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CHAPTER I. THE LAUGH OF A GHOST
"I AM Little Hower!"

A thin, piping voice was babbling amid the eerie darkness. As the ghill tones ended, a spectra slence
prevailed.

"l am Little Hower!"

The repeated cry was like a weird echo of the firg ghodly cdl. Then, when the cadl was no longer
uttered, a low, quavering question came from among the gtters in the darkened circle. "Have you a

message for me?'

It was a woman who made the query. Her tone was one that denoted a sincere believer. The liseners
waited. The voice of Little FHower broke the gloom.

"I have message from JH.," it said. "He wish to speak to some one that is here. Some one he cannot see.
Some one who love him on the earthly plane. He say heis JH. He say the one who love himwill know -"

"I recognize JH.," came the woman's voice. "I am the one to whom he would speak. Please, Little
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Flower, please bring me his message -"

The beseeching voice ended with a choking sob. The woman in the circle could speak no more. She was
overcome with emotion.

The tenseness of the group continued. The low sobhbing of the woman who had spoken was the only sgn
thet people were in this darkened room—uwaiting— ligening.

"He say hewill try to speak,” babbled Little Flower. "He say hewill try, because she wish. He say he fed
that sheisworry. That she need mto tdl -"

"I do need him, Little Hower," pleaded the woman. "Tdl him that Snce he went to the spirit world | have
been done. | need hisadvice”

"Heistaking now," piped Little Flower. "He tdl me more now. He say his name is J—J—it is like John,
he say -"

"That is right, Little Hower!" exdamed the woman. "He has told you right. Oh, my dear Jonathan! He
knew so much about the world—he was o successful—and now, without him to tel me what to do -"

"He see your trouble" pattered Little Flower. "He say his nameis Jonathan. He see you worry about the
money that you have. You are afraid you are not wise -"

"Jonathan knowdl" bemoaned the woman. "He is speaking from the dead - from the spirit plane. Tl him
thet | sold—that | did what he advised—»but that now -"

The speaker paused, for the voice of Little Flower was commencing to talk again.

"Jonathan he speak to me" came the il utterance. "He say he understand. He tdl you dl through me.
He say you do wdl to I the stock he say to "

"That istrue, Little Flower!" gasped the dtter. "Only Jonathan could know about it. Speak to him again,
Little Flower. | know it ismy Jonathan!”

"He say that you have sold, but you worry about how to buy. You are afraid without him to tell. You
wigh to know what you must buy to be sure.”

"That istruel That istrue" the woman exclamed.

"He is on the spirit plane” continued Little Flower's voice, "but he can see earthly plane, too. He see
something that you must buy.

"Yes, hetdl meyou mugt buy. It will make you have much money. Very much money, he say. It is along
name—too long for Little Hower to remember. She cannot understand such big word.”

"Please, Little Flower! Please try to understand!”

"Little Flower she cannot say big words. But he say letters. Listen, while Little Flower try to say the
letters C-O-R-N-A-D-O -

"Coronado!"

"Thet iswhat he say—the same word John—Jonathan, he say. There is one more word. It art like the
fird. Little Flower cannot say. She try to spdl agan: C-O-P -"



The piping voice broke and seemed confused. It became babbling and incoherent; then the spdling
recommenced, laborioudy, letter by |etter:

"C-O-P-P-"
"Copper!" gasped the eager woman. "Coronado Copper. Is that what he told you, Little Hower?"

"That is what he say. What you say. The same funny big words, that Little Flower find too big to say.
Jon-a-than—he say you mugt buy it quick. It must be quick—before it come too late -"

"Ask him how much to buy, Little Flower!" exdaimed the woman breathlesdy. "How much!”
"I talk to him. Wait. He has hear. Through the ear of Little Flower, he has hear. | tdl what he say."

The piping voice became dill. There was along, breathless pause. Then an incoherent jabber of the ghill
voice, and words that were meaningless. Findly, the tones of Little Hower:

"Heis say one—one something—one—some-thing—some funny number, he say -"

AS the voice dwindled, and the breathlessness increased, a new sound pervaded the seance room. It
seemed to begin from nowhere, and grow to a terrifying crescendo.

It was the sound of an uncanny, mirthless laugh. A whispered laugh, it logt its eerie shudder and rose to a
loud, mocking ped that drowned the babbling of Little FHower.

Sharp gasps came from the members of the circle. The linked hands of the Sitters trembled. That laugh
had sounded like a dooming kndll uttered by some fierce power of another world!

Thelaugh died away; then came a low reverberation, as though the tones had echoed back from space
itsdf.

A creepy chilling slence followed. Then, Little Flower's babble resumed, incoherent and tremulous, no
longer certain!

"John—Jon-a-than—he try to say—he try to say—one—one-"

With terrifying suddenness, that awful laugh again burst through the darkness. Shorter, louder it sounded.
It broke off in the midgt of a weird ped; then, after a second's pause, the same tones were duplicated
with less volume. A longer pause, and another mirthless ped. Then, after a heart-burging wait, the
uncanny gibe came as a Sniger whisper from corridors of nothingness!

Little Flower's last babble did not return. There was a moaning from the medium at the head of the circle.
A man's voice groaned.

"Lightd Lightd Turn on the lightd" came a tense whisper.
Some one complied. With the snap of the light switch, the room was flooded with illumingtion.

A crdeof a dozen gtters was reveded. Both men and women were in the group, and their faces were
aghast. All eyes were centered toward the medium.

A sdlow, nervous man, he lay dumped in his chair, with hands and feet bound as they had been arranged
a the beginning of the seance.

A heavy, hard-faced individud arose from the circle and approached the medium. A woman joined him,



and they managed to bring the medium from his trance. Still tied, he looked about, bewildered.
"Areyou dl right, Professor Jacques?*' asked the man beside him.
The medium stared blankly, then recognized the man who had come to hisaid.

"Yes, my friend," he said. "Yes, Mr. Harvey. | am dl right. A terrible dream came to me in my trance.
Some dreadful, evil spirit seized my soul. It seemed to drike a my heart.

"I see you now, my friends. Ah—Mr. Cagtelle’—he was addressing a dignified, middle-aged men across
the cirde—"1 am glad that you were here. You were a skeptic. Now, you have seen how evil spirits can
act. Isit not terrible?’

Cagtelle nodded dowly. His face was as white and drawn as were the fegtures of the othersin that circle.
The medium, gaining new control of himsdf, glanced from person to person.

"Ah'—he was spegking to a frightened, dderly woman—"it was you to whom Little Hower was
gpesking, wasit not?'

"Yes, Professor Jacques.”

"l am sorry that your message was interrupted. It was too bad, madam, that such should happen on your
fird vigt to my seance room. It is dangerous, sometimes, for me to gan messages for those who have
never been here before. Some evil is present tonight!"

He paused, as his eye, moving farther around the circle, rested on a tal, hawk-faced men who was
observing him with fixed, unchanging gaze. A frown appeared upon the forehead of Professor Jacques.

There was something about this slent individud that made the medium suspicious. The hawk-faced man,
done of dl those in the room, appeared unperturbed. His hands, long and dender, were resting on his
knees. His face was as firm as a stone chisded countenance.

Professor Jacques was unable to meet those stern, unyidding eyes. The medium looked again at the
hands.

Upon one finger, Jacques observed a strange, mysterious gem, that glowed like an undying ember. Its
deep-purple rays changed to vivid crimson. That stone had the sparkle of living fire.

The medium fought againg the fascination of that gem, and turned to the man beside him, the heavy-set
men whom he had addressed as Mr. Harvey.

"I think 1 am dl right, now," he said. "I am glad that you are here, Mr. Harvey. You and these others
know and understand the dangers that confront a medium. | shdl rdy upon dl my sincere believers'— he
swung his head around the circle, dodging the gaze of the hawk-eyed man—"to see that no one in this
group causes a disturbance.

" gl try again to commune with Little Flower. But fird, | shall seek the manifesation of a friendly spirit
that will protect usdl againg the evil forces.”

HE nodded toward his bonds. The nearest dtters, now cdm again, examined the knots to see that the
medium was securdly tied. The hawk-faced man did not move from his chair. He sat ill, with his bold
eyes directed graight toward the sdlow medium.

"Join hands" ordered Professor Jacques. "The circle must be complete while | am within it. Will you, Mr.



Harvey, turn out the lights and then join the circle? Thank you."

Thefind statement was made while Harvey was on the way to comply with the request. The lights went
out, and the voice of Professor Jacques sounded solemnly in the darkness.

"My strength has returned,” he said. "But before | again commune with Little Flower, | shdl cdl upon
Temujin, the powerful, friendly spirit, to stand beside me. Often has he been of aid. Coming from the
spirit plane, he can dtrike mortals as wel as evil soirits.

"Should any one leave this circle, | cannot be responsble for his safety. Hark!"—the medium's voice
became a prolonged moan—"1 can hear the whisper of Temujin. He is besde me. | fed his powerful
presence -"

Asthe medium's voice became indiginguishable, a suppressed gasp went around the circle. Hovering in
front of the medium's form appeared a phosphorescent dagger—a snister wegpon wielded by an unseen
hand!

" fed Temujin's presence,” came the medium's intonation. "It is above me —beside me—protecting me!
Let mortals beware. Let them beware! No force of evil can enter this room. Bound spirits of the other
plane beware Temyjin!™

The medium's voice became a groan. When that groaning ceased, dl knew that the voice of Little Hower
would manifegt itsdlf.

The threstening, luminous dagger made hands tremble in the circle. Yet its presence was welcome, for
with it here, that unearthly mockery of before could not return.

The medium's groan was dying. The fasetto babble of Little Flower was wavering through the gillness.
The phosphorescent dagger was amost motionless as it shimmered dightly before the medium's head.

"l am Little Flower -"

The babble ended as the chilling tones of a cregping mockery gathered through the room. It seemed as
though some unseen powers were gathering the vibrations of the ar together, to hurl them into one
tremendous taunt!

Therigng sound increased above the subdued gasps of the gitters. It grew louder than the babble of Little
Flower's voice. It burs like the crest of a mighty wave—a dartling, mirthless cry of wild, outlandish
laughter!

Chairs fdl backward as dtters clambered to the floor. Screams came spontaneoudy from the lips of
frightened women.

The phosphorescent dagger trembled as though the unseen hand that hdd it was dartled by that
reverberating cry. Then it flashed in a menacing swing, as though seeking a hidden enemy.

As the dagger wavered, something shot out of the darkness and gripped an am beside the swinging
blade. A loud, harsh oath was uttered.

The dagger was whirling, trying to escape an unknown grasp, as though two mighty, invisble forces were
locked in supernatura conflict!

Now came avidous curse from another voice. The mocking laughter burst forth in quick staccato as the
dagger rose high above the floor. Amid the laughter came the thud of a fdling char—wild curses—the



fierce sounds of a human sruggle in the darkness.

The phosphorescent dagger whirled away in freedom. Striking from above, the blade swept downward
like a dash of meteoric light. Its misson of vengeance ended as the blade was logt in thick darkness.

A terible scream came from beside the medium's chair. 1t sounded again, weskly, and ended in a
hideous coughing gasp.

Something thudded heavily, and the glowing handle of the dagger reappeared, poised motionless, only a
foot above the floor.
"Lightd Lightd" came the cry of the medium.

The frantic words were drowned with a new outburst of the demoniac laugh that had brought
congternation to the room. From the walls and celling, impish echoes resounded in the blackness. A host
of tiny tongues seemed to be pouring forth a message of sniser doom.

As the taunts died out, the lights came an. Castelle, white-faced, had reached the wall switch. The bright
illumination revedled a gartling scene.

THE ditters were scattered about the room dl in spots where they had fled for safety. Overturned chairs
bore witness to their mad scramble from the seance circle.

The medium, his sallow face now a reddish purple, was struggling with the ropes that bound him.
Amazing though these sghts were, they could not compare with the Sght in the center of the room.

There lay the body of Herbert Harvey, face upward—the handle of a dagger projecting from a spot
above the heart!

The man was dead—dain by that mysterious dagger, which no longer shone with phosphorescent light!
While astounded eyes gazed upon the horrible Sght, fascinated by the pool of blood that gushed from the
dan form, aweird, uncanny echo sounded from an unknown spot.

It was the lagt response of the strange mockery that had preceded this frightful scene! No one knew from
whence it came. In the midg of that eerie sound, the medium's bulging eyes swept everywhere. His
gruggle stopped as he sought the source of those jeering tones.

He could see no one laughing. Only wild, white faces were in view. They were faces of the dartled
gtters. As before, these people were obsessed by fear.

From face to face, the medium glared, forgetful of the dead man on the floor, seeking only that hawklike
visge that he feared.

But the search was in vain. The man with the firm, unyidding eyes was gone. All that remained to tdl of
his strange presence was the memory of a weird, sardonic laugh. A laugh so horrible that no one could
bdlieve had come from human lips

It was like the laugh of a ghost. A mockery so grotesque that only a being from another world could utter
it. An unearthly tone that even the cringing, faking medium believed had come from spirit lips.

Like the laugh of aghogt it had come; like a ghog, it had returned. A man had vanished with it, as though
he, too, belonged in some unknown realm of the universe,

Y et that laugh, ghostly though it had seemed, had come from human lips.



It was the laugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER Il. SPOOK OR SHADOW
MURDERED by a ghost!

Of dl the dtrange deaths that Detective Joe Cardona had invedtigated, the case of Herbert Harvey,
stabbed to the heart with a keen-bladed knife, was the most mysterious.

To the ace of New Y ork detectives, summoned to the seance room within hdf an hour after the murder,
the stuation presented beffling angles that afforded no tangible solution.

After a night of witness quizzing, after an exhaudive search for clews, Cardona was back to the point
from which he started.

In the morning, the detective was summoned to the office of Police Commissoner Rdph Weston. This, in
itsdf, was aufficdent to arouse Cardonas apprehensions. The police commissioner, despite his fagtidious
tastes, was a keen andyd of crime.

Weston rdlied on Cardona, but he had a habit of citicizing the detective's pet theories on those rare
occas ons when he and Cardona went into consultation.

Joe Cardona was a man inured to criticdsm; with most persons he was quick with a keen retort. But
Weston played on the detective's weaknesses.

Now, as Cardona approached the office, he fdt that he was due to encounter a barrage of well-founded
disapprova.

Commissoner Weston, well-groomed and lesurdly, smiled in friendly fashion when Cardona was
ushered into the office. The detective knew that lulling smile. He was not deceived by it.

He sat down on the opposite sde of the glasstopped table, and watched Weston, while the
commissoner studied a newspaper. Fndly, Weston laid the journd aside and looked at Cardona.

"WdI?" questioned Weston.

"I know what you want to know, commissioner,” answered Cardona solemnly. "This Harvey case.
Wel"—he pointed to the newspaper with his thumb—"it's dl there. For once, the tabloids have got it
draght!"

An expression of amazement came over the commissioner's face. Cardona repressed a grim amile. He
had dumfounded Commissioner Raph Weston!

It was a full minute before the offida recovered from his surprise. Then he thumped his fig on the
newspaper and stared at Cardona defiantly.

"Do you mean to say," demanded Weston, "that this tommyrot about a killer ghost is dl that you have
discovered in this case? What has possessed you, Cardona?”’

"Out of deven persons present,” declared Cardona, "ten bear witness to tha fact. Only one offered a
different theory."

"Ten foold" excdamed the commissioner. "Ten ignorant, stupid fools who -"

"Have you read their names, commissioner?' asked Cardona mildly.



"Yes" admitted Commissoner Weston reluctantly.

"I found those people very excited," said Cardona, in a quiet tone, "but | wouldnt like to say that any one
of them was ignorant or stupid. They were very intdligent people, commissioner. People who have brains

aswdl as money."
Weston folded his hands and sat back in his chair. He surveyed Cardona thoughtfully. He nodded dowly.

"Start with the beginning, Cardona,” he requested. "l don't want to miss any portion of this case."

"The megting was going on up at the Hotd Ddban,” began Cardona. "That's where this Professor Raoul
Jacques holds his seances, once a week, in a private room, off where they won't be disturbed.

"From what the witnesses say, mogt of the people were old customers. But they dl didn't know
everybody else the professor says he's glad to admit strangers. Clams he can get messages for any one.

"Wl, last night, he was getting a contact for a new member of thering. A Mrs. Henderson—she's in the
lig there, in the Dally Classic. Right in the middle of it, there was a lot of wild laughing. They got scared,
and put on the lights. The professor daimed an evil spirit was jinxing the affar.”

"Was that when the murder occurred?' questioned Weston.

"No," replied Cardona. "They started in again. The professor daims he cdled for a good influence to fight
the bad. They saw a knife—a dagger— flashing inthe air.

"Then came the laughs again. Some one ydled; they switched on the lights. There was Harvey,
dead—and the laugh was dill coming from somewhere. It stopped right after the lights went on.”

"Isthat where they evolved the ghost theory?'

"Yes The professor says that two spirits were in conflict, the good and the bad. He dams that Harvey
mixed in the mess, and got the worst of it."

"Prepogteroud” exclaimed Weston. "A knife can't come out of nothingness, Cardonal”

"I AM tdling you what the professor said, commissioner. | started a cross-examination on the spot.
When you quiz excitable women, they don't begin to cook up stories. | talked to them. Nine people
besides the professor dl had the same story. They lay it on the ghog.”

"The professor told his story firg?"

"Yes, commissoner,” said Cardonawisdy. "That's the wrinkle. | figured just as you are figuring—that he
was keeping something back. If this spook suff is a fake, he would be the one to know it. So he would
be the bird to lay it on. But that part doesn't hold.”

Why?

"The professor couldn't have done it. He was tied to a fare-you-wedl. Get this, commissoner. Some one
gave the darm. There were two house detectives there ingde of three minutes—good men, both of them.
They pay for good men at the Daban.

"Nobody went out of that room after they got there. They watched the professor. He was tied in his
char—and when | examined the knots, they were plenty tight. He didn't have a chance to get out of
them—Iet done get back in again.”



"You're sure of that, Cardona?' the commissioner queried.

"Pogtive. It took usfive minutes to get him loose. Even a wizard like Houdini was couldn't have got out
of that chair, let done this professor. He's no weekling, but he isn't husky."

"I don't like his story," perssted Weston.

"Neither do I," returned Cardona. "I think he's gdling. But it's not because he did anything—as | said
before, he couldn't have.”

"What is his purpose, then?'

"That spirit racket is hisliving, commissioner. With nine other people laying it on the spirits, is he going to
sy different?

"The point isthis, commissoner. He knows some redl person did that job— not a ghost. But he doesn't
know who the party is. Get the angle? What happens to his reputation if he lets that out?!

"l undergtand,” said Weston, nodding. "Y ou have landed something there, Cardona. The man mug be a
fraud—I| believe mogt of these mediums are fakes. But with this murder happening right besde him—
while he was bound and helpless -*

"That'sjudt it," interposed Cardona, as Weston became speculaive. "But don't give me too much credit
until | tell you where | got the tip. I've got something up my deeve, commissioner.”

"Y@l

"Yes, gr. And you wont find it in the newspapers, either! With ten witnesses shouting that a ghost was
the killer, there wasn't much chance for the one who said different crashing into print, was there?’

"Ah! There was another -"

"Commissoner,” declared Cardona gravely, "there were twelve people in that room when | got there.
Twelve, induding the dead man.

"The professor had his say. All the others together or apart—said the same. At fird, that was. But later
on, | got one man by himsdf."

"Who was that?'

"Benjamin Cagtelle, a big-money man. His name's on the lig. You've got to figure this, commissioner. All
those folks believe in spooks except Cagtdle”

"Ahl Heis a skeptic?'

"W, he thinks the professor is pretty much of a square shooter. Castdlle says he's heard him tdl some
mighty remarkable things

"But when it comes to ghosts dinging daggers, Cagtelle draws the line. He saw something there to-night
that none of the rest of them noticed.”

"At the time of the murder?' asked Weston.

"No. Before. | told you that there were twelve in the room, induding the dead man. Well, Castdlle tdls
methat there were thirteen!”



"Heis aure of it?' The commissoner showed his interest.

"He counted them. The time the lights came on,” Cardona went on. "He said the place seemed redly
spooky, after they heard the firg laugh. He's a bit superdtitious, Cagtelle is. He was looking around, and
just naturdly he counted noses. Thirteen there—something he swears heisright about.”

"Then the thirteenth person -"
"May be the murderer!”

WESTON dsared reflectivdly. He seemed to be visudizing the scene as he had read of it, and as
Cardona had described it. He looked a Cardona questioningly.

"What became of the odd person?' he asked.

