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CHAPTERI

The dtrange characters of the cryptic message were a blood red hue. They were vivid and myderious
beneath the ova light of the desk lamp.

"A dead man's message!”

Reynold Barker looked about him as he spoke. The slence of his gloomy surroundings worried him. His
fingers trembled. The paper crinkled. Even that dight sound was gartling.

The dark-paneled walls of the room were oppressive to Reynold Barker. He fdt that he wasin ther grip;
that he could never leave them. He was in Theodore Gavin's study—the spot that had been his god for
seven days. He had found the paper in the secret drawer of the desk—the exact place where Gavin had
told him it would be. But the slence of this sullen chamber was maddening. It brought back recollections
of those dying eyes—Gadvin's eyes.

Barker steadied his nerves with mighty effort. He tried to laugh. It was excitement, he told himsdf.
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Shakiness fallowing those long arplane hops from South America. He stared at the paper. Hislips forced
agmile as he comprehended its meaning.

A sudden gurgle came from Barker's throat. Hands from the dark had gripped his throat! He dropped
the paper and sought to bresk the throttling hold. He could not. His own hands were feeble. The
dutching fingers tightened— choking, choking, choking! Reynold Barker's brain was whirling. His eyes
were bulging, but unseeing. He heard a roaring in his ears—Ilouder than the thrum of an arrplane motor.
Then came blackness, sckening blackness, more terrible than the shadowy darkness of that snister
room! Again, the drangling hands were tightening...

CHAPTER Il. A MIDNIGHT VISITOR

BOB GALVIN looked around the room and smiled. He remembered the place from his boyhood—this
quaint old room, with its dark, oak-paneled wdls.

He 4ill fdt a dight trace of the awe that had gripped him here, for this had been his uncle's room—the
unde whom Bob remembered as a stern, gray, grim-faced man.

"Doesit remind you of old times, Sr?"

The quegtion came from Hodgson, the old servant. Hodgson had been Theodore Gavin's attendant for
many years. To Bob, he seemed like a part of this old room.

"Yes" replied Bab, "it does. So do you, Hodgson. You'e just the same as you were—why, it must be
nearly twenty years ago!"

The servant nodded.

"Close to that ance you Ieft here, Sr. I'm not the same as | was then, dr. | can't see the way | did once.
My eyes'—he shook his head sadly—"are very poor, Sr. It seems like | fed my way about the house,
Mr. Baob. | know the place so wdl -"

But Bob Gavin wasn't ligening. Instead, he giffened as his eyes, turning toward the heavy casement
window, fixed themsdves for a moment on a strange form outside.

It was a face, shrouded in the shadows. The lower part of the face was hidden in blackness, but the
piercing eyes seemed to be sudying Bob's own festures. Bob only had a chance to see the face an
indant— then it was gone.

The old butler sensed that something was wrong. He turned toward Bob.
"What—what wasiit, gr," he sammered. "Did you fed suddenly— suddenly ill?*
"No—aface! Out the window! Peeringin a me! Did you see it, too, Hodgson?!

Then, Bob redlized that Hodgson had indeed spoken the truth when he said he was nearly blind. The old
man's stonelike, groping expression told that. Hodgson shook his head.

"No, gr. It might have been something caught in those branches that sway againg the window. Theré€'s a
sngle tree in the garden out there."

Bob pushed back his char and crossed the room to the window. He unfastened the latch and opened the
casement. Only the branches of the lone tree swayed mournfully againg the casement in the night wind.
Nothing more.



Bob bolted the casement again, and shook his head, hislips compressed.
"Strange—strange,” he muttered. "I could have sworn some one was out there, soying on me™

Then he turned again to Hodgson. "Did my uncle have any—enemies, Hodgson? Men who wanted his
run—hislife, perhaps?’

"No, gr. Not that | know of, gr."
"Well—have you noticed anything peculiar about the old place, Hodgson? Is—is Miss Betty dl right?'
The old man moistened hislips and hesitated. Then he spoke.

"EVERYTHING is judt asit used to be, dr. When Mr. Galvin went away, he closed the house. | went
out to the country house with Miss Betty. We were there when we learned that your unde had died.

"I came in and opened the place, Sr, when | knew that you were coming home. Miss Betty is dill in the
country. She said she would wait until you arrived.”

"l am gaing to phone her shortly.”

"Shewill be glad to hear from you, sr. She has been waiting there severa days now.

"l am glad that | camein done, Sr. | wouldn't have wanted her to see what | found—in this room!"
"What was thet?' Bob's interest was evident.

"A dead man, gr! He was lying right where you are sanding—by the desk."

"A dead man! Then there was something! Who was he?'

"The police have not learned his name, Sr," Hodgson continued. "Perkins, the chauffeur, was with me
when | sumbled on the body. The detectives were sure the man was a thief.”

"What killed hm? Was he shot?"
"He was strangled, sr. He must have been dead for two or three days when we discovered him.

"We couldn't tdl how he came in—dl the doors were locked, and the shutters were closed and barred.
The detectives think he must have had a key that opened the little Sde door.

"They are sure he came here with another man—both of them probably thieves -"

"Ah, | understand,” interrupted Bob. "One killed the other and escaped. What could they have been
after, Hodgson?'

"I can't imagine, dr," the servant said. "There was nothing here of value. We could find nothing missng,
gr.

"The detectives think that one man had a grudge againg the other. That he brought him here to kill him -"
Bob's face gleamed with understanding.

"I see thar ided" he exclamed. "The murderer told his pd this was a place worth cracking. Then, when
they got in here, he strangled him. No noise— plenty of time to get away -"



"That's judt it, dr," replied Hodgson, admiringly. "That's just what the ingpector said. There was quite a
piecein the paper about it, Sr; but it was while you were dill on the boat, coming home -"

THE dull ring of the doorbdl came as an interruption. With dow, fdtering steps, Hodgson left the room
to answer.

Bob Gavin watched the old servant as he passed into the gloomy hdl. Hodgson seemed truly to be
feding his way through this old, somber house.

Two minutes passed. The servant returned and dmogt tottered into the room.
"Mr. Mdlory is here, ar," he sad.

Bob advanced to greet Hiram Madlory. Mdlory had been one of his unces oldest friends. Bob
recognized him immediady—a quiet, kindly-faced old gentleman who ill bore himsdf with youthful
vigor.

"Mogt regrettable, your unclés death," said Mdlory, when he and Bob were seated a the flat-topped

desk. "It was a grest mistake for him to travel so far away in his state of hedth. Asuncion, Paraguay, 4ill
hasits yelow fever at times—and it brought your uncle's death, Robert.”

"Whatever did he go for?' asked Bob.

"He was depressed, Robert. Hisred estate business herein New York was a large one, and successful,
but recent unwise invesments have lost him a greet ded of money. | fear there is little or nothing left of
the estate.”

Bob's face grew thoughtful, "I heard from him very seldom, you know. | suppose South Africa, where
I've lived for the past twenty years, made it seem to him asif | wasin another world.

"So you think the estate isin bad shape?’
"I'm afraid so. Have you seen the will yet?!

Bob shook his head. "I received a letter from the lavyers”" he said. "Whatever's left is to be shared by
mysdf and Betty Mandell, my unclés ward. She's lived with my unde since she was a child.”

Mdlory smiled a wry smile "That means he said, "thet she will be virtudly penniless. She will have no
home, and what money she receives cannot last long.”

"She needn't worry," smiled Bob. "I've done wdl in South Africa, Mr. Madlory. Shéll live here, as she's
aways done. And that reminds me, gir, | have to cadl her. Pardon me for afew minutes”

Bob consulted a card he drew from his pocket and reached for the desk phone. In a few moments,
Madlory smiled again, observing the beam of happiness on Bob's face as he spoke.

"Yes, Betty,” Bob was saying, "thisis Bob... I'm glad to hear your voice, too... A good many years since
we've seen each other... You are coming in to-morrow? That's great... No, Betty, you mudn't talk that
way. Thisisyour home, asit has dways been... I'll see you to-morrow, then? Wonderful!"

After the phone cal, Bob chatted with his uncle's old friend. He was glad to meet some one in New
York.

Bob had left, when only a youth, to seek hisfortunein South Africa, where his father, Theodore Gavin's
brother, had left im some property.



He told Mdlory of his adventures there. He brought out papers from his suitcase, and showed them to
hisuncles old friend. The papers were piled upon the desk by the time their conversation had ended.

Hiram Mdlory arose. He hed out his hand.

"You have done wdl, Robert," he said. "'l only regret that your uncle did not live to see you and tak with
you as | have. He would have been ddighted to learn of your success.

"He was a broken man when he went away, Robert. He wanted to go to some distant country, where he
could relieve hismind from dl hisworries.

"He was old, Robert, but | believe that he would have recuperated some of his losses if he had returned.
But that was not to be -"

Madlory paused speculdively as he stood by the doorway. He glanced a his waich and amiled at the
lateness of the hour.

"Hdf past deven," he said. "l am usudly in bed by ten o'clock. | must go. | sl see you again, Robert.”

"Good night," replied Bob. "I'm certainly glad you dropped in, Mr. Mdlory. I'l turn in mysdf—efter I've
gone over those papers on the desk. That will mean an hour's work, at least.”

Alone, in the gloom of the oak-paneled room, Bob lost himsdlf in the work before him.

He had come away from South Africa rather hurriedly; but on the boat he had attended to dl details. He
hed only these find matters left. As soon as they were finished, there would be no reason for him to
worry about the affairs that he had left.

Bob worked quickly. It required less time than he had anticipated. The old clock in the hdlway was
griking twelve when he completed his labors.

His own business ended, Bob began to study some documents that Hodgson had laid on the desk. They
referred to his uncles afairs, but were of minor importance.

While Bob was congdering these, he became conscious of a dight noise behind him. He swung in his
awvivd chair, expecting to see Hodgson.

A startled gasp came from Bob's lips as he found himsaf staring into the muzze of an autométic.

The gun was hed by a man who wore a dark overcoat and a black cap. The stranger's face was partly
obscured by the collar of his coat. The peak of his cap hid his eyes.

"No noisgd" warned alow, growling voice. "Put up your handd"
Bob obeyed, wondering. He remembered the burglary that Hodgson had mentioned.

But this was a more daring entry—and its futility was perplexing. There was nothing of vaue here.
Neither did Bob have any grest amount of money on his person.

He arose a a command from the man who held the pistal. The stranger's eft hand tapped Bob's pockets
in search of a weapon, but none was there,

"Put on your hat and coat," the man ordered, mationing toward the corner. Bob followed indructions.

The stranger was beside Bob now.



"You're coming with me" he said in alow voice. "No funny business. Understand? Don't try to tip off
that old guy that works for you. Tdl him you're going out. Get me?"

Bob nodded. Then he was being urged forward. They entered the hdlway. Bob could fed the pressure
of the automatic pressed againg his side.

They encountered Hodgson in the dimly lighted hall.
"Areyou going out with Mr. Mdlory, Sr?' questioned the old servant.

The gun nudged Bob. He redized that Hodgson did not know that Mdlory had departed hdf an hour
before.

The old servant's poor eyes could disinguish but the forms of two men. The blankness of his gaze
indicated that Hodgson was Smply assuming the other man's identity.

"Yes" sad Bob huskily, "I'm going out for awhile, Hodgson."
"You have the key with you, Sr?'

"Yes, Hodgson."

"All right, Sr. Shdl | wait up?"

Bob hestated. If Hodgson remained waiting for him, it might be to his advantage. The old servant would
suspect something wrong if he did not return.

"You might do that, Hodgson," he said.

The man with the gun made no comment. Bob amiled as he was nudged dong the hdl. His ruse had
worked. Hodgson would be waiting.

The old servant moved hurriedly ahead of them. He opened the door and stood by the darkened
vestibule, while Bob Gavin and his captor walked out into the night.

CHAPTER Ill. SHADOWS OF NIGHT

BETTY MANDELL dared across the table. Her gaze was fixed upon Bob Gavin's face. It seemed
<low in the dm light of the dining room. Two candles on the center of the table furnished the only
illumination.

"What's the matter?' demanded the man, as he noticed the girl's stare.
"Nothing, Bob," replied Betty. "It's jus—well, you look so different from what | expected you to be."
"Yeeh?' Bob's voice seemed rather sour. "What's the matter with me? Don't you like my [ooks?”

"It's not that, Bob," said Betty hadily. "I like you, and Il adways like you, Bob. It's just tha
youre—well—so different from the way | pictured you."

The man laughed good humoredly.
"You haven't seen me Snce we were kids," he said.

"I've seen your picture” reminded Betty. "The one you sent me two years ago—with one of those
wonderful letters that you know how to write"



"That's s0. | sent you my picture. But photographs sometimes fool you, Betty. Maybe I've changed a hit,
too. People say I've been changing in appearance.”

"I guess that explainsit, Bob. But when | heard your voice on the telephone last night, it was as if | could
see you while you were talking. But now—uwell—it dl seems different.”

"You didn't see me lagt night. That was just your imeagination.”

"I didn't imagine | heard your voice! That's different now, Bob! When | came in this afternoon, | was
amazed the moment that | heard you speak.”

"A voice never sounds right over the telephone.”
"That mugt be it, Bob," Betty consented, then went on.

"Dont think I'm disappointed. I'm just bewildered, that's dl. I'm just trying to get used to you. You
understand, don't you?"

THE man arose and walked around the table. He patted the girl on the back. Somehow the action
annoyed Betty, dthough she made no sgn.

"Youve been worried, little girl," said Bob. "That's dl. Poor old unde dying. It's a hard blow for both of
us

"Maybe you oughtn't to stay in this old house too much. Why don't you take a trip down to Bermuda, or
somewhere like thet?"

"I don't have the money, Bob," said Betty frankly.

"Youve got it coming to you from the estate, haven't you?'

"I'm afraid there isn't going to be much, Bob."

"Don't worry about that. Therell be plenty. I've got plenty of money, Betty. I'll take care of the trip.”
Thegirl shook her head.

"I wouldn't want you to do that, Bob -"

"It'sdl right with me, Betty."

"Perhaps, later. After things are more settled. I'd rather stay here right now, Bob. That is, if you want me
to-"

"Of course | want you here! Didn't | tdl you so last night?!
Betty nodded.

"All right," said Bob. "That settlesit!"

Hodgson entered.

"Gentleman to see you, gr," he said to Bob.

"What's his name?' asked Bob.



"Hedidnt tdl me, ar.”
"Wdl, Il see him, anyway. Take himin the study.”
"All right, gr."

Betty looked at Hodgson as the man spoke. She observed a strange expression on the old servant's face.

He was gaing a Bob Gavin as though his dm eyes were trying to see the young man's face more
closdy.

The old servant turned and Ieft the room.
"Il be back later," declared Bob as he left for the study.

Betty remained in the candle-lighted room. Theodore Gavin had dways liked candidight. The dining
room had never been equipped with dectric lights Even in the other parts of the house, modern
illumination was sparse.

The gloom was oppressive to Betty; but it was not because of the flickering candles alone. She was redly
disappointed in Bob Galvin, athough she had tried to deny that fact.

Bob had greeted her upon her arivd in New York; but there had been something forced about his
manner. Somehow, she did not trust him.

Yet, when he had spoken over the tdephone the night before, the sncerity of his voice had been
impressve. It was only the memory of that conversation that reconciled her to the man who varied so
from her expectations.

Hodgson was back. The old man was keen, despite his poor vison. He sensed the mdancholy that hed
come over the girl.

"What's the matter, Miss Betty?" he asked.
"Nothing, Hodgson."
"Isit Mr. Bob?"

"Yes" admitted Betty. "He's different from the Bob Galvin that | expected. | can't explain it, Hodgson,
mt _II

"You are right, Miss Betty," said the servant, in alow voice. "He s different—different snce last night!"
"Snce lagt night!”

"Yes, maam. He went out with Mr. Mdlory. That was about midnight. He came back an hour later, and
| spoke to him when he came in. He didn't say anything. He just went up to his room.

"To-day, when he spoke to me, he seemed changed. There was a difference in his voice, Miss Betty."
The old servant's words were perplexing.

Why had Bob Gavin gone out late—with Mdlory, of dl persons? Perhaps Hodgson was mistaken about
Madlory. But he could not be mistaken about Baob.



Who was the visitor here to-night?

Betty wondered. She rose from the table and went out into the hdl. There she encountered Bob Galvin
and another man coming from the study.

The vigtor was not easly discerned in the gloom, but Betty noted that he wore a cap pulled down over
his eyes. There was a toughness about the man's face —dl tha Betty could see of it. Bob turned
suddenly.

"Hdlo, Betty," he said. "I'm going out for awhile. I'll see you later.”

He was wearing his coat and held his hat in his hand. He did not introduce the stranger. He and the other
men departed, leaving Betty astonished.

THE evening dragged dowly by. Betty read a book in the big library - a room as gloomy as the rest of
the house. Betty was used to this atmosphere, dthough at timesit chilled her.

It was nearly midnight when Betty retired. Before she went to deep, she heard the front door close
ponderoudy. The dtairs creaked.

Bob Gavin had returned.

Slent minutes went by. Betty could not deep. Somehow, her mind kept picturing the old study
downdairs. It was there that Bob had recelved the odd vistor to-night.

Betty was seized by an uncontrollable impulse to go downgtairs. She fdt for her dippers, then recdled
thet they were in her trunk, which had not been brought in from the country.

Barefooted, she stole down the carpeted sairs, with one hand on the banister. There was no creaking
under her light tread. She moved noisdesdy dong the hdl, then stopped suddenly as she turned the
corner that led to the door of the Sudy.

There was dim light in the hal, coming from the study. The door of the room was open; and the table
lamp mugt be on!

Perhaps Bob had Ieft it burning; perhaps he was there now. In the later event, Betty could explan her
presence by explaining that she had heard a noise downstairs and had come to investigate.

Nevertheless, it might be wel to observe Bob before he saw her. With catlike stedlth, Betty advanced to
the doorway.

The light on the floor of the hdl fascinated her. It was more than a gleam. Into it came a peculiar
shadow—the eongated slhouette of a man's prafile.

The patch of blackness swayed. Betty watched its motion. She stepped forward and turned to look into
the room.

BY the desk stood atdl man clad in black. His back was turned toward the door. He seemed a strange
phantom of the night—a living being that had come from nowhere. Across the floor lay his long, weird
shadow, gretching into the gloom of the hall.

Betty's hands gripped the sdes of the doorway, as she stood horrified by the presence of this uncanny
personage.

She could see the folds of the black cloak which hung from his shoulders, the back of the



broad-brimmed hat which was upon his head. He was examining the desk—the motion of his
black-gloved hands indicated that fact.

While Betty stood, entranced, the man mug have sensed her presence. He swung suddenly to face the
door. As his cloak spread wide, the girl caught a glimpse of its crimson lining and the thin, black-clad
form within the cloak.

The face of the man was invisble, obscured by the collar of the cloak and the low brim of the hat. All that
Betty could see was the glow of two piercing eyes that shone beneath that hat brim; eyes that saw her
ganding in the doorway.

Thegirl raised ahand to her mouth to repress a scream. Then a low, soft laugh echoed through the room.
It came like a spectra whigper—an eerie sound that seemed beyond redlity.

A black-gloved hand swung upward. A dlick followed. The room was plunged in darkness.

Betty stood there, suddenly wondering if it had dl been imagination. With boldness that she could not
understand, she crept into that black room, toward the spot where the man had been. She was
determined to meet this stranger of the night—to learn his purpose— to discover the mydery tha
surrounded him!

Slently she moved forward until she knew that she was near the desk. There she reached out and found
the lamp. She pressed the switch and turned quickly as the light came on.

She was done in the deserted study! All thet she had seen now seemed a credtion of her imagination.
She peered into the shadowy depths and saw nothing.

She could not believe her senses, for she knew beyond dl chance of doubt that a man had been standing
inthat room. Now he was gone!

Noisdesdy, like a shadow of the night, he had vanished!

CHAPTER IV. HODGSON INTERFERES
IT was at breskfast that Betty Mandel decided to tdl Bob Gavin what she had seen the night before.
Thegirl had spent a troubled night. She had dept fitfully, awakening frequently at dight sounds.

Once she had been redly frightened. She had imagined that two shining eyes were staring through the
open window from the outside darkness. It had proved to be the reflection of two distant street lights.

But even now, in the light of morning, Betty fdt hersdf shuddering at the thought of that strange, weird
men in black whom she had discovered in the study, and who had so mysterioudy eluded her.

"Bob," she said solemnly, "something strange happened lagt night. | came downgtairs very late. | guess—I
guess | must have heard anoise. The light was on in the sudy.”

Bob Gavin lad aside the morning newspaper. A quizzicd look came over his face; an ugly look, Betty
thought.

"Inthe study?' Bob's voice was tense.

"Yes" sad Betty, "and that was not dl. There was some one in the sudy —a man dressed in black. He
looked like a greet big shadow.”



"A—ashadow!" Bob's exdlamation came suddenly. He caught himsdf and smiled sourly.
"Wasthisred?' he asked. "Or wasiit just your imagingion?'

"I'm sure it was red," Betty declared. "Some one mugt have been there. For, while | was dill trying to
beieve my senses, the man turned around and the light went off.

"I— was afraid; but | went in the room just the same. | turned on the light. | was aone!™
"Alone" said Bab, inalow voice. His eyes were saring with a far-away |ook. "The shadow was gone!”

"Yes, the shadow was gone" replied Betty, "but it was more than a shadow, Bob! A shadow can not
turn off alight!

"I was frightened, Bob. | went dl around downgtairs, but | found nothing. Not even awindow open.”

"Youd better forget it," sad Bob. "Your imagination is getting the best of you. How about that trip |
suggested? Why not go?'

"I don't want to leave New York," declared Betty firmly.
"But this house is no place for you," returned Bob. "Not while you're in your present state of mind."

Betty was indined to agree. She remembered that she had been invited to vist a friend in the city—Alice
Whedler. Perhaps Bob was rignt when he said that she should go away a while So she offered a
compromise.

"Alice Wheder wants me to vist her," she said. "Suppose | go over there for afew nights?
"But | don' like the idea of you staying here, Bob," she went on. "Something is wrong in this house!™

"Dont you worry about me" declared Bob. "I'll be dl right. It's you I'm worried about. I'd advise you to
go today.

"When something like this begins to worry you, a change isthe only cure. | think it was your imegination,
Betty—thinking you saw a man in the sudy.”

As Bob uttered the last words, Hodgson entered the dining room. The old servant stood stock-till. He
did not move amuscle

"Il call Alice now," declared Betty.

AS soon as the girl had Ieft the dining room, Hodgson approached the table. He leaned close to Bob
Galvin and whispered.

"Have you told her?' he questioned. "Told her about that man—that man in the study -"
"What man?' snapped Bob. The old servant seemed rebuffed by his new master's tone.
"About the man | found there," explained Hodgson, "the man | told you about—the dead men!™

"No,” sad Bob, in an unpleasant voice. "Ligen, Hodgson. | don't want you bothering me this way.
Understand? When | want to tdl you any thing, I'll tdl it without your asking. Remember that!"

He picked up the newspaper. Hodgson stood trembling, hurt by the words which Bob had spoken. He
turned and tottered from the room, his head bowed in dejection. He encountered Betty in the hall.



"What is the matter, Miss Betty?' he inquired. ""Has something happened?”

"Nothing important, Hodgson," said Betty, in a restrained tone. "I've just decided to vist Miss Whedler.
Cdl Perkins to be herein hdf an hour. I'm gaing to pack.”

"Miss Betty"—Hodgson's voice was pleading—"you must tel me whét is the matter!”

Thegirl could not resst the old servant's plea. She redlized that Hodgson was the only person in whom
she could confide, for she had lived alondly life for many years, with only her unde and this servant.

If there should be danger in the housg, it was but right to tdl Hodgson. She fdt sure that Bob Gavin
would not do so.

She drew the servant aside and told him what had happened the night before. Hodgson nodded.

"It would be best for you to go, Miss Betty," he declared. "Things are not right here. | don't know what
you saw. It might have been -"

"A ghost?' questioned Betty, hdf laughing in spite of hersdf.

"Perhaps, Miss Betty," declared Hodgson solemnly. "A man was killed in that very room while you were
away. | found his body."

The statement horrified Betty. She was not superdtitious, yet this revealment caught her unaware.

She was about to question Hodgson when Bob appeared from the dining room. Betty turned and went
updtars. She heard Bob tdl Hodgson that he was going out.

Betty did very little packing. She fdt that afew days would be the limit of her stay.

She came downdtairs with a smdl bag just as the doorbell rang. Hodgson was not in Sght, so Betty
answered the door. Perkins was there with the car. He took the bag. Betty went to find Hodgson.

Something attracted her to the sudy. The door was closed. She decided that Hodgson mugt be in there.
That would account for the fact that he had not answered the bell.

She opened the door and entered. Hodgson was standing by the desk. He started and turned away when
the girl entered. He tried to hide something. The girl saw that it was arevolver.

"What are you doing, Hodgson?" Betty asked in surprise.

"Nothing, Miss Betty," began the servant. Then he redlized that the girl had seen the revolver. "I'm just
preparing, maam, that's dl.

"I'm alittle bit worried—about Mr. Bab. | thought it would be best if | had arevolver handy. That'sdl.”

"Do be careful,” sad Betty in alow voice. "l hope nothing happens while | am gone. Youll look out,
won't you, Hodgson?'

After the gil had left, Hodgson stood daring grimly at the dark oak wals. He nodded as though taking
to himsdf. He put the revolver in his pocket and went out of the studly.

IT was late in the afternoon when Bob Gavin returned. He was accompanied by Hiram Madlory.
Evidently Gavin had dropped in to see his uncles friend.



Mdlory spoke a kindly word to Hodgson. Then he and Bob entered the study and closed the door. It
was nearly dinner time when Malory departed.

Bob Gavin dined done that evening. Hodgson waited on him and the old man's face was grim. Bob did
not appear to notice him during the medl.

In the evening, there was a vistor—the man who wore the black cap. It was after ten o'clock when he
went away. Bob returned aone to the study.

It was then that Hodgson entered. He was close by the desk when Bob heard his footsteps. The young
men svung about in his chair.

Hodgson, a look of gim determingation on his face, was ganding near. In his trembling hand the old
servant held arevolver.

Bob Gavin gripped the arms of the chair. He was startled, even though Hodgson could not detect the
expression that came over hisface.

"What's this, Hodgson?" demanded Bob. "Put down that gun! Understand?’

"You will go away from herel" declared Hodgson, in a quavering voice. "Go awvay—and do not come
back! Y ou do not belong here. You are not the man you dam to be -"

"That's nonsense, Hodgson," interrupted Bob Gavin. "Give me that gun and get out of herel”

"You must go away!" repeated Hodgson, voice quavering but determined. "l have suspected you ever
since that night you went out with another man. Y ou are not Robert Galvin -

The young man laughed. After his firg surprise, he did not fear Hodgson. He did not think the old man
would shoot without provocation.

"Mr. Mdlory was here" he declared. "He knows that | am Bob Gavin. Your eyesght is bad, Hodgson,
that'sdl. Cdl up Mdlory and ask hmwho | am.”

For a moment the old servant hesitated. He looked puzzled; but the doubt soon faded from his face and
he became more determined than before.

Bob Gavin noticed the change. He redlized tha a sudden understanding was coming into Hodgson's
mind.

"I shdl not cdl up Mr. Mdlory," declared the servant, in a decided tone. "I shdl not cal him up, because
-" He interrupted himsdf quickly.

"I do not want to tak to you," he said. "You must go now! | shdl give you just ten seconds to leave this
room!"

Bob Gavin stared but did not move.
"One -" said Hodgson, counting dowly, - two -"

Bob Gdvin was moving now, inch by inch. He was coming closer and closer to Hodgson, but the old
servant's eyes did not detect the motion. Hodgson kept on counting.
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Bob Gavin's hand svung suddenly upward. It struck Hodgson's wrist. The revolver flew across the
room.

Galvin legped upon the old man. They grappled.

The odds seemed greatly in Bob's favor, but he encountered a surprise. Hodgson's feebleness lay only in
hislegs.

The old man's grip was ferocious. He wrestled bravely with his young adversary. They fdl to the floor.
Hodgson was on top.

IT seemed that the old servant was due to overpower his opponent. Bob had one hand free, but he could
not use it to advantage. He stretched his arm wildly and his fingers encountered the barrel of the revolver.

Bob picked up the wegpon. With a quick twigt, he freed himsdf for the indant. In so doing, he lad
himsdf open to a new attack by Hodgson.

