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CHAPTER I. THE HUNTED MAN

THE hand that held the key trembled. At last it found the lock. The key turned. A tdl man stepped into
the dim hdlway, and closed the door behind him.

A dight sgh came from his lips—lips thin and parched, that showed above the heavy muffler which
covered the man's neck, even to his chin.

Sowly, the man moved dong the halway. He turned suspicioudy as he reached the gtairs, glandng back
a the door. The glass transom above it worried him.

He thought of the dark vestibule, which obtained its only rays of light through that very transom. He
remembered the nervousness that had gripped him while he had fumbled with the key. He lisened, as
though he expected some one e'se to unlock the door.

Now the man laughed nervoudy. He started up the dtairs, his fears banished. His tdl, stoop-shouldered
figure seemed to stalk upward like a mechanica dummy.

At the landing, hafway to the second floor, he stopped; then continued on his journey, with that same
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dow, methodicd sride.

Ancther key grated in the lock of the vedtibule door. The dight sound began just after the man on the
landing had again moved toward the second floor.

The vestibule door opened. A short, broad-shouldered man dipped into the halway.

He closed the door noisdesdly. His eyes gleamed in the dim light as he stared toward the landing below
the second floor. Hisfirm face took on a pleased expression.

He followed the course that the firs man had taken; but he ascended the dairs with amazing speed and
remarkable slence. Two steps a atime he went, one hand on the banister teking part of the burden, he
amog vaulted upward. But the strangely gangling figure of the first man was logt in the shadows.

Thethird floor of the building was darker. When the short, pursuing man arrived there, he stopped at the
end of the airway. His keen ears heard the click of metal. The fird man was unlocking a door at the
Sde of the halway.

Swiftly, the pursuing man advanced through the darkness, kegping againg the wal, and moving with his
previous sedth. Within a few seconds, he stood only an arm's length from the tdl man at the door. He
heard the tal man's tense, hissng breeths, but the pursuer gave no 9gn of his own presence.

The door opened inward. The tal man remained motionless in the darkness. He was ligening for sounds
from downdairs, totaly unknowing that a living person stood within a yard of him. Not sdtisfied, he
tiptoed toward the stairway to ligen, dmog brushing againg the hidden man as he went by. After a
momentary pause, the tal man returned dong the hal. He walked with reassurance. By this time, the
short man who had followed him had gone in through the open door.

The tal man closed the door behind him and fumbled for a light switch. A dlick, and the room was
flooded with light. He was in a amdl, but comfortable, gtting room of a third-story apartment. The tdl
men seemed confident in the security of his own abode.

He removed his hat, reveding a head covered with black, gray-streaked har. He drew the muffler from
his neck, disclosing the face of aman of fifty. He doffed his coat and placed it on a chair.

There was a mirror a the far sde of the room. The tal man stood in front of it and studied his own
features. They were wel formed except for the chin, which was long and pointed.

The man rubbed his chin reflectively. Then he placed his hands upon his temples to hide the streaks of
gray hair. He seemed pleased with his appearance while he held his hands in that position—pleased,
despite the worried, haggard expression which dominated his countenance.

OUTSIDE, adriving wind swept around the old house. In the room on the third floor, the windows, one
on each sde of the mirror, rattled dismdly. But that sound did not disturb the man who was engrossed in
his own reflection.

He evidently regarded this apartment of the old house on East Eightieth Street as a sanctuary, in which
nothing could harm him.

He did not hear the dight click behind him as the wind shook the panes again; he did not see the door
open dowly at the other sde of the room.

The man sudying his reflection lowered his hands from his temples, and a ghogly amile played over his
thin lips. They moved, asif muttering words of satisfaction.



A voice spoke behind him.

"Yes judge” it said. "A little more black dye is necessary. The gray is showing through. Perhaps it is
coming back. That would be unfortunate.

The men before the mirror stood petrified. He no longer sudied his own reflection. His eyes had turned
a an angle. They were focused on another figure that also showed in the looking-glass.

He was intently watching the man who had come up behind him, a short, stocky felow clad in an old
coat and soft brown hat. The stranger's face was not unfriendly, but it bore a look that was both
sophisticated and chdlenging.

Thetdl man suddenly recovered himsdf. He swung quickly and faced his vigtor. His hands went toward
his coat pockets, but stopped on the way. He noticed that the other man's hands were hidden. Any
intention he might have had to draw agun faded ingantly.

"Who are you?' he demanded in a hoarse voice. "How did you comein here?'
"My nameis Caulkins" said the short man, in an affable tone. "I'm the fdlow they cdl the 'Wise Owl'."
"The Wise Owl?'

"Yes With the New York Classc. I'm the chap who gives the low-down on unsolved mysteries. That's
why I'm here to-night."

"You—you -" The man with the pointed chin began to splutter, but suddenly controlled himsdf. "Just
what," he asked, with sudden dignity, "is the purpose of your vist? | never knew tha newspaper
reporters had the privilege of making forcible entry to a man's home."

"It wasn't exectly a forcible entry," declared Caulkins, with an agreeable smile "I came in from the
halway when you left the door open.”

THE middle-aged man was sudying his vigtor closgly. He had betrayed sgns of nervousness at firg;
now he fdt sure that the speaker was tdling the truth.

"Wdl," he sad quietly, "well forget this intruson. | might cal the police'—he waved his hand toward a
telephone—"but | hardly think it's necessary. If you are redly a wise owl, Mr. Caulkins, you will leave
here immediady.”

"Not until | have interviewed you," came the firm reply.

"Interviewed me?' queried the tal man, with feigned surprise. "Why should you interview me? Perhaps
you have mistaken me for some one se. My name is Joseph Dodd—Joseph T. Dodd -"

"Thet's the name over the bdl in the vestibule™ interrupted Caulkins, "but it isnt your name. Youve
changed your appearance dince | las saw you. That was more than a year ago, just before you
disappeared—Justice Tolland!"

The older man did not reply. He stared at his vistor, wondering whether to order the reporter to leave or
to engage in a discusson with him. Then anger gave way to an expression of cunning on the thin man's
face.

"Why do you think | am Tolland?' the man asked suddenly.
"I know you are!" declared the reporter. "Judge Harvey Tolland disappeared fourteen months ago. Foul



play was the story for awhile, but | never figured you were dead. Now, why are you here?'

The positiveness in the reporter's voice was convincing. Had the other man been less anxious, he might
have redized tha the Wise Owl was bluffing. Caulkins watched him keenly, waiting expectantly for the

reply.
It came. The older man pointed to a chair.

"St down," he said, in a hopeless tone. "There's no use in my trying to deceive you any longer. You are
right. | am Judge Harvey Tolland.”

Caulkins dropped into the chair with a broad, triumphant grin. His quest of fourteen months was ended.
The grestest dory of the year was in the bag. He had found the mising man, whose strange
disappearance had remained unsolved!

He watched intently as the tal judge strode across the room and unlocked a table drawer. Tolland
removed a paper from the drawer and thrust it into the reporter's hands.

"You have asked me a question,” he said grimly. "You want to know why | disappeared. There is the
answer!"

Caulkins hedily unfolded the paper. He scanned the written lines that appeared upon it. Suddenly, his
hands began to tremble.

The older man, now cam, watched him grimly. The reporter's eyes were fascinated. They had completed
the reading of the message; they were garing at the cryptic sgnature that appeared beneeth it.

Then Caulkins uttered his startled exclamation in words that were gasped through trembling lips.

"A threat from Double Z!"

CHAPTER Il. OVER THE WIRE

NEVER was a man more dumfounded than was Jod Caulkins of the Classic, after he had read the note
shown to him by Judge Harvey Tolland. The fact that the older man was now camly surveying him from
an opposite chair did not ease his perturbed mind.

For the cryptic name of Double Z spelled fiendish horror. It was a title coined from the strange signature
of afanatic whose connection with a series of murders had terrorized New York and bewildered the

police.

Caulkins, with his ingde knowledge of detective investigations, knew of the menace that lay behind that
drange signature. He had been shown other notes signed by Double Z, and not for an ingtant did he
doubt the authenticity of this one.

The two letters appeared sde by sde, one a hdf line lower than the other, so close together that they
formed a myserious symbol.

Sowly, mechanicdly, Caulkins folded the paper and lad it on the table beside him. He looked at Judge
Tolland and noticed that the jurist's thin lips were twisted in a mirthless smile

"Startled, en?' asked Tolland.
"Yes" admitted Caulkins.



"I read your articles regarding my disappearance—those that you wrote under the name of the Wise
Owl. They were keenly done, Caulkins. Strangely enough, they were partly true. But they missed the
important elements.”

"This note from Double Z?*
"Yes But you were not to blame for that."
Caulkins nodded thoughtfully.

"I never would have connected it," he said. "Double Z was not heard of until severa months after your
disappearance. Even now, | do not understand.

"The note Imply says 'You have one week to live—then comes the signature. Since Double Z was
unknown at the time, | cannot understand why the threet frightened you. Judges often receive letters from
fanatics”

"Caulking" said Talland dowly, "I am going to be confidentid with you. With any other newspaperman, |
would have bluffed this matter out. | have been on the verge of reveding mysdf during the past few
weeks. | think you can hdp me—and adso ad the police to clear up this terrible mygery.”

The reporter's eyes focused keenly on Tolland's. The statement freed his mind from the bewilderment
that had gripped it. Here would be ared scoop!

"The theory of my disappearance,” said Talland dowly, "has followed one generd trend, beginning with
the day | left my home and did not return. That day was, incidentdly, the day after | received that note
from the man you cdl Double Z.

"It has been presumed that | had accepted bribes from criminds, and that | feared discovery. On the
contrary, it was because | refused bribes that | found it necessary to disappear. There were certain cases
due to come up before me.

"I received avigt from a man who offered me a very large sum to favor the defense of one case and the
prosecution of another. | refused. After that | received the Double Z warning.”

"You knew the man who tried to bribe you?'
" knew the man."
"But you said nothing?'

"I could do nothing at the time. It would have been impossible. The standing of the man—wadl, you will
redizeit later when | tdl you who heis. The warning came from him."

"Heis Double Z7'

"Yes He knowsthat | am 4ill dive. He wants to kill me. | have frustrated the man for months. | shaved
my mustache and dyed my hair. Y et, despite my changed appearance, you recognized me, which is proof
that my disguiseisinaufficient. So | am now ready to act; to bring this affar to a criss; to meet my enemy
and turn his own weapons upon him."

"His own wegpons?'
"Yes. The letters he has been sending to the police. What do you think isther purpose?’



"I considered them the messages of a fanatic.”

"Themanisafanatic,” admitted Tolland, "but an amazingly clever one. | am the only person who knows
the purpose of his messages. They are sent to frighten me"

"To frighten you?'

"Certainly! When | received mine—the firg of dl the Double Z correspondence—I took it serioudy and
went into hiding, in this house. The enemy suspected my game. He knew that | was protecting my own
kinin order to ddliver a counterattack.

"He fdt that the effect of his threat would gradudly wear off. So he launched his campaign of informing
the police of hisintended murders, bdieving that each one would weaken my morde when | heard of it."

CAULKINS sat upright in his chair. This amazing satement threw a new light on Double Z. 1t showed a
method behind the crimind’s strange notes to the police.

"For months" went on Tolland, "I have been giving my enemy a chance to betray himsdf. One dip—one
dight clew of hisidentity to the police—and my reappearance would dinch the fight for justice. That clew
has not been forthcoming. And |, done, cannot give his name to the authorities. It must come from
him—from some act of his.

"Nevertheless, | have decided to act—because of you."
"Why because of me?' asked Caulkinsin surprise.

"There are two reasons,” declared the judge camly. "First, because you discovered me. That shows that
my enemy may discover me, aso. | am not immune”

"I saw you in alittle barber shop," explained Caulkins, "having your hair dyed. Your chin looked familiar.
| followed you here. | obtained a key that opened the vestibule door.”

"The second reason,” continued Tolland, passing over the reporter's explanation, "is because you
credited that note when you saw it. | was afraid to put it to the test before. Now | am sure that | shdl be
believed when | spesk.”

"With your prestige -"

"My prestige? Where isit now; | may have had some before | obeyed theimpulse to flee to safety. Yet |
was wise to go into hiding. | learned that my enemy had arranged a complete frame-up that would make
my sudden desath seem well-deserved. | believed that.”

"What do you intend to do now?"

"I'm leaving that up to you. You are free to lift the lid with the most sensationd true exposure of crime
that has ever appeared. Meanwhile, | shdl be travding. You will hear from me when the time comes for
my statements.”

"When Double Z has been exposed?’

"Yes If the exposure fails, | shdl Hill be safe—safer than | am herein New York."
Caulkins arose and paced the room. He swung toward Tolland with a question.
"When shdl | gart?'



"Right now!" declared Tolland, as if fearing to hesitate. "Every minute may be precious, now that some
one has discovered me. Cdl your newspaper from here. Give them the story, while | am here to check
on any questions. Then we shdl both leave and that paper will remain in your possession.”

Caulkins picked up the message from Double Z. He spread it and pointed to the sgnature.
"Who is Double Z?' he asked.

"I shdl tdl you, Caulkins™ replied Tolland. "His name is an important one. There is method in everything
he does even in that Sgnature. What does it represent to you?'

"Double Z. Two initids. | can think of no one who would have such initids”
Judge Talland seized the paper.

"Look now!" he declared, moving his finger across the sgnature. "Does tha mean anything to you?
Forget Double Z. Think of a big man— a powerful, prominent man whose initids are -"

Caulkins suddenly diffened. A startled look of incredulity came into his widening eyes. Before he could
reply, Tolland picked up a pen and paper from the table and wrote a series of short lines, inscribing his
sgnature beneath.

"Therd" he exdlamed in a voice of indignaion. "There is the name of the fiend—the merciless murderer!
| have written it, with my sgnature beneath. That is my statement to you. Tdl your paper; tdl the police.
When it is safe, you can count on me to testify!"

Caulkins legped to the telephone. He dided a number. He stood, with both papers on the table before
him, sudying one and then the other, his eyes bulging, his breath coming in anxious gasps.

"Clasdc?!

His question came in a wildly eager whisper. Judge Tolland, eyes geaming expectantly, stood close
beside the reporter, tense and hopeful.

"City desk," ordered Caulkins.

A pause. Both men were drained. The time it took for the connection seemed interminable. It was a
maiter of seconds only, but to Tolland those seconds were hours.

A voice came over the wire. Tolland saw Caulkins dutch the phone more firmly. The reporter's lips
began to move, and Tolland's hands gripped the edge of the table as he leaned close to catch the words
from the other end of the line

Vindication! His opportunity was here. After months of persecution, he had decided upon the vitd step.
Within the next few minutes the persecution which had threatened him would be ended.

For Caulkins was about to reved the identity of the man caled Double Z— reved it so dl the world
would know the secret of that man who gloried in crime.

CHAPTER Illl. DOUBLE Z STRIKES

THE reporter at the city desk in the Classic office placed his hand over the mouthpiece of the telephone
and called to the aty editor.

"Caulkins on the phone, Mr. Ward."



"Jug a minute, Gaynor."

The reporter spoke into the telephone. Again he cdled to the dity editor.

"Saysit's urgent, Mr. Ward."

The dty editor came grumbling to the desk.

"Time he cdled up," he said. "Expected himin an hour ago. We want that Wise Owl copy in a hurry."
He took the swive chair as Gaynor dipped out of the way, and picked up the telephone.
"Yesh?' he growled.

Words came bresthlesdy from Caulkins.

"Biggest scoop ever, boss," was what Ward heard. "I've located Judge Tolland -*

"Where?'

"Right here with me now. In a hideout on East Eightieth Street. Ligten: This Double Z business -"
"Wait, I'll put Gaynor on, if you can't get in with the sory."

"No, no, bossl" came the protest. "Wait urtil | give you the dope. I'm afraid something may happen if |
don't get it off my chest quick. Judge Tolland isdive. He's given me a statement. He knows who Double
Zis. Dont think I'm crazy, boss! Double Z is-"

The voice broke off. Smultaneoudy, Ward heard the sound of a revolver shot over the wire. Three more
followed in rapid succession. There was a clatter of a telephone falling.

"Hello! Hello!" called the city editor.

Vague sounds came through the receiver. Ward fancied that he heard a gasp. A sharp dick ended the
chaos. The phone was hung up & the other end.

"Gaynor!" shouted the dity editor. "Try to locate where that cal came from—the phone number! Quick! |
heard shoating."

He singled out another reporter.

"Up to Eightieth Street, Briggs" he said. "Eagt Eightieth. Take Stewart dong with you. Try to locate
Caulkins. He was cdling from somewhere up there. There was shooting in the place where he cdled
from."

The dert city editor spotted another man.

"Get police headquarters, Perry. Tdl them what you just heard. Shooting up on Eightieth Street. Caulkins
isthere

Ward sagged back in his chair, his excitement passed. He became meditative, giving no thought to the
scurrying men who were on their way to do his bidding. He leaned forward to the desk and wrote a
concise memorandum of what he had just heard.

Then he pushed pencil and paper aside while he checked his recollections. He tilted back in his chair and
looked across the room at the clock. He glanced toward the typewriter desks. Harwood, star rewrite



man, was gtting idle.

"Say, Harwood," said the city editor in a matter-of-fact tone, "do a Wise Owl column. Anything you
want. It's your job from now on. | don't think Caulkinswill be with us any longer.”

THE dity editor of the Classc was correct in his prophecy. A few hours later, the lifdess body of Jod
Caulkins was discovered in the third story of an old house on Eightieth Street. No shots had been heard
inthe vidnity.

Police had arrived at the place by a process of dimination. The owner of a little store had seen a car pulll
away from the building where no car had stopped for months. The place was supposed to be empty. The
gatement had warranted a search. The body of the ex-Wise Owl was found there.

Acting Inspector Fennimann was accustomed to reporters from the Classic. He considered most of them
anuisance. The tabloid newspaper was aways after sensationa stories, and the Wise Owl revelations, a
page of presumably insde suff, was not liked a headquarters.

But on this particular night, after he had received a report from Detective Sergeant Wentworth, the acting
ingpector was surprised to recaive avidt from Dale Ward, dty editor of the Classic.

The editor received a cordid welcome. In a few minutes he and Fennimann were in close conference,
chewing fat cigars while they talked.

"I heard the shots that killed Caulkins™ explained Ward. "But it was what happened before then that is
mogt important. He was in a hurry when he cdled me. Before they bumped him off, he told me that Judge
Talland was there with him.”

"Judge Tolland!™ Fennimann raised his eyebrows increduloudy. "That's impossible, Ward! If Tolland was
anywhere around New York, we'd have located him before this Say! You aren't going to run any Suff
like thet, are you?'

"Thet wasn't dl that Caulkins said. He told me that Tolland knew dl about Double Z. He was just going
to let me know who Double Z was when -"

Ward stopped as the door opened. In stepped the familiar foom of Joe Cardona, the dark-visaged
detective whose reputation as a crime investigator was known throughout New Y ork.

"I'm glad you're here, Joe!" exdamed Fennimann. "This Caulkins killing has got me worried—with
Ingpector Klein away and you off on an other job. This is Mr. Ward, dty editor of the Classc. What
about this Caulkins case, Joe—have you seen Wentworth?”!

"Yes" replied Cardona tersely, while he was solemnly sheking hands with Ward.

"| stopped a Eadt Eightieth Street on my way home from the Bronx. I've seen the place—the body—and
Wentworth's report. Happened to cdl here while you were out, and they told me about the murder.”

Fennimann turned to Ward.
"Tdl Joe whet you told me" he said.

Cardona was expressionless while he heard the dty editor's statement. Then he became thoughtful. He
scratched his chin and turned toward the newspaperman.

"How many shots did you hear over the wire?' he questioned Ward.



"Four."

"Did the recaiver dick right after that?' continued the detective.

"Not for fifteen or twenty seconds—perhaps hdf a minute

"Four shots," said Cardona thoughtfully. "That's the number of bullets that were in the dead man's body."
"Which means -"

"That if anybody was with him when he cdled, it's a sure bet that's who killed him."

"He sad that Judge Tolland was there,” Ward asserted.

"S0 you told me. Was Caulkins reliable?'

"He was the Wise Owl," said Ward without a amile. "Apt to get fandful at a typewrite—but not on the
telephone, when taking with me."

CARDONA closed his eyes. He was visudizing the scene in that room on East Eightieth Street, where
he had observed the lone body of Jod Caulkins. He pictured the bullet-ridden form.

"Wentworth thinks that some gangsters coaxed Caulkins up there” he said. "Wentworth may be wrong.
Let's see that paper he brought you, Inspector.”

Rductantly Fennimann pulled a paper from the desk drawer. Cardona studied it and read it doud:
"You have one week to livel"

He passed the note to Ward, who stared a the cryptic Double Z sgnature in amazement. Fennimann
looked questioningly at Cardona, who signded that dl would be well.

"Where did you find this?' asked Ward.
"In the dead man's hand," said Fennimann.

"Thisties up Double Z with the murder,” was the city editor's comment. "But where does Judge Tolland
comein?'

"That's the question,” said Cardona.

"Isthis a genuine Double Z note?*

"It looks like one. If thereis such a person as Double Z, it is probably genuine”
"Wha do you mean—if thereisa Double Z -"

"It may smply be a ruse adopted by different criminds™ explained Cardona. "But in this case it may be
Double Z. He had told us of severd murders before they occurred—»but they may not have been of his
doing."

"I understand that,” replied Ward. "Caulkins covered some of the Double Z cases and was working on
them as the Wise Owl. Double Z, | understand, is presumably a fandic, who has a remarkable
knowledge of what is going on in the crimind world."

"Look here" declared Cardona. "I'm going to give you some theories. But lay off of any wild suff. Work



with us. This hits home. It's one of your own reporters. Get me?'
Dde Ward nodded.

"A number of people have received Double Z threats" said Cardona. "Now, the way | figure it is this
Caulkins may have received that note and kept mum about it. But that's hardly likely, eh?"

"Not unless he got it after he went out this afternoon,” responded Ward.

"All right, then. Maybe he received it then. Sent to him by the bird that killed him. Now, why did
Caulkins go to that house on East Eightieth Street?”

"Probably he got atip to go there. He knew alot of ganggters. Or perhaps he met some one -"

"Vay wdl. | indine to the fird theory. However, he went to the place done, unarmed, gpparently
suspecting no danger. There was some one there with him. Maybe some one posing as Judge Tolland.
Double Z, for instance.

"Double Z!" exclamed Ward.

"Yes. Because Caulkins was not killed by a gunmen!”

"Gunmen don't bump off reporters—at least, not in New Y ork. Besides that, it took four shots, and two
of them were wide ones. Caulkins was a the telephone—an easy mark. A gangster would have nailed
him with one shot, or two at the mog.”

Ward nodded. He saw Cardona's point.

"Now get this" declared the detective. "Whoever was intending to murder Caulkins indde that house
gave Caulkins the opportunity to spill a certain amount of information. From your description, that
informetion came draight from Caulkins—it was not under threat. Caulkins had confidence in the man
who was with him.

"Now, Judge Talland, if he isdive—if heisin New Y ork—would certainly want to lay low. At any rate,
he would have seen to it that Caulkins either said nothing or said everything. That's logicd, isnt it?'

"[t s;ems 0."

"But let's figure Double Z on the job, pretending to be Judge Tolland. That wouldn't be difficult. You
could double for Tolland, and so could Fennimann, here. Nobody's seen Tolland for more then a yesr.
Hed be apt to be changed in appearance, anyway. So well consder Double Z a hound for leaving his
mark or showing his hand.

"He gets a phony message to Caulkins. The reporter goes up there. He meets Double Z, who cdls
himsdf Tolland, and hands him alot of bunk. Caulkins swallows the story. He cdls you.

"Hrd he tdls you that Tolland is with him. That's part of the game. Then he brings in Double Z. That's
great. Verbd statement as a new development on the note stuff. Then, when Caulkins begins to give
away who Double Z is— maybe the guy was crazy enough to actudly tdl him—bang! Curtains for your

reporter.”
"And this note?"



"Left there to make it look like Caulkins was threatened previoudy by Double Z. That guy would never
take back a note once he sent it. Looks like he just Ift it there, after Caulkins had brought it out to show
him, thinking he was redlly Judge Tolland."

"A great Sory," declared Ward, hisjourndigtic inginct coming to the fore.

"All right,”" agreed Cardona, "if you leave out the Judge Tolland part.”

“Why?

"Because we want to keep Double Z from thinking weve got everything. He doesn't know how much
was redly heard or understood a your end of the phone. He wants to bring in a lot of mystery about
Judge Talland. | think his game is to make people bedieve that Judge Tolland has gone berserk and is
Double Z."

"That's possible!" exclamed Ward.

"Possble, yes" sad Cardona. "But lay off it. Your story is good enough. Caulkins was lured to the old
house, after receiving a threat from Double Z. He went there because some one had tipped him that he
would give im the red low-down on who Double Z was—and, naurdly, Caulkins was anxious to find
out, because of the threst.

"There he met Double Z in person, but didnt know it. He called up, started to say something about
Double Z, then came the shots, and— that's dl! Double Z played it right up until the last minute.”

THE dity editor became reporter. He began to jot down the theory given by Cardona.

"Thisis a break for you," said Fennimann. "I wanted to hold back on the note. This Double Z duff
doesn't do us any good. Reference to Tolland would be worse."

"Right," agreed Ward. He was sold on the capabilities and methods of Joe Cardona.

"Now," sad the detective, "I'll be glad to have one of your men come up and look for ingde suff. I've
given you what appear to me to be the red facts. Let's stick to them. Keegp an eye on what your man
writes. | want to nall the guy that got Caulkins. That's my job."

Thedity editor of the Classic was thoughtful when he Ieft detective headquarters. He admired the work of
Joe Cardona. He saw the fdlacy of atempting to revive the Judge Tolland case, even though it fitted in
with tabloid idees.

Joe Cardona was a0 pleased to have met Dae Ward. He was more pleased when he saw the next
day's Classic. Along with photographs of the martyred reporter and the death house appeared the story
that he had arranged. Double Z was in the news again; but now the strange crimind had overshot his
mark. The police were obtaining clews. Detective Cardona expected results.

"Double Z," muttered Joe Cardona as he stared at the newspaper spread upon the desk. "I've got the
guy's number now. Hell boil up because that Tolland suff didn't land. Hell show his hand agan— and
when he does, it will be too bad for him!"

CHAPTER IV. BURKE BRINGS ACTION
"BURKE!"

Clyde Burke stepped up to the city desk. His eyes met those of Dde Ward. The two men had much in
common. Both were journdigts of long standing. Burke, formerly a reporter with the defunct Evening



Clarion, was now handing specia assgnments for the tabloid Classic.
"Y ouve been taking with Harwood about the Wise Owl job, en?' questioned Ward.

"Yes" replied Burke. "He told me he had to jam some suff through for it, but that he won't be able to
hendle it very long. It occurred to me that perhaps -"

"That you would be the man to handleit.”
"Exadtly."
The aty editor laughed.

"Youwin, Burke," he said. "I was thinking you were the man for the job. When Harwood spoke abot it,
| marked you down for the Wise Owl. Y ou were pretty friendly with Caulkins, weren't you, old man?'

Clyde nodded.

"Wdl," continued Ward, "that's one reason why | figured on you. It's dso the main reason why I'm going
to tdl you something that wasn't in to-day's sory."

Ward hdf rose from his swive char to make sure that no one was near the city desk. Then he leaned
forward and buzzed in Burke's ear. A look of surprise appeared on the reporter's face.

"Judge Tolland!" he exclamed in alow voice. "Y ou mean that he may be in this?'

"That's what Caulkins was saying when they got him," declared Ward. "I'm laying off it for the present.
But keep your eye peded. Ligen, Burke: One of three thingsis sure. First"—Ward tapped his left thumb
with his right forefinger—"Caulkins may have seen Tolland and have gotten some red dope from him.
Second"—the dity editor tapped his left forefinger—"Double Z bluffed Caulkins into thinking he was
Talland. Third"—Ward indicated on another finger—"Double Z is-"

Ward did not end the sentence. Clyde Burke finished it for him slently. The reporter's lips framed asngle
word.

"Tolland!"
"Right” said the dity editor briskly.
"Il be on the lookout," declared Clyde.

"Keep mum," warned Ward. "This detective, Cardona, has the right idea. Double Z is in the mix-up.
Keep him guessng!”

"Il run up to East Eightieth now,” suggested Clyde.

"Good ideg," agreed Ward. "Maybe you can trace back over the trall Caulkins followed. Then get in with
the bunch that know. See how they're taking this story we ran to-day."

Clyde Burke sat down at an obscure desk in a corner of the news room. He drew a fountain pen from
his pocket and wrote on a sheet of paper. Any one who might have observed him would have decided
he was smply adding up his expense account. Clyde Burke looked the part of a police reporter.