"He mug have left,” returned Cardona. "Cagtele in't sure, but he thinks there were saven men and Sx
women in the place. There were Sx men and sx women—Harvey included—when the house detectives
got there. That makes an odd man in the crowd.”

"How could he have disappeared?’

"Therés a mydery,” declared Cardona. "It's pretty near as bad as the ghost theory. When he went, he
mugt have did out the door just after the lights came on.

"He had a straight hdlway ahead of him. No doors on ether sde. He might have dipped dong to the
ba cony above the lobby, then down the Sairs at the sde.

"Cadtdle grabbed a telephone, and cdled for help right after the lights came on. The house men were
there mighty quick. But when you're dediing with an uncertain time dement -"

"It would have been possible, however?' interjected Weston. "Possble for a man to have Ieft by the
hdll?'

"Possible, yes™" agreed the detective. "That was the only way. One door to the room. Windows with
locked shutters. Out through the hdl— but if a man made his get-away there, he must have been a
wonder. Nevertheless, Cagtdlle has given me the tip. | figure he mugt be right.”

"About the people in the room,” began Weston.

"Commissoner,” said Cardona, "there is not one suspect in the lot. Peas in a pod, dl except Castdle.
He's a skeptic as you say, but you can't hook up any mative for him."

"He speaks of an extraman. Tha might be ablind -"

"Not at dl," sad Cardona emphaticdly. "Cagele is taking sraght. If he wasn't trying to hdp, he would
have taken the easy route Sded with the rest of them. He's right—absolutely.

"There was another man in that room, and he made his get-away. When we find him, well have the
murderer!”

Weston picked up the newspaper. He made a sudy of the names in the lig. He started a series of
pointed questions regarding the various individuads. Cardona answered each query in methodica fashion.
Weston dropped the newspaper and extended his hand.

It was a triumph for Joe Cardona—a glorious finish to this conference which he had approached so



uneasily. Weston's conviction was evident.

"There was another man,”" declared the commissioner, with a note of find emphags. "A man who wanted
to kill Herbert Harvey. But why did he choose such a strange method?!

"That's easy," sad Cardona, a dight amile upon his swarthy countenance. "It was a cinch, in the dark.
They were dl stting around that circle. When the dagger began to float above, the only one who could
have known it was phony was the medium.

"He says he had his eyes shut—aways does when he isin a trance. The witnesses agree. But supposing
he did catch aflash of that dirk. What could he do?

"If he squawked and hollered for the lights, it might have got him. He was helpless, tied up in the chair.”
"Right again!" exclamed Weston, in a congratulaing tone,

"Yes" sad Cardona, "the professor sat tight, afraid to squawk. That's the story. The rest were scared
diff—and | indude Castelle with the lot. But he had enough sense to use his head.”

"CARDONA," sad Weston, sanding beside the desk, "I am giving you free rein in this matter. You
have done wonders, so far. The case isin your hands.”

"Thanks, commissioner,” said Cardona, risng. "I'm glad you fed that way about it. | don't want to waste
any time, yet | want to fed that I'm not rushed. Thistrall—if | pick it up—may lead anywhere."

"What do you propose to do? Hold any of these people?’

"Not a one. The professor lives at the Hotel Daban. He's safe there. Well give him leeway, but he won't
have a chance to skip town. Hell be a good witness, later on. I'm going to let his story ride for the
present.

"All the rest are safe enough. Castdlle lives at the Merrimac Club. He's a big man, wel known and wel
liked. | can talk with im any time. But right now, I'm going back and work on a dew that will lead me to
this man who made the dip."

"Let me make one suggestion,” said Weston serioudy. "Some time ago, Cardona, you had a grest faling.
You were indined to attribute certain unexplainable events to a nonexistent person whom you termed
The Shadow. You have corrected tha fault. Do not let it undermine your sound opinions in connection
with this case."

Cardona's face lengthened for a minute; then the detective laughed in a forced manner.
"I've forgotten that, commissioner,” he said. "Let's not talk about it.”

"Agreed,” smiled Weston, clgpping the star detective on the back. "Go to it, my man! | am rdying upon
you. The caseisin your hands. Find the missng murderer.”

As Cardona left the commissoner's office, he wore a solemn look upon his face a look that
Commissoner Weston would have eyed suspicioudly.

For Weston's words had aroused the detective's intent memory. As he headed for the Hotel Daban,
Cardona was wondering deeply.

Some unknown being had figured in this crime. The tabloids were loud in thar cry of a ghogly hand—a
wild theory that looked good in print, but which Cardona had rejected absolutely.



Y e the strange disappearance of the missng personage mugt ether be supernatura or superhuman.
Ghogts, Cardona had heard, were supernaturd. The Shadow, Cardona knew, was superhuman.
Spook or Shadow—uwhich?

Cardona spoke his decison mentaly.

"The Shadow!"

CHAPTER Ill. CARDONA RECEIVES A PRESENT

EVENING found Detective Joe Cardona worn and worried. From the time he had left Commissoner
Weston's office, his mind had been working in forbidden channels. At the Hotel Dalban, he had searched
for hidden clews. He had discovered none.

The Shadow!

That was the one thought that had impressed the detective more and more. With that myserious name
uppermost in his mind, Cardona had become sngularly mute and unresponsive.

He had gained the privilege that he had desired—complete freedom in the handling of the Harvey case.
But he knew wel that, should Commissioner Weston suspect the detective's mind was reverting to The
Shadow, the solution of the crime would become the work of other men a headquarters.

Often in his career, Cardona had seen traces of The Shadow. He knew wdl that the name done could
bring terror to the black hearts of hardened gangsters.

Crooks had died, gasping that strange name. Time and again, the plans of clever mobsters had been
thwarted by The Shadow.

Who was The Shadow?

Cardona had no idea whatever. He knew smply thet the strange man who identified himsdf by that name
was the sworn enemy of crime.

A power of vengeance, he descended upon skulking criminds, and brought them to account for their
misdeeds. Often had The Shadow's terrible automatics barked forth their message of doom to those who
fought the law.

Y et, even the mogt crafty leaders of the underworld were totaly a a loss concerning the identity of The
Shadow. They knew him only as a men in black—a tal, werd figure that came from nowhere, and
vanished into the thickness of the night.

Fends of lawlessness had faced The Shadow. They had lisened to his awe-inspiring voice. They had
heard the ghilant whispers of his hidden lips. But those who might have answered questions regarding
The Shadow did nat live to yield such information.

Cardona, himsdlf, had seen The Shadow. He knew that the man of the dark was no myth. But no one a
headquarters could support the star detective's word. Cardona had seen lives saved by The Shadow.
He, himsdlf, had escaped destruction, due to the intervention of this mighty man.

On other occasions, Cardona had solved mysteries that were ssemingly unfathomable, through the secret
ad of The Shadow. But Cardona, not The Shadow, had received the credit. Only The Shadow had
known the truth—and The Shadow had never told!



Millions of people had heard the voice of The Shadow—uwere hearing it even now. For, once a week,
The Shadow broadcast over the radio on anationd chain.

Often had mobsters sought to gain a clew to the identity of the mysterious announcer who spoke from the
glence of a black-curtained room. But ever had they failed.

Men lurking at the very door of the inclosed compartment had heard the mocking tones of The Shadow's
laugh; and had entered quickly, only to find the room a void.

These facts were known to Joe Cardona, but they had brought him nowhere. Now, his day's work
ended, he was seated at his desk in headquarters, saring gumly at the wall. His theories were vanishing
like early snowflakes.

Thelaugh that had echoed through the seance room—it could only have been the laugh of The Shadow!
The amazing disappearance of the thirteenth man—only The Shadow could have accomplished it!

Only one of two men might have killed Herbert Harvey. One was Professor Jacques, the medium—and
he could not have done the crime. The other was The Shadow—and he would not have stooped to
murder.

Cardona had investigated Herbert Harvey. He had discovered that the man had money and good socid
ganding, dthough the was donein New Y ork.

It was possible that Harvey might have been a crook. But it was not the way of The Shadow to drike
from the dark, with the knife.

This knowledge brought Cardona back to the impossble. The hand of a ghost —or the hand of
Professor Jacques, the pretended ghost maker? Neither could be possible.

Wha was the meaning of the crime? Cardona had a gloomy sense of foreboding. He had seen
mysterious murders before—murders that had led to new killings

The detective had Ieft the commissioner's office that morning in a spirit of dation. Now, his sense of
triumph was gone. He saw defeat— perhaps disaster.

IT was in this time of gloominess that a gartling hope dawned within Cardonas brain. The evolution of
the ingpiring thought came through a dow and unexplaingble process. A chain of ideas led to itsinception.

First, Cardona thought of the presence of The Shadow. That presence showed crime and greet crime. A
sngle murder would not merit The Shadow's attention. Others were in progress, and unless The Shadow
could thwart them, they would become new and difficult crimes for Joe Cardona to solve.

Whatever the outcome might be, the detective faced a hazard. He saw hopeless days ahead, with clews
dwinding and opportunities fading.

For once, Cardona had won Commissioner Weston's complete confidence. If he fatered now, that
confidence would be logt.

The Shadow had helped Cardona in the past. Would he help him now? Cardona had that hope; but he
greetly feared that The Shadow's aid would come too late. Perhaps only after Weston had decided that
his judgment of Cardonal’s ability had been mistaken.



The Shadow's ways were mysterious. No one but The Shadow could govern them. But did The Shadow
know Cardona's present Situation? Perhaps, if The Shadow knew—

Tha was the thought that brought the inspiration. The Shadow would know if Cardona told him! The
detective's mind centered on that point. How could he reach The Shadow?

Reflecting, Cardona knew that when a certain crime development aroused The Shadow's interest, no
detail was too amdl to escape the notice of the man of mystery.

To-day, reporters had been damoring for a satement from the star detective. Cardona had gruffly stalled
them. He knew that they would cdl again to-night. They would want an interview. He would let them
have one.

Although he was capable at solving cryptic satements, Cardona was no hand at making them. He began
to scrawl on a sheet of paper. Hisfird effort faled, and he scowled as he crumpled the paper and threw
it away.

This experience was repeated. Before long, the place was littered with the detective's attempts to word a
message that would have a specid meaning to a person who could read between the lines.

At lagt, with a much-penciled sheet before him, Cardona sat back in his chair and scowled. He heard a
dight shuffling a the door, and looked up to see the familiar figure of Fritz, the taciturn janitor, who liked
hisjob so wdl that he often gpent evenings cleaning up at police headquarters.

The 9ght of Fritz forced a grin to Cardonas perspiring face. For once in his life, the golid janitor
appeared nonplused. He was daring, in apparent bewilderment, a the havoc which Cardona had
wreaked. Bdls of paper everywhere.

"Clean it up, Fritz," said the detective. "Stick around awhile. I'll have a lot more for you. I'm just playing
agame by mysdf."

"Yah," responded the stoop-shouldered Fritz, stooping to pick up the crumpled sheets of paper.

Joe Cardona, forgetting the janitor's presence, transcribed these words from the heavily penciled sheet:
Murder of Herbert Harvey

New Elements Entering Death

Hotel Employees Left Penniless

Seance Had A Dozen Offhand Witnesses

A noticeable point about Cardona's writing was the Sze of the capitd lettersin the three lines beneath the
top. These letters were S0 large that they spelled a statement in themselves. It reed:

NEED
HELP
SHADOW

The weakness of the idea did not escape Cardona. He knew that the remarks, if they appeared in print,
would appear with lettersin lower case, ingtead of capitas.



He could naot dictate just how type mud be set up. It would give the game away. However, it was the
best that he could do.

He transcribed the statements to another sheet, to see how they would look in print, and he shook his
head mournfully at the result.

Reuctantly, he crumpled the capitalized sheet and threw it on the floor for Fritz to remove.

Beneeth the find, poorly formed draft, he wrote a few brief remarks dong the lines suggested by the
headings. He folded the weak effort in his pocket, and waked from the room, dill shaking his head.

Fritz continued his dow and laborious job. The last sheet of paper that the janitor picked up for his
rubbish can was the one which Cardona had thrown to the floor before he I€ft.

Fritz did not drop thiswith the others. He placed it in the pocket of his overdls.

Moving dowly from the office, Fritz made his way to a deserted locker room. There, he discarded his
working clothes. His dtire underneath was a wdl-fitting suit of black. He had amply covered it with his
overdls

Before he put the overdls into the locker, Fritz withdrew the crumpled paper and dropped it in his coat
pocket.

A METAMORPHOSIS had come over the man. No longer stooped, he stood erect before the locker.
From the depths of the iron box, he drew forth two objects— a black cloak and adouch hat.

A broad flash of crimson showed from the lining as the changed man flung the cloak about his shoulders.
Then he was aform totdly clad in black, from cloak with upturned collar, to hat with turned-down brim
that completely masked his features.

Fritz, the janitor, had become The Shadow!

Slently, swiftly, the man in black swept from the locker room. He became a fleging form as he moved
down me corridor to the street door.

Then this mysterious being went out into the night, and not even a splotch of darkness indicated the
course that he had taken!

Hdf an hour afterward, a dliick sounded in a litle room. A circle of light appeared beneath a
green-shaded lamp. The rays of illuminaion were centered on a table.

Two hands appeared. They were long, white hands, and upon one finger glowed a gem with changing,
tranducent hues.

It was the same gem that Professor Jacques had seen on the hand of the hawk-faced man who had
disappeared from the seance room! It was a rare girasol —or fire opa—a sone unmatched in dl the
world. That gem, aone, was asngle jewd that The Shadow wore!

Something plopped upon the table. 1t was Cardonas sheet of paper. A moment later, it was unfolded,
and there the hidden eyes of The Shadow read the message meant for them.

A low, whispered laugh passed through the darkness of that room. Its tones were neither mocking nor
mirthful. They seemed to carry a meaning that could not be defined.

Cardona's plea was whisked away into darkness. Had The Shadow ignored it?



His next action gave no clew to his purpose. A stack of typewritten sheets appeared upon the table. One
by one, the hands went through them. They were confidentid reports of The Shadow's agents—a smdl
but efficient band of loyd henchmen.

The Shadow's hands stopped momentarily upon one sheet. The soft laugh was repeated. The papers
disappeared. Now the hands had taken a new task.

The left hand held a amdl meta disk of a dull slver color. The right was poised with a andl engraving
tool between itsfingers

Caefully, the hand inscribed. The disk was cupped in the left hand so the letters were hidden as each
was made.

Invisble eyes were guiding the task. Soon the work was completed. The light went out. The soft laugh
sounded and when its echoes died, the room was empty. The Shadow had departed.

Morning found Joe Cardona entering his office with a folded newspaper tucked benesth his arm. His
statement had been printed.

Despite hisingstence to the reporter that he be quoted exactly, Cardona had found that his wording had
been changed—jprobably by some one at the copy desk. His attempt at a message to The Shadow bad
been badly garbled, dthough traces of it dill remained.

Cardona was dubious. He knew The Shadow's kill a solving cryptic messages. But this had been a
crude, poorly made attempt. The keenest mind in dl the world could hardly see any meaning in such a
pitiful endeavor.

A DETECTIVE, lingering within the door, pointed to a package on Cardonas desk. It had been there
when the man had comein.

Wondering, Cardona looked at the amdl cardboard box. It bore no name or address. Nevertheless, it
would not be on his desk if it were not intended for him.

Cardona broke the gring and opened the box. He fished through a layer of tissue paper, while his
companion watched him.

A raucous laugh came from the other detective as Cardonas hand emerged. For Joe Cardona,
hard-boiled deuth, was sanding stupefied, with a bunch of violesin his grasp!

The sole witness of this hoax shouted from the door, and other faces peered in to view the ridiculous
gght. Angrily, Cardona strode toward the door. The laughers scattered, as they saw the savage fury on
hisface.

Cardona dammed the door. His face reddened as he glowered a the flowers. He drew back his arm to
hurl the bouquet againg the wall. His denching fist crunched the tender sems.

Cardona stopped his toss with am 4ill raised. Something was driving itsdf agang the base of his
thumb—a hard, edged object.

Bringing the violets below the range of his eyes, Cardona pulled the bouquet apart and let the flowers
flutter to the floor. All that remained between hisfinger and thumb was a blank disk of sivery metd.

Cardona stared; then turned the disk over. On the reverse sde, he noted an inscription. He read this
cryptic announcement:



SATURDAY
PHILADELPHIA
ANITA MARIE

Bewildered, Joe Cardona wondered. Then, dmost mechanicdly, the answer dawned. A marked disk,
tendered in a bunch of violets.

The Shadow's answer to Cardona's cdl for aid!

CHAPTER IV. LITTLE FLOWER SPEAKS AGAIN

SATURDAY found Detective Joe Cardonain Philadelphia. The taciturn deuth had said nothing about his
trip from New York. Since the morning that he had received the bouquet of violets, Cardona hed
preserved an ar of doofness.

The name, "Anita Marie" had puzzled Cardona. When he reached Philaddphia, the detective knew
nathing of its sgnificance. He redized that he might be on a wild-goose chase; that the violets might have
been the prank of a practica joker.

Neverthdess, a ningy-mile trip from Manhattan was nothing if the journey might lead to a dew
concerning the now famous ghost murder in the Hotel Dalban.

In Philadephia, Cardona knew that his position as a New Y ork detective would enable him to secure the
cooperation of the locd authorities. But he did not wish to take this step unless absolutely necessary.

Hence, he scanned the Philadephia newspapers as he sat in his hotd room, seeking any item that might
indude the name of Anita Marie.

Obvioudy, Anita Marie might be a woman's name. But the name was incomplete. Therefore, it could be
the name of a shop, atea, room— or even aship in the port of Philaddphia But the advertisements and
news notes that Cardona read gave no clew in this direction.

The detective's mind went back to the first impresson—that Anita Marie mugt be awoman. He suddenly
decided that the name might be complete, after dl.

He picked up the telephone book in the hotel room, and ran through its pages to the letter M. There he
found the name "Marie'—followed by the fird name, "Anita”

Cardona was forced to amile a his supidity. Anita Marie was the complete name after dl. He noted the
address, and the telephone number. It was evidently a residence in West Philaddphia.

Cardona I¢ft the hotdl, and rode westward in the subway. He reached his destination, and strolled down
the street opposite the spot where the house was located.

There, on agmdl sgn, he read:
ANITA MARIE
PSYCHIC CIRCLE

Anita Marie was a spirit medium! Not only that, but she was usng the same title that Professor Raoul
Jacques had employed with his group of believersin New Y ork.



Reeching the corner, Cardona drew a tabloid newspaper from his pocket. He had looked through the
persona columns before, but he had not noticed anything of specid interest, dthough he remembered
thet the word psychic had appeared there.

He discovered it agan—in two or three announcements. One stated as follows
Psychic meeting to-night. Friendly visitors welcome. Eight o'clock.
Beneeth the notice appeared the address of Anita Marie.

It was dready late in the afternoon. Cardona decided to wait urtil eight o'clock. He found a restaurant in
the vidnity and dined there. He was sure, now, that his mysterious tip-off had come from The Shadow.

During his investigetion of the Harvey murder, Cardona had redlized that events in one seance room
might have a possble connection with those in others. But the job of watching every medium in
Manhattan and environs had seemed aridiculous plan.

Cardona, indl hiswork, played for breaks that would lead him somewhere. He had found one now, and
it was worth following.

Shortly before eight o'clock, he arrived at the home of Anita Marie. Cardona was astounded when he
saw the rows of automobiles gathered on both sides of the Street.

Evidently this medium did a rushing business a her Saturday-night seances. Cardona was impressed, in
spite of himsdif.

He went up the steps of the house and rang the bell. The door was opened by a sharp-featured maid.
Cardona, hat in hand, inquired if the seance had begun. The maid's reply was in the negetive.

She stepped aside, and the detective entered. The maid took his hat and ushered himinto a large room.

Some forty persons were seated in chairs around the walls. Cardona took a vacant seat, and quietly eyed
the other vistors. Mogt of them appeared to be persons of some inteligence.

While he was sudying his companions, Cardona noticed them glancing toward the end of the room.
Saring in that direction, the detective viewed a woman who had just entered.

SHE was the medium—Anita Marie. A tal womean, past middle age, and indined to stoutness, she had
an appearance of impressive dignity. But there was a defiant attitude in her bearing, and her eyes threw a
sweeping chdlenge as they glanced about the room.

She had the manner of a school mistress looking warningly toward misbehaving pupils

Satidfied with her ingpection of the assemblage, the medium took her seat behind a table. In a harsh,
ragping voice, she informed the newcomers that it was customary for vigtors to the circle to make a
deposit of one dollar before the seance began.

This she explained, was not a matter of profit. It was for the protection of the dients themsdlves, as the
fee assured them that undesirable persons would not be present to disturb the meeting.