As the old man flung himsdf forward, Bob's arm swung. The buit of the revolver struck Hodgson's head.
The servant sank with a groan.

With crud viciousness, Bob swung again. He rose to his knees and battered the helpless man's head with
the revolver.

There was no limit to hisfury. Hodgson was dead from the fourth blow, but Gavin kept on and on unil
Hodgson's head had become aterrible sight.

Then, an ugly leer soreading over hisface, Bob arose and looked down at his handiwork.
"You knew too much," he said. "Y ou know nathing, now!"

Bob lad the revolver on the desk. He sat looking at Hodgson's body while he cdled a number on the
telephone. Sure that he was talking to the person he desired, Bob Gavin gave a smple, quiet order:

"Come up to see 'em as soon as you can,” he said. "I have changed my plans. There is work for us to
do."

He laid aside the telephone and sat grinning at the gruesome form on the floor.
CHAPTER V. MURDERERS PLOT
"To-night's the night, Briggd"
"S0 that's what the Boss told you, eh, Bob?"
The two men who were talking sat in that same study that had once belonged to Theodore Galvin.

One of them was the young man who caled himsdf Bob Gavin. The other was a big, powerful fellow,
who was dressed in the quiet clothes of a servitor— dmogt the identical garb that Hodgson had been
wont to wear.

"Yeeh," sad young Bob decisvely. "Were going to make a stab at it tonight. At least, you and Clink are.
I'm going to stay right here.

"As soon as Clink comes in, you and he go to meet the Chief. Get your find ingructions from him."



The big man nodded. His iron-jawed face was sullen. His eyes gleamed with a murderous |ook.

Bob Gavin saw that look, and a sordid grin appeared upon his face. The young man's expression
became one of brutdity.

"After to-night,”" remarked Briggs suddenly. "What then?'

"I things go right,” returned his companion, "it will be dl jake. If they don't, well have to play the game
like we figured it.

"Youll be Briggs—Briggs, the butler, or whatever we cdl you— the guy | hired because old Hodgson
was getting feeble”

"He wasn't S0 feeble three nights ago,” retorted Briggs.

"Youreright," said Bob. "But people don't know that. The girl is the only one we've got to bluff. | sent
Hodgson off on along vacation, that's dl. Thought he needed it. Big-hearted stuff, you know."

"Briggs the butler,” said the big man with a grin. "Wdl, Briggs is a good name and it happens to be my
own.

"That makes it easy. No dip-ups. Briggsismy name, just like yoursis Bob. Bob -"

"Gavin," interrupted the young men a the desk. "Remember that part of it. No dip-ups there.
Undergtand?'

BRIGGS nodded. He looked around the room, the grin dill on his face.

"Weve both done our bit in this place he said, "eh, Bob? | started it when | did away with Barker.
Tried to double-cross us, the rat. Then you fixed this guy, Hodgson, when he tried to interfere. You
acted kind of quick when you did that -"

"No quicker than you," interposed Bob. "I guess there was only one way to handle Barker. But it would
have been good if you had made him talk before he went out. He may have known some things we don't
know."

"Couldn't hdp it," said Briggs sullenly. "He could scrap, that guy. So | didn't give im a chance. Say"—he
turned the conversation suddenly—"when's the girl coming back?'

"To-morrow," was the quick answer. "That's why weve got to be ready to play the game. Remember,
you cdl me'sr' or '‘Mr. Gavin'. Got that Sraight?”

"Sure enough. And she's Miss Betty. But, ligen'—Briggs spoke serioudy —"what do you think, now,
about that time she camein here. Do you redly think she saw -"

"The Chief has figured it out,” interrupted Bob. "She may have been imagining things. If that's the case, it
doesn't mean anything.

"Butif she redly saw some one, it's probable that it was—well, you know who."
"The Shadow!"
"Yes"

Briggs shook his head doubtfully.



"He's a tough guy to buck, Bob," he said. "I reckon the Boss can do it. HE's asmart bird.

"But The Shadow aint no softy himsdlf. He's spoiled alot of good lays for alot of clever guys. He might
not get at us—but he'slidble to cause a mix-up.”

"The Chief has doped it, Briggs" sad Baob, impatiently, as though he did not rdish the conversation.
"You know what The Shadow does— he looks in on alat of jobs that the police have dipped up on.
That's his game, it it?'

"o I've heard."

"Wil, figure it like the Chief does, then. This Barker proposition was passed up by the cops. They got
nowhere with it. So The Shadow decided to look.

"But before he does, I'm in herel Bob Gavin, | am, come into my own. The girl's O.K.—so's old
Hodgson. It's not any person The Shadow's after—it's the scene of the crime.”

"Thet sounds O.K."

"ALL RIGHT," continued Bob. "He snoops in to look for a clew. He doesn't find any. Why? Because
you covered up; and the Chief and | checked up after you.

"Reynold Barker wasn't hooked up with us regular. His name can't mean anything, even if The Shadow
has found it out. So he missed when he came after a clew. The girl helped, by waking in on him.

"He's lad off this place now. Maybe he's trying somewhere ese— maybe he's quit.”
"The Bossisa smart guy, to dope it that way," declared Briggs, in arelieved tone.
"Cdl him Chief," advised Bob. "He likes that better.”

“The Chief, then."

"Besdes" added Bob, "were safe on old Hodgson's account. We got away with his body without any
trouble. Had plenty of time to do it. It fixed every thing for us, because it put you in here—and let us ring
in Clink, too.

"Dont forget that Clink's been watching in this room every night. He's seen nothing of The Shadow."”
"Gaing to keep Clink on the job, if we have to stay awhile longer?"

"No!" exdamed Bob. "It'sdl right for him to drop in late at night, while were done. But not with the girl
herel

"How would we figure im in this place? That mug of hisisdl right behind a mask or under the front of a
big cap. But if he ever had to show it -"

"You'reright," admitted Briggs sheepishly. "He's a good guy, Clink is, but he looks bad.”

"He doesn't belong here, that's a bet,” Bob added. "You're dl right, Briggs As good as the average
servant, | guess. But Clink— well, he's out; that's dl.”

"I hope The Shadow is out," observed Briggs.
"Heis dl right,” said Bob, "but we're playing it safe. That's why you and Clink have the job to-night. The



Chief and | are laying low.

"Weére playing a safe game, dl right. Every one knows that old Gavin's edtate is blooey. No chance of
anybody working a phony game like mine just to grab off thisjoint and a cheesy old country house,

"Old man Gavin sure fooled them! Came near fooling us, too! It took the Chief to get wise to him."

There was aring of the doorbell. Briggs grinned as he arose to answer it. He returned shortly with the
vistor—a man with a dark overcoat, his chin concealed behind its collar. He dso wore a cap with the
Vior over his eyes.

It was the man who had walked out with Bob Galvin, the night before Hodgson had begun to suspect his
new master. The man entered the room with the air of afamiliar vigtor.

"Hdlo, Clink," said Bob.
"Hdlo," came the gruff reply. "Same old gag to-night? Stay up and wetch?

"Not to-night,” was the reply. "Y ou and Briggs have ajob. A big one. We've been waiting for you. Both
of you go down to see the Chief, right away."

Big Briggs was putting on his hat and coat.
"The Chief will tdl you everything,” declared Bob. "Get going and do the job right!”

WHEN the men were gone, Bob sat done, amiling. There was a piece of paper on the desk. Upon it, he
drew certain marks, then rubbed them out. He wrote the letter S twice; then erased the letters.

He picked up the telephone book and looked under H. He came to the name Richard Harkness. He
repeated the number to himsdf and closed the book. He glanced at his watch.

"Ten o'clock,” he sad softly. "That will be just right—unless | hear to the contrary before thet. It looks
good tonight.

"Smart of the Chief, figuring that code meant a name. Very, very smart. | didntt figure it.

"The whole thing fitsin with what we're after. That's the best part of it. If Harkness doesn't know—well

He paused speculatively. He was remembering a conversation that he had held earlier in the day. This
was the first guess to-night—and it appeared to be the best one.

"If we miss this time" observed Bob, "were only started. You can't beat the Chief. He figured old
Gavin's game before. Hell get it right again.”

With that, Bob picked up a book and leaned back in his chair. As an afterthought, he placed his watch
upon the table.

He leaned back again and began to read, cdmly and with apparent interest. At times, he stopped to
glance a the watch; and on each occasion, a bruta amile flickered on hislips.

Ten o'clock was gpproaching. Some dastardly scheme would reach its culmingtion then. The young man
with the evil leer was awaiting the zero hour for to-night's crime.

CHAPTER VI. THE THIRD KILLER



RICHARD HARKNESS was a middle-aged architect with eccentric ideas. He was artistic by nature,
and had aways regretted that he had not become a portrait painter.

Because of his artistic sentiments, he lived done in an obscure house on the fringe of Greenwich Village.
To him the spot was a sanctuary in the midst of Manhattan's tumut.

Harkness was a bachelor. He usudly spent his evenings aone. Knowing his retiring habits, his friends
sdldom caled him on the telephone.

To-night, Harkness was reading a new book on portrait panting. He sat in his third-story living room—a
gudio, he cdled it. The walls were decorated with pictures—some of them painted by Harkness himsdif.

The room was comfortable, dthough plainly furnished. It was exceedingly nest. That was due to the
atention of the housekeeper who came to the place every afternoon, for Harkness never troubled himsdf
with kegping the place in order.

He, himsdf, was the one contrast in the room. Sprawled in an easy-chair, attired in a dressng gown, with
his gray-tinged hair an uncombed mop, Richard Harkness seemed the personification of carelessness.

Despite his intense reading of the book before him, Harkness became suddenly dert at the sound of a
dight noise that came from outside his room. He listened.

A puzzled expression came over his sharp festures. He closed the book and walked across the room. He
flung open the door and stared down the dark steps to the second floor.

Hearing no repetition of the sound, he closed the door and strode back to the center of the room, turning
the leaves of the book to find the page that he had been reading.

Agan, that dight sound. Harkness turned. The door was open. He thought, for an indant, that he had
seen omething move in the darkness.

"Who's there?' he demanded.
There was on reply. Harkness strode toward the door.

Suddenly he was confronted by a man who stepped from the stairway, holding a leveled automatic. The
men was short. He wore a black overcoat and a cap pulled down over his eyes.

Beneeth the cap, covering the man's chin, was a dark, folded handkerchief.

As Harkness stood stock-till, a second man appeared. The second man was consderably tdler than the
fird, and bulkier. His face was dso hidden by a handkerchief that served as a mask, and an autométic
wasin his hands.

"St down," came alow, commanding tone.

Harkness obeyed. He moved backward to the easy-chair and dropped into it. The men evidently took it
for granted that he was unarmed. They were robbers, by their appearance.

Harkness wondered why they had come here. This was a poverty-stricken neighborhood. He redlized
then that his presence might have led these men to think that he had articles of vadue in his sudio home.
Such was not the case.

Harkness fdt no great fear, but he was annoyed.



"Good evening, gentlemen,” he said in a dightly sarcastic voice, as the two masked strangers stood
before him. "'l suppose you are after vauables and money. | have no vauables here.

"There is some money—about thirty-five dollars. You are welcome to it. My wadlet is on the table in the
corner. Help yoursdves”

"We don't want your dough,” said the big man, talking in a voice which Harkness could tdl was not the
man's naturdl tone,

Harkness was puzzled. He could not understand. He was a man who had few friends and no enemies.

An architect by profession, a portrait painter by desire, he had lived very much apart from the world. He
could see no menace behind thisvist; at the same time, he detected a very definite threet.

"We warnt to tak to you," continued the big man, in a growling voice. "Before we begin, we want you to
undergtand one thing. You're to keep your mouth shut about thid s that plan?’

Harkness nodded.

"We don't want questions from you," the man went on. "No monkey business, either. We mean business
and it's our business. Keep that in your head.

"Dont try anything after we go away. No cdling the cops. If you do— wel, weve heard that you don't
look for trouble. But youll find it if you try to double-cross us Get me?'

"Your meening is quite evident," returned Harkness. "It appears that you require information. Under the
circumstances, | am indined to furnish you with it—provided that | know what it is-"

"And you don't blab about it! Understand?’

"You may consder this a confidentid interview,” replied Harkness, with awry amile "l am a a loss to
understand why you have come here -"

"Well tdl you thet," interrupted the big man. "Let me do the talking. Y ou do the answering.”

He paused to shift his pogtion. He found a char and sat down close to Richard Harkness, thrugting the
oun forward until it was uncomfortably close to the architect's body.

The amdler man did not move. He had been ganding like a statue, his automatic congtantly in readiness.
He remained in the same position.

"YOU were afriend of a man named Theodore Gavin," stated the big man in his low growl. "Is that
right?'

"I knew Theodore Gavin," replied Harkness.

"You worked for him, didn't you?'

"He employed my services as an architect.”

"All right. Did he ever get you to do anything phony for him?*

"You know what | mean! Did he have you make up specid plans for buildings? Put in places that people



wouldn't know about—Iike a secret room, for ingtance?"

"Practicdly dl the buildings that | desgned for Mr. Gavin," said Harkness, "were modern office
buildings. They were intended purely for commercid purposes -"

"That's enough. Answer my question!” The gun muzze pressed againg the architect's ribs. "Were there
any phony places in them?'

Harkness shook his head solemnly. He stared coldly at the man before him. He sought to fathom the face
behind the mask.

The autométic drew away; then it stopped.

"Youre going to tak"—a aullen laugh came from the handkerchief that covered the spesker's
face—"becauise we mean business.

"Therés a place we're looking for. You know whereit is. If you don't tdl us, it will be curtains for you!"

"I have designed many buildings™ Harkness declared. "I would remember any unusud plans such as you
suggest. The buildings that | designed for Theodore Galvin were smply office buildings | shdl have to
consult my office records to give you alig of them -"

"Ligen now"—the voice meant busness—"and quit this saling. When old Gavin built that house of
his—where did you comein on it?"

"That house was huilt long before my time" replied Harkness. He was garing at the automatic. "It is a
very old house."

"Wait, now"—a thought seemed to flash through his mind—"1 do recdl something. There were some
very unusud arrangementsin that house -"

He paused and looked sharply a the man before him.
"Go on!" came the order.

"Jug a minute” Harkness fdt confident. He knew that the automatic would not fire while he promised
revelations. "I'm not inquiring your purpose. | just want to know your attitude toward me.

"Il let you know just what you want—and I'll keep this matter to mysdlf. Does that mean that youll stay
away from here after this?'

The big man hesitated before meking a compromise. At length he made a proposal.
"Give us the graight dope,” he said, "and we won't bother you any more.”

"All right," agreed Harkness, in a satidfied tone. "I promised Theodore Gavin to say nothing about the
desgns | made for his house. In fact, | had forgotten about the meatter.

"Gdvinis dead now, | understand. So it doesn't mean anything to me"

He raised his hands and gestured. "Let me have pendil and paper. | can show you.”
"Wait!" cautioned the big men. "I'll get them for you. Where are they?'

"Right here." Harkness motioned to a table at hisright Sde.



THE big man found a large pad in the table drawer. He aso brought out a pencil. He gave the articles to
Harkness. The architect began to draw arough plan.

"The cdlar dars are here'" Harkness explained. The big man was watching the drawing; but his
companion dill covered Harkness. "Heré's a passage. At the Sde are two sted posts againg the wall.

"The posts look like supports. Actudly, they are dummies. They can be driven sSideways, in opposite
directions.

"When that has been done; you will observe that the section of the wdl is actudly a large door. Behind it
isa secret vault—an old, unused compartment of the cdlar.”

He handed the pad to the big man.
"Takeit," said Harkness. "That's what you want."
"Yeeh?' The man laughed. "Is that the only place?’

"Pogtivdy," replied Harkness. "'l designed the wall for Theodore Galvin. It was the only specia work that
he had done in the old house.

"He brought in two men at night to do the work. They didn't know the location of the house. He brought
them in an automobile and sent them away in the same manner.”

The big man studied Harkness. He looked a the plan. There was something in his manner that made
Harkness fed the man was satisfied. Y et he made no move to leave.

While Harkness was dill wondering, the telephone rang. The big man pounced upon the instrument.

"Hdlo," he said. "O.K. It's in the old house. Yeah. Down the cdlar dars” He referred to the plan.
"Passageway and two posts at the end. Dummies. Hammer them outward. O.K."

He hung up the receiver.
"So youve got apd,” observed Harkness.

"That's enough out of you," declared the big man. "Weve got alot youll find out about if you don't keep
your mouth shut.

"Maybe I'll get afew more cdlsif | sick around awhile. So well stay here to keep you company.”
Harkness yawned.

"I 'had hoped we would part company,” he said. "If you don't want thet pad, you might let me haveit. The
pendil, too.

"Il draw you a diagram of how the door works—you may need it."

The big man handed him the pad and the pencil. Harkness smiled as he received them. He began to
sketch. The big man looked suddenly forward.

"Hey!" His voice was filled with anger. "What're you drawing there?' He snatched the pad away from
Richard Harkness. The pencil dropped beside the chair.

The big man ripped the paper from the pad and tore it. He thrust the piecesin his pocket.



"None of that Suff!" he exclaimed. "Drawing a picture of me, eh? Smart, eh? That's enough from you.
Hand me that penail!"

HARKNESS reached down to the floor and fumbled for the pencil. His hand came up. It paused an
ingant by alittle compartment in the table—a compartment which had a half-opened door. Then his hand
cameinview.

It held an automatic!

The big man uttered a cry as he saw the gun. Harkness had caught him unawares. The big man's own gun
was lying on his lap.

Had the big man been the only adversary, he would have been an easy prey. But Harkness was ignoring
the big man. As he brought up the gun, he turned its muzze toward the slent short man who stood
watching him.

The architect's act was hidden by the table until the big man gave his cry. He was the firg of the two
thugs to see the gun.

Harkness fired the ingant the darm was sounded. Hardly had he pulled the trigger before the short man's
oun responded.

Harkness, hurrying his am, had missed. But the masked man was a marksman. His bullet entered the
architect's body below the right shoulder. Harkness gasped as he fdl back in his chair.

The big man was on his feet, darmed. Then he redized tha the shots had probably gone unheard.

Harkness was badly wounded. The gun had fdlen from his hand. His eyes had closed; now he opened
them. At that 9gn of life, the short man came forward, crouching over hisvictim.

"Tried to kill me, did you?' His voice was an angry threat, spoken in tones filled with venom. "You got
yours—and that's not dl -"

His hand came up, bringing the autométic on a levd with the architect's eyes. A sudden terror gripped
Harkness, when he saw desth fadng him.

"Dont shoot!" he gasped. "Dont! I'l tdl you—tel you—where -"
"Dont shoot!" exclamed the big man, legping forward.

He was too late. The hatred of the crouching man had reached his dimax. A revengeful oath came from
beneath the masking handkerchief as the amdl man pressed the trigger of his automatic.

Richard Harkness lay dead, shot down in cold blood!

The short man was laughing hideoudy. He gloated like an evil mongter as he stood above the body of his
vidim.

His companion dso stared at the dead man in the chair. Into this Slent scene came the ringing of the
telephone. The big man answered it.

"All right,” he said in atense voice. "No... It's too late now. I'l tdl you later. Wait until | cdl you."
He laid down the telephone and took the handkerchief from his face, reveding the features of Briggs



"Keep your mask on, Clink," he warned. "I need this for a minute

He wiped the telephone and took great care to make sure that no tdltae finger prints remained. He
sudied the room carefully.

Sidfied that no clews remained, he motioned to his masked companion.

"Come on, Clink," said Briggs. He looked at the body of Richard Harkness and laughed. "You should
have waited, Clink. He was saying something when you gave it to him. Another &dl, | guess.

"Wdl, Clink"—there was a congraulating tone in the big man's voice— "there was two of us before
to-night. Now there's three.

" got mine. Bob got his. Now you're with us.
"You're akiller, Clink. The third killer!"

CHAPTER VII. THE PAPER CLEW
"He's been dead nearly twenty-four hours, ingpector,” said the detective.

Adting Inspector Herbert Zull looked steedily at the body of Richard Harkness. Then his eye roved
about the room, teking in dl the details.

"How did you happen to find the body, Crowe|?" he questioned.

"The woman that comes to clean house" replied detective Crowell. "She found the door locked when
ghe camein the morning.

"She used to get here before Harkness left. Locked door meant he had gone early—she was to come
back at dinner time. She came back at sx o'clock.”

"What then?'
"WAl, again there wasn't any reply when she knocked. She heard the phone ringing.

"She came back again at eght—it was her pay night, and she was sure Harkness would be in. The phone
was ringing again.

"Then she called Lester—young architect who works for Harkness. He had been trying to get Harkness
on the phone dl day, for Harkness hadn't come to the office a al. Lester cdled the police.

"l came up here and we broke in. There you are.”

"Nathing disturbed?" questioned Zull.

"No, gr. Waiting for you."

"Did you notice anything—Ilooking around?"

"No, gr." The detective heditated. "Only the corner of that rug." He pointed to a amdl rug near the door.
Zul looked and laughed. One corner of the rug was tucked underneath. He straightened it.

"The murdered man is over here, Crowdl," he said. "Yet you're looking at rugs, ten feet avay. What's
the matter with you?'



"I've |looked &t the body, Sr," protested Crowdl. "We know that the man fired before he was killed. His
automdtic is here beside him.

"I admit it's funny, my naticing that rug—if it wasn't for something that happened once before -"
"When?'

"The time we found that dead man in Galvin's home. You remember, | was there with you, inspector?
There was arug in that room, too, with a corner turned under.

"You mug have noticed it, Sr—you straightened it with your foot.”

"You are observant, Crowdl," said Zull, approvingly. "I don't even recdl the incident. Was it after we
hed examined the place?'

"No, gr, it was while you were walking around, thinking. The rug was near the door of that room, too. |
only noticed it because you straightened it, just like from force of habit.

"I never thought anything about it until now—seeing the corner of this rug reminded me of the other one."

"Jugt a coincidence, Crowdl," said Zull, laughing. "Nevertheless, it shows keen observation. The point is
this gpply your talent to more important use. Watch me sudy this”

ZULL began aminute ingpection of the chair in which the body lay. He picked up the gun and examined
it.

He glanced a the table under the glare of the desk lamp. He produced a microscope to study its surface
more closdy.

While he was thus engaged, a policeman entered the room, followed by two men.
"Reporters” he announced. "What shdl | do with them?

Inspector Zull looked up. He recognized the two men. He remembered the name of one of them—Clyde
Burke, now on the g&ff of the Classic.

"Hello, boys," he said. "Stay up here if you want; but keep out of the way for a while. I'm pretty near
through my preiminary inspection.

"Give them the details you told me, Crowell," he added to the detective.

Crowel taked with the reporters near the door, while Zull continued his search for clews. Burke was
ligening to Crowell's story; but he was watching the ingpector from the corner of his eye.

Acting Inspector Zull was a unique figure on the New York force. He had a considerable reputation as
an invedigating detective. He usudly arrived to make specia notes and check with the detectives later.

It was on this account that Burke displayed his surreptitious interest in the ingpector's actions.

Burke knew that he could check on Detective Crowdl's statement with the other reporter. He wanted to
learn whatever else he might through observation of Acting Inspector Zull.

There was alook of satisfaction on Zull's face as he continued his work, not knowing that he was being
observed. That was surprising to Burke, because Zull did not appear to be finding anything unusud.



Zul had a poker face—one that registered emotions to a dight degree, but did not change frequently. It
was only because Zull thought himsdlf free from observation that he indulged in a sudden change of facid
expresson. His eyes chanced to notice something thet lay on a samall bookcase a few feet to the Ieft of
the chair which held the body of Harkness.

It was a pad of paper. Zull started to step across the room. Burke could tdl that his objective was the
pad.

Suddenly, Zull stopped. He turned to Detective Crowell.
"That's enough here, Crowel," he snapped. "Take the boys downgairsif you want to tdl them more."
"All right, Sr."

BURKE and his companion were ushered to the steps. As they started to descend, Burke turned
suddenly.

"Mud have left my notes up there)" he said. He started up the stairs. Before he reached the top, he
stopped. "No," he laughed, "here they are, inmy pocket!”

He rgjoined the other men and they descended to the Street.
Before Crowdll Ieft the two reporters, to return upstairs, Burke asked him a sngle question.
"Will Inspector Zull have anything to say before he leaves?!

"Hell have something to say,” rgjoined Crowdl with a grin, "but not to you fdlows. He dways looks
around awhile and keeps things to himsdf. Wants to check up on us, you know.

"He may give me a couple of suggestions. Same with Devlin, who will be here indde hdf an hour. Devlin
was out when we got wind of this. They sent me up ahead.”

With that, Crowell went back into the building.

Burke looked at his companion. The other reporter shrugged his shoulders. Burke drew him to a street
lamp. Thiswas an isolated spot, a quiet zone amidgt the roar of New Y ork.

"Let's see what you got," said Burke, glancing at the notes the other reporter held.

"Not alat,” was the reply. "Zull is a cagey bird. I've run into him before. Well have to dide down to
headquarters on this case.

"Devinwill know more after he talks with Crowd | and Zull. There he goes now."

Burke looked up just intime to see a short, broad-shouldered man turn into the entrance that led upgtairs
to the room where Harkness had been murdered.

"Hell spend hdf an hour with Zull," commented the reporter, while Burke was checking the notes.
"Maybe more. Maybe we'd better ick here and pump Devlin when he comes out.”

"I'm going to turn in what 1've got," replied Burke.

He left the other reporter and walked to Seventh Avenue. There, he found a public phone booth and
cdled a number.



IT was not the number of the New York Classic. It was an unlised specid number that Burke called on
important occasions. A quiet voice answered him.

"Burke cdling,” said Clyde. "Reporting on Harkness murder.”
"Go ahead."

Burke gave the smple detalls that he had received from Detective Crowel. He added that Acting
Ingpector Zull was on the job. Then he stressed an important point, spesking in alow voice.

"Zul has found something important,” he said. "A pad of paper— lying on a bookcase. He was going to
pick it up, but didn't. He told us to leave. We went.

"But | came up the steps again—just far enough to see the bookcase. The pad was gone. | think Zull
took it."

"Purpose?’ came the quiet voice.

"I don't know—unless he wants to take credit on this case, which islikdy. Crowell evidently didn't notice
the pad. Devlin is coming up—he's there now.

"Maybe Zul wants to sudy the pad done, without the detectives knowing it. He's an efficency
man—specid investigator—and it may mean something to him to get dope the others don't have. It's got

me puzzled.”
"Isthat dl?"
"That'sdl."

Burke was dill puzzling over the matter when he started for police headquarters. He had given his report
to a man whom he had never met; but whose voice he knew wdl. The man was known to him as
Burbank and through him, Burke's messages were relayed to another man whose name Clyde did not
even know.

For Burbank, like Burke, was an agent of that mysterious person known as The Shadow—a superman
who defeated the master minds of gangdom with their own methods.

The Shadow was interested in the death of Richard Harkness. He was interested in dl myderious
murders. Clyde Burke, now on the gaff of the New York Classc, was an ided man to serve The
Shadow's purposes.

BACK in the room where the body of Richard Harkness lay, Acting Inspector Zull was talking with the
two detectives. Devlin was a more experienced man than Crowell. He was ingpecting carefully, and Zull
was watching him approvingly.

Devlin had just come from headquarters. He was tdling Zull of other investigations that were under way
in connection with this case.

The housekeeper was being quizzed. Lester—young associate of the murdered man—was a
headquarters.

"It looks like the solution has got to lay right here," was Devlin's comment. "Crowell and | have got about
dl the data we can get. You haven't any suggestions that might help, have you, Inspector?”

"Youre doing a thorough job, Deviin" replied Zull. "Youre in charge now. I'm going down to



headquarters.”

He descended the stairs and stood at the street door. His keen, shrewd eyes roamed in both directions.
Suddenly, they became centered upon a spot across the street.

Zul glanced a his watch. Immediately afterward, he again concentrated on that spot.
"Pretty near an hour Snce the reporters went," he said hdf aloud. "They got wind of it quick. | wonder -"

He gtrolled out into the street. He crossed casudly and went by the place that he had been observing. It
was dark here, and Zull threw a sddong glance at the blackness of a building wall.

"Maybe | wasimagining," he said. "It did look as if something was moving —something like a shadow -"

He grolled dong the street and passed a light. A few yards farther on he stopped and turned as though
remembering something.

His eyes were upon the glare beneath the light. There, he detected a peculiar shadow—it seemed dmost
to resemble the silhouette of a man.