But this firm-faced young man was engaged in a different task. He was inscribing a note of strange
appearance. He was writing a series of coded letters, and the words which those letters formed told the



vitd facts which he had just heard from the lips of the dity editor.

Clyde folded the sheet of paper and sedled it in an envelope. He sauntered from the newspaper office.
He turned his steps toward Broadway, then to Twenty-third Street. There he reached a dilapidated old
building. He entered.

Ingde he ascended a flight of rickety stairs. He stopped in front of a glass-paneled door, upon which
appeared the name:

B. JONAS

The reporter dropped the envelopein amall chute cut in the door. He departed immediately. No one had
seen his action. In fact, no one had ever seen a person enter through that door with the grimy,
cobwebbed glass. Y et notes dropped there by Clyde Burke dways reached ther destination.

Clyde was thinking of that destination as he traveled uptown. He knew where his message was going.
For the obscure office of B. Jonas was a recaiving place used by that mysterious men of the night—The
Shadow!

Clyde Burke, to the world a newspaper reporter, was actudly a trusted agent of this master of crime
detection.

DURING the past few months, it had been Clyde's duty to waich for dl dartling developments in
caimind activities. As a police reporter, especidly with a tabloid newspaper that hungered for crime
news, Clyde wasin an excellent postion to do this work.

Now, with the Wise Owl assgnments in his hands, his contact with the underworld was reaching its
zenith. He had dready gained an ingght into strange facts concerning the death of Jod Caulkins, and he
had passed his findings on to his mysterious employer.

Despite numerous messages that he had delivered, Clyde had received no orders from The Shadow
during these recent months. This was a Sngular state of affairs. Clyde could not recall any other period of
inactivity on the part of The Shadow that was as long as this one. He wondered, sometimes, what had
become of The Shadow.

Had the battler of crime withdrawn from the fidd? Had some shrewd gang leader pierced the
unfathomable vell that obscured The Shadow and forced him to seek safety outsde of New York?
These were unpleasant thoughts, but Clyde, a times, had worse quams. Perhaps something had
happened to The Shadow!

For years gangsters had been trying to put him on the spot. Had they succeeded?

The only ray of comfort was The Shadow's broadcasts. Once a week this man of mystery spoke over
the radio, and his uncanny laugh thrilled thousands of eager listeners. The broadcasts were going dong on
schedule; neverthdess, it was possible that some other man had taken The Shadow's place. No one had
ever postivey identified The Shadow, Crime Detector, with The Shadow, Radio Broadcaster.

Vaioustips on crime that Clyde had dropped in the Jonas office had been gpparently ignored, dthough
the reporter had fdt sure that The Shadow would respond to them. To date, The Shadow had not, to
Clyde's knowledge, taken the dightest interest in either the disappearance of Judge Harvey Tolland or in
the peculiar correspondence that the police had received from a man caled Double Z. But this was not
disconcerting.

The sudden departure of a crooked juris—that was the generd opinion of Tolland—was not likdy to



interest The Shadow, who dedlt with supercrooks. The strange notes from Double Z, hitherto regarded
as the epigtles of a madman, were adso beneeth The Shadow's notice.

Double Z had predicted certain deaths. Some had occurred; others had not. The few that had transpired
hed been minor gang killings Never had the hand of Double Z appeared as that of the actua murderer.

But now the cry was out. Newspapers considered the death of Caulkins to be a gang killing, and at the
same time suggested murderous work on the part of Double Z. Cardona's description of the case as the
work of an inexperienced murderer had been played up in the Classic. Double Z had become a menace.
Clyde Burke anticipated action from The Shadow. He fdt sure that the Tolland connection would bring
it.

WITH hismind occupied on these thoughts, Clyde arrived at the old house on East Eightieth Street. He
Sudied the place from across the street. He noticed the heavily curtained front windows of the third floor.
He sauntered across the street and ascended the steps. The door was locked.

A gruff voice spoke from the sdewak.
"Hey, there!"

Clyde turned. He found himsdf daring a the squat, square-shouldered form of Detective Sergeant
Wentworth.

"Oh, it'syou, Burke," said the officer in an affable tone. "Didn't recognize you &t fird. Want to get in?"
"Sure thing."
Wentworth was explaining his presence as they entered the hdlway and ascended the qairs.

"Were keegping watch on the place” he said. "If this nut Double Z is mixed up in the killing, there's no
tdling what may happen. He's just bugs enough to come back to the place. Might have left something
here. So were lyingin wait.”

Wentworth unlocked the door of the third-floor apartment. He and Burke entered the gloomy room,
where Caulkins had died. The detective pointed out the telephone, and indicated the podtion in which the
body had been found.

"Who lived here?' questioned Clyde.

"Wigh we knew," said Wentworth. "Name downgtairs says Joseph T. Dodd, but we haven't got any clew
from it. We do know that some felow did live here a while. Weve found clothes and other articles. The
only trouble is, he seems to have been careful to keep himsdf unknown. Nathing is here in the way of
identification.”

Clyde looked around the room, while the detective kept up a line of intermittent patter. The supposed
actions that had taken place in the room were wel established in Wentworth's mind.

"Caulkins camein," he explained. "He found the guy who had coaxed him here. They were taking about
this Double Z suff. Caulkins went to the phone— right there; the other bird was ganding here.

"Jug as Caulkins began to spill the story, the other fdlow outs with a gat and plugs him four times.
Caulkins didn't have a chance, even though the guy that killed him was a bum shot. Right here is where
we figure the murderer was standing. Nervy, eh, while Caulkins was phoning?'



Clyde nodded. Somehow, Wentworth's description, a duplicate of Cardona's findings, did not fully
sisfy him; yet he could not explain what was wrong. He and the detective |eft the house. Clyde grunted
a good-by, and started back to the newspaper office. On the way, he stopped a the building on
Twenty-third Street. Standing in the dim hall, he scrawled a short coded message, describing his vigt to
Eightieth Street, and dropped the note in the door that bore the name Jonas.

BEFORE the desolate-looking house on East Eightieth Street, Detective Sergeant Wentworth continued
hisvigil. Dusk came. The door of the old house across the street was dim in the increasing darkness.

Watching it, Wentworth fancied that he saw a moving blur pass momentaily in front of it. He srolled
across the street and tried the door. Locked. Wentworth went back to his post.

Ashis footsteps clicked down the stone steps to the sdewak, a low laugh sounded in the vestibule. The
soft mirth did not reach Wentworth's ears. A man was stlanding in the vestibule—a man clad in black. He
was totaly invigble in the darkness. He had entered the front door in spite of the detective's vigil.

Now, alight appeared in the inclosure—a tiny spot of light no larger than a hdf dollar. It shone directly
upon the lock of the inner door. A queer-looking key appeared within that circle of illumination. A
black-gloved hand used the key to probe the lock.

The door opened. It did not close immediatdy. The man in black was dill working at the lock. The key
moved in and out, as though being used to probe the metd depths.

At lagt, the door closed. Silence reigned with darkness. The light shone at intervals, moving upward on
the stairway. It stopped on the third floor. Its rays swinging pryingly, stopped at the very spot where Jod
Caulkins had stood in the hdlway, unobserved by the man he was following. The tiny light, close to the
floor, revealed dight dust marks.

Metd clicked againg metd. The door of the gpartment opened. The ray of the flaghlight widened as it
advanced uncannily, not a foot above the floor. It seemed to be fallowing an invisble trail.

It paused; then, swerving, went to the door of the sde room in which Caulkins had hidden himsdif.

Next, the light swung around the room, and amed downward, to reved the carpet. The floor covering
was chegp and plan. It showed wear near the door and by the table. There was another spot where it
was worn. The flaghlight paused at that place, then moved upward. Its light glinted back from the slvered
surface of the mirror that hung on the wall.

After a pause, the light went to the table. It moved busly about. It showed the telephone, off dightly to
one sde, and the chair, placed a an angle

It examined the far 9de of the table, and the floor beside it. There, in the carpet, was a tiny san. The
light started toward the door, probing the carpet. It reveded another amdl dark splotch.

Then it went down the dtairs, seeking, occasondly stopping to note some trifling Sgn. It reached the
vedtibule and made a thorough search. Here were no splotches—only a broad smear, in the midd of a
dust-streaked floor. The light wastiny now, asit ran up the side of the wal and stopped on the name of
Joseph T. Dodd. Then the light went out.

The front door opened softly, and a thin figure dipped through, to merge with thickening night.
Wentworth became suddenly dert across the street. He fancied that he had seen another motion a the
door of the house; then he laughed at hisimaginetion.

Why should he be concerned with every flegting shadow that might appear before that door? He was



posted to watch for aliving being— not a phantom!

And so, when Wentworth ended his vigil, being relieved by a plain-clothes man, he made out a smple
report: namdly, that no one had visted the house that day—uwith the exception of Clyde Burke, reporter
on the Classic.

His report said nothing of a shadow in the dusk. If it had, it might have attracted the attention of the
obsarvant Joe Cardona. For the star detective knew more about shadows than did Wentworth.

Joe Cardona, done of the New Y ork detective force, might have suspected the truth: that The Shadow,
living phantom of the night, had come and gone at the old house on East Eightieth Street. In answer to
Clyde Burke's messages, the strange man of darkness had investigated the spot where Joel Caulkins had
died.

Slently, invisbly, The Shadow had learned facts which had escaped the observation of Joe Cardona;
and those facts pertained to other than Joel Caulkins—namey, Judge Harvey Tolland, and to the men
known only as Double Z.

CHAPTER V. CARDONA ENCOUNTERS CRIME

DETECTIVE JOE CARDONA was a man who played hunches. For months, he had been thinking off
and on of Double Z. He had classed the man as an eccentric individud, who knew the indde of
crookdom, and liked to display his knowledge by letters to the police.

He had harbored a hunch that Double Z might some day become dangerous, and he had been waiting for
thet time.

Now, the day had come. The murder of Jod Caulkins indicated action on the part of Double Z. It
enabled Cardona to form hisimpresson of what type of man Double Z might be.

He pictured him as one of those characters who fringe the borders of the underworld—yperhaps a "fence’
who disposed of solen goods. Through contact with crime, the man had gained knowledge. Now,
possessed of more inteligence than the average arimind, the lure of crime had caused him to enter the
fidd himsdf, while his eccentricity ill made him follow his old practice of writing |etters to the police.

Cardona recdled that two of Double Z's velled tips of impending desth had faled to materidize. Some
months ago, he had sad that a gangster was to be put on the spot, within a week. The killing had not
occurred.

Then, he had hinted aso the kidnapping of a prominent society woman. The police had become vigilant.
The abduction had not taken place. These, therefore, were indications that Double Z had known of
crime, but had not planned them. On the contrary, most of his statements had proven true.

Three unsolved murders had been predicted by Double Z. In one case, he had been of ad to the police.
He had told of a plot to assassinate Sgnor Gavini, Itdian plenipotentiary to the United States. His note
had been turned over to the secret service. They had forestdled bomb throwing on the part of
anti-Fascigts, but had not discovered the men higher up. A few lesser criminds had gone to jall.

Joe Cardona was not amean to place too much fath in impressons. Doubts lurked in his brain, when he
tried to identify Double Z as a définite personaity. Some smart crook might be using this guise for some
unknown purpose. But despite his suspicion of impressons, Cardona had a weakness for hunches. The
fird had materidized.

Double Z had committed crime and had shown himsdf to be shrewd, but bungling. He had lured Jod



Caulkins, and had then required four shots to kill him, thus proving that Double Z was not so good when
it came to gun play. Perhaps, Cardona speculated, Double Z might be an old man.

While the detective dill doubted his own impressions, he had experienced another hunch; and in that, he
hed no doubt. He fdt postive that Double Z, once a killer, would now enter crime with boldness.

It was because of this hunch that Wentworth had been placed on watch. The house on Eightieth Street
might be a hideout for Double Z, masguerading under the name of Joseph T. Dodd. If so, he might return
there. Cardona was sure that the killer would soon be heard from, and awaited that time.

THAT was why the detective registered no surprise when he arrived a headquarters a noon to find
Acting Inspector Fennimann anxioudy awaiting him. This was on the day after The Shadow's secret vist
to the old house—two days after the murder of Jod Caulkins.

"What isit?" questioned Cardona, when he saw the inspector. "More on Double Z?'
"You guesd it, Joe. He's sent another note.”

"Here?"

"No. To Philip Farmington, the big banker. A direct threat. Read this”

Cardona received a paper. Its words were poorly typewritten. The detective recognized the battered M
and the weskly struck A. Double Z sometimes scrawled; on other occasions he typed. Always, he
inscribed, at the foot of the note, those twin letters that served as his Sgnature. The message read:

You are meking a mistake. Stop at once or you will hear from me. Death will come to you!
The detective was contemplative for afew moments. Then he turned to Fennimann:
"When did Farmington get this?* was his question.

"Thismorning," replied the acting ingpector. "Sent it down by messenger. Cdled up to make sure it came
in. | told him you would come up to see him. He will be home at one o'clock.”

Joe Cardona glanced at his watch.
"I know where Farmington lives™ he said. "I'l go up there right away.”

When the detective arrived at the banker's home, he was ushered into a room that served as an office. It
adjoined a large living room.

Cardona took a char near a huge mahogany desk, and awaited the return of Philip Farmington. The
banker arrived within haf an hour.

JOE CARDONA was keenly interested in the meeting. He had seen Philip Farmington, but had never
spoken to im before. The man was a keen, hard-faced individud; one who possessed a powerful
physique and a commanding persondity. Cardona knew that he was reputed to be a multimillionare, and
was a grong figure in the activities of internationa bankers.

After shaking hands with the detective, Farmington seated himsdf by the desk and got down to business.
He opened a box of cigars that was on the desk. Cardona accepted one. Farmington was dready
smoking.

"Wadl," asked Farmington, "what do you think of this Double Z matter?



"Themaniscrazy,” declared Cardona. "Nevertheless, heis dangerous.”

"Unquestionably,” acknowledged the banker. "Not only dangerous, but methodica. | see a purposein his
threst."

"What isit?'

"He knows that | understand his message. | have dready replied to it."

"What! You know where heis-"

"No," smiled Farmington. "I have replied by action, knowing whet isin his mind."
Cardona appeared puzzled, but waited without asking questions.

"For some time" continued the millionare, "a group with which | am associated has been considering a
loan to the Fascist government. The matter awaited my decison—to-day. The letter arrived while | was
a breakfast. | took it with me to the office. It was obvioudy athrest if | gave my gpprova to the loan.”

"Did you approve?’

"I did. The announcement of the loan appeared in the early editions of the evening newspapers. So
Double Z—if heiswatching—knows now that | have faled to heed hisingructions”

"Hm-m-m," said Cardona. "Did you have any previous indication of this?'
"No," replied Farmington.
"When did you announce that your decison would be made to-day?"

The millionaire chewed the end of his hdf-finished cigar; then threw the perfecto into a tubular ash
recelver. He arose and paced the floor, in thought. At last, he turned to face Detective Cardona.

"It has been known," he said, "that my decision regarding the loan might be made within a few weeks; but
yesterday | made an announcement, indicating | would reach a definite decison to-day.

"A number of my friends were here last night. They had seen the announcement in the newspapers. |
stated that it was correct, for | had definitdy made up my mind.”

"Did you speak to any one dse aout it?'

"Yes. To reporters who caled up while my friends were here. They wanted to corroborate the
announcement for the morning newspapers.”

CARDONA puffed his cigar and became thoughtful. Philip Farmington noted that the detective was
consdering the matter minutely. He decided to assst him.

"Suppose” he said, "thet | tdl you everything that has happened since | gave the announcement to the
evening newspapers, yesterday."

"Good ided" replied the detective.

"Wadl," said the millionaire, "they had been questioning me congtantly. | made up my mind to act, without
tdling any one definitdly. At noon yesterday, | received a call from the Evening Sphere. It was the usud
cdl. Any decison planned on the Fascist loan? | said that it would probably be settled favorably to-day.



"I came home before three o'clock. | was in this room until nearly sx. Then | dressed for dinner. About
twelve persons arrived before seven thirty. We had dinner, and the guests departed between ten and
eeven o'clock.”

"When did the newspapers cal you on the phone?’
"Before nine o'clock.”

"When did you discuss the matter with your friends?!
"It was mentioned during dinner.”

"Did anything unusud happen during the evening?'

"No. We werein the living room most of the time. A few of the gentlemen came in here, but after we had
gone out, | locked the door. | don't usudly keep this room open. It serves me as an office a home. |
explained that to them. | never come in here in the morning. The room is kept locked until | return from
downtown. Then, at dinner time, | lock up until the next day."

"The room was open when | came,” said Cardona.

"Of course," replied the millionaire. "There is nothing of value here, and Raph, the butler, has a duplicate
key. | cdled from the office and told him to show you in here."

"I see. Now, regarding this note of Double Z. According to the postmark, it was mailed from the Bronx
about midnight.”

"Yes. | noticed that."

"All of the notes come from the Bronx." The detective hesitated. "That may mean something—it may aso
be a blind. One thing is certain: it is a genuine Double Z note. It has been compared with the others that
we have a headquarters.”

"You have quite a collection?"
llYall
"All thregts?'

"No. A few are tips. One in paticular enabled us to foredal a plot agang the Fascist delegate to
America That iswhy the note addressed to you is both right and wrong."

"How?'

"Becaue" sad Cardona, "we have connected Double Z with Fascisti matters. That fits in. But
previoudy, he seemed to favor the Itdian government. Now, however, if your idealis correct, he opposes
it"

"Mogt peculiar!™

"Yes But Double Z is eccentric, don't forget that. I'll tdl you what | want to do, Mr. Farmington. I'm
going to take notes of everything you have told me, just in case there may be a dew somewhere in it.
Thismay be dangerous business.

"It doesn't worry mel" declared Farmington emphaticaly. "Nevertheless, we must capture this scoundrel.



Make your notes, and | shdl check them.”

Farmington sat down at the desk and leaned back in the large chair. Cardona began to make notations,
exactly falowing the statements which the millionare gave him.

While Cardona was at work, Farmington unlocked a lower drawer of the desk and opened a cigar box.
He brought out a cigar and cut off the cud. He flipped the bit of tobacco toward the ash receiver, and
lighted his cigar in amethodica manner.

"I don't recdl your tdling me about this morning," remarked the detective. "You went directly to the
office?'

"Yes After an eight-o'clock breskfagt.”
"When did the conference begin?'

"At nine thirty."

"When did it end?"

"Ten fifteen.”

"And the evening newspapers were notified -"
"Immediady.”

"Did anything happen after that?'

Farmington chewed the end of his cigar as he reflected. He was leening back in his chair, and Cardona
noted the firmness of his profile.

"Nothing s came Farmington's reply.

"All right declared the detective. "Il read dl my notes. Afterward, we can see if weve missed
anything.”

He began in a monatonous tone. Occasiondly he looked up to seeif Philip Farmington was ligening. The
millionaire had turned away dightly, so his profile was no longer visble. His head was leening back; his
hand was resting on the desk, holding the cigar.

Cardona went on until he finished reading. He waited for Farmington to finish consdering it. At last
Cardond's patience ended.

"Anything dse?' he questioned.
Philip Farmington did not reply.
"Satisfactory?' questioned Cardona

No reply.

SURPRISED, Cardona frowned. He arose and stepped toward the seated millionare. He advanced
only three paces. He stopped stock-4till, too amazed to move farther forward. He could now see the
face of Philip Farmington, and it was hisview of that countenance that astounded him.

Philip Farmington was garing at the wall with glazed, wide-open eyes. Upon his face had come a grayish



pdlor that matched the thin wisp of cigar smoke which curled upward from the hand upon the desk.

The firm features of the millionaire had taken a ghedly appearance that Cardona had never before
observed upon the face of any man.

Startled, the detective stood moationless. Then, while a strange sensation brought incredible redization,
Cardona reached forward and grasped the shoulders of the seated man.

Thefirm dutch brought results.

The millionaires body gave way benegath the pressure. It dumped down into the chair. The arms dropped
lifdesdy, and the lighted cigar rolled upon the floor. The head with the staring eyes fdl back, and the
gruesome gaze turned unseaingly toward the calling.

A deep gasp came from Detective Joe Cardona.
Philip Farmington was dead!

CHAPTER VI. THE SHADOW PREPARES

THE strange death of Philip Farmington, millionare internationa banker, was tremendous news. The
circumgtances under which it had occurred, in the presence of Detective Joe Cardona during a discusson
of the mysterious Double Z, brought stern redlization to both police and press. It was obvious that a men
who had previoudy dedlt only in eccentricities had now become a shrewd, inddious killer.

What—who—was Double Z?
Was he a gangster, who had suddenly given up the usud undercover methods of crime?
Was he atool of some one higher up—a blind to mideed police investigators?

Was he a maniac, who knew the ways of the underworld—who, after contenting himsaf with writing his
eccentric letters, had now launched into a career of murder and thievery?

Was he a supermind—a aimind who had been waiting for the right opportunity to begin murder and
destruction?

Was he a man entirdy unknown in gangdom, who had suddenly developed arimind tendencies?
Was he aforeign agent bent on a campaign of terrorism, with New Y ork as, its center?
These questions remained unanswered.

It was certain that Double Z, whoever he might be, must come under one or more of these dlassfications.
His paradoxicd actions and unexplanable purposes marked him ether as a person who obeyed any
cimind impulse, or as a man gifted with remarkable genius.

In either event, the police had but one course: To track down this dayer before he loosed his evil powers
throughout a wider range.

Everywhere one went, the tak was of Double Z. This was paticularly evident a the exdusve Cobalt
Club, where Philip Farmington had been a prominent member. The degth of the internationdl banker had
cast apdl over the spirits of hisfriends.

The Cobalt Club was a gloomy place a best. Now, for once, its members were loquacious, but their talk



was morbid. The death of Philip Farmington presaged future threats, directed at other men of wedth.

A smdl, tense group was discussng the matter in the club lounge. Haf a dozen men had gathered
together. Barnaby Hotchkiss, the lumber magnate, was speaking.

"It looks like an internationd plot," he said emphaticdly. "The anti-Fascigts are bad enough, but if the
Bolsheviks are mixed iniit -"

"That might be troublesome for you, eh?' quizzed Blaine Glover, the famous steamship man.

"Yes" admitted Hotchkiss. "'l have been successful in prohibiting the importation of lumber from Russia
That cheap Bolshevik timber was a menace. We've stopped a lot of it now. They dont like it in
Moscow."

"I don't think this can go far," said Blaine Glover optimigticaly. "There's nothing to be gained by attacking
individuds"

"Look & it from Farmington's viewpoint," Hotchkiss put in sourly.

"W, Farmington's dead.”

"Yes That's just the trouble. Who will be next?"

The words brought nods of understanding from other members of the group.

"No one is safe," observed Stephen Baum, the chain-store director. "If this crazy man sets out to kill,
they cannot stop him. How was Farmington murdered?”

"Poisoned,” declared Glover. "They discovered that right away. | read the report of the toxicologist in
to-night's Sphere -"

"Yes, but who adminigtered the poison? How? Where?'
Glover shrugged his shoulders.
"They haven't figured that out, yet," he said.

"I believe they have discovered the nature of the poison,” declared Matthew Wade, the multimillionaire.
"That, & leadt, is one step in the right direction.”

"How does that hdp?' asked Hotchkiss.

"Certain poisons are peculiar to certain countries,” said Wade. "This one, from the description | have
read, resembles a very virulent, but little-used, poison found in India. | heard of such a poison during my
last vist to Bombay, when | was cruisng around the world on one of your ships, Glover.”

"I think you are misteken there, Wade," came a quiet voice. The speaker was Lamont Cranston, like
Wade, a gentleman of leisure reputed to possess great wedth. "I have not only heard of poisons; | have
gudied them. Farmington's death indicates that he tasted a poison amilar to the li-shun, a deadly product
of Mongalia It does not take effect immediaidy; when it does, it is extremdy rapid.”

Matthew Wade shrugged his shoulders. He was an indolent man, who had inherited much of his money,
and who had spent long periods of time in foreign countries. He was not one to discuss technicdlities,
athough he had a somewnhat chdlenging dispostion.



"Il take your word for it, Cranston,” he replied. "I guess you've traveled as much as | have. | spent most
of my time on big-game hunts in India. But | was too busy to sudy the Orientd methods of artidtic
assassnation.”

THE group was bresking up. Some of the men started toward the billiard room; others toward the lobby.

Lamont Crangton remained in the lounge. He seated himsdlf in a comfortable chair and turned to observe
aman who was Stting near by. Thisindividua had not been taking part in the discusson.

The man whom Cranston surveyed was a sober, quiet-faced chap in his thirties. He was dressed in
evening clothes. He was smoking a panatella in a methodicad manner, and seemed very much concerned
with his own thoughts.

He, done, seemed to reflect the usud amosphere of the Cobalt Club. The only expresson on his face
was a look of glumness that seemed to be habitud. It disappeared suddenly when the man noticed that
he was being observed. He cast adow glance a Lamont Cranston, recognized the firm, chisded face of
the millionaire, and spoke words of gregting.

"Good evening, Mr. Cranston,” was dl he said.
"Good evening, er—er -" Cranston seemed & loss.
"Mamn," was the reply. "Rutledge Mann."

"Ah, yed" exdlamed Crangton. "I remember, now. I've met you here severd times before. Were you
ligening to the conversation of the worried plutocrats?

"It herdly concerned me" replied Mann, with awan smile
"I don't belong in the plutocrat class.”

Lamont Crangton was studious. Despite his pretense, he had recognized Rutledge Mann. Moreover, he
knew a great ded of hishistory.

Mann was of a family that had once been wedlthy. He had conducted a amdl brokerage business, and
hed dedlt with members of the Cobalt Club. Now, it was evident that he had fdlen into hard times.

"Budness not so good, eh?' questioned Cranston.
"Thereisno busness a dl," replied Mann quietly.
"Closed out?'

"es"

"That's too bad," observed Cranston. There was an understianding in his tone that impressed Rutledge
Mann. "What are you going to do now?"

"I don't know," Mann replied. "I'd do anything to get started again. | owe a lot of debts. If it wasn't for
thet -"

He stopped abruptly. Although he never ended the sentence, Lamont Crangton inferred the rest. The



peculiar flicker that appeared on Mann's face told him all.

Rutledge Mann was up agang it—badly. Only his sense of obligation prevented him from taking
desperate measures. In fact, his thoughts were dweling right now upon an automatic that reposed in the
table drawer of his apartment.

Mann did not notice that Cranston was dill watching him. Had he been dert enough to observe that fact,
he would have been surprised. For Cranston's sharp eyes were focused keenly on the face of the
ex-broker. He seemed to be reading the innermost thoughts of the man beside him.

Rutledge Mann arose from his chair. He glanced a the clock that showed through the door from the
lobby. That action was dgnificant to Lamont Cranston.

He knew that Mann must have pawned the expengve wrig watch which he had been wearing a few
nights before. For Lamont Cranston had been secretly observing Rutledge Mann for a consderable
period of time.

"Good night," said Mann abruptly. "It's rather late. I'm going to ride uptown to my apartment.”

He left the lounge and obtained his coat in the lobby. He carried it over his am until he had passed
through the revolving door. For that coat was threadbare. The only respectable garb which Rutledge
Mann dill possessed was the full-dress suit which he donned for his evening vists to the Cobalt Club.

OUTSIDE, it was drizzling. Rutledge Mann faced the rain and strode dong the Avenue. It was severd
blocks to the subway station, yet he ignored the taxicabs wating at the door of the club. He did this for a
good reason. He had only fifty centsin his pocket.

Mann chided himsdf as he strode dong, particularly when a taxicab, swinging away from the entrance of
the Cobalt Club, splattered past him. Accustomed to surroundings of wedlth, the club had been his only
haven during the past few months. He spent mogt of histime there, but fdt strangely out of place.

With men like Lamont Cranston, for instance—or Matthew Wade. To either of them, a thousand dollars
was pin money. Y &t, to-night, Rutledge Mann would have sacrificed anything for haf that sum.

The drizzle had become a torrent when Mann emerged from the subway sation near the apartment house
where he lived. Two blocks through the deluge. He made it on the run. He entered his apartment,
dripping wet. He threw his coat in the closet and surveyed the ruin of his evening clothes. He hung the
coat up to dry, placed the vest over the back of a chair, and pulled away his tie and collar. He sat down
infront of the table. Acting on sudden impulse, he pulled open the table drawer and picked up the gun.

It was the only item of any vaue which dill belonged to him. Should he pawn it, or—

The gun was in his left hand. Mann was garing, fascinated, into the gleaming muzze. Inginctively, his
finger sought the trigger. He seemed in alittle world of his own, within the circled glare of the table lamp.

Even the rest of the room about him was a black, unknown relm. Mann's finger steadied. Then, from
that outsde world, came a black-clad hand that plucked the automeatic from his grasp.

