she from any fae
the bruta murderer might have intended for her.

The man in black stood dlently, while Cliff staggered to his feet. He watched the young man wak
ungteedily across the room, stepping carefully to avoid the bodies that lay in his path.

He saw Arline rise to meet Cliff. Again The Shadow laughed. Suddenly, he turned and disappeared
through the doorway.

Cliff had fully regained his senses. The back of his head was aching; but he had one desire that made him
forget the pain. He mugt take Arline from this room of horror!

He steadied the girl with his arm. Together, they made ther way to the hal. Before them lay an open
door that led to a sairway. They followed the path ahead. They reached a sde dley and waked through
to the street beyond. Cliff halled a cab.

Arline leaned againg him as they rode toward her home. The girl was weak, but happy. She had found
the man she loved! He had come to rescue her, againgt great odds!



Cliff, too, was happy, for he knew that the past was understood. He was free—not only from prison
wals, but from the memory of the crime that had not been his own.

Stll, neither was forgetful. As the cab whirled dong Broadway, a Sngle thought was uppermost in the
minds of both Cliff and Arline.

Nether could forget that mysterious man in black who had arived from nowhere to rescue them both
from death. They had been saved by The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXI. THE FINAL RECKONING

IT was nearly midnight. Two ederly men were seated in a little windowless, luxurioudy furnished room.
The men were at opposite Sides of ahighly polished table. The wdls of the room were tapestried, a each
sde, curtains denoted hidden niches that served as closets.

There was one door leading into the room—a massive door, with gtrips of iron and a huge knob of the
same metd.

Thiswas Stanley Wilberton's study. He was talking to Howard Griscom. There was a contrast between
the two men. Both dderly, Wilberton was keen and adert, while Griscom seemed on the point of

collapse.

"It's terrible, Griscom," said Wilberton. "I sympathize with you. | should like to hdp you; but | do not
know how."

"I thank you for inviting me here tonight,” replied Griscom.

"That isnothing,” returned Wilberton. "It isthe very least that | can do. But you have made a grave error,
Griscom. Y ou should have conferred with me before you natified the police that your daughter was gone.

"I have warned you dl dong of the dangers that might come. Now, | fear it will be too late. These
racketeers are cunning.

"Your daughter would have been safe in their hands, so long as you kept the abduction to yoursdf. Now,
they can choose no other course. They may have to do away with her.”

"Il give up anything," exclamed Griscom. "I mugt have been insane, when | cdled the police. Maurice
Beden has disappeared. There is no way to reach him, now.

"My daughter means everything to me, Mr. Wilberton! | would sgn a thousand papers like the one he
lad before me, if | had the opportunity now! They could keep her hostage for a year—if | could only
know that she was dive—if | could only hear her voicel™

"Perhaps,”" said Wilberton quietly, "you may have that opportunity. It may be that Beden will vist you
secretly. You might offer him thousands of dollars in advance.

"If your daughter should return suddenly, you could tdl the police that it was a midake. These are
posshilities, Griscom.

"I would advise you to return to your home—to remain there—to make it plain the place is not being
watched -"

Griscom nodded.



"But, after dl"—Wilberton's voice took on a strange tone—"you may have gone too far. The next few
dayswill tdl, Griscom. If you hear nothing then, | am afraid you will never hear anything!"

He studied Griscom closdy. The theater owner had his hands on the dde of the table. He was pitifully
weak. Wilberton seemed apprehensive. Griscom might collapse a any moment.

It was because of his intentness that Stanley Wilberton did not see the door open. When he glanced in
that direction, he was startled to see atdl man sanding there.

The vigtor was a most amazing figure. He appeared to be a mass of shadowy darkness that towered
before the door. A long black cloak draped from his shoulders. Upon his head was a hat with
turned-down brim. Not asgn of his features showed beneath that brim.

Wilberton stared.

"Who are you?' he demanded. "Why are you here?'

"I bring amessagel” said the man in black. "A message for Howard Griscom!”

WHEN he heard his name, Griscom looked up. The sepulchra tones of the voice startled him.
"I an Howard Griscom,” he said automaticaly.

"Your daughter is safe” said the man in black. "By now, she has returned to her home™"

A gasp of rdief came from Griscom's lips.

Wilberton stared at the manin black, as though doubting his redlity.

"Who are you?' he questioned, in araspy voice.

"They cdl me The Shadow."

The reply brought a tenseness to Wilberton's face. He had heard of this mysterious man of the night. It
hed been rumored that he was the person who had waged the destructive war againg the New Y ork
racketeers.