There was a grim gmile on Zull's face as he continued his way dowly dong the street. He stopped at a
little alleyway that led between two buildings. There he paused thoughtfully. He could see the outline of
the top of awadl twenty feet within the dley.

The place was a cul-de-sac—a veritable trap with its only outlet to the street. Inspector Zull strolled
onward. Again he stopped.

Thistime, he turned and began to retrace his steps.

His scheme was wel planned and well timed. The shrewd detective ingpector was sure that he was being
followed. If so, the man who had been behind him in the darkness should be close to the little blind

dleyway.
It would be the logical place for the follower to hide. Zull grinned as he redlized that the trap was st.

He proceeded carefully until he reached the corner of the cul-de-sac. There he paused and brought two
objects from his pockets a flaghlight and an automatic.

PEERING around the edge of the wall, the ingpector turned the rays of his torch into the little dleyway.
They reveded a short, narrow, stone court, with a brick wall at the end.

There were shadows there—deep shadows yet no Sgn of a living being. Zull had his gun ready, but he
was not anxious to use it until he found his man —and the man seemed absent. If there happened to be a
humean being lurking in that darkness, it was plain that Zull had trapped him.

Siill, the ingpector sensed danger. The man could fire at him from the gloom. Neverthdless, Zul fdt that
he had the advantage.

In the space of twenty seconds, Zull had diminated dl parts of the cul-de-sac, except two shadowy
corners near the far wal. Zull now doubted that any one could be there. But it would be easy to find ouit.

He turned out the flaghlight and crept into the darkness. He weaved hisway inward, his automatic moving
backward and forward in his hand.

If Zull's adversary was invisble, so was Zull himsdf. At the firg sound, he intended to fire, Soraying that



blank wal with quick shots from his autométic.

He stopped as he neared the wall. He listened. There was no sound other then his own breathing. Zull
knew that it would be dangerous to approach more closdly.

Now was his opportunity. Quick shots—well-spread bulletsd That would do the trick! At this close
distance, the flashlight would reved whatever might be there, and there was no possibility of escape.

The ingpector's finger was on the trigger of the automatic. The thumb of his other hand pressed the button
of the flashlight.

Ingantly, the unexpected happened. There was a man in the darkness, and it seemed as though he had
followed Zull's actions and thoughts with uncanny perfection. For, just as the light came on, a long, black
form shot forward from the darkness.

Two arms shot out. Gloved hands caught the inspector's wrists. Before Zull could fire, his right aam was
twisted in avisdike grip. He falled to press the trigger, for hisfingers logt their hold upon the automatic.

Then his body was whirled under the impetus of a jujutsu hold. He was precipitated headlong, in a
mammoth whirl. His senses left him as he crashed upon the paving of the dleyway.

Slently and swiftly, Inspector Zull had been rendered hdpless in the darkness of the dleyway. Then, a
light appeared—the glare of atiny eectric torch.

Thelight flickered upon the motionless face of the stunned deuth. Its rays were focused upon the pockets
of his coat. Thelight went out. A form bent above the unconscious man for barely a moment.

The tones of alow, weird laugh reverberated from the walls of the cul-de-sac. It was a laugh that carried
aforeboding chill—alaugh that seemed too weird to have been uttered by human lips.

Then the man who had laughed was gone. Only the dill form of Acting Inspector Zull remained.
Silence followed the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. TELLTALE MARKS

WHEN Acting Inspector Zull opened his eyes, he was immediatdy conscious of a dull pain a the back
of his head. He sat up and wondered where he was.

All was black about him. He rubbed his eyes, they became accustomed to the darkness. As he looked
about him, Zull could see a vague, gloomy patch of light not far away.

He redized wha had happened. He had entered this dleyway to find a man lurking in the darkness.
Despite his dertness and the caution of his approach, he had been attacked and overpowered.

He could 4ill remember the sckening sensation which he had experienced. He had been whirled like a
windmill, catapulted in a gigantic somersault that had brought him prone upon his back. It was fortunate
that he was not severdly injured.

Zul saw now the mistake that he had made. Entering the cul-de-sac, he had not redized that a dight light
hed formed a background behind him.

He could see the dim glow of the entrance to the dleyway. It had been to the advantage of the hiding
man. Lurking in a dark corner, he had been able to watch the outline of Zull's form.



Thus had the trapper been trapped.

Groping in the darkness, the inspector suddenly discovered his flashlight. He turned it on and rose
ungteedily to inspect his surroundings.

He was donein the dleyway. His adversary had gone. He turned hislight toward his watch.
An exclamation of surprise came from hislips. He had been lying in this place for nearly an hour!

Confusedly, Zull reached in his pocket and brought out the pad that he found there. He excdlamed in
satisfaction as he observed it.

The top sheet bore dight indentations. The man who had overpowered him had not taken this pad of
paper. Zul flicked out the light.

Despite the fact that his head Hill throbbed, he began to concentrate in the darkness. Zull's andyticd
mind tried to piece together the incidents which had occurred.

Firg, he had been followed. His pursuer had taken up the tral outsde the house where Richard
Harkness had been murdered.

Zul could see no definite object in that—unless the man who had trailled him had suspected that he was
on the way to trace some clew pertaining to the murder.

NO ONE had seen him pick up the pad—Zull was sure of that fact. The fact that he ill had the pad was
proof that hisfollower had not been cognizant of its importance.

There could be—so Zull argued—but one reason for the attack here in the darkness. The man following
him had been trapped. He had made a successful attack, and had fled.

Despite the fact that the attacker had left no trace of his identity, Zull was positive that he knew who the
man was.

Only one person could have planned such a bold ondaught and carried it through to such perfection. That
was The Shadow.

"The Shadow!" whispered Herbert Zull through set teeth. "What brought him into thid If he -"
Perplexed thoughts followed.

To Inspector Zull, keen graduate of detective ranks, The Shadow was a redity—not a myth. He had
often heard of this mysterious being, who so frequently dominated the affairs of New Y ork’'s underworld.

No one knew who The Shadow was. A strange personage of the night, he appeared from nowhere,
garbed in black, and vanished as amazingly as he appeared.

Time after time, The Shadow had thwarted the affairs of master crooks.
While none knew what The Shadow was, many—Zull among them—knew what The Shadow was not.

They knew that he was not a detective—though his ahility a solving crime surpassed that of the most
expert deuths. They knew that he was not a crimind—though he understood the ways of crooks and
gangders and fought them successtully with their own wespons.



It was rumored—never proven—that The Shadow was a man of wedth, who sudied criminology
through contact with crime. Yet he seemed to choose his activities with the care of a connoisseur,
ignaring certain crimes where one might logicaly expect him; stepping into others when not anticipated.

Ganggters and detectives dike had surreptitioudy sought to trace The Shadow through one source—his
radio broadcasts.

Once a week, this mysterious man appeared a a great broadcasting studio, and sent his voice over the
ar on anatona hook-up.

But every effort to learn his identity had falled. Even those connected with the radio programs did not
know The Shadow.

Sometimes he broadcast from a room with black hangings, which evidently had a secret entrance. There
he was hidden from prying eyes.

But on one occasion, when dert eyes had been watching that special room, The Shadow had entered the
gudioin disguise. He had ddliberately broadcast from the very room in which the actorsin a radio drama
were doing thelr parts.

At the time his voice had sounded, there had been a dozen persons standing by different microphones. A
chill had come over the spectators as The Shadow's weird voice had pervaded the room.

Y & no one there could tdl which person had uttered those mocking tones!

On other nights, The Shadow had tricked his would-be discoverers by using a telephonic connection that
brought his voice to the sudio from a distance.

Hislaugh had been taunting—a proof that he knew he was thwarting the plans of those who attempted to
trace him.

It was evident that The Shadow was a master of disguise—a man of many faces, whose own face could
not be recognized. It was probable that he had various agents who reported to him, yet did not know his
identity themsdves.

The activities of these agents had been suspected; but falowing The Shadow's indructions to the |etter,
they had become mysterious aso.

ZULL had seen the hand of The Shadow in different police cases that had come under his investigation.
He had heard dying ganggters scream in ddirium— "The Shadow! The Shadow!" but ther statements
hed been incoherent.

More than once, The Shadow had euded the police when they had arrived while he was invegtigating the
scene of a crime. To-night, he had done more than that. He had entered into open combat with an
officer!

As Zul waked to police headquarters, he began to obtain a clear theory as to The Shadow's purpose
to-night.

Wherever myderious crime occurred, The Shadow might decide to investigate. He could not have
entered the room where Richard Harkness lay. The police had been the firg to learn of the murder.
Therefore, Zull decided, The Shadow had come to make his own observations.

With both Crowdl and Devlin there, it would be usdess for hm to wait. So he had followed Zull, who



had evidently learned facts that might be of interest.

Viewed inthislight, Zull began to consder his defeat as a partid triumph. He had, at least, detected the
fact that The Shadow was trailing him. Since he had noticed it once, he could discover it again.

Zul amiled grimly as he thought of what might occur in their next meeting. It would be a feather in his cap
if he could unmask The Shadow!

Zul stopped in front of asmdl cigar store. From the doorway he glanced up and down the street.

Stidfied that The Shadow was no longer on his trail, he entered the store and went into a telephone
booth. He obtained his number.

He spoke in alow voice. Hisfirg words were inaudible; as he concluded the conversation, his tone rose
dightly and hisfind statement pertained to The Shadow.

"He'sawise bird," said Zull. "But there's only one place he can get a lead—that's from me and he hasn't
done it. I'm going down to headquarters. I'm keeping mum until I've worked out a solution the way |
wart it.

"If The Shadow istrying to learn anything from Crowell and Devlin, he won't have any luck. Crowell is a
dumb mug, and Devlin is on the job too late.

"No matter how good The Shadow is, helll need a couple of days to get started on this Harkness murder.
So everything isdl jake."

With that, he Ieft the store, amiling broadly. Herbert Zull was the lone walf of the detective force. He
obtained resultsin his own way; he ignored assistance and resented interference.

He was secretive in his methods, usng contacts which were unknown to his companions on the force. It
was Zull's boast that he could lay a snare for any man who crossed him.

He had met such a man to-night—The Shadow. They would meet again!

"Lying low," muttered Zull, contemptuoudy, "that's what he's doing now! Pulled one on me when he got
away. Nervy bird—The Shadow— except when he gets cold feet.

"Wdl, I'l be ready for him. Hell be back on my trall if he's as clever as he's supposed to be—and Il
lead him everywhere—except where he wants to go!”

When Zull reached headquarters, he found a stack of reports awating him. He studied the statements
made by Lester, by the housekeeper, and by others who had known Richard Harkness.

While he was thus engaged, his mind reverted to The Shadow. When he thought of that mysterious man,
Zul pictured him hiding away in some dark room.

STRANGELY enough, Zull's conjecture was not entirdly wrong. At that very moment, The Shadow was
immersad in the darkness of a room not many blocks from the house where the body of Richard
Harkness lay.

But The Shadow was not there from fear. He, too, had work to do. As Zull began to inspect the reports
more closely, The Shadow began an examination of his own.

There was aclick in the dark room where The Shadow was wont to go alone. A low-hanging light threw
its rays upon the surface of a polished table.



Two hands appeared there. They were long, dender hands, white hands, with tgpering fingers. Upon the
left hand glowed a peculiar gem - arare fire opa that caught the rays of the light and reflected them from
crimson depths.

This gem—a girasol—was The Shadow's own talisman. Like him, it was mysterious, baffling and ever
changing in its appearance.

Those findy shaped hands produced a sheet of paper and laid it upon the table. That paper told a story.
It proved that Inspector Zull had missed his guess when he thought that The Shadow had overlooked the
evidence which had been taken from the studio of Richard Harkness.

The paper was the top sheet of the pad which Zull had pocketed!

There were indentations in the paper—marks made by the pressure of a hard lead pencil. A srdl
envelope came into view. The fingers opened it and a black substance poured upon the paper.

The fingers spread the findy ground powder over the surface of the sheet. A flick of the hand swept
away dl but athin film of graphite. The marks showed plainly, now, like the tracing of carbon paper.
Tdltale marks!

Upon the paper was a partly finished sketch of a man. It was not enough to give aclew to hisidentity, for
it showed only the head and shoulders, and a face hidden by a folded handkerchief that served as a
mask.

But the paper showed something e'se—not quite so plain as the sketch. It reveded a rough diagram that
indicated aflight of steps, a passageway, and a section of awall.

The Shadow studied the diagram. He traced it upon a sheet of paper. Then his hands—they done were
visgble beneath the light—began another diagram drawn from memory. It was a ground-floor plan of the
old Gavin mangon.

The hands held the diagrams side by side. Ther points of Smilarity were evident.

The plan which The Shadow had discovered from the tdltale marks corresponded in its chief details with
the ground floor of the building which The Shadow had visted—that night when Betty Manddl had seen
himin Theodore Gavin's sudy!

The hands were motionless. An invisble mind was at work in the gloom. A master brain was determining
the Sgnificance of these diagrams that 1ooked so much dike.

Then the light went out. A low, Sniger laugh came from the darkness. It seemed a part of the room itsdf;
the very walls seemed to join in that weird mockery.

The laugh died away. The room was Slent. The Shadow was gone!

CHAPTER IX. THE VAULT OF DOOM

A VAGUE feding of terror swept over Betty Manddl back in the Galvin home, as she groped for the
cord of the bed lamp. She found it and gasped with rdief as the light clicked.

Theillumination was comforting. Betty glanced about the bedroom, wondering now what had caused her
sudden fright.

Shefdt that horror had awakened her—the horror of some impending danger. To-night was terribly like
that other night, when she had discovered the strange man in black on her vist to the study.



Betty reflected. Perhaps an indinctive dread of londiness had oppressed her. She should not have come
home to-night. In so doing, she had failed to obey Bob's orders.

He had called her a Alice Wheder's that morning. She could remember his words digtinctly.

She could dso remember that his voice ill sounded different from the voice that had been Bob Gavin's.
She could not forget thet first telephone cal—the night that Bob had arrived in New Y ork.

It had been Betty's intention to return home to-night. Bob had phoned to tdl her not to come. Business
was taking him from town, he had said. Hodgson had gone away.

Bob had spoken in a kindy manner when he referred to the faithful old servant. He had decided that
Hodgson deserved a vacation. So he had sent him away on atrip South.

There was a new man to take Hodgson's place while the old servant was gone. Briggs was the name of
the subgtitute. But Briggs would also be away to-night. The house would be empty. So Bob had told
Betty to wait until to-morrow.

Yet Betty had not obeyed. She fdt that she had stayed long enough at Alice Whedler's. So she had
packed a suitcase and had come to the old house late in the evening.

She had found the house solemn and gloomy; a huge pile of blackness. Nevertheless, she had
entered—using a key which she dways carried—and had gone upgtairs to her room.

Despite the fact that this had been her home since childhood, the place had seemed forbidding. Betty had
passed quickly through the darkness of the downgdtairs hdl and had hurried up the stairs, anxious to gain
the seclusion of her room.

Once there, she locked the door. Her qualms ended, she had gone to bed and had fdlen adeep.

But now she had awakened—suddenly and unaccountably. She was pogtive that some unaccountable
noise had caused the awakening.

BETTY fdt apprehensive. She ligened for afew minutes. Findly she extinguished the light and placed her
head uneagly upon the pillow.

It was then that she became conscious of adull, distant sound. She sat up in bed. She heard the sound no
longer. But with her head once more resting upon the pillow, the sound came again.

It seemed to be a dow, muffled hammering, from the depths beneeth her.

Thoroughly darmed, Betty turned on the light again and listened intently. She arose from bed and leaned
her head againgt the wdll.

The sound was quiite evident now. Solemnly, but regularly, the muffled strokes seemed to come upward
to her ear. The girl was sure that the weird noise had its origin in the cdlar of the old mangon.

At firg she thought of flight; then her naturd bravery dlayed her fears.

Donning a dressing gown, Betty turned out the light and softly unlocked the door of her room. Once in
the hdl, she could hear nothing of the sounds from below. She descended the stairs cautioudy.

Gripped by eagerness to fathom this mystery, her fears had vanished. Her footfals were noisdess as she
turned into the Sde hdl downgtairs and reached the door &t the top of the cellar steps.



Shetried the door. It was unlocked. That was unusud. She opened the door. A fant light was visble.
Now she heard the sound plainly; the stroke of a muffled weight againgt metd.
Betty hestated on the top steps; then, with determination, she proceeded to the cdllar.

Thelight glowed dim from a passage near the foot of the sairs. The hammering had ended. Betty could
hear only a dight scuffling.

She sensed the coldness of the stone floor as she stepped softly to the end of the passage. She peered
around the corner.

THREE men were working, some twenty feet away. Their backs were turned as they pushed againg the
gde of a square sted post that formed a support againg the wall. Their efforts ended as one man grunted
acommand.

Betty shrank away. Then, redizing that she was in afringe of darkness, she pulled her gown dosdly about
her and continued to peer at the scene before her.

Two of the men were hdlf facing her. One was ill working at the pillar.

And of the two whose features were vishble to Betty, one was Bob!

The other was a stranger whose sullen fegtures and heavy jaw gave him a pugnacious expression.
"Regt up aminute" came Bob's voice. Betty didiked the tone.

"Hear that, Clink?" questioned the big man, turning toward the one who was pushing a the post. "Lay
off, Maddox is bossng this job."

"Ligen, Briggs" growled Bab, "'l talk to Clink. And lay off that Maddox suff. That's the second time
you've dipped up!"

"Sorry, Bob."

"Forget that, too. Cal me Mr. Gavin. Youll have to do it regular beginning to-morrow. The girl will be
back then."

"All right,” agreed Briggs. "Don't worry. I'll be careful. But what about this job? Thet firs post moved Al
right. How about hitting this one a few more cracks?"

He leaned to the floor and started to pick up a dedge hammer that had a piece of cloth wrapped about
the head. Bob stopped him with a gesture.

"Giveit another push,” he suggested.

The two men joined the one who was working at the post. Under ther renewed efforts, the sted pillar
began to budge. It did dowly dong the wal, with a rasping noise.

Betty could see Bob push the others down the passage as he began to examine the wdl at the spot which
hed been covered by the diding post. An excited exclamation came from hislips.

"Heave here)" he said in alow voice.

The three men united their efforts. They massed themselves againg the wall.



To Betty's amazement, the section of the wall opened at their force. Then Bob's arms went out as he held
the others back.

"Tekeit easy, boyd" he commanded.
Betty was watching Bob. He now held a flashlight. He turned its rays into the opening.

Betty could see hisface plainly by the amdl dectric light in the calling of the passage where the men were
working. She observed an expression of disgppointment.

"Empty!" came Bob's exclamation. "Empty!"

THE other men were saring over his shoulder. Bob advanced and they followed. For a ful minute, the
men were out of Sght.

Completely amazed, Betty awaited their reappearance. This whole episode was as unbdievable as it was
mysterious.

She tried to fathom the conversation that she had heard. She could remember the words; yet their
meaning was not quite clear. Of one thing only was she certain; that Bob had intended to conduct this
secret operation without her knowledge.

She wanted to return upgtairs, but curiogty compelled her to remain.

The men emerged. First Bob, then Briggs findly the third man, whose face she had not yet seen. He
moved backward afew paces, in Betty's direction.

Bob was speaking now in alow growl. The gil was anxious to hear his words.
"What luck!" came his declaration. "It looked like a sure bet. We've missed. A bum seer!”

"We found the place, dl right," answered Briggs, sullenly. "Maybe Harkness didn't know anything ese
about it."

"That's quite probable," retorted Bob, "but it doesn't help us any. The place is empty. A good little
cubby-hole, but that's dl. We've got to begin dl over again. Nothing ese to do, except tdl the Chief -"

So intent was Betty that she had not noticed a motion of the man in front of her. Not until he had turned
50 his face was partly toward her did she redlize he had changed his position.

She glanced quickly at him and her eyes froze with horror. She was daring a a hideous, monsrous
face—a countenance with twisted, gruesome lips and a horrible, misshapen nose.

The gght of those deformed features was like a nightmare. Betty gasped in sudden revulson.

The ghedtly creature turned at the sound. The gil was paralyzed with fear as two gleaming, cetlike eyes
saw her ganding just within the range of the light.

Before Betty could turn to flee, the man pounced toward her. Betty screamed in terror; then clawlike
fingers were upon her. A filthy hand covered her mouth to stop her cries.

She druggled vanly as she was dragged down the passage. Other hands seized her. She was in the
power of the three men.

The girl fought with despair. Hands choked her; she was battered againg the wdl. She dipped to the



floor in a hopeless effort to escape. Everything became black as she fainted, overcome by dread.

WHEN she reopened her eyes afew minutes later, Betty found hersdf resting againgt the wall. Her hands
were bound behind her back, tied with the leather belt of her dressng gown.

She looked upward and again saw that hideous, merciless face of Clink. She turned her gaze toward the
second man——Briggs—and recoiled as she observed his brutd festures.

She turned piteoudy toward Bob, and saw that he was the mogt terrible of the three. The friendliness that
he had affected in the past had been a pretense. Now his true nature was reveded.

His eyes flashed hatred and venom.

"Why did you come here?' he demanded.

Betty tried to reply, but failed.

"Did you see what we were doing?'

Thegirl nodded.

"I could kill -* Bob raised his hands, then lowered them as he saw Betty shrink toward the wall.

"Wha are you going to do with her?" questioned Briggs, in a hoarse, brutd voice. "You didn't waste time
with that old flunky -"

"Shh-h!" exclamed Bob. His face became harsh and crud. He looked quickly at Betty and redized
ingantly that she knew what had happened to Hodgson. In fact, the girl's accusing eyes were dready
upon him, and she began to voice her condemnation.

"You killed Hodgson?" Betty's question came clear. The thought that the old man had been murdered
hed given her the strength of indignation.

"Yes" sad Baob coldly, "I killed Hodgson. You've found it out— and it means the end for you. You've
Seen too much—or we might have let you out. It's too late now."

He turned to his companions. "We've got to get rid of her, boys. That'sdl."

CLINK chuckled harshly. His eyes were gleaming as he moved forward, intent upon choking the
hepless girl. A wild, murderous look had come over hisface.

Betty wanted to scream. She could only gasp. Then Bob intervened. He threw out an am and thrust
Clink back.

Bob pressed one hand upon Betty's mouth. With the other, he ripped away the broad collar of her gown.
Quickly and efficiently, he forced the cloth into the girl's mouth to serve as an effective gag.

"Lend a hand, Briggs" he ordered. "WEell do two jobs at once. Why waste time?"

Betty was raised to her feet. At Bob's command, the big man lifted the helpless girl. As Bob pointed
ahead, Beity divined the fate that he intended for her.

"Into the vault!" were Bob's words.

In afew seconds, Betty lay in the corner of the amdl room. The glare of Bob's flashlight revedled its solid



gone wadls. There was not a crevice in their surface. A sneer came from the man behind the light.
"You can think it over here," were Bob's mdicious words. ™Y ou've got an hour or two—at the most.
"Youve found out plenty to-night. Y ou know who killed Hodgson. Tdl it— if you can!”

Theflashlight was extinguished, but Betty could see the forms of the men in the lighted passage. A huge,
dark wal svung inward. Something clicked as thewdl came into place.

Muffled sounds followed. The posts were being hammered back to their pogtions. Then came slence
horrible silence. The men had gone!

Here, in avault of doom, atiny room hewn in solid stone, Betty had been left to die. The dosing of the
barrier had sedled the vault so closdy that no draft of ar could enter. Impenetrable blackness seemed to
engulf the helpless girl.

The choking hands of the hideous-faced Clink would have been mercful compared to the dow,
gruesome degth that now held Betty Mandd| within its frightful grasp!

But the fase Bob Galvin and his heartless dlies had reckoned without the shadowy figure Betty had seen
inthe study.

CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW OF LIFE

THE three men ligened in the corridor outside the secret room. Ther faces were expressve of ther
fedings Bob displayed a look of shrewd satisfaction. Briggs wore a contemptuous sneer. The hideous
features of Clink grinned in ddlight.

The differing emotions of the three were evident. Bob, the leader, was congratulaing himsdf upon his
cleverness. Big Briggs was amused a the ease with which they had disposed of their victim. Both were
indifferent to the fate of the imprisoned girl.

But Clink was happy. He was gloating as he stared at the closed wall, enjoying the thought that a helpless
person was dying behind that barrier.

The twigted face of the man was a true index of his misshapen spirit. To Clink, misaery, suffering, and
degth were ddightful to contemplate.

"Come on," Bob said.

He moved dong the corridor, followed by Briggs. The two men stopped when they reached the end of
the passage. Bob looked back. Clink was dill saring at the wall.

"Come dong, Clink."

Bob's command sounded sullen and hollow in the spaces of the corridor. He and Briggs had reached the
gloomy end of the passage. They were watching the evil-faced little man as he dill stood gloating.

Clink was loath to leave the scene. Reluctantly he turned and joined his two fdlows.

Bob flicked out the light and led the way up the steep, dark stairs. When they arrived on the fird floor, he
turned on adim hdl light.

With Briggs and Clink beside him, Bob produced a key and locked the cellar door. Then the two men
followed Bob into the study.



"What next?' questioned Briggs.

"Nothing," returned Bob. "I'l hear from the Chief later. In the meantime, well continue as usud.”
"I'm going to dope out a plan to account for the girl being away. That will be easy.”

"Maybe we should have hdd her," replied Briggs uneesily. "Maybe the Chief won't likeit -

"I'm running thigd" interrupted Bob harshly. ™Y ou know how we work, Briggs. The girl's just the same as
Barker was—or Hodgson, or Harkness. When they're dead, they don't talk!"

"I know that," agreed Briggs. "Still—you might call the Chief now -"

"I don't cal him from here," declared Bob emphdticaly. "He cals me. That's the present system. | won't
hear from him for another hour. By thet time -"

"The girl will be dead," Briggs concluded the sentence.

"Rignt! And the dead don't talk!" There was a note of find decison in Bob's voice. It sounded the doom
of Betty Manddll.

Briggs logt hisindecison. He redlized that Bob was right. There were no pangs of remorse governing the
big man. He had suggested keeping the girl dive smply as a matter of policy—not through any feding of
pity. Now he redized that Bob's plan, even though it had no flexibility, was decisve and postive.

Bob was explaining that fact now.

"We found the hidden room," came hislow words. "It was the wrong place. We have no more use for it.
Welve closed it up. It's forgotten from now on.

"The girl'sin there—and she's forgotten, too. Why go back to the place? We're through—that's al!™
Briggs nodded. He was satisfied.

"Here, Clink." Bob tossed a bunch of keys to the man with the hideous face. "Go on duty. Stay out in the
big hdl, and if you hear anything, find out what it is"

Clink's face became contorted. His attempt to amile made his features more gruesome than before.

Bob remembered the fascination that had gripped this monstrous man while they had been in the cdlar,
outsde the wdl of the secret room.

"Keep out of the cdlar, Clink," was Bob's warning. "Remember what | told Briggs just now. That's dl
forgotten. So far as we are concerned, the girl is dead now.

"Don't go anywhere, except the hdl, unless you hear something suspicious. Understand?”
Clink nodded. He I€ft the room.

Bob became thoughtful as he sat at the old, flat-topped desk. Briggs took a sedt in the corner. They were
awaiting the cdl from their chief.

Nether one was perturbed. So far as they were concerned, Betty Manddl was dready dead. The vault
of doom was below another portion of the house. These heartless men were indifferent to its existence.

CLINK would have gloated had he been able to see within that dark and forgotten secret room. For



there, in the depths of the living tomb, Betty Manddl was undergoing dl the agony that can come to a
mind ravaged by fantadtic terrors.

The ar had become difling. Betty was accustomed to the gag by now, yet she was breathing with
difficulty. The air supply in the tiny room was rapidly becoming exhausted.

Betty knew that she had no hope. She had listened intently after the room had been seded, trying to hear
some sound from without. She had been unsuccessful. Once the muffled hammering had ended, there had
been no further noise.

She did not know whether the men ill remained in the corridor. She fdt sure that they had gone, leaving
her to the fate they had intended.

Betty had struggled with the cords that bound her. Now she fought no longer. Betty knew that if she did
release hersdf from the bonds, nathing would be gained.

Her loudest cries would be completely sifled by the massve walls of this room. Escape was impossiblel

Her head was swvimming. Vague, terrifying thoughts swept through her brain. She fancied that she heard
the voice of Bob Gavin—the voice of the red Bob, coming through the receiver of a telephone. Then it
was drowned by the harsh tones of the man who had pretended to be Bob Galvin.