Mann stared upward to find himsdf fadng a tadl being, who seemed a fantadtic specter come from
nowhere.

The vidtor was clad entirdly in black. He wore a long black cloak, with a high collar that obscured his
face. Over hisforehead was the broad brim of a douch hat. Two eyes were dl that Mann could see eyes
that glowed like sparkling codls.



The automatic disappeared beneath the folds of the black cloak. Mann, astounded and empty-handed,
was unable even to gasp his surprise.

"Why do you seek death?’

The question came in a whispered voice. Its uncanny tones made Mann shudder; yet he fdt no fear
because of the stranger's presence.

"Therés nothing to live for,” he replied. "I'm broke. No friends. No future. No one depends on me. I've
reached the end—that's dl. Why hold off?"

A black-gloved hand advanced. The gun was replaced in Mann's grasp. Mann fdt that he was dreaming;
thet his harassed mind had fancied dl this. The touch of the cold metd brought redlity. But he held the gun
loosdly, his thoughts of suicide temporarily forgotten.

"If you have good reasons for degth," came the whispered voice, "I shdl not deny you the privilege. But if
dl you need is money and friendship to make life worth continuing, they are yours—if you will do my
bidding."

Mann lad the gun on the table. He stared dtraight at the man in black.
"What do you ak?' he inquired.

"Obedience. Full obedience. Without question. You will have life and honor. But my bidding shdl be
law."

Slence. Mann stared at that strange figure, seeking to observe the hidden lips that had spoken those
al-important words. He was thinking of the future.

Which would it be—his body, lifdess in this char—or Rutledge Mann, dive and active, freed from
poverty. It dl seemed unred, but he treated it with seriousness.

" accept your offer,” was Mann's spoken decision, as he stared into those glowing eyes.
"You promise ful obedience.”
"l promise.”

A black-gloved hand placed something upon the table, beside the automatic. Mann looked at the object.
It was a check book. He opened it. The checks bore the imprint:

RUTLEDGE MANN

909 Badger Building

New York

"Be a your office to-morrow morning,” came the whispered voice from beside him.

Projecting from the end of the check book was a deposit book. Mann drew it out and opened it. At the
top of the first column was the statement of a deposit of $2,500.

Mann whedled in his chair to face the stranger. He saw no one. He legped to the door and pressed the
wal switch. He was done. The manin black had gone!



He stepped swiftly back to the table. In one hand he held the pigtal; in the other, the check book. One
meant death. The other life alife worth living. He put the automatic into the table drawer. He sat saring a
the check book as aman in a dream, while the minutes ticked by.

When morning arrived, Rutledge Mann saw the check book on his bureau, where he had placed it before
retiring. It amazed him, even now, to find that it was red. The strange events of lagt night were dm
recollections. Mann could not repress the suspicion that he had been hoaxed.

He dressed, I&ft his gpartment, and hurried downtown to the Badger Building, near Times Square. He
went up to the ninth floor, and found Office 909. There he stood stupefied. On the door was the gilt
lettering:

RUTLEDGE MANN
Investments

He tried the door. It was unlocked. Within, he found a smdll office, beyond it a door, and an inner office
On the desk of the private office lay two objects—a key and an envelope.

Mann sat before the desk. He opened the envelope and extracted a folded paper. He began to read, and
with reading came understanding.

WHILE Rutledge Mann was gaining his firs ingght into the methods of the mysterious man who had
befriended him, another man who had businessin New Y ork was opening a letter at his breakfast tablein
hishomein New Jersey. This was Cliff Mardand, a veteran of the World War, who had done his part in
arecent campaign againg the New Y ork racketeers.

The letter which Cliff read was written in blue ink, and its words formed a private code which only he
understood. Scarcely had he finished reading, when the writing began to disappear. The paper was blank
when Cliff dropped it on the breskfast table.

"Daling," he said to hiswife, "I think it would be a good idea for you to take that FHorida trip with your
father. So plan to leave with him tonight. | have work to do that may take me away for awhile”

Meanwhile, in the dub car of the Eastern Limited, a young man known as Harry Vincent, was smoking a
cdga and daring meditatively at the passing scenery. Harry had terminated his vacation early tha
morning. He had Ift his parents home in the little town of Colon, and was riding east from Michigan, in
response to an oddly worded telegram which he had received the night before —a message which he
aone could understand.

And a precisdy the same moment, Clyde Burke was hanging up the receiver of a telephone at the
Classc office. He had just been ligening to the words of a quiet voice which had spoken to him over the
wire.

"Burbank!" Clyde Burke said in an undertone. "Burbank, the trusted agent of The Shadow! Burbank is
on the job, and | have received indructiond”

Hve men had received ther orders. Smultaneoudy, The Shadow, the unknown master of mysery, had
summoned his underlings, each to await his commands. While the police, with hundreds at their disposal,
were blindly seeking to learn the identity of Double Z, The Shadow had prepared for baitle with the
newcomer in the world of crime.

CHAPTER VII. THE SHADOW AT WORK



AT three o'clock that afternoon, a man cdled at detective headquarters and inquired for Joe Cardona.
He was taken into the detective's office. Cardona was out; but he arrived hdf an hour later, to find the
vigtor awaiting him.

He looked quizzicdly at the stranger, a tdl, sallow-faced man, who wore a blue serge suit and brown
douch hat. Cardona had never seen the man before; but he was impressed by the felow's appearance.
The man's face was firm and expressonless; it seemed molded from a solid substance.

Before the detective could inquire the stranger's business, the men arose and drew back the left Sde of
his coat to reved a badge of the secret service. Cardona extended a hand in greeting.

"Blakes my name" sad the vigtor, in a quiet voice. "Terry Blake. You wouldn't suspect it from my
name, but -"

He paused and broke into a smooth-flowing conversation of Itdian. Cardona, surprised, answered in the
same tongue. After afew more remarks, Blake resumed his conversation in English.

He had just explained to Cardona that he was of Itdian ancestry on his mother's sde of the family.
Cardona, noting his features closdly, observed certain prominent characteristics of thet race.

"l suppose you want to see me about the Farmington case," remarked Cardona

"You guessed it," replied the secret-service man. "I'm working on these anti-Fascist operations. It looks
pretty much like this case fitsin."

"No doubt about it," declared Cardona. "There's only one hitch -"

"The method?"

Cardona nodded.

"Bombs and dilettos arein their ling" he said. "This poison businessis a new wrinkle."
"Not exactly new," observed the secret-service man.

"No?' came the surprised reply.

"ltdy," said Blake, "was famous for the Medicis. I've seen the surviva of some of ther subtle poisons.
The art has faded, but it is not dead -"

"I can't see the connection,” declared Cardona. "Any knowledge of poisons in Ity would belong to
members of the aristocracy, some of whom dill have aimind leanings. But the anti-Fascists are a
Communidiic group -"

"You think s0?" interrupted the secret-service man, with a thin, dow amile. "You should pay a vidt to
Rome. You would find it different from New York. In Rome, the Fascidti are a middle group, hated by
the Communigts and secretly despised by the aristocracy. The activities agang the Fascigti are not
confined to the lower classes"

Cardona nodded thoughtfully.

"I get your drift," he said. "Herein New Y ork, we have only the bomb-throwers and their type. But in
this case—with internationd affairs at stake—it may be that a more elaborate plot has been arranged -

"I regard it as possible" declared Blake.



"We haven't had much luck on the poison,” lamented Cardona. "The toxicologist has found out its generd
nature, but he can't place it. He figures it works dowly at firgt; then suddenly. That gives us no help. It
might have been given to Farmington at lunch—in the morning, as early as breskfast -"

"Or the night before?'

"No. That would have been impossible. Not earlier than the morning - even then, not too early.”
"What clews have you discovered?!

"None."

Cardona tossed a typewritten report to the secret-service man. It was a record of the detective's
conversation with Philip Farmington.

"Have you discovered anything in Farmington's little office, that you mention here?”
Cardona shook his head in response to Blake's quiz.

"Any documents?'

"None of importance.”

"Suppose we go up there" suggested the secret-service man.

"All right," agreed Cardona. "Here's something you'd like to look at before you go.”

He brought out the note which Philip Farmington had received from Double Z. The secret-service man
examined it closdly.

"Youre sureit is bona fide?" was his question.

Cardona produced other letters. For fully ten minutes, Terry Blake studied and compared the letters. He
lad dl aside except the note which had been found in the hand of Joel Caulkins—the note which warned
the recipient he had but one week to live

The secret-service man turned the note sdeways, then upside down. He returned it to Cardona. The
detective dmogt fancied that he saw a sudden gleam in Blake's eyes. Before he could ask a question, the
Secret-service man had arisen.

"Let'sgo," he sad brusqudly.

THEY reached Philip Farmington's home. Cardona had a key to the office where the banker had died.
The men entered. Blake examined the chair in which Farmington had been seated. Cardona smiled.

"We went dl over that,” he said. "No poisoned needles. Not a clew here, old fdlow. But | thought you'd
liketo look at these papers.”

Tery Blake examined some documents that had belonged to Philip Farmington. Findly, he lad them
adde and sat in the chair before the desk.

"Farmington was Stting here?' he asked.
"Yes" Cardona took the chair he had occupied on that other occasion. "'l was over here, taking to him."

"Whét did he do?'



"Vay little. Offered me a cigar, when he came in. From that box on the desk."
"Good. I'l be Farmington. Have one."
Cardona accepted the perfecto with a amile. Blake began to take one for himsdf.

"Watl" sad Cardona, entering into the game. "Farmington took one from the desk drawer. |
remembered it at the time. | found out later he prefers a strong brand of pure Havana"

Blake opened the drawer indicated. It had been Ieft unlocked. He found the box of cigars. One layer was
gone. A sngle cigar was out of the second layer. Blake fished a cigar loose and bit off the tip.

"Farmington cut off the end,” observed Cardona. "I remember he took a cutter from his pocket. Flipped
thetip away."

"Never mind," replied the secret-service man. He lighted the cigar. The pungent odor caused Cardona to
Fiff.

"Strong, dl right,” said the detective. "Funny | didn't notice it yesterday. Guess | was too busy taking
notes."

"So Farmington was gtting here when he died?"
"Right there."
"It beats me" admitted Blake. "Y ou've got a tough crime to solve. W, well be cooperating.”

His hat was lying on the desk. He accidentaly knocked it on the floor as he arose. Cardona saw him
stoop to pick it up. They left the room and rode downtown in a cab. Blake dropped off before they
reached headquarters.

In his office, Joe Cardona found a short, stocky man awaiting him. The stranger introduced himsdf as
Tim Madloy, of the secret service.

"What!" exclamed Cardona. "l just left one of your men.”

"Who?'

"Terry Blake"

Mdloy scratched his head speculatively.

"Terry Blake" he said. "I thought he wasin Italy. What did he look like?"

Cardona described Blake.

"That sounds like Blake," declared Madloy. "Didn't know he was back. Funny he hasn't reported.”

The subject was dropped. Mdloy asked to see the Double Z correspondence. Cardona produced it.
That was dl Mdloy required. After the government man was gone, Cardona wondered.

Funny thing, he thought, that Terry Blake should have come without being assigned on the case. That vist
to Farmington's seemed odd. Maloy had suggested no such vist.

Suspicions began to enter Joe Cardona's mind. He was on the verge of another hunch. He stared from
the window &t the gathering dusk, and fdlt that he would like to meet Mr. Terry Blake once again.



HAD Cardona's gaze been able to pierce both blackness and solid wadls, he might have viewed a digtant
scene which would have surprised him. It would aso have explained, in part, the vigt of the man who
cdled himsaf Terry Blake.

A light was shining in the midgt of a windowless room. Its rays, focused downward by an opaque lamp
shade, cast aluminous circle in the center of a square-topped table.

Within that sphere of light, two hands were moving. Those hands were long, dender, and tapering; yet
grong muscles were apparent benesth their smooth-textured skin. Upon a finger of the left hand, a
strange gem glowed benegth the lamplight, its bluish depths changing in hue from purple to deep red.

The stone was a girasol—a rare fire opa unmetched in dl the world. It was the lone jewd of The
Shadow.

Objects appeared asif from nowhere. A pencdil and a piece of paper. A smdl goblet filled with water. A
tiny box. A phid of dark-blue liquid, whose changing shades rivaled the matchless girasol. These
appeared from the outer darkness, ariving within the circle of light as though conjured from space.

Hndly a curious book with flexible covers made its appearance. The hands opened the book and
revealed a page of Chinese characters.

A pointed finger made its way up the page. It stopped and moved dowly from character to character.
Eyesin the dark were reading from the book. The hand plucked the pencil from the table and made short
notations upon the sheet of paper. The book remained open, but was pushed to one side, where it lay as
reference.

The hands opened the tiny box and shook a quantity of ydlow powder into the little goblet of water. The
liquid took on a yelowish tinge, the powder dissolving immediately.

The hands produced an envelope; aso a smdl par of tweezers The meta prongs were dipped into the
envelope. They came out, carrying a smdl brown object between their tips. It was the end of a cigar,
which had been clipped off with a cigar cutter.

The tweezers were dipped into the ydlowish liquid. Haf a minute went by; then the hand that hed the
tweezers removed them and let the soggy cigar end fal upon the envelope.

Now the phid was in use. Those living hands uncorked it and poured three drops into the glass. The
bluish globules seemed to writhe and mdt into the yelow liquid, until they had completely colored it a
pae green. The goblet remained in view. The hands were mationless. The eyes outsde the light were
watching.

For a short while, nothing occurred. Then, with mysterious downess, the color of the liquid again began
to change. The green darkened. It took on a brownish tinge. When the metamorphos's was complete, the
clear liquid had become a dark, muddy solution.

THE right hand picked up the pencil. Upon the paper it inscribed a Chinese character. Beneeth, the hand
wrote the word li-shun. Then it inscribed words of explanation:

This poison, in liquid form, dries and adheres to any object upon which it is applied. Moistened, it quickly
comes away and leaves no trace.

Some one opened the cigar box in Philip Farmington's desk drawer. The box contained no loose cigars.
The second layer was intact. Not wishing to leave traces, this person removed a cigar from the center of
the row and inserted asmilar cigar, which had been treated with li-shun. This cigar was dightly loose, so



thet it would be taken without effort by Farmington.
The hand rested. Then it added:

Firg proof: The remainder of the row was intact. Farmington would have disturbed it in taking a cigar
from atight row.

Second proof: Cardona did not notice the strong aroma of the cigar which Farmington smoked.
The person who placed it in the box had not obtained a cigar as strong as Farmington's own brand.
Ancther pause. Then:

No trace of the poison could remain on the cigar after Farmington had chewed the end. But the tip, cut
off beforehand, lay on the floor where Farmington had thrown it. The andyds shows li-shun on tha
tobacco.

The paper lay with its strange information urtil the right hand saized it and crumpled it. Then the hand
wrote:

Factsin the Caulkins degth.
It crossed out the words and added the sngle remark:
Later

This sheet was crumpled. The hands, working swiftly, removed the various articles from the table. The
light clicked out. A low, soft laugh echoed eerily from the wadls of the room.

It was the laugh of The Shadow. The master mind that worked in darkness had discovered how Philip
Farmington had died!

CHAPTER VIIl. MANN LEARNS FACTS

IT was a different Rutledge Mann who appeared that night at the Cobalt Club. No longer did his face
wear a harassed look. Instead of Stting solemnly in an obscure spot, Mann strolled about through lounge
and lobby with the spirit of contentment that had been his former wont.

There was nothing in Mann's bearing that attracted attention, however. Mann was of a quiet, sef-effacing
type. Normdly pleasant and courteous, he meredly nodded to old acquaintances.

Mann had dways believed that business would come to those who worked patiently and awaited it. His
late misfortunes had somewhat riddled that theory; but his newly found opportunity had restored his
sdf-confidence.

Mann was thinking as he lounged about the club. He was puzzing over business matters, and his thoughts
were not of investments. Instead, he was dwelling on the activities of Double Z, the strange crime master
who had baffled the police.

All that day, after reading ingructionsin the envelope upon his desk, Rutledge Mann had spent his time in
reviewing copies of daly newspapers, with their varied reports of recent murders.

Who killed Jod Caulkins? What mystery surrounded the death of Philip Farmington?
Ancther question perplexed Rutledge Mann. That was the connection of Judge Harvey Talland with the



Caulkins murder. For within the envelope left im by The Shadow, Mann had found a complete report of
the data supplied by Clyde Burke.

In brief, Mann was now fully acquainted with every angle of the Double Z business, And he was totdly
baffled!

These thoughts brought a frown to Mann's forehead. Then he laughed softly to himsdlf. After dl, he was
no detective. Why had he been chosen to study this case? He had spent the entire day, considering the
detailsin a methodicd manner.

Hence he fdt a clear conscience, so far as his duty to his mysterious employer was concerned. But he
hed added no condructive effort.

As on the preceding evening, clugters of dub members were discussing the death of Philip Farmington.
Thefirg wave of interest had passed; but such a matter would not soon be forgotten at the Cobalt Club,
where the dead banker had been so active.

Mann unassumingly joined a group and listened to the conversation. He learned nothing that he did not
dready know.

Mann looked for Lamont Cranston among the men present. He did not see him. Somehow, Mann could
not help but associate Cranston with the good fortune which had befdlen him. For months, he had been
brooding over hisfinandd troubles, but had mentioned them to no one until he had encountered Cranston
last night.

IT was shortly after thet that the man in black had appeared to offer life indead of death. Mann, careful
and andyticd in reasoning, could see no ddfinite connection between Crangton and the myderious
dranger; yet the association persisted in his mind.

It was eleven o'clock. Mann decided to return to his gpartment. He went to the check room for his coat.
He was lesurdy to-night, for the old, worn coat had been replaced by a new one. Mann donned the
garment and received his cane and hat with it. Like the coat, these articles were new.

He gtrolled across the lobby, said good night to the man dtationed at the door, and stepped out to the
sdewalk.

It was drizzling again. Mann looked for a cab. He heard a horn toot. A taxi man had spotted him beneath
the lighted marquee in front of the club.

But before he could bring up his vehicle, another cab shot from across the street and stopped suddenly in
front of Rutledge Mann. A businesdike driver opened the door, and Mann stepped in. The cab rolled
away while Mann was giving his destination.

The disappointed taxi driver svung dongsde with his cab and ddlivered a barrage of oaths a Mann's
driver, but that was the end of it. Mann smiled. These fdlows took their competition keenly.

"Now," said Mann adoud, as he sank back in the cushions of the cab, "let's think some more about
Double Z."

"Have you formed any conclusons?’ The words caused Mann to start. They had come from beside him,
in a whispered voice that he recognized ingantly. He turned in astonishment. Besde hm sa the
mysterious man who had visted him lagt night! At least, Mann was postive of his companion's identity,
even though he could see nathing but a black form in the corner of the cab.



"YOU—YOU are here -" sammered Mann.
"To receive your report,” came the quiet reply. "l take it that you followed my ingructions.”

"I did," saidd Mann quietly. He had regained his composure after the first surprise. "But | must confess that
| am completely in the dark.”

"After reeding dl the reports?’
"YSIH
"You have formed no impression regarding Double Z?'

"None. Except that he must be eccentric to the extreme—and possessed of the cunningness that often
goes with eccentricity."

"That may dl be true" came the whispered voice. "But let us be specific. What are your opinions in
regard to the Caulkins murder?'

"I think the police have it about right," declared Mann. "Double Z has gone in for crime. In person. He
lured Caulkins to that house, after sending him a written threat. He killed him—while he was telephoning.
Cardona's theory, that Double Z is not an expert murderer, seems logicd. Those four bullets -"

"And the mention of Judge Tolland?' came the interruption.
"Another proof of Double Z's eccentricity,” declared Mann. "I think Cardona was wise to keep it quiet.”

THERE was a short sllence while the cab rolled on. Mann redlized that the driver was not going directly
to the gpartment. They were entering Centra Park, now. He redlized that the man at the whed mugt dso
be in the employ of this stranger in black.

"I have tested your impressons” came the voice from the corner, "by giving you the smple facts as the
police see them. Now let me ask you this Would Caulkins, as a newspaper reporter, go to tha house on
East Eightieth Street before he told his city editor that he had received a threat from Double Z7'

"No," replied Mann thoughtfully.

"Then what about the message?

"l seel" excdlamed Mann. "It was planted on him!"

"Why?

"Because—wdl, because he had mentioned Double Z over the telephone.”

"Now you are getting to the point." The whispered voice expressed gpprovd. "But why did Double Z
dlow Caulkins to mention his name over the phone?’

"Probably another eccentricity.”

"That is possible. But it is not in keeping with Double Z's policy. An interrupted statement. Why was Jodl
Caulkins not permitted to complete it?'

"Because he was reveding Double Z's identity."

"You bdieve Double Z told him that?'



"Hm-m-m," said Mann. He was aring sraight ahead at the back of the driver, dmog oblivious to the
men beside him. "That doesn't sound logicd, does it? | should think Double Z would have given Caulkins
wrong information, and then let him go through with it -"

"Why did Caulkins mention Judge Harvey Tolland before he spoke of Double Z?' came the questioning
whisper.

"I don't know," admitted Mann.
"Could he have consdered Tolland of greater importance a the moment?"

A gasp of sudden underganding came from Mann. His methodical mind was beginning to grasp the
gtuaion. He saw a new light, but even yet he was Hill confused.

"Let us presume,” came the voice, "that Double Z knew nothing whatever of Jod Caulkins™
"Then why did Caulkins go there?'

"To find out Something regarding Judge Tolland.”

"Ah" exclamed Mann. "But why was Double Z there?'

"For the same reason as Caulkins. Judge Tolland is the missing connection between the two."

Rutledge Mann was nodding, but his brain was in a turmail. He could not figure the connection; but he
redlized that new depths of the mystery were being probed.

He heard a soft laugh from the darkness. It was a mirthless laugh that brought a shudder, even though
Mann knew that his weird companion was his friend.

"You have not seen the scene of the crime” came the whispered comment, "but | have. | went there,
assuming that Caulkins had been killed on the spur of the moment, and not through premeditation on the
part of his murderer. | found evidence to prove that point.”

"Double Z did not go there to kill?"

"Double Z did go there to kill," contradicted the voice, "but his intended victim was not Jod Caulkins. He
was after Judge Harvey Tolland. Let us picture the Stuation.

"Judge Talland was living in that old house under the name of Joseph T. Dodd. The name card in the
vedtibule is warped and grimy. It shows traces of having been there many months.

"Thethin carpet in the upstairs room is worn in spots. One place is before the mirror. A men must have
stood there often, studying his own reflection, congdering his disguise, and trying to practice new facid
expressons.

"Caulkins went there and discovered Tolland. It is obvious that the judge decided to tdl the reporter his
gory. So Caulkins caled his city editor. Firgt, he mentioned Tolland, but quickly turned to the important
information— the identity of Double Z. He could have learned it from only one source—from Judge
Tadlland. Therefore, it is safe to suppose that Tolland had given Caulkins proof—for instance, a threet
from Double Z."

"The paper in the reporter's hand!" exclamed Mann.
"Exactly," confirmed the soft whisper. "Tolland was expecting danger from Double Z. While Caulkins



was phoning, Tolland was beside him. The pogtion of the chair and the telephone—at one side of the
table- indicates that. Picture the Stuation. Then redize that at the crucid moment, Double Z entered the
room!"

"l seeit now!" exdaimed Mann.

"Four shots™ went on the voice. "Four well-aimed shots, that accomplished two purposes. Fird, the
death of Caulkins, before he could complete his statement. Second, the death of Judge Tolland, which
Double Z had sought.”

"But there were four bullets in the body of Caulkins -"

"Certainly. Two were fired after the telephone was hung up by the murderer. Two shots to make it ook
asif abungler had done the work. Thereis one of Cardonas falacies. Two shots were perfectly placed;
two were wide. A man may be a good shot or a bad one—he is never both. Double Z would not have
attempted murder himsdf without being sure of his own ability."

"But only one body was found in the room," objected Mann.

"The body of Judge Tolland was removed. The evidence of his death and his remova were both obvious.
A tiny bloodstain on the carpet— away from the spot where Caulkins lay. Then, more spots on the
gairway. Places where shoulders had rubbed againg the wall. It took two men to remove the body."

"There was some one besides Double Z7"

"Yes Double Z entered by picking the locks. There were tiny marks to prove it. He left his companion in
the vestibule. The man was smoking. There are cigarette buttsin the corner, and traces of ashes.

"Double Z went updtairs, opened the door of Tolland's room, and committed the double murder. He
went down and summoned his man. They carried out Tolland's body, as the gair and wall marks show.

"To confuse the police, Double Z fired two shots; then he took his own message which Tolland had
recaived, and left it with Caulkins. | have seen that message. Both the paper and the ink show that it was
written some time ago.

"As| sad before, Caulkins would not have kept it under cover. Cardona has smply added it to the other
correspondence received from Double Z, without questioning its age."

RUTLEDGE MANN was slent as the cab rolled on. Then, again came the voice beside him.

"We know now," were its words, "that Double Z has been active for more than one year. He is a shrewd
schemer. His activities are designed to create terror. They mugt have kept Tolland in congtant fear.

"Double Z is not smply an eccentric individud. He is a bold murderer; a good shot with an automatic; a
men who has accomplices. He is aso a man of strength, who, with one other, can quickly remove a
body. He knows what is going on in the underworld, and he's a master of subtle murder, as the deeth of
Philip Farmington shows.

"Ye so far, | have no exact clew to his identity. My plan is to search a every possble angle. You will
play a passive part, directing the movements of my agents a my order. | have talked with you to-night, to
learn your reactions to my findings Are they clear?'

"They are" declared Mann.



"Inthis envelope'—a packet was thrust in Mann's hands—"you will find ingructions regarding my agents,
and dso facts petaining to the death of Philip Farmington. Follow dl the details and make complete
reports. You will receive new orders from me. But do not expect to mest me again for along while.

"Remember. | an—The Shadow!"

The reveaion of the stranger's identity brought weird thoughts to Mann's mind. He had heard of The
Shadow, the mysterious man of the night. He had hdf suspected his employer's idertity; but the actud
datement brought a sense of redlism that he had not experienced before.

The cab had come out of the park; it was whirling dong a sSde street. The lights of an avenue were
ahead. Mann heard a gill hiss from the dark figure beside him. Before he could look toward The
Shadow, the cab swerved suddenly and one whed dimbed the curb.

Mann clutched the strap that hung beside the window. The cab had stopped, and the driver was
expodulating with amen at the whed of a car dongside. A policeman arrived at that moment.

"All right,” Mann heard the officer say to the driver of his cab. "Pull dong. Wait. You've got a passenger?
Better seeif he'sdl right.”

The door was swung open; the ingde of the cab showed clear beneath the glare of a street lamp. Mann,
inanswer to the policeman's question, said he was unhurt. And then, before the door closed, gasped in
agonishment. Dazed, eyes bulging from ther sockets, he sat dill as the cab rolled on toward his

apartment.
For the light that had entered the cab had shown no other occupant. Rutledge Mann was aonel

Somehow, in the space of a few short seconds, the myserious figure beside hm had Ieft the cab.
Invisbly, The Shadow had vanished into the night!

CHAPTER IX. GANGSTERS TALK BUSINESS

BLACK PETE'S PLACE was a notorious hangout for denizens of the underworld. Ogtensibly a night
club, it wasin redlity the spot where Snigter plots were hatched and blood money was paid. Enough coin
to equa an emperor's ransom passed from hand to hand every month in the back room at Black Pete's.

The place was tolerated by the police for various reasons. Firdt, "Black Pete" pad tribute to the
politicians. Thet initsdf was ample excuse for the existience of hisdive.

But he played the game safe in addition. No "wanted" men were alowed within Black Pete's portals.
Only those gangsters who were temporarily free from survellance were permitted to enter.

Strangers were dlowed in the place, but they were carefully watched. Black Pete and his associates had
keen eyes when it came to detecting plain-clothes men or Federa agents.

Gangdom, in turn, respected Black Pete's laws. No killings were ever perpetrated in his domain. Guns
might be carried in, but they were never unholstered.

The premises conssted chiefly of a cabaret. It was located on the second floor of the building. There was
goparently but one entrance to the second floor, and that led directly to the cabaret. However, it was
sad that there were other means of entry, known to Black Pete's chosen friends.

The mogt interegting portion of the place was the labyrinth of passages that ran back from the cabaret
floor. The main room had two Sde doors. These led to darkened corridors that divided and turned in dl



directions. Along these passages were rooms where gangsters met. Perhaps their purpose was to drink
bootleg liquor in privecy; more likdy ther intention was to scheme new killings and to make cash
Settlement for old ones.

However, when any one walked through a door to the passages, no one could tdl ether his destination
or his intention. The room to which he was bound was known only to himsdf and to Black Pete, from
whom he obtained a key. Black Pete treated dl customers dike; and whatever he knew of their business
he kept to himsdf.