The explanaion seemed thin to Cardona. By his estimate, there were more than forty persons present,
which meant a good evening's business for the medium.

The detective joined the group of persons who approached the table to place their money. He nudged
elbows with another man as he did so. Turning, Cardona found himsdf saring into a par of piercing



eyes.

The appearance of the stranger whom he had thus encountered made a didinct impresson upon
Cardona. The keen, hawkish visage of the man - his cold, evenly molded features produced an
immediate reaction in the detective's mind.

He was sure that he had never seen the man before, yet there was a haunting glint to those sparkling eyes
that seemed vagudy familiar. A moment later, the man was gone, back to an obscure corner of the room.

When dl were seated, the seance began. The medium opened with a jargon of tak that eventudly
formed itsdf into a message for some one.

A man stated that he recognized initids which Anita Marie was giving, and the medium concentrated her
gpeech upon him. So long as the man agreed with facts she told him, Anita Marie spoke with assurance.
When he mildy informed her that some of her statements were incorrect, she adopted a browbegting
attitude.

"The spirits do not lid" she cried. "Dont try to argue with me. | am right and you are wrong! You are
trying to disturb the messages.”

With that, she indignantly broke into a new line of chatter that wound up with a message for a more
susceptible person. A young girl answered dl of the medium's questionings in a breathless tone.

Pumping her for information, Anita Marie managed to ddiver some facts that seemed gartling to the gif
who received them. A buzz of approval rose from the fathful present.

To Cardona, it was amass of drivel. He wondered what any one could see in this pure bunkum, and he
shook his head as he eyed the faces of eager persons who seemed to admire the medium's
sf-proclamed taent.

He caught a glimpse of the solemn-faced man in the corner. He noticed that the stern visage was
immobile

An hour passed, and the dull proceedings continued. The medium was working on the fathfu—old
customers whom she had impressed before. Her overruling tactics beat down the mild objections that
arose occasiondly.

Cardona was becoming weary. This afar promised none of the spectacular proceedings that had
occurred in the strange seance held by Professor Jacques, in New Y ork.

But then, Cardona remembered, the professor had charged fifteen dollars to each entrant in his circle. He
was a worker of a more cunning sort, Cardona decided.

It was after nine o'clock when the seance began to take on a more lively aspect. Anita Marie was holding
discusson with a middle-aged lady whose attire marked her as a wedthy woman.

From the medium's coaxing, honeyed tones, it was evident that this woman was a frequent vigtor to the
psychic circle,

"Yes, yed" she was agreeing to every satement that Anita Marie uttered. "This is wonderful! Please tdl
memore!"

Now the medium gazed triumphantly around the circle, with a look that was intended to wither skeptics



who were present. Seeing that the mgority of the persons were bdievers, Anita Marie decided to press
her advantage.

"I'm agoin' to put mysdf under the control of a spirit," she asserted, in rapid, durred tones. "With so many
good people here to-night, | have been doin' my best for dl. But this lady, here, is anxious for more
advice. She has troubles, thislady has. | can seeit. That's right, lady, isnt it?"

The woman nodded.

"You see?' sad the medium, turning her head. "The pirits are tdlin' me that, because they know this lady
wants to know. So I'm agoin' to help this lady. | can see that her troubles are in this world, not in the
soirit plane. That'sright, lady, isnt it?"

Anocther nod from the lady was the response.

"Have you been here before, lady?'

The woman nodded.

"Did | ever ask you your name, lady?'

"No," was the reply.

"Did anybody tdl you to come here to-night?"

"No."

"You see, | don't know you, then. But | can hear the spirits atdlin® me. They say the name Maude.”
"That ismy name!” exdlaimed the woman.

"That'sdl they are asayin' to me" resumed Anita Marie glibly, "but when | go into a trance, they can tak
to me better. Would some of you gentlemen kindly oblige by turning out the lights at the sde of the
room? There. That's good!"

THE room was in semidarkness, but the medium was vishle in the gloom. She began to rall her head and
make grimeces to indicate a Spirit control.

Her voice muttered incoherently. It took on a high unnaturd pitch that was gartling a fird to Cardona
The raspy voice became squeaky.

"Hdlo, good people!” came a fasetto tone. "Good, good people to be here to-night. Good people.
Good lady to want to hear what Little Flower say. You ligten, good lady. Little Flower speak. She tdl
whet she hear, Little Flower do!"

Joe Cardona had not learned, in his investigation of the Harvey murder, that a spirit called Little Hower
had been presumably speaking through the lips of Professor Raoul Jacques. The name that came gurgling
from the throat of Anita Marie formed no connecting link to the New York seance in the detective's
mind.

But the name of Little Flower brought another thought to Cardonas brain. The strange disk that had
started him to Philade phia had come to himin a bunch of violets

The reason was plain now. Little Flower! A vidlet was allittle flower!



Eagerly, the detective listened. The medium was babbling on once more.

"Little Hower," came the dill voice. "Little Flower tdl the lady what the lady want to know. She see
lady want to know what she to do with money. Big, wise man spirit, he tdl Little Flower what to say to
lady. He say he know lady back on earth. He say lady's name. Little Flower ligen -"

A pause followed. There was a tenseness in the room. The woman who was expecting the message was
seated not far from Cardona, and the detective could see her pae face.

Cardona glanced toward the corner, dso; but the man with the hawklike face was invisble in the gloom.

"Man soirit, hetdl Little Hower," came the voice from the medium. "He say he speak to lady who he cdl
Maude Gar -"

"Yes, yes," whispered the woman breathlesdy.

"He say another name” resumed the voice of Little Flower. "It is like Gar —something. Little Flower
ligen. Yes, Little Flower hear it. She hear the name —Garwood.”

"Thet isright" exclaimed the woman, in an impressed tone. "Thet is right!”
The medium writhed for a moment, then quieted, and let her head fal back in her chair.

"Man gpirit tdl Little Hower he know what trouble lady,” the fasetto voice went on. "He say lady
wonder what she do with money. He say lady mugt be wise. He say lady put money in good stock.”

"Ask hm what stock!" exclamed the woman. "He knows. He knows -"

"Man spirit he say funny words," continued Little Flower. "He say word like Coro. It islong word. It is
Coro-nad-o. He say another word, too. Little Flower hear him say tdl lady Cop—Cop-per. He say two
words go together."

"Coronado Copper!" the woman exclamed.

"That is what the man spirit say," resumed the fasetto voice. "He say tdl good lady Maude. He say tdl
good people -

THE babble ended suddenly. Another sound had entered the room. From somewhere in the circle came
the riang tone of a shuddering, mydic laugh!

Its wild, heart-rending echoes swept through the room and seemed to thrum with a loud, pulsating beet.
Then, like a departing wind, it whispered away into an unfathomable distance.

Startled gasps were coming from the sitters. White faces were peering at one another. Even Joe Cardona
was dumfounded.

Slence followed that dreadful laugh. Then, at length, the medium spoke, in her own voice.
"Turn on those lights™ she ordered.

With the room illuminated, Anita Marie sought to regain her composure. She succeeded. Sitting up in her
chair, she glared about, seeking the author of the weird disturbance.

"Some one hereis atryin' to make trouble,” she rasped. "I'm awarnin' them. | won't stand for nothing like
thet!"



Cardona was looking toward the corner. He saw the firm-faced man with the hawkish countenance. That
visage was inscrutable.

Looking toward the medium, Cardona saw her meet the gaze of the man's unyidding eyes. Anita Marie
seemed to tremble. With an effort, she resumed her chdlenging ttitude.

"I'm agoin' on with this" she declared, "and I'm agoin’ to cdl an officer of the law if there's any more
trouble. Y ou people are here in my home. I've got my rights, | havel"

The sde lights were extinguished. The medium gurgled. Again she spoke in the voice of Little Flower.

"Man uirit, he say lady name Maude do as hetdl,” came the fasetto. "He say she be glad. He say lady
must come see man from India Man from Indiais medium. He tdl lady -"

In cut the mocking laughter. It sounded high above the blabbing voice of Little Flower. It was
short—burgting forth with uncanny suddenness, consternation reigned.

Cardona, rigng from his chair, edged toward the door of the gloomy room. He saw other people
ganding up. He heard a cdl for lights. The switch was turned.

The medium, pae and thoroughly frightened, was dutching the arms of her chair, staring wildly about the
seance room.

Men and women were clustered near the door, where they had sprung spontaneoudly to escape that
terrible sound which had seemed to come from dl about them.

Cardona knew thet the seance was ended for the night. This terrified group could stand no more.
The medium was completely bewildered. She could not imagine whom to blame for the disturbance.
Cardona, too, was bewildered; but for a different reason.

He knew who was responsible for the gartling outburst. He was looking toward the corner of the room,
and from that point he was scanning every spot. It was this search that astounded him.

The hawk-faced man was no longer in the seance room! Swiftly, Slently, he had departed.
The Shadow had gone—laughing!
CHAPTER V. THROUGH THE WINDOW

WHILE the seance was in progress at Anita Marie€'s home in Philadelphia, a train from the West was
nearing that city. Two men were seated in the drawing-room of the club car. They were conversng in
low tones.

"The old lady is getting the bunkum to-night,” said one. "I talked with Anita Marie over long distance, last
night. | didn't tdl her where | was. Maybe she thought | was caling from Bombay."

"That doesn't métter,” said the other. "All | want to know is whether or not the lay is sure.”

"Pogdtivdy!" emphaszed the firgd speaker. "You've got the plan of the place, and the old lady is ouit.
Garwood never goes updtairs until it's medicine time. The best of it is, there's nothing to be planted,
Sade”

"I know that, Bert. The only difficulty isif the servant that told Anita Marie so much about the private life



of the Garwoods had her sgnds mixed. | dways fed safer when | ook over a proposition mysdf.”

"Widl, there's nothing to be log," said Bert. "If it doesn't look like the right time, let it dide. But if you pull
it, the books will dl be closed for this haul of fish. Just drop a deceased note on the Garwood page of the
ledger.”

The sentence ended with a chuckle. The men rode dongin silence.

"You know," said Bert, "I've got a reputation to maintain. This is a tough life at times, traveling incognito.
Back in harness when | hit the big burg!"

"And on a dow train, too. This old roller coaster has been traveing like a snall since | picked it up a
Harrisburg.”

"That's the trouble, Slade. | like to keep by mysdf. There are fewer people on adow train. | let Tony go
out of the drawing-room if he wants; but | stay out of 9ght. When a man's supposed to be in India—and
therés millionsin the gag -"

"Youre right, Bert. | took a good train in to Harrisourg from Cincinndti. | was just noting the
difference—that was dl. Y ou came dl the way from Chicago."

Thetrain began to live up to its dow reputation. Its speed decreased, and the man caled Slade arose.
"Werre pretty near in," he said. "I'll make that suburban connection, and then -"

Some one was opening the door of the compartment. A dender young men entered. Slade stood aside to
let him pass.

"Seeyou later, Bert," he said. "You, too, Tony. So long.”

When the train came to a stop at the suburban station platform, Sade walked briskly away, unnoticed.
He was carrying no suitcase or luggage of any description. His dark suit rendered him inconspicuous.

He went to another platform, and took an eectric train that arrived a few minutes later. He rode a few
dations, then left the train.

As he waked dong through the dark, Slade acted in a curious manner. He appeared to know where he
was going; yet he seemed to be meking a careful study of the locdity.

His dtride was rapid; at the same time, he kept to the edge of the sdewalk, as though his motions
required stedlth.

He arrived at a corner, crossed it cautioudy, and approached a house that stood done in a large lot.
Here, with a peculiar, hestating gait, the man strode lightly up a bank and disappeared in the shadow of a
tdl hedge.

The house was deserted. There was no danger of observation from that direction. There were lights from
the adjoining lot, where alarge house stood close to the hedge, but Sade was completely conceded by
the hedge itsdlf.

He found a dight opening in the hedge. He stopped, carefully squeezed through, and stood dmost
beneeth the house itsdf. Looking upward, he spied a window that was dark. A amdl projecting row of
eaves extended benegth the window.

The eaves were the continuation of a back porch. Boldly and swiftly, Slade went toward the porch,



clambered softly to the rail, and hoisted himsdif to the roof.

He found a dight gutter undernegth the eaves. In another moment, he was dinging just outsde the
window.

HE could see light as he peered within. That seemed to please the man rather than annoy him. The light
came from a hdlway, beyond this room. Slade extended his head and shoulders into the room. He saw
thetiling of a bath room.

Although it was obvious from his actions that the man had never been in the house before, he performed
inamanner that showed an acquaintance with the place. He reached up to the right, and his hand opened
agmdl, swinging door.

The hand emerged, holding a bottle. He pushed the door shut. Reaching on the other side, he fumbled
gently in the dark, and produced another bottle. Both looked dike as he saw themin the faint glow.

Sade put the firg bottle where the second had been. Holding the second bottle, he suddenly flattened
himsdf dong the eaves.

A man entered the bathroom and turned on the light. Slade could not see him, but he could tdl that the
men was portly, because of his heavy stride, which sounded cumbersome. There was a ratling of
glassware.

In the light, this man who knew the house, was dumsy in searching for the object he wished. Sade had
worked much more smoathly in the dark, dthough handicapped by unfamiliarity.

Thelight went out. Hearing footsteps leaving, Slade boldly edged himsdf to the window and peered in to
see a gout man going into the hal.

Without a moment's hesitation, Slade replaced the bottle that he held exactly where he had gotten it. He
laughed softly as he noticed an open place ready for him to set the bottle.

The job was ended. The myserious vistor glided aong the eaves, down the post, and off through the
hedge. He |&ft as Sedthily as he had arrived.

Back in the house, the heavy man was shaking four pills out of a bottle. Smdl white pills, he laid them on
histongue and swallowed a glass of water. He laid the bottle aside. He sat down in a comfortable chair,
and began to read a newspaper.

It was not long before a sudden change came over the man. His face took on atroubled look. He placed
his hands to his stout body. He was undergoing an unexpected pain.

He arose and made hisway to a couch. There, he collapsed. Hisform heaved dowly for a short time. At
lad, it ceased to move.

A few minutes later, along, weird shadow crept across the floor of the room. It showed upon the side of
the couch, where the man lay motionless. It seemed to crawl upward like a hand of the night.

Then amanin black stood infull view. Garbed in dark cloak and hat— even his hands covered by black
dlk gloves, and his face invisble beneath the hat brim, he might have come from nowhere.

He bent over the prone man, and touched his body. The man was dead!

The mysgterious visitor spied the bottle of pills. He raised it and examined it. He removed one pill, and



dropped it back in the bottle. He placed the bottle where he had found it.

THE manin black paused to ligen. Some one was coming up the stairs. Quickly, the vistor swept from
the room.

Only one man could move with that amazing sedth. That man was The Shadow. He it was who had
come here to-night.

Standing invisble againg the edge of the hdlway wall, The Shadow saw a servant enter the room where
the dead man lay. He heard a sartled cry—a man's voice cdling downstairs—other servants running up.

The Shadow glided into the dark bathroom. There, with eyes that pierced the gloom, he spied the other
bottle on the rack above the washstand. He looked about the room and laughed—softly but grimly.

Shouts were coming from the servants. They were buzzing in the desth room, cdling excitedly to one
another.

"Mr. Garwood is dead!"

Noisdesdy, The Shadow let himsdf through the open window. He dropped lightly to the ground, found
the spot where he could pass easily through the hedge, and disappeared in the direction which the other
men had taken.

It was an hour later, when The Shadow reappeared and entered the house by the very way which he had
left. Gliding from the bathroom into the hal, he heard the sound of voices—two police officers discussing
the death.

"Jugt a dumb migtake, that was dl," said one. "Jugt a plan dumb mistake thet -"
"You sad it!" agreed the other.

The Shadow laughed in low, dniger fashion, as he glided back toward the window. He had expected
this.

A migtake! That was what they were supposed to think.
But The Shadow knew that aman had died, not by mistake, but through design!

CHAPTER VI. DEATH BY ACCIDENT
THE laugh of The Shadow!

The echoes of that snister sound were ringing in the ears of Detective Joe Cardona, as he returned to his
hotdl in downtown Philadelphia

Saring at the window, he reflectively chewed the end of his unlighted cigar. Cardona faced a problem of
deductive addition.

He was trying to put two events together—to find a reason for the strange happenings which had
disturbed the spirit circlesin New Y ork and here,

It was obvious that one hinged upon the other. Y et death had struck upon only one occasion.

Asauming that The Shadow had been at the seance of Professor Jacques in the Hotd Daban, there was
alogicd reason why the mysterious man should have left when the death dagger reached the heart of



Herbert Harvey.
That was the way of The Shadow—to disappear when mysery reached its height.

But what was The Shadow's purpose a the home of Anita Marie? As on the previous occasion, he had
probably gone there to shatter adisplay of fakery. If so, he had succeeded.

Nevertheless, Cardona could not explain the sudden departure of The Shadow.

Mentdly, the detective identified the hawk-faced man and The Shadow as one. Cardona knew wdl that
The Shadow was a magter of disguise; that he possessed the amazing ability of changing his face dmost
a will.

Cardona had never before seen the man who had been at Anita Mari€'s. But the detective could not
forget the eyes that had peered from that impenetrable, masklike face.

The eyes of The Shadow!

Cardona had seen those eyesin the past. Peering from beneath the brim of a douch hat, they had flashed
vengeance upon men of evil.

The hawkish face of the man at the seance had been as effective a disguise as an actud mask, but it had
not hidden the sparkling eyes.

Cardona made his summary. There was a connection of some sort between the psychic cirdle in New
York and the one in Philadelphia

Professor Raoul Jacques, suave, sophisticated, and discriminating in his choice of patrons, was working
inthe same cause as Anita Marie, the harsh-voiced woman who plied her mediumship a the low rate of
one dollar a head.

The Shadow had attended the New York seance. He had left a a criticd moment. Only Benjamin
Cagtelle had been aware of his presence. Once again, The Shadow had attended a seance here in
Philadelphia

On this occasion, only Joe Cardona had been able to divine his presence. The Shadow had gone from a
seance room which teemed with confusion, but not with crime.

Why had he departed? Cardona suspected that The Shadow had gone on an unknown misson. If so, did
the clew to it liein something that had happened there?

Cardona recdled the jargon about Little Flower. Also the mention of the stock, Coronado Copper.
These were good points to remember for the future. The name of the woman—the bdiever who had
received the message from Little Flower—was Maude.

Cardona recdled that her last name had been given dso, but somehow, it evaded his memory. Then,
there had been afew words about a man from India. It was then that The Shadow had laughed again.

Had that second interruption been timed for a purpose? Had The Shadow suddenly picked up a thread
of importance that had made it necessary for him to travel esewhere? The thought perplexed Cardona,
but he could think of no satisfactory conclusion.

He fdt that he had profited by this vist to Philadelphia; but he was adso sure that to-night's event was
amply an isolated incident that made a single item in a complete scheme of things



Cardona penciled a few notes for future reference. He dropped the paper in his pocket and went to bed.
In afew minutes, he was sound adeep.

Of an unimaginative digposition, Cardona was sedom troubled with dreams.
But that night he awoke suddenly to gain the impresson that some one wasin the hotel room.

He ligened intently in the darkness, seeking for any semblance of a sound. When none occurred, the
detective turned on the light and stared about him. The room was empty.

The door was dill locked. Peering from the open window, Cardona noticed a bacony a floor below.
There was no one on the balcony. The detective went back to bed and dept soundly until morning.

Arigng, he remembered what had occurred during the night. Dissatisfied, Cardona looked about the
room, to make sure that his previous inspection had been thorough. He decided to make a notation on
his sheet of tabulations, especidly as he now recdled that the name of the trusing woman had been
Maude Garwood.

Reaching in his coat pocket, the detective discovered that his sheet of notes was gonel
What had he done with it?

IT seemed incredible that an unknown intruder could have entered here and made away with those
notations. What purpose could have been gained by such a procedure?

Every fact that he had written was emblazoned in Cardonas brain. There was nathing in the notes that he
could not write again from memory.

Confused, Cardona decided that he must have placed the paper somewhere other than in his pocket. He
made a search about the room, and findly reached a point where he was wondering if he had made the
notes a dl.

Then he thought of the only spot where he had not looked. Beneath his pillow! Perhaps,
absent-mindedly, he had thrugt them there.

Raisng the pillow, Cardona stood stupefied. There were his notes; but they were not done. The sheet of
paper was tucked beneath a gtring that bound a smdl, fla box!

Excitedly, Cardona seized his own paper and made sure that it was the one he had prepared last night.
He yanked the gtring from the box and burst open the cardboard package. Within, he discovered a amdl
bunch of violetd

Only one man could have placed that package there. The Shadow!