Betty had heard the impostor's true name uttered to-night, but she had forgotten it.

Then came weird recollections of the face of Clink. It was the sght of that hideous countenance that had
made her utter the cry which had betrayed her.

Her reflections were gruesome and incredible. They added to the girl's dismay. Her mind was reverting to
the past, covering days and monthsin a span of afew seconds.

Suddenly her thoughts centered on the night when she had entered the study and had surprised the manin
black. She fancied that she could see his eyes glowing through the darkness.

Until now, Betty had dways thought of that sable figure as a terrible being; now she found a strange
comfort in the recollection. Somehow, she fdt that his presence was not an evil one.

She wondered who he was, and why he had come to this house. She remembered him as a shadowy
form—amog a part of the night itsdf— a specter that came and went in darkness.

Of dl living beings, only he, if any one, could penetrate to this forgotten place. Perhaps that was why the
memory of him brought comfort to her aching mind.

Betty breathed dowly and laborioudy. She knew that the end was near. Not many minutes lay between
her and death. She would die here, in slence. Any sound would be welcome, now.

Even as she thought, Betty fancied that she heard a dight noise. It was like the muffled pounding, but
much fainter. She listened.

She was sure of it, now!
Some one was working at the pillars that held the barrier! It was imagination no longer! Who could it be?

THE sound continued, while Betty gasped the difling air. She seemed to be breathing blackness itsdf.
She was too exhausted to again struggle with her bonds!



The gag had fdlen from her mouth, but the girl was far too wesk to cry out.

Help was coming, but it would be too late!

The noise ceased at the barrier. Silence followed.

Betty dumped to the floor. She knew that death was close.

Her ears detected another sound—a sharp dick. Then came agudt of pure, fresh air.
Thegirl could not redize what had happened. She could only breathe in gladness.

There was another click, and a beam of light swept through the room. Betty looked up into the glare of a
fleshlight.

For the firg time she comprehended that the barrier had been opened. Then fear robbed her of hope.

Perhaps her captors had returned to save her from desth—only to plan new tortures and some more
terrible end.

Thelight went out. Betty fdt hersdf lifted and carried from the room. She was placed upon the cold floor
of the corridor. She lay there, ill bound.

She heard soft footsteps going up the passage. The light in the caling came on, and Betty could see the
yavning abyss of the room from which she had been carried.

Betty turned her gaze toward the end of the corridor. There she saw the strange form of a man in
black—that same fantagtic being whom she had observed in the study, nights before! His shadow formed
along, grotesque slhouette dong the corridor.

The man was gpproaching. Betty fdt no fear. It was as though her hopes had been answered.

The man leaned over her and Betty gazed intently upward, trying to glimpse the face beneath the
broad-brimmed hat. But his head was between her and the light. She could see only the gleam of two

eyes.
Betty gasped audibly. A low, warning hiss came from the man in black.

The cords that bound her were cut. The man in black turned away, and closed the barrier that hid the
secret room.

Now the gil watched with dill greaster amazement. She had seen the efforts required to move those
pillars that concealed the opening. Three strong men had struggled with them.

The man in black required no assistance. With smooth, powerful effort, he moved the pillars back into
place. Betty could see a black-gloved hand asit pounded againgt one pillar.

This strange, shadowlike man was doing with his bare hands the work that the others had accomplished
with the muffled dedge hammer.

His work completed, the man in black went dong the corridor and turned out the light. He came back
through the darkness so slently that Betty did not know of his approach until he was beside her. She fdt
the folds of a cloak as they fdl over her.

"Who are you?' she whispered, in the darkness.



A soft laugh came in response. A shilant voice spoke.
"You can cdl me The Shadow!"

THE girl had never heard the name before, but it seemed appropriate. The man was a shadow—invisble
inthe darkness; a black forminlight.

Betty fdt the strong arms of The Shadow lifting her to her feet. She drew the folds of the black cloak
about her. 1t seemed like a garment of invighility.

She tried to walk, but sumbled. She was raised from the floor, and The Shadow carried her dong the
passage as eadly as one might carry asmdl child.

They were on the steep stairs now. The Shadow did not fdter. The girl's weight was no burden to him.

To Betty, it seemed as though she were being carried through the ar by an unknown force. Silent and
soundless, The Shadow was teking her to safety.

Near the top of the gairs The Shadow stopped, and again Betty heard his warning whisper.

They were in the midst of solemn, black slence. The door was but a few feet ahead. Betty could hear
nothing, but The Shadow's keen ears had detected a trifling sound.

There was a shdflike beam at the right of the Stairs. Betty fet hersdf placed gently upon it.
"Say here" came the shilant whisper. "Do not move!”
Betty waited adone. Severa seconds went by. The door opened at the head of the Sairs.

At firg, Betty thought that The Shadow had opened it. Then she saw a face in the dim light above. She
bit her lipsto repress a cry of horror as she recognized the hideous countenance of Clink.

Betty shuddered and drew the folds of the cloak about her.
Where was The Shadow? Had he I&ft her to her doom?
There was no sound nor Sgn of him. He had disappeared!

Betty waited breathlesdy. She knew that Clink must have suspected something. It was improbable that
he had heard the noise from below. Probably he had found the cellar door unlocked.

The gl was worried. She fdt that there was only one hope—that Clink would go away without making
an ingpection.

She could see the hands of the monstrous man. In one he hdd an automatic. In the other, a flashlight. The
gun was pointed down the gtairs.

Betty was terrified. When that light clicked, she would be seen. So would The Shadow, unless he had
dipped to the cellar below.

A shot from Clink's gun would mean degth to her or to the man who had saved her.
It would adso sound the darm to the other men.

Betty redized the hdplessness of The Shadow. He might ill be here in the darkness; but he could not
fireat Clink. That, too, would serve as an darm.



THE light came on. Straight down the cdllar sairs shoneiits glare. It moved back and forth, and suddenly
its rays were focused upon Betty! Her white face was reveaded amidst the black mass of the cloak.

At that ingant—just when Betty knew she was discovered—she saw something else.
Thelong, thin form of a man seemed to emerge from the steps.
A face came within the glare of the dectric torch.

It was the face of The Shadow—a solemn, monkish profile that shone a ghedlly green as the light
reveded it!

Two black hands shot forward with amazing swiftness. They caught Clink's anklesin avisdike grip.

Betty could see a gartled, twisted expression on the hideous face of the man with the flashlight. His body
went upward as though impeled by a powerful spring beneath. The gun and the light shot ahead of him as
he was precipitated forward.

Headlong, like a high-diver, Clink shot down the cdlar stairs with terrific impetud
Betty could hear the man's long, walling cry, as he dived hdplesdy into space.

The Shadow was beside her, now. She was lifted in his ams. They were in the hdlway. The cdlar door
was dill open; but no sound came fromiit.

Betty could hear voices, and the scramble of feet dong the hdl. The Shadow stepped into a Sde room,
behind a curtain, carrying her with him. There she was lowered to the floor as two men rushed by— Baob
and Briggs.

They had heard Clink's walling shout!

A few minutes passed and Betty no longer sensed the presence of The Shadow. She heard footsteps
from the cdlar gairs. Bob and Briggs stopped in the hdlway.

"The fodl!" came Bob's harsh exclamation. Even the sound of that voice made the gil shudder. "I told
hm to stay out of the cellar. Tripped on the top step—al the way down—head-first -"

"Whetll we do about it?' Briggs questioned grimly. "We can't leave him there, with his head smashed
agand that concrete wall.”

"Wait awnhile" returned Bob. "We can get rid of his body later on -"
"In the room where the girl -"

"No!" Bob spluttered an oath. "That place is forgotten, Briggs. Forgotten —you understand? Are you a
fool, too?'

Ther voices dwindled as they waked dong the hdl back to the study. As the footsteps died away, The
Shadow was again beside Betty.

The girl's spirit weakened at last. Her rescue—the encounter on the stairs—the fact that Clink was
dead—all these were more than she could stand, now that they were past. She fainted as The Shadow
lifted her inhisarms.

Betty regained consciousness a few minutes later, when a cool, fresh wind swept over her. They were



outside the house. The Shadow was carrying her through a darkened dleyway that led to a Sde street. A
closed car was waiting.

Betty, dill bundled in the black cloak, was placed in the rear seet of the limousine. The door of the car
closad. She could see the back of the chauffeur a the whed.

The car moved dong the street, and for one indant, as they passed a bright light, Betty saw the silhouette
of The Shadow beside her. Then faintness again swept over her and her dazed mind became a blank.

CHAPTER XI. AN APPOINTMENT IS MADE
"HARKNESS murder solved!"

A man paused a the newsboy's cry. He purchased a copy of the Evening Classc and stared at the
headlines. He hailed a passing taxi.

Within the vehicle, he turned on the light and read the news account as he rode aong. A gmile of cunning
satisfaction spread over his face as he perused the detalls.

The cab stopped a the gloomy mansion that had been the home of Theodore Gavin. The man entered
the building. Although it was not yet dark outsde, the interior of the old house was dusky. The man
walked through the hdlway and came to the door of the lighted studly.

"Hello, Briggs," he said, as he entered.
The big man, garing idy from the window, turned to answer the greeting.
"Helo, Bob," were the man's words. "What's new?'

"The gag worked dl right,” replied Bob. "Take alook at the Classic. The Chief scored a ten-strike when
he arranged this sunt!”

Briggs seized the paper and his eyes lighted as he scanned the headlines.

"Great duff!" he exclamed, admiringly. "Inspector Herbert Zull identifies murdered gangster as the dayer
of Richard Harkness. Gee! That's hot!

"The morning papers tdl of finding Clink's body in an auto junk yard. By afternoon, Zull has doped it out.
Clink killed Harkness. New clews—finger prints on the table that corresponds with Clink's. Finding of
the death gun on the dead gangder.

"Jake Grimble—dias Clink—amall-time racketeer. They've got dl the dope here, haven't they, Bob?'

"Right," was the reply, "and it fixes things dl right for us. There's no connection between Clink and us.
That's where we're safe.

"Clink was jugt a hanger-on with Moose Shargin's mob. The kind of a guy that would try to stick up
Harkness for whatever might be in the place.”

"He was around with us, though—and | was there with him," said Briggs, doubtfully.

"What of it?" demanded Baob. "You don't get the lay, Briggs. While the murderer was unknown, Zull was
inatough spot.

"That's his busness—to track down murderers. Some rookie dick might have come dong and found



some evidence that would have made Zull ook cheap.

"You know how he works—he won't stop at anything, that guy. He'd hang a murder on his own brother
if he could fakeit.

"Now he's hung this one on Clink—and he's got the guy that redly killed Harkness. That closes it. Zul
has other work to do. This is a big find for him, and he's not going to waste time trying to locate an
accomplice that nobody even suspects.

"There won't be any one ese on the case, ather. Read that duff about the motive. Look at what Zul
found out about Clink—a smdll-time racketeer, working on his own—al| that sort of Suff.”

"Guess you're right, Bob," admitted Briggs. "I guess it's just as wdl Clink did fdl down the gairs and
break his neck.

"Youve got to hand it to Shargin, too. He and those gorillas of his sneaked the body out of here in
fird-class dyle.

"Loaded old Clink full of lead out in the junk yard. There's been other gang killings there before. Thiswas
a soft one with aguy aready dead.”

BOB did not reply. He was opening the newspaper. He stopped at a page near the back and pointed out
anitem to Briggs It stated that Miss Betty Mandell, well-known society girl, had Ieft for a trip to Forida
and the West Indies.

"Wel-known," laughed Bob. "She's got about four friends in New York. Her unde threw a big
coming-out party for her a few years ago and she's good for the society page any day, on account of
family higory.

"But she never got around much. Told me so hersdf. That paragraph takes care of her for the next Sx
weeks. WEell be through by then!”

Briggs nodded. He reached over to the desk and picked up a sheet of paper upon which he had written
atelephone number. Bob looked & it.

"Westcott!" he exclamed. "When did he get back?'
"To-day."

"What did he say?'

"Wanted to tak to you. Said it was very urgent.”
Bob 4ill stared at the sheet of paper in his hands.

"Maybe | ought to talk to the Chief fird," he said, "but he won't be around until after Sx o'clock. It isnt
five yet. Well, here goes.”

He picked up the tdlephone and cdled the number. Briggs lisened intertly while the conversation
followed.

"Mr. Westcott?' sad Bob. "Thisis Robert Gavin. Yes... Nephew of Theodore Gavin... Yes, | knew
you were afriend of his.. Tonight? Yes... At the Cobalt Club, for dinner? Very wel, I'll be glad to join
you there, gr..."



His comments ended as he lisened intently. The man at the other end was spesking a considerable
length. Briggs wondered what it was about.

"Wdl," cutin Bab, "I've met very few of my unclé€s friends... Wait... How about Hiram Mdlory? That's
fine.. Yes, | believe | can arrange for im to join us... Seven o'clock then, at the Cobalt Club.”

Bob hung up the receiver and grinned as he faced Briggs.

"Thaddeus Westcott,” he said. "One of the three. We were figuring on him for last. Now, hell come
second. Tonight.

"He may be just the one, Briggs. He says tha he has important information for me—but that he must be
sure of my identity. So | told him that | would be there with Hiram Mdlory."

The gigantic Briggs cleared his throat and looked apprehensive.
"You should have waited to hear from the Chief -"

"Not abit of it. Thisisa break in the right direction. We'd figured on laying low for afew days more—it's
only three nights since Clink bumped off Harkness.

"But this lets us move without any risk, and maybe well find out just what we want to know!™

Bob picked up the telephone and called a number. He asked for Hiram Mdlory. He was informed that
the latter would not be in until after Sx o'clock.

"Tdl hm that Mr. Gdvin cdled," said Bob. "Robert Gdvin. | would like hm to meat me a the Cobalt
Club a saven o'clock. We are to dine with Mr. Westcott—Thaddeus Westcott."

"That fixes it," declared Bob. "I'm going updairs to dress for dinner. You gick around here in the
evening, Briggs. Keep your eye out. We don't know what may crop up.”

"Y ou mean The Shadow?"
"Yeq"
"I don't figure imin on this, Bob."

"Liden, Briggs" Bob's voice was serious. "Weve got to play the game without teking any chances! |
agree with you—there's been no sign of The Shadow, so far as we're concerned. At the same time, he's
aguy that doesn't leave any traces. Never forget that!™

Briggs nodded.

"Hrg," declared Bob, "the girfl saw somebody in here. That put me on the lookout. Then the Chief wised
me up to something else.

"The Shadow or somebody a lat like him—had a run-in with Zull the night after the Harkness murder.
Zul kept pretty mum about it, but the news got to the Chief.

"It means that The Shadow was looking in on thet affair.”

"I thought he was looking in here," admitted Briggs, "two nights ago, when Clink did that nose dive down
the cdlar gars”



"Sodid I," agreed Bob. "I figured Clink imagined he saw something down there. But when | looked the
place over, it was okay. No sgn of anybody having been there.

"At the same time, it's hard to figure how Clink dipped the way he did. He mug have been pretty sure
something was happening to miss his step and take afdl like thet one.

"“That'swhy | say—look out!”

"What if The Shadow does prowl around here?' Briggs indsted. "He can't find out what we found ouit.
Only two people got the dope on this place—Clink and 1. Clink's out now, and <0 is the guy that talked
to us. I'm nat blabbing to any one!™

"Weé're safe enough,” agreed Bob. "At the same time, don't forget that four people have found this place
unhedlthy"—his voice became an undertone—"and only one of them is il divel”

"It would be better if he was rubbed out, too!"
"No. The Chief may have use for im later on. By the way, Briggs, did any mal comein?'

The big man nodded. He opened a desk drawer and produced a letter which bore a South African
gstamp. Baob tore it open and read the contents. He put the letter back in the envelope and thrust it in his
pocket.

"The Chief will want this™ he said, shortly.
He |&ft the room, Briggs remained aone, reading the newspaper.

It was hdlf an hour later when Bob reappeared. He was dtired in a dinner jacket. Over his am was an
overcoat, and he carried a hat and cane.

"Remember, Briggs" he said. "Keep on the lookout!"

WITH that find admonition, Bob was gone. He stepped from the front door, done, and stood looking
ghrewdly up and down the street. No taxis were in Sght, so he drolled lesurdy dong to the nearest
avenue, svinging his cane as he waked.

He reached a cab stand. There, he glanced behind him. Satisfied, he entered a taxi and ordered the
driver to take him to the Cobalt Club.

But with dl his dertness, Bob did not observe the shadowy form that had flitted dong the street behind
him. He had not seen it in the obscurity of the Sde street; it had been invisble to his eyes even in the
brighter light of the avenue.

Nor did he pause when he reached the door of the Cobalt Club. He entered that imposng edifice with an
ar of self-assurance.

His confidence might have disappeared had he noticed another cab rdling by as he dighted from his
own.

It was severd minutes after Bob had entered the club before another man walked through the portals.
Like Bob, this vistor was faultlesdy attired. His face was solemn and impassive. The doorman bowed.

"Good evening, Mr. Clarendon,” he said.
CHAPTER XIl. AT THE COBALT CLUB



THREE men were finidhing dinner in a quiet corner of the grillroom at the Cobalt Club. Except for them,
the room was virtudly deserted.

They formed an unusud trio. Until now, therr conversation had been rather trivid. But when the
solemn-faced waiter had cleared the table, it was evident that the three men were prepared to take up a
discusson of matters of grave importance.

The man who sat in the corner was white-haired and stoop-shouldered. He was very dow and cautious
inhis actions.

The others had finished their medl before him and he had ignored his dessert. Now, his companions were
waiting for him to speak.

With dightly trembling fingers, the dderly man drew a pair of spectacles from ther case and carefully
adjusted them upon his nose. He cleared his throat and began to spesk in a quavering voice.

"I have a very important maiter to discuss with you," he said. "It is important because | do not know just
what it Sgnifies That iswhy | fdt it necessary to ascertain that you were actudly Robert Gavin.”

He looked at a younger man beside him as he spoke. The latter pointed across the table to the third
member of the party.

"Mr. Mdlory can answer for me" he said.
Hiram Mdlory bowed in quiet dignity and smiled in a kindly manner.

"Thisis Robert Gavin," he said. "'l cdled to see him the firg day that he arrived. | have seen hm severd
times gnce then. Heisliving a his uncles home. | can vouch for him, Thaddeus -"

"Ah, yes" returned Thaddeus Westcott. "I cdled there this afternoon and received a cdl in return.
Nevertheless, | fdt that | must be absolutely sure of mysdf.

"l am sorry, Mr. Gavin, that | was not in town when you arrived. Had | been here, | would have been
one of the firg to welcome youl.

"It seemed very strange to cdl up your uncles home and to hear a new voice there. The telephone was
aways answered by that servant your uncle had for so many years. Now what is his name?" Westcott
concluded.

"Hodgson."
"Ah, yes. Hodgson. Is he no longer there?!

"I fet he needed a vacation,” replied Bob, indulgently. "He fdt my uncl€'s desth very severely. So | told
hmto enjoy ares.”

"Veay condderate indeed,” assented Thaddeus Westcott, goprovingly.

"Betty Mandd| has aso gone away,” added Bob. "The old house seemed to worry her, without my unde
there. She has taken atrip to Florida."

"I expect to go to Horida to-morrow,” observed Westcott. "Perhaps | shdl meet her there”
"Perhaps,” said Bob, in a peculiar tone which the old man did not notice.



"Let me explan what | have to tdl you," said Thaddeus Westcott. "Before | begin, | must mention that it
isfor your ears done.

"I did not wish Mr. Mdlory to be here to learn what | have to say; | Smply wanted to be sure of your
identity, Mr. Gavin. So if Mr. Mdlory will -"

Hiram Mdlory started to rise from the table. Bob stopped him with a wave of his hand.
"Say right here," he said.
"No, no, Robert," returned Mdlory. "Thismay be a private matter -"

"Say here," indsted Bob. He turned to Thaddeus Westcott. "You have no objections to Mr. Malory's
presenceif | am satisfied?'

"Not in the least,” declared Westcott. "That is for you to decide. | can only say that | have something
important to tel you pertaining to your uncle -"

"Inwhich case," interrupted Bab, "I think that Mr. Mdlory should remain with us"
"Veay wdl," said Westcott.
He drew an envelope from his pocket and held it between his hands.

"When Theodore Gavin left the country he gave this envelope to me" Westcott began. "He showed me
the paper it contains, and then he sedled the envelope. He did not, however, explain the sgnificance of

the paper.

"He stated that if he needed my assistance in a certain matter— which he did not specify—he would
communicate with me, so that | might understand what the paper meant.

"I did not hear from him before he died. So | have fdt it my duty to turn over this paper to Theodore
Gavin's hear—namdy, his nephew, Robert Gavin."

The old man tore open the end of the envelope and drew forth the paper. He unfolded it and scanned it
as though to make sure that it was the same sheet that had been intrusted to him. He then lad the paper
on the table.

Both his companions stared &t it curioudy.

In the center of the sheet of paper appeared the same row of cryptic characters that had been inscribed
on the dip which Reynold Barker had gained and lot that night when he had searched so eagerly.

It was an exact duplication of Theodore Gavin's one mysterious message. It contained no other mark.

THADDEUS WESTCOTT looked a his companions and nodded his head at their perplexity. Bob
examined the paper and gave it to Hiram Mdlory, who studied it with curious interest.

Suddenly Mdlory raised his head and folded the paper as he did so. The other men looked up.

A waiter was ganding by, holding a tray which contained cups of coffee. The man's approach had not
been noticed by the diners.

Madlory was annoyed. He was sure that the waiter had glimpsed the message on the sheet of paper. But
aglance at the man's dull, expressionless face reassured him.



The waiter could scarcdly have overheard more than a few snatches of the conversation. Mdlory held the
paper folded while the waiter placed the coffee on the table.

"Bring me the check," ordered Westcott, in a querulous tone.
"Yes, dr," sad the waiter, in athick, foreign accent.

He drew a pad from his pocket and moved afew paces away while he tried to figure out the tota of the
dinners.

Both Bob and Malory watched him intently. They amiled as they observed the man's supidity. It was
obvious that he could scarcely add up figures

The waiter completed his task. He lad three dipsin front of Thaddeus Westcott, who sgned them. He
handed the man a dollar hill as atip.

"Dont disturb us again,” he ordered.
"Yes, ar."

The waiter shambled away. Bob grinned as Hiram Mdllory reopened the paper. The three men began to
Sudy the cryptic characters once more.

In the kitchen, the stupid-looking waiter retired to a corner. There, he looked at the pad which he held in
his hand.

He amiled. On the pad was a duplication of the characters which appeared on the paper hed by Hiram
Madlory. The man had quickly drawn them from memory while he had been pretending to add up the
amounts on the dinner checks.

The waiter removed his coat. In the obscure corner, he rubbed his hands over his face and surveyed the
result in asmal mirror that hung on the wal. From alocker, he produced another coat and vest.

He pocketed the paper with its duplicate inscription. He walked unobserved from the kitchen. When he
reappeared, in the lobby, he was none other than George Clarendon, wedthy member of the Cobdt
Club.

IT was nearly ten minutes later when Bob appeared in the lobby. He looked about him, as one unfamiliar
with the place, and spied a telephone booth in a corner. He entered the booth and put in acal.

While he was there, Clarendon arose leisurdy, passed by the booth, and descended the stairs toward the
billiard room. He paused on the deserted steps and leaned close agang the rall. To his keen ear came
the low voice of the man at the telephone.

"Hdlo... I'm a the Cobdt Club... With Thaddeus Westcott. He's leaving shortly. He expects to go
home... You understand? He lives out on Long Idand... His car is herein town... Goes over Queensboro
Bridge... Yes, I'm gaying in town... All right, see you later."

Bob Ieft the booth and returned to the grillroom. Soon he came into the lobby again, accompanied by
Hiram Mdlory and Thaddeus Westcott. The latter was speaking.

"I have wondered about it, gentlemen,” he said, "but | cannot understand its purpose. The information is
undoubtedly important -"

Hiram Mallory tapped him sgnificantly upon the arm. Westcott understood. There were other persons



herein the lobby. He nodded and ended his conversation.
"Good evening,” he said, as he shook hands with his companions.
"A good trip South,” replied Mdlory.

Thaddeus Westcott turned toward the door. He happened to notice George Clarendon who was
ganding near by.

"Helo, Thed," greeted Clarendon.

"Helo, Georgel”

"Going home?

"Yes"

"Why not drop me at my apartment? You go by it."

"Il be glad to, George. Come dong, come dong. My car isoutsde.”

The two men walked out together. Bob watched them as they passed through the revolving door. His
eyes were keen and a shrewd amile appeared upon his lips as he gazed a the departing form of
Thaddeus Westcott.

CHAPTER XIll. THE SHADOW'S BATTLE

THADDEUS WESTCOTT rubbed his forehead uneasily. The mation of the limousine seemed to disturb
him. He reached for the speaking tube that communicated with the chauffevur.

"Drive more dowly, Crag," he said.

It was the second time that he had given the order. The speed of the car dwindled to a snal's pace.
Westcott leaned back in the cushions of the seat.

"Not feding so wel?' questioned George Clarendon.

"No," replied Westcott. "I'm abit dizzy, George. Perhaps it was a cup of coffeethat | drank after dinner.
It tasted a bit unusud. 1 seem to be feding worse every minute”

"It would be absurd for you to go out to Long Idand,” declared Clarendon. "Why don't you stop at the
Thermon Hotd overnight? Doctor Geoffrey is house physician there. I'l tdl him to take care of you.”

"I am leaving for the South to-morrow,” objected Westcott. "All my bags are packed. Out at the house

"That'sfing" said Clarendon. "The chauffeur can bring them in to-morrow morning, before train time"
Westcott closed his eyes and nodded weskly.

"I guess you're right, George," he said. "I'm—I'm—not feding wel. Y ou do whatever is—best.”
"Stop at the Thermon Hotd," said Clarendon, through the speaking tube.

Thelimousne drew up before the hotel. Craig stared in surprise as he saw Clarendon hdping Thaddeus
Westcott from the car. The chauffeur clambered from the front seet to give aid.



"Hesdl right," assured Clarendon. "Wait here. I'll take care of him."
The two men went into the hotdl. Clarendon reappeared about ten minutes |ater.

"Mr. Westcott is feding better," he said to the chauffeur. "He had a dight attack of indigestion. The
doctor iswith im now. He isgoing to stay here overnight.

"He wants you to take the car back to Long Idand. Bring his bags and tickets in before eight thirty in the
morning."

"Veay wdl, gr."

A taxicab had pulled up in front of the limousine. Craig angled the big car backward and forward and
swvung into the street.

He glanced behind him as he departed. He could see no 9gn of George Clarendon. The man had
disappeared.

THE limousne traveled over the Queensboro Bridge and whirled dong a broad highway. The car
reached a road that turned off from the highway.

The chauffeur lighted a match and applied it to a cigarette. The car sped dong until it approached another
road bordered by thick woods.

Far ahead, Craig saw afigurein the glare of the headlights. A man was sanding with outstretched arms.
He appeared to be wearing a uniform.

Craig grinned. This part of Long Idand was used as a landing place for cargoes from ships. Coast
guards, prohibition agents, and locd police were congantly on the lookout for bootleggers in large,
powerful automobiles.

Craig had been stopped before, but never on this road. He applied the brakes and the big car coasted to
ahdt.

The waiting man stepped up to the car. His badge glimmered, but his face was logt in darkness. He
spoke gruffly as he accosted the chauffeur.

"What you got there?" he demanded.
"Nothing," replied Craig. "This car belongs to Mr. Westcott, who lives farther up the road.”
"Yeaeh? Wdl, well ook and see.”

Two forms emerged from the sSde of the road. The chauffeur could make out the dim shape of an
automohile drawn up in asmdl dearing that extended to one sde.

The man with the badge drew an automatic from his coat and held it loosdy as he eyed the chauffeur.
Craig heard the door of the limousine open behind him.

"Nobody in here" came a voice through the darkness.

"No?" The man with the automatic spoke increduloudy. "Take alook in there. Make sure there's nothing
in back."

A man started to enter the car. He turned on hisflashlight to illuminete the interior. A sudden exclamation



came from hislips.
"L ooks like something!" he said. "Something black, on the back seat - Look out! Look out!"

WITH hiswarning cry came a sharp revolver shot. It Sartled the chauffeur as wel as the man who had
stopped him.

Craig turned his head and saw the glint of arevolver. Another shot burst the slence.
The man & the door of the limousnefdl into the road.