It was severa days since the murder of Philip Farmington. The affair had created much excitement in the
bad lands as wel as in the socid world. For killing was the province of gangsters and criminds. The
name of Double Z was dready tangled with previous murders.

The death of Jod Caulkins had dso caused a gtir. The reporter had known many gangsters. His degth,
by gunfire, savored more of the gorillakilling than did the demise of Philip Farmington.

Double Z was a congtant subject of whispered speculation in the underworld, and his strange soubriquet
hed been mentioned often at Black Pete's.

NIGHT had fdlen, and the cabaret was doing its usud business. Little attention was paid to those who
sat at obscure tablesin the background. Occasiondly a hard-faced individud arose and strolled through
the porta to the nearest passage. Others, more indifferent, made directly for the Sde doors upon entering
the place.

Among the latter type was a short, stocky man who wore a dark sweater beneeth his coat. His cap, tilted
over his eyes, obscured his features. He cast a brief glance a the cabaret floor as he entered; then
stalked through the doorway and was lost in darkness.

Hefdt hisway dong the passage and stopped before a door. He stooped down an ingant to knock at
the bottom of the barrier.

From the other Sde came the sound of a key turning in the lock, then the door opened. The man entered.

A moment later the stocky man was seated at a smdl table, saring solidly a a man facding him. The
newcomer, Jake, had a cold, hard face, with an ugly, pudgy nose; but the man who had awaited him
possessed adill harsher appearance.

Seated at the table, he appeared tdl. Actudly, he was of medium height. His thinness gave him the
semblance of dtature. His face, like his body, was thin. His cheeks were hollow and pasty. From either
gde of his hooked nose peered two beady eyes.

His lips were parted to reved pointed, fanglike teeth. His entire physognomy betokened an inborn
crudty and ugliness. The man was hatless. His head was covered with a crop of short-clipped black hair.

"W, Jake," quizzed the fang-toothed mobster, “isit fixed?'

"All st," growled the newcomer. "Here's the grand for the info that I'm supposed to get from you,
Sneeks."

"Keep it," grinned "Sneaks." "That makes it even. Let's hear the story.”
"Wdl," sad Jake, "Dave Markan's made up his mind. He wants Arnold Bodine bumped off on



Wednesday night. He's payin' you one grand for wisn' him up to the lay. Theré's two grand more if you
can fix the bump-off."

"Tdl him three grand, the cheap skate," responded Sneaks. "This has got to look like it was on the levd.
Itll cost two grand for the rods. | oughta get a cut.”

"Hell fork over the other grand, dl right," commented Jake. "But you're sure thisll go through O.K.? I'm
gettin’ leery, Sneaks."

The pasty-faced gangster laughed contemptuoudy.
"Bverything went right before this, didn't it, Jake?"
"Yegh. But this bird Double Z is gettin' kinda chesty. It gives me the bumps, the way he works."

"That's his game, Jake. He was right when he picked you. The guy's dways right. He don't take no
chances on a double cross. The fird thing to keep a guy from double-crossin’ is to make him scared of
you."

"You ain't scared of him!"

"Yesh?' Snesks showed his ugly teeth in a sour grin. "Lookit: You think I'm on the indde. Wdl, I'll put
you wise. Double Z ain' told nothin' to Sneaks Rubin that Jake Dermott doesn't know. Whatta you think
of thet?'

Jake stared at the pasty-faced speaker. He knew that the man was tdling the truth.

SNEAKS RUBIN was an odd figurein the underworld. He was one of those strange characters that
knew every one and sided with no one. It was not until several months before that he had appeared in a
definite guise; then, his new condition was reveded to very few, Jake Dermott among them. Sneaks was
aman who played it safe.

"You know the lay," said Jake in an objecting tone. "I don't. So you know more than | know."
"I don't know more than you, Jake," retorted Sneaks. "I figure more, that's dl.”
"Tdl me what you figure about Double Z, then."

"All right," agreed Sneaks. "Firg of dl, he's asmart guy. He's got 'em dl takin' an't he? He knows plenty
that's goin' on. When some of these guys that cdl themselves big shots get ready to pull a job, they find
out the dicks have been tipped off—by Double Z.

"That makes 'em wonder about him. Then he comes dong himsdf and knocks off a couple of gazebos.
That makes 'em wonder more, don't it?"

"He knocked off threg" said Jake.

"That's right," agreed Sneaks. "You and | are the only guys that know it. What's more, you're the only
one that ever worked with Double Z when you helped him lug that corpse outa the old house. You've
seen him. What does he look like?!

"Blamed if | know!" excamed Jake. "I showed up that night like | was told. Left that old stolen car
around the corner. | walksin the vestibule. Like a shot | hears a voice tdlin' me to stay where | was."

"Then what?" Sneaks leaned forward eagerly.



"The guy goes updairs an' | wait. Pretty soon he's back again. 'Hear anything? he saysin the dark.
"No," says|. Hetdls me to come aong.

"We go in the dark dl the way. Up on the third floor he grabs me by the arm an’ pushes me down toward
the floor.

""Take hold!" he tdls me. Next thing I knows we've lugged a dead body down to the vestibule.

"'Get the car,’ he says.

" get it an' come in. Between us we walk that corpse across the sdewak and prop it in the front sedt.
"'Get rid of it!" hetdls me.

"I go around an’ dimb in at the whed. Off | starts. Thought he was with me in the back seat. But he
wasn't! Whatta guy!"

"You got rid of the body O.K., didn't you?' Sneaks asked.

"Sure enough. | know where to bury my dead. But ligten, Snesks," Jake went on. "There | was, workin’
with the guy, without seein’ him. Cartin' off a body of some bird I'd never run into before. No wonder
I've got the cregps.”

"He works smart," declared Sneaks admiringly.

"Therés only one other guy works like him," replied Jake in alow voice.

"Who?'

"The Shadow!"

Sneaks was dlent. Then he leaned across the table and whispered to his companion.
"Say, Jake. Sometimes | wonder about this guy. Maybe he is The Shadow!"

"The Shadow don't work with crooks," said Jake.

"You're right there," acknowledged Sneaks. "But he may have changed. No one knows what that guy
sets out to do. But | hope Double Z is The Shadow.”

"Why?" Jake was interested.

SNEAKS flipped a cigarette into his gashlike mouth and scratched a match on his thumb nall. He inhded
deeply before answering.

"Because I'd rather be with The Shadow than againgt him. You know, | met this Double Z once. That's
when | began workin' for him. At Loy Rook's hop joint. In the dark. Pitch dark. That's why | sad I'd
never seen him."

"Wdl, hes smart," declared Jake. "But he ain'tt goin' to tip off the cops on this Bodine job, is he?'
"He dways does," returned Sneaks.
"How'll he get awvay with it, then?'



"Smple enough, when | give you the dope you paid Dave Markan's grand for.”

Jake Dermoitt laughed. He shook his head in perplexity.

"It beats me!" he said. "Thisguy must know what he's up to. Where does he get dl hisideas?
Sneaks Rubin grinned and waved his hand as he dropped back in his chair.

"That'smy end of the racket, Jake. | get paid to hear what's goin' on.”

"But this guy does things one way—then the other -"

"Yeeh? That's because you ain't got his brains. Lookit, Jake. Arnold Bodine is supposed to be a big shat,
ant he?'

"Y@,"

"But he's layin' low now. Tryin' to live soft. Payin' big money to a couple of bodyguards. Gettin' his
rake-off from the two guys under him—Dave Markan an' Mike Lombros—each with a mob.”

"Yesh"

"All right. Why does Markan want to bump off Bodine? I'll tdl you why. You know it dready. Markan's
tired of seein’ Bodine take the gravy.”

"Sure"

"So Markan's out to get Bodine. Lombros has got the same idea. Each guy wants to handle his own
mob independent. They don't like the idea of a big shot that's Sittin' pretty.”

" know that."

"W, suppose there was a big shot that they couldn't get at? They'd play bal, wouldn't they?"
"They'd have to."

"Wil, that's Double Z's game. He's goin' to be the red big shot!”

"Not with Markan an' Lombros. They're out for their own -"

"But when Markan an' Lombros are gone, it's goin' to be Jake Dermott an' Tony Marano.”
"An Double Z -"

"Will be the big shot. You're Markan's chief guy. Markan is next to Lombros in that mob. They picked
you guys because you're tough but don't know enough to get dong without a boss over you. Wdl, you're
goin' to have your chance. First Bodine goes the voyage; then Markan an' Lombros.”

"Who's goin' to bump 'em?’ quizzed Jake.

"Youll see" grinned Sneaks Rubin. "When Bodine's laid out, ther€ll be somebody to square things with
Markan. As for Lombros— well, he's dippin' now. Double Z queered his game when he let the Feds in
on those bomb jobs. Then he made Lombros look like a sucker when he knocked off Farmington, who
was too big aguy for Lombros to tackle.

"Dont forget, Lombros has got a side line besides the rackets. He's in on this Itdian Red business. His



flops don't go so wel therel™

A dimme of reason was dawning on Jake Dermott. He studied Sneaks Rubin's ugly countenance with
hungry eyes.

"Y ou're sure about Wednesday night?'

"Get that three grand,” declared Snesks. "I'd rather handle this than let Markan try it. Hell get the credit
for it—an' afunerd will go with it."

"Butif Double Z tips off the dicks, with dl this mess gill gewing, they'll be watchin' the hotd -"
"Let them watch—Bodine won' be there!”
"Wherell he be?'

"Inhis hide-out. The hotel is a blind. That's the dope you'e to give Markan for his grand. | know where
the hideout is. No bodyguards. Bodine ain't trustin' them right now.”

"Whem!" exdamed Jake Dermott.

"That's the lay," Sneaks talked on. "I've got the guts to do the job. | picked him for Double Z. He's a
one-man mob in himsdf, but | ain't trustin' him done on thistrip. He'd go through with it, but it's too risky.
He's been lookin' for apa, an' he's got one.”

"Who?'
"Leave that to me. Spill the news to Markan. Back here to-morrow night with the three grand. Get me?"
"I got you."

Sneaks reached up and turned out the light in the center of the little room. The door opened softly, and
Jake Dermott stepped out. The sound of bresthing was audible for several minutes after he had gone.
Then the door closed and a key turned in the lock.

Jake Dermott was no longer in Black Pete's cabaret when Sneaks Rubin strolled through a Sde doorway
and glanced around the floor in search of alikdy-looking mall.

CHAPTER X. CARDONA PREPARES

WEDNESDAY morning. Detective Joe Cardona drolled into headquarters, whidling. Acting Inspector
Fennimann had not yet arrived.

"Letter there, Joe," said amean in the office. "May be another one of those Double Z gags. Léft it lay for
you or the ingpector -"

Cardona was ripping open the envelope before the man had finished speaking. Out came a folded sheet
of paper. The detective scanned the lines that had been arocioudy typed. A gasp followed.

"What's the matter, Joe?"
"Matter? When will the ingpector be here? | want him to see this. It looks red, too -"

Before Cardona could explain further, Fennimann waked in the door. He stopped short when he
observed the expresson on the face of the Star detective.



"What's up?' heinquired.

"Double Z agan!" declared Cardona.

"No! Let me seeit”

"Wait," replied Cardona. "I'll read it."

Holding the paper with both hands, he repeated the message doud:

"To-day isthe last for Arnold Bodine. He will be killed before midnight, unless you prevent. Warn him!"
"Sgned by Double Z7?' questioned Fennimann.

"Sgned,” replied Cardona, handing the inspector the message.

Fennimann scanned the typed words. He became thoughtful as he turned to the detective.

"Looks like he's gone back to hisowl sunt,” he said. "Tipping us off like he did before. | can't understand
it, Joe."

"It'skind of puzzing," admitted Cardona, "but it just shows how the man's mind turns. He's gotten wind
of something, like he did before. Once in awhile he's wrong. But this time he seems sure of himsdf.”

"What's the best way to handle it?"

"Put a bunch of plain-clothes men on the job," declared Cardona. "Bodine hangs out in the Goliath Hotel.
Along with a bunch of friends - so-cdled friends. Actudly his bodyguards. Remember that Berngein
murder? Well, thiswill duplicate it if it goes through. But it won't!"

"What about the newspapers?'
Cardona shook his head emphaticaly.

"Keep it away from them,” he said. "Wait until after to-night. Thisis ether a big hoax—or it is our chance
to get on thetrall of Double Z!"

BUT while Detective Cardona was planning to maintain slence with the press, one reporter was aming
to get information on the very subject which the detective wished to avoid.

Clyde Burke was answering a telephone cdl a the Classic office. A pleasant voice was spesking over
the telephone.

"Mr. Burke?'

"Wes"

"Thisisthe National Photo Service. Have you seen our man to-day?"
"No."

"Heis anxious to see you before ten o'clock."”

Burke hung up the phone.

"I'm going over to Nationa Photo,” he said. "l want to look over some pictures.”



The man a the dty desk nodded. Burke left the office. He went uptown ingtead of down. For that
telephone cdl had contained certain words which were emphasized by the speaker.

Thered import of the message was. "Our man—ten o'clock.”

The message was obvious. But "our man" did not 9gnify a representative of the photo service. It was the
name"R. Mann"— therefore Burke's destination was the office of Rutledge Mann in the Badger Building.

Arriving a Suite 909 in the midtown office building, Burke found the stenographer in the outer office. He
was ushered into the inner sanctum, where Rutledge Mann sat quiglly at his desk.

This was Burke's fird meeting with The Shadow's new contact man. Burke had received word—in
code—to expect acdl from him.

"Mr. Burke?' asked Mann.

Clyde nodded.

Mann handed him an envelope.

"Look over these securities” he said.

Clyde found a coded message within. He read it.

Thejob is st for to-night. One thousand dollars. A big one. Details not yet known. Mesting a nine. Club
Deluxe.

M.

The writing vanished. Clyde turned to Mann. He knew that he could now talk fredy with the quiet-faced
investment broker who had The Shadow's confidence.

"Thisisa copy?' he questioned, referring to the blank sheet of paper.

"It was," declared Mann camly.

"He's uncovered something, then.”

"Yes. Before he proceeds we mug find out if the police have received any word.”

Burke nodded.

"They'd be keeping it quiet,” was his comment, "but | ought to be able to get it out of them.”
"Do that. Then report.”

CLYDE left the office and went directly to headquarters. There he found Joe Cardona. The detective
eyed him rather doubtfully. Cardona's manner was evidence to Clyde tha the detective had received
omMe message.

"Ligen, Joe," said Clyde confidentidly, "you got another Double Z letter to-day, didn't you?"
"I can't recdl it," said Cardona coldly.
"That's srange!” said Clyde. "I thought maybe you did. Wdl, | was on a bum steer, that's dl. What 1've



heard doesn't count."”

"Wait a minute” Cardona stopped Clyde as he was garting toward the door. "What do you mean?
Wha have you heard?’

"I've heard alot, doing this Wise Owl quff for the Classc.”

"What have you heard that would interest me?

"Nothing—unless you've received another note from Double Z."

"Suppose | have?' questioned Cardona.

"Let meinonit," answered Clyde, "and I'll seeif it checks up.”

"We don't want anything in the Classic,” declared Cardona. "So why should | talk to you?'
"We didn't il what Caulkins said about Judge Tolland, did we?'

"No," admitted Cardona. "Wdl, if youll play sraight on this I'll give it to you. You deserve a scoop,
anyhow. Thiswill be one for to-morrow."

"Shoot!” sid Clyde.

"Wdl," Cardona said, "Double Z has tipped us off that some one is going to bump off Arnold Bodine
to-night. Now what do you know? Does that fit in?'

"It does," sad Clyde.
"How?'

"Wdl," Clyde spoke thoughtfully, "you know I've been handling this Wise Owl column since Caulkins
died. | get around a bit, and when some of these indde boys find out who | am they spill alot of chatter,
most of which is hokum. But I'm aways ligening, and every now and then | overhear something that's
worth following."

"And you heard -"

"Some mention of a big job coming off to-night. A thousand dollars being paid.”
"To whom?'

Clyde shrugged his shoulders.

"You don't know whao'sin back of it?' quizzed Cardona

"No idea" declared Clyde. "That's dl | can tdl you. One grand for one job. Where and how | don't
know."

"Wadl," said Cardona, "that's enough. Here's Double Z's note and you've promised to keep it out of the
news until | give the word."

Clyde read the message. He was gpparently sudying the sgnature. Actudly he was committing the
words to memory.

"It looks genuine™ said Cardona.



"Before midnight,” remarked Clyde. "Tha means -"

"You get the Sory as soon as it breaks. If it's a hoax, you can let it ride a one minute after twelve. | think
it'sgoing to miss”

"Why?
"Because my menwill be there”

"Are you warning Bodine?'

"Yes and no. Well let im know something's up, but he won't know just what.”

Clyde went back to the Badger Building after he left headquarters. He sent a long envelope in to
Rutledge Mann by the stenographer. The girl returned to tdl Clyde that Mr. Mann would cdl him later.

Back at the Classc office, Clyde bused himsdf with the Wise Owl column. He had gathered numerous
rumors of doubtful authenticity, and now prepared them in the form of a story which promised much and
told little. It was five o'clock when he received a telephone call.

"Thisis Jack," sad a noncommitta voice. "It doesn't seem as though you're ever in the office. | caled
before nine this morning. What are you doing to-night, Did you get my message? | left word for you to
cdl immediady.”

"Mug have been adip-up,” replied Clyde. "Sorry, I'm busy to-night. Give me a buzz to-morrow."

He pondered on the message. "Seem'"—that meant "See M." Thus the complete message of emphasized
words was "See M before 9 to-night. Get message. Cdll immediatdy.”

Clyde understood. The Club Del.uxe—an uptown cabaret where gangsers sometimes gathered. An
ided medting spot, provided little was to be discussed. In that place there would be no rik, and a
possible opportunity to communicate with M, whose identity Clyde knew well.

SHORTLY before seven o'clock Detective Joe Cardona appeared in the lobby of the Goliath Hotel. A
men stepped forward to speak to him.

"Nothing doing yet," he said.
"Bodine come in?'

"No. He's expected.”

“I'm going up to see.”

Cardona arrived at the door of Arnold Bodine's apartment on the eighteenth floor. 1t was opened in
answer to hisrap. Joe shouldered hisway in past the man who stood there. He encountered an individud
whose face bore along, twiding scar.

"Hedlo, Crayton,” said Cardona. "Bodine comein yet?'

"No," was the response. The man was one of Bodine's bodyguards. "But he's ligble to drop in any
minute. What's the idea of you coming up? Y ou've had a couple of gawky-looking dicks on the floor dl
afternoon.”

"Il tak to Bodine when he comesin,”" declared Cardona.



"All right,” was the response. "Make yoursdlf & home."

The words were spoken with assurance. Crayton knew wel that Cardona was not after Bodine. The big
shot had been inactive for months, living on tribute and reputation.

"You don't know where Bodine is?' questioned Cardona.
Crayton appeared puzzied at firdt; then decided to be frank with Cardona.

"Ligen," he said. "If you're worrying about him, forget it. He's out— and when he's out, nobody knows
where he is. | don't need to tdl you that he's O.K. the minute he walks into the lobby of this hotd.
Sometimes he stays out dl night, but to-night hel's coming back sure.™

"When?'
"Before midnight. By deven a the latest.”
"All right. I'll come back when he getsin."

Joe Cardona gtrolled to the door. He noticed one of his men in the hdlway, and stopped long enough to
have a hurried word with him. The plain-clothes man told him that others were posted on the floor. The
dar detective went down into the lobby. At eght fifteen he came back.

Arnold Bodine had not been heard from, Crayton informed him. This time Cardona decided to wait. He
seated himsdf in a comfortable chair and refused a highbal that was offered him.

It was at that particular moment that Clyde Burke rolled past the Galiath Hotel in a taxicab, bound for the
Club Del_uxe. He glanced at the lighted building as he went by and saw a man douched by the entrance.

One of Cardona’s detectives, Clyde decided.

But there was something he did not see—something that dso escaped the vigilant gaze of the man posted
there. It was a shadowy form that lurked beside the lighted entrance, scarcely ten feet from where the
detective stood.

The Shadow, like Cardona, was awaiting the return of Arnold Bodine!

CHAPTER XI. THE TIP-OFF

Two men sat a a table in a corner of the spacious Club Del.uxe. The popular night club was rarey
crowded a nine o'clock on a Wednesday evening. Hence the spot which the men had chosen was wl
away from observation. No one was within thirty feet of them.

Both men were wel dressed. They bore a Smilaity of appearance. There was one noticegble
difference—ther expressons. One had afirm face, a steady gaze, and well-chisded features that gave
him a didinctive profile. The other possessed a brutd countenance, sullen and merciless. Fecidly, there
was no resemblance between Cliff Mardand and "Clipper" Tohin.

Cliff replaced his coffee cup on the table. He glanced about him to make sure that no one was near.
Clipper duplicated the action. The closest person was a young man who had taken a table wdl beyond
earshot. Cliff turned toward his companion and put a direct question to the tough-faced gangster.

"Out with it, Clipper,” he said in alow voice. "It'stime | knew the layout for to-night.”

"Y ou're gettin' your grand, ain't you?' came the sullen reply.



"Sure" said Cliff. "That's why | want the low-down. If you expect the help you want, you've got to shoot
draght with me. That'sal.”

"I'm shootin' sraight, Cliff!" retorted Clipper. "'We ant likdy to run into no trouble to-night. I'm goin' to
do the job; youll be there in case we run into a second guy. Weve only got to get one gazebo. It don't
take two of usto do that."

"All right!" said Cliff quietly. " Suppose you go it done then. I'l give you back your money.”

Clipper's eyes sparkled angrily. His vicious glance was met by Cliff Mardand's firm stare. The tough
gangder had met his equa. He redlized that he could no longer play pretenses with Cliff Mardand.

"Ligen, Cliff," he said in an gppeasing tone, "I've told you before that | ain't the boss. I'm gettin' paid, like
you. The felow that dipped me the dough figured that only one guy needed to know the lay. I've done
jobs for im before. Thisisyour first crack. You can't blame him for bein' careful.”

"Hetold you to get a man to work with you," was the retort. "That much was left up to you. | can't see
why you're holding out.”

"l an't doubtin' you, Cliff," appealed Clipper. "l picked you as soon as | heard you was on the loose. |
heard about you from guys that knew you up in the big house when you was doin' a stretch a few years
back. Y ou did some good bumpin’ off after that, too, they told me.”

Cliff amiled to himsdf. He knew that his reputation in gangdom was intact. What Clipper Tobin had said
was true. Cliff had served aterm in Sing Sing for a crime which he did not commit. After that he had
fought among racketeers, but he had been on the Sde of gangland's most feared avenger—The Shadow.

Thiswas unknown to Clipper.

Cliff remained slent while his mind flashed back through the past. Out of the corner of his eye he was
noting the man a the other table. Clipper observed his companion's dlence, but miscongtrued it. He
decided that Cliff was becoming lukewarm.

"Ligen, Cliff," he said, "the guy that hired us doesn't know you. Y ou're right when you said he lft it up to
me. | didn't tdl him your name any more than | told you his. | just said that | had found a kille—to leave
the rest to me. He took my word for it; but he said for me to use my noodle, and to do the job without
much chatter.

"At the same time, you're goin' to wise up pretty quick to what were doin'. We ain't goin' to lose no time
after we get outathisjoint. So I'll play the game an' tip you off right now. That is, if you're stisfied with
what you're gettin'. | am. Is that enough for you?"

Cliff laughed.

"Say, Clipper," was his response, "I'd have gone dong with you for hdf of what I'm getting. I've got
dough. One grand isn't a lot of cash. But what's a killing? I've seen plenty of times when 1'd handle one
for the fun of it."

A sordid grin came over Clipper Tobin's ugly face. Thiswas the sort of tak he liked to hear.
"I told you we're safe on this," he declared.

"I took your word for it, Clipper.”



"You're goin' through with the job O.K.?"
"Jud as |'ve intended from the start.”

Clipper saw no double meaning in Cliff's last remark. He leaned over the table and fairly hissed his next
words.

"All right, Cliff," he said. "I'm wisn' you up. The mug we're goin' to bump is Arnold Bodine!”

CLIFF MARSLAND evidenced no surprise other than a steady stare that caused the grin to spread on
Clipper's face. They formed an odd pair; Cliff, unmoved by Clipper's sartling statement; Clipper with the
triumphant look of aman who has delivered a bombshel.

"Isthat dl?' asked Cliff.

Clipper stared back in surprise.

"You an't kiddin' are you?' he questioned.

"Certanly not!" was the retort. "Bodine's a has-been.”
"Hes dill gettin' his”

"Wdl, hell get it in a different way to-night.”

Agan Clipper Tobin was pleased by his companion's attitude. Still, he could not help but think that Cliff
was minmizing the danger.

"You know where Bodine hangs out, don't you?" asked Clipper.
"Sure" was Cliff's reply. "At the Goliath Hotdl.”

"You know how many bodyguards he's got, don't you?'

"I've heard he hasfive"

"You heard right. | guess that makes you wonder, don't it?"
"No."

"Because | figured right away that you've got some way of diding around them. Otherwise it would take
more than two of usto do the job."

"Youve got a head on you, Cliff," said Clipper admiringly. "Well, you've got the right lay—athough I'l
surprise you when | give you the ingde. What d'you think is Boding's weakness?'

"Too many bodyguards!”
IIWI,.M?I

"He isn't paying them enough, probably,” Cliff explained. "Hed be better off with two—giving them as
much as he's handing five"

"That's it." Clipper nodded. "Wdl, here's the low-down. One of the five has squeded. He's et out



somethin' that nobody knew."
"Whichis-"

"That Bodin€e's layout up at the Goliath Hotel isablind. He's got hisred hide-out somewhere else. Those
five bodyguards are dl baoney. He don't need any. Those guys get paid for doin' nothin' but keeping
mum. They're not supposed to know where his hide-out is—but one of them found out and spilled the

dope.”

"How?" Cliff was taking advantage of Clipper's sudden volubility. Now that the man had begun to talk,
he was going through with it.

"He was offered some dough to tel what he knew about Bodine."
"Where's Boding's hide-out?"

Clipper threw a hasty glance to make sure that no one had approached. His eyes sought the clock above
adigtant counter.

"In the Maurice Apartments”" he said. "Eight blocks from the Goliath. We're goin' there now. He cdls
himsdf Andrew Davis”

Cliff dipped his right hand into his coat pocket. He was leaning againg the wal. His am appeared
motionless; but his hand was busy. He was scrawling quick items of information on a smdl pad in his
pocket, usng the stub of a pencil.

"Ready?"' questioned Clipper.

The gangster's eyes were directly on Cliff, but he did not detect the secret action. Cliff nodded and arose.
His fingers were twiding the sheet of paper into a andl bdl. His hand came from his pocket, and the
pdlet dropped into his hat as he reached to get it.

The two men walked across the cafe; as they passed the table where the lone man was seated, Clipper
scrutinized him suspicioudy. The man was busy edting, and gpparently did not notice Clipper's action. It
was Clyde Burke, of the Classic, but Clipper did not recognize the reporter.

Cliff Mardand, falowing close behind Clipper, did not even glancein Clyde's direction. As he passed the
table his hat brushed againg it, and the pdlet of paper rolled on the tablecloth. Clyde set his ngpkin on
the table a that particular ingant and trapped the little wad with its precious information.

NO observant eye could have detected what had happened. Clyde Burke acted as though he were being
watched. He had captured the bl of paper unseen; now he drew it to his Igp with the napkin. With one
hend benegth the table, he unrolled the wad. The message lay upon his lap. The penciled scrawl was
planly visble by alight that came from a pillar behind the reporter.

Out to get Bodine. Hide-out Maurice Apartments. Fake name Andrew Davis.

Clyde made no mation. He st at the table for afull minute without even glancing toward the door where
the two men had gone. He was dlowing sufficient time for them to leave the Club Del_uxe. Hisfirg action
wasto cdl for the waiter and pay the check.

Leisurdy he drolled to the entrance. There was a telephone booth there, but he ignored it. Better to
make hiscdl outsde.



The Club Del.uxe was located on the second floor. As Clyde was driding down the dars he
encountered one of those chance interruptions that so often play an important part in the best-laid
schemes. Three men were coming up the steps. Clyde, swinging downward, accidentdly stumbled
agang one and threw the man toward the wal. An angry response was the result.

"Sorry," remarked Clyde.
"Yesh?' came the vicious retort.

Clyde found himsdf staring into the eyes of a tough-looking individud, evidently a gangster-habitue of the
Club DelLuxe. The man had been drinking, but he was by no means incapable. He had apparently
reached that early stage of drunkenness that produces pugnecity. The man reached forward and clutched
Clyde by the shoulder.

"You know who | am?"

Clyde was intent on his errand. He sought to mallify the man, but as he began to speak the felow
became more vidlent. Despite a warning cry from one of his companions, he svung a quick blow at the
reporter's chin.