Now, Cardona redized that the man of the dark had secretly entered this room. The Shadow had placed
the box benegth the degping detective's pillow.

To make sure that Cardona would discover it, he had taken the detective's notes from the coat pocket,
and had put them with the package!

Rulling away the stems of the violets, Cardona found the object that he sought. A samdl fla metd disk,
like the one that had brought him on his errand to Philadelphia. Like the firg, this coinlike bit of metd
bore a message:

DEATH



THROUGH
WINDOW
"Degth through window!"

The thought took Cardona back to the scene at the Hotel Daban, in New Y ork. Could that be the deeth
to which The Shadow had referred? It was the only death that interested the detective.

Cardona recdled the windows of the seance room in the Daban. Closed shutters, locked on the insde.
The hotdl men had said that they were dways shut and |ocked, except when the room was being aired.

Why had The Shadow sent this message to Philaddphia? A few days ago, in New York, it would have
been of vaue There was nothing in last night's seance —and Cardona was examining his notes
carefully— that could have given a clew to the mode of entrance used by the killer in New Y ork.

Angrily, Cardona threw the violetsin the wastebasket. He saw it now! The Shadow was tricking him! He
had been brought here on a futile chase, so he would be absent from New Y ork.

Perhaps some undiscovered evidence remained in that room at the Daban. If so, it would be removed by
NowW.

Cardona's fath in The Shadow waned. Furious, the deuth beieved that The Shadow, himsaf, must be a
wanton dayer—the killer of Herbert Harvey.

There was no time to lose. His duty lay in New York. Hurriedly packing his few beongings, Cardona
rushed downgtairs, paid his hotel hill, and dashed for the railroad station.

He had judt time enough to buy a ticket and a locd Sunday newspaper. He obtained a seat in the dub
car of the New York express, and sullenly ordered a breakfast.

While he waited at the little table, Cardona spread the newspaper before him. The arriva of his med
interrupted his reading, and Cardona laid the journd aside while he ate. The train had passed the limits of
Philade phia when the detective again began to peruse the news items.

A heading caught hiseye:
MISTAKE BRINGS DEATH TO BANKER

The story followed. Geoffrey Garwood, retired man of wedlth, had taken pills from the wrong bottle. He
hed been found dead in aroom at his home.

According to the newspaper account, Garwood kept medicind pills on a rack in the bathroom. In a
medicine chest, close by, was another bottle that contained pills of amilar appearance, which were
jpoi soN.

In some unknown way, Garwood had ddiberately taken the bottle from the medicine chest, instead of
the one that was on the rack. He had gone to his own room, had swallowed afew of the poison pills and
hed died.

"Geoffrey Garwood!"

The name came to Cardonas mind, as he stared unseeingly toward the sweeping landscape. He
remembered the name of the woman in Anita Marie's seance room. Maude Garwood!



THE SHADOW'S message took on another import—different from Cardonas interpretation. This must
be the death to which The Shadow referred.

A glance a the newspaper article showed Cardona that Garwood had died at nine o'clock, while only he
and the servants were in the house.

That was the hour when Cardona had been a Anita Marie's seance. There, The Shadow had laughed his
departing chalenge. Had he sensed the tragedy that had occurred a Garwood's?

The train was dowing its speed as it crossed the high bridge over the Delaware a Trenton. It was due to
stop at the New Jersey capitd.

Cardona picked up hishat and his suitcase, and Sgnded to the porter that he intended to get off at that
stop, forty-five minutes from Philadephia.

The detective waited hdf an hour for an express from New York. He arived back in Philaddphia
exactly two hours after he had eft.

He went immediatdy to the locd detective headquarters, announced hisidentity, and stated that he would
like to vigt the scene of Geoffrey Garwood's degth.

Cardonas request was received with some surprise. He was informed that the invesigaion of
Garwood's degth had proved that it must have been a matter of accident; that complete data had been
furnished regarding Geoffrey Garwood's recent actions, and there was absolutely no reason why the
wedlthy man could have contemplated suicide.

Suicide!l Cardona was searching for murder!

But the New Y ork detective wisdly checked the words that were upon his lips. He redlized that with an
edtablished verdict of death through misadventure, he mugt present some tangible evidence in order to
cast doubt upon the findings of the locd authorities. Y et he knew nothing about the Garwood case.

A bunch of violets, dipped benesth his pillow. A marked disk, received here in Philaddphia, when he
was supposed to have beenin New York. A reference to a death—which might be any desth at dl!

These were the bases of Cardona's interest in the death of Geoffrey Garwood. Had it not been for them,
he would have passed up the matter entirely.

Cardona had no desire to make himsdf appear ridiculous. He decided ingantly not to mention the fact
that he had attended a spirit seance in Philade phia the night before.

Instead, he wisdy turned his talk to poisons. The death of Geoffrey Garwood, he stated, might furnish
him with vauable data. He was anxious to learn how quickly death had occurred; if the dying men had
sensed that his end was near.

This tactful discourse placed Cardona in the light of a New York deuth making a specid trip to
Philadephia to dudy the effective methods of the locd invedigators. Joe Cardonas diplomatic
questioning brought him immediate cooperation.

A Philaddphia detective was delegated to take him to Garwood's home in a headquarters car. There,
Cardona could see for himsdf just how smpleit had been for a man to unwittingly poison himsdif.

Geoffrey Garwood's home was in a suburban digtrict, within the aty limits. It had a wide expanse of lavn
on one sde; but on the other, it was built close to a hedge. Cardona noticed that the adjoining property



was untenanted.

Two servants were aone in the Garwood house. They admitted the detectives, and Cardona was led firg
to the upgtairs room, where the banker's body had been discovered. Looking through the window,
Cardona observed the lawn.

"He got the bottle from the shdf in the bathroom,” declared the Philaddphia detective. "Over on the other
sde of the house. He must have been absentminded. Come aong, I'll show you the mistake he made.”

The bathroom had a sngle window. It opened toward the hedge. Below it were projecting eaves that
extended from aroof over a Sde porch. Cardona observed this fact immediatdly.

"See this Shdf?' asked the Philadelphia deuth. "Theré's the bottle of medicine. White pills—no labe on
the bottle."

The shdf was on the right side of the window, directly above the washstand. On the other sde of the
window hung the medicine chest. The Philadd phia detective opened it and indicated a lower corner.

"Right here was the bottle of poison,” he said. "Little pills, like the others. A sngle pill wouldnt have
mattered—that's the way they were to be taken. Strychnine, you know—prescribed once by Garwood's
physician.

"But Garwood swalowed four, by mistake. We figure he mugt have opened the medicine chest and seen

the bottle. Forgotten about the old bottle here, you know. Took it dong with him, and |eft the other bottle
where it was -"

CARDONA was ligening mechanically. He was saring a the open window. His keen mind was finding
another explanation—one that meant murder!

How easy it would have been for some one to reach through that window from the row of eaves. How
easy to remove the bottle from the shef, and to put the poison in its placel How easy to wait until
Garwood had |eft to take his nigntly dose, then to replace the ordinary medicine on the shdf where it
belonged!

"Garwood was married?' Cardona asked thoughtfully.

"Yes" replied his companion. "His wife was out. She arrived home at ten o'clock, to find her husband
dead. She was broken up, and went to a friend's house. Guess shell come back here later. Garwood
was worth amillion, anyway. No children—just the widow left -"

Therest of Cardona's questioning was a hollow sham. He was sure that there had been murder here, but
his entire theory was based upon speculation. The matter was outside his balliwick.

If the death had happened in New York, Cardona would have gone into a devious sudy of the ways
whereby some unknown individud might have learned of Garwood's habits, and thus planned the crime.
But Cardona redlized that to act now would mean along discusson of the matter with the Philaddphia
authorities.

It would be better to wait; to rely upon new developments, rather than give away the fact that he had
spotted a crimein Philade phia that could be linked with the killing in New Y ork.

Any reference to Garwood's degth as a murder would produce sweeping headlines in the Philadephia
newspapers. The murderers—for Cardona was convinced that there was colluson in this
plotting—would be on their guard.



Cardonas fath in The Shadow was restored. He thanked the Philadelphia detective for his service, and
returned with the man to headquarters. He left on an afternoon train for New Y ork.

As the express sped dong the rals, Cardona wondered. He was sure that The Shadow—at the
seance—had sensed some danger that threatened Geoffrey Garwood. That was why The Shadow had
disappeared so suddenly.

Themen of the dark mugt have visted Garwood's home, too late to save the victim'slife. But he had seen
the opportunity for crafty murder, and had—in his own mysterious way—notified Cardona, so that the
deuth might see the evidence aso.

Where was The Shadow now?

Had the strange avenger found a further clew? As a master of deductive reasoning, The Shadow was
unsurpassed. Cardona, despite his perplexity, fdt a feding of security. With The Shadow operating,
hidden mysteries would come to light.

Cardona knew the course that he must follow.
He mug work with The Shadow.
The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER VII. ANITA MARIE ADVISES

THE death of Geoffrey Garwood was a closed case so far as the Philadephia police were concerned.
The funerd was over, and Maude Garwood was back in her home. But the unfortunate widow lacked
neither companionship nor solace.

Her nephew, Richard Terry, had arrived from Texas in time for the funerad. He had promised to remain
for an extended vigt. He was Maude Garwood's only living reative, and his presence kept her free from
londliness

As for solace, Maude Garwood received that from Anita Marie. She had often consulted the medium
privady for advice, despite Anita Marie's pretext in the circle tha Maude Garwood was scarcely more
then a chance vigtor.

Maude Garwood had poured out her sudden grief to Anita Marie, and had been cheered by words of
comfort.

With only two persons upon whom she fdt she could rdy, it was only naturd that the widow would tell
one or the other. Hence, the second evening after Dick Terry's ariva, she told her nephew of the
wonderful medium who had been such ahelp intime of trouble.

Aunt and nephew were a dinner when Maude Garwood firg mentioned the name of Anita Marie.

"Dick," she said confidingly, "I don't know how | could have borne this misfortune but for Anita Marie's
sympathy.”

Dick, brown and husky as one of the steers in his ndive state, looked up in surprise when he heard the
name,

"Who is AnitaMarie?' he questioned.

"A wonderful woman, Dick," declared Maude Garwood. "She has psychic powers. She can see into the



other world."
"A fortune tdler?' demanded Dick, in a hogtile tone.

"Don't speak that way, Dick," reproved the aunt. "Anita Marie is not a fortune tdller. How | didike that
term! Anita Marie is a psychic—a medium who communes with the spirits”

"They're dl dike to me" grunted Dick. "A bunch of fakersl Those buzzards don't last long down in
Texas. | don't like to hear this Aunt Maude."

"Why not, Dick?"

"Because you're a rich woman, Aunt Maude. Most of Unde Geoffrey's estate belongs to you. You're the
kind of person that swindlers would be after. But they're not going to get far while I'm around!”

"You tak like your Unde Geoffrey," sghed Maude Garwood.
"Did Uncle Geoffrey know that you went to see this spirit woman?' questioned Dick.

"Yes" sad the aunt, "and he dways objected. | can't understand why, Dick. Anita Marie told me some
wonderful things facts that she could not have learned from any one else. Only spirits could have told her,
Dick."

The young man grunted disdainfully. Then he noted the far-away ook in his aunt's eyes. He redized
immediatdy that her bdief in the supernaturd was more deep set than a fledting fancy.

It would not be wise, Dick decided, to voice his contempt of spirit mediums. He could accomplish more
by pretending to humor Maude Garwood's whim.

"Wdl," he sad gruffly, "I'm open to conviction on anything, Aunt Maude. But at the same time, I'm no
child. I've seen so much hokum inmy lifethat | go around with my eyes open. I'm not going to stand by
while you lose your money."

"I know that, Dick," said Maude Garwood gently. "I have great confidence in you. But | hope you will
not be narrow in your view, as Geoffrey was.

"I told him advice that | had heard Anita Marie give to others as wdl as to mysdf. Ways that people
could make a greet dedl of money. But poor Geoffrey would never risk a Sngle penny, and he forbid me
to do s0."

"Hm-m-m," thought Dick. "They've been working aready!"
But he did not express the thought aoud.

"I am going to vigt Anita Marie tonight,”" declared Maude Garwood. "She holds her seances only twice a
week. On other nights, she may be consulted for a reasonable fee"

"All right if | come dong?' questioned Dick pleasantly.

"Yes, indeed,” replied Maude Garwood. "I should like to have you meet Anita Marie. If you could only
understand, Dick! | think you will, after you have seen this wonderful woman.”

After dinner, Maude Garwood summoned the limousine, and she and her nephew rode to Anita Marie's
home.



Dick remained taciturn; he listened thoughtfully to his aunt's elated description of Anita Marie. He redized
that Maude Garwood regarded the medium as a sort of superior being, and he did not like it.

THE large seance room was dark. Maude Garwood and her nephew were ushered into a smdl
reception room. Dick Terry glanced suspicioudy at the sharp-faced maid. When the visitors were aone,
Maude Garwood became confidentid.

"I was here, Dick," she explained, "the night that your Unde Geoffrey had his accident. | had received a
wonderful message, Dick. But it was interrupted by a horrible laugh that came through the room.”

The woman paused and shuddered as she recollected that terrifying occasion.

"Do you know, Dick," she sad, "it must have been a warning! A warning that my husband was dying! |
have wondered about that snce.

"I asked Anita Marie if it could have been a warning. She said she thought perhaps it might have been.
She says that the spirits know everything.”

"I guess they do," observed Dick. "The question is, do they tdl what they know?"

"One was tdling me that night," said the aunt. "A spirit named Little Hower was giving me a message
from the higher plane. A spirit there was tdling me that money could be made by investing in a stock
cdled Coronado Copper -"

"That's a racket,” growled Dick, unable to repress his disdain. "What's the idea of this Little Flower
Suff?"

"Little Hower is the medium's control," declared Maude Garwood solemnly. "When Anita Marie enters a
trance, Little Flower can take her place. She talks with the spirits, and tdlls what they say.”

"It wouldn't suit me" objected Dick. "I'd like to see the person I'm talking to—whether it's a human being
or a spook. Ligen, Aunt Maude. You mugt use good judgment now. Promise me that you won't do

anything foolish -"

Teary ended his sentence as Anita Marie entered the room, and gazed shrewdly at her vistors. Dick,
rigng, faced the medium.

He indinctively didiked her, and Anita Marie observed tha fact. She threw a defiant, withering glance
toward the young man.

Looking a his aunt's face, Dick observed an expresson of totad rapture. Maude Garwood seemed
cheered by the very presence of Anita Marie.

The medium sat before her, and took the widow's hands. She addressed dl her remarks to the bdiever,
and Dick, watching from the sde of the room, fet an increased opposition.

"All iswdl, dear student,” declared Anita Marie, in her raspy voice. "The spirits have encouraging words
for you. They're agoin’ to help you, poor dear.”

Dick experienced an immediate resentment. The Sght of his aunt, intdligent and refined, ligening to this
encouragement from an ignorant, untutored womean, was more than he could stand.

"Just how are the spirits going to assst my aunt?' he demanded.
Until now, Anita Marie had ignored Dick as though he had been a child. When he spoke, she glowered



inhis direction. Her words became defiant.

"Young man'" she reprimanded. "Y oung man, beware! If you're agoin' to hamper this poor, grief-stricken
woman, you're amakin' a great mistake. Y ou can't argue with me, young man."

"You are doing the arguing, right now," objected Dick.

Anitawas furious. Her eyes were wild with rage. Only the presence of Maude Garwood restrained her
from uttering oaths and imprecations.

"Dick!" exclamed the widow. "Y ou mustn't be unfarr to Anita Marie. Sheistrying to hdp me™

"The young man is a skeptic,” declared Anita Marie, in a cold, harsh voice. "Heis one of them who make
trouble. They think because the spirits will not talk when they are around, that the spirits cannot talk.

"They are foold Foolsl"—she spat the word with a frenzy— "foold They frighten the spirits away. They
drive them away—yes— and sometimes they bring evil spirits thet lie like they lie”

The heavy woman camed gradudly after she had loosed her fedings. Because Dick refrained from
further response, she fancied, egotidticdly, that she had withered him. Ignoring the intruder, Anita Marie
turned again to Maude Garwood.

"You remember what Little Flower told you?' she questioned. "You do as Little Flower tels. Little
Hower isaryin' to hep you."

"I know it, Anita Mariel" exdamed Maude Garwood in a voice choked with emation. "I know it—but |
am o afraid. You know how my husband was. He would not believe. | wonder what he would think. |
told you that over the telephone, Anita Marie"

"YOUR dear husband will think the same as you do, now," declared the medium impressvely. "He is on
the spirit plane, too. Perhaps he can tak to you through Little FHower."

"You bdieve he could?'
Maude Garwood's tone was breathl ess.

"Yes" declared Anita Marie. "Little Flower could tak with him. But there are skepticd people'—she
gaed a Dick as she spoke— "who might not beieve. I'm aryin' to hep you, poor lady. I've been
aakin' with Little Flower. She says your husband isin the higher plane.”

"Let metak to him through Little Hower!™

"No. I'm not agoin' to try. I'm agoin’ to let you talk right to him - to your husband. You know what | was
adlin' you about the man from India-"

"Y es—yed"

"He isin this country now. He has come to New York. Little Flower has been adlin' me that mebbe
Rgjah Brahman can hdp you. Heis a great man, misss. Mebbe he can bring your husband to talk to you

"Wondeful!" cried Maude Garwood.
Sheturned to Dick Terry.



"Do you hear that, Dick?" she questioned. "Anita Marie says tha Rgah Brahman can bring your Uncle
Geoffrey back to the earthly plane. That would convince you thet thisis red. Wouldnt it, Dick?"

"Perhgps”" sad Dick noncommittdly.

"You mugt go soon to see Rgah Brahman," declared Anita Marie. "He is the leader of our circles. If he
knows that you come from me, hewill do dl he can to hdp you.

"Take your nephew"—she stared triumphantly at Dick—"and let him see what the spirits can do, when
the magter isacdlin' them!”

Anita Marie stood up to indicate that the interview was ended. Dick waited until his aunt was standing
before he performed the courtesy of risng. Maude Garwood was opening her pocketbook, but Anita
Marie stopped her with a sweeping gesture.

"I'm achargin' you nothin', misss™ she announced, looking Sdewise a Dick as she spoke. "I'm atryin' to
help you. I'm adoin' good to others. There's no charge for what I'm atellin’ you."

The maid came in with Dick's hat. The sudden appearance of the servant made Dick presume that the
maid had been ligening while he had been taking done with his aunt, and that Anita Marie had received
relayed word of the Stuation before she had entered the room.

"Thank you, Anita Marie" declared Maude Garwood. "I shdl vist Rgah Brahman as soon as heis ready
to receive me. Y ou have helped me wonderfully, Anita Marie"

Accompanied by her nephew, Maude Garwood Ieft the house. Dick Terry stared back as he went down
the steps. He could see the bulky form of the medium, behind the curtained window of the door.

Ingde the house, Anita Marie was glowering. She was giving way to the suppressed rage which she fet
toward the unwelcome visitor who had accompanied her dient. She called to the maid.

"Pack up my bag!" she ordered roughly. "I'm agoin' to New York tonight. I'm not agoin' to wait no
longer."

The mad hurried away, and the medium marched up the stairs. Hardly had her heavy footfdls died
before there was a mation in the dim hdl. From an obscure spot, atdl, black-clad figure emerged.

A soft laugh sounded from unseen lips. It was an echo—amost noiseless— of those sardonic tones that
hed thrown congternation into Anita Mari€'s seance room, last Saturday night.

The gnider figure glided across the hdl and noisdesdy opened the door. As the tdl form vanished
through the opening, it seemed to mdt away. A believer—had one been present—would have sworn that
agoirit form had de-materidized itsdf.

The weird dtranger was gone; the only trace of his farther progress was the appearance of a flegting
gplotch of blackness asiit drifted past the glare of a lamp-post on the street.

The Shadow had seen. The Shadow had heard. The Shadow had departed.
CHAPTER VIIl. THE MAN FROM INDIA

ANOTHER seance was in progress. This was far more impressive than the one that Joe Cardona hed
observed in the home of Anita Marie. A master was at work, and those who surrounded him were more
than mere believers. Their countenances wore the enthralled look of disciples.



Not only was the group a remarkable one; the surroundings themsalves were impressve. It seemed as
though this little cluster of enraptured persons had been transported from the matter-of-fact atmosphere
of New Y ork to the glorious environment of India

There were only hdf a dozen personsin the room, and their evening clothes betokened them as members
of New York's upper strata of society.

The leader of the throng was attired in a solendid Orienta costume. He sat in a thronelike chair near one
end of the impressve room, the walls of which were hung with shimmering tapestries woven in cloth of

gold.