The leader—he with the badge—uttered an enraged command. Ingtantly a group of men appeared from
beside the road. Craig saw the leader leved his automatic. The chauffeur redized that he was the helpless
target for the man's gun.

But before the trigger was drawn, another shot came from the opened door in the back of the car. The
leader's arm dropped; hisgun fdl to the ground.

The attackers were shooting into the back of the limousine. Craig flung himsdf flat on the front seat.

He was more amazed than the attackers. They had fancied that they were deding with an ederly,
unarmed man; but Craig thought that the car was empty. He could not imagine who was returning the
gunfire.

Thefiring ceased as the two men staggered forward into the glare of the heedlights. They did not redize
that they were making targets of their bodies; they were only hoping to escape that deadly trap in the rear
of the car.

Then a voice spoke from the darkness, beside the car.
"Craig,” it said, in alow whisper.

The chauffeur arose, startled by the mention of his name,
"Drive ahead," sad the voice.

As the chauffeur obeyed, one of the men lying on the ground raised his am to fire. There was a spurt of
flame two feet away from the chauffeur. The risng men fel.

Craig threw the car in gear and the huge limousne shot ahead. Craig could not understand what had
happened; he only knew that he had been saved from a mass attack of armed men.

He heard wild parting shots as he sped away; then above them, the sound of a long, wild laugh—a laugh
that was filled with eerie mockery as it seemed to come from the blackness of the surrounding woods.

Theweird laugh was chilling. Craig shuddered at the echoes of its gibing tones. He drove madly ahead,
s0 rgpidly that he had no fear of pursuit.

He fancied that his mysterious ddliverer was safey in the car; that he was carrying the man with him.
Thelimousne shot in between the gates of Thaddeus Westcott's estate.

Craig did not pause until he had reached the door of the garage. Then he turned and looked into the back
Sedt.



It was empty! The dome light of the car reveded only the marks of bullets. There was no Sgn of the
unknown passenge.

Crag wondered what had become of the man, and the thought made him uncomfortable. Had he
abandoned his rescuer to the thugs, back on the road?

Craig could only ease his mind with the recollection that he had followed orders. It would be fally, now,
to return to that scene.

BACK on the road through the woods, a group of crippled men were entering their car. Two of them
were badly shot. All but one had suffered wounds.

The unscathed man growled as he stood beside the car, throwing the rays of a searchlight in dl
directions.

"Got away, dl right,” he mumbled, between clenched teeth. "Got away in the car, with the chauffeur!
There's no use waiting around here any longer. Come on, gang, we're moving before some of these hick
cops show up!”

He dimbed into the car and took the whed. The searchlight was off now; but the glare of the heedlights
threw along range of whiteness down the road.

Across the path of the car lay a blot of blackness, along, oddly-shaped shadow. The driver of the car
did not give it a second thought. He took it for the shadow of a tree.

The car moved dowly forward. Asit passed the spot where the shadow had been, a long, agile form
leaped forward. 1t would have been invisble in the darkness, except for the fact that it momentarily
obscured the rear light of the car.

The vague form attached itsdf to the back of the vehicle, and remained there while the automobile jolted
dong the dirt road.

The manin the front seat was muttering incoherent oaths as he drove dong. His low voice was drowned
by the groans of wounded gangsters. But he did not hear those sounds.

Sill ringing in his ears was the ped of ataunting laugh—alaugh that no hardened denizen of New Y ork’s
underworld could fall to recognize.

For the laugh that had sounded when the limousne had fled to safety was the triumphant cry of The
Shadow. Single-handed, the invisble man of the darkness had won the fight, againg tremendous odds!

CHAPTER XIV. THE MENACE OF THE SHADOW

IT was after midnight. A coupe turned from Broadway, above Seventy-second, and stopped before a
house on a side Street.

Two men dighted. They ascended a pair of steps. One of them unlocked the door to the house. They
entered.

One of the men was tdl, pasty-faced and stoop-shouldered; but his features wore alook of cold brutdity
that marked him as a dangerous character. He was "Moose' Shargin, a dominating figure in the affairs of

gangland.

Wary, cunning and close-mouthed, Moose Shargin was one who avoided usdess feuds. His name was
sdldom mixed in gang wars. He preyed on the unprotected, and avoided enterprises that would lead to



conflict with others of hisilk.

At the same time, Shargin was noted for his determination. Other czars of the badlands never interfered
with him.
His companion, Garry Elvers, was his offiada bodyguard. Garry was a hard-faced gangster, who aped

his commander's custom of saying little, and keeping his business to himsdf. He traveled with Moose only
when the gang leader was abroad without his gorillas.

The two were frequently seen a Brindle's Cafe, a favorite Broadway spot for big shots. They had come
to this house together, on some unknown mission.

Moose Shargin nudged his thumb in the direction of a room off the hdl. Elvers understood. He was to
wait there while Shargin went upstairs. Even with his trusted lieutenant, Moose was mute regarding
certain enterprises.

Elvers had been here before, and he had obeyed indructions on previous occasions. He did not know
what purpose Moose had in mind, and he did not care. It was this qudity of indifference that had gained
Garry his postion of second-in-command of Moose Shargin's forces.

Garry locked the door while Moose went upstairs. Then the hard-faced bodyguard shrugged his broad
shoulders and entered the side room. He turned on a light and pulled a tabloid newspaper from his
pocket.

MEANWHILE, Moose Shargin had ascended in darkness. He did not turn on a second-floor light.
Instead, he found hisway to a closet at the side of the hdl. He entered the door of the closet and found a
coat peg. He drew it downward.

Thewdl swung open, and the draft of a narrow passage greeted the gang leader.

It was only a few steps to the end of the passage. There, Shargin encountered a closed barrier. He
tapped, ratling his finger nals againg a metdlic substance. A pand opened. Shargin stepped into a
lighted room.

From the blankness of bare stone wdls, Moose Shargin had emerged into a amdl but sumptuous
gpartment, dark-paneled, carpeted by athick Orienta rug, furnished with fine mahogany chairs.

The pand closed behind the pasty-faced gangster. Moose stood facing a large easy-chair in the corner.
A man was seated there, reading a book.

The man lad the volume aside and glanced toward his vigtor. The reading lamp reveded the
good-natured features of Hiram Mdlory.

"Helo, Chief," said Moose, in alow, growling voice that was his habitua tone.
"Hdlo, Moose. How did it go tonight?*

The ganggter pulled a chair toward the corner and sat down facing Mdlory. A sullen look came over his
countenance.

"ltdidnt go at dl," he said, grimly. "We got the works. My gorillas are crippled. Maybe you can guess
who did it."

"The Shadow,” said Mallory, cuietly.



"That's the guy!" returned Moose.

Hiram Madlory leaned his head back and smiled. He laughed gently, as though pleased. Moose Shargin
had heard that laugh before. It was something that he could not understand.

Hiram Mdlory had an ar of habitua pleasantry. When it was most evident, the man was most dangerous.
Thiswas an enigma that had long puzzled his associ ates.

"What are we going to do about it?" demanded Moose.

"Make use of it," replied Mdlory, his face beaming as though he experienced great amusement. "l have
been looking forward to trouble with The Shadow. | had not anticipated his interference in a smple
metter, such as the killing of Thaddeus Westcott.

"Until now, The Shadow has been—well, just a shadow. This expression of interest on his part creates a
new gtuation.”

"It means we've got to fight im!" declared Moose.

"Exadtly!" agreed Mdlory.

"Other guys have tried it -" Moose began.

"- And have falled," completed Madlory. "Jus as others have tried to cross me, and have faled.

Moose nodded. The pleasant assurance of Hiram Mdlory difled the quams that were beseging the
pasty-faced gangster. Mdlory made no further comment, so Shargin broke into his story.

"THERE isnt much to it," he said. "When | got the tip-off from Bob Maddox, | took the gang out to
Long Idand and lad for Westcott's car. Picked a great spot, too.

"The chauffeur fdl for the phony cop idea. He stopped. The boys yanked open the door. Westcott
wasnt there, but The Shadow was. He gave 'em the works.

"The chauffeur got away, and The Shadow with him."
"Where were you?' queried Mdlory.

"Inmy car. Laying back. | couldn't shoot while the boys were in the way. | fired after the limousne when
it started down the road, but | was too late to stop it.”

"The Shadow," mused Hiram Madllory. "I told you he was likdy to appear.

"He was in the game early, but he didn't find anything. Killing Harkness brought hm back. He did
something unusud then. Ran in with the police™

"He did? How?'

Madlory smiled crypticdly. It was hissgn that a question was unwise. But as an afterthought, he became
indulgent.

"The Shadow," he said, "made an attack upon Inspector Zull, hoping, evidently, to obtain some evidence
of who killed Richard Harkness."

"Whew!" exclamed Moose Shargin. "He picked the wrong guy there! That's the one guy on the force



that has my nanny.

"How you manage to get around him is a wonder to me, Chief. Yes, The Shadow picked the wrong guy
there!"

"On the contrary,” declared Mallory, camly, "he picked the right man."
"How do you figure that?'
"Because Zull was the one who eventualy discovered the identity of the actud murdere—Clink."

"Yes" agreed the gangdter. "Youre right, there. But it didn't do Zull much good, finding Clink full of lead.
That ended matters right there. Covering up everything."

"Exadtly as intended,” sad Mdlory. "I complimented you upon your job, Moose. | compliment you
agan."

"Thanks"

"Now regarding The Shadow." Malory became suddenly speculative. "I have an idea that he knows a
great deal more than we suppose. He cartainly put Thaddeus Westcott out of harm's way.

"In view of what happened to-night, | fed quite podtive of who The Shadow is—at least, who he
pretended to be tonight.”

"Who?' Moose Shargin's question was eage.

"A gentleman who rode uptown with Westcott to-night,” answered Mdlory in his cryptic tone. "He must
have prevailed upon Westcott to remain in the city overnight, knowing that danger threatened.”

"What's his name?' demanded Shargin. "I've got a settlement to make with that guy -"
"Usdess," declared Mdlory. ™Y ou could never find him now, Moose."
"What about Westcott?'

"Alsn usdless. We can be sure that The Shadow has placed himin safety. The best thing now isto let him
leave town."

"I don't get you," Chief," admitted Shargin. "You say we've got to knock off The Shadow. Yet you won't
go after him, and you intend to leave Westcott alone. What's the idea?!

"FINESSE, Moose," said Mdlory, amiling, "finesse—which in English means subtle strategy. We must
never lose 9ght of our main issue. If The Shadow has no bearing upon our principd task, we can ignore
him.

"But | fed certain tha he is about to interfere with our important plan. Therefore, we must give him
immediate consideration.

"Westcott was to have been Number Three. Chance decreed that he should have been Number Two.
We have found out dl he knows—which isvery little.

"His degth is not necessary, dthough it would have been desirable, under the circumstances which |
planned. So we mugt first consider our dedlings with the man who is now Number Three."



"Work quick," suggested Moose.

"No," said Mdlory, shaking his head thoughtfully. "Not too quickly, Moose. For then The Shadow would
meet us on the ground.”

"You think he knows -"

"He knows enough to watch Bob; and Baob is the man for the job. | am pogtive tha there are certain
facts that The Shadow does not know— facts pertaining to Theodore Gavin -"

"The double-crossing snakel" growled Moose.

"But," continued Madlory, ignoring the interruption, "there are aso facts which he may have discovered.
"For ingance, he may know that Bob Maddox is not Bob Gavin!"

"Do you think he has found that out?' quizzed Moose.

"If he has nat," declared Mdlory, "l intend to have him learn the fact.”

MOOSE SHARGIN stared as though he thought his chief had gone crazy. He was too surprised to
speak. Mdlory continued now, with no interruption from his subordinate.

"Let us sum up what The Shadow knows," declared Mdlory. "Firdt, he knows that a man was killed in
Theodore Galvin's sudy."

"You mean Barker."

"Correct. Next, he knows that Richard Harkness was killed by Clink. Third, he knows that a plan was
meade to diminate Thaddeus Westcott, shortly after Westcott had dined with Bob Maddox—ypresumably
Bob Gavin—and mysdf."

Mdlory paused thoughtfully; then resumed his discourse.

"The Shadow may suspect other things" he said. "But, uppermost of dl, he must wonder why Bob
Gavin is mixed up in shady business.

"After dl, Maddox was a makeshift. He passes fairly wel as a man from South Africa, but not too well.

"It is probable that The Shadow believes Bob to be an impostor. Therefore, he is wondering wha has
become of the red Bob Gavin."

"I've got him safe” grinned Shargin.

"Correct,” sad Mdlory, "and | want you to keep him safe! Because The Shadow is going to try to get
him!"

Shargin's mouth opened wide. A sudden understanding began to dawn upon him.

"Why attack The Shadow?' questioned Mdlory. "You tried it to-night. You found out what happened.
When you have a dangerous enemy, don't go after him. Bring him to you. Trap him! That's what | intend
to do with The Shadow!"

"Will hefdl for it?'

"Will he fdl?' smiled Mdlory. "Why ask me that question, Moose? He went into trouble to-night, didn't



he? He will go into it again. But thistime we will be prepared. That will be your job, Moose."
"Il take care of it," said the gang leader grimly.

" expect you to do s0," said Mdlory. "The Shadow's attack will serve a double purpose. Not only will it
bring him into our trap. It will aso leave us free to ded with Number Three while The Shadow is
otherwise engaged.”

"I get you, Chief. Youll have Bob do his job while The Shadow is trying to pull young Gavin out of the
Sew."

"Exactly! Therefore, our plan is to play a waiting game for the present. Do nothing until you hear from
me My indructions to the otherswill be the same.

"The Shadow—knowing that something important is at stake—will have to act on his own initigive. Until
now, he has watched our moves. It is our turn to watch his"

"I get you, Chief."

MOOSE SHARGIN arose. He knew the interview was ended. In Hiram Malory, he recognized a
superior mind. This kindly faced old gentleman, known to his socid friends as a retired business man,
was a supercrook who kept his name free from dl arimind enterprises.

Moose cast a lagt look about the room, with its egant furnishings. The handsome, well-stocked
bookcases; the expensve curtains and paintings that adorned the wadl; the tall, decorated screen in the
corner—all these were 9gns of the luxury that went with wealth acquired by legitimate methods.

There was nothing in this room that revedled the true nature of Hiram Mdlory.

The pand opened in the wal. Moose Shargin entered. He went through the passage, back to the old
house that stood adjacent to Hiram Mallory's home.

Moose knew only part of his chief's schemes and connections. Smilarly, Shargin's own underling—Garry
Elvers—would be waiting for him, unknowing of his own chief's dedings.

Hiram Mdlory continued to amile after Moose Shargin had left. He picked up a French tdephone and
cdled a number. The voice of Bob Maddox answered.

"Awat indructions” said Mdlory quietly. "There are new developments which require a delay. No action
whatever. Be ready.”

After he had concluded his telephone cdl, Mdlory spoke softly, his voice scarcely audible.

"Each knows but part,” he said. "Shargin wonders how the others get away with ther killings. Maddox
wonders why Shargin aysin line. Briggs wonders about everything.

"Theodore Gavin knew too much. | trusted him too far. Reynold Barker knew too little—otherwise he
would not have been so foolish. Until now, no menace has arisen except within our own forces.

"Now we mug meeat The Shadow!"

He drew an envelope from his pocket. It was a letter that had come to South Africa, addressed to
Robert Gavin. Madlory had received it from Bob, after they had left Thaddeus Westcott.

"This" declared Mdlory, softly, "mugt go to young Gavin. He must be forced to answer it.



"We have weeks to work—there will be no question about Hodgson or the girl. But we cannot afford
troublesome inquiries from South Africa

"This letter mugt go to Robert Gavin—and when it goes'— Madlory's amile became benign—"it will be
the bait for The Shadow!"

The kindly-faced old men sat speculative, holding the letter in his hands, beaming and chuckling in a
pleased manner. Moose Shargin was right. When Hiram Mallory seemed jovid, he was most dangerous.

The magter of crime was plotting. He knew the menace of The Shadow, and he was ready to meet it!

CHAPTER XV. THE SHADOW PLANS

WHEN Moose Shagin agan joined Garry Elvers in the house adjacent to the residence of Hiram
Madlory, the gang leader merdy uttered a grunt that caused his bodyguard to follow him.

The two men left the house and entered their coupe. They drove dong the street, turned a corner and
doubled back to Broadway.

At the same time, a man stepped from the obscurity of a house front across the narrow street. Although
he made no apparent effort to conced himsdf, he was virtudly invisble in the darkness.

He walked rapidly toward Broadway. There he hailed a passing cab and told the driver to trave leisurdy
up the bright thoroughfare.

This man was wearing a black cloak and a dark, broad-brimmed hat. He seemed to have perfectly
anticipated the direction which the coupe would take, for it shot out from a Sde street before the cab had
reached the corner.

The taxi moved behind the coupe as it rolled up Broadway. The smdler car turned eastward a few
blocks later. The taxi followed, the driver responding to a quiet order from the man in back.

The coupe reached a garage and entered. The taxi passenger discharged his vehide hdf a block farther
on.

When Moose Shargin and his bodyguard came from the garage and walked to an gpartment hotel not far
digant, they were followed by along, shadowy shape that flitted mysterioudy dong the Sdewalk.

The ganggters went into the hotel building. This was ther abode. After they were gone, a soft laugh
echoed in the gloom of the street. The shadowy form was again manifest. It moved away.

No one could have traced the course of that mysterious splotch of blackness. It vanished completdly, as
though it had no destination more red then just thin air.

It was the shadow of a man—a man so shadowlike that he was cdled The Shadow. It was not urtil hdf
an hour that this being of the night again manifested himsdf.

Then his whereabouts were known only to himsdf, in the obscurity of a pitch-black room, the sanctum of
The Shadow.

A LIGHT clicked, under the touch of an unseen hand. The rays of a hanging lamp spread themsdlves
upon the surface of a polished table. Two long, dender hands came into view beneath the lamp.

They were white hands, adorned with a solitary ring that bore a srange gem. From the depths of a
perfect fire opa glowed myserious, shimmering colors, that changed from crimson to purple.



Thiswas The Shadow's only jewel—a girasol. Collectors of rare gems would have coveted that stone.

The hands were at work. Upon the table they spread a detall map of Manhattan, backed by a base of
thick cardboard.

Thefingersinsarted glass-headed pins into the map. The pinsindicated important spots.

One pin located the old house that had belonged to Theodore Galvin. Another showed the building in
which Richard Harkness had died. Beside it, a third pin touched the spot where Acting Inspector Herbert
Zul had been surprised by an attack in the dark.

These pins were placed rgpidly in position. Now came new ones. apin for the Cobat Club, a pin for the
Hotd Thermon. The fingers, bringing up new pins, set two markers side by side, one indicating the house
where Moose Shargin had gone, the other the residence of Hiram Malory, which stood adjacent.

A pin indicated the apartment hotd where Shargin and Elvers lived.

Thefingers produced a white pin and placed it in a block far uptown. They produced a black pin and lad
it on the map. That completed the priminary work.

Eyesin the dark surveyed the chart, as a generd would plan his campaign.

Theright hand became busy. On a sheet of paper it wrote the names of the places indicated by the pins.
Besde the word "white" it inscribed the name "Betty Manddl." After the word "black,” it wrote "Robert
Gavin,"

These names were self-explanatory. The fird meant the refuge where Betty Mandell was now abiding.
The second was intended for the place where Bob Gavin might be a captive. Only, the black pin had no
location.

Thus The Shadow visudized the scene of operations and provided for the objective which lay before
him.

Hiram Mdlory would have amiled, had he seen that map. For it bore out his belief—that The Shadow
knew the redl Bob Galvin was missng.

The hand crumpled the sheet of paper, but left the pinsin position. Now it drew forth another paper and
placed it on the table.

This was a waliter's dip from the Cobat Club. Upon it were inscribed the cryptic characters of the
peculiar message |eft by Theodore Gavin. A dender finger rested upon the pin that indicated the old
mangon. A dight chuckle came from the darkness.

The Shadow had divined one fact: namdly, that this same peculiar code had been sought in the old house,
or had been found there.

AN ENVELOPE was brought beneath the lamp. It bore a Paraguayan stamp, and was postmarked
Asuncion.

Thefingers drew aletter from the envelope. They spread the paper, and written lines were in view. These
lines were in code, with spaces between them. The right hand took a pen and wrote the trandation:

When Theodore Gavin died he was in the company of a man named Reynold Barker. He answers the
description of the man found in Gavin's sudy. Barker left Asuncion by arplane immediatdy after Gavin's



desth.

Supposed cause of Gavin's demise, ydlow fever. Investigaion indicates poisoning. Have obtained this
informetion by investigation of atending physician.

Have ds0 learned that Gavin taked with Barker. His last words— in Englis—were addressed to
Barker. They were incoherent and only partly understood by those who were present.

Theword "desk" was heard—al so another word, thought to be "sudio.” It might well be "study."

This completes investigation. Have cabled to that effect and will return by next boat unless contrary reply
isreceived.

Underneeth the coded letter, the hand wrote a name, thus giving the message its only signature. The name
the hand wrote was Harry Vincent. This was the name of one of The Shadow's trusted agents.

Hardly had the hand written, before the trandation of the letter began to fade. It went word by word, as
though erased by an invisble brush. The sgnature which had been supplied was the last to go.

This strange effect was due to the disgppearing ink in which the letter was written—ink prepared by a
chemica formula known only to The Shadow.

The hands now busied themsdves with the dip from the Cobalt Club - that important sheet of paper
which carried the copy of Theodore Galvin's cryptic marks.

The dip lay upon the large map, close to the pin which showed the old mansion's location. Invisble eyes
were poring over it, pondering upon each myserious character, seeking to learn the message which it
bore.

Ten minutes went by, and not once did the hands move. Then came a sudden action.

Thedip waslad to one side. A dender finger tip moved from one pin to another. It stopped on the pin
that showed the mansion.

Theleft hand appeared, carrying a gold-headed pin. The fingers of this hand carefully inserted the pinin a
spot on the map.

A laugh sounded in the darkness—a hollow, mirthlesslaugh that carried a strange sgnificance. The laugh
dwindled to a whisper, and its eerie echoes reverberated from the wdls of the dark room, so low and
soft that one could not have known when the laugh ended and only echoes followed.

Theright hand wrote new words on a piece of paper. They formed a column as follows:
Green—Vincent.

Blues—Burbank.

Gold—Burke.

White and Black.

That was dl. Yet those brief statements formulated The Shadow's plan; they were the outline of his
campaign.

Three of his trusted agents were named. Vincent was connected with the green pin, and such a pin



marked the old homestead of Theodore Gavin.

Burbank was designated to two blue pins, for blue was the color of the twin pins that showed Hiram
Madlory's home and the house which adjoined it.

Burke's name, with the gold, indicated that the newspaperman was delegated to the spot most recently
marked on the map.

White and black, with no name fallowing, could mean but one thing: that The Shadow, himsdf, had
chosen to watch over the refuge where he had put Betty Mandd| in safety, and that he was to find the
place to which Bob Galvin had been taken.

The fingers toyed with the brown pin that marked the abode of Moose Shargin. The mind in the dark
was speculating. At ladt, it must have come to a satisfactory solution, for the movement of the fingers
stopped. Findly, the hand picked up the black pin and placed it with the brown.

Here, again, was a sgnificant action. It meant that The Shadow had decided that Moose Shargin was the
key to Bob Gavin. It would be his duty to watch the gang leader who was so dosdy identified with
Hiram Mdlory's schemes.

The map was removed from the table, the pins dill in place. The light went out. A low laugh sounded
through the room. The Shadow was gone.

NOT long afterward, George Clarendon appeared at the Hote Thermon. He inquired for the key to
Room 1128—the room next to the one occupied by Thaddeus Westcott, which was 1124.

Clarendon did not go upstairs immediatdly. He stopped to glance a the shipping page of a moming
newspaper. His keen eyes noted that the seamship Balvaro was due from South America at noon.

Clarendon tossed the newspaper in a wastebasket and went to the eevator.

Fve minutes afterward, the telephone buzzed in Room 1122. A quiet-faced man arose from a desk and
answered it. He recognized the voice that came over the wire.

"Hdlo, Burbank," it said. "All right?"

"Yes" replied the quiet-faced man.

"l just camein," said the voicein alow tone. "I thought I'd call to seeif you were il up.”
"I'm going to bed now," replied Burbank.

"All right, I'll cal you to-morrow."

Burbank laid down the telephone and turned out the light. He had been on watch, in this room reserved
for him, while The Shadow had been engaged on other enterprises. His brief comment had indicated thet
no one had disturbed the repose of Thaddeus Westcott.

Burbank's vigil was ended. Another man had assumed the duty.

Burbank held no doubts regarding the safety of the ederly man in the next room. Thaddeus Westcott
would leave for his Southern trip to-morrow, even though the hordes of gangland might attempt to
prevent him. For The Shadow was now on the watch.

CHAPTER XVI. THE TRAP IS LAID



BOB MADDOX—fdsdy known as Bob Gavin—was gtting at the big, flat-topped desk which had
become his accustomed place.

Bob's brow was furrowed, and hislips were twitching impatiently. He looked up as Briggs entered. The
big man appeared none too pleasant.

"It's getting on my nerves, Briggs™ growled Bab.
Briggs shrugged his shoulders.

"I've dways stood by the Chief," added Bob, "but thistime | think he's making a mistake. Here we are,
ready for find action, and he's holding up the works. | know he's got good reasons. But we can't wait
forever."

"There hasn't been any trouble yet," said Briggs "Thisis a gloomy old joint, but I've seen worse. But |
don't blame you for being tired of it. Y ou haven't been out for four days."

"That'sjudt it," declared Bob. "I know what the Chief is after. He's not worried about the cops, and so
far there's been no trouble with any inquiries for the girl.

"He's up againg The Shadow—at least he thinks he is—and he's waiting to pull one over on that guy.”
"Why doesn't he do it then?"

"It'sdl arranged,” sad Bob. "But the Chief doesn't want a dip-up. He wants to be sure—or nearly sure
thet The Shadow is on the job. So far, he's had no indication. That's why he's waiting.

" wish something would happen to make him spring the trap. I'm tired of waiting. Getting nervous, for the
fird time. Itching to get going."

Briggs nodded. He had not talked with Bob about the contemplated plans. Briggs was content to wait for
orders. Theoreticdly, he held a postion equd to Bob's; but his vaue lay in the fact that he could follow
indructions.

Briggs never cared to know too much. He had found it profitable to attend only to details that were set
for him. He knew that he was to play a part in the coming enterprise, and he was ready.

Bob stared about the gloomy room and became thoughtful. Briggs sat down and began to read a
newspaper.

It was late in the afternoon. Darkness had fdlen outside. Briggs expected another long evening of waiting.

Ten minutes passed. Bob began to drum restlesdy upon the flat-topped desk. He picked up a sheet of
paper and began to trace cryptic characters upon it.

He was marking the symbals of the strange code which only he and Hiram Mdlory had seen—unless
Thaddeus Westcott could be counted. It was improbable that Westcott had kept a copy of the paper
which had been given to him by Theodore Galvin.

THE thought of Thaddeus Westcott bothered Bob. Only two others had known of the paper. Theodore
Gavin and Reynold Barker. Both were dead.

It would be better if Westcott were dead, too. Then it would be only Mdlory and Bob. No—he was
wrong there. Briggs had seen it; but, of course, Briggs was dl right. Bob spoke to the man.



"Say, Briggs" he questioned, "you remember that—the article you took from R. B.?'

"Who?'

"Barker,” said Bob impatiently.

"Oh, yes" replied Briggs, indifferently. "The hunk of paper. | gaveit to you for the Chief. What about it?'

"Do you remember what was on it?'
"No. Some funny-looking Sgnswas dl | saw. | knew it was what Barker was after, so | got it

Bob looked at Briggs hdf wondering, hdf admiring. The big fellow was dense in some ways, in others, he
was clever. He was aman of action.

Bob hdf closed his eyes and tried to picture Briggs entering this very room, catlike in stedlth, approaching
the unsuspecting man who had found the object which he had traveled far to obtain.

Briggs had taken it by force. He had covered his tracks. He had left a sgn, which even Bob did not
understand—the turned-down corner of a rug—and the matter had been ended. So far as Briggs was
concerned, it was forgotten entirely.

Bob looked at the characters which he had traced. He was not sure that he had them correct except the
last two, which were dike.

He wrote the letter "'s' upon the sheet of paper and repeated it. He crossed out the letters. He wrote "t"
twice, and again crossed out the marks. He wrote the letter "I" two times.