Clyde warded it asde. He thought quickly. A fight now would be unwise. The other men might sde with
their friend. At the same time, it was necessary to get away. As he parried the blow he made no effort to
punch back. Instead he stepped back a pace, avoided a second swing, and started down the steps.

It was then that his opponent, angered at Clyde's agility, threw himsdf forward.

Clyde could not avoid that plunge. He raised his hands in protection and lost his footing as he stepped
backward. The weight of the man's body landed upon him, and Clyde Burke was thrown head-foremost
down the steps. He fdt a strange dizziness as he was hurtling downward; then his head struck againg
something and dl was black.

He opened his eyes to see a group of faces peering a him. He recognized the features of the rowdy who
hed attacked him. This fellow, despite his tough appearance, seemed the most gpprehensive member of
the crowd.

“All right, buddy?" he asked.

Clyde nodded. Two other men propped him againg the sde of the wal. He noted that the cafe manager
was present. That partly explained the change in his attacker's attitude. Another reason was immediady
put forward.

"Y ou're from the Classic, an't you?'
Clyde nodded again.

"Didnt mean to hurt you. It was my fault, artin’ things” came the gpology. "You mug 'a tripped when |
grabbed you. Wasn't that what happened, boys?'

The felow's companions chimed their agreement. The manager of the Club Del_uxe spoke to Clyde.
"All right now?" he asked.
"All right,”" said Clyde, rubbing a bump on the sde of his head. "Say— how long have | been out?'

"Pretty near ten minutes”



Clyde suppressed a gasp of darm. Cliff Mardand and Clipper Tobin were on ther way to Bodine's
place. It was not at the Goliath Hotel, where he knew The Shadow would be on watch! Ten precious
minutes had been lost. He mugt let The Shadow know!

Risng dumgly to his feet, he shook hands with the man who had battled with him and grinned as though
the matter was of no account. Every one seemed rdieved.

"I'm supposed to be down at the Classic office” he explained groggily. "I'm not hurt—Ilet's forget it."
"Have adrink?' questioned his late opponent.

Clyde shook his head.

"Want a cab?' inquired the solicitous manager.

"No," was the reporter's response. "I'll take the subway.”

He steadied himsdf againg the rail and fought off a spdl of dizziness. He was anxious to avoid further
delay. He waved his hand in afriendly manner and went down the steps, trying to appear at his best. His
head was svimming when he reached the sdewalk.

THE bright lights of the avenue confused him. He walked toward the corner, spied a drug store, and
entered. Asluck would have it, dl the phone booths were occupied. Clyde decided to go elsewhere, but
hislegs seemed too weak. He sat on a stoal at the soda fountain and rested, his head throbbing, dl about
him confusion.

Some one left a booth and Clyde staggered into the compartment. He dropped his nickd and tried to
did. There were black spots before his eyes. Hisfinger dipped. He began again.

With great effort he managed to dia the number. He waited patiently, the ringing over the wire conflicting
with the throbbing of his head. At last he heard a quiet voice, ssemingly far away.

"B," he sad in response.
"Report,” came the word.

Clydes lips were to the mouthpiece of the phone. There was no opportunity for artfully worded phrases.
His grogginess was coming on again in this Suffy booth.

"Boding" he said inalow voice. "Not at Goliath. At Maurice Apartments. Phony name—Andrew Davis.
On their way to get him. Hurry."

A word of underganding came over the wire. Clyde hung up the phone and sat with his head in his
hands. There was a rapping on the door of the booth. Some one ese wanted to make a call.

Clyde came out, made hisway to the street, and leaned againgt a wal while the fresh ar began to revive
his sickened senses. It must have been fully twenty minutes after the men Ieft the Club Del_uxe before he
sent his message through. But now dl was wll.

He had reported to Burbank, The Shadow's confidentid aid. The message in turn would be relayed to
The Shadow. Before Arnold Bodines enemies had arived, The Shadow would be there—unless
Clydé's cdl had been too late!

CHAPTER XII. THE HIDE-OUT



WHEN Clipper Tobin and Cliff Mardand left the Club Del_uxe, the toughened gangster who headed the
two-man expedition led his companion to a taxi. They rode rgpidly down the avenue and dighted at the
corner of a Sde street. Here Clipper conducted Cliff dong the street, away from the brilliant lights.

Hardly had they moved into obscurity before another man followed the same path. He stepped from a
doorway near the corner and moved swiftly in pursuit. Only for a brief moment did his face show beneath
acorner light. It was Sneaks Rubin, secret director of the crime that was about to transpire.

Neither Clipper nor Cliff knew any thing of his presence. Clipper was Smply following a carefully laid-out
plan, in which the time dement had been taken into account. Cliff, in turn, was following Clipper's
indructions.

As a precaution, Cliff, dways wary, glanced behind him as he moved dong. Clipper did not consder the
action strange. It was to be expected. But Cliff saw nothing, for Snesks Rubin knew where the other men
were going, and kept wel out of sght.

"Were goin' to cut in the back way," said Clipper in alow voice. "There's afire tower that's easy to get
into. Nobody sees us comin— nobody sees us leavin'. Thiswill be a soft get-away.”

The course taken by Clipper led across another avenue; then through an dley in back of a garage.
Clipper had discharged the cab auffidently far from the gpartment house where Arnold Bodine lived to
ward off possible suspicion of the driver.

Now, ahead of the two men, showed the lighted windows of the building for which they were bound.

"You can't see Bodine's gpartment from here" whispered Clipper in the darkness. "The garage runs right
up againg the gpartment house. Bodine's apartment is one story above the top of the garage—on the
fourth floor."

Cliff understood this as they turned a corner of the dley. The old garage building fronted on the next
avenue. So did the gpartment house. The garage had an L-shaped front, the projection being an
extenson which abutted againg the lower stories of the gpartment building.

The dley ran down to this, ending in a cul-de-sac. Clipper stopped at the beginning of the short blind
dley. They had reached the entrance to the fire tower.

Clipper pointed dmogt draight upward, toward the front of the apartment. He designated lighted
windows on the fourth floor.

"See?' came his whisper. "That's the place. Take it easy until we get into the fire tower. There an't
nobody around here, but we gotta play it safe. Thisis our way out—don't forget thet!"

Cliff gazed into the black space that ended with the garage wal and redized that there could be no
escape by that direction. The path which they had followed was ther one means of leaving. He amiled
gimly to himsdf. Clipper Tobin expected an easy escape. He did not know what he was about to
encounter.

For Cliff was pogtive tha by thistime The Shadow had arrived. It was nearly twenty minutes since they
hed |&ft the Club Del.uxe. Burke had received the dl-important information. He had surdly relayed it to
The Shadow promptly. The Hotd Goliath was only eght blocks away. Perhaps The Shadow haed
entered the gpartment house by this very method - the fire tower! Perhaps he had come by the front
way! At any rate, Cliff was confident that the mysterious men in black would be on hand with one of his
amazing surprises.



A few minutes gl would not hurt. Cliff nudged Clipper and whispered in his ear.
"Lay low aminute, Clipper,” was hiswarning. "Maybe somebody's followed us™

He knew that even if The Shadow were lurking in the darkness, vigilant observation would be of no avail.
The Shadow had a strange ahility for remaning unseen, even when persons were looking at the very spot
where he might chance to be.

Clipper Tobin heeded the warning. Crouched by the black side of the apartment house, he listened, while
his shrewd eyes sought to pierce the shroud of night that hung throughout the narrow dley.

"Nobody around,” he whispered. "Come on!"

They moved cautioudy to the fire tower. Up the steps they went, slently and dowly. They reached the
fourth floor. Clipper opened a sted door gently and peered into a lighted corridor. He waved Cliff dong.
The corridor turned; Clipper pointed aong the branch that led to the front of the building.

There was only one door vishle—at the end of the passage. Cliff knew that it mugt be Bodines
gpartment. The number was plain as they approached— 458.

A KEY appeared in Clipper's hand. Cliff decided that it must have been provided by the informant who
had discovered Bodine's hide-out— the traitor who had reveded the name under which the celebrated
big shot lived in this abode.

With expert touch, Clipper inserted the key in the lock. He opened the door softly. The men stood in a
little hallway, with a door on each sde.

Clipper closed the door through which they had come. He hesitated a moment, undecided which door to
open next. He shrugged his shoulders.

Evidently ether one would do. Bodine could be in only one room. If they saw no one in the firs, they
could try the second.

"Reedy," whigpered Clipper. "I'm goin' in; you stick here to cover.”

It was quite dark in the little hdlway, the only light coming from a transom that let dull rays flicker in from
the corridor outside. Still, the light was sufficent to show the automatic which Clipper had unlimbered.
Cliff had his own pigtal in his hand. His brain was working fast, but his nerves were steady.

Neverthdess, Cliff Mardand was tense as Clipper placed his left hand upon the knob of the door at the
right. What would that opened door reved?

Cliff knew that he was on the verge of an exdting adventure. Until now he fdt that he was playing a
passive part. But somehow he had a hunch that he now had work to do.

His ingructions were based upon a very ample formula Unknown to Clipper Tobin, Cliff was working
with The Shadow. It was The Shadow's purpose to frudrate the crime that brewed to-night—not
because The Shadow had anything in common with Arnold Bodine, but because the killing foretold by
Double Z mugt be frustrated.

Cliff was Imply The Shadow's informant. The course of events had decreed that he must accompany
Clipper Tobin on this expedition, but with The Shadow now here, there was no need for Cliff to act.

Whatever The Shadow might do, Cliff's status would remain the same. He, like Cliff, would appear as an



intercepted killer.

Sill, it was Cliff's duty to ad The Shadow in any way within his power. He could do this if necessary,
even though it might reved his true capacity. One point pleased Cliff. His identity was unknown to any
men except Clipper Tobin.

He knew that Clipper worked for some other man, but Clipper had agreed to ded with Cliff done, and
to keep his name a secret. When Clipper agreed on something, he kept his word. That was why he had
30 long remained a free agent in gangdom, unmolested by warring gunmen.

Cliff ceased dl contemplation suddenly as the door which Clipper controlled began to open inward under
the ganggter's pressure. Light entered the little hdlway. Cliff's body moved forward his gun hand raised.

The ganggter stepped swiftly into the room, and Cliff did to his place at the open door. The entire scene
was revedled to Cliff.

A man was gtting in a chair a the far corner of the room. Cliff recognized him as Arnold Bodine,
dthough his appearance was atrifle different from the usud pictures of the big shot.

Bodine's hands were sprawled upon the chair ams. A gtartled, hunted expresson was upon his face. He
was daring a the muzze of Clipper's autometic. The gangster was threatening him from the center of the
room. Cliff, from an angle, saw Clipper's ugly, menacing profile.

Peering quickly around the edge of the door, Cliff was surprised to note that the room was otherwise
empty. Where was The Shadow? Could it be possible that he had not arrived?

For an ingant Cliff thought that Bodine might be The Shadow in disguise; but one more view of the
gartled manin the corner atered that opinion. Bodine, answvering a grunted command from Clipper, was
devaing his hands above his head. The man was helpless.

"Big Shot Bodine," sneered Clipper sarcagticdly. "All ready to be bumped off! Don' like it, nether, en?’

The threatened man licked hislips painfully. He made a reply in a forced voice a feeble effort to mideed
hisenemy.

"My nameis Davis" he said dowly. "Andrew Davis. | can't understand why you have come here"

"Andrew Davis,' en?' came Clipper's contemptuous retort. "You've got Boding's mug. That's enough to
spd| curtains for you, wise guy.”

Bodine quivered, and his eyes rolled from sde to side, like some hunted beast a bay. He saw Cliff's dim
form in the doorway, but knew that he was viewing another enemy. His expression became more fearful.

Funny, thought Cliff, how the biggest men among gangsters hated to die. Those who ordered death for
scores of enemies, underworld czars like Bodine, were the ones who loved life the modt!

The helpless man stared at Clipper Tobin and sought to parley as alast resort.
"How much dough do you want?' he questioned hoarsdly. "Nameiit. I've got it!"

"You have?' ridiculed Clipper. "Wel, you can keep it—but it won't be yours long. Lay offa that money
squawk. I've heard it before, and it don't go. I've got my dough for this job, and | go through with it.
Sawvy?"

BODINE did not reply. Cliff could see the satisfied look upon Clipper's face. The killer inginct was



coming to the fore. Clipper had ddiberately waited in order to taunt his helpless victim; now, his gloaing
finished, he was ready to fire the fatd bullets.

"Ready, Cliff," came hisvoice. "Get st for the get-away. I'm goin' to plug him."
"Wat!" came Cliff's quiet response. "Don't shoot yet! 1t won't be good for you, Clipper.”

The gunman did not turn. His finger was 4ill on the trigger, but he noted something in Cliff's tone that
made him hold back. Still facing Bodine, he listened for Cliff's next words.

They were not long delayed. Cliff Mardand had seen that action was imperative. Something had delayed
The Shadow. Perhaps he had never received the message!

The duty that was now Cliff's stood obvious. The Shadow had planned to prevent this killing. It was
Cliff'sjob to do that work in the absence of The Shadow.

"I've got you covered, Clipper,” sad diff in the same steady voice. "One move—and out you go!™
Clipper did not move.

"Put up your gat!"

Clipper obeyed aullenly.

"You, Bodine," added Cliff, speaking to the man in the corner, "keep away from any foolishness. I've got
abead on you, too!"

Encouraged by this remark, Clipper Tobin swung in the direction of his former pa. He stepped back as
he saw the leveled automatic.

"Up with the mitts" ordered Cliff.

Clipper obeyed. Cliff was magter of the Stuation. Hunter and hunted, both were now a his mercy. The
soowling face of Clipper Tobin was equaed in expression by the puzzled countenance of Arnold Bodine.

"What're you tryin' to do?' demanded Clipper sullenly. "Sdl out to this guy?'
"That's none of your busness" responded Cliff. "I've got my own game.”

He was in a quandary. This was not an enviable spot. Cliff had saved Bodine, but neither did he desire to
kill Clipper Tobin. Yet now that he had betrayed his hand, there would be certain danger if Clipper
remained dive.

It was impracticd to await the coming of The Shadow. This tableau of two men with hands poised in
front of a revolver might lead to unexpected consequences. Cliff decided upon immediate action.

Even though he was now an enemy of Clipper's, he could keep the gangster from discovering his true
associations. Clipper's last remark gave im a cue.

"I've got my own game," declared Cliff. "Bodine's not going to be bumped off by you. I'm gaing to let
you dide out. That's more than you deserve.”

"Double-crossin’ me, eh?' derided Clipper, defiant even in the face of death. "I get you now! Bodine
fixed it with you before this. You tipped him off. He wanted to see the guy that was out to get him.



Y ou're both ydlow— you've got me here, but you're scared to bump me!”

"Let im have it, Bud," interposed Bodine, seeking to work with his rescuer. "I'll dip you five grand for
the job. He won't squawk when he's dead —and you won't run any chances. They'll think | got him."

"That's not inmy game," returned Cliff. "I don't want your money, Bodine."
"Baoney!" sneered the defiant Clipper.

"Youre leaving here, Clipper,” said Cliff. "Leaving without your rod. Come over here, and don't lower
your hands."

Clipper obeyed. Cliff stopped him before he was too close. With a quick, decisive action, he caught the
butt of Clipper's revolver and dropped the weapon on the floor. He stepped back and waved the man
toward the center of the room.

Clipper retired sullenly. Bodine had made no mation. It was easy to see that Cliff's businesdike methods
had impressed him.

CLIFF made no motion to pick up the revolver thet lay on the floor. That could come later. Instead, he
motioned to Bodine, and pointed toward the telephone with hisleft hand.

"You're going to cdl your mob, Bodine" he said. "Tdl them to hop over from the Goliath Hotel. As soon
as | know they're on the way, you're going to travel, Clipper—and I'll follow. So keep going, plenty
fest!"

Bodine, seeing salvation, kept his hands wel away from his body as he reached for the telephone. He
gave a number, and when the hote responded, asked for his suite on the eighteenth floor. Without
stopping to inquire who was at the other end, he gave his hasty information.

"I'm over a my hide-out,” he said. "Suite 458, the Maurice Apartments. There's a guy here who's trying
to croak me. Get some gorillas over here quick!"

There was a response; then Bodine asked quickly:
"Who's this—Gus?'

Another reply came over the wire. Bodine dropped the receiver on the hook. His expresson changed.
Cliff detected it. Bodine observed his quizzing look. He hastened to explain.

"It wasn't Gus" he said. "It was Joe Cardona, from headquarters!”

Thiswas unexpected news to Cliff Mardand. He was on the point of commanding Clipper to flee. Now
hisidea changed. Clipper, in the hands of the police, would be no menace!’ Should he leave him here for
Cardona?

Then came another thought: Bodine's surprise seemed genuine enough, but it might be feigned. Perhaps
he was thinking the same as Cliff. Maybe he wanted Clipper to be Ieft, to learn the merciless methods of
Arnold Bodine's mab.

Cliff's hestation came to a sudden end. As Cliff stood with his back in the halway, something struck him
from behind. A man had entered slently from the corridor.

The tap of arevolver butt had settled the question. Cliff Mardand collgpsed in a hdpless heap.



Some one had struck from behind. In his moment of certain victory, with the killing of Arnold Bodine
thwarted, Cliff Mardand was stunned and at the mercy of his unexpected foeman!

CHAPTER Xlll. THE SHADOW'S FIGHT
"GET him, Clipper! Get Bodine!"

The hissed command came from the little hdlway just behind the prostrate body of Cliff Mardand. There,
from the darkness, Sneaks Rubin was spesking. The pasty-faced gangster had arived a a crucd
moment. Leaving nathing to chance, he had followed his two gunmen to make sure that they did the job.
And by working from the background, he had ended the plans of Cliff Mardand!

Snesks fired no shot. Thiswas not his job. He had hestated long before he had followed his hirdings to
the door of Bodine's gpartment. He had come only because they had not returned to the dley. He had
been close enough to Bodine's door to hear the gang chief's last words.

Clipper Tobin picked up his automatic, which lay in the center of the room. Sneaks turned. The police
were coming, and Sneaks had reasons for wanting to be outside that building.

He had delivered his blow and his order in less than two seconds. Now he was scurrying down the
corridor, the door closed behind him, anxious to be in the fire tower before Arnold Bodine died.

The dull report of Clipper's automatic reached the ears of Sneaks Rubin just as the shrewd little crook
was crawling into the entrance of the fire tower. He grinned glegfully as he thought of Bodine lying dead.
Clipper could not have missed his mark.

But Sneaks Rubin thought wrong.

Clipper had amed while picking his gun from the floor. Bodine, who chanced to be unarmed, in the
security of his hide-out, had dropped when the shot was fired. Before Clipper could shoot again a
footstool hurtled across the room. 1t missed Clipper's head by a close margin.

It struck his gun hand instead. The automatic fdl from the gangster's numbed fingers. As he scrambled for
it, Arnold Bodine leaped toward the same objective.

Clipper gained the automatic, but before he could bring it into play, Bodine was druggling with him.
Clipper was the stronger; Bodine fought with the desperation of a man who knows that minutes gained
will mean rescue.

They whirled about the room, Bodine hoping that he could knock the telephone from its table and shout
for help. People might arrive from downgairs before Cardona and his squad. But Bodine did not
succeed. Gradudly Clipper brought the muzze of the automatic toward his opponent's body.

Shots cracked. They missed. Clipper, enraged, tried to free himsdf. He fired agan taking hurried am,
and a bullet shattered the glass front of a smdl bookcase. Then Bodine, grappling, forced the muzze of
the automatic underneath his own arm.

Clipper pressed the wegpon upward as he discharged two shots in quick successon. One reached its
mark. Bodine, crippled, logt his hold. Clipper flung him to the floor. He fired his lagt two bullets into
Bodine's heart. Then he stood panting like a fierce beast that had killed its prey.

The druggle had carried him to the corner of the room. With a snarl, Clipper jerked open the large
window and drank great drafts of fresh air. Turning, he spied Cliff Mardand's helpless form. He amed
his automatic and pressed the trigger.



Then he remembered that the gun was empty. He legped across the room like awild animd and snatched
up the automatic that lay beside Cliff. A sudden leer appeared upon Clipper's evil face. He might need
every bullet in this gun. Help was coming—every bullet might be useful. But that could wait. He pocketed
the pistal.

With a display of prodigious strength, Clipper picked up Cliff's body and carried it to the window. He
looked out as he prepared to thrugt the body through. The roof of the garage was a trifle to the l€ft.
Directly benesth was the blackness of the blind dley. That was where Cliff Mardand would die!

Clipper was thruding the body headforemost. Cliff's head and shoulders were hanging over space.
Clipper gripped the victim's waist for thefind effort. As his hands lifted upward, a revolver shot sounded
from the doorway. Clipper staggered back, his left shoulder limp. The body of Cliff Mardand dumped
downward againg the wall, the head resting on the window sll. The timedy shot had saved him from a
horrible desth!

A MAN clad in black was standing in the doorway, a smoking autométic in his gloved hand. His expert
shat had picked the one spot on Clipper's body that could have been struck without danger to Cliff
Mardand. Clipper dropped to the floor, his automatic dangling in his right hand. He managed to turn his
head.

"The Shadow!" he whispered.

He had recognized the avenger of the underworld. The tadl man with the turned-up cloak and the
wide-brimmed douch hat conceding his face was indeed the strange being of whom Clipper Tobin had
often heard. And now he had met The Shadow!

Clipper's bulging eyes noted the body of Arnold Bodine. The form of Cliff Mardand was beside him. He
hed killed one. He was not to be cheated of the other!

With a snarl, he seized Cliff's body and twisted himsdlf behind it. He pulled Cliff's loaded automatic from
his pocket and pointed it toward the door and fired.

His firg shot, a hasty one, was wild. The second was wdl amed, but the bullet never Ieft the muzze
Once again The Shadow's marksmanship prevailed.

He had chosen the automatic in Clipper's hand as his target, and his shot proved true. The gun fdl from
Clipper's sunned claw. The killer was helpless.

Even then Clipper Tobin would not yidd. The dill sound of a police whidle came to his ears. He was
defeated in conflict, and captors were approaching. Still, he was determined a least to €ude The
Shadow.

He raised himsdf and carried Cliff's body up before him as a shield. Wounded as he was, his effort cost
the killer energy.

The two forms stood before the window. Now The Shadow advanced, his gun ready for the firg
vulnerable spot that Clipper might offer.

Clipper cursed. If he had redized what was about to happen, he would have shot Cliff before he logt his
gun. At least one more enemy would have died with him. But that was too late. Here, however, was
another scheme for safety.

As the black-clad Shadow came closer, Clipper suddenly flung Cliff's body forward, dmost into the
ams of the man in black. With a legp he was through the window; with a wide swing, Clipper projected



himsdf toward the roof of the garage, ten feet below.

The Shadow caught Cliff Mardand's body with one arm and let it dide gently to the floor. He reached the
window and stood there like a gigantic Slhouette, staring into the darkness. Reflected lights from the
avenue revedled atragic scene.

Clipper's drop had carried him at an angle over the intervening space to the garage roof. He landed there,
on the very edge. He was a target for The Shadow, but the man at the window did not fire.

Instead, he caAmly watched Clipper Tobin sruggle againg the hand of Fate. For Clipper was dipping
from his precarious post of safety. His body had toppled over the edge; he was fighting to draw himsdf
to the roof.

But his crippled arms were unequd to the task. Clipper had sgned his own desth warrant when he had
made that desperate plunge. The force of the ten-foot swing had jarred him; now his dutching hands
were logng their hold.

Numbed fingers dipped. With afearful cry, Clipper Tobin logt his battle and pitched downward into the
Sygian depths of the concrete-floored dley!

The crash of his body awoke a frightful echo. His desth scream floated upward. A deep, Sghing groan
sounded from the blackness. All was ill. The Shadow waited.

He heard the sound of footsteps echoing beneath. They did not follow to the spot where Clipper had
fdlen. They were pounding toward the fire tower.

Swiftly, The Shadow whirled across the room and locked the door of the little halway. The action was
none too soon. Already men were entering the outside corridor. Joe Cardonas squad, dispatched to
prevent the murder of Arnold Bodine, was dready at the doorway of the gpartment!

The strong door, which Bodine had purposely placed a the entrance, withstood the pounding of the
detectives shoulders. The gruff voice of Joe Cardona was shouting in the corridor.

Muffled commands could be heard. Cardona was planning to prevent the escape of the man who had
closed tha door. In the meantime, The Shadow, a strange form in black, was quietly bending over Cliff
Mardand, reviving the unconscious man.

Cliff opened his eyes. The Shadow stepped away. Although his head throbbed, Cliff's confusion cleared
away repidly.

He did not know who had struck him down. He did know that The Shadow had come to his rescue. Too
late to save Arnold Bodine, however. The body of the big shot lay but afew feet away.

There was a lul outsde. The attackers were waiting to hear if any sound came from within. A voice
cdled up from the dleyway below.

"We're down here, Cardonal There's a dead man herdl™

The dlence indicated to the crier that Cardona had not yet forced his way into Bodine's apartment. The
beam of a powerful flashlight shone outsde the window. The men who had found the body were
centering its glare upon the roof of the garage. That means of escape was cut off. Police would soon be
there.

THE words from the dley echoed in Cliff's mind. He redlized indantly that the dead man must be



Clipper. He wondered what The Shadow intended to do. He saw the black-clad form studying the body
of Bodine. Was The Shadow about to don a disguise—to deceive Cardona and his men into thinking thet
he was Arnold Bodine?

No. That would be hopeless. Too many explanations would be necessary. Cliff groaned as he redized
that he was a burden on The Shadow. He knew that fact as he tried to dimb to his feet, and sank back
weskly.

The Shadow could escape, evenif he had to fight his way through the minions of the law. But he would
not desert his associate.

Leaning againg the wall, Cliff watched The Shadow. The myderious man seemed purposeless, as he
drolled about the room. At last, he stopped by thewal in a front corner of the room, and tapped softly.
Cliff could hear alaugh from the manin black.

There was terrific pounding from outside. The blows of a dedge hammer resounded againgt the corridor
door. Wood was splintered. Triumphant shouts followed. The police were bresking in!

The Shadow opened the door of a closet near the corner where he had tapped. He entered. Cliff could
see hisarm moving up and down.

Now the man in black was across the room again, his hands upon the body of Arnold Bodine. Cliff saw
the flash of metd as The Shadow brought forth a key ring from the dead man's pocket. Once more The
Shadow was back in the closet. He emerged and swept toward Cliff. Clutching the black am that was
offered him, Cliff gained his feet.

Crash! Cliff heard the thud as the splintered door gave way. The Shadow was in the closet, drawing him
aong. He could hear the shouts of orders from the men who were entering the room.

The closat door closed. The powerful dutch of The Shadow was beneath Cliff's arms. He was thrust
toward the side of the closet. He fdt himsdf descending through the floor.

Clutching, he caught the rungs of an iron ladder; he gained a foothold, and let himsdf down a step.
Something clicked above. The Shadow had closed the secret entrance.

Wesak though he was, Cliff managed to keep moving downward. He fdt a hand supporting him from
above. His feet touched a solid floor. He leaned againgt the wal and waited.

He knew that The Shadow was beside him. They were at the bottom of a short shaft, some fifteen feet in
depth.

Cliff understood it dl while he leaned there in the darkness. The Shadow, ever dert, had divined that
Arnold Bodine would not dwell in a hide-out that had but a sngle exit. The roof of the adjoining garage
hed been the clew.

The space between the closet and the wal served a definite purpose. It was a means whereby Bodine
could leave his rooms unseen. The Shadow had discovered the lock of the secret door, formed by the
wadl of the closet. He had obtained the key from Bodine's body. They were on their way to safety!

Cliff wondered why The Shadow was waiting. He did not believe that his rescuer could be a a loss.
Then he redlized that the delay was made to give him time to recuperate his strength.

"I'madl right!" he whispered. "Let's go!”



A dick and the wall ahead moved outward. A firm hand gripped Cliff's am. With The Shadow, he
stepped forward. They were indde the garage, on a narrow stairway. The tiny gleam of a flashlight
appeared, and Cliff made out the stone flight of steps ahead.

Evidently, this was a seldom-used side stairway. They descended, while the flashlight showed the way.
There were no windows—nothing but stone walls on ether side. And a locked door blocked farther
passage at the bottom!

A BLACK-GLOVED hand appeared in the light, holding the key ring. The lock was opened. The door
moved outward and showed a dim corner of a garage floor. An expensive coupe was sanding ten feet

away.
"Getinthe car,” came a whisper.

Cliff was steady now. He walked across to the car, opened the door, and entered it. Resting on the
comfortable cushions, he looked back toward the door through which he had come. It was closed now,
and it bore the placard, "Air Shaft," in large white |etters.