The smoke from two incense burners floated up in wreaths about the golden image of a solemn-faced
Buddha

Raah Brahman was the medium. He was ending the firgt seance that had marked his return to New
Y ork. Only the mogt faithful had been permitted to attend thisinitid meeting.

Now that they had heard the mydtic's words of wisdom, and his promises of future marvels, they were
awaiting his command to leave.

As was his custom, Rgah Brahman mugt spend the later hours of the evening in contemplation of the
vadter things of life He was about to commune privately with the spirits of the other world; to learn dl
hidden things which he would later reved to his disciples, when he summoned them again.

Clad in a golden robe that bore the symbol of a hooded cobra, his head adorned with the resplendent
turban worn by the highest caste in India, the rgah's dark-hued face was that of a man of superior
knowledge. His close-cropped beard gave hm a mageful appearance; his dark, glittering eyes
trandfixed themsalves upon each true believer as he stared upon each in turn.

Raah Brahman clapped his hands three times. The sharp sounds echoed through the gilded room. The
tapestries seemed to waver as though controlled by the action. A dender, white-clad Hindu entered the
room, and stood toward the enthroned magter.

This servant, Rgah Brahman's fathful Imam Singh, bore himsdf with the same solemnity as his master.
He reached the throne, and stood at the left Sde, arms folded, his youthful face stern and inflexible. This
was his appointed place.

No one ever stood upon the right of Rgah Brahman's throne. That was the spot where the master
received his spirit guide.

Agan, Rgah Brahman clapped his hands thrice. Like sheep, the students of the master arose and
bowed. One by one, they filed through a curtained door that led to an outer room. Imam Singh stalked
after them, to usher them from the sacred premises. Rgah Brahman was aone.

A strange man amid strange surroundingd Y et this luxurious abode, with dl its fashionable glory of the
Eagt, was located in one of the highest stories of a New Y ork skyscraper. The Cdlao Hotd, Manhattan's
newest and tallest gpartment building, had been chosen by Rgah Brahman as his residence,

Money meant nothing to this man of wedth, who brought great and unfathomable messages from the
Yogi of the Himaayas.

Within ten minutes after the servant had departed, Imam Singh returned to interrupt his master's soliloquy.
He approached the throne and spoke a few words.



The rgah arose and went into another room, the entrance of which was hidden behind the tapestries in
the corner. This was his consultation room. It was as exatic as the room which he had just |€ft.

Benegath the dim lights a huge crystd bdl glittered upon the lgp of a smdler Buddha The fragrance of
incense pervaded the room.

A smdl cushioned throne was in the corner. There the rgjah took his seat and waited, the sole occupant
of aweird pagan shrine. The curtains opened across the room. A man dipped through and approached
the seated figure.

The newcomer was Professor Raoul Jacques, the medium who had conducted the seance at which
Herbert Harvey had been dain.

Rgah Brahman moationed his vigtor to a chair. Jacques glanced furtively toward the curtained doorway
as he sat down. In alow, excited voice he began to speak.

"I got your message,” he said. "l had to be careful coming here, though, because they may ill be
watching me. Y ou know about the trouble | got into.”

Rgah Brahman spoke. His voice was low and solemn, as impressive as his appearance and his
environment.

"You have made a grave mistake," he said. "This disturbance in your circle may cause untold harm. You
were not wise to act as you did. You should have concluded your seance when you encountered
difficulty.”

"I DIDN'T know what was coming,” declared Jacques. "I've had a few funny things happen before, and
that luminous dagger was dways a good sunt. It was planted on Harvey, and he dipped it to me. | didn't
think there was going to be a fracas.

"l was trying to get the other guy, but he dipped away. There | was in a jam, for sure! Lucky for me the
cops didn't get wise to those gags on the chair. They let me go. They were sure | couldnt have been
loose. | stuck to my story, and had alucky break withiit -"

"That was the only wise procedure that you used,” declared Rgah Brahman. "It was, indeed, fortunate
that your statement was not doubted.”

"It pretty near floored me" replied Jacques, "when the whole crowd stuck with me. | knew that some of
them would tdll the same Story that | did; but | thought that a few would say something about the fdlow
who got away. | couldn't spill that story mysdf.

"It was lucky that one of them had enough sense to figure the red dope. A fdlow named Cagtelle told a
detective that he thought there was another bird. Now they are looking for him, and | guess they figured
hedid it."

"You have arranged for your believers to join my circle of enlightenment?' questioned Rgjah Brahman.
"That's dl been fixed," replied Jacques. "They are dl good, and | have dl the dope that Harvey gave me.

"Therés one good customer that was coming to my next seance—a man named Teford—that Harvey
dug up for me. | have the indgde dope here with me'—he drew an envelope from his pocket—"and |
want to get rid of it."

He extended the envelope toward Rgah Brahman, but the Hindu master held up his hand reprovingly.



"Rgah Brahman needs no such information,” he declared solemnly. "You may give it to my servant as
you leave, since you fear that its possession might work to your disadvantage. Thet is sufficient. Go, and
be cautiousin your deeds.”

Professor Jacques dunk from the room. Rgah Brahman laughed. After dl, such fakers as Professor
Jacques were superdtitious. Despite the fact that they knew their work was trickery, they were ready to
believe that some one more intdligent than themsaves might actudly possess a true psychic power.

Rgah Brahman had ended with the first of his specid vigtors. The appearance of Imam Singh told him
that another had arrived. At the rgjah’'s command, the servant left the room.

Anita Marie entered. This woman, who was ordinarily so domineering, was now abject and subdued.
Even more than Professor Jacques, she was impressed by the importance of Rgah Brahman. She did not
even attempt to speak until she had received his nod.

"The woman is acomin' here," Anita Marie began. "She visted me to-night, and she wants to see you
very much."

"Have her eyes been opened to the light?' questioned Rgjah Brahman.

"Yes" replied Anita Marie. "She has had a great trouble lately. Her husband died last Saturday. He was
the one who was atryin' to keep her away from me. Now that he is gone, she's anxious to do as | have
been adlin' her."

"You sy her husband is now on the astral plane?' inquired Rgah Brahman. "If so, | shdl commune with
my pirit guide. Perhaps | can bring the spirit of her husband to my sanctum.”

"That's just what she wantd" exclamed Anita Marie. "She wants him back. If you can let her see him,
shewill ligen. | was atelin’ her about that copper stock, through Little Flower. She liked it, but she was
afraid on account of her husband. But now he's gone.™

AnitaMarie rolled her eyes upward as a gesture to show that the departed spirit of Geoffrey Garwood
hed reached a spot in a higher world. Rgah Brahman ignored the woman's grimace.

"Bid her," he said, "to come to New York to awat my cdl as a true beiever should. She will be
summoned by the master when her time has arrived.”

"Thereis a couple of things | want to tdl you about her,” began Anita Marie glibly.
Rgjah Brahman shook his head reprovingly.

"The master understands al," he declared, dowly and impressvely. "I lisgened when you spoke to me
before, because | desired to know if this woman was one who might see the light now. | wish to know no
more. You may go!"

Anita Marie turned and walked through the curtains. Her chdlenging ar had been completdy lost during
her interview with Rgjah Brahman.

She reached alittle anteroom, and looked about her suspicioudy, as though she feared that hidden eyes
were watching. The room was illuminated by a angle light thet shone dimly in one corne.

The woman gave a art as the white-clad form of Imam Singh glided noisdesdy into the room from
another entrance. Then she followed Rgah Brahman's servant.



Hardly had the two departed before a dight motion occurred beside a thick curtain that covered the
entrance to Rgah Brahman's shrine.

Aninvigble form came into being from the darkness. A moment later a tdl black-clad man stood in the
center of the dull anteroom.

It was The Shadow.

Unseen, unheard, the mysterious man of the night had entered the Hindu's sanctuary. There, veiled behind
the curtain, he had listened to every word that had passed between Rgah Brahman and hisvigtors,

The Shadow did not laugh. Noisdesdy he moved back toward the blackened curtain, and seemed
merged with the darkness itsdf.

When the Hindu's servant returned a moment later to reenter the master's sanctum, no sign of the living
shadow remained.

CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW TELLS

WHEN Imam Singh arrived in the sanctum, he found Rgjah Brahman ill enthroned. The boyish-faced
servant spoke in English.

"She'sgone” he said. "I showed her out."

"Good!" exdlamed the rgjah, dambering from his cushioned throne. "Thet lets me out, too, Tony. Give
me a hand with thisrig."

The Hindu seer cast his turban on the floor, and with the servant's help began to divest himsdf of the
cobra-headed jacket. The pointed shoes shot across the room, impelled by ther owner's kick. A few
moments later, Rgah Brahman stood clad in American trousers and shirt deeves.

Imam Singh—who 4ill looked his Hindu part—Ieft the room and returned with towd and washbasin. He
produced ajar of cold cream, and the rgah set to work.

"Sorry you've got to wear that get up of yours, Tony," he grinned, as he smeared the cold cream over his
face. "But it isn't so bad. Lighter than my outfit. Y ou've got to answer the buzzer, you know.”

Imam Singh amiled in response.

Rgah Brahman's wdl-formed beard was yidding to the cold-cream treatment. The man stood
smooth-shaven, and surveyed his countenancein a smdl mirror that he dug up from among the cushions
of the throne.

"Remember the time | grew one, Tony?' he asked, rubbing the spots where the beard had been. "It
looked dl right, but it was a nuisance. The fake one means more work for you, but it's the best idea.”

The man pulled a cigarette pack from his trousers pocket. He lighted a cigarette and puffed it. He
seemed to enjoy itsflavor as a welcome change from the odor of incense.

The transformed face of Rgjah Brahman bore little of the dignity which it had formerly possessed. It was
sdlow, but not nearly so dark asit had been.

It was the face of a schemer—not that of a master. The eyes which had seemed languorous and
penetrating were now crafty and shifting.



"Thisis better than an hour of deliberation, Tony," declared the new-visaged rgjah, buttoning his collar.
"Ligen—yes, that's the buzzer. Side out to the door and see who it is. I'll switch the light off, here.”

The servant was gone, and the room was plunged in darkness a moment later. Only the glowing end of
Rgah Brahman's cigarette was visble. It poised in mid-air, whileits owner awaited Imam Singh's return.

Soon, the curtains parted, and the dight glow from the outer room showed a face which Rgjah Brahman
recognized, even in that dim light.

"Ah" he exdamed. "I thought you were the one who rang. Wait until | switch on thelighnt -"

"Never mind," interrupted the quiet voice of the vigtor. "The darkness will suit me. | don't want to be
disllusioned, Bert. Wait until | find a chair."

The speaker bumped into one a moment later and sat down, to stare toward the lighted end of the
cigarette.

"Wdl," came the voice of the fase rgah, "I chased out the suckers, and then met the saps. Professor
Jacques and Anita Maie”

"What did they have to say?"

"Jacques was dl worried about the mess he landed into. Told me how surprised he was when everybody
stuck with him on that crazy notion about a spirit hand throwing the knife. Said if it hadn't been for one
intdligent person in the mob, he would never have been able to swing the detectives &fter the fellow who
made his getaway."

"Did he name the intdligent person?’

"Yes" laughed Rgah Brahman. "He said that a man named Benjamin Castdlle had the bright idea, and it
pulled him out of a mighty tough spot.”

The vidtor made no response, S0 Rgah Brahman resumed his conversation. Now, his tone was
questioning.

"Who was the fdlow who started the trouble?' he asked.
"I don't know," replied the vistor.

"I don't likeit, chief," declared the rgjah. "Jacques certainly logt his head when he swung the dirk. That's
bad stuff.

"I the police knew he was hooked up with me, they would be watching this place. A fine mess—just
when I've arranged to fleece the lambs &fter they have been herded into the barnyard.”

"It might be best to take them dowly, Bert."

"Of course, chief. That's the way | dways work. Anita Marie has hooked that dame from Philly—and
I've got to play carefully, there."

"I thought she would be soft, with the husband out of the way."

"SO did I, worse luck. But Anita Marie tells me that a nephew has blown in from the sticks to mess up
the game. That won't mean anything when | begin to work; but it would be just as wdl if friend nephew
wasn't around.”



"Because -"

"Because of what Slade pulled. This nephew may be awise boy. Slade said it was O.K. after he spotted
thelay. He did the job s0 cdlean that even Anita Marie doesn't suspect. But a nephew, right there in the

"He could never trace Sade"

"Right! But he could suspect that something was wrong. I'll he watching him like a hawk, chief. If his only
troubleis not being able to see the light, 'l fix that. Skeptics are my meat—uwith gravy in addition.”

"You say Anita Marie has no idea about -"

"That dumb dollar-grabber?" The voice of Rgah Brahman was contemptuous. "Say, chief, she's the
dumbest spook queen dong the whole route. Thinks because she brings a lot of people into her camp
that she's good.

"Hfty anight at a dollar a head! | could have them hanging out of the gdleries of the Hippodrome at that
price

"I know you could, Bert."

A match flickered to reved the cunning face of the unbearded mydic. Rgah Brahman was lighting
another cigarette. The man in the chair laughed dightly as he glimpsed the ex-Hindu on the throne.

"I would have said to ditch her long ago," declared the sdf-yled rgjah, "if | hadn't figured that some day
she would bring in a good one like this Mrs. Garwood.

"You know, chief, this racket has its troubles. I've found that out on the road. | can learn plenty when |
crash the circles without my whiskers"

"What's the difficulty?

"If you get a smart fdlow like Jacques,” answered Rgah Brahman, "he's too anxious to grab the big
money for himsdf. If you get a smdl-timer like Anita Marie, she can't ddiver the red goods.”

"Which do you prefer?’

"The samdl-timers are best—if they manage to ddiver. They know when they're over their depth. They
know they can't compete with abig shot.

"They're only too glad to play into favor and send dong ared customer. They're stisfied with a amdl
cut, too, because they don't know what big money is"

"You're right on that, Bert."

"Do you remember that big clean-up we made a year ago'—the rgjah's cigarette light was swaying back
and forth as he spoke—"I mean, the third time | came back from India -

"Hdf amillion gross,” came the voice of the hidden chief.

"Wadl," declared Rgjah Brahman quietly, "this sheep-clipping job is going to double that. Maybe more.
My mydic srinein Indiais dill in need of endowments. Copper isgoing up. Sairits dill like to take back
vauable souvenirs when they depart for the astrd plane.



"Jacques is out of the picture. He has been pretty tight about sending up his best payers to the big league.
Now, since he forgot himsdf with the dirk, he's ready to do anything we ask. He wants to forget dl his
old clientde. | can handle the entire |ot.

"Anita Marie has chipped in with a red bet in this Garwood woman. She's good for plenty of jack.
Maybe the best sucker of the lot. I'll pay off Anitas mortgage on thet joint of hers in Philaddphia, and
shélll be tickled green.

"Theré's a couple of good ones coming from the Middle West, dl ripe for my psychic development
classes. There's one coming from Cincinnati thet is a sure bet.”

"You mean Arthur Dykeman?'

"Right. Since his daughter floated to the upper plane, he's been looking everywhere for a materidization.
Madame Plunket, out in Cincinnati, passed him aong as her contribution.

"The madame goes in for better game than Anita Marie, but she's pretty cheap, too—and Dykeman will
be pretty near dl profit.”

"Thanksto Slade," observed the chief.

"Yes" responded the rgah. "Sade did wdl there. That's why | figured this Philaddphia proposition
would be safe. | didn't waste any time after Anita Marie gave me the news about Mrs. Garwood."

THERE was slence in the darkened room. The shrouding curtain a the doorway masked dl light. Rgah
Brahman's cigarette had gone. But the interview was not yet over. The rgah had an important matter to
discuss

"Say, chief," he said, "you wrote me that you didn't like the mess up at the Hotel Daban. Y ou figured that
it might mean alot of trouble of akind we didn't expect. What did you meen by that?'

"I was thinking about the person who started the trouble,” came the quiet reply. "He put Jacques out of
commisson. He may try something likeit again."

"Just awise guy. Jacques logt his head, that's dl.”

"No, that isn't dl. There was something unreal about the whole affar. The man who commenced it came
from nowhere. He went back to where he came. Puffed out of the room like a cloud of smokel”

"He can't bother us any more. He probably knows that the police think he did it. Hell lay low from now
on."

"Not if heisthemen | think heis" There was an ominous tone to the remark. It was impressve even to
Rgjah Brahman, the man who was law unto himsdf.

"Do you know who heis, chief?"
"Did you ever hear of The Shadow?'
"The Shadow!" Rgah Brahman's exdamation was alow, quick cry. "Do you think it was The Shadow?'

"l suspect it," said the chief. "The people in that room were a scared lot, and Jacques fdt it as badly as
any of them. He said that the laugh came from the other world. 1 wouldn't be surprised if he believed it.

"I have heard that The Shadow laughs like that. | have heard that The Shadow is a man who disappears



mygerioudy. There are gangsters who are afraid to turn, because they dread The Shadow!"

"The Shadow goes after gunmen,” declared Rgjah Brahman. "He wouldn't spend his time trying to grab
spooks.”

"Not ordinarily,” replied the chief, "but don't forget that The Shadow plays for big game. If he knew that
Jacques was just one member of our ring -"

The voice ended with its fateful suggestion. The remark awoke a responsive chord in Rgah Brahman.
The man on the throne was no longer confident.

"I'm glad you told me this, chief," he sad. "'l see your point, now. We are playing our cards mighty close,
but we have our fingers on one of the biggest rackets in the country. We've got to be on the watch.

"If The Shadow is In back of this, he may try to tumble me—like he tumbled Jacques.”
"Exactly."

"Wdl, my eyes are open. I'm teking preferred customers only. A stranger doesn't have a chance up here.
You know that, chief."

The rgah spoke with a renewed assurance. He arose from his throne, and strode through the darkened
room. He pushed aside the heavy curtain of the anteroom, and beckoned to his companion. The two
plotters were quartered in the outer room when Imam Singh joined them.

"Tony," said Rgjah Brahman quietly, "it's up to you to keep a close watch on everything. The big work is
beginning, and we have a hunch there may be trouble—from The Shadow."

The turban-capped servant opened his eyes and nodded.
"Remember it," admonished the shirt-deeved rgjah.

He thrugt out his dark-stained hand and received the clasp of his chief. Tony, otherwise known as Imam
Singh, ushered the vigtor to the door. Rgah Brahman swung about and looked toward the curtain that
shrouded the entrance to his sanctum.

He was garing at a mass of solid blackness beside the door. It did not move. Rgah Brahman gave it no
further notice. He laughed as he went through the curtain.

A long shadow fdl upon the floor of the anteroom. It moved toward the outer door, and atal, black clad
form followed it. The slent stranger merged with the wal as Imam Singh returned.

When the servant had Ieft to join his master, somewhere beyond the sanctuary, the stranger in black
laughed.

Hiswhigpered tones were different from the sordid mirth that Rgjah Brahman had uttered. The laugh of
The Shadow, as it sounded in that little room, was filled with siniser mockery. While the low echoes dill
resounded, the manin black was gone.

It was an hour afterward that two hands appeared above a lighted spot on a plan table. Upon one
glowed the mydtic fire of the girasol.

The white hands fingered a sheaf of newspaper dippings. They removed one tha told of the death of
Sela Dykeman, a Cincinnati debutante, in an automobile accident, a month ago.



The hands produced a tiny metd disk. They bused themsaves with it for a short while Then the light
went out, and a sardonic laugh rippled through the tomblike room.

WHEN Detective Joe Cardona reached his office in the morning, he found grins awaiting him. The
answer was a package on his desk. Unconscious of ridiculing eyes, Cardona opened the cardboard box,
and disclosed another bunch of fresh violets

"Guess these were meant for Fritz," declared Cardona gruffly.

He pushed his way through a throng of viewing detectives. He encountered the janitor standing in the
hdlway. He thrust the flowers in the man's hands, much to the merriment of those who watched him.

The janitor was dumfounded. For this was the red Fritz—not the unknown man who sometimes played
his part. Fritz, followed by a group of laughers, went to his locker and placed the violets upon the shelf.

Alone a his desk, Cardona was garing a atiny disk in his right hand. He had drawn it from the violet
gems, and had retained it there when he had given the bouquet to Fritz. Upon the disk were inscribed
these words:

ACCIDENT
CINCINNATI
MARCH

The disk clinked in Cardona's pocket. The detective donned his hat and left the office. Half an hour later,
he was riding toward the Pennsylvania Station, in a taxicab, his suitcase on the seat beside him.

CHAPTER X. SPIRITS APPEAR

RAJAH BRAHMAN, clad in full Oriental regdia, was ligening at a secret pand which opened into his
reception room. A gmile gleamed upon his dark-dyed face. Carefully, he opened a dat in the pand. His
keen eye peered through and observed the vistors who had assembled.