He picked up the sheet of paper and tore it. He ignited the pieces and watched them burn in an ash tray.
He even destroyed the ashes, as though piqued at his own faly in considering those cryptic sgns.

HE opened a drawer in the desk. From it he removed an address book which had belonged to Theodore
Galvin. The book contained more than one hundred names.

Bob ran through the lis mechanicaly. He paused a moment &t the letter "M." He continued to the end of
the book.

Not agngle namein the little volume bore even a check mark. Yet Bob seemed satisfied.

"One more" he sad thoughtfully. "Only one more—unless our guess is dtogether wrong. This is
something The Shadow missad—if he redlly was here that night the girl came in. But then—how could he
know?'

Bob amiled. He looked toward Briggs indulgently. The big man was ill reading the newspaper, his lips
moving as he perused the words.

Bob put the address book back into the drawer. At that moment, the deep tone of the doorbell was
heard. Briggs looked up. Bob nodded. The big man went out.

When Briggs returned, he had a puzzled look upon his face. Bob detected it and raised his eyebrows
quizzically.

"A man named Vincent," said Briggs, handing Bob a card. "Comes from South Africa”



"Is he supposed to know me?"

"No. He was sort of gpologetic about disturbing you. He knows a friend of yours in a place cdled
Durban. A diamond dedler named Y oung -"

"Hm-m-m," observed Bob. "I know who he means. Those papers in young Gavin's trunk are coming in
handy. Glad | read them.

"Show thisfdlow in, Briggs. Do it right. Understand?”

The big man nodded as he left the room. He returned with a young man who was wel dressed and who
wore a pleasant amile. Bob arose to greet the newcomer.

"You will pardon me, Mr. Galvin," said the stranger. "My name is Harry Vincent. | just arrived in New
York. Our mutud friend, Mr. Young, suggested that | cal upon you. | livein Durban, you know -"

"Oh, yes" replied Bob. "How's everything there? Was Mr. Y oung in good hedth when you left?!

"Quite" Harry Vincent amiled. "In fact, he intends to come to America himsdf. With another friend of
yours, Ronald Stokes—son of Sr Hubert Stokes -"

"How soon?" inquired Bob, trying to fegn enthusasm.

"I fancy they are on the ocean now," declared Vincent. "I have no knowledge of ther saling, but they
may arive within the next fortnight.”

Bob Maddox was thinking quickly. Both names mentioned by Vincent were familiar to him, not only
through papers belonging to Bob Galvin, but aso through letters which now rested in Theodore Gavin's
desk— letters which the nephew had written to his American unde during the past year.

It was this latter fact that gave him a sudden suspicion. The Shadow had been at that desk when he had
been seen by Betty Manddll!

"Sx o'clock,” observed Bob, gandng at his waich. "By Jove, | didnt know it was so late. | say, old
fdlow, where are you stopping?"

"At the Agtorhilt."

"Suppose | stop there for you—in about an hour? | should like to have you dine with me. We shdl have
more time to talk. | have afew important phone cals to make; | mus dress -"

"Cetainly," said Harry, rigng. "'l shdl return to the hotel, to expect you between saven and hdf after -"
"Between hdf after seven and eight,” suggested Bob.
AS hisvigtor waited, Bob turned to the desk. Two letters were there, addressed to Robert Gavin.

Bob noted that Harry Vincent was observing them. He sdled over and picked up the letters quickly,
tuning them so his vistor could not see the addresses. He cdled for Briggs The man entered and Bob
gave him the letters.

"Take care of these right away," he said in an undertone. "When you go out. Understand?”

Briggs nodded. Bob turned to shake hands with Harry Vincent. Briggs ushered the vistor to the door.
When he returned, Bob was &t the telephone.



"Keep on the lookout, Briggs" he said, in alow voice, as he covered the mouthpiece of the instrument.
"Be sure that bird has gone."

"Hesleft, dl right,” said Briggs, moving toward the door.

Bob was talking to some one now. He was discussng the man who had just left. Briggs divined from the
conversation, that the Chief was on the other end of the wire.

"I this guy Vincent is O.K.," said Bob, "weve got to get busy before these birds show up from South
Africa But he may be a phony— sent by The Shadow to work inwith me.

"If that's the case, I've planted the idea with him. He saw those fake letters addressed to Bob Gavin. He
saw me give them to Briggs -"

Hisvoice cut off as he listened. Briggs knew that he was getting ingructions. Bob uttered the word "yes'
a intervds as he kept the recaeiver close againg his ear. His face bore a amile when he lad asde the
telephone.

"It'sdl set, Briggs" Bob said. "You go down to Brindle's. Keep your eye out for Moose Shargin. Hand
him the |etters and give him this note.”

Bob seized a sheet of paper and scrawled a few lines in pencil. He folded the message and handed it to
Briggs

"Tdl Moose to tear it up,” he added, "but drop the pieces. Say it low— just make sure that Moose is
wise. Hell probably know what to do, anyway. Don't act suspicious, whatever you do.

"Wait, now—don't say a word to Moose unless he doesn't tear the note. Get me? Youll probably be
watched while you're there; but don't let on.”

BRIGGS put the note in his pocket, with the |etters. He |eft the house and walked leisurdly to the nearest
elevated dation.

Some twenty minutes afterward, he arrived a Brindles. He took a table in a corner and waited. Moose
Shargin appeared, accompanied by Garry Elvers. They sat near by.

Briggs moved over and spoke to Shargin as one would address an acquaintance. He laid the |etters and
the note on the table as he spoke.

The gang leader did not refer to the note until Briggs had stepped away. He opened it rather dyly and
noted its contents.

Shargin's hands dropped beneath the edge of the table as he tore the paper and let the pieces flutter to
the floor. He glanced at his watch.

"Kind of early, Gary,” Shargin said. "Let's drop down the street and kill an hour a the News Red
Theater. They're showing some shots of Jake Bernie being quizzed on that kidnapping he pulled.”

The men |eft the restaurant and strolled to the theater. It had one entrance and one exit, that led back to
Broadway.

Back in Brindl€'s, Briggs was finidhing a sandwich. He left the cafe shortly afterward.

Following his departure, a middle-aged man entered the restaurant and chanced to take the table where
Moose and Garry had been. The man ate dowly and thoughtfully, apparently paying no atention to the



people about him.

When he |€ft the restaurant, the torn pieces of paper were no longer on the floor. When they came to
light, they showed beneath the dash lamp of an automobile, which was parked on a dde street near
Broadway. Two long, white hands deftly united the fragments so the message could be read.

Leave with your friend & nine o'clock. Will wait until | hear from you at destination. Will join you then.

The dash lamp was extinguished. A soft laugh sounded within the car as this man dipped out into the
darkness.

Only a shadow moved dong the sdewalk. It reached Broadway and its shape was logt. It reappeared, a
motionless blotch, outsde the exit of the News Red Theseter. It was dill there when Moose Shargin and
Gary Elvers came from the movie house.

Asthe gangsters waked up Broadway, the patch of darkness followed them.

Hiram Mdlory's theory had worked. He had counted on The Shadow to follow any trail that might leed
to the imprisoned Bob Galvin.

Moose Shargin and Garry Elvers were the two redoubtable personages who were leading Madlory's
enany into the trap!

CHAPTER XVII. INTO THE TRAP

MOOSE SHARGIN and Gary Elvers stopped by a par of steps that led to a basement door. They
were in the heart of New York's Chinatown. They were sanding outsde a spot wdl known to those
members of the underworld who knew the ways of the Chinese. Thiswas the lair of Wing Toy.

The gang leader and his bodyguard held a muffled conversation. They looked around them suspicioudy;
then, as though satisfied that no one was watching, they descended the steps.

They did not glance behind them as they tapped upon the door a the foot of the steps. Even when the
barrier opened mechanicdly, they glanced only straight before them as they entered.

Hence, they did not see a shadowy form that dmost floated across the narrow street to merge with the
darkness of the cracked stone steps.

Shargin and his underling were in along, dilapidated passage. The wal on the right was blank, save for a
sngle door some twenty feet ahead. On the left were various doors dl closed. These indicated thet the
place had once been a hop joint. Now it showed Sgns of disuse.

The only person in the passage was atdl, solemn-faced Mongolian. He had pressed the button to admit
the gangsters. Now he was standing by what appeared to be his accustomed post—the sngle door on
the right of the passage.

The corridor terminated in a heavy metd door, which evidently led to a large room a the end of the
passage.

Moose, with the air of one familiar with his surroundings, approached the Mongolian guard and muttered
afew words.

The big Chinaman scanned the speaker's face in the gloom and grunted an expresson of assent. He
pressed a button beside the door.



A minute passed; then came a buzzing sound. The door pushed open as Moose pressed againd it. The
gang leader entered, with Garry at his heds.

Here was a strange passageway. Gloomier than the other corridor and narrower, it led to a short flight of
steps.

The men went up to a landing, with a door at the left. Then they descended the same number of steps.
The passage turned to the right at aright angle.

Along thisthey waked; then arrived at another turn to the right. This portion of the passage brought them
to an abrupt ending, with a closed door at the right.

Shargin knocked. There was another buzz. The door opened. The gangsters stepped into a strange,
dmly lighted den.

THIS room, square in shape, was Stuated completely within the four passages which the vigtors had
followed. Thet, initsdf, was an oddity; but the appearance of the room was even more remarkable.

It was a peculiar medley of Orienta lavishness and Occidenta practicability.

Themain furnishings of the room were Chinese. The paneled walls were decorated with painted dragons.
The chairs, the angle couch, and dl the trappings, were bizarre. Taborets, splendid in color, served as
gooals.

Y et, in the midgt of this Pekinese setting was a roll-topped desk with swive chair and a did telephone of
French gyle.

The gngle occupant of the room was himsdf a mingling of West and East. He was a Chinaman whose
parchmentlike face would have befitted a Tibetan lama

He was garbed in American dothing, but his garments were a somber black, save for his white shirt and
collar, and the giff, white cuffs that showed at hiswrigts.

He was Wing Toy, the modernesque Tong leader, under whose regime the devadtating wars of
Chinatown had come to an abrupt ending.

Moose Shargin and Garry Elvers stood in the presence of the Celestid big shot.

Wing Toy waved them to seats. Moose chose a curved Chinese char. Garry rested himsdf upon a
taboret.

The Chinaman looked peecefully at Moose, as though waiting for the gangster to state his errand. Moose
responded.

"How's the guy making out?" questioned the gang leader, indining his head toward the opposite wall.
"Asusud," responded Wing Toy.

"That's good," commented Moose. "Wed figured on getting him out of here before this, but -"
"Thereis no hurry," declared Wing Toy.

"I know that," declared Moose. "But we're up agang a tough dtuation, Wing Toy. You remember wha
you told me when | brought him here—that if any one ese came for him, there would be trouble -"



"I remember.”
"W, we figure that some one is coming for him; and we want the trouble to land.”
Wing Toy placidly awaited an explandtion.

"Therés one guy," stated Moose, "jugt one, who is wise to the fact that we took thisfdlow Gavin away.”

"A policeman?'
"NO_"

WING TOY shrugged his shoulders. He was indifferent to any forces other than those of the law. Not
because he feared them, but because it was his palicy to keep in their good graces.

Wing Toy, as a power, had brought peace to Chinatown. He took his tributes from the leaders of amdl
tongs. He engaged in the opium business only indirectly.

Detectives found him ussful and hdpful. They never bothered him. He was goplying the racket idea to the
Americanized Chinese.

Thiswas known to Moose Shargin; hence the gangster understood the Chinaman's shrug. Nevertheless,
he was anxious to convince Wing Toy that a real menace existed.

"Did you ever hear of The Shadow?" asked Moose.

"The Shadow?'

"Yes the bird that tries to crimp anything he thinks is crooked, but doesn't need the cops to help him -"
Wing Toy nodded suddenly.

"Yes" he declared, "I have heard of him. Once a long time ago— this Shadow made trouble with some
Chinese. Heisthe one that seeks your prisoner?

"Yes. Weve been watching for him, but so far, he has lad low. So we're trying the decoy suff. Weve
played it so he knows where we have gone. He may be on our tral now."

"That was not wise" observed Wing Toy. "It would have been better to have led him to some other
place”

"You don't know The Shadow. He's uncanny, that bird. Even now, it's a safe bet that he knows we're
gving im some leads. But he won't stop at any danger.

"If he knows where Gavin is, hell come there. So we figured it was best to bring hm here. Theres
another reason, too, Wing Toy. We knew that if anybody could trap him, you could.”

The Chinaman showed no notice of the compliment.
"I have no quarrdl with The Shadow,” he said.

"That doesn't make any difference” declared Moose. "We havel Y ou're watching Gavin, aren't you? If
The Shadow comes here, it's your job -"

"It ismy job to take care of those who come here. Not those who are brought -* Wing Toy hesitated



thoughtfully, and raised his hand for Sllence as M oose began an objection. "But there is a certain justice in
your request. You are bringing The Shadow here—yet he is coming of his own free will. Is that correct?”

M oose nodded.

"Therefore" said Wing Toy, in his dow, careful English, "while you yoursaves would like to trap him, you
fed that only | am capable.”

"That'sit,” sad Moose, in a complimentary tone.

"Then," declared the Chinaman, "it shdl be what you cal fifty-fifty."

"How's that?"

"I shdl show you how to catch The Shadow. You shdl do the catching.”
"Gredt!" exdamed Moose, with a Sddong glance toward the slent Garry.
"You sgy that The Shadow does not fear danger?' questioned Wing Toy.
"Hell go anywhere," declared Moose. "But they say heis as clever as afox.”

"Thefox is clever,” said Wing Toy, "but it is man who has declared him clever. So man is clever as the
fox. So we say in China, where man traps the fox, but the fox never traps man. Look."

He arose and walked to the far wal. He pressed a hidden spot. A panel did to one sde, reveding a low,
narrow opening.

This explained the landing in the passage. Ogtengbly giving access to a side room, the landing dso
alowed for this short tunnd. Wing Toy pointed to adim door a the end of the cavity.

"There is the prisoner,” he said. "Behind that door. Could you find this opening? Would you care to
enter?'

The pand closed as Moose Shargin answered.

"I couldn't find it," he declared. "Y ou remember how | tried? I've seen you open it hdf a dozen times yet
it beats me"

"Answer my other question. Would you care to enter it, if you did find it?'

"No, | don't think | would."

"Vey good. People are not supposed to find that place. They are not supposed to enter it. Come here”
Moose advanced to a spot dightly to the left of the mechanica pand.

"Try to find an opening here," suggested Wing Toy.

The ganggter ran his hand up and down the wall. Suddenly he touched a secret spring even though his
touch was blundering.

A duplicate pand opened. It reveded another short tunnd, with a door at the other end. A light shone
through atiny round window, like through a porthole.

With an exdamation of surprise, Moose entered the short passage and put his eyes to the window. He



came back with a questioning look on his face.

"I can seeinto Gavin's room from there" he said. "He's adeep -"

"That is not important,” said Wing Toy. ™Y ou found the spring, did you not?"
"Sure. It was easy.”

"You went through the opening, did you not?!

"Sure. | wanted to see through that little window in the door.”

"There is no door," declared Wing Toy. "That isawadl, a the other end. A wall, made to look like a
door. The window is of glass that cannot be broken.”

"What's the idea?'
The Chinaman walked across the room, opened a closet to reved an dectric switch on a pand.

He pulled the switch. A sheet of sted dropped like a curtain, dosing the pand. Both Shargin and Elvers
uttered an exclamation of surprise.

"That little tunnd,” explained Wing Toy, "goes dso under the landing. But it is made easy to find. It is
made to coax people to enter.

"When one person enters it, another person, in this closet, can make that person say.”
"A trap!" exdamed Moose.

"The Chinese look for secret places” said Wing Toy solemnly. "Some of them have found this. They
have gone in, because that little window has coaxed them. Never has one faled to go in. Never has one
come out - by himsdf."

Why?

The Chinaman pointed to a cord beside the switch. "When thisis drawn,” he explained, "a gas will enter
thet closed tunnd. That gaswill kill."

" get you!" exclamed Moose. "Y ou figure we can let The Shadow come in here, find the tunnd and go
in—then some onein this closet -"

Wing Toy nodded. He indicated an opening in the carved door of the closet. It made a perfect peephole,
50 that aman hidden there could see what happened in the room.

"Who will be there?' asked Moose,
The Chinaman pointed to Garry Elvers.

"But if The Shadow knows we camein here" objected Moose, "hell wonder why Garry hasn't come out

"I shell take care of that," said Wing Toy. He picked up a hat and overcoat from a taboret in the corner.
Donning the garments, he pointed to the door.

The three men went through the right-angled passages until they came to the outer door. There, Wing
Toy pressed alatch. They stepped out into the corridor.



The Mongolian guard, his hands nestled in his bosom, leaned forward to scan the faces of Moose
Shargin and Garry Elvers, as though to make sure that they were the two men who had entered.

Moose had not noticed the man's face before. Even now, it was obscure in the dimness. But he detected
an odd sparkle in the eyes. They seemed to glow like beads of light in the hollows of that yelow face.

The big Chinaman appeared to be garing at the vistor through a mask.

During this scrutiny, the Mongolian's back was toward Wing Toy. Having finished his ingpection of
Shargin, the big man studied Elvers. He then turned to the door to make sure that it was tightly closed.

He did not face Wing Toy at dl. The Tong leader spoke while the big man's back was turned. Wing
Toy's words were in Chinese; the Mongolian uttered a low reply in the same language. Wing Toy spoke
again, the man grunted a reply.

Wing Toy motioned to Moose and Garry to follow as he went toward the street door.

The three stood within the door, Wing Toy spesking in a low undertone while he glanced back a the
guardian of the door.

"When we get out of here" he said, "make it plain that we are separding to rgoin later. Then if we are
overheard -"

Moose and Garry nodded.

"You'—Wing Toy indicated Garry—"go to the Manchu Restaurant, in the next street.” He drew a card
from his coat pocket and dipped it into Garry's hand. "Ask for Looey Look. Give him this. He will take
you back to the room.

"You'—Wing Toy turned to Moose—"go in there a little later. Also ask for Looey Look. You will find
methere”

"What about the guy by the door?' Moose indicated the big Mongolian with his thumb.
"Hewill follow directly after us™

Wing Toy threw alast look toward the big guard. Wing Toy's brow furrowed dightly. He watched. The
man made no movement whatever.

The Tong leader seemed satisfied. He opened the door to the Street.

GARRY ELVERS separated from his companions while Moose was taking rather loudly to Wing Toy.
Glandng back over his shoulder, Garry saw the two men wak away in the opposite direction.

Garry drolled around the block, spied the door of the Manchu Restaurant, and entered. He asked for
Looey Look.

Garry was taken to a Chinaman who wore a perfect-fitting Tuxedo. Looey Look received the card.
"Comein the office said Look.

He led the way up aflight of steps, turned abruptly, and went into a little room. He closed the door and
opened a full-length mirror from the wal. This reveded a passage.

Garry followed him to the end; there Looey Look pushed open a barrier and they entered another room.



This opening aso proved to be amirror. The Chinaman unlocked a door.
Garry found himsdf on the little landing in the labyrinth of passages that surrounded Wing Toy's sanctum.
"Goon," sad Looey Look. "Pull the knob. The door will open.”

Gary obeyed. He reached Wing Toy's room, closed the door behind him, and bestowed himsdf in the
clost.

Gary was no schemer, yet he understood Wing Toy's cleverness. The door to the room was tricky; so
was the pane on the opposite wall, dthough now that Garry knew of it, he could dmogt see its edges
from the peephole.

These tricks were not too apparent; nor were they too easy to discover.
Garry saw the door of the room tremble. He held his hand againgt the switch. The door opened.

Gary had expected to see a black-clad form come into the dim light. Instead, it was a Chinaman who
entered.

Garry recognized the man as the Mongolian guard, not by the face, which Garry had not noticed closdy,
but by the man's posture.

The big Chinaman stood in the center of the room and looked about him. Garry wondered what he was
doing here. The man was disobeying orders. Wing Toy had told him to leave—at least, S0 Wing Toy had
sad.

The Chinaman was strutinizing every part of the room. Garry could see his eyes gleam. The gangster
sensed danger from this man.

With his left hand dill on the switch, Garry drew an automatic with hisright. No use to |t this felow spoail
the game. Garry decided to step out of the closet and order the man to depart.

At that ingant, something made the gangster delay.

The Chinaman was looking at the secret pand that led to the blind tunndl. He strode across the room and
placed his hand upon it. The panel opened suddenly. The man walked in.

Adting indinctivdy, Garry pulled the switch. The stedl curtain dropped.

Garry laughed glefully, like a child with a new plaything. He had trapped the intruder—the man who had
disobeyed!

Sill chuckling mercilesdy, Garry reached for the cord to release the flow of gas.

CHAPTER XVIII. THE TRAP IS SPRUNG

GARRY ELVERS amiled as his fingers fdt the smooth rope. His murderous indinct was at its highest
pitch. He had shot men down in gang wars, but never before had he known the dation of tricking avictim
to his unexpected doom.

Garry's killings had usudly been followed by flight. Here was hisfirst chance to gloat over a hdpless foe.
He paused to wonder whether the gas would poison or Smply overpower.

Inthat moment of hestation, Garry redized that he was making a mistake. He had been placed here to



trap The Shadow—not to capture and dispose of a prying Chinaman.

Suppose he should overpower or kill the man. What would Wing Toy say? Garry had no desire to incur
the disfavor of the Tong leader.

But there was another thought—more regtraining than the fird one. That was the thought of Moose
Shargin. A mentd picture formed in Garry's mind— Moose, indignant at his supidity for wagting the trap
thet had been laid for The Shadow!

Garry was worrying as he let go the cord and pushed open the door of the closet.
Suppose The Shadow should arrive now!

The gangster redized that there was only one course: to release the Chinaman and send him away before
The Shadow came.

Gary strode across the room and listened by the sted curtain. He heard a methodicd tapping. Had it
been hurried or violent, Garry would have been tempted to ignore it. But there was no Sgn of terror or
exctement on the part of the man within. The tapping convinced Garry that he wasiin error.

Perhaps the Mongolian had misunderstood Wing Toy's orders— ddlivered in Chinese. At any rate, the
dow, methodicd raps indicated that the prisoner was Smply sgnding for hisrelease, and appeared to be
iNno grest haste.

Cautioudy retregting, Garry pulled the switch. The stedl curtain rose.

Covering the tunnd with his automatic, Garry approached. The Chinaman came blandly forth, his
shoulders stooped, his hands crossed upon his breast. He grinned at Garry.

The gangster dill hed hisrevolver leveed.
"What did you come here for?' Garry demanded.

"Wing Toy, he say comee here," replied the Chinaman, in pidgin English. "He say lookee to see if man dl
rightee in there. He say comee soon—I ookee— then go away. | comee too late.”

"Youre lucky," declared Garry, pointing over his left shoulder with his thumb. "I was going to pull that
rope. Then it would have been curtains for you. But when | heard you tapping, | et you out.”

"Vdee good. You wanee me go now?'

"Yeeh," growled Garry. He was garing at the Chinaman's hands. There seemed to be adight bulge in the
gown beneeth them, as though something was hidden there. "You go fast—and don't come back.

Savvy?
The Chinaman nodded. Garry glanced into his face. Now, like Moose Shargin, Garry noticed the
sngular, masklike appearance of those features, with the sparkling eyes that stared from deep hollows.

Thar effect was dmog hypnotic. The gangster's watchfulness dwindled momentarily; then, seized by a
vague suspicion, he started to raise the gun that he had lowered unthinkingly, while his left hand shot out
to seize the Chinaman's wridt.

But Garry was too late. Before his finger could press the trigger of the automatic, the yellow-faced man
was upon him.



The man's left hand wrested the automatic from Garry's grasp. His right arm warded aside the gangster's
dutch and, continuing upward, dedt a solid blow to Garry's chin. The gangster staggered. Before he
could recover, the Chinaman clutched himin ajujutsu hold.

Garry, druggling, was hoisted upward; his body revolved in mid-air and landed flat on the floor. The
gangder lay stunned.

The victor did not hesitate. His robe dipped from his body. A folded mass of black cloth fdl upon the
floor beside the unconscious gangger.

The ex-Chinaman leaned over the form of Garry Elvers, sorutinizing the victim's feetures. There, in that
weird, dim room, an amazing transformation was taking place.

Moose Shargin, a tha precise moment, was gtting in a little office on the bacony & the rear of the
Manchu Restaurant. He had been ushered there by Looey Look, for whom he had inquired. The
restaurant manager had just returned from his trip with Garry Elvers when Shargin arrived.

Wing Toy had not yet appeared. Hence Moose was done with his thoughts, in the plainly furnished
office He sat in achar and stared a ametd plate on the wdl, above the telephone.

There were severa smdl dectric bulbs on the plate; One of them was lighted. Moose wondered what it
meant. He waited severd minutes. Then he heard a noise at the door, and Wing Toy entered.

"We shdl wait here" said the Tong leader, seeting himsdf opposite Moose.

The gang leader was about to speak when Wing Toy suddenly noticed the light on the wal plate. For
once the placid Chinaman registered surprise.

"That light!" he exclamed. "When did it turn on?"
"It's been on," replied Moose.

"Snceyou camein?'

"es"

Moose followed Wing Toy. He was conducted through the mirrored room, following the route which
Garry had traversed with Looey Look. Wing Toy explained as they went.

"That light," he said, "connects with the door where my guard stands. It means that the door has been
opened.”

"You opened it when we went out."

"I mean it has been opened since then. | fixed the switch. Some one has comein!”
"The Shadow!"

"Hudh!" warned Wing Toy.

They were on the landing of the angled passage. The Tong leader moved with fdine stedth. Moose
duplicated the action. The door of Wing Toy's sanctum was open.



An automatic gleamed in the Chinaman's hand. M oose brought his own gat into view. Cautioudy, the two
peered into the door. Garry Elvers was seated at the desk, his head turned toward the sted curtain,
which was lowered.

"Garry!" The exclamation came from Shargin.
The man & the desk faced the door and grinned.
"Did you get him?" Shargin queried.

Garry nodded.

Wing Toy was garing at the open door of the closet. He went there, but did not touch the switch. He
noted that the cord had been pulled.

"Hesout,” he said to Shargin.

"Dead?' queried Moose.

"No. The gas does not kill. Thet follows™

Wing Toy clicked a switch lower on thewal. A humming sound followed the Tong leader's action.
"What's thet?' asked Moose.

"A fan," explained Wing Toy. "An dectric fan. It will clear the gas from the tunnd. Then we can enter.”

THE businesdike Chinaman studied a watch on hiswrigt, while the other men looked on curioudy. After
three minutes, Wing Toy turned the upper switch. The stedl curtain rose.

All three moved forward to peer into the tunnel. At fird it seemed empty; then the glare of Wing Toy's
flashlight revealed a huddled form in black, at the far end of the tunnd.

Moose Shargin paused gingerly on the threshold. Garry stood by, halding his autometic.
"Goin," observed Wing Toy. "Do not worry. The gas cannot fal. The man is unconscious.”

Moose entered. He clutched the black cloak and found it loose upon the man's shoulders. He lifted it,
with the douch hat that adorned the victim's head. He turned and tossed the objects into the room,
grinning in the light of Wing Toy's flash.

"Isit The Shadow?" questioned the Chinaman camly.

"It'shim, dl right," chuckled Moose. "I'll drag him out. Stay there with your gat, Garry, just to be on the
safe sde. We can't be too careful with this bird!™

He entered the tunnd as he spoke, and turned back to speak to Wing Toy. "Let's have that light in here,
90 | can spot this guy's mug.”

The Tong leader stepped into the tunnd and held his light over Moose Shargin's shoulder. The huddled
men lay face downward.

Moose raised the head and turned it upward. An exclamation of utter dumfoundment shot from his
parted lips.

Thelight revealed the face of Garry Elverd



Even as the cry came from Moose, there was a sharp dang at the mouth of the tunnd. The man in the
room—the one they had taken for Garry—had pressed the switch. The trappers were trapped!

"The Shadow!" blurted Moose. "In the room! It's him! The gas—hé's got us -"

There was only adight twinge of grimnessin Wing Toy's reply. Even in this predicament, the Tong leader
was unruffled.

"The gas container is empty,” he said. "We mug wait here until Looey comes. He will release us. Bt it
may be long before he comes."

While Moose Shargin fumed as he crouched above the helpless form of the red Garry Elvers, Wing Toy
dlently approached the little porthole window and stared into the room where the prisoner was. The
room had only one dim light, hence the glow through the little window was extremely weak.