Before Cliff redized it, the Starter was buzzing. He was surprised to see a man in the driver's seat. The
Shadow had slently taken his place there. He was no longer amean in black. Cliff could not distinguish his
features in the darkness, but noticed that the cloak was gone, and only the douch hat remained.

The car moved toward the door of the garage. There aburly policeman stopped it. The man beside Cliff
leaned from the window and pulled back the side of his coat.

"From headquarters,” Cliff heard a gruff voice say. "This is Bodine's car. Cardona told me to bring it
around.”

"All right," came the policeman's response.

The car rolled out, on the sde street. The driver did not speak another word. They traveled on through
darkness; even when they crossed the avenue, Cliff could not glimpse the other man's face in the light, for
his head was turned away.

The car pulled up in darkness on another Sde street. Ffty feet ahead, Cliff saw the eectric Sgn of the
Hotd Metrolite He understood that this was his destination. He waited a moment. The man beside hm
made no commernt.

Cliff opened the door and stepped to the sidewalk. He walked steadily now. When he reached the door
of the hotdl, he glanced toward the street to see the tall light of Arnold Bodine's coupe flashing toward
the next avenue.

Once again, The Shadow's daring had overcome dl obstacles. A timely rescuer, he had carried Cliff
Mardand from the midst of danger; and the escape had been so deverly contrived that Cardona and his
plain-clothes men would never know what had occurred!

CHAPTER XIV. DOUBLE Z PLOTS

CLYDE BURKE'S gory inthe next day's Classc was read by New Y orkers with avid interest. Arnold
Bodine, the big shot who had cloaked himsdf with respectability, had been murdered in his own

apartment!

Even the security of a secret hideout had not protected him. That, in itsdlf, was sensational. The fact that
the police had received atip-off from Double Z was amazing. Once again, the name of the archmurderer



was on every tongue.

Joe Cardona, cadm in the face of criticiam, reiterated the fact that Double Z was not responsible for the
killing. The police had evidence that pointed to the red dayer. Clyde Burke, as the Wise Owl, suggested
the name of Dave Markan.

It was the underworld's generd opinion that Markan had engineered the daying; and the underworld had
apeculiar habit of being right.

Popular opinion produced drange results. Cardonas truthful statement that Double Z had merdy
furnished information, and had not been the actud murderer, was ridiculed.

A few months ago, it would have been accepted. But with Double Z classed as the dayer of Jod
Caulkins and Philip Farmington, anything which carried his name indicated his action.

Editorids condemned Joe Cardona for his honest opinion. Even Inspector Timaothy Klein, now back on
the job, camein for criticiam, athough he had been absent when Double Z had killed.

The exdting events at the gpartment of Arnold Bodine had made it hot for Dave Markan. He had
ordered the death of the big shot. He had an dibi. Ordinarily it would have held. But now it was subject
tofire

It was obvious that the police would have to round up any one who might be connected with the affair,
purdy because the trail might lead to Double Z. That, in itsdf, was trouble enough for Markan.

But he was in wrong esawhere. The underworld was seeing red. Markan's mob was growling at ther
chief's dip. It was rumored that Arnold Bodine's bodyguards would not let the death go unavenged.
There was talk of afund established secretly by Bodine.

In the event that the big shot was murdered, so the tale went, a certain lawyer would pay a large sum to
the man who killed the murderer.

When the underworld said that gunners were out to get Markan, the underworld meant that very thing.
Under dl this pressure, Dave Markan showed aydlow streak.

He fled from the city. He had planned too boldly. He feared his own mob, Bodines killers, and the
police.

Jake Dermott assumed control of the leaderless mob. His apprehension had been changed to redization.
Jake was on top of the world. He prided himsdf upon his secret dlegiance to Double Z.

Before the print had dried on the find editions of the evening newspapers, another killing took place. Gun
shots flashed in a gloomy room where Mike Lombros made his headquarters, and Tony Marano
became the new leader of that maob.

Lombros had long been tottering on his throne. He had paid tribute to the dead Arnold Bodine, and
rumor had it that he might have supported Dave Markan in the enterprise. So Tony stepped in with a big
gat and ended the discussion.

The killing took place when severa of the mob were present, so Tony did not have to wait long for
congratulaions.

Like Jake Dermott, Tony Marano was pleased with his new connection. Double Z, through Snesks
Rubin, was to be the recipient of the tribute that had once been paid to Arnold Bodine. But that was a



metter that Tony intended to keep to himsdlf.

Thus, in less than twenty-four hours, two of the mogt proficient crimind groups in New Y ork had come
beneeth the sway of the great unknown—Double Z— and not a word of the change had reached the
ever-ready ears of gangland!

Bodines desth was something of a mystery. The fird indication had been the note from Double Z.
Detective Joe Cardona had put men on guard a the Golieth Hotel. Cardona, himsdf, had camped in
Bodine's rooms.

He had answered a telephone cdl. It had been Bodines cry for help. A dayer was in the big shot's
hide-out!

The shooting had commenced before Cardona had arrived. The detectives found the door barred. They
were sure some one was in the apartment.

In the dley outsde, men sent to guard the flank had discovered the body of Clipper Tobin—a lone walf
in gangdom. Crashing into Bodine's room, the detective found the body of the big shot, but the dayer
was gone.

What part had Clipper Tobin played? Cardona doubted thet he was one of the murderers. It was more
likdy that Bodine had hired him as a specid bodyguard.

If s0, two men had doubtless entered for the killing. They must have escaped by the window, swinging to
the roof of the garage, for it had been some time before the police had blocked that exit.

Logicdly, these men would be considered as hirdings of Dave Markan. That was Cardonas dam, and it
gathered force when Markan made his sudden departure. But the newspapers could not forget Double
Z. His name was undeniably linked with the killing. Perhaps he was the actua murderer!

JOE CARDONA was gum when he conferred with Inspector Timothy Klein. The detective was a man
who had his ups and downs. Klein was dways the same— gruff and doubtful. He was not pleased with
what had happened. He lost no timein saying so.

"Rather bungled,”" was his comment, and the words were no sdve to Joe Cardona.

"It'sthis Double Z business" protested the detective. "If they'd lay off and give us a chance! Burke, with
the Classc, is shooting sraight. But the others -"

"Can you blame them?" questioned Klen. "You admitted you got the tipoff; but the killing went through
just the same. Who isthe guy? Have you any ideg?'

"Never hit anybody like him. He's a mydery.”

"How about The Shadow?"

Klein's question was gartling, but it brought a growl of disapprova from Cardona.
"The Shadow it akiller,” he declared.

"He's given tip-offs” retorted Klen.

"Yes" sad Cardona, "but they've been clean ones. I'll tdl you what, Inspector. | wish The Shadow was
inthigd"



"Why?
"Because wed be getting some results.”

"You think hed hdp out?'

"Hedid in the past.”

"Wdl," drawled Klen, "maybe The Shadow isinit. Maybe he's changed tactics. Maybe he's Double Z."

Cardona shook his head. He had met The Shadow in the past. He had never gained an inkling of the
mysterious man's identity, but he fdt that he understood The Shadow's methods.

"Whereis The Shadow?' questioned Klen. "Thisis the kind of mess he would get into. We haven't heard
aword of him. Doesn't that make it look like he might be Double Z7?*

"You don't know The Shadow, Inspector. If he happened to be in back of this—playing the part of
Double Z—hed be in the game as himsdf, just to make it more bewildering. No, The Shadow isn't
Double Z. I'll stake my reputation on thet!"

"You won't be staking much,” asserted Klein grimly. "Not if this keeps on, you wont!"

"Ligen," replied the detective. "I'll make a prediction: Well hear from Double Z again. Soon. And his
next job will be aflop!”

"I hope s0."

HAD Joe Cardona paid avist to Room 909 in the Badger Building, he would have been surprised to
observe the actions of an invesment specidist named Rutledge Mann. For that quiet-faced individud was
dedling in other papers than stocks and bonds.

He was dipping accounts of the Bodine killing and the rumors which had followed it. He was missng
nothing. Among his tabulated gtatistics were the facts that Mike Lombros and Dave Markan were no
longer important figuresin the redlms of gangdom.

His notations came from other sources than the actua newspapers. On his desk was an envelope
delivered by Clyde Burke when the reporter had stopped by on his way to the Classic office. The Wise
Owl had been getting materid. He had been hearing more than rumors from the lips of mobsters.

Fnishing his work, Rutledge Mann pasted up some dippings and duffed them in an envelope. He
dropped them in the office marked B. Jonas, while en route to the Cobalt Club. After a heavy dinner,
Mann lighted a cigar and strolled about. Once again, the plutocrats were discussng Double Z.

"The man's a maniac!" he heard Barnaby Hotchkiss say. "He's dangeroud! It is outrageous, the way the
police continue to fal' Why, we're dl in danger! First Farmington was killed; now Bodine."

"No andogy there" declared Blaine Glover. "One was a banker—the other a crook."

"Both had money."

"But thisman cdled Double Z did not profit thereby,” Glover persisted.

"How can you tdl? | assert that no oneis safel He will strike again, and one of us may be the victim!"

"Thet would be interesting,” commented Matthew Wade. "I hope it isnt worrying you, Hotchkiss?'



"Jugt as much cause for you to worry, Wade," came the reply. "You are no safer than any of the rest of
us | tdl you again, the manis out to make trouble. He has a mania that causes him to attack those who
have wealth—no matter how they may have acquired it."

A murmur of agreement followed. Even Glover admitted that Hotchkiss might be correct in theory. Wade
seemed noncommittal. Rutledge Mann noted that Lamont Cranston wasin the group, but slent. He went
dong to the library. When he returned, Cranston was gone.

A few hours later Mann stopped back at his new office. He found a letter on the floor. He opened it and
read it quickly. The writing faded away, but Mann had perused the entire coded message. He st by his
desk and softly repeated the words that he had read.

"Jeke Dermott,” he said. "Jake Dermott and Tony Marano. That's right. Burke sad they were only
gunmen, not typica gang leaders. Mardand must be cautious; but if he can follow Dermott, he may gain
information. Burke mugt be posted, too. Vincent on the usud job—no results as yet -"

None of these thoughts had occurred to Mann when he had forwarded his data to The Shadow. But
snce then, the Double Z problem had been studied by The Shadow. Mann knew that the master mind
hed been a work, for he had just become acquainted with the findings Facts that Cardona had never
suspected were seen by The Shadow's keen vison.

"dliff Mardand's report,” murmured Mann. Here he was on a traill which Cardona had not even seen.
"Who sent Clipper Tobin on the job? Does that man know Mardand? Wel—Mardand can trace back
Tobin's actions. Perhaps he may discover tharr source -"

SOMEWHERE in New York aman sat in a smdl, darkened room, a pair of earphones clamped to his
head, a mouthpiece before him. He was a one end of a conversation. At the other end, in the back room
of asecluded dive, sat Sneaks Rubin. The pale-faced gangster with the fanglike teeth was taking with his
master—Double Z!

To Snesks, Double Z was no more than a voice—but he dreaded that voice to the depths of his evil
heart. In this conversation, Sneaks was pouring out dl he knew—and his words told of a looming
danger. For Sneaks Rubin had not been inactive during the exdting moments that had followed his
departure from Arnold Bodine's apartment.

"Clipper was double-crossed,”" he was saying. "The guy that went with him on the job was a phony.”
"What was his name?'

The question came in a deliberate, monotonous voice. It was that same sngleness of tone that had
condantly perplexed Sneaks Rubin.

"I don't know who he was" admitted the gangster. " Clipper figured he was O.K. -"
"You did not follow my indructions,” said the accusing voice. "1 told you to obtain a reliable man.”
"Clipper said he was relidble -"

"That is not aufficient,” came the interruption to the protest. "You should have been postive, from your
own observetion.”

"I played it safe, Chief," said Sneaks. "I tagged dong to see that the job was done. When | got to
Bodines, | found this guy had covered Clipper. | stepped in back of him an' cracked him. That gave
Clipper the chance to plug Bodine."



"Then what happened?'

"I don't know. | scrammed. | heard Clipper shoot. | run down the fire tower. | waited at the bottom.
Then Clipper fdls out the window!"

"What about the man you struck? Was he unconscious?"

"I knocked him cold. It was some other guy that heaved Clipper out. That's why I'm worried, Chief. This
other guy musta come in after | was gone, an' | know who he was. The Shadow!"

SNEAKS blurted the fearsome name in a hoarse whisper. He ligened intently, wondering what the
response would be. But the voice of Double Z betrayed no emation.

"How do you know he was The Shadow?'

"When | see Clipper flop in the dley, | dides up to him. He was preity near gone, Chief, but he knew
who | was when | spoke. He says "The Shadow got me. The Shadow. Get him, Sneaks -' Then he

passes out.

"I didn't wait no longer. | got avay just afew minutes before the cops showed up.”
"What do you know about The Shadow?"

"Nothin', Chief! That's the worst of it. | figure he had this guy fixed— the guy that was with Clipper.”
There was slence. Then Double Z spoke dowly.

"Y ou must find The Shadow."

" don't know how to find him, Chief -"

"Thereis one sure way. Look for the man who went with Clipper Tobin."

"Butif | don't find him -"

"You do not need to find him. He will find you!"

The suggestion brought a shudder to Snesks.

"When hefinds you," resumed Double Z, "leed him to Loy Rook's.”

"I can get Jake Dermott to bump him off -"

"I need no suggestions” reprimanded Double Z. "I order. You obey. Lead him to Loy Rook's. He will be
captured there. We do not want him dead.”

"But he double-crossed Clipper.”

"He ddl die for that,” announced the voice. "His degth will come later. When he has been captured a
Loy Rook's, have Dermott and Marano in preparation. For you may be sure of this The Shadow came
to his rescue once before. The Shadow will come again.”

There was a click. The earphones and mouthpiece were laid aside in the darkened room. Sneaks Rubin,
his mouth ggping as he understood the scheme, sat at the end of a dead wire. His orders had been
received; he would hear no more from his master to-night.



"Il find the guy," muttered Sneaks, with a mdicious grin. "Find him by ldtin' him find me. Then it's
curtains for him—an' The Shadow!"

The scrawny gangster was confident as he sauntered from the dive to keep an appointment with Tony
Marano. The Shadow, scourge of the underworld, was to meet his match. Double Z had plotted—and
Double Z would win!

CHAPTER XV. AT LOY ROOK'S

THE office of Loy Rook was located in one of the newer buildings of Chinatown. There was nothing
Orientd about it. It might have been the office of any American busness man. For Loy Rook handled his
afarsin Occidental fashion.

He was a powerful figure anong the Chinese. He stood well with dl the tong leaders, and pursued his
business unmolested. He affected American attire and mannerisms.

Loy Rook was the owner of severd Chinese restaurants and shops. His office was on the second floor of
the building, beneath which was a tea shop. There were living quarters on the second floor, where certain
trusted employees roomed in comfortable surroundings.

Loy Rook's own suite was on the third floor. It was furnished in Chinese style. Thus Loy Rook stepped
downgtairs from a home that might have been in Peiping, and entered an office that was obvioudy in New
York.

Loy Rook was in his office to-day—the day after gangdom had undergone its shake-up. He was going
over certain important affairs, and he paused from congderation of apile of papersto cdl his secretary.

"Can you come here a moment, Vincent?' he said.

Harry Vincent arose from a desk in the corner. He approached Loy Rook and helped him sort the
papers. The old Chinaman looked on admiringly. This man was the firgt good secretary he had ever had.

The gods had been wise when they had prompted Ching Foo, Loy Rook's very good friend, to
recommend this secretary. Loy Rook was dways ready to hire a new man. He wanted one who liked to
work; whose sdary demands were low; and who was willing to live on the second floor of this building.
Harry Vincent had answered dl those demands.

"Wat aminute” said Loy Rook, in his queerly enunciated English. "Do not go back to work just yet. Let
ustak."

Harry resumed his seat and looked at the old, bespectacled Mongolian.
"You like it here?' questioned Loy Rook.

"I find it very pleasant.”

"Thet is good. Y ou would like to travel to China, perhaps?’

"I prefer New York, but -* Harry paused.

"Not now," said Loy Rook hadtily, "not for a long time yet, perhaps. But | have much to do with China
You know that, from the work you have done for me. | will need, some day, a man like yoursdf to go
there

"Il be ready.”



"Chinaiis a wonderful country,” declared Loy Rook. "A very wonderful place. When |, Loy Rook, say
that, it is because | understand. These Chinesein New Y ork—they do not know their native land! When
they wish to find out how things are done in China, where do they come? To Loy Rook!"

Harry nodded.

"That iswhy | tdl you about my Chinese friends. They may ask me many things, but that | do not tel
them. | have my own reasons for that. But when | speak to you of them, and tdl you what they ask, it is
because | wish you to understand how the Chinese think. Y ou see?"

Harry nodded again.

"There is none s0 wise as Loy Rook,” sad the Chinaman solemnly. "That is what the others say!
Perhaps Ching Foo has said that dso?"

"He said words to that effect.”
"Yet Loy Rook isnot wise. He has smply remembered what he has seen. And he has seen much.”

This impersond manner of taking was a familiar trait of Loy Rook's. He aways adopted it when
gpesking of himsdf,

"Thereis much that is known in Ching," declared Loy Rook. "Much that is not known in New Y ork"—he
laughed—"but there are people here who think they know much. When there is something to be learned
that is known not here, those who are wise come to Loy Rook."

With this cryptic remark, the old Chinaman busied himsdf with the papers that Harry had arranged.
Hary went back to his work. He was thoughtful. At last, he was making progress, even though it was
not much.

He was here a The Shadow's bidding. For The Shadow was certain that through Loy Rook the key to
Philip Farmington's murder could be discovered. The poison—Ii-shun—was known only in Mongolia, of
which Loy Rook was a nétive.

Loy Rook, ostensbly a prosperous merchant, loved money too wel not to take part in shady dedlings.
So Harry had been posted here, through some mysterious arrangement between The Shadow and Ching
Foo, the man who was a friend of Loy Rook's. Harry's present job was to keep awatchful eye.

Ching Foo had suavely told him of Loy Rook's peculiarities. One was that every vigtor, no matter what
his purpose might be, entered Loy Rook's office to meet him. The old Mongolian was too canny to
overdo his crooked work.

He made every one meet him in wha appeared to be an aboveboard transaction. At least, that was
supposed to be the case, so Harry had been informed. To date, he had seen nothing to the contrary.

So far, results were a blank. Loy Rook usudly taked in English; occasondly he indulged in Chinese
conversation with vidtors. On those occasions, Harry was a a disadvantage, nevertheless, he was
adways dert in case something suspicious might take place.

IT was nearly noon when a young Chinaman entered the office and demanded to see Loy Rook. Harry's
employer was out. The vistor said that he would wait. There was something about the stranger's manner
that impressed Harry. This young Chinese—amost American in appearance—was restless. An unusud
trait anong his race, Harry decided.



Hdf an hour later, Loy Rook came in. He greeted his vistor, and Hary heard the name he cdled
him—Luke Froy. They chatted in English—Loy Rook and Luke Froy—then they broke into a verbd
digolay of Chinese.

Inthe midst of it, Harry's dert ears caught a word that sounded very much like li-shun. Loy Rook wound
up his conversation in English.

"To-night," he said. "Y ou come back. See me then."

"When?'

"Heven o'clock. Not to office. Y ou know where"

Luke Froy nodded and departed. Loy Rook beckoned to Harry.
"Comewith me" he said.

He led the way to the back of the second floor, where Harry's room was located. He stopped in front of
atdl, double-sectional bookcase, which Harry had often noticed.

"Eleven o'clock, to-night," said Loy Rook. "You do this"

He pressed the bottom of the bookcase between the two sections. Each portion swung outward like a
door, reveding separate flights of narrow steps— one leading up, the other down.

"This opens a hidden door below,” explained Loy Rook. "Then my friend Luke Froy may come in.
Remember—you say nathing—only watch!™

Hary nodded. He accompanied Loy Rook back to the office. As chance would have it, Loy Rook
invited him to a Chinese lunch, so Harry had no opportunity at that time to send his information to
Rutledge Mann.

When they returned to the office, Loy Rook remaned there. The afternoon wore dong. At lagt, Harry's
chance came. Loy Rook announced that he was going upgtairs to his apartment.

The Chinaman might return a any time. It would be bad policy to leave the office. He picked up the
telephone and dided the number of Mann's office. He heard Mann's voice answer.

"Hdlo," sad Harry. "Did you mall that package that | Ieft a the hotel?... Oh, | see. You gave it to the
nigt clerk... Yes... Eleven dollars was the price... For the waich; the Chinaware cost fifteen. The men
sad he would take it back at the store on Fourteenth Street... What's that? | can't hear you... Oh, | see...
Good-by."

The spaces in the conversation had been timed for imaginary replies. Actudly, Rutledge Mann did not
speak a word while Harry was talking. In the course of his sentences, Harry had sent a definite message:
"To-night. Eleven. Watch Chinaman. Back dtreet. Here"

Loy Rook waked into the office shortly after Harry had hung up the telephone. That meant nothing.
Harry made occasond persona cdls from the office He was quite postive tha his disconnected
conversation could have aroused no suspicion in Loy Rook.

EVENING arrived. Loy Rook invited Harry to dinner in the third-floor gpartment. They dined in a room
filled with beautiful Orienta hangings waited upon by Loy Rook's Chinese servants. Harry went
downgdtairs at ten o'clock.



He waited patiently until eleven. Then he stepped into the hdlway and pushed the bottom of the
bookcase. The sections opened. Harry retired to his room.

His work was finished. Loy Rook had said nothing about dosng the bookcase. Harry ligened in
darkness. Fifteen minutes later, he heard stedthy footsteps descending stairs. Luke Froy was leaving.

Harry stared from the dark window. He fancied he saw a dim form in the back street. He followed its
course, and didinctly observed a man of Luke Froy's height appear at the corner. Harry ill watched.

He thought he saw a patch of darkness flit dong the sdewalk. Tha was dl. It was enough. Harry
Vincent knew that The Shadow was on the trail of Luke Froy!

CHAPTER XVI. TWO MEN TRAPPED

SNEAKS RUBIN was obeying his master's indructions. He had become conspicuous in the
underworld. Sneaks was a wdl-known character, but he usudly kept to himsdf. Now he was traveing
the rounds.

He cronied with gangsters whom he had known and chatted with them in places where he might be
overheard. His conversation dwelt on a particular subject. Who had last seen Clipper Tobin before he
was bumped off?

Sneaks was keenly observant. All the time that he was apparently concerned in talk, he was watching.
This was the third night that he had been thus engaged, for he had started on his campaign immediaey
after his orders were received from Double Z.

It was in a dilgpidated dive caled the Green Mouse that Sneaks gained his hoped for results. While he
was taking to a second-rate gunman, he noted a mation on the part of a man near by. Sneaks watched
from the corner of hiseye. Instead of turning toward him, the man turned away.

That might have been disarming, but for one fact. Sneaks Rubin had only seen the back of the man whom
he had stunned in Bodine's gpartment. Now Sneaks recognized the same back a the near-by table! He
hed found his quarry!

Sneaks immediatdy became confidentid in his tone, but he talked loud enough to his companion, so tha
the ligening man might hear.

"Ligen, Bud," he said. "I'd like to find a torpedo as good as Clipper was. He was my—wadl, Clipper was
aone-man mob in himsaf. I'm the guy that caled him that -"

Cliff Mardand, ligening, was elated. Sneaks had used the very term that he had heard Clipper use. The
dead gangster had prided himsdf on being a " one-man mob.” Without doubt, Sneaks Rubin was the man
who had arranged for Clipper Tobin to kill Arnold Bodine.

Sneaks was known to Cliff, although it was doubtful thet the crafty little gangster knew Cliff by sght. The
reason was plain. Sneaks was a character in the bad lands. Cliff was just a name.

Due to hislong absence, Cliff was seddom recognized. Nevertheless, he decided to take no chances. He
remained in his pogition, head turned away, urtil he saw Sneaks shamble from the place.

Cliff followed. He was cautious in his actions. He wanted to find out dl he could by watching Sneaks.
Afterward, he could inquire regarding the pasty-faced crook whose name was so appropriate.

Now, Sneaks was bound for a definite destination, hopeful that Cliff would follow. He was going to



confer with Double Z. Why not? In the back room of the dive he would be safe from observation. The
action would mydtify Cliff Mardand, and make him dl the more willing to follow.

By a gtrange coincidence, it was the very time that Sneaks might expect a cdl from his myserious chief.
Indructions, furthermore, would be vaugble,

Sneaks had another purpose. When he shambled into his favorite hangout, he made a 9gn to a man who
was lounging there. This 9gn was a familiar one at that place. It meant, "I'm being trailed. Watch who
comesin"

Then Sneaks entered the little back room, barred the door, and waited.

His cdl came, promptly at the gppointed minute. One ring—if not answered, the phone would be hung
up a the other end. Sneaks snatched up the receiver. He spoke hadlily as he recognized the voice.

"Theguy'sonmy tral," he said.

"Do you know who he is?' asked Double Z's voice.

"No. | can find out -"

"Take him down to Loy Rook's. Right away. That is most important.”

SNEAKS Iéft the room. He saw a man gtting in the corner. The tip-off made a sgn. Sneaks threw a
sddong glance and recognized Cliff's appearance. He began to act furtivdy. He dipped out into the
night.

His part was wdl played. Within two minutes, Cliff Mardand had left the dive and was scanning the
sdewaks for the little gangster. He saw the stooping form of Sneaks Rubin in the distance.

Sneaks wandered cunningly. He gave no dgn that he was being followed. He strode dong through side
Streets, with the air of aman who has a definite objective. Cliff kept up the pursuit. It was not long before
they reached the vidnity of the building where Loy Rook lived.

But on his journey, Sneaks had passed a look-out post where one of Jake Dermott's vigilant men was
aways on watch. There, Sneaks had paused.

Sanding in the light, the man had recognized him. So while Snesks, dowly lessening his pace, reached
Loy Rook's neighborhood, the word had dready reached Jake Dermott.

Sneaks turned into a back street. Here, on the fringe of Chinatown, Cliff Mardand was wondering. He
knew that Harry Vincent was stationed at Loy Rook's. Could that be where they were going?

The Shadow's agents were kept wel posted through the medium of Rutledge Mann. It was unlikdy that
Harry would expect Cliff; but Harry was dways dert. Much might be gained tonight.

Cliff hoped that Sneaks would linger dong the way, so that Cliff would have a chance to notify Burbank,
The Shadow's night sentindl. But had Cliff known where the trall might lead, he would have sent word
before he had followed Sneaks into the second dive. It was too late now.

Sneaks stopped in a dark, narrow street. Cliff waited out of sight, behind a stack of barrels. He saw the
litle gangster make a maotion beside a door. Then Sneaks disappeared.

Cliff advanced cautioudy. He came to an open door, with aflight of steps ahead. He noted that the door
was deverly built so as to seem amost part of the wall.



Cliff hesitated. Should he leave temporary and cal Burbank? He decided to go in. It was wdl that he did
50, for unbeknown to him, the ends of the little street were dready watched by Jake Dermott's sentindls,
reedy to cut off his retreat!

CLIFF ascended the steps, automatic in his hand. He came to a hdlway on the second floor. He stood
there, in semidarkness. The only light came from awindow at the end of the hall.

Cliff noted that he stood between two objects that looked like doors. A quick ingpection proved that
they were hinged bookcases. Cliff stepped forward in the dim light. He started quickly as he heard a low

whisper.

"Cliffl"

His own namel

"Yed" he whispered tensdly.
"Thisis Harry—Harry Vincent."
"Good. Isthis Loy Rook's?"
"es"

"I'm trailing Sneaks Rubin.”

"A man just went upgtairs.”

"I'm following, then!"

Cliff Mardand moved cautioudy toward the third floor. Harry, in turn, dipped down the hdlway. Slently,
inthe dark, he reached the office and dided the telephone. Burbank responded. Harry quickly told him
what was taking place.

During his residence with Loy Rook, Harry had made as many observations as possible. He knew that
The Shadow was familiar with the Stuation here. Harry could see no danger to himsdf. He fdt that he
should forestdl any possible trouble for Cliff Mardand.

The game was important. Still, it was Harry's part to be cautious. He knew that Cliff could not possibly
have natified Burbank of his whereabouts, so he had attended to that matter himsdlf.

The hdlway was empty when Harry reached his room. The bookcases were dill open. That was a good
sgn.

With door gar, Harry remained watchful within his room. His pocketed automatic was ready to be
unlimbered at an ingant's notice.

At that particular moment, Cliff Mardand was aso watchful.

He had reached the head of the stairs. He stood on the threshold of a dimly lighted room. It was an
antechamber, furnished in Chinese syle. A grimning joss rested beside the entrance. A paneled door
showed between two curtains. That was evidently where Sneaks had gone!

Wha was happening behind that door?