There were nearly twenty persons present dl of them people of affluence. Shrewdly, the rgah took
account of their identities.

The throng was about equdly divided into men and women. Among the latter was the wife of a rich
Chicago packer—a woman worth more than a million in her own right. She had come with hopes of
communicating with a child that had died in infancy. Rgjah Brahman smiled.

He saw aman from Los Angdes an dderly gentleman who had long since retired from business. He was
aregular contributor to the many mediums who thrived in the metropolis of southern Cdifornia

A good prospect—but one who should be worked dowly, he had been corraled by the leader of the
psychic circlein Los Angeles.

Weaned from his many spiritudidic interests, this man from the Pacific coast had made a specid trip to
New Y ork to attend the seance of the renowned Rgah Brahman, whose fame lived everywhere.

In a corner stood two men; both legacies from the now defunct circle once conducted by Professor
Raoul Jacques. One of these was Benjamin Castelle—a skeptic, but a wedthy man whose presence was
desrable.

The other was Thomeas Telford, the prospective dupe whom Jacques had recommended. Rgah Brahman



amiled once more. Those notes that Jacques had |eft were to prove ussful even though the Hindu seer
pretended that he had no need of them.

A middle-aged woman attracted the rgjah's attention. This was Mrs. Garwood, from Philadelphia One
glance told the renowned rgjah that here was a true believer. Impressed by the crude demongrations of
Anita Marie, she would be an easy mark.

The mystic's forehead wrinkled as he noted the young man who stood beside her. This was the nephew
of whom Anita Marie had spoken. His presence was not pleasing to the seer.

One lagt glance showed Arthur Dykeman, an dderly, gray-haired man who stood moody and aone, his
face worn with care and unhagppiness. He had come here to seek word from his lost daughter, the only
child who had been inline for hismillions

Stricken with grief, the miserable father was willing to pay thousands for one brief glimpse of his departed
child. So far, he had received but little solace.

To-night, Rgah Brahman reflected, happiness would come to the tired spirit of that man. Short happiness
for Arthur Dykeman; continued profit for Rgah Brahman and his chief.

Thetiny opening closed. Rgah Brahman walked into a darkened hdl. He found Imam Singh—otherwise
Tony—sesated, turbanless, a atable, with a pair of earphones adjusted to his head.

A shedf of penciled notations showed that the assstant had been keeping close tabs on the discussons
that were going on in the reception room. For the earphones were connected with a dictagraph that was
hidden on the wall of the other room.

Rgjah Brahman amiled and stroked hisfdse beard as he watched Imam Singh at work. He reached out,
removed the earphones from the man's head, and placed them over hisown ears.

Seating hmsdf at the table, he ligened intently, then pointed to the door. Tony understood the sgnd. It
was his cue to usher the guests into the seance room. The servant put on his turban and eft.

The babble from the earphones died away. Tony returned and stood waiting. Rgah Brahman was
caefully scanning the written notations.

"Good work, Tony," he said. "Wait for your cue—after | finish with Mrs. Furzeman, the fa woman from
Chicago.”

"OK.," sad Tony.

"Youll have plenty of time to make up," declared Rgjah Brahman. "Is the table dl loaded?"
"Wes"

"Let's go, then!"

Rgah Brahman was an imposing figure as he strode into the seance room. Faithful Imam Singh preceded
hm and stood waiting for the appearance of the master. Arms-folded, sanding a the left of the throne,
Imam Singh brought an awed slence to the seated group.

When Rgah Brahman appeared, a dight buzz of admiration arose, but it was quickly slenced by an
impressve glare from the medium's dark eyes.

SEATING himsdf upon the throne, Rgjah Brahman assumed the passivity of the golden Buddha. After a



few moments, his head turned dowly, and his eyes met those of different personsin the group.

They singled out the woman from Chicago, and noted her enrgptured gaze. They rested cdmly upon the
face of Arthur Dykeman, the bereaved father. Findly, they stared directly a the face of Benjamin
Cagdle.

A fant amile appeared upon the skeptic's lips as he met the seer's chdlenging stare. Rgah Brahman was
unmoved. He saw the amile fade dowly away.

"I speak," declared the rgjah, in avoice that bore aforeign tone, "to those who are willing to see the light.
Todl others | say that your presence here is purposeless.

"I see among you some of the faithful who have learned my firg lessons in Hindu occultism. | may say
that dl mediumship has originated in the Orient— among the Yogi of the Himadayas and the Mahaimas of
Tibet.

"It is from such masters that | have learned my hidden knowledge. This mugt be understood by dl who
have not yet been versed in the true development of psychic mediumship.

"| see one'—the rgah's eyes assumed a glassy sare—"who has suffered a grief more recent then dl
others. One woman among you has come here tonight because she seeks advice of a person on whom
she has rdied for years.”

The seer's head turned and stared directly toward Maude Garwood. The widow pressed her nephew's
am, as she 9ghed in rapture. The stern face of the rgjah softened.

"All cannot cross immediady the barrier that lies between the earthly plane and the astrd,” he declared.
"Your hushand, madame'—a gasp of astonishment came from Maude Garwood—"has not yet reached
the higher plane from which | can hope to conjure his spirit. But perhaps | may gain a message of hope."

He clapped his hands three times, and Imam Singh bowed before the throne. The rgah spoke a few
words in Hindugtani.

The servant walked to the side of the room, and returned with atdl, gilded table. He placed it before the
throne. Opposite, he st a large chair. He turned toward Mrs. Garwood, and made a sdaam. The
woman understood. She was to seat hersdlf in the chair.

She arose with a short, happy glance toward her nephew, and sat opposite Rgjah Brahman.

"Itisinthe dark that spirits manifest themsdlves™ stated the seer. "But as conditions are not yet such that
| can produce a complete manifestation of your departed husband, | believe that we may accomplish our
wish with out the aid of darkness."

He clapped his hands thrice, and Imam Singh approached with a large date. Rgah Brahman asked that it
be passed about the circle. Meanwhile, he spoke softly to the woman who sat before him, murmuring a
jargon of English and a foreign tongue.

Imam Singh arrived with the date, and placed it on the table. He added a piece of chak.

Ignoring the chak, Rgjah Brahman showed the date. He requested Maude Garwood to put the date
under the table, holding it in her own hands, keeping its upper sde againg the under surface of the table.
The woman complied with the request.

"This semblance of darkness" declared the rgah, "may bring us the message that we require. Let us



ligen.”
An impressive dlence followed.
"Let meremove the date" suggested Rgah Brahman.

He did so, and placed the object on the table. The upper sde of the date was 4ill blank The seer viewed
it thoughtfully.

"Perhaps,” he said, "a declaration of your identity might induce a response from the spirit. Will you write
your name upon the date, with this chak?'

Maude Garwood complied.

"One moment,” sad the rgah. "Is there any one here whom you know - one in this cirdle who could
identify the writing of both yoursdf and the one who has departed?”

"My nephew," declared Maude Garwood.
"Request im to join us™ said the mydtic.

Dick Terry approached and stood on one side of the table. Imam Singh was opposite him. Dick noted
his aunt's Sgnature upon the date. He saw Rgjah Brahman lift the date and place it in Maude Garwood's
hands.

"Beneeth the table" said the medium. "That isright. But be sure to turn it so your Sgnature is downward.
Spirits, like mortas, write from above. Ligen!”

THE find word commanded slence. The room was breathless. A soft scratching sound seemed to come
from the table. The noise ceased Raah Brahman nodded to Maude Garwood. The woman brought forth
the date and placed it on the table.

There, in chak, was written the message:

You were right, Maude, dear. Have faith. My spirit will be with you.

GEOFFREY .

"My husband's writing!" exclamed Maude Garwood. "Look, Dick! Geoffrey's own words."

Dick Terry scanned the words. He was familiar with his uncle's hand. He was forced to admit that every
stroke, even to the Sgnature, was a facamile of Geoffrey Garwood's inscription.

Dick's face appeared puzzled. Then, with a sudden thought, he reached quickly forward and turned over
the date!

Rgah Brahman smiled. On the opposite Side appeared Maude Garwood's sgnature, exactly as she had
written it. Dick was dumfounded.

Imam Singh politely lifted the date and passed it around the circle. He brought it to Maude Garwood,
who had returned to her own char. He let her keep the date, and the woman amiled while her
tear-dimmed eyes shone.

The table was carried away by the Hindu servant. Thoughtfully, Rgjah Brahman stared into space.



"l see alittle child,” he stated, "a child living in the spirit reeim. A child who has dwdt in the agiral plane
since infancy. Does any one recognize the pirit? It is close to one who is here to-night - close to a
woman in our midg.”

The woman from Chicago was nodding. Rgah Brahman motioned to Dick Tery and to Benjamin
Cagtelle. He extended his arms and asked each man to stand beside him. Simultaneoudy, the lights went
out as Imam Singh pressed the switch.

"Hold my wrists, good friends” said Rgah Brahman. "Hold my wrists. One on ether sde.”

The men obeyed. They could fed the mydic's arms touching them. A long Sgh came from the medium,
then a short moan. A tiny flicker of light floated about in the air above the stters.

Thelight grew; then gradudly disappeared. It emerged again and developed into a flitting, luminous form.
It took the vague shape of a baby that floated back and forth, close to the floor, then high above the
heads.

Directly from the spirit shape came alow, baby cry. It grew louder; then faded. With its passing, the tiny
shape began to disappear, exactly as though it were entering an unseen dimension of space.

A prolonged gasp came from Rgah Brahman. He wrenched his arms, and for a moment, Dick thought
the man would totter from the throne. Then came hiscdl to Imam Singh.

The lights appeared to show Rgah Brahman, with ams outstretched, leaning upon the two men for
support.

Eyes looked toward the caling. There was no Sgn of the vanished spook.

Mrs. Furzeman was & the rgjah's throne, pouring forth her gratitude. She had recognized the spirit of her
child. For the firg time, she had seen aful materidization.

The rgjah bowed in acknowledgment of her thanks. He could see that the entire group was awed, and
now he prepared for the greatest spectacle of the evening.

A cabinet, mounted on a light but broad platform, was carried forward by Imam Singh. The spectators
watched curioudy as the Hindu servant arranged it in the center of the circle. The cabinet had upright
corner rods and a thin, black top.

There were curtains at the sdes; these were controlled by a sngle tasseled cord, the end of which was
caried to Rgah Brahman by his servant.

Imam Singh went to the wall, and changed the lights until only a mild, indirect glow produced a socthing
luminogty. Under that illumination, the high celling done showed traces of light. The floor dl about the
cabinet was vague and obscure.

Not even the white-clad Hindu servant was visble. Only a fant sparkle from the costume of the jeweled
rgah reflected the lights from above.

"Within these curtains” said Rgah Brahman softly, "I shdl materidize a spirit—one that some one here
gl recognize. Be thoughtful in your speech with the spirit. Remember thet it will appear from another
plane -

The voice ended as the curtains swished down. The rgah had released the cord. A tenseness came over
the circle. Minutes ticked dowly by, until the rgjah drew the cord to raise the curtains. The bare vacancy



of the cabinet was scarcdly discernible.
"Let uswait," said Rgah Brahman solemnly. "My psychic vison shows that one will soon be with us -"

As his mydtic tones dwindled, dl eyes watched the cabinet. A luminous spot was gppearing upon the
platform, which stood a foot above the floor. The spot enlarged. It became a shapeless mass. Tdler,
tdler it grew, until a radiant form of light stood swaying in the cabinet.

The outline of a human face was vishble. It turned about as though seeking some one in the circle. It
stopped, and asiit lingered, those who watched saw the countenance of a beautiful young girl.

"My daughter! Stdla” The cry came from Arthur Dykeman, the man from Cincinndti.

DYKEMAN was pressing forward; seeking to grasp the ethered vison, but the materidized girl waved
hm back. A voice came from the spirit - a plantive murmur—and Dykeman paused to ligen to its

message.

"I mugt return to the agtrd plane” were the words. "I cannot linger long to-night. | have found the guide
who can bring me here again. Have faith, dear father. Have fath.”

"Are you happy, daughter?"
"Yes, father. All is happiness on the higher plane. All is happiness -"
The spirit extended her hands.

"You may touch her hands" said Rgah Brahman, in alow tone. "Be careful, that is dl. She is completely
materidized. Step back when she commences to sway -"

Dykeman was dasping the hands of the gorgeous spirit. The form shimmered weirdly, and the father
moved away. Stll, the form remained.

"She is waiting for you to speak,” said Rgah Brahman. "She wishes a token of your love—a token of
remembrance -"

Arthur Dykeman was fumbling in his pockets. He brought out a jewe case. As he opened it, the sparkle
of gems showed as they reflected the dazzling luminosty of the spectrd vison. The girl spirit was out of
the cabinet, now —a few paces forward.

"Your jewels, darling"—Dykeman's voice was fdtering—"your own jewels —those that belonged to
your mother before -"

One by one, the man placed the glittering rings upon the fingers of the shining, extended hands. As the
task was ended, the form began to sway. Dykeman stepped back, and the vison dwindled.

It moved toward the cabinet; there it became a swirling patch of light, until findly dl was blackness. The
curtains swished upward.

A long slence followed. At lagt, Rgjah Brahman spoke, in alow, weary voice.

"I no longer fed the presence of my spirit guide. Like the materidized form, he has returned to the astrd
plane”

The man on the throne clapped his hands, weakly. Lights came on in the room. Imam Singh was standing
by the door. Rgjah Brahman was redining on his throne.



He dropped the tasseled cord as Imam Singh approached. The servant drew the cord to reved the bare
cabinet. He drew the contrivance away to the sde of the room.

The gtters knew that the seance was ended. Some obeyed the gestures of Imam Singh, who motioned
them toward the reception room. Others, atrifle more bold, approached the rgjah's throne.

All had been impressed by the amazing seence—particularly the ones who had seen spirits which they
recognized.

Dick Terry and hisaunt were close by when Benjamin Cagtelle was spesking to Rgah Brahman.
"A wonderful demondtration,” Castelle was saying. "I am a skeptic, you know, but seances such as this

will make me a believer. This gentleman"—he indicated Thomas Telford, Sanding near—"told me that he
was anxious to speak to you. He is new in psychic research -"

Rgah Brahman was looking toward Tdford. He saw a tadl, dderly gentleman, whose face was mild and
whose eyes were hdf shut. He motioned to the man to approach. With one hand on Telford's shoulder,
the seer spokeinalow voice.

"l saw a sairit form near you tonight,” he said. "I know that there is a message for you—a message that
concerns you gravely. Have fath. Perhaps, a my next seance, | can prevail upon that spirit to speak.

"Rome was nat built in a day. We mug not hope to commune with the spirits too rapidly. But soon—I
promise you—soon."

THE mydtic sat upright on his throne, and folded his arms. Those who understood, knew that he was
preparing for his hour of contemplation when he sought the advice of his spirit guide. The little group
moved away and went to the reception room. Imam Singh closed the door behind them.

In the reception room, Maude Garwood was speaking in rapture to her nephew. The two were aone.

"Wamn't it wonderful, Dick?" she asked. "The message from Geoffrey - ahl Perhaps | may see him as that
men saw his daughter—that was wonderful, Dick!"

"Yes" grunted Dick, dill unconvinced. "Wonderful, the way he passed over fifty thousand dollars worth
of jewdry. Thisrgah is clever, Aunt Maude— very clever—but he is a faker!"

Maude Garwood was protesting as they Ieft the room. Dick Terry was not ligening. His hand had gone
to his coat pocket—and as they were riding downdtairs in the eevator, Dick was wondering about an
object that he had discovered there.

When they reached the lobby, Dick went out to find the limousine, which had been forced to park a
distance away from the hotel. By the light of a street lamp, he brought the object from his pocket.

It was a large gold watch. Dick placed it to his ear. The waich was not running. He stared & the did,
then tried to open the case. He could not budge it.

How had he obtained this timepiece? Dick could give no explanation. Unless it had materidized in his
pocket, there was no way of explaining its presence there. Dick pocketed the watch in bewilderment.

Then, to his ears, came the dight echo of a dartling laugh. Strange, snister tones that seemed to have no
author. Dick glanced about him, startled. There was no one near by.

Theripples of the laugh died away. The sound was more uncanny than the strange manifestations that had



taken place in Rgah Brahman's seance room.

What was the meaning of that laugh? Had some one—a weird phantom of the night—seen him glancing
a the myserious watch? Were there redly spooks, that came and went in the darkness?

Dick Terry was bewildered more than before. He fdt that he was on the border of the unexplainable.
He did not know that he had heard the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI. ROGUES AGREE

WHEN Imam Singh reappeared in Rgah Brahman's seance room, to indicate that the lagt of the vigtors
hed gone, the seer arose from his throne and cast aside his resplendent turban.

"It dl went smooth to-night, Tony," he said. "Good work, boy!"

With his assgtant's aid, the mydic divested himsdf of the remainder of his Hindu garb, and drew the
package of cigarettes from his trousers pocket. While he smoked, Tony brought in the basin, towd, and
jar of cold cream. Rgah Brahman laid his cigarette aside and attacked his make-up.

Smooth-faced, and severa shades lighter in complexion, he stretched his ams and laughed. Then he
went to the tdl table that stood in a corner of the room—the same table that Imam Singh had brought
forward for the date writing.

The transformed seer turned the table upside down. From a racklike dide, he removed a blank date.

"I knocked that nephew goggle-eyed, didn't I?* he asked. "Thisis a sweet sunt, the way | work it now,
Tony. | pulled out the message date with one hand, while | did the blank into the dots. That was the time
| didn't get the message.”

He paused and laughed.

"They surefdl for it," he added. "Neither the dame nor her nephew had an idea that she was writing her
name on top of adate that dready had the message! | let her handle it done from then on. | thought that
copy of the old man's writing would knock them dead.”

Tony, no longer wearing the solemn countenance of Imam Singh, was grinning as he carried the garments
of the rgjah into the adjoining room. The unmasked Hindu made a brief ingpection of the cabinet at the
gde of the room, then joined his assigtant.

Ficking up the jacket of his Hindu costume, Rgah Brahman fdt among its folds. Not discovering what he
sought, he turned to his companion.

"Where did you put the phony watch, Tony?"

"It mugt be there fill."

"I can't find it. Sure you didn't take it out of the secret pocket?"
"No."

"That's funny," declared the rgah. "I shoved it there when | yanked my hand away from Castelle—just
before | gave you the word to turn on the lights™

"Maybe that's it," said Tony, pointing to an object on a table in the corner. "I don't remember putting it



there, though."

Rgah Brahman picked up a watch that was lying on the table. He placed the sem to hislips. He blew a
puff of ar, and the watch itsdf did awvay dong a noisdess tdescoping rod that stretched its dender length
adistance of 9x fest.

Gripping the sem benegth his teeth, the rgah puffed dowly, and the front of the watch opened. A
bdloonlike form came into viev— appearing more like a toy than a spirit—for there was light in this
room.

The mystic shook his head. He sucked in his breath. The baloon flopped into the watch. Rejah's head
went back, and the bulk of the fake watch did down the telescopic rod. The rgah locked it with a click
of the slem, and laid the watch on the table.

"That's the old one," he declared. "I had it out to-night, before the seance. | was usng the new one—it
makes a §pook twice as big as the other, so it's more effective.

"Take alook around the seance room, Tony," he added with a touch of worry. "It would be a bad thing
to have that lying where some one might pick it up.”

Before the assstant could start forth on his search, a buzzer sounded.
"That's Martin Slade," declared Rgah Brahman. "Show himin, Tony."

A minute later, a cool-faced man entered the sanctum and smiled as he viewed the shirt-deeved rgah.
The mydtic looked toward his vigtor.

Martin Sade was a man of good appearance. Quigtly dressed, faultlesdy attired, he presented himsdf
wedl. Only the dight shiftiness of his eyes betrayed the manner of a crook.

"Helo, Bert," greeted Sade, In a smooth, convincing voice. "The chief told me you wanted to see me”

"l do," said Rgiah Brahman. "St down. I've got a couple of jobs for you, right herein New York. You're
going to stay here for awhile"

Sade nodded and took a chair.
"Hrg of dl," declared Rgah Brahman, "we mug dinch the Garwood propostion.”

"I CLEANED that up for you, Bert," responded Slade. "You know how | worked it down in
Philaddphia. The old man's out of the way -"

"Yes" interrupted the rgjah, "but there's another trouble now. Mrs. Garwood has come to New York, as
Anita Marie told her to do. But she has brought her nephew dong with her. A felow from Texas, named
Dick Terry. He was here to-night at the seance.”

"Did he try to queer your act?'