If this men proved to be The Shadow—and Wilberton showed no sgns of doubt—the words that he had
uttered must be truel

The Shadow was agpproaching now. He stood before the table, an ominous, threatening figure, and
surveyed the men before him. Both seemed to accept his presence. Griscom appeared hopeful;
Wilberton expressed intense interest.

"Your daughter,” said The Shadow, to Griscom, "was abducted by the man who murdered George
Bdlantyne. That man was cdled Killer Durgan. He died to-night —very suddenly. Your daughter has
been taken to safety.

"Killer Durgan"—The Shadow now seemed to be addressing Wilberton - "was a notorious racketeer
who managed to cover his tracks well.

"He disappeared the night that the dock racket was broken. He went into hiding—in a house bdonging
to a super-racketeer, whose commands Durgan obeyed.”

Howard Griscom looked a The Shadow wonderingly. Lamont Cranston had spoken of a



super-racketeer—a hillion-dollar master mind—whose hidden hand pulled the invisble drings that
controlled the greatest racketsin New Y ork!

"When messengers came from this overlord,” continued The Shadow, "their orders were picked up a a
designated spot and taken to their destinations. The messengers did their work and disappeared.

"Not even they knew who controlled them. They were paid to work and to forget.

"Thar master made one mistake. He chose a car tha could be identified— a Hacyon Eight of a
particular modd, with certain equipment that made it recognizable.

"That car was discovered and watched—by agents in my employ. It came from a house above
Ninety-sixth Street—the exact address isirrdlevant.

"Inthat house, Killer Durgan was hiding. Arline Griscom was in his power. Sheisnow safe. But after she
had gone away, a certain man— mysdf—entered the house once more,

"Upon the body of Killer Durgan were discovered—these!™

A black-clad hand was thrust forward. It dropped white sheets of paper upon the table. Upon them
were inscribed typewritten messages.

Ancther sheet of paper fluttered to the table. It was a letter, bearing the address of Stanley Wilberton's
private office.

"You will find," said The Shadow, "that those typings are the same. They bear disinct marks that show
they were made with the same machine—the typewriter outside your office—the one used by your
confidentid secretary, Crowley!"

HOWARD GRISCOM seemed bewildered. He began to recdl cryptic remarks made by Lamont
Crangton. He looked at Stanley Wilberton. The financier was staring with hard, cold eyes.

"From that night when you were a Griscom's home'—The Shadow was addressing Griscom—"your
purpose was evident to me. You would lend the money for the theatricd merger—if the business would
be stabilized by yidding to racketeers!

"A wonderful investment, Wilberton, with you and your dlent partner, Crowley, collecting through the
racket, with interest rates on your money besides!"

The truth was dawning on Howard Griscom. His old strength returned. He looked accusingly at Stanley
Wilberton.

"So you are responsble!™ he exclamed. "Y ou were the cause of Balantyne's death! Now | see how you
have gained your tremendous wedth—you —the greatest crook of them all -"

He could not utter further words. He was burding with indignation. The Shadow stood slent, the
accusing figurein this dramétic scene.

Sanley Wilberton laughed, and the evil of the man's nature manifested itsdf as a thin, mdicious amile
crept over his features.

"You areright!" Hisvoice camein a hiss. "Crowley and | were in back of it dl. But only two men know
the truth—and they shdl never live to tdl it!" He paused, then added sharply:

"Will they, Crowley?



Curtains parted at the sde of the room. There stood Crowley, the pretended secretary, the actud partner
incrime of Stanley Wilberton!

He hdd an automatic in his hand. It swayed back and forth from The Shadow to Howard Griscom.

The Shadow did not move. It seemed incredible to Griscom that he had not come prepared for this
Could it be that the men in black had some plan that would frustrate Wilberton and Crowley?

With adight bow, Wilberton arose from the table. He walked ddiberately to the door, asmile on hislips.

"Tum thisway," he commanded. Both Griscom and The Shadow obeyed. The threat of Crowley's gun
brooked no refusd.

"Guns" remarked Wilberton, "are noisy and troublesome.”

Crowley was fallowing him to the door and took his place there, ill covering the men by the table. "I
have a much better way"— Wilberton was affecting pleasantry—"a far better way to dispose of you!"

He drew a cord from behind a picture,

"When this is pulled,” he said, "a gas will enter the room. It will not be unplessant. You will die
eedly—uwith nothing but regrets for your fally.

"When | draw the cord, Crowley will open the door. | shdl leave; he will follow. His gun, by the way,
will go lagt. Crowley is an excellent shot.

"Uniil the door isfindly closed, you will not be freed from the menace of his automatic. Once the cord is
drawn, | may add, nothing can stop the flow of gas. That has been arranged!™

Wilberton looked a Crowley. The man nodded. Wilberton drew the cord. There was a dight hissing
somewhere in the room. It ended immediately. The gas was flowing.