The room seemed to have an dluring power. Try as he would, Cliff could not repress the urge to dip



closer. This was increased by the sound of mumbled voices. The door was evidently a thin one, or the
crack benegath it was by no means soundproof.

dliff moved forward. He reached the door and crouched there. Even then, he could not make out words
from the low conversation on the other sde.

The room was a narrow one. It was aso low-celinged. Cliff had walked forward about seven steps to
reach the mysterious door. By spreading his arms, he could touch the wal on ether sde. After he had
lisgened for severd minutes, he chanced to move backward aftrifle.

He bumped suddenly against something solid. He sivung quickly, with his gunin hand.

Behind him was another door—a duplicate of the one in front. Silently, unnoticed, it had descended from
the celing. He was in a boxlike trap, scarcely five fegt square, not much over sx feet in height!

Cliff clutched a curtain in front of him. His head was beginning to svim. That was odd! He tried to rise to
his feet, but found it impossible. Dizziness swept over him. His throat was becoming numbed. Gasping,
he sought to cry out, but an inarticulate gurgle was his only response.

Cliff sank to the floor, moaning. Some powerful gas was overwhdming him. If he could only sgnd to
Harry! It was too late, now.

Cliff's automatic did from his nerveless fingers. He crumpled upon the floor. He fancied that he heard his
name being whispered.

"Cliff! Cliff!"

He could not respond. He managed to give one last choking gasp. His find thought was the thought of
desth. Was this to be the end?

THE words that Cliff Mardand had heard had not been formed by his imagination. Harry Vincent,
waiting below, had decided it wastime to act. He knew that Cliff would return shortly, if only to post him
regarding matters upstairs. So Harry, in turn, had ascended the narrow flight.

Like Cliff, he had encountered an antechamber with a curtained doorway a the end. But the space
between Harry and the door that barred his path was only fifteen feet!

With Cliff Mardand, it had been twenty!

Harry, ligening, dso heard a sound beyond that doorway. It was a human utterance, but not in the form
of words. Some one seemed to be gasping. Like a shot, Harry redized that Cliff had encountered
trouble. He crept forward and stooped before the door, cdling Cliff's name in alow, tense whisper.

There was afant response; but it could not be caled an actud reply. Harry repeated his words. Slence
was the only answer. What to do?

Perhaps it would be wdl to go downgairs, to enter the third floor by tapping at the entrance to Loy
Rook's door at the foot of the regular stairway. Harry would tdl the old Chinaman that he had heard
some one enter—that he had thought it best to inform his employer.

He turned as he raised himsdf to hisfeet. Like Cliff, he was startled. He was facing a blank door, within
am's reech. He, too, wasin aboxlike trap. He redlized what had happened to Cliff Mardand. His friend
was helpless, so was hel



Harry became unsteedy. He fdt a sckening sensation. It was doubly bad, for when he began to emit
gasping cries, he knew that he was medting the same power that had overcome Cliff. Was this a poison
gas? Did every breath he drew spel doom?

He tried to hold his bregath, but in vain. The odor of the gas was scarcely noticegble, but its effects were
benumbing. Harry sank to the floor and tried to seek fresh arr at the bottom of the door; but the barrier
was tightly closed.

There was no hope. His senses were going. Despite the dim light that pervaded this weird prison,
blackness was dosing over Harry's eyes. He gasped once, and lay inert.

Minutes went by—minutes that were unknown to the two victims, each in his own gasfilled prison. A
figure appeared at the top of the stairway—a black-clad form that had arrived therein total Sllence.

A man, dmog invisble in the darkness of the stairway, stood surveying the scene before him with eyes
that were shaded beneath the broad brim of a douch hat. About the newcomer's shoulders lay the folds
of ablack cloak, as he stood close by the squat, hideous idal at the entrance.

The same antechamber lay in front of this man—the antechamber that ended with a curtained door. But
the distance to the barrier was now but ten feet— not fifteen. The men in black stood slently, as though
fascinated—as though about to move forward.

Two victims had fdlen in Loy Rook's toils—each in his separate trap. The third snare was in
readiness—for The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVII. THE THIRD SNARE
"K EEP watching," said Loy Rook.

Sneaks Rubin, his pasty face gleaming, stared at the little taboret which the old Chinaman indicated. The
carved piece of furniture was open, like a box. Within glowed tiny lights

Loy Rook's long-nailed forefinger ran dong a row in which a sngle bulb was extinguished—the one at
the end. He pointed to the last lighted bulb.

"Heishere" declared Loy Rook.
"In the doorway?'

"Yes Heré'—L oy Rook pointed to the fird light in the ron—"he was at the door on the street. Here, a
the second floor. Here, a the entrance. The next light will show. When it comes on, the man will bein the

trap.

"He's been waiting along while" was Sneaks Rubin's comment.

"They dways wait," declared Loy Rook solemnly. "Perhaps heislooking a my joss.”
"You mean that brass satue?'

"It ismade of bronze" corrected Loy Rook. "It is very vauable. The solid metd in it weighs nearly two
hundred pounds.”

An exclamation came from Snesks. Thefind light had turned on! Loy Rook smiled benignly.
"Heisinthe trap,” he declared. "Waich!"



He pointed to three larger bulbs, each marked by a Chinese character. They were figures, symboalizing
the numbers one, two, and three. Two were lighted. The third came on while Loy Rook spoke.

"The trap has closed," asserted the bespectacled Mongolian.
"You are sure he'sin there?' questioned Sneaks.
In reply, Loy Rook pointed sgnificantly to the last light in the lower row.

"It works from the floor of the trgp,” he explained. "Once a person has stepped upon it, the light goes on.
Should that person step away, it would go out. It worked for the firg trap; then | put out the light and
arranged it for the second. Now, it is set for the third.”

"How about the other lights?" questioned Sneaks. "I meen the ones tha tdl when he's down below,
coming up the gtairs. They're dill on.”

"They are arranged to stay on," replied Loy Rook. "They show when a man comes up. They were
working when you came. Y ou remember that | put them out after you arrived?!

Sneaks nodded.
"But look here, Loy Rook," he said. " Suppose a man should start back again -"

"They do not go back,” replied Loy Rook contentedly. "You have seen that, Sneaks. But | shdl show
you."

He pressed a switch. All the lightsin the row went out—save the last.

"You see? He isin the trap. Should any one ese come in, the lights would turn on, one by one. Should
any one go down the gtairs instead of up, the lights would turn on the other way—backward.”

He pressed another switch.

"Now," he announced, "the door is closed below. The bookcases are closed. No one ese can enter. The
three traps are filled. Each has taken its one man."

"Youre smart, Loy Rook," declared Sneaks. "I didn't figure thered be three of them. | didn't know -"

"Loy Rook is very wise" returned the old Mongolian. "He does not weatch with closed eyes. He has
known that his house contained an enemy. A young man— so good a secretary—would not work here
a acheap price. So the trap was made ready for him. To-night, he has fdlen!™

Sneaks glanced toward the door at the end of the room. Behind that barrier were the three snares with
their hepless victims. Two men and their would-be rescuer had fdlen into the toild

"Let's haul them out now,” suggested Sneaks. "They're groggy, arent they?

"Two are adeep,” declared Loy Rook. "The one who came lagt is not adeep.”

"What!" exclamed Sneaks. "That's The Shadow, Loy Rook! The man we want to get! Not adeep -"
"Heis dead!" was Loy Rook's dow reply.

IT was clear to Sneaks now. Loy Rook's ingtructions had come from some source unknown to Sneaks.
The crafty little gangster had been merdly the decoy to lead the victims to their snares.



Thefirg two rooms were arranged so that each prisoner would be overcome by some deep-producing
gas. But no chances were being taken with the find victim. The lethd gas pervading the last room had
been planned to complete his doom.

Sneaks grinned in ugly fashion. He admired Loy Rook's methods. The wise old Chinaman relied upon
automatic mechanism, overpowering or murdering his enemies as he might prefer.

"The Shadow is dead!" mumbled Sneaks. "The Shadow is dead!"

It seemed too good to be true. The scourge of the underworld enmeshed at last! And Sneaks was eager
to see the body of the victim. Like every hardened crook, he feared and hated the very name of The
Shadow.

For years, now, gangsters had been seeking to kill the mysterious man who had created havoc in the bad
lands. Now The Shadow's time had come—and Sneaks Rubin had played his part in the affair!

Snesks feared The Shadow any way but dead, and with reason. He had heard of criminds who had
captured The Shadow, but who had failed to kill him. They had seen their quarry mdt away, and they
hed not lived to give the details. To-night, however, it was different. Loy Rook's brain had outwitted the
mester mind!

"Let's see him," suggested Sneaks. "Let's look at The Shadow -
"Intime" amiled Loy Rook. "Let each have histurn. Theliving firgt; then the dead.”

He walked to the door a the opposite end of the room, and pressed a button that was on the wal—the
top one of four.

Sowly, the door moved upward, like a heavy theater curtain. It disappeared in the celling, its draperies
vanishing with it. The body of Cliff Mardand lay huddled on the floor. With a cry of glee, Sneaks legped
forward and looked at the man's face.

"Thisisthe guy | knocked cold a Bodings!" he sad glesfully. "The guy that double-crossed Clipper -"
"Bind him," ordered Loy Rook, handing the gangster alength of cord.

Sneaks followed orders. Then Loy Rook assisted the gangdter in carrying Cliff to the sde of the large
room. There was a low, narrow platform at that spot. Cliff's form was deposited on one side, leaving
room for another body.

Loy Rook pressed the second button. The next door went up. Harry Vincent lay in view. It was Loy
Rook who uttered the words of recognition.

"This man was my secretary,” he said. "l have been watching him. He was not wise enough for Loy
Rook."

Harry was bound and deposited beside Cliff Mardand. Sneaks waited expectantly for Loy Rook to
press the third button; but the Chinaman desisted.

"Wait," he said. "Wait urtil they can see. Let them look when we find their dead master.”

LOY ROOK had scarcdy ended his sentence before Cliff opened his eyes and stared about him. He
tried to speak, but his jaws were hepless. He turned his head wearily and saw the form of Harry Vincent
besde him. A minute later, Harry dso regained consciousness. Loy Rook spoke, but nether of the



bound men answered.

"They can understand,” explained the Chinaman to Sneaks. "But they cannot talk. It is the effect of the
%II

The owl-faced Mongalian strode over to the wdl. Sneaks saw Cliff and Harry turn their heads to watch
him. The next door was planly within their range of vison. Loy Rook placed his hand upon the third
button. He spoke to the captured men.

"Now," he said, "you will see the man you cal The Shadow!"
He pressed the button. The door moved upward. Sneaks Rubin was garing a the barrier.

Then acry of rage came from him. Loy Rook leaned forward to see. Like Sneaks, he redized how they
hed been tricked.

A seated form rested beyond the lifted barrier—but it was not the shape of a human being, either dive or
dead. Learing with its shining eyes of metd, the figure of Loy Rook's bronze joss seemed to mock the
men who stared. The Shadow had euded the trap of Loy Rook!

Suspecting its presence, he had placed the image near the barrier in front of him. Its weight had caused
the dropping door to fdl. The Shadow had remained behind the farther barrier. Loy Rook's lethd gas
hed been wasted on athing of meta!

CHAPTER XVIIIl. THE PIT OF DEATH

SILENCE reigned in Loy Rook's sanctum. Snesks Rubin was stupefied. Harry Vincent and Cliff
Mardand were wondering. Loy Rook was contemplating the scene before him.

The trap which had lured two victims had faled with the third. The Shadow had scented the pitfal. The
cunning of the wily old Mongolian was no match for the intuition of the mysterious man in black.

Where was The Shadow?

That question predominated in Loy Rook's mind. The Chinaman glanced & the row of teltde lights in the
top of the taboret. The lagt one 4ill shone. The others were not illuminated. Obvioudy, The Shadow
could not have traveled down the stairs within the wall.

It was on this point that Loy Rook's memory was at fault. He forgot the lapse of time that had followed
the appearance of the lagt light. He had the impresson that he had extinguished the row of sgnds
immediatdy after the find one had appeared.

The dnglelight dill shone, because the weight of the joss was upon the floor plate that controlled it, acting
as an eectric switch.

One solution occurred to Loy Rook: The Shadow mug be just beyond thet find barrie—behind the
ginning idol. He mug be waiting there, hestating to descend for fear that there might be a trap behind.
The bookcase at the bottom was closed. It could not be opened from within.

The Shadow was actudly trapped, Loy Rook argued, but he was dive, and while he lived he was
dangerous.

The Chinaman expressed this belief to Sneaks Rubin. The frall gangster grinned hideoudy.
"Jeke Dermott and his rods are on the back street,” he informed Loy Rook. "They can pump him ful of



lead. They're waitin' there—a gang.”
Loy Rook nodded. He wanted to play the game safe. He saw how it could be done.
"Are they watching the street door?" he questioned.

"You bet they are" responded Sneaks. "Theyll bump off any guy that tries to come out. It wouldn't be
safe even for meto try it

"Where is Jake Dermott?’

"Up in the next dtreet, a the Shangha Restaurant,” answered Snesks. "Waitin' to hear from me. His
gorillas are on the job."

"Cdl him," ordered Loy Rook, bringing a telephone from within a taboret.
While Snesaks was getting the number, Loy Rook informed him what to say.

"The street door will open,” explained the old Chinaman. "He and his men can come up to the second
floor. Then each bookcase will open in turn. First they will be on the second floor; then the next stairway
will be before them. They can come draight up. On the way, they will meet our enemy. He will be
trapped between them and the barrier.”

Sneaks nodded. Jake was on the wire, now. The little gangster told him what to do. He did not mention
that The Shadow was the enemy. He did not want Jake to have quams. He knew that the new mob
leader had aydlow streak.

"It's easy, Jake," indsted Sneaks. "We let the guy come in—that was dl arranged -"

"The boys didn't see any one go in," answered Jake's voice; "that is, any one but the guy that followed
you."

"It's the same guy," lied Sneaks, redizing that The Shadow must have passed invighly through the cordon
of gangsters posted by Jake Dermott. "It1l be easy to get him, but youll have to work fast.”

"OK.," came the reply.

Sneaks hung up the telephone and looked a Loy Rook. Thewily old Chinaman grinned. He had a game
to play—one that would amuse himsdf and Sneaks Rubin.

"We are sdfe, here" he declared. "That door is of metd. Downgtairs'—he waved his hand toward the
front of the house—"my door is double-locked, so we can have no disturbance from there. While we
wait for The Shadow to die, we can see what these men have to say.”

He turned toward Cliff Mardand and Harry Vincent. He laughed at the firgt; he scowled at the second.

"You tried to deceive me" he said. "It did not work. Now | shdl hear you speak. Tdl me, who is this
mean you cal The Shadow? The one who sent you here?"

Harry had regained his tongue, but he could scarcely speak coherently. He answered Loy Rook,
announcing that he had nothing to say. Loy Rook looked at Cliff and gained a Smilar mumbled response.

"Youwill not tak?'

THE old Mongolian leered a the helpless men. He walked to the side of the room and pulled a cord that



hung from a tapestry. An opening appeared in front of the dais upon which Harry and Cliff were resting.
The prisoners were on the brink of a bottomless pit.

"Look down," said Loy Rook to Sneaks.

The little gangster peered into the hole and grinned. Far below he could see the dint of sharp-pointed
metd spikes. A three-story drop to aterrible death! A fitting end for these double-crossers!

"Shoot 'em down!" urged Sneaks.
"Let them talk fird," declared Loy Rook.

He gazed glefully, expectantly, through his round-rimmed spectacles, but both his intended victims
remained cadm. They knew that a horrible end awaited them. They redized that The Shadow mugt be
unable to hdp them. But both Cliff and Harry had faced degth before. They were not afraid to die.

"Will you speak?' demanded Loy Rook.
There was no reply.
The old Chinaman clutched a cord that hung above the platform.

"When this is drawn,” he said, "your resting place will tilt down. You will see the death that awaits
you—when you are on your way below.”

He paused to smile wanly as he spoke to Sneaks.
"Thiswas once used for an eevator,” said the Chinaman dryly. "It now has a better use."

Sneaks Rubin was gloating. He loved death—for others, when he himsdf was wel out of danger. He
pointed to the cord and made a mation, indicating to Loy Rook to go ahead. The Chinaman waited afew
seconds longer, surveying his victims with his hand upon the cord. Neither Cliff nor Harry spoke.

Loy Rook's fingers closed upon the death rope. Harry shut his eyes indinctively; then opened them
boldly. He would not give this mongter the pleasure of seeing him show fear. He stared deliberatdly a
Loy Rook.

As he did so, his eyes detected a mation of the hanging draperies that covered the front doorway of the
sanctum. Loy Rook's figt was clenched about the rope. His arm was about to pull—

A sharp report came from the doorway. A flash of flame burst through the curtains. Loy Rook's am fell.
The cord dipped from his usdess fingers.

Harry saw the rope swinging as the Chinaman's hand brushed away. His dutch had faled when the bullet
hed crashed into hiswrist!

With a scream of anger, the old Chinaman whedled and his other arm shot toward the rope. Loy Rook
was intent upon reaching that cord before another shot could intervene. But the gun behind the curtain
was too sure. It roared again. The bullet struck Loy Rook's shoulder. The Chinaman, off balance, was
staggered by the terrific force of the leaden missle He sought to save himsdlf, but dl in vain. His foot
dipped on the edge of the yavning pit. Head-foremost, his ams and legs sorawling wildly, Loy Rook
plunged screaming downward, headed for the death he had designed for hisvictimd

It was then that Harry shut his eyes. The dull fal from below was sckening. Loy Rook, pierced by the
upright spikes, was crying out his agony. Two long screams—that was dl. But even the thought of the



monster's doom brought anguish to Harry's fevered mind.

Sneaks Rubin had stood petrified. Now he sprang to action. He was wel away from the curtains, toward
the narrow passageway thet led to the sted barrier. With quickly dawing hand he sought to escape. He
pressed the button on the wdl and dived for the rear exit.

The Shadow's gun spoke from the curtains. This shot failed, for Sneaks had scurried past the edge of the
protecting opening.

But that gun shot brought a wild reply from beyond the lifting barrier. Jake Dermott and his gun-toters
were crouching there. They did not recognize Sneaks Rubin as he shot toward them. The little gangster
went down with a dozen bulletsin his heart.

Jake Dermott, keen of vison, saw a curl of smoke in the room beyond the passage. Without waiting to
see whom his men had killed, he led a sudden charge.

As he dashed into the sanctum, he saw the smoke at the curtain. He raised his gun and fired, but even as
hisfinger pressed the trigger, a bullet from The Shadow's automatic rolled him on the floor, and his shot
reached the wdl above the curtain.

The men who followed him—three in al—had seen the direction of their leader's am. Two trained their
guns upon the curtain; the other, soying the bound men, sprang forward to shoot them where they lay.
But The Shadow was too quick.

With him, impressions came in fractions of a second. He had svung through the doorway. His left hand
pressed the wal switch. As the room was plunged in darkness, the two gunmen fired at that fleet black
form. Even as their automatics spoke, aflash of flame burst from the other side of the room.

The man who was about to day Harry and Cliff had hesitated a moment too long. He tumbled forward,
wounded; as he writhed upon the floor, he rolled into the pit where Loy Rook had fdlen. His last scream
of terror and agony resounded above the roaring shots.

JAKE DERMOTT'S garillas were firing low. They knew the ways of gangsters, who crouched in
darkness. But there The Shadow had outguessed them. Indantly after firing the shots that had crippled
the man destined for the pit, the black-hatted figure had legped upon a heavy table in the corner of the
room.

The bullets that swept the floor missed him entirdy. His return fire was unerring, despite the darkness.
Silence replaced the sound of shots. The light came on, to reveal The Shadow by the curtained doorway.

Jake Dermott's two remaining men lay wounded, with emptied guns beside them. The gang leader was
dead. His own men, seeking to kill The Shadow, had riddled ther chief with bullets.

Paying no attention to the crippled gunmen, The Shadow found the cord that had opened the trapdoor in
the floor. He loosened it, and the trapdoor closed. In a few seconds Harry and Cliff were freed by the
black-clad man who leaned over them.

Groping their way, they followed The Shadow to safety down the secret dairway. They stopped as they
neared the street. Black-clad arms shot out through the darkness and seized the form of a ganggter
gationed by the door. The man fdl heavily to the Ssdewak, sunned by the force of hisfal.

The Shadow pushed Cliff and Harry to the street. Following his urge, they hurried toward the corner.
They were done now, running eedly in order to leave the vidnity before either police or gangsters might



arive. As they jogged dong sde by sde they heard a weird, uncanny sound that echoed between the
wals of the narrow byway.

It was a mocking laugh—a sardonic laugh—the triumph laugh of The Shadow!

The Shadow had played the winning game. After suspecting Loy Rook's trap, he had worked the trick of
the joss and had made a quick exit to the second floor before the Chinaman had closed the camouflaged
doorways. He who laughed at locks had entered the third-floor sanctum by the double-barred front
dairway. With his advent had passed the fiendish schemes of Loy Rook and Sneaks Rubin!

CHAPTER XIX. CARDONA'S RUSE

THE second morning after the battle at Loy Rook's, Detective Joe Cardona hed a conference with
Ingpector Timothy Klein. The two police officers discussed the new upheava that had startled gangland;
the death of Jake Dermott, the chieftain who had replaced Dave Markan.

The gun play a Loy Rook's had been a welcome rdidf. It made good copy for reporters, and it was a
change from the ingdious methods of Double Z.

It brought gang war into the picture, and the public was accustomed to such afrays in New York.
Double Z was temporarily shelved by the press. Hence Joe Cardona and his superior had experienced a

bresthing spell.

In hisinvestigation of the Chinatown quarrel, Joe Cardona could find no trace of Double Z. Jake Dermott
was not a gigantic figure in the underworld, and Sneaks Rubin was of trifling importance.

Nevertheless, Double Z would probably have sent one of his predicting messages if he had known that
killings were on the way. Perhaps Double Z was becoming cautious. Joe hardly knew whether to be glad
or Sorry.

"I'd give my right eye to get the guy!" he told Inspector Klen. "If held only try something once again—I
think | could get him!"

"You think s0?" quizzed Klein. "Well, Joe, you'd better get imif he shows his nose again.
The remark was not encouraging to the star detective. He had a troubled look on his face when he left.

Little did Joe Cardona suspect tha Double Z had been closdy concerned with that fight a Loy
Rook's—that three of the mad murderer's most trusted and important agents, Dermott, Rubin, and the
Chinaman, had met their doom because they had meddled with The Shadow!

A mighty conflict of unseen forces had taken place, and New York's best detective had not sumbled
upon asngle clew!

"Double Z," thought Joe Cardona. He muttered the name as he sat by his desk. "Double Z! Will he bob
up again’?’

The telephone rang. Cardona answered it. He heard a strange, anxious voice at the other end asking for
him.

"Thisis Cardona," said Joe. "Who's cdling?'
"Matthew Wade," came the reply.

The detective jumped at the name. Matthew Wade! One of the biggest multimillionares in the East! A



men of great influence, and tremendous holdings which he had inherited and had afterward increased.
What could Matthew Wade want?

"What can | do for you?' asked Cardona.
"Come up to see me" replied Wade. "At my home on Ffth Avenue”

Cardona knew the place. The man of wedth Hill lived in a costly manson that had belonged to his family.
The detective wasted no time in further parley. He heard Wade's find indructions—to make the vist
confidentidly. That was enough. Joe Cardona was on hisway.

THE detective was ushered into a luxurious smoking room when he cdled a Wade's mangon. There he
met the millionaire. He eyed Maithew Wade with respect. The man was not much over forty. He was tdl
and broad-shouldered, atypicad sportsman.

Matthew Wade had hunted tigers and eephants in India. He had patrolled the South African veldt. He
was amen of many parts and boundless wedlth. Despite his indolence of manner and his ease of living, he
showed sgns of latent power and dynamic persondlity.

What impressed Cardona mogt was the expression upon Matthew Wade's face. The man was trying to
seem indifferent. Actudly he wasill at ease. He seemed to be repressing a dread.

"Have you spoken to any one about this vigt?" inquired Wade in a tone of apprehension.
"Tono one" said Cardona
"Good," responded Wade. "Then we can talk."

He strode up and down the room severd times. He findly stopped and faced Cardona. He spoke
aboruptly.

"It looks like trouble for me" he declared. "It's meant trouble for others before. What do you think of

He pulled a crumpled paper from his pocket and thrugt it into Cardonas hands. The detective's heart
jumped. He recognized that crude typewriting, with the cryptic sgnature beneath. The message read:

You will be next! Unless you pay one million dollars, you may count on desth. Ingructions will come
later. Tel no onel

"Isthat from Double Z?" questioned Wade.
"Itis" replied Cardona grimly.

The millionaire sat down suddenly. He rubbed his beaded forehead. He looked a Joe Cardona rather
sheepishly.

"I'mworried,” he admitted. "I don't mind dying. | can lose amillion. But to be threstened and blackmailed
by a crazy man! Killed, perhaps -"

Cardona was solemn. He wanted to promise Matthew Wade protection; but he knew too wdl the
power of Double Z. Only on rare occas ons— months ago—had Double Z faled in his predictions. Now
that the unknown man had become a killer—Cardona thought of Caulkins and Farmington and was
Slent.



"Weve got to beat him," declared Wade emphaicdly. "It's worth money to me if you can hep me,
Cardona."

"It'smy duty to hep you," replied the detective.

"Thisman mug be shrewd,” said Wade. "Shrewd, even though heis a maniac. He's akiller. He murdered
Farmington—a good friend of mine You know, Cardona'—Wade's voice became thoughtful—"|
wouldn't be surprised if he had hounded Judge Tolland!"

The statement brought a gasp from Cardona. His mind went back to what Jod Caulkins had told his city
editor over the telephone just before the reporter met his strange desth.

Until now Cardona had considered it a hoax. But with the statement coming from Maithew Wade, the
case was different.

"Judge Tolland was a friend of mine" added Wade. "I know tha he was honest. There were cases of
gangders coming up before him. Perhaps one of them might have concerned Double Z. | have never
been able to understand Tolland's disappearance urtil now. But with this threst hovering over me, | can
see why any man would wish to flee"

Cardona suddenly recollected that Judge Tolland had been pressng invedigaions & the time of his
disappearance. One of them had involved members of Dave Markan's gang. Rumors had sad tha
Tolland was bought off. Certain it was tha the invedtigations had ceased when the judice had

disappeared.

"I'd like to rdy on you, Cardona,” said Wade. "But you know too wel that the police have been unable
to cope with this murderous man.”

"WEell keep the threat out of the papers,” began Cardona.

"That won't do,” argued Wade. "Publicity might help us rather than hinder. Think of my viewpoint. | want
to be beyond the reach of Double Z. If | -"

"How about leaving town,” suggested Cardona. "Start on one of your tripsto -"

"I mignt be followed. Weve got to do more than that. We mugt decelve the man completely. If he
thought that | was dead -"

CARDONA pondered. He was anxious to be of ad to Matthew Wade. The lagt suggestion was a
happy one.

"If you were dead,” said Cardona, teking up the uncompleted sentence, "there would be no fear from
Double Z. For the time a least. Your death is what he wants—provided that he cannot get his million.
You have given us atip to-day. At last we have learned that he is after money. But as | said, if you were
dead—if he thought you were dead -"

Matthew Wade brightened suddenly.
"Youve got it, Cardonal" he exclamed. "Fake my death! Make him think I'm dead!"
"That would be difficult,” mused Cardona.

"I can do it," said Wade eagerly. "l can do it. Perfectly. But you've got to be with me—because I'm
coming back later.”



"How can you work it?" asked Cardona.

"Ligen," said Wade. "I've got a great plane—a Lockwood Aryan— that travels two hundred and fifty
miles an hour. Suppose | set out for Horida with my pilot. Followed the shore line—and disappeared -"

"I get you," said Cardona, "but where -"

"Where would | land?' Wade laughed. "I've got a thousand-acre place in North Carolina. A landing fied
there that the natives don't even know about. My pilat | can trust. Well put in there; and Il lay low until
something breaks that will give you aline on Double Z."

"It ought to work," declared Cardona. "It ought to work. Y our afairs here, though -"

"That's easy!" exclamed Wade. "I'm aways st to travel somewhere. | leave for FHorida unexpectedly.
No one knows about it until after I'm gone. | may be off on along trip. My plane is presumably logt at
sea. What happens here?'

"They settle your estate," said Cardona shortly.

"Not right away," replied Wade. "They haven't found the body. There's no proof that I'm dead. They've
got to wait.

"Meanwhile, you may have this Double Z mess under contral. If it comes to a pinch and | have to get
back, you can natify me. I'll be living in comfort, and Double Z will think that desth cheated hm of a
vidim."

Thebig man began to chuckle. His whole manner had changed. Cardona began to admire the merits of
the scheme, particularly because he had been its sponsor.

"That'sago?' asked Wade, proffering his hand.

"Yes" sad Cardona, shaking.