"Look," sad Wing Toy.
Moose came to the window. What he saw brought new imprecations from him.

Bob Gavin, haggard even in the obscure light, was rigng from a couch in the corner. The prisoner was
daing in wonderment.

Before him stood a man clad in black—The Shadow, wearing the very garments that Moose had thrown
from the tunndl!

"Heis vary clever," declared Wing Toy, from the darkness behind Moose. "He has done what no man
ever did before. He has found the secret lock to the pand of the red tunnd.”

"He's taking Galvin away!" snarled Shargin. "Making a dlean get-away. Can't you stop him?"
"Thereisno way to stop him," replied Wing Toy, in the tone of afadig.

"Hell get us for thid" groaned Moose. "You and me both, Wing Toy - like he trapped Garry,
here—how, nobody knows."

"I have no quarrd with The Shadow,” said Wing Toy cadmly. "He is a wise man. That | can see. He is
dangerous to those who oppose him. He will know that this is your work—not mine”

Another snarl from Moose Shargin told what was happening more effectively then if the gang leader had
spoken words.

In obedience to The Shadow's command, the prisoner was leaving the room where he had been so long
confined. He seemed weeak and unsteedy. The Shadow was ading him.

As the two men disappeared from Shargin's view, the one in black turned momentarily toward the little
window. Moose saw the glimmer of his eyes. Then he began to understand.

They were the eyes of the Chinese guard—the man who had looked a him and Garry, but who had
avoided the gaze of Wing Toy!

"He knocked out your guard!" exclamed Moose, to Wing Toy. "The guy outsde the door—while we
were planning in here. It was him you told to go away—and he answered you in your own lingo!

"Youll find your man lying cold in one of those old hop rooms. Then The Shadow must have come in
here and fooled Garry—knocked him unconscious, too— fixed himsdf up to look like Garry—laying for
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The remainder of Moose Shargin's digointed explanation became incoherent. Rage was overcoming the
thwarted gang leader.

Unaided, The Shadow had decelved weatchful eyes, had overpowered two men and had captured the
othersin their own snare; had found the secret of Wing Toy's pand!

Bob Gavin had escaped—and The Shadow was gone!

As he waited in the gloom, fuming while Wing Toy quietly looked forward to the arrivd of assstance,
Moose Shargin fancied that he heard a Snister sound.

Evenin the depths of that stedl-walled trap, his ears seemed to catch the mocking laugh of The Shadow.

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW'S DISCOVERY

BRIGGS opened the front door of the Gavin manson. He recognized the man who was standing on the
steps. It was Harry Vincent.

"Hdlo," said Harry. "Is Mr. Gavin a home?

"Yes, gr," replied Briggs, promptly, "but he is not feding well, sr. Didn't you get my master's message a
the Adorhbilt?"

"No."
Briggs feigned surprise.

"It was alittlewhile after you left,” he said. "Mr.—er—Mr. Gavin had a sudden attack of dizziness He
cdled in a doctor, who told him to go to bed and rest. So he cdled up the Agtorbilt and left word for you
to—er—to cal him to-morrow."

"I didn't receive the message,” said Harry, quietly.

He knew that Briggs was lying; a the same time, Harry was making a pretense. He was gving the
impresson that he had been waiting along while a the Agtorhilt.

As amatter of fact, he had been watching this very front door for the past three hours. He had returned
to his post after having deverly tralled Briggs to Brindle's Cafe, and had remained outside the restaurant
until Moose Shargin and Garry Elvers had appeared.

Harry had not recognized the gangsters. They had not known him. But a man waking close behind them
hed given Harry a quick sgnd which meant he was no longer needed.

Harry had departed, and had arrived near the old Gavin manson before Briggs had returned. He had
seen Briggs go in; but the false Bob Gavin had not come out.

So Harry had not been to the Adorbilt a dl. He had phoned to a specid number, and had heard
Burbank answer. He had been told that the Agtorbilt would be informed that Mr. Vincent would not be
thereif any one inquired. Burbank, Harry knew, had attended to that.

So Harry had waited, in the darkness of a parked coupe on the other Sde of the narrow street, ready to
falow the fase Bob Gavin, should the man appear.



Harry lingered hestaingly on the front steps; then he bade Briggs good night and started to the strest.
The big man watched him. He stepped out from the shelter of the front door in order to keep Harry in
view for afew seconds longer.

So intent was Briggs that he did not notice a vague shadowy form that crept upward beside him. Like an
gpparition, it dipped through the open front door. Briggs turned and reentered the house.

Asthe door closed behind him, Briggs fdt himsdf saized in an overpowering grasp. His assalant worked
quickly and with tdling effect. A strong forearm pressed so firmly againgt the big man's throat that not
even agurgle came from hislips.

Briggs crumpled upon the floor. In afew seconds, he was gagged and securdly bound. A hand from the
darkness reopened the front door. There was alow, indiginguisheble hiss

Two men came from a car across the street, one leaning ungteedily upon the other. They entered the
darkened hdlway and moved quietly across the room into gloomy light. Their faces were revealed.

One was Harry Vincent, grim and purposeful. The other was the red Bob Galvin, pae and tired-looking.

Agan that hiss—a soft ghilant sound. Harry stopped beside a large comfortable chair. He placed Bob
Gavininit.

Then came alow whigper from the man in the darkness. His black, shadowy form moved into the gloom
and stood close beside Harry.

"Look for Maddox," came the soft words. "He may be in the study."

Harry nodded. He saw the black form glide across the hdlway and merge with the darkened dairs. The
Shadow was gone on a search of the second floor. He had |eft the ground floor to Harry.

The young man drew an automatic and moved uncertainly in the direction of the study. He saw a gleam
o light around a corner. He advanced and reached the study door. With revolver leveled, ready for
indant use, he peered into the lighted room.

It was empty. The fase Bob Gavin was not there.

Harry returned to the foot of the gairs. He then went over and sat beside Bob Galvin. There was another
ghilant sound through the gloom.

"He's not in the Sudy,” Harry reported, inalow voice.
"Take Gdvinin," came a whisper.

Harry helped Bob Gavin into the study. Hardly had they seated themsdlves before a huge form
appeared in the doorway. It was Briggs, bound and gagged, being carried by invisble ams.

Lifted from the floor, the big man appeared tremendous. His body swung forward and was lad in the
center of the room. Above it stood a man clad in black, his face hidden benesth the broad-brim of a dark
hat, his chin obscured by the upturned collar of his sable cloak.

Briggs opened his frightened eyes and stared at the grim form above him. The Shadow leaned forward
and dipped the gag from the man's mouth.

"Whereis Maddox?" came the shilant question.



"I don't know," replied Briggs, weekly. He could see two glaing eyes saring into his face.
"When did he leave here?' was the next question.

"While | was out."

"Whileyou were a Brindles?'

"Wes"

THE SHADOW knew that Briggs was spesking the truth. Whatever misson Bob Maddox had gone
upon to-night, Briggs was in ignorance of it. The man gained his tongue and tried to explain, for he feared
The Shadow.

"Bob mus have got a cdl while | was out,” he said. "He was figuring on something—that's dl | know.
He's gone. Where—I don't know."

The gag was replaced. The Shadow carried Briggs from the room. When he returned, he spoke to Harry
Vincert, while Bob Galvin, weak and wondering, looked on and listened.

"Briggs is in the Sde vedtibule™" spoke The Shadow. "Knocked out. Do not worry about him. He is
ydlow. Stay here with Gavin.

"Cdl in Perkins, the chauffeur. Tdl him enough to let him know that there is danger. Burke will come here
leter.

"Keegp on watch. Surprise Maddox if he returns—but—he may not return.”

There was a ggnificant emphasisin The Shadow's find words. Harry understood. He knew that this man
of the night intended to find the man who had posed as Bob Gavin, and he knew that the pretender
would not fare wel in the encounter.

"Take him updgtairs,” continued The Shadow, indicating Bob Gavin with a sweep of his black-gloved
hand.

Harry arose and helped Bob from the room. The rescued man was regaining his steadiness now. His
confinement in Wing Toy's dungeon had been only temporarily weskening.

After the two were gone, The Shadow seated himsdf before the flat-topped desk. He made two phone
cdls One was to Burbank, comfortably ensconced in a room across the street from Hiram Malory's
home. The other was to Clyde Burke.

After receiving short reports, The Shadow sat in deep thought. For a few minutes, there was no mation
of his black-clad form. Then came alow, soft laugh.

THE SHADOW stepped back from the desk. Quickly, he began to search its contents, looking for some
clew that might be of vaue to him.

He had searched here before but that had been some time ago. The Shadow laid a few articles upon the
desk, among them the old address book used by Theodore Gavin.

A black glove dipped away from a long white hand. Off came the other glove. The fire-opa gleamed
upon its dender, tapered finger— afinger that combined shapeliness with strength.

The hands began to write, inscribing short, terse satements.



They do not yet know the purpose of the paper which they have found.

The hands carefully traced the eght mysterious symbols. A soft laugh came from the man in black as he
wrote agan:

They have sought to learn of it through friends of Theodore Gavin. There have been two interviews.
Tonight—a third—

There was a pause. Then the hand wrote two names:
Harkness.
Westcott.

A laugh followed ingantly. Then the hand inscribed one name above the eight cryptic characters, and
another name below. The top name was Harkness, the bottom name Westcott.

The Shadow laughed mirthlesdy. Here was evidence of the plotters efforts to decipher the cryptic
symboals.

They had figured that a name was indicated. They had gone over the lig of Theodore Gavin's friends.
They had found two whose names were spelled with eght letters, ending in a double |etter.

The white hands were now running through the pages of the address book. Keen eyes were scanning the
names registered there.

After one quick search, the hands turned back the pages to the letter M. Under that letter appeared the
only other name that fitted with the idea upon which the plotters had been working. The name was
Mitchell—Zachary Mitchdl.

The address book was cast aside. The Shadow had the telephone book. He found the name of Zachary
Mitchell. It was listed twice as attorney, Bridgeton Building; resdence, an address on One Hundred and
Twenty-fifth Street.

The Shadow spoke into the telephone. He was cdling Burbank. He gave quick, short ingtructions.

Then he arose, whirled toward the door and Ieft the room. A low laugh sounded as the man in black
strode toward the front door.

It was not alaugh of pleasure. It was alaugh of grim determination.

CHAPTER XX. THE SHADOW ARRIVES
"S0 you are Theodore Gavin's nephew,” said Zachary Mitchell.

Bob Maddox nodded.

"I remember you as a boy," declared the old, gray-haired lawyer. ™Y ou have changed grestly—according
to my recollections. Ah, wdl— we dl change."

"You were a close friend of my uncl€'s, were you not?"
Zachary Mitchdl amiled camnily.
"Scarcely more than an acquaintance,” he said. "Y et in redity, his best friend.”



Bob Maddox seemed perplexed by this paradoxical statement. But he made no immediate reply.
"I have been quite anxious to meet you," he said. "In fact, | have been waiting here quite awhile”
"Y ou should have cdled me"

"I did cdl—they said you would be back shortly."

"Which meant a couple of hours” amiled Mitchell. "W, that is one of my peculiar traits. | have never
vaued time.

"But tdl me, have you any specid purpose in thisvist, other than afriendly cal?’

"Yes" was Bob's answer. "I came, hoping to find some information regarding my uncle. | thought thet
perhaps you might give it to me."

Zachary Mitchdl eyed Bob closdly.

"Why do you think thet | might have some information?* he asked.
"From what Hodgson said.”

"Hodgson?"

"Yes My uncles old trusted servant. You know"—Bob's voice broke as he pretended sudden
sorrov—"Uncle Theodore died in Paraguay. | am sure that he would like to have talked to me—or to
some friend. But he was unable even to write.

"Old Hodgson—I sent him away on a vacation, a few days ago— spoke to me confidentidly and
mentioned your name. Until now, | have not had the opportunity to cdl to see you."

"Ah, yes. What did Hodgson say?'

"Nothing specific. Smply that my unde had told him | should communicate with you. Evidently my unde
hed forebodings when he went away.”

"Hm-m-m." Mitchedl was thoughtful. "Do you know much about your uncle, Robert?"
Maddox shook his head.
"Then | am going to tel you something about him; something that you must never repeat.

"Theodore Gavin had dedings with certain men—| have no knowledge of ther identity—who were
dangeroud!”

Bob Maddox raised his eyebrows in well-feigned surprise,

"FOR some reason your unde feared those men. Perhaps—I say this impartidly, reviewing the hints that
your uncle made privaidy—his own affars were a trifle—er—unusud. Perhaps he had definite reasons
for going so far away as Paraguay.

"But of one thing | am certain. Your uncle desired to protect something which he possessed—namely,
wedth."

"His estate is quite smdl," declared Bab.



"Thet is on the surface,” declared Zachary Mitchdl. "I speak now of hidden wedth.”
Bob Maddox kept control of himsdf. Only a gleam in his eye betrayed his restrained interest.

"The fact that you have come to me" said Mitchdl, "is proof in itsdf that you are following indructions
from your uncle.

"I was not his attorney. | had no business dedlings with him. That is, none, except one—which was
Secret.

"He knew that | could be trusted. He told me of his possessions, and arranged that | should turn over
their key to the right person.”

"Hisheir?'
"Presumably. But the key would be useless to you unless you possess other information.

"I have an envelope that tels specificdly of ahiding place somewherein New York. It describes a room,
but finding that room would be like hunting for a needle in a haystack."

"Do you know whereit is?
"No."
Bob Maddox appeared puzzled. Of dl hisevil adventures, this was the strangest.

Here, in an gpartment high above the roaring street, in the quiet Stting-room of an old attorney's suite, he
was trying to gain the dlew to a mydery that savored of medieva castles and buried treasure that lay
benesth moated walls.

"How then can | obtain it?" he asked.
"It may not be intended for you," smiled Mitchel, wanly.
"Why are you tdling me about it?' asked Baob.

"Because it will do no harm,” was the answer. "1 am tdling you only because you are Theodore Gavin's
heir.

"He left you resduary legatee of his entire estate. | have seen his will —and therefore his secret
possessions belong to you, if you can find them.

"I have definite indructions. | am to wait for the person who brings me a specid paper which your unde
possessed. It gives the clew to the hiding place.

"What is the paper like?'

"I have never seen it. Theodore Gdvin told me that | would understand it when | saw it. Without it, | am
heplessto ad.”

Bob Maddox fumbled in his pocket.
"Isthisit?'

He passed over the sheet of paper which he had received a the Cobat Club. Zachary Mitchdl's eyes
lighted.



"Where did you get this?' he exclaimed.
"From Thaddeus Westcott."
"Ah, yes. Your unde must have Ift it with him."

"He did leave it with him. To keep urtil he returned. Or"—Bob fdt that a lie would hep the story—"to
gveto hisher if he did not return.”

THE explanation suited Zachary Mitchdll. He did not know that Westcott had smply given the paper to
Bob because he did not know what €lse to do with it.

Bob maintained his slence. He made no mention of the fact that this paper was a duplicate of the one
which Reynold Barker had found in Theodore Gavin's secret drawer.

Zachary Mitchdl was chuckling. His eyes beamed as he studied the paper before him.

"Your unde was right," he declared. "He sad that | would understand. | do understand. Smple,
now—ybut | would never have guessed.”

"You can solve the code?' questioned Baob, eagerly.
"Whet code?'

"The code on that paper.”

The old man laughed. "Thisis not a code," he declared.
"Not a code? What -"

"ltisamap," sad Zachary Mitchdl, quietly. "A map of New York streets, with your uncle's house as the
darting point.

"Look"—Bob leaned forward, intently as Mitchdl explained—"and observe those double lines Your
uncle's house faces south. Y ou go one square east, then one south.

"Connect the next symbol. Another square south, another east. Connect the next—one more east. Then
agngle square on adiagond street, running southeast -

Bob clutched the paper asthe old lawyer paused. Here was the clew - the map of New Y ork dtreets that
led to a spot some eeven squares away from the old manson where Theodore Gavin had lived.

"But what then?" he questioned. "Where will the hiding place be?"

"I have read the indructions in the envelope” declared Mitchdl, camly, now convinced that Bob was
fully entitled to dl information. "It gives a number and describes a room, tdling how the key can be used.
That makes it obvious.

"At the end of your tral you will, in dl probability, come to one of the many buildings which your uncde
erected.”

The old man opened a table drawer and drew out an envelope. Bob tore it open and began to read.
Mitchel aso handed him a key, which Bob took without looking.

"There, in the proper room," said Mitchel, "you will find the hiding place specified. It was probably



known to one man only beside your uncdle. That is the architect who designed it—undoubtedly Richard
Harkness -"

Bob looked up gartled a the name. He remembered now that Harkness had been on the point of
meking a statement when Clink had fired the fatd shot. So that was it! Harkness, to save his life, had
intended to speak.

THERE was some 9gnin Bob's face that startled Zachary Mitchdll. The old attorney stared narrowly at
the young man.

Bob did not natice the look. He was again reading the contents of the envelope. The telephone rang. Bob
looked up again; then resumed his reading as Mitchdl answered the phone in a quiet voice,

The lawyer's conversation consisted entirdly of short replies. Some one was giving him information, yet
the shrewd old attorney did not betray the fact.

He was ligening to a quiet voice—the voice of Burbank—and it was carrying both a warning and an
explanaion. The Shadow's agent was thwarting the schemes of Bob Maddox and hisfdlow plotters.

Mitchdll hung up the receiver and turned quigtly toward his visitor.

"Thereis something dse" he said, cdmly. "I had amog forgotten it. Read the letter agan.”
As Bob Maddox obeyed, the old lawyer reopened the table drawer. He turned.

Bob looked up, to find himsdf garing in the muzze of arevolver!

"You filthy crook!" declared Mitchel firmly. "You are not Robert Gavin. You are an impostor! Y our
nameis Maddox. You are one of the crooks whom Theodore Gavin feared!"

Maddox did not deny the impeachment. He cowered momentarily before the threat of the revolver; then
regained his bearing. He looked shrewdly a Zachary Mitchell.

"What of it?' he asked. "Old Gavin was crooked, too. He double-crossed the Chief. We're only after
what belongs to us"

"Part of it may be yours," declared Mitchell. "But as it now stands, possession has priority.

"Robert Gdvin is entitled to whatever wedth may be in that hiding place. You have tried to rob him.
Where is he? Murdered?’

"No," replied Maddox, camly. "He s tucked away somewhere. We didn't want him to make trouble.
"Look here. There's enough of ahaul for dl of us. If you want a split, well giveit to you."

"Vay condderate,”" commented Mitchell, sarcadtically. "1 shal end that little game, right now."

He reached for the telephone with his free hand.

"Wait!" blurted Maddox. "What are you going to do?'

"Tum you over to the palice" replied Mitchdl, his hand on the receiver. "You will be charged with the
abduction of Robert Gavin!"

A CHAOS of thoughts swept through Bob Maddox's brain. The abduction of Robert Gavin! What of



the murders of Hodgson and Betty Mandell? He was responsible for both!
Desperation seized him. It would be better to die now then later.

As Zachary Mitchdl lifted the receiver, Maddox threw himsdf franticdly upon the old lawyer. The gun
barked. The shot came too late. Maddox thrust Mitchedll's arm aside jugt as the lawyer pulled the trigger.

They grappled now, and dl the advantage lay with the younger man. He hdd Mitchdl's wrig in a
powerful clutch.

He was sure that the shot had been fired before the downstairs operator had answered the telephone, for
he heard a dicking begin while they were sruggling.

They were grimly slent, for Maddox had driven his hand into Mitchell's mouth and had thus prevented an
outcry. Now the old man began to weaken. Maddox flung him violently across the room.

Mitchdl tumbled as he struck the wadl. The revolver clattered on the floor. Maddox legped to the
telephone and placed the receiver on its hook.

He turned, just in time to see Mitchdl crawling for the gun. It was dmogt within the old man's grasp.
Maddox reached in his pocket to pull out his automatic. The gun caught as he hurried.

The old lawyer picked up his revolver. He was on his knees, steedying himsdf with one hand as he fired
hedily with the other. Had his am been sure, he would have ended the fray. But the old man's strength
hed gone; his hand wavered and the shot went wide.

Then came an answering report as Maddox loosed a bullet into the lawyer's body. Zachary Mitchel
collgpsed upon the floor.

Excitedly, Maddox picked up Mitchdl's revolver. He gathered the sheet of paper with its mapped
symboals, the letter and the key. He stood uncertainly in the center of the room; then spied a smdl rug
near the door.

He stooped forward and turned down one corner of the rug. Then, he hurriedly |eft the apartment.

Scarcely had the door closed before the man on the floor began to move. Bob Maddox, fearful of further
shots, with their attendant noise, had taken it for granted that Zachary Mitchell was dead.

In that he was not far wrong. The old man was dying. But he groped forward dong the floor to the chair
where Maddox had been stting.

There his hand encountered the pencil with which the young man had been tracing the plan of the map.
With an effort, Mitchdl raised himsdf to the table. On a sheet of paper, he wrote the name of the
kille—the name he had learned in the telephone warning.

Maddox shot me.
Mitchdl's hand fatered. The pencil dropped from nerveless fingers

With a find effort, Zachary Mitchel reached for the telephone. He could do no more than push the
ingrument from the table. The recelver came off the hook as the telephone fell to the floor.

The old man lay prone, gurgling incoherently into the mouthpiece of the telephone. Then, helay ill.



The door of the room opened an indant later. Into the gpartment strode a tal man in a black cloak, his
features hidden by the brim of a douch hat.

The keen eyes, peering from thar shdter, saw everything. The man in black leaned over the body of
Zachary Mitchell. The old lawyer was dead.

The Shadow had arrived—too late

CHAPTER XXI. SPOILS TO THE VICTORS

IT was twenty minutes past five o'clock the following afternoon. The day was gloomy; overhanging
clouds had brought on a premature evening. Lights were twinkling in the busy streets.

The upper gtories of the mammoth Royd Building showed gimmeing windows, which were seadily
dminishing in number.

From the portas of the mighty skyscraper, the home-going throng of workers was pouring into the
traffic-jammed thoroughfare.

High up, as far as the eye could see, were the rows of irregularly lighted windows. Thirty-four stories
from the street, the building tapered to a sngle, monalithic tower.

Where the sde portion of the building joined with the centrd edifice, a keen eye could detect a blank
wal atop the thirty-fourth floor. 1t seemed aftrivid bit of space, viewed from the Street below. Actudly it
was eight feet high.

From the street, on this gloomy afternoon, that portion of the building was practicdly invisble in the
gathering gloom and swirling fog.

A man sdled through the throng that was emerging from the building. His overcoat was muffled about his
neck. In his hand he carried alarge suitcase.

He was not the firs who had thus entered the Royd Building during the past quarter hour. Like those
who had gone before him, the man was inconspicuousin the crowd.

"Three—four—two—eight,” the man muttered.

He entered an express eevator, which had just discharged a load of living freight. In a few seconds, the
mean was whisking upward, to leave the eevator on the thirty-fourth floor, nearly four hundred feet above
the street below.

He waked dong a corridor, reached its end, and paused before a door which bore the number 3428.
He tapped lightly. The door opened.

The man joined a group in the unlighted room. He threw aside his overcoat. The face of Bob Maddox
showed dimly in the dusk.

THE men talked in low whispers. There were fivein the room, now; five arch-plotters men of evil deeds
and bruta methods.

Hiram Mdlory stood in a corner, a quiet, decaving amile registered upon his face. Besde hm was
Briggs expressionless. The others were Moose Shargin and Garry Elvers.

The gang leader was hard-faced. His bodyguard appeared pae.



"Easy, now," came Hiram Malory's whisper. He looked gpprovingly a the suitcases which the men had
brought. "Thisis the clean-up, to-night. After this—we go our own ways."

A low buzz of gpprovd greeted hiswords.

"We have tricked The Shadow," declared the evil old man. "I shdl report for mysdf and Briggs. Then let
me hear your statements.

"Ladt night, Briggs was captured by The Shadow. He was bound in a vestibule of the old Gavin house.
He escaped and came to me.

"I had heard, by that time, of Robert Galvin's escape. | decided that young Gavin had been taken back
to his uncle's home and was protected there. That proved to be correct.

"Briggs and | dipped away from my home. We have beffled dl pursuit. We came here a few minutes
ago, confident that we have not been followed."

Madlory turned questioningly toward Moose Shargin.

"Garry and | have been hiding out," declared the gang leader, in alow, gruff voice. "We got pulled out of
that tunnd in Wing Toy's place. | phoned you about it.

"You told us to lay low. We did. Nobody, The Shadow included, could know where weve been. We
got here tonight, O.K. We've dipped it over on that wise guy!"

Hiram Mdlory looked a Maddox.

"Dont worry about me" said Maddox. "I hit out for my hideout as soon as | got away from Mitchel's
joint. | dodged plenty, too. Maybe | left something for the bulls to find, but I don't think so.

"I tipped you off, Chief. I've lad low, like you said, after | Ieft the key where you told me.”
"You left no bit of evidence concerning this place?' Mdlory ascertained.

"Not one bit!"

"You saw no 9gn of The Shadow?"'

"None. Only a cdl that made Mitchel suspicious—a phone cdl. Maybe it was The Shadow."”

"That would mean he was along way off," commented Mdlory, in approval. "You acted wisdy, Bob. Do
not worry about the police. Have you seen the evening newspapers?”'

"No."

"Robert Gavin has been arrested for the murder of Zachary Mitchdl.”

"What!" exdaimed Bob.

"Certainly. The Shadow has played into our hands™ Malory went on. "It iswel that we let Gavin live”
"How did they come to get im?"

"Robert Galvin announced his name when he entered Mitchdl's gpartment house. He was dso seen to
leave hurriedly.”



"Tha was md" Bob informed.

"Certainly,” Mdlory continued, "but the police don't know that. Inspector Zull made the arrest. Gavin is
injail. Getting the third degree now, indl probability.”

Bob Maddox chuckled. This was the find touch!

THE gloom had thickened in the room; Madlory could scarcely see the faces of his companions now.
"Rase that shade higher," he ordered. "We need more light, but we don't want to turn on the dectricity.”
Briggs obeyed.

"Towork," ordered Hiram Madlory.

Bob Maddox took one side of a desk and signed to Moose Shargin to do likewise. They moved the
piece of furniture to a spot indicated by Bob, who mounted upon the desk.

Theroom had a low calling. It was fitted with panels. Maddox pressed his hands againgt a spot above.
As he pressed, a panel budged upward and did to one side. A dark hole was reveded.

Briggs was on the table now, hoising Maddox into the opening. Hiram Mdlory, displaying remarkable
agility, came next.

"Leave Garry a the door," he said, as Briggs helped him upward.
Then came Shargin, and findly, Briggs was drawn upward. The panel closed.

Garry Elvers shrugged his shoulders. He drew an automatic from his pocket and stood on guard beside
the door.

This afternoon, the gangster was determined to leave nothing to chance. Any intruder would meet his
doom.

Garry hdf hoped The Shadow would appear.

A flashlight clicked above the closed celling pand. Exdamations of triumph came smultaneoudy from the
four men above.

They were in a smdl, square room. Each corner had a short, angled wall. But these corners did not
interest them. Before them, on the floor, lay two locked boxes.

Moose Shargin dropped on his knees and pried away the lock from one of the containers. Bob Maddox
did the same with the other. Hiram Mdlory hdd the flashlight and looked on with Briggs.

Thelids of the boxes came open. The light reveded piles of paper, masses of bank notes, and a hoard of
glittering gold coind

"Gavin's pile—the old hound!" exclaimed Maddox.

The spoils came out upon the floor. Briggs was with the others, now, hdping them stack up piles of
twenty-dollar gold pieces, and sheaves of bank notes of large denominations.

"Divwwy now?" questioned Shargin, looking toward Mdlory.
"Go ahead,” said the Chief. "Sx piles. Two for me; one for each of you— and one for Theodore Galvin,



to be divided equdly among us”

Bob Maddox was examining the pile of papers. He handed them over to Hiram Madlory.
"Bad stuff, these" he declared. "Evidence that could be used againg usif -"

"Il take care of them," declared Hiram Mallory.

Maddox crept over to the trapdoor and did it open. He peered into the darkness below; hissed and
received a response from Garry Elvers,

"O.K.?" whispered Bob.
"O.K.," came the reply.
"Hoig up those suitcases."

THE bags came up. Garry returned to his post. Maddox closed the trap. The suitcases were opened.
The work went on.