"No. On the contrary, | fooled him completdly. But I've szed him up, Slade, and he's going to be a tough
customer. It would be best to have him out of the picture.”

"That's easy, herein New York. You know how | stand with Barney Gleason's mob. They don't know
my racket. They'll do whet | tdl them - chegp.”

"All right. Keep that in mind. But remember—it's got to be done so the old lady won't suspect anything is



wrong. Fix it so the nephew disappears, and isin wrong with his aunt. Think it over, Slade. See me about
it leter."

"Il do that, Bert. What's the other job?"

"An easy one for you, Slade. I've added a new sucker to the lis— an easy play if | can get the story.
Jacques left a complete report on him. He was here to-night. Tony!™

Thelast word was in a louder tone. The white clad form of Imam Singh entered the sanctum.
"Get me the dope on Teford," ordered Rgah Brahman.

The assstant went away, and returned with a sheet of paper. Rgah Brahman amiled as he conaulted the
document, holding it close to the light so he could read it more reedily.

"Here's the dope, Slade," he said. "Tdford is a wedthy man from New Orleans. We don't have a psychic
carcle there, yet, or we probably would have landed him direct.

"However, Telford had a row with hisonly son, severa years ago. The son ran away. The old man heard
from him in New York. He learned that the son— James—had gone to sea. He thinks that the boy
drowned in a ship that sunk off the coast of Virginia

"Tdford has been living in a house on Long Idand, hoping that he might trace poor young Jm—if the boy
isdill dive.

"Lately, he got the idea that maybe if his son was dead, the spirits could be of help. That's how he
happened to get in touch with Professor Jacques.

"So far, the information is meager, but Jacques has learned one thing that is going to help. Teford has
accumulated everything pertaining to his son— letters that young dJm wrote; a diary that he kept;
newspaper dippings, photographs and what not.”

"Did Jacques see any of them?' questioned Slade.

"No," replied the rgjah. "That's the best part of it. The old man has them dl in a safe out on Long Idand.
He'sliving donein aandl home. An old housekeeper is there, but she's abit deaf. Jacques talked to her
on the telephone once.”

"Somy jobis-"

"To crack that safe some night when Telford is away. Find out dl you can —but don't leave any traces.
Tdford said something about going up to Boston to-morrow to see an old seaman who was on the same
boat with his son.

"Get this the old men talks about his grief, but he's cagey. That's why | like it. When | begin to give him
spedific information, he will fdl like a ton of bricks."

"If he's going to be away," said Sade thoughtfully, "I may be able to bring the quff in here, and take it
back after you've looked &t it."

"Great!" excdamed the rgjah. "If you can work it that way, so much the better."

"That means I'll have to stay in New York," sad Slade. "Wel, the other jobs can wait. . Louis is dl
right. So is Cleveland. The Chicago job is off for the present, anyhow. Madame Plunket isworking there,
now, insteed of Cincinnati.



"The chief and | talked about it, this afternoon. She has most of the members of the old psychic circle,
and it isn't a good idea to work on her customers so soon after the Dykeman job.”

"That settles it, then," said the rgah. "Go after Tdford right away. Then look over the Garwood
proposition. | want that felow Terry out of the way."

RAJAH BRAHMAN paced dowly back and forth across the room. He was an incongruous figure, now,
inhis shirt deeves.

He was thinking about something of importance—a matter which he wished to discuss with Martin Sade.
But he was doubtful of the advisability. At last, he stopped and put his fird statement into the form of a
question.

"Wha dse did the chief have to say?' asked the rgjah.

"He talked about the copper stock,” said Sade. "It's going great guns. He's letting it out as fast as the
brokers cdl for it. He says if it keeps on the way it's going now, hell unload completely and start on
another line"

"Hed better be thinking about it pretty quickly, then," declared Rgah Brahman. "When he dropped
Consolidated Timber and started an Coronado Copper, it took a couple of months for the suckers to
switch.

"They were dill crying for the timber stock. That means a switch dl dong the line Little Flower can't
begin to change her tune overnight, and there's a flock of mediums working her overtime right now.”

"He's going to speak to you about it," said Slade.
"Did he mention anything else?' questioned the rgjah.
"Nathing of importance.”

"Maybe he thought it would be best to keep quigt,” said Rgah Brahman, "but it's up to me as wdl as to
him. So I'm gaing to let you in on it, Slade.

"I was tdking with the chief the other night. We were discussing that afar up a the Daban. We
thought—only thought, mind you— that maybe The Shadow was mixed iniit."

"The Shadow!" exclamed Sade.

A change came over the man's cdm face. He glanced about him as though expecting a sniger form to
emerge from the curtains of the anteroom. Rgjah Brahman eyed his confederate closdly.

"Did you ever see The Shadow?' he asked.

"No," returned Slade. "I don't want to see him, either! I've kept clear of him for along while, Bert. They
sy he's uncanny—that he can be everywhere a once. | don't like it, Bert, if hesinit -"

"Dont tak foolishly, Slade," argued Rgah Brahman. "We're only discussing possibilities. It looks like The
Shadow, and it doesn't look like him. That's enough, isn't it? All it meansis to keep your eyes open.”

"Il do thet, Bert! If | get the least suspicion that The Shadow is wise to anything, | won't be adeep a
minute. | work smooth, Bert, and there's only one man in the country who could get on my trall if he ever
went after it. That's The Shadow himsdf!”



"It doesn't concern you, a present,” sad the rgah quidly. "The Jacques afar was a mistake. It's not
linked with any of your doings. I'm only tdling you, because you're working in New Y ork, right now. The
Shadow doesn't fool around the sticks. Cincinnati—Philade phia— dl the rest of them. The Shadow isn't
inthose places.”

"That'sright, Bert," said Slade, in arelieved tone.

"I'm the one who must be careful,” declared Rgjah Brahman. "And I'm not worried about The Shadow.
As a mater of fact, | wouldn't mind medting him. If he's as dippery as they say he is hed be a, good
assigant to usein the spook cabinet.”

THE tone of derison made Martin Sade grin. His momentary quams were ended. He spoke
resssuringly.

"You don't have to worry," declared Slade. "What if The Shadow should find out that Rgah Brahman
was Bert Clutten? Y ou've never been mixed up in the killings, directly. Neither has Tony."

"l said that 1 was not worrying,” responded Rajah Brahman. "But I'm on the lookout, just the same. If
The Shadow took a shot at the seance Jacques was giving, he may try the same with me. That's dl."

"He can't do it, Bert," declared Sade emphaticdly. "From dl | hear, it's beginning to leek out that the
police are after a stranger who was at the Daban seance. The rumor is that they think an unknown man
killed Harvey. So that bird—whether he's The Shadow or not— will have to lay low for awnhile”

"That's whet the chief and | decided," said Rgah Brahman. "But | have a different idea about it, now. |
wouldn't be surprised if The Shadow should pop into my seance room any night. You know who's
hendling the Harvey murder, don't you?'

"Sure. Joe Cardona," Slade answered.

"Right. Where is he?'

"Therés talk about him baeing away on leave."

"Righnt," the rgjah responded. "Did you stop to think thet thisis an odd time for him to be away?'
Sade became dightly nervous.

"You don't mean"—his voice was tense—"that Cardona might have got wise to the other rings -"

"Not a bit of it!" laughed Rgah Brahman derisvely. "That flatfoot couldnt get wise to anything. At the
sametime, I'd rather have him herein New Y ork than away."

"Why?" questioned Slade, in surprise.

"Because Cardona loves to kick up afuss" Rgah Brahman explained. "If The Shadow isin this, playing
awating game, he can't do much while Cardonais in town. Cardona would come blundering on the job
as soon as The Shadow started anything. That's why | think there's a reason for Cardona's absence.”

"Y ou mean The Shadow?"

"Yes | mean The Shadow may have decoyed Cardona somewhere. Unless - which isonly one chancein
athousand—Cardona has redly got a clew. But he can't get far with it if he has. It's The Shadow | think
about—not Cardona-"



"I get you, Bert."

"If Cardona moves" the seer continued, "he gives himsdf away a week beforehand. But you can't tdl
how The Shadow works. I've heard enough about him to know that. So I'm keegping my eyes open.

"You do the same" he cautioned. "Watch yoursdf when you come in here. Watch when you go out.”

The men drolled into the anteroom, Raah Brahman repesting his admonition. The tdl, temporarily
smooth-faced mystic was cdm and a ease, but Martin Slade was lill dubious as he glanced suspicioudy
about him. Nating the man's manner, Rgjah Brahman pressed his lesson home.

"Come only when necessary,” he said. "The chief is daying away except when he can come without
anybody suspecting who heis.

"Jacques is out atogether, keeping quiet, and not coming near here. He shipped his parapherndia over
here, and that may have been a mistake. But it was the only way he could get rid of the chair.”

"Youve got it here now?"
"Yes Downdairs."
"It'saclever gag, it it?"

"Wadl," declared Rgah Brahman in a noncommitta tone, "l can't say it's no good at dl, because nobody
suspected it up at the Daban. They must have looked it over with everything else that was there.

"But | know better gags than that chair, and | wouldn't useit in a seance of my own."
"Particularly now," said Sade.

"Not a any timel" declared Rgah Brahman. "I have my own methods— and I'll fool the mediums with
them, aswdl as the public. The Shadow, too! Il spot that fdlow the minute he puts his soft foot in this
plape”

Martin Sade left by the outer door. Rgah Brahman returned to the inner sanctum. He had forgotten all
about his missng watch—the tricky device with which he had produced his baby spook.

Not for one ingtant did the mydic suppose that it was anywhere other than some place in this apartment.

Rgah Brahman had dated to Martin Sade that he would be able to spot The Shadow. Had the
pretended seer possessed the second gght which he daimed, he would have had his opportunity now.

For scarcely had the curtain dropped before the door of the inner shrine, than a figure emerged from a
darkened spot on thewdl beside that very curtain.

It was The Shadow—the tdl, mysterious man in black. Once more he had stood unseen before the
porta of Rgah Brahman's sanctum.

Softly, The Shadow laughed. Then histdl form glided dong the path that Martin Slade had taken.
A soft, eerie laugh echoed in the room to mark The Shadow's passing.

CHAPTER XIl. THE RAJAH'S SCHEME

IT was exactly forty-eight hours later that Martin Slade again appeared in Rgah Brahman's luxurious
gpartment. He came in a spirit of eation.



Although the night was warm, Slade was wearing a light overcoat, and he did not divest himsdf of the
outer garment until he was received in Rgjah Brahman's sanctum.

He found the fdse mydticin the naturd guise of Bert Clutten. There had been no vidtors to-day. It was a
Hindu day of repose, and Rgah Brahman was smooth-faced and clad in dressng gown and dippers. He
looked up shrewdly as Slade arrived, and smacked a amdl portfolio upon a chair.

"I've got the whole workd" exdaimed Martin Slade. "Everything— here.”
"I thought you were after it last night," declared Rgjah Brahman.

"I lad low ingtead," explained Sade. "I wanted to make sure the old man was away. | got the lay of the
place, and was lucky enough to hear that old housekeeper shouting at the top of her lungs over the
telephone. Tdling some one that the old man wouldnt be back until Tuesday morning—that's
to-morrow."

"What about putting the suff back?" questioned Rgah Brahman, opening the portfalio.
"Il do it to-night,” declared Slade. "There's plenty of time to go over it dl and get it back there.

"I was worried about cracking the safe” he went on, "but the old crib was easy when | got started.
Opened like the door of anice box. Nothing to it!"

Rgah Brahman was sorting out the things that the portfolio contained. The expresson in his eyes
resembled that of a man who has discovered a gold mine. Here were |etters dippings—everything that he
desired.

Tony—as much Imam Sngh as ever—arived a his master's cdl, bringing paper and pencil.
Cross-legged on the floor, Rgah Brahman began to take notes, cdling Martin Slade to St beside him.

As the minutes went by, the two men gained a perfect account of the past hisory of young James
Tdford, Thomas Teford's son.

Rgah Brahman hdd a photograph in his hand. He looked at Slade thoughtfully. Then he cdled Tony.
"Teke this downgtairs and snap it," he ordered. "Wait a moment, Tony! Here's another!™

Referring to his notations, Rgjah Brahman salected a amdl snapshot that showed James Telford standing
infront of a Louisana bungaow. He gaveit to Tony aso.

"How much do you know about New Orleans?’ he inquired of Martin Slade.

"I know it like a book," declared Slade. "Many's the night I've spent dong Cand Street—and in the
French quarter. | could give you the dimensons of Jackson Square from memory. The old town isn't
what it used to be, though—afew years back, when | was there.

"How many years ago?'
"Hve or sx. Sx, now | come to think of it."
"That's about the time young Jm Tdford left there” said Rgah Brahman reflectively.

"l get you," said Sade. "Wl if you want any dope to spring on the old man, | can supply it. When you
meateridize the spook of the lost boy -"



"I don't need information about New Orleans” interrupted Rgah Brahman suavely. "I wanted to know
what you knew about the town. It won't be necessary for me to go into details with Thomas Tdford. |
expect you to do that."

"You expect me-"
"Yes In other words, there will be no materidization of James Tdford."

"But"—Sade could not seem to understand—"but that's why | cracked the safe. You've got the dope,
and you're not going to use it?"

"Look a thispicture" said Rgah Brahman, thrusting a photograph of the missng man into Sade's hands.
"Did you ever see any one who looked like that?!

"Theface isfamiliar,” said Slade doubtfully.

"Look at this, then." Rgah Brahman dug among the cushions of his lesser throne, and produced his
mirror. "Look right into it, Sade. Then look at the picture.”

THE meaning dawned on Martin Slade. The man in the photograph bore a marked resemblance to
himsdf, dthough the face was nearly ten years younger.

"I'm to play the spook?' he asked. "Is that the idea?"
"I said there would be no materidization,” replied the seer, in an impdtient tone.
"Then what's the gag?' asked Slade, dill puzzled.

"The gag,” said Rgah Brahman, "istha Martin Slade, after he accomplishes the bit of work he has to do
with Dick Terry, will conveniently cease to exis as an identity. In his place, James Teford will suddenly
reappear, to be restored to his father!"

Sade dapped histhigh.

"Gredt!" he exdlamed. "I get it now. You figure the red James Tdford went down with the ship Castris,
as the newspaper dippings indicate. But—s0 far as the world will know—he was saved, and will be
restored to his father -"

"Tohisdad," corrected Rgah Brahman. "Don't forget that point. Remember, too, that your dad will cdl
you Jm. Spend awhile practicing that handwriting. That reminds me when Tony comes up, I'll have him
take some photographs of these |etters, too."

"How will you figurein it?"

"How will | figure? I'm going to be the one who discovers where the missng son id I'll be the ingtrument
thet effects the restoration!

"Then, when the soft-hearted old man wants to put cash into the endowment of my Hindu shrine, you,
through gratitude, will urge im to do s0."

"Il be the only herr,” said Slade thoughtfully.

"Right," declared the rgjah. "If the game looks good enough, you can play the part of aloving son for a
few years, if necessary. But if it begins to go sour, you can act in the meantime.”



Martin Sade nodded. Unsurpassed as a cdculating devil who could put people out of the world by
subtle methods, he saw an easy task in front of him.

"Tony is taking two pictures” declared Rgah Brahman. "One is for our reference. The othe—the
sngpshot—will be in your possession when you find the old man. It tdls dl about it on the back of the
origind. There's every reason why you should have one.

"You can play the part, Slade. This is a better job than your old game of working as a butler or a
secretary.”

"It's the money!" exclamed Slade, with enthusasm. "It leaves you high and dry on those other jobs you
have, though -"

"For atime" said Rgah Brahman, "but they can wait. | told the chief we were going to hit above a million
on this present crop of suckers. | was way too low. WEell be able to retire after this goes through, dong
with the others. Well keep on going, though. Thiswill be just the beginning.”

Theglint in Rgah Brahman's shrewd eyes showed the thoughts toward which his crud mind was turning.
Martin Slade was as glesful as his comrade.

Tony arrived on the scene, and was given the letters and other documents to photograph. Rgjah Brahman
began to map out a campaign.

He made notations, and findly reached the point where he decided that further reference to the articles
on hand was unnecessary.

"It dl depends on you, Sade," he said. "Get going right away. The fird job is to put dl this Suff back in
the safe. After that, lay low and soring the works on Dick Terry.

"When old Tdford gets back, I'll give him a seance that will be the turning point of his life. Another soul
will be made happy— thanks to Rgah Brahman."

The sarcasm in the man's tone made no impresson upon Martin Siade. He was logt in enthusasm over
the clever scheme which was in the making.

Sade gathered the articles into the portfolio, and added the photographs and papers which Tony brought
adong. Then heleft the presence of Rgah Brahman.

There was no thought of hidden shadowsin Martin Slade's mind as he crossed the little anteroom. He left
the Cdlao Hotd quietly, and entered his car that was parked outside.

He rode eastward, across the Eagt River, and sped toward the part of Long Idand where Thomas
Tdford kept his resdence. The bungdow was on a sde suburban street. Sade parked his car a block
away, and sole across a vacant lot.

He pried open the window of a darkened room. He entered and crept dong until he reached the smdll
room in which the safe was located. There, with the glow of a amdl flaghlight, he opened the safe and
placed the portfolio within.

When he had closed the safe, Martin Sade listened. He was tense, for he knew that upon this one deed,
the success of the future rested.

Sade flicked out the light. Although the room was soundless, he had a sensation that some one was
watching himin the darkness.



What should he do?

HE doubted that Thomas Tedford had returned. He could not imagine who ese might be here. But it
would be best to meet the menace now. Sade turned on hislight, and swept it about the room.

He trembled, and started to hisfeet as along shadow seemed to project itsdf across the floor. It seemed
ready to seizehimin aSniger grasp.

He laughed a forced laugh as he saw that nothing but a fancied slhouette had frightened him. A large
bookcase, its farther end projecting from the wall, had evidently caused the shadow.

Slade, despite his trepidation, was sure now that he was done in this house. Nevertheless, he cursed his
fally in having used the light so recklessly. Extinguishing his torch, he crept to the other room.

All the way, even while he was dipping through the window, Slade fdt his fear returning. In eager,
maddened haste to get away from this place, he clambered through the window, and tumbled to the
ground. Regaining his feet, he hurried across the lot, and leaped into his car.

Driving back to Manhattan, he fdt ashamed of his timidity. Dread of that sort was something that Martin
Sade had never before experienced. He tried to attribute it to nervousness, and findly succeeded.

The room had not seemed uncanny the firg time he had vigted it. For once, due to his tenseness, his
imagination must have gained the better of him.

All would be well, now! A report to Rgah Brahman—a report that would not indude an account of the
childish terror which had gripped him—and Martin Slade would be ready to become James Tdford,
when the proper time arrived.

His career as a murderer would be suspended—for atime. But, as usud, hismind was dready turning to
murder as the easiest way of ganing an evil purpose.

Free to act as he chose, he could watch and wait, after he had become James Tdford. Then, his genius
for crime would assert itsdlf, as it had done so often in the past.

He thought of Rgjah Brahman and the man whom the mydic termed as chief. They had found a use for
Martin Slade's ability as akiller. They would find it as useful in the future as it had been in the past.

The only dement that disturbed Sade's evil contemplation was a momentary recollection of that
darkened room. A shudder came over the murderer as he gripped the whed more firmly.

Eyesinthe dark! He had sensed their presence. But the eyes had not been there. He had looked to see,
and had noticed nothing.

BUT had Martin Slade been able to see within that room just then, his dread would have returned in al
its forcefulness.

For, back in the home of Thomas Tdford, a light switch clicked beside the projecting end of the
bookcase. A shadowy blot appeared upon the floor, and spread toward the safe.

A black-clad form stepped from behind the end of the bookcase and swept across the floor. A gloved
hand turned the knob of the safe. The door siwung open.

The Shadow examined the portfolio. He inspected its contents, and his unseen eyes sudied every detall.
The portfolio dropped back into its place. The door of the safe closed. The Shadow moved across the



room, and the light went ouit.

A long, low laugh echoed through the dillness. More then ever before, The Shadow's mocking tones
carried aforeboding note.

The eyes of The Shadow, hidden in the dark, had caused the fear that had swept over Martin Slade. The
crook had indinctively felt the Snister presence.

Y e The Shadow, for some secret purpose, had spared the crouching murderer!
Wheat was the reason?
Only The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XIII. BELIEVERS AND SKEPTICS
"THERES Tdford. Take alook at him, Sade."

Martin Slade, peering through the narrow crevice that opened into Rgah Brahman's reception room,
spied the tdl, gray-haired man upon whose face appeared Sgns of anxiety.

"Remember. Youll cdl him dad, pretty soon. I'm going to sdl him the idea to-night.”