"Keep the letter,” said Wade. "Hold it for evidence. Not a word to any one —my life depends on it!"

"You can count on me" said Cardona, and Wade could tdl that the detective meant it. Joe Cardona was
aman of hisword.

"You're the only person I'm truding,” said Wade solemnly. "The only one except my pilot, and hell be
with me"

"Right," said Cardona.

On hisway back to headquarters, the detective's ears dill rang with the congratulations which Wade had
showered upon him for bringing the thought that had led to this magnificent scheme. They had made the
find arrangements. Cardona was to keep his knowledge to himsdf and to wait for word from Wade. The
millionaire, his confidence restored, had shown areturn of bravery.

"I might decide to come back," he had sad in parting. "Incognito, you know. If | do, the one place Il
pop up will beinyour office. | like danger, Cardona, if | have a chance to study it. | can do that better in
North Carolina than there.”

Long after midnight a smal coupe dipped away from a Sde entrance of Matthew Wade's home. It
traveled to aLong Idand airport. There Matthew Wade boarded his plane. The motor whirred; the ship
rose and pointed down dong the Jersey coast.



Only a few persons present knew who was in the plane. The news spread. There was an item for the
newspapers. Mathew Wade had suddenly left New Y ork.

Joe Cardona was among the persons who saw the plane leave. He breathed adgh of rdief when he saw
it safely off. He thought that he done saw sSgnificance in the departure. But he was wrong. Another
observer had seen the plane leave—a manin a long, dark coat with upturned collar and broad-brimmed
douch hat.

Thisman was sanding in the background as the plane I&ft the ground. He laughed as the speedy arplane
ascended, and his laugh was a srange one. It was weird but mirthless, that laugh. 1t was a laugh that
would have gtartled Joe Cardona had he heard it, for the eerie sound was the laugh of The Shadow!

How had the mydterious man of the dark arrived at that spot? Only he knew. His presence there proved
that he was ever dert; that through his own observation, or through that of his agents, The Shadow had
learned of Joe Cardonas vist to the home of Matthew Wade.

But the detective did not know of The Shadow's presence. The dark-clad man was scarcely vishble upon
the gloomy field, over which the faint gray of dawn was just gppearing. His laugh, too, was unnoticed. It
was logt in the roar of the departing plane.

CHAPTER XX. CARDONA'S TRIUMPH

A WIZENED old man sat in alittle room, staring over the curving banks of the Harlem River. He was in
a veritable watchtower—the third story of an old building on the border of the Bronx. On the desk
before him lay a pile of newspapers.

The old man laughed and showed his toothless gums. He was gloaing happily. He picked up a
newspaper and read its screaming headlines. He laid his head upon the desk and chuckled convulsvely.

The headlines which so pleased the old men dedt with the death of Matthew Wade. The famous
millionaire sportsman had been log a sea in his airplane. But it was the wording of that heading that
caused the wizened man's greatest glee. It flashed its message for dl the world to see:

WADE A VICTIM OF DOUBLE Z PLOT

While the old man dill chuckled wildly, a buzzer sounded. The hideous creature pressed a button at the
gde of his desk. He hdd it with his thumb while a portion of the opposite wall moved aside.

A short men stepped through the opening. The old man raised his thumb from the button. The wal
closed. The man who had entered turned. It was Luke Froy, the Chinese-American.

The newcomer sat down beside the desk. He waited for the old man's wild chuckling to end. The last
gpasm ceased, and the wizened creature stared at his vistor.

"I have followed your ingructions, gr," he said.
"You maled just one letter?”
"Yes, Mr. Shdlmann.”

The old man became solemn. He picked up an envelope that lay upon the desk. It bore the name of
Zachary Shdlmann, typed in nest letters. Shellmann tore the envelope to bits and carefully burned the
i eces.

"Iseverything safe, Luke?' heinquired serioudy.



"Yes, gr. Of coursg, that trouble a Loy Rook's is dill adight source of worry to me -"

Luke Froy noted an expression of annoyance on Zachary Shellmann's face. He hastened to reassure the
old man.

"It istoo bad, that'sdl," he said. "The police have no idea of my connection there."

"That is good,” exclamed the old man with satisfaction. "Thet is good. Look at this, Luke'—he passed
the newspaper to the Chinaman— "read it to me. | long to hear it -"

Luke Froy reed:

"Matthew Wade was killed by Double Z. Again the police have bungled. Detective Joe Cardona now
admits receiving a message from Double Z. He stated that he had intended to keep secret, to protect
Wade. This letter was received at headquarters on Monday morning.

"Exactly twenty-four hours later, while Wade and his pilot were winging southward, every newspaper
officein New Y ork city received a duplicate of the message which had been sent to Cardona. In view of
this, it is safe to say that the disappearance of the plane was engineered by Double Z -*

While the old man leaned back and chuckled in ddight, like some child pleased with a new toy, Luke
Froy continued reading:

"- unless Joe Cardona can trace the source of the Double Z messages before to-morrow midnight, a new
detective will be assigned to the case. It is wel known that Cardona’s falure has jeopardized his job.
Thosein the know state emphaticdly that the colorful deuth’s career has reached its end.”

A new outburst of merriment came from old Zachary Shdlmann. He made his attendant read and reread
the passage that had pleased him so much. At last the wizened madman gained control of himsdif.

Luke Froy turned his head aside to keep the old man from seeing the look of pathos that had come over
his features.

"There is one bad thing,” sad Shelmann. "Somewhere in the paper | read that the secret service is
investigating. They did that before. | do not like them, Luke"

"They can do nothing,” said the Chinaman.

" suppose not." The old man stared from the window. "You mall each letter from a different post box,
Luke?'

"Yes, gar."

"Thet one package you received some time ago. The poison from Loy Rook. You did not mal that, did
you?”

"No, gr. | told you dl about it a the time. | Ieft the box of li-shun on the doorstep of the empty house on
Ninety-eighth Street and came back here immediatdly, as you insructed me"

"I recdl it now, Luke" said the old man. His tone suddenly changed. "So poor Loy Rook is dead. He
was a good friend to me, Luke. | knew him in Shanghai thirty years ago. At the time | adopted you,
Luke"

"Yes, gar."



"He helped me, Luke, when times were hard two years ago. Then that day you came back from his
place—ah! That was the beginning of this wonderful life”

"YS, S'r..u

"When | say 'Kill''—men diel Ha-ha-ha-ha -" The voice of the old man tralled away, and once again he
gave way to a spasm of convulsve, mad laughter. At last he regained control of himsdf. He became
solemn again.

"Thet last letter, Luke. You maled it to police headquarters.”

"l did, ar."

"What will this absurd detective say when he reads it?'

Luke Froy shrugged his shoulders.

"Hewill be afraid to show it to any one! He will be afraid to keep it hidden! Ha-ha-ha-ha-ha -"

WHEN the old man's outburst had ended, he became very serious. He went to a corner of the room,
where a pair of earphones and a mouthpiece rested. He donned the earphones and hdd the mouthpiece
before him. He glanced at the clock and waited. Luke Froy was spesking. The old man saw his lips
move and removed the earphones.

"What isit, Luke?' he demanded queruloudy. "Do not interrupt -"
"You expect no message to-day, dr. Don't you recdl -"

"Ah, yes. You remember eveything, Luke. By the way'—the old man became suddenly
gpprehensve—"are you sure that dl iswel? Y ou are careful when you come and go? Y ou are sure no -"

"I use the utmogt caution, gr. | went to Loy Rook's that one night, as you ordered. | am watchful when |
mal the letters”

"Vey good,” sad the old man. "You are fathful, Luke. Y ou have dways been faithful.”
"You have been very good to me, Sr."

"Ah, yes. Perhaps. But you are fathful. You have helped me in my great work. You have helped me
wonderfully. You bring every letter that comes to me. You mal dl that | give you. Every enveope is
destroyed.

"That one | just burned—had you noticed it, it would not have been on my desk. | am forgetful, Luke. |
am getting old. | was young once. | saw much. In China, when you were allittle boy."

"You saw my father die

"Yes | looked on without moving while he was beheaded with twenty others. Then | took you, Luke.
Everywhere with me. | have been afather to you, Luke."

"You have, gr."

"Luke'—a serious expression came over the old man's face—"Luke, you mugt not say here. Go back
and see that dl iswel. The sted door in your room. It must be barred. Keep it that way aways"



The Chinaman bowed and waked to the wal. The old man pressed the button while his attendant
walked through the opening. The wall closed. The old man stared from the window.

Dusk was gathering. Lights were gimmeing on the Harlem. Shdlmann crept across the room and drew
the shade of the sngle window. He turned on aamdl wal light. He drew aloaded revolver from the desk
drawer. He sat with the gun poised.

"To-night," he muttered happily. "To-night—two more! They die— like those heads dropped off in
Shanghai! But | mugt watch. Danger comes after dark. | can depend on Luke -"

Hisvoice trailled away. His head began to nod. The hand that held the revolver was lowered to the desk.
The gray head rested on the arm. The old man dept.

AT headquarters, Joe Cardona paced back and forth, amiting each fig dternatdly againgt the opposite
pam.

"Double Z!" he growled. "If they'd only give me a chance! This business to-night—well, I'm guarding the
place. Men ingde the house. No one suspects this last letter—it's only naturd that | might have men up a
Wade's!

"They think Wade's dead! If | told them different, it would save my skin. But what if | do tell? Then he's
prey for Double Z. I've got one chance to get the man himsdf. To die by my own hand.”

Cardona was repeating words that he could not forget. He brought his fig againgt his pdm and cried
doud:

"If 1 could only pull something now! Only how"—he waked back and forth a ful minute, then
repeated—"if | could only find out where those |etters come from -"

He paused to stare at a man who had entered the office. It was the man who had come there one time
before—Terry Blake, of the secret-service.

"Perhaps | can help you," said the new arrivdl.

"Tofind the source of the Double Z letters?' quizzed Cardona.
"Wes"

"Whereisit?'

"I can take you there.”

"When?'

N

"How many menwill | need?'

"Bring two."

Cardona reached grimly for his hat.

"One moment,” said Blake. "Has anything new devel oped?
Cardona thought quickly. He remembered that Tim Mdloy had wondered that Terry Blake was in town.



Joe's face was turned away. He assumed a cam expression, so that his face would not betray the fact
that he did know something which might be of interest to Terry Blake.

"Nothing has come up,” he said quidtly as he faced the secret-service man. "Why?'
"I thought some business might be more pressing than thiswhich | suggest.”
"Nothing could be more important then that.”

Joe Cardona saized the phone and called for two detectives. They arived promptly. The four men
hurried into a police car.

"Where to?" asked Cardona.
Blake gave a dedtination in the Bronx.

As the car sped northward, Joe Cardona began to wonder about Terry Blake. The man's manner
reminded him of some one. Here, in the dark, the resemblance was most pronounced. Who wes it,
thought Cardona—a man whom he had met at night—a man whom—

Before Cardona's mind had caught the resemblance, Blake spoke. In another second Cardona might
have redized that Blake reminded him of The Shadow. But the interruption turned his thoughts.

"My men have been watching this place" explained the speaker— without adding who his men were. "I
have been in there mysdf. | have fixed it for our entrance. But it isnt my job. I'm working independently.
The pinch belongs to you, Cardona.”

"Thanks" said the detective. "I'll need it. My job's hanging by a hair right now."

The police car was crossng the Harlem River. It stopped a a spot indicated by Terry Blake. The four
men left and crept forward toward an old house. Cardona began to wonder again. The ease with which
Blake moved was amazing. They came to a Sde door. Blake produced a key. The door opened.

"Leave the men here)" indructed Blake, "until we cdl them."

Cardona fallowed upgtairs. At a nudge from Blake, he unlimbered his automatic. They stopped before a
solid door.

Cardona watched the tiny ray of a little flashlight which Blake had produced. A thin, fla piece of metd
glowed in the secret-service man's hand. Ddlicately Blake wedged it in the crack of the door.

Cardona repressed a gasp. A portion of the door had been cut away— evidently some time before—so
neatly that the eye could not have noticed it. This was Blake's preparation!

Cardona noted the dender white hand that handled the thin piece of metd so smoothly. Now he saw
musdles quiver; the metd moved noisdesdy. In miraculous fashion Blake was lifting up a latched bar on
the other sde of the door—yet not a sound could be heard!

THE door moved now. The flaghlignt went out. Beams of light came through the crack. Blake did
through. Cardona followed, but Blake had moved so rapidly that Cardona was left wel behind.

Within the room the detective discovered the secret-service man, gun in hand, covering a dartled
Chinaman who had been gtting in a chair.

The captive was garbed in American clothes. He had risen when Blake had surprised him, and now



stood hdf out of the chair, his hands above his head.
"Get your men," whispered Blake.

Cardona summoned his detectives. At Blake's order they pressed the muzzes of their guns againg the
Chinaman's body.

"If he says one word," ordered Blake, "shoot him. Not a sound—or we kill!"

The secret-service man went to the opposite wall. He ran his hands up and down from sSde to side. At
last he found a spot that suited him. He looked at the Chinaman.

"Isit three taps or four?' he questioned.
Luke Froy did not reply.

"Come" sad Blake. "I heard you once when | was outside. It sounded like three tgps'—the Chinaman's
lips curled dmogt imperceptibly, but Blake detected the mation as a suppressed smile— "but I'll try
four!"

He beckoned to Cardona. With the detective at his Sde, Blake tapped four times againg the wal. There
was no response. He tapped harder. Cardona was astounded as the wall did away; then, coming to his
senses, he rushed into the next room.

An old man was rasng his head from a desk. As hiswild eyes saw the attackers, he seized a revolver
that lay before him. Blake made a headiong dive as the old man rose. His quick hand caught the wrist
that held the revolver and turned it aside just as the maniac pressed the trigger.

Blake was trying to capture the man dive, but Cardona spoiled the plan. Seeing the threat, the detective
fired indinctively, and his bullets crashed into Zachary Shellmann's brain.

The old man dropped dead, his wizened body sprawled in apitiful heap.
"Double Z!" shouted Cardona. "Double Z! We've got hm! We've got him!"

The detective's eager eyes were taking in the scene—the earphones and the mouthpiece, the pile of
dippings. He forgot the body and shoved a sheet of paper into a rickety typewriter in the corner. He
gruck off aline of letters and studied them.

"Thislooks likeit!" he cried.

The keen eyes of Terry Blake were nating the typed characters. A frown appeared upon his forehead;
then a gleam of understanding. The letters were identica to those of the Double Z notes.

Blake sivung into the other room.
"Goin there and hdp Cardona,”" he said to the detectives. "I'll watch this man."

As soon as the plain-clothes men had gone, Blake spoke to Luke Froy. Curioudy, the secret-service
man's words were in the Chinese native didect that Luke Froy used. A puzzled look appeared upon his
face. Then he began to plead in his native tongue. He was looking squardly into the eyes of his inquidtor,
and in those eyes Luke Froy saw understanding. He made a short statement and Blake stopped him.

"Wha!" the secret-service man exclamed in English. "Another |etter?”



Luke Froy nodded.
"Cardonal" cdlled Blake.

A REPLY came from the other room. Cardonas face appeared. He saw the secret-service man
covering the Chinaman with a gun.

"Did you get a Double Z letter today?"

"Yes" admitted Cardona. This was the statement he had hed back a headquarters. "Here it is. But it
doesn't mean anything now. We've got Double Z."

Blake saized the paper. He read the message doud:
"Barnaby Hotchkiss. Blaine Glover. To-night. They are to die by my own hand.”

"See?' said Cardona. "Signed by Double Z—and weve got him! Just found out his name, Zachary
Shdlimann. Theré's the Z for you -"

"Where are Hotchkiss and Glover?' asked Blake,

"At Matthew Wade's. They've gone there to take care of some affairs for him. He wrote them to be there
tonight. My men are watching the place, but it's safe now. Double Z is dead.”

For an indant the detective was off his guard. In that moment Luke Froy legped forward and seized
Cardonas gun. Blake never moved. As Cardona made a dutch forward, the Chinaman turned the
autométic to hisown breast and fired. Luke Froy fdl, dying, to the floor.

"Too bad," murmured Blake as Cardona stood stupefied by Luke Froy's unexpected action. Blake
leaned forward and spoke to the Chinaman. His words were low, and in Luke Froy's native tongue.

"You did wdl to tdl me" was his statement.

"Heis dead—my magter -" gasped Luke Froy. "He is gone—so—I can speak! | could not—before!
Now—heisdead—so | dig, too!"

The degath rattle was in the Chinaman's throat. Blake arose and faced Cardona.
"I'm leaving," he said. "Y ou've got the old man and his accomplice. The rest is up to you."

He caught Cardona's hand, which the detective proffered in thanks. Then Blake wheded and strode from
the room. He hurried down the gairs and out into the night, where he was swalowed in the blackness.
Tery Blake was Terry Blake no longe—he had become The Shadow!

But updtairs in the old house, Joe Cardona knew nothing of that. He ordered his men to carry out the
bodies, while he continued his search among Zachary Shdlmann's papers. For this was Joe Cardonas
hour of triumph. He had dain Double Z!

CHAPTER XXI. THE SHADOW'S WORK

BEFORE the great house of Matthew Wade, detectives were dill on watch. Within were other
plain-clothes men. Joe Cardona, working in the Bronx, had not yet sent word for them to leave.

Only two men had been dlowed to enter the building that night. They were Barnaby Hotchkiss and
Blaine Glove—men of great wedth, and old friends of Matthew Wade, who was supposedly dead.



They had come there in answer to letters mailed by Wade before he had departed on hisill-fated flight.
They were in the smoking room, going over papers that he had ingtructed them to examine.
"You think there's danger here tonight?* questioned Hotchkiss.

"Perhaps 0," said Glover waily. "That detective—Cardona—told us that he was worried for our safety.
But with dl these men on duty -"

"A good precaution,” was the other's comment. " Perhaps he has some inkling that this aimind is after us,
too. But thisis probably the best place for usto be. We are amply protected, | fed postivel”

OUTSIDE the mandon a plain-clothes man was guarding the side door - the very door where Matthew
Wade had |&ft in his coupe when he had started for the flying fidd.

The driveway was narrow and dark. The detective looked toward the Street. He fancied that he had seen
something move. He pulled his flashlight from his pocket and stepped to the center of the drive. The torch
gleamed.

Only a flickering shadow showed momentarily. The deuth thought nothing of it. He ill watched down
the driveway. He did not hear adight sound by the door in back of him.

A man had entered the hdlway of Matthew Wade's home. He stood in a narrow passageway, each sde
apanded wal. There was no light there. A door blocked his path in front; he had closed the door behind
him. He knew that a detective was on the opposite side of the barrier ahead. One patrolled the driveway
outsde the door in back.

Only one man could have entered so dlently, and that man was The Shadow!

It was he who stood done in the dlent passageway. The smoking room was beyond the inner door and
to the right. But The Shadow did not advance. Instead, he fdt dong the panels at his right. They were
exquiste, highly finished oak panels. That was not vishle in the dark; but vistors to Wade's home had
often noticed them when the passage was illuminated.

Lamont Cranston had visted Wade's home on severa occasions. He, too, had noted those pands. He
hed often wanted to run his hands aong them, but had desisted when in the guise of Lamont Cranston.

But as The Shadow, in solid darkness, the man who now stood in the passageway was free to
investigate. He was working quickly and skillfully, searching with greatest pains, but loang no timein his
efforts.

Sender, tapering fingers found a spot which yielded. They pressed dowly, cautioudy. One of the lower
pands did aside, without the dightest noise. A body dipped through. The pand closed.

A LONG, narrow room, low and windowless—a pitch-black den.

Slence reigned in the place. Then came a low muitering. The rays of a tiny flashlight suddenly appeared
and glowed upon the wal. A hand pressed a button. A dim illumination filled the room.

It revedled aman seated by a table upon which rested a pair of earphones and a mouthpiece. In front of
the man was a peculiar indrument—alittle box with atiny did on the top.

The man's face was hidden as he looked downward. He stretched his hand forward. His fingers rested
on the knob, about to turn it. Then his hands spread and he looked up suddenly as he fancied he heard a



noise near by.

The man was Matthew Wade. A strange, evil look was on his full face. He stared down the corridorlike
room in momentary darm. Then he became trandfixed. From the other end of the room a figure stepped
forward. A man was gpproaching, clad in black. His face was hidden in the folds of a black cloak. A
douch hat covered his eyes. An automatic showed in his outstretched hand—a hand that wore a slken
gove of black.

"The Shadow!"

The dread name was gasped by Matthew Wade.

"Yed" came ahissng voice. "The Shadow! Come to end the fiendish schemes of a murderer!”
"l aninmy home" growled Wade without moving his hands.

"The home of a mongter,” came The Shadow's whisper.

"You can prove nothing!" exdamed Wade.

A low, whispered laugh was the reply. It struck terror into Wade's evil heart. The laugh seemed more
fearful than the man who uttered it!

"Ligen," came the Shadow's accusation. "l shdl tdl the story of your crimes—the crimes which | have
discovered and have pieced together.

"Matthew Wade—a man who loved to kill! A big-game hunter—who looked for bigger game—human
game A man of wedth—jedous of the power wieded by lords of the underworld. Inspired by an evil
desire— to gain such power for himsdf!

"I have not only learned your crimes. | have fought againgt them. One by one | have met your underlings.
Tonight the last of them are gone—dl but Tony Marano—and evidence will soon reach the police to put
him where he belongs—in prison, as a murderer.

"Your firg victim was your friend, Judge Harvey Tolland. You tried to bribe him to spare Tony Marano,
agang whom he had evidence. Why? Because you bdieved Marano would be ussful to you. Tolland
refused. You drove him away with a threatening message—the firdg of the so-called Double Z |etters. He
hid and was safe for many months.

"That began your ragn of terror. Cautious, fird, you used Sneaks Rubin, a man who brought you
information. Y ou obtained him through Loy Rook. Y ou had learned of Loy Rook in Shanghai. You knew
he was as evil as yoursdlf—a man who loved crime. Y ou fdt that you could trust him.

"Through Rubin's information you tipped the police on crime for three reasons: to frighten Tolland, who
was in hiding; to make your name feared; to bring confuson to important figuresin the underworld.

"You thwarted Lombros. You performed a job that he feared to do— the killing of Philip Farmington.
That was my first clew—the subtle poison, li-shun. Only Loy Rook could know of it. You, as a guest in
Farmington's home, put the poisoned cigar in his desk the night before he died.

"You had the killer desire even before that. Necessity had forced it on you when you had discovered
Judge Tolland's hiding place.

"You entered there to kill. You were jugt in time. Tolland was giving away your secret. To a newspaper



reporter—Caulkins. Y ou killed them both. Y ou removed Tolland's body. It was carried away by one of
your underlings— probably by Jake Dermott!”

Matthew Wade's gasp showed that The Shadow's impeachment was true. The murderer could only stare
a this strange being from nowhere who had come to make him ligen to his crimes.

"The death of Arnold Bodine represented a temporary drawback from the joy of killing," continued The
Shadow. "One of my agents sought to thwart it but faled. With Bodine's death and the dimingtion of
Markan and Lombros, you ruled supreme. The biggest of dl big shots. A man who needed no
hide-out— because your identity was unknown.

"But there you encountered The Shadow. You sought to combat this unknown enemy—uwho you knew
was more powerful than the police, so far as you were concerned. You faled. Your hirdings were dan.
Worst of dl—for you—your greet dly, Loy Rook, perished.

"For once you knew fright. But you were clever. You conspired to kill yoursdf! Double Z threatened
Matthew Wade!"

THE SHADOW'S mirthless laugh expressed the ironic humor of this Stuation.

"But | knew you by then, Matthew Wade" went on the man in black. "Your drength—your
knowledge—your intdligence—al pointed to aman above the ganggter type. Your ruse did not fool me,
asit did Cardona. | waited for your next move.

"I come now to the mogt fiendish part of dl your schemes. The notes from Double Z. They appeared to
be the work of amaniac. Y ou wanted a perfect dibi. Y ou found one—through Loy Rook.

"Old Zachary Shdlmann had known Loy Rook in China. There, Shdlmann had adopted a Chinese boy,
Luke Froy, who loved him as he would love a father. In New York, in an old house in the Bronx,
Shdlmann became &fflicted with a mad desire to kill. Luke Froy nursed him. They were short on funds.
He went to Loy Rook.

"They suddenly had money. Everything that the old man wished was his. Luke Froy encouraged the killer
desire because it was the only thing that made the old man happy.

"Letters came to him—your letters—the Double Z notes. He copied them. He used your cryptic
sgnaure. He sent them to ther degtinations. Luke Froy malled them. The young Chinaman knew that it
was wrong; but he feared to oppose Loy Rook, and he kept on to please his foster-father.

"Luke Froy knew nothing except thet |etters came, and that Zachary Shellmann received phone cals from
an unknown source. Those cdls came from this very room. The old man gloated over your crimes. He
fdt that he had played a part in them.

"Twice Luke Froy went to Loy Rook's: once for the li-shun; again to ddiver a note which the old men
hed written to Loy Rook at your order. That was the ingtruction for my capture. A plot thet failed.

"Now, even though you fear me, The Shadow, and your power has waned, you have attempted crime
again. Supposedly dead, actudly in hiding, you have not been able to repress your desire to kill. You are
here to murder your two friends, Hotchkiss and Glover!

"I can recognize your method. An infernd meachine planted in your smoking room, where these men have
come because they were your friends. A twig of tha did which you are now &rad to touch—the
mechinewill be exploded by remote control. But that plot shal never succeed!”



The Shadow paused and studied the men at the table. Matthew Wade became frenzied.
"The proof!" he screamed. "the proof of what you say!"

"Shdlmann died to-night,” said The Shadow quietly. "L uke Froy, stricken by the old man's deeth, told me
his story with his own lips before he committed suicide. It was he who revedled that a find letter hed
been sent—a letter which Detective Cardona had kept to himsdlf.”

"You think thet | am Double Z?' demanded Wade.
"I know that you are Double Z!" said The Shadow.
"Proveit!" cried Wade. "Proveit!"

THE SHADOW advanced. Hisleft hand reached to the table. It seized a paper and pencil thet lay there.
With two quick motions, The Shadow's l&ft hand made the mark of Double Z—one letter hdf a line
above the other. He turned the paper sdeways. He made the Sgnature again, but this time he formed the
strokes at an angle and drew the linesin different order.

"Double Z," declared The Shadow in alow voice. "Double Z to some— M. W. to otherd"
Matthew Wade stared at the sheet of paper with itstdltale marks.

"One man recognized your symbol,” said The Shadow. "Judge Tolland understood—after he received
your message. He had heard from you before it came—he knew your handiwork. You l€ft that note with
Caulkins -"

Wade's hands shot forward. One went by The Shadow's left aam and seized the wrist that held the gun.
The other reached for the knob upon the box that controlled the infernd machine. But the did was not
turned. The Shadow's left hand struck Wade's hand away. The two grappled and staggered down the
long room.

It was a grim fight in that strange compartment. Matthew Wade was gruggling with the one man whom
he feared; and as he redized that The Shadow was only human, he fought with added frenzy.

He was making a desperate attempt to defeat the man in the black cloak when fortune favored him. The
Shadow tripped and staggered backward. Wade's heavy body bore him to the floor.

With one hand the murderous millionaire pressed The Shadow's head againg the boards; with the other
he gripped the muzze of the automatic and wrested it from The Shadow's grasp.

Only The Shadow's forefinger dill clutched the pistol, hooked firmly in the trigger guard. Wade, with a
wild cry of success, wrenched the gun directly toward himsdf. The Shadow's dipping finger was drawn
vidently againg the trigger. A loud report echoed through the soundproof room. Matthew Wade
collgpsed dowly to the soft carpet.

The muzzle had been againg his chest, the bullet passing through his heart. Matthew Wade lay dead.

JOE CARDONA'S sentinds did not see the figure in black step through a pand in the passageway that
led to the side door of Matthew Wade's home. The pand closed. The door opened to the driveway. The
Shadow stepped forth unsteedily. He paused a moment to drink in deep breaths of fresh air. Then he
merged with the night and moved through darkness, phantomlike, abeing unseen.

Behind him, hidden in the secret room, lay the body of Matthew Wade, the man who had posed as



Double Z, the multimillionaire who had not been satisfied with wedth adone.

That man had sought the power which only crime could bring. He had dedlt desth; but his career was
finished now. Matthew Wade lay buried in an unknown tomb. The reign of the arch-crimina had been
ended—by The Shadow!

Outside, dl unwitting of the epic struggle that had just ended within, Cardona's watchers were startled by
the sound of a low, throbbing laugh that seemed to taunt ther viglant inectivity. The weird sound
perssted softly for afew minutes, then died away.

The Shadow had gone his way victorious, to resume his perpetua fight againgt the underworld in some
other quarter. What horrible plot againg the public safety would next attract his attention?

Only The Shadow knew!
THE END