Briggs, usudly taciturn, grunted with satisfaction as he began to count off a handful of thousand-dollar
bills Maddox regoined the workers.

"Eghty grand in each pile" declared Moose Shargin, in a pleased growl. "Pretty close to hdf a million
bucks."

Moose began to place the various piles in the suitcases. He stopped to note which one belonged to
Hiram Mdlory. He put two portionsin that one. He laughed as the gold coins jingled.

"Those ydler boys sound nice" was his comment. "But I'm glad there aren't too many of them. They
weigh too much.”

Bob Maddox divided the sxth portion into four groups and handed them, one by one, to Moose Shargin,
to deposit in the different suitcases.

Briggs watched with gleaming eyes. He was dowly cdculaing amounts. Eighty thousand dallars in each
hesp—twenty thousand from the dead man's share—one hundred thousand dollars for each underling,
and one hundred and eighty thousand for the Chief!

The suitcases were closed now. But one thought was in each mind— the getaway. Hiram Mdlory
moationed to the trapdoor. Bob Maddox placed his hand upon it. The old man turned out the flashlight as
a precaution.

"Wait a minute” exclamed Moose Shargin, in a greedy tone. "Let's look around some more—those
corners -"

Before he could complete his statement, aray of light swept into the room. The four men were blinded by
the glare of a powerful dectric torch. They held their positions as though petrified.

Indinctively, their hands rose above therr heads. The light shone from a corner. In the fringe of its
illumination, they could see that the tiny nook had been opened like a door.

They could not see the man behind the light; but alow, weird chuckle reached their ears—a chuckle that
became a mirthless laugh which brought shudders to their quaking bodies.



"The Shadow!" gasped Hiram Mdlory.

"You foold" came a sniger voice. "Foals, to think that you could ude me! You thought that | did not
know what you had learned— ingtead, | was waiting for you to find out whet | dready knew!

"The paper which you thought was a code, | recognized as a mgp the same night | saw it. | traced this
building and found this place. How? By looking up at the building and observing this very spot—a
windowless space.

"I have been watching it ance then through the eyes of a trusted agent. | have been here. | have
discovered the secret of the calling.

"I have examined this wedth; and have left it—as a snare for thieves.
"Lagt night, you added another to your lisg of murders. First, Theodore Galvin—a member of your gang.

"Second, Reynold Barker, the man you hired to win his confidence, but who learned his secret after
poisoning Gavin by your orders.

"Third, Hodgson.

"Fourth, Richard Harkness.

"Fifth, Zachary Mitchell.

"Thelast three—all innocent of any wrongdoing.”
The voice paused while the trapped men trembled.

"Youfaledin two crimes," declared The Shadow. "You did not kill Thaddeus Westcott. You did not kill
Betty Manddl—although you thought you succeeded in that cold-blooded murder.

"l saved both of them!”

NOT a sngle one of the four had made a move. All were dominated by their terrible enemy, the man
whose face they could not see, and whose voice came like tones of doom.

"I need not dwdl upon your former crimes” said The Shadow. "I know them dl—thanks to those papers
which Theodore Galvin |eft with hisill-gotten gains.

"Some of the wedlth was rightfully his. It will go to his heirs. The rest will be returned to its owners, those
who were robbed by your crimes and schemes—Hiram Mdlory and Theodore Gavin.

"You were master minds of crime, aided by such lesser crooks as Maddox and Briggs, diminaing
enemies with the ad of Shargin and his gang. Covering clews with the help of -"

The sentence was never finished. One of the four had acted. Strangdy enough, Briggs was the one to
combat The Shadow's dtrategy.

The big man had been kneding beside a bag when the blinding light had come. Moose Shargin was
beside him. Briggs, with upraised hand, had nudged the gang leader's hip pocket. He had struck the buit
of agun.

Briggs had been waiting. Then, redizing that his hand was virtudly out of Sght, he had suddenly snatched
the gun.



Luck played a grest part. Briggs was not only a remarkable shot; he was aso left-handed. Shargin's gun
was on hisright hip. Briggs, saizing it, ingantly found the trigger.

Ashishand came into view, he fired directly at the light. The cannonlike roar of the automatic ushered in
darkness. Briggs had hit the light that The Shadow held!

There was confuson while the roar of the autometic reverberated through the square-walled room.
Hiram Mdlory's light flashed on, to reved a black-clad figure prone upon the floor in the corner.

Moose Shargin, wegponless, leaped forward with a snarl. As he did o, two black-clad hands came up
from that form. Shargin's legp ended in mid-air as two automatics spurted their flame.

The Shadow had been halding the light away from his body! The shot fired by Briggs had done him no
harm!

The Shadow's new dtrategy had saved him. Briggs had been about to fire when Moose had |egped.
Now, as he pressed the trigger with deadly am, the bullets found a mark, not in The Shadow, but in
Moose Shargin, for the gangster's body lay as a protection to the man in black.

Another shot came from the corner. It struck Briggs in the wrist. The big man uttered a cry as the blue
agunfdl from his hand.

Hiram Mallory, cold and determined, was entering the fray. He had drawn an automatic. So had Bob
Maddox.

As Mdlory came forward, shooting, The Shadow's bullets smashed the light which he held, and the
leaden harbingers of death spelled the old man's doom.

It was more than a battle for possession; it was afight for salf-preservation. Briggs knew it. Clutching his
guninhisright hand, he snarled to Bob Maddox, "Come on!"

MORE shots followed. Groans and cries were uttered in the smoke-filled chamber of death.

In the midgt of dl the furor, adight grating noise was scarcely audible. Bob Maddox, ill crouching, did
open the trapdoor, and pulled the two nearest suitcases with him as he dropped to safety. He shoved the
trap behind him.

Gary Elvers leaped beside him.
"Wha's happened?' demanded the gangdter.

"The Shadow!" exdlamed Maddox, staggering toward the door with the suitcases. "He's up therel Get
him!"

Garry leaped upon the table. As he did, a black form seemed to envelop him.
The trapdoor had opened. Garry was wrapped in the folds of The Shadow's cloak.

To the sartled eyes of Bob Maddox, staring through the dusk, the man himsdf had come from above.
Maddox held his automatic in readiness.

The Shadow came down with his cloak. He was gruggling with Garry, and Maddox could hear the
gangder grunting like an enraged beast.

The fighting men were by the window. Maddox could discern the flapping cloak. Smultaneoudy he



heard two sounds—a choking, and a cry from Garry. He knew tha the gangster was throttling The
Shadow.

Then, as though propelled by a desperate effort, the black-cloaked form was uplifted. The cloak fdl free,
but the man crashed, head-foremogt, through the pane of the window—off on a four-hundred foot fdl to
the street!

Gary had finished The Shadow!

But Maddox did not wait to extend congratulations. He had redized that one of the suitcases which he
held contained—because of its weight—the share of the swag that belonged to Hiram Mdlory. In his
hands, Maddox held no less than two hundred and eghty thousand dollars!

The shots above had been muffled. Y et some one might have heard them. Maddox did not know who
might be divein that room above. Why should he wait to share, when every instant might bring discovery
closer?

Even as the form in the black cloak was crashing through the glass toward its terrible doom, Bob
Maddox turned the knob of the door.

In another ingtant, he was gone, with a fortunein his grasp!

CHAPTER XXII. AT HEADQUARTERS

BOB GALVIN nodded wearily as he faced Acting Inspector Herbert Zull. He was undergoing the third
degree, wegkening before the brutd tactics of the police officer. Zull bore a reputation for two things
brutdity and results.

Another man was present, taking notes. This was Crowdl, the young detective. It was one of his first
experiences in watching Zull's methods. He sighed in rdlief when Zull findly paused and leaned back in his
chair.

"Wha have you got, Crowel?" demanded Zull.
Crowdl began to read off the unintdligible replies that Bob Gavin had made. Zull grunted disdainfully.

"WEell get it out of him," he declared. He glanced a a sheet of paper and handed it over to Crowell. "I've
got dl the dope there, havent 17?7

"Nearly everything,”" replied Crowell.
"What do you mean, nearly everything?'

"Wdl"—Crowd| spoke hestaingly—"it may not be important, but when | got there last night, | found a
corner of arug turned under -"

"Forget that foolishness™ roared Zull.

"It's the third time" objected Crowdl. "Fir, with that man who was dead in old Gavin's study. Then
Harkness, who knew old Gavin. Now it's Gavin's nephew -"

"Tak sensel” ordered Zull. "Go out and take a walk. Cdl me up in ten minutes. I'll tel you then when |
want you back.

"I'm going to let this smart guy rest awhile. Hell be bewildered when he wakes up.”



Crowel |eft the room, while Zull's keen eyes were Hill watching the nodding form of Bob Galvin.

The Acting Inspector sat with folded arms. He intended to break this man's resstance; to force a
confesson.

The door opened. Zull thought it was Crowell returning.

"I told you to stay out awhile™ he said, gruffly.

There was no reply. Zull looked up. He was garing into the muzzle of an automatic.

It was held by ameanin a black cloak—a man whose face was hidden by a low-turned douch hat.
"The Shadow!"

A WHISPERED laugh came in response to Zull's exclamation. The acting inspector had heard that laugh
before. Sullenly, he raised his hands.

"To-night," came The Shadow's whigper, "you pay the pendty.”
"For what?'

"For your crimes.”

Zul stared, brutdly sullen.

"A big man on the forcel" said The Shadow, contemptuoudy. "Tipped off to certain crimes by crooks, to
add to your prestige. In return you have protected them when they needed it—and have been pad for
that protection.

"Cover-up man for a group of aimindd That is ended now. Your pas are dead—al but one who

"Hiram Mallory!" blurted Zull, forgetting himsdif.
"Hiram Mdllory is dead," came the reply.
Zul dill stared, now bewildered.

"Asfor thisman," declared The Shadow, Sgnifying Bob Galvin, "heis innocent, despite your trumped-up
charges.

"You were ordered to get him as the dayer of Zachary Mitchdl— another fegther for your rogue's cap. |
can tdl you the name of the red killer. Bob Maddox!"

"No one can proveit,” growled Zull.
"I can prove it. Where you destroy evidence, | can replace evidence, of which you know nathing.

"When Crowdl began his examinaion in Mitchel's gpartment, you arrived. He was about to look for
finger prints on the receiver of the telephone. You put him on another task. Y ou destroyed the evidence.

"Crowel thought you took the record. It was taken—not by you, but by mysdf—before you arrived. It
ishere”

From beneath his cloak, The Shadow drew forth a photographic impression.



"The finger prints of Bob Maddox," he declared. "That young man did time, some years ago. You will
find that these prints compare exactly with police records.”

The telephone bdl rang.

"Whoisit?' questioned The Shadow.

"Crowel," replied Zull.

"Answer it. Say whet | tdl you."

Zul obeyed.

"Oh, hello, Crowdl," he said.

The black form of The Shadow was bending over his captive, whigoering indructionsinto his ear.

Zul grimaced fiercdy. He knew that a Sngle word could bring Crowell to his aid, but he feared the threat
of that automatic. He knew from experience that The Shadow would not hestate in an attack.

"Ligen, Crowdl," said Zull, tensdly, "I've judt figured that weve made a mistake... Yes... Weve got the
wrong guy... Remember those finger prints? They don't correspond.

"Yes, | found prints there; thought | told you about them... Tdl you what... Run up to Mitchdl's place and
gve another search... See what you can find... No, | don't think I've got dl the evidence."

He hung up the telephone.

"A clever idea," commented The Shadow, stepping back. "A turned-down corner of arug. | was in that
room while you were there, Zull.

"The door opened inward. | stood behind it. The door was never once closed —dl during the ingpection.

"When your pas commit crimes, they leave their sgn. You come dong and kill the evidence. Like you
did with Harkness. Y ou dill had that precious pad when | finished with you. But one sheet was gone -"

REALIZATION crept upon Herbert Zull. He knew that he was a the mercy of this anazing man—The
Shadow. He fdt that The Shadow was merciless.

"When Crowel reaches Mitchdl's" declared The Shadow, "he will find a scrap of paper that was
overlooked. It was written by Zachary Mitchdll, just before he died.

"It bears three words above his weakened sgnature. Those words are: 'Maddox shot me!'

"He will dso find the hdlman garing at a picture of Bob Maddox. | l€ft it there to-night. The hdimen
identified Bob Galvin's picture - uncertainly— when you showed it to him. He will know, now, that he is

wrong!"

Congernation was overcoming Zull. He knew that his crooked work would be exposed. Not only this
last exploitin Mdlory's service, but those that had gone before.

He wondered how much The Shadow knew. He was soon to be enlightened. The man in black seemed
to read his thoughts.



From benegath the black cloak came a package of papers, hdd in a black-gloved hand.

"Hiram Mdlory had these when he died,” whispered The Shadow. "They once belonged to Theodore
Gavin. They contain many references to you."

A groan came from Zull. Bob Galvin hdf awoke at the sound, and stared in bewilderment at the sght of
his oppressor cowering before The Shadow.

But the effort was too great a strain on Bob's tired physique. He dumped back in his chair.

"Write" ordered The Shadow, pointing to the table. Following his command, Herbert Zull prepared a
Satement referring to certain crimes in which he had participated.

He aso added that the dead members of his gang would be found in the secret room above the office in
the Royd Building. He sgned his name when he had finished.

The telephone rang. Inspired by the presence of The Shadow's automatic, Zull answered it. Crowel was
on the wire. Zull responded, falowing The Shadow's indruction.

"A guy named Maddox, en?' he said. "Y eah—I've suspected him of being crooked... All right, Crowell,
get hold of Devlin... Tdl him to come down here right away... Fx it to release Gavin... I'm going out...
See what | can get on this case."

"Cdl Devlin yoursdf," ordered The Shadow, when Zull had hung up the receiver.
Zul obeyed. He located Devlin and told the man to report.

Here, Zull resorted to trickery. Devlin replied that he would arive in fifteen minutes Zull pretended to
hear him say hdf an hour.

The ruse falled. As soon as the telegphone was lad aside, The Shadow thrust the muzze of his automatic
agand the detective's ribs.

"l have been waiching you a long while, Zull," he said, in his low, dniger voice. "l knew you were
engaged in crime; but you concealed your motives artfully.

"To-night you may do penance. Your career on the force is ended. Its smirches are not known.

"We gl let it sand—and so reflect no discredit upon the force. More than that, we shdl add to your
ill-gotten prestige. | have need of you to-night.

"Come. Learn how The Shadow dedlsin justicel”

A few moments afterward, Acting Inspector Zull was waking down the deserted corridor accompanied
by amanin black, the muzze of an automatic reminding Zull that he was virtudly a prisoner.

When Detective Devlin arived a headquarters, he found Bob Gadvin sound adeep in his chair,
unguarded.

CHAPTER XXIIIl. THE SHADOW'S JUSTICE

A MAN sa in the luxurious lounge car of the Canadian Limited. He was done; dl of the other
passengers had retired.

The man's face bore sgns of mingled worry and dation. He was restless, but he managed to fagn an



appearance of cam.

Bob Maddox was fleang northward with his ill-gotten wedth. He had Ieft the Royd Building without
interference.

He had been tempted to go back for the other bags, after he had descended in the elevator. For there
were no Sgnstha any one in the building had heard the shots.

But in the street, he had hurried on to escape the atention of a group that had surrounded a spot on the
sdewak. The crowd had evidently gathered about The Shadow's body.

Bob had decided then that to return would be disastrous, especidly as some of his pas might gill be
dive He feared ther wrath, and reminded himsdlf that Garry Elvers remained as a witness to his perfidy.

He had chosen this train because it was the fird that would take him from the country. In Canada, he
would have a breething spdll.

Maddox doubted that he would be followed; neverthdess, he wanted to place hmsdf safdy beyond the
immediate reach of ether his confederates or the law.

Each succeeding hour had given him new confidence. The fleeing man knew that he had chosen the
obvious direction for flight. That did not worry him. After dl, he might have gone West, or taken a
Seamship for aforeign port.

To-morrow, he would be safe, and worth a quarter of a million dollars— with no one to dispute his
possession.

He hoped that his pas had log ther livesin their attack on The Shadow. For with The Shadow gone,
there remained only Garry Elvers—a mere bodyguard of adan gang leader.

Maddox arose restlesdy and went into the next car. He opened the door of the drawing-room and
entered. There, he ingpected his bags which he had placed in the upper berth. They were heavy, for they
contained the greater portion of the swag.

The man laughed moodily. Greedy to the core, he ill thought of those thousands that remained back in
Theodore Gavin's cache. Then another thought struck him. Suppose one—or two—of his pas were dill
dive? After dl, ther share would satify them suffidently to keep them off histrail.

The thought eased his disappointment at having left part of the booty.

Maddox began to fed tired. He had smoked innumerable cigarettes in the lounge car, between his many
journeys to the drawing-room to see that the cash was safe.

He was glad that he had taken the drawing-room. Here, he could be undisturbed, behind a locked door.
His restlessness was leaving him; his fatigue was increasng. He kicked off his shoes and removed his
coat and vest. He laid down in the berth.

Then athought disturbed him. The customs officidd

WEéll, that could be managed, he decided. The train would dill be in the United States when he awoke.
He could leave it, buy a car and cross the border.

Canadian customs officers were not so drict as those of the United States. He could stow the money
sy out of Sght in an automobile. It would never do to have the customs officers seeit.



Between the motion of the train and this new worry, the fleesng man found dumber difficult. When
Maddox findly dropped off to deep, he passed into a state of deep oblivion. His hand lay flat upon the
autométic at hisside.

Thetrain sped northward, and the man dept on.

THE LIMITED was speeding rapidly across an open stretch of country. It seemed like a flashing sweep
of light amidgt a pitch-black waste.

But a new sound mingled with the roaring of the train to disturb the degping countryside. Overhead, a
plane was purring, rgpidly passing the Limited with swift, birdlike flight.

The plane soon outstripped the train, making the locomoative dow in comparison.

Twenty miles farther on, the engineer of the Limited applied the brakes in response to a sgnd which he
saw. Thetrain came to adow stop. The door of a vestibule was opened; the platform was raised and the
conductor descended the steps.

Out of the darkness came two men, muffled in heavy overcoats. One stood close beside the other, as
though his hand was pressed againg his companion's body.

The man with both hands free drew back his coat and showed a badge.
"Ading Inspector Zull," he said. "New Y ork City detective headquarters.”
The conductor nodded. He had expected this. Orders had been awating him &t the lagt city.

"All right,” he said, gruffly. "Work it quick, if you can. Il show you where he is—in a drawing-room. |
think he's the man you want."

He led the way softly between rows of curtained berths. They stopped at the door of the drawing-room
inwhich Bob Maddox dept. The conductor softly inserted a key and turned it. He stepped back.

Zul entered, followed by the other man, atdl individua whose face was wrapped within a muffler.

The door closed behind the two men, the second shuitting it with his left hand, while his right dill pressed
agang the back of the ingpector.

Zul turned on aflashlight. It revedled Bob Maddox, sound adeep.
Cdmly, the second man passed an automeatic to Zull. He spoke in alow whisper as he did so.
"Itisloaded,” were hiswords. "But remember; | have mine”

Zul was amazed at the calmness of thiswarning. He had traveled, bound, in the back of a closed plane,
which The Shadow had piloted. Now he was released; added to that, he had been supplied with a
loaded gun!

But he knew The Shadow too well by thistime. A dngle fase move would spell his doom!

Keeping the automatic in view, pointed toward Maddox, Zull nudged the degping man. Maddox opened
his eyes.

The light of the drawing-room clicked. The Shadow, standing by the door, had turned it on. Zull's
flashlight went out.



He, done, was vishble to Bob Maddox. The Shadow was out of view, a muffled figure backed againgt
the door.

"Come on, Maddox!" growled Zull. "We want you!"

Maddox recognized Acting Inspector Zull. He grinned a the inspector, even though his face was
worried.

"Say!" he exdlamed. "What's the idea? Y ou were paid to fix everything. You hung it on to young Gavin

"Y ou've double-crossed the Chief," replied Zull. "That's why 1've come to get you!"

THE explanation startled Maddox. He had never thought of this Stuation. He redlized that Hiram Madlory
could command the action of the law as wdl as protection from it—through the efforts of Zull.

Maddox, aone of the gang, knew of this connection. Briggs had known thet if he Ieft the sign, he would
be free from arrest; but the big man had never figured out the detaills. Moose Shargin had been kept in
ignorance.

But now came a surprising thought to Maddox. The Shadow was dead— but Hiram Mdlory was dill
dive and Zull was working with him!

"You want me?' questioned Maddox, deepily.
"Yes. Hurry up!"

Maddox started to rise in his berth. As he reached a stting pogtion, his hand came from his sde. He
fired twice with his autométic.

Acting Inspector Zull fdl dead, without a groan. Maddox sprang from the berth. He turned toward the
door. He stopped as he saw the slent witness of his crime.

With afiendish cry, he raised hisgun to fire. The Shadow's automatic spoke twice. One bullet clipped the
murderer's wrigt; the other lodged in his shoulder.

Maddox fdl writhing to the floor. To his ears came a mocking laugh. He redized that The Shadow lived!

The conductor was ratling a the door of the drawing-room. The Shadow did not hurry. He lifted
Maddox and placed him in the berth, where the man lay, hdpless and gasping, his left hand gripping his
right shoulder.

Two gunslay on the floor. One belonged to Maddox; the other to Zull. The Shadow pocketed the dead
detective's automatic and laid his own revolver inits place.

With head lowered and face muiffled, he opened the door. He thrust the two suitcases out into the aide.

"Hdp mewith these" he ordered, in a whispered voice. "Weve gotten our man. Don't worry about him.”

As the conductor took one of the bags, The Shadow closed the door of the drawing-room. The
conductor led the way dong the aide, between the rows of curtains through which startled heads were

appearing.
"Thisisfar enough,” came the word, when they reached the vestibule. " ou can go back."



THE conductor turned and reentered the car. Quickly, the man with the muffled face opened the door.
He dropped the bags to the ground; then ascended the steps to rejoin the conductor. Suddenly, he
stopped.

The door of the next car was opening; the white-coated form of a Pullman porter came into view.
Unseen, The Shadow dropped from the steps and swung benegath the car, drawing the suitcases after
him. VVoices sounded from above.

Two men had followed the Pullman porter and the three had stopped in the vestibule.

"Who opened this platform?’ came the demand.

"Ah, don't know, sah," answered the Pullman porter. "Two men went back into the cah, sah.”
"Wheré's the conductor™

"Back in the cah, ah reckon.”

"Wdl, were State police. Got orders to meet the train here to take over a prisoner. Got here sooner than
we expected. Where's the prisoner?”

"Ah don't know, sah.”
"Come on," growled one of the State policemen. "Let's find the conductor.”

"No," objected the other. "I don't like the looks of this open platform. I'm going to drop off and seeiif any
oneisaround."

The man suited the words with the action. He dropped to the ground and flashed the rays of an dectric
torch indl directions. He inspected under the car, but to no avall. The Shadow had dipped away to the
other gde of the train.

Back by the drawing-room door, the conductor was walting.
Where was the man with the muffled face? When would he return?

Precious minutes ticked by. The conductor, hestant, feared to enter the drawing-room. At lagt his
patience was rewarded. Two men came dong the ade— State policemen. They had given up their
useless ingpection.

"They'rein there" said the conductor, pointing to the drawing-room.
"Who'sin there?'
"The New Y ork police ingpector—and the man he captured.”

A State policeman placed his hand upon the drawing-room door. At that ingtant, the lock clicked. The
door would not open. The conductor produced a key. A muffled blow was heard from within the
drawing-room. The lock was rendered usdless!

For the delay had been along one. The return of The Shadow had been averted. Nearly fifteen minutes
hed elapsed since he had I€ft the drawing-room.

Now, the deadened senses of Bob Maddox had been suddenly reawakened. Using his left arm, he had
locked the door just intime to prevent the entry of the State police.



"Open the door!"
Maddox replied with a curse.

THE sege began. Hadily dressed passengers scurried from the car. One State policeman remained
guarding the door. The other went to the front of the train to summon two more who had been dationed
there.

They crept dong the side of the track. They spotted the window of the drawing-room that formed the
murderer's stronghold. They opened fire. Bullets smashed the windows.

Maddox replied with shots. He had two guns—his own and the one The Shadow had left with Zull. He
hed a supply of cartridges.

Although crippled, he was ambidextrous, and could shoot wel |eft-handed. He forgot dl pan in his
maddened fury.

From the darkness of his beleaguered drawing-room, he poked his head toward the shattered
windowpane and fired wild shots at the vague men in the darkness.

A wild, intermittent gun battle. Maddox amed with uncanny intuition. One of the State policemen fell,
wounded.

Every time the gun flashed from the window, shots responded from without; but Maddox dways got
away in time. One of the troopers crept dong close to the car. Maddox suspected the ruse. He turned
his automatic downward.

Two bullets struck the sted surface of the Pullman. One ricocheted and hit the State policeman. The
injured man rolled benesth the car just intime to escape afad shot.

Maddox crouched beside the shattered window. The cold breeze served to revive hm. Grim and
determined, he awaited the next attack.

The troopers were retiring. Maddox could see them dinking away. He fired, but they were out of range.
He suddenly sensed danger from beneath. He leaned cautioudy from the window, sure that he would be
unseen.

He fancied that he saw a form below. Down came his gun. Then a black shape seemed to rise. A long,
black am swung upward. It knocked the automatic from the murderer's hand. A backward blow from
that same arm, and cold metd struck Maddox behind his ear. He managed to rall into the safety of the
drawing-room, scarcely conscious.

Out of the night, The Shadow had returned to strikel

The retiring State policemen paused. They could not see what had occurred; yet they were sure
something had happened to their enemy. The one uninjured trooper dashed boldly to the side of the car.
Scrambling up to the window, automatic in hand, he leaned through.

Maddox had logt his loaded gun; now he swung weekly with the empty automatic that remained. The
State trooper dropped away, firing point-blank as he escaped the blow.

All was dill in the stedl-walled stronghold after that.
When the State policeman entered through the window, he found Maddox lying dead, sprawled over the



lifdess body of Acting Inspector Zull.

The train moved on its way, with the troopers in charge. The two wounded policemen were taken to a
hospitd at the next town.

Hardly had the Limited departed from that isolated spot before aroar came from a near-by fidd, the ste
of an old landing place for arplanes. A plane rosein the ar and sped southward.

AT next morning's breakfast, New Y orkers read the news. Heroic Herbert Zull had gotten hislast man!

Accompanied by one associate, he had boarded the Canadian Limited and had sought to capture Bob
Maddox, now known as the escgping murderer who had dain Zachary Mitchdll.

Zul had shot Maddox; but evidently the murderer had killed his captor after Zull's companion had left the
train. State police had arrived and finished the crimind after an attack upon hisimprovised stronghold.

The conductor and the passengers told varied stories. So did the State policemen.

Zull's companion was unknown. It was probable that the inspector had told him to leave after the
capture; that Zull intended to ride on with the prisoner.

It was amply known that Zull had cdled rallway officids, and had arranged the stopping of the train; and
that he had dso notified State police to appear upon the scene to ad him.

To Bob Galvin, dl was confused memory. He was free, back at his uncle's old home.

Harry Vincent, his temporary companion and friend, had left. But Betty Manddl was home—happy and
amazed to find that the red Bob Gavin fulfilled her expectations.

She was able to explain, in part. But both she and Bob were astounded when they received, from a
mysterious source, the sum of three hundred thousand dollars, alegacy from the late Theodore Galvin.

Other personsin different parts of the country received sums that they had never expected. The Shadow,
aded by the information gained from Theodore Gavin's papers, made retribution to persons who had
been swindled or robbed; and to the relatives of some who had died.

Thefinding of the bodies in the secret room of the Royd Building was sensationd news.

It was learned that Hiram Mdlory had led a double life, deding with crooks to gain wedth. The broken
window showed that Garry Elvers had falen from that spot.

But it did not explain the fase impression that Bob Maddox had gained when he had seen the gangster
enveloped in The Shadow's cloak. That had been deceiving in the gloomy room.

It was believed that the secret room was a hideout where the ariminds had engaged in conflict among
themsdves The two men who might have dtered this opinion were dead—Richard Harkness and

Zachary Mitchdll.

Had the confesson of Herbert Zull been made public, it might have been a clew; but The Shadow did not
bring it to light. The masquerading inspector had atoned for his misdeeds.

That confesson reposed, with Theodore Galvin's cryptic map, aong with other strange and remarkable
documents, in the secret archives of The Shadow!

THE END