"Open the door, Crowley," ordered Wilberton.

A CRY came from Crowley as he placed his hand upon the knob. He was staggered by a powerful
eectric shock. Hefdl forward, the autometic dropping from his grasp.

Before Wilberton could saize the weapon, The Shadow's arms were outstretched. Each gloved hand
held an automatic.

Crowley had risen to his knees. His hands were above his head. Wilberton's hands were aso raised.

"Come," said The Shadow to Griscom. The man in black went to the door. His gloved hand turned the
knob. Thistime there was no shock. The door opened.

Howard Griscom stepped through the doorway. The Shadow remained in the room, his automatics
covering the occupants. He smiled dightly. Then he, too, stepped swiftly out. The door closed behind
him.

In the hdlway, he detached a wire from the outsde door knob and disconnected the other end from a
floor plug. Then The Shadow's hand darted into his cloak. When it emerged, a pistol shot blazed in the
darkness. With one bullet the lock on the door had been jammed.

Even with a key, Wilberton and Crowley would not be able to escape the doom that they deserved.



But with that shot came a surprise attack. A door of a Sde room opened. The Shadow stood reveded in
the light—atall, black figure.

Four ganggters were there—Wilberton's trusted bodyguards, murderers al!

It was an ingant before they understood the presence of the man in black. These men of Wilberton's own
murder squad were kept by him for emergencies. They had come at the sound of the shot; but they had
not known of The Shadow's presence.

In that one moment of hesitation, The Shadow acted. Crouched againg the wall, Howard Griscom stared
in amazement. Instead of firing his automatic, The Shadow hurled himsdf into the midst of the mob!

Then came shots. They were fired by the ganggters; but not a bullet reached its mark.

Hands that hed guns were struck upward. A gangster was thrown headlong againg the wall. Another
staggered from a blow and fdl. One man saized The Shadow. Together they rolled upon the floor.

The last gunman was waiting eegerly, to fire the death shot without hitting his companion. But even as his
finger pressed the trigger, a shot came from the floor.

The Shadow's gun had spoken, with its perfect am! The eager gangster dumped. Griscom saw a
black-clad am rise. The butt of The Shadow's gun struck the head of the man who was bettling with him.

Thelagt of the gangsters lay motionless,

The man in black rose to his feet. He moved swiftly dong the hadlway, mationing slently to Griscom.
They left by a sSde door.

Outsde, a car was awaiting them. As they rolled dong the street, policemen shot by on motor cycles.
They were rushing to the scene of the firing.

Griscom dtared from the window of the car as they passed. Wha would the police find?
Gangsters—crippled or dead—the bodies of two evil men in a gasfilled room!

The car had stopped to let a patrol wagon go by. Griscom watched the police vehide then he turned to
speak to The Shadow. He received no reply. He turned on the dome light.

He was donein the back of the limousne Silently, myserioudy, The Shadow had left the car. The man
in black had vanished into the night!

CHAPTER XXII. RACKETS DOOMED

CLIFF MARSLAND was reading the latest copy of the New York Sphere. The newspaper was a
week old. Arline Griscom amiled as she saw him devouring the reports.
They were on their honeymoon in France. Howard Griscom had suggested the trip.

Arline told her father the truth about her brother. He had borne it eesly, for the ending of his recent
worries had made him able to stand a shock from the past.

The strange deaths of Stanley Wilberton and his secretary, Crowley, were being investigated by the New
York police. The finander and his man had been connected with racketeering, as reveded by police

findings



It was believed that they had been doomed to die by the gangsters who had later battled in the halway.

The bodies of Durgan, Shires, and Madge had been found in the uptown house. Another gang killing! A
feud that would never be solved!

With the death of Stanley Wilberton, the greatest racket of dl had been stopped!
Arline uttered an exclamation of delight as she saw a headline over Cliff's shoulder. She pointed to it.

The greet theatricd merger had been arranged! It had been financed through the efforts of Lamont
Crangton. He had not been interviewed. The newspaper stated that he had left New York for a trip
abroad.

Cliff smiled. Behind the headlines he could read facts that were not set forth in print.
He knew—even though the Sphere did not—how the rackets had been ended. Y et he did not know al.

One thing Cliff wondered about: Did a mysterious, black-cloaked figure move eerily through the night,
haf aworld away? A figure, which, perhaps, was again taking up the battle againg lawlessness?

For only that one man was able to pick up the trall of powerful, Snigter forces which might be even then
a work, and that man was The Shadow!

THE END