Rgah Brahman, turbaned and whiskered, was sanding in the darkness beside Slade as he spoke. A low
response came from the man who was to play the part of James Tdford.

"Whereis Dick Terry?' questioned Slade, in alow voice.

"Jugt coming in" replied Rgah Brahman. "That's Mrs. Garwood, with him. Look him over, Sade.
Remember, I'm trying him once more to-night. Hell ether believe, or hell be out for dl he can get on me.

"If that's the case, take your cue. Youll have your chance"

Martin Slade grinned sourly in the dark. Dick Terry, husky and glowering, was a type of man he didiked.
Treacherous by nature, Sade had no use for any one who detested thieving ways.

The hidden observer took a last careful look a Thomas Telford. The dderly man was taking to
Benjamin Castdle, who was ligening in a sympathetic manner.

Tdford, the rgah had told Slade, talked congtantly about his son, to any who would show interest.
Hence Sade decided that the topic mus be that subject which was dl-important in the life of Thomas
Tdford.

Mogt persons would have fdt a sense of pity for the old, careworn man, who had suffered so much
remorse during his fruitless search. But Martin Sade was a man who had never known what pity was.
His lips curled in a contemptuous smile as he thought of the deception he was to practice upon this
gullible individud.

Raah Brahman drew Sade away.

"Come" he said, in alow voice. "You can stay in the sanctum. This seance won't be long. | am gving
conaultations to-night.”

The low laugh which the faker uttered showed that by "consultations' he meant that the birds were ready



for plucking. Slade, familiar with the methods of the medium, laughed in return.

They reached the inner shrine. Rgjah Brahman, proud as a peacock, strutted about the room. He made
an imposng appearance in his Orientd garb, and Sade looked on with admiration. The Rgah was a
swinder de luxe

"Look this over while you're waiting,” suggested Rgjah Brahman. "It's my bluebook. Information supplied
by the dirty dozen themsdves™"

He handed Slade a heavy, clothbound volume. The man received it with interest, and began to peruse its
tabulated, printed pages. The bluebook, a time-honored inditution among fraudulent mediums, had
become a mogt powerful ingrument in the hands of Rgjah Brahman.

Inits pages, Slade discovered dphabeticd references to dl the wedthy persons who were fdling for the
rgah's crooked game.

The "dirty dozen" were the spirit mediums throughout the country. This volume had been prepared from
information which they had supplied to the magter faker. Slade noticed, with satisfaction, certain items
which were of his doing.

"Daughter, Stella—passed to the spirit plane'—Slade read this reference under the heading of Arthur
Dykeman.

He turned to the page that bore Maude Garwood's name, and read aoud.
"Husband, Geoffrey—passed to the sairit plane.”

These were but angle remarks in pages of useful materid. Undassfied numerds appeared upon the
borders of certain pages. They were marked in inks of different colors.

Red, Slade decided, meant ordinary fees and contributions. Green must be endowments to the mythicd
drine which the rgah damed to have established in India Blue were evidently investments in
Consolidated Timber; black, sums spent in Coronado Copper.

Sade observed that these find numbers ran wel into the thousands. This was the fird time that he had
ever made a close survey of the notorious bluebook, athough he had seen the volume often. He knew
that most traveling mediums possessed Smilar books.

Outsde, in the seance room, Rgah Brahman was recaiving the faithful. To-night his shining eyes rested
upon the countenance of Thomas Teford.

"Thereis one among us," declared the medium, in his most solemn tones, "who has long been seeking the
light. He has failed in a search for one whom he loves. Now he intends to consult the spirits.

"Perhaps he will hear from his son in the spirit plane. Perhaps others, there, will respond. Let us endeavor
inhis behaf."

He paused and turned his head until he was staring sraight at Dick Terry.

"If there are those here who are skeptical,” the rgjah added in an impersond tone, "let them refrain from
digurbing the manifesations”

THERE was a chdlenging sternness in his voice. It was obvious to whom he was spesking. Various
believers stared antagonigticdly toward Dick.



Saing with trancelike gaze, Rgah Brahman began a low incantation. He recited words in Hindustani.
Fndly, he spoke in English.

"There are four dements Earth, fire, water, ar. It isin water that | see the answer. Let us have water."

Imam Singh approached with a huge brass bowl. He placed it at the rgjah's feet. As though performing a
ceremony, he went away and returned with a Hindu lota, which was filled with water. He emptied the
contents of the smdl bowl into the large, and went to obtain a new supply of the desired eementt.

The process of filling the large bowl required severd minutes.

Rgah Brahman turned to the right, as though facing his invisble spirit guide. He waited solemnly, then
declared that manifestations would be difficult to-night. A voice from the beyond was cdling; but its
whisper was too low for human ears to detect.

He clapped his hands three times. Imam Singh came forward with a long metd trumpet. It had a white
band at the larger end, where it tapered like a megaphone.

Two members of the circle were indructed to take their sland close before the rgjah's throne, that they
might know he did not leave that sacred spot. The lights were extinguished by Imam Singh. The end of
the trumpet glowed with phosphorescent light.

While Rgjah Brahman spoke from his throne, the luminous band began to rise in the air. It floated above
the heads of the spectatorsin aweird, bewildering fashion.

At lagt the voice of the enthroned medium was hushed. Sounds came from the floating trumpet. Words
were heard, but they were low and incoherent.

Now, a choking, gurgling sound manifested itsdlf. It was a hideous noise— the gasping cry of a drowning
person! An agonized exclamation came from Thomas Tdford. It was quickly subdued, and the gurgling
noise continued.

Findly, the choking was replaced by a gasping voice. A spirit declared it in ghogtly, whispered tones.

"My body liesin the deep. Far in the deep. | am one who was los— los— lost when the ship Cadris
ettled to the bottom of the sea”

An awe-ingpiring pause; then the weird words continued. "There is one here who wishes to know of that
solemn tragedy. One here whom | cannot see. Let that person speak. | shdl answer.”

"Areyou my son?' quavered Thomas Teford. "Are you my son—James Tdford?'

"No," came the spirit response. "'l can see your son. Heisdinging to asmdl boat. The waves are beating
agang his body. He lives Men are drawing him into the boat. He is safe. He is safe. | can see no more.
My time has come!”

The voice ended in a spluttering gurgle that told its dreadful sgnificance. The spirit was enacting the event
that had ended its mortd career. The choking increased; then faded.

After a short slence, Rgah Brahman caled through the dark.
"Are there any who can see farther?'

A whispered voice sghed from the trumpet as it wavered to and fro. It sounded like a wind passing
through the treetops. It spoke in tones that were bardy didtinguishable.



"Have no fear. Your soniswaiting. You will find him. Seek him in a spot where there are many people.
Y ou will find him there. Be of good heart. It is foretold -"

The voice broke off. The trumpet floated to the floor. Imam Singh pressed the light switch. Darkness
ended, and Rgah Brahman was revealed, garing steedily from his throne. Two men stood close by him,
and the trumpet was resting on the floor beside the large bowil.

The seer blinked his eyes, and became cognizant of those about him. He looked toward Thomas Telford.

"You have heard the messages of the spirits,” he said. "Y our son will be restored to you."

Thomas Tdford was stepping forward to pour out his thanks, but Rgah Brahman announced that the
brief seance was a an end. He was ready to confer with those who waited in the reception room.

FIRST on the lig was Maude Garwood. When she was ushered, with Dick Terry, into the presence of
the rgjah, they found the man from India seated on his throne, donein the room.

Maude Garwood began an immediate plea. She had come to New York, she sad, to seek soirit
communication with her dead husband. So far, her wish had not been granted.

Rgah Brahman turned to Dick Terry, who was looking on with a disdainful air.

"This" sad the rgah firmly, "isyour doing. Y our aunt has seen the light. She seeks as a believer. She has
dready received a message from her beloved husband. It is you who, by your disbelief, make it
impossible for her to see his spirit.”

Dick curbed a hot retort.

"Solong as you perss," declared Rgah Brahman, "there can be no success. Unless you can believe, it
would be wise for you not to vidt the seance room.”

"Do you hear that?* demanded Dick, ignoring the seer and spesking directly to his aunt.
"Rgjah Brahman speaks the truth," declared Mrs. Garwood.
"Then I'm not wanted here?" quizzed Dick.

"You have heard the reply,” remarked Rgah Brahman serenely. "You are welcome if you choose to
believe. You are not welcomeif you do not believe™

For amoment, Dick gazed thregteningly at the man on the throne. Then he spoke to Mrs. Garwood.
"Do you agree with that?' he asked.

The woman nodded solemnly. Without another word, Dick turned on his hed and left the sanctum. He
reached the reception room. There, he cooled his heds while Imam Singh was ushering out some others,
among them Thomeas Telford.

Dick saw the dderly man shake hands with Benjamin Castelle, and he heard Teford mention that he had
an gppointment with the rgah for the next evening. Then, Imam Singh spied Dick, and brought hm his
het.

Going through the halway, Dick fdt his anger subsiding. After al, he owed a duty to his aunt, no matter
how foolish she might be. He decided to wait in the downstairs lobby until she arrived.



When he reached the elevator, he encountered a wise-faced man who was waiting there alone. The man
grinned knowingly. Dick responded with a grunt.

He did not know that the waiting man was there by design. It was Martin Slade, but Dick Terry had
never seen him before.

While they were waiting, Slade made a joking remark that aroused Dick'simmediate interest.
"Been up to look over the spook camp?' questioned Slade pleasantly.

"Yes" replied Dick.

"I haven't been there yet," said Slade. "I heer it's a greet racket."

"Itis" responded Dick, glad to discover some one who fdt the way he did. "It's a fraud, clear through.
Il never go back to the place agan."

"I'm glad to see somebody that's wise" declared Slade, in a cardless tone. "I know plenty about the men
that's running it. 1 could get alot on him, if | had amind to."

The suggestion was dl that Dick needed. He tried to pump his companion, as they rode down in the
elevator together. In the lobby, Slade drew Dick aside.

"Say," he sad. "Maybe you know somethings | don't know. But theré's one fdlow—I know him
well—who has the red goods on this crooked rgjah. If we could get hold of him, he'd tdl us plenty. He
used to work in the racket.”

"Where ishe?' questioned Dick.

"He hangs out in a rowdy joint," said Slade. "He took me there once, and spilled some suff about the
medium upgtairs. 1'd like to see him again. Want to go dong with me, and look him up?*

Dick expressed hiswillingness
"My car's out on the street,” declared Slade. "Come dong—I'll take you to meet thisfdlow.”

Dick and his new-found friend left the lobby together. Dick Terry was entering the trap. Martin Slade
was drawing the net about him.

Both men were intent upon their different purposes. They did not glance about the empty lobby as they
passed through the revolving door.

Hence Martin Slade, despite his watchfulness, failed to see atdl form in black emerge from the corner of
the lobby and follow them into the street.

The Shadow was on the trail!

CHAPTER XIV. THE TRAP CLOSES

MARTIN SLADE ligened to Dick Terry's discourse as they rolled dong through darkened streets.
Dick, dated a having discovered a man who could give the ingde story of Rgah Brahman, was tdling
Slade about Maude Garwood's weakness for matters psychic.

Sade, inturn, was agreeing cordialy with everything that Dick had to say.

"It's a terrible racket,” declared Slade. "Severd times I've wanted to tdl the police about it, but | didnt



like to start trouble done”
"I'mwilling to," responded Dick.
"Good," said Slade. "'l back you up. But we'd better see this other fdlow firs. He may prove useful.”

Sade parked his car in an obscure street. Dick, keen in his consderation of Rgah Brahman, had no idea
where this place was located. He followed Sade through a narrow dley and up a steep flight of stairs.

They entered a cruddy furnished restaurant, which was provided with a rickety bar a one end of the
room. A heavy-s&t, black-haired man was standing behind the bar. Other men were seated at tables.

Sade pointed to a door at the far Sde of the room.
"There's another room over there" he said. "Let's go in there. Well be done.”

Dick acquiesced, and followed his companion into a poorly furnished place that had no windows. The
bartender appeared. Slade ordered two bottles of beer. When the beer arrived, Dick paid no attention to
it. He was anxious to discuss details with Martin Slade.

"Who isthisfdlow you were taking about?' he asked.

"He comes here every night," said Slade. "Wait a while. WEell see him. Meanwhile, let's get a line on the
phony rgah—whatever we know aready.”

"Look a this"" said Dick, pulling an object from his pocket. It was the watch that he had found after the
fird seance.

"What isit?" asked Sade curioudy.

"Something that came from the rgjah's seance room," declared Dick. "One of his spook meachines.
Look!"

He blew into the hollow stem of the watch. The watch sprang forward from a telescopic tube, and a
bulging form came from it.

Dick let the shape fdl and made the tube collgpse. He handed the device to Martin Slade, who examined
it closdly.

"Say!" he exclamed. "If we could get afew more contraptions like this one, we'd have the goods on that
faker. Thisgivesme an idea.

"I have an gpartment on the same floor as Rgjah Brahman. That's how | began to get interested—seeing
S0 many people travel in and out. Suppose you stay up there, with me.

"We could watch a close range, and maybe start something that would queer the racket atogether.”

Sade leaned his bow on the table and spoke in a confidentiad tone that was completely deceiving to
Dick.

"You see" he sad, "I'm a private investigator for certain concerns. Checking up on men that they thought
were pulling something crooked. That's how | happened to run into this fdlow they cdl Reds - his last
name dips my mind.

"I just knew him by sght, that was about dl, until one time | spotted him up at my gpartment house.



"I thought he was playing some phony game, and might be on my trail. So | put it up to him when | saw
him down here. He told me he was up at the Callao Hotdl seeing Rgjah Brahman.

"He used to work for the rgjah, and wanted to get back with him, but the rgiah wouldn't have anything to
do with him. Reds was s0 sore that he began to Suill alot he knew.

"He sad the rgjah's red name was Clutten—and alot of other factsthat | don't exactly remember.

"Since then, I've thought about crimping that crook’s racket. I've seen so many people coming in and
out—going away from there, tdling how wonderful Rgah Brahman is.

"You're the firg sengble person I've seen come out of there, but of course your story explans it. I'm
willing to work with you. But we've got to do it wisdy."

"Your ideas a good one" commended Dick. He was being completely mided by Slade's easy manner.
"Of course, I'm handcuffed while I'm with my aunt. She bdlieves this faker is wonderful. | can't leave her.
If I do, shewill hand everything she's got to Rgah Brahmen.”

"Not if you're watching, she won't," commented Sade. "If she'sfdling for the rgjah’s game, the best sunt
you can do istry to crimp him beforeiit is too late!™

"You'reright," agreed Dick.

"WHY not let your aunt think you have gone back to Texas?' questioned Slade suavdy. "Shell tdl the
rgah that you've left town. He will become bolder then—and you will be watching without his knowing
it!"

"Good ideal" sad Dick. "I'll leave a note in her hotel. We can go by there to-night.”

He fumbled in his pocket and produced a folded sheet of writing paper. Sade was ready with a fountan
pen. Dick scrawled these lines

DEAR AUNT MAUDE:

| have gone back to Texas. | am tired of this foolish waiting to hear what this fake rgjah has to say. Take
my advice and forget about him. If you don't hear from me again, you can send my trunk to San Antonio
when you leave New Y ork.

Sgning his name, Dick sought an envelope. He had none, but Martin Slade provided one. It happened to
bear the name of a Washington hotel in its upper corner, but Dick paid no atention to that, as he wrote
the name of hisaunt and her hotel. He sedled the envelope and dropped it on the table.

Sade tapped the fake watch which Dick had handed to him.
"You say that you found thisin the seance room?"

"I found it in my pocket,” said Dick. "You know, | was just about ready to believe that faker was redl.
He had been doing some pretty clever suff. Writing on a date—these spooks coming out—and dl that.
But when | found this watch, and made out what it was for, then | knew | had the goods on him."

"I wonder how it came in your pocket,” sad Sade reflectively. "Maybe he dropped it there in the
dark—without redizing it. The other night, you say?"

"Yes To-night, he was working with a trumpet. Say—that was weird, al right. It had a lighted end, and
you could see it floating dl around through the air, with a voice coming out of it!"



"That trumpet gag is old Suff,” said Slade, with a knowing ar. "The end comes off the trumpet—nothing
but aluminous band—and he mugt have had it hooked on to an extension rod like this one on the watch.
That would let im keep the people looking up, thinking they were seeing the trumpet floating.

"Then you figure he had the trumpet with im?' Dick quizzed.

"Sure. So he could make the voices himsdf. A whisper sounds uncanny through one of those trumpets.”
"But | heard a noise like aman drowning. It sounded red -"

"Did he have a bucket of water there?' interposed Slade.

"Yes Not a bucket"—Dick corrected—"it was a big Hindu bowl."

"That gives it away," laughed Slade. "I know how he did it. He put the end of the trumpet into the
water—the big end—and then blew through the amdl end. It makes a gurgling sound, like a man
choking.

“I'm nobody's foal on this sort of suff, you know," he went on. "I've run into some of these fakers before.
But from dl | hear, Rgah Brahman must be the ace of them.”

Slade was picking up the envelope to give it back to Dick, dong with the watch, when suddenly he
stopped and stepped to the door, which was dightly gjar. He peered through the crack, and turned to
nod to Dick.

"Therés Reds now," he said. "Over at the other Sde of the big room. Sit tight a few minutes. I'll go over
to get im."

He dipped through the door, and let it remain dightly opened. Dick, dill thinking about Sade's
explanation of Rgah Brahman's latest miracle, was not a dl suspicious of the man's action. The door
opened afew moments later, and two men entered.

Dick looked up, expecting to see Sade and the expected "Reds.” Instead, he viewed two tough-looking
ruffians, who paid no attention to him. They closed the door behind them, and took a pogtion at a table
inthe corner of the little room.

Dick waited afew minutes. Then he arose, partly opened the door, and peered out. He closed the door,
but not dl the way. He went back to histable.

"Hey, you!" growled one of the newcomers. "Close that door! Leave it the way you found it!"
The curt order awoke an angry response from the husky Texan.

"Who are you talking to?" he demanded.

"Y ou—bohunk!" snarled the mobsmean.

Dick was on hisfeat in an ingtant. Common sense would have told him that retreat was advisable, but he
was no man to let an insulting ruffian get the better of him.

The fact that the ugly-faced gangster had a companion meant nothing to Terry. He would have acted the
same had there been hdf a dozen.

THE gangdter, big-fisted and crafty-eyed, arose dso and advanced to meet his opponent. He made a
fant, and shot a swift punch at Dick's ribs.



The Texan warded the blow aside, and siwung in with a Sraight right to the gangster's jaw. The impact
was terrific. The man crumpled on the floor.

The other was rigng, drawing a gun. Before he could cover Dick with his revolver, the Texan legped
upon him, and the two grappled furioudy.

The revolver barked twice, but the shots went by. Getting his right hand free, Dick drove a punch
squardly between the gangster's eyes. As the man's grasp weakened, Dick flung him aside.

He grabbed for the revolver, but missed. The gunman was scrambling away. Dick did not follow. He had
hed a chance to make his get-away, but instead, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a smdl
automeatic.

He had carried this wegpon with him to Rgjah Brahman's. He had said nothing of it to Martin Slade.

Dick was seaing red. He had no time for parley. Quick as a flash, he fired two shots, and the rigng
gunman sprawled upon the floor. The gun clattered away. Dick, redizing that he might have killed the
man, thrugt his automatic in his pocket and opened the door of the room.

He looked quickly about for Martin Slade. He saw no sign of his companion. He redized suddenly that
the room was hdf filled with ruffians, like the ones who had just attacked him.

The whole Stuation dawned in an ingant. He had been double-crossed by Martin Sade!

He was in a death trap. The only reason that he had found these men inactive was because they
supposed that he not the gangsters—had fdlen during the fray in the little room.

There was only one chance for escape—the inner room! As he saw a hand rise with a gleaming revolver,
Dick made a dive for the door. A shot rang out, but it found its mark only in the woodwork. Dick was
safein the inner room. But now the horde of gangdom was on histrail.

Three husky gangsters were legping for the barrier, determined to smash ther way through the temporary
barricade. Dick Terry was safe for the moment, but he could not hope to withstand the odds that were
agang him now.

Barney Gleason's mob—the group of sullen thugs who used "Black Petes’ place as ther hangout, were
goringing into action. Two of their number had been overpowered by this stranger. The rest were out for
vengeance.

Crash!

A heavy chair smashed againg the door. Another swing, and the centrd pand gave. The third stroke
broke the rickety door clear from its hinges. The way was open for the mob of vicious gunmen!

CHAPTER XV. THE HAND OF THE SHADOW

As the door of the inner room clattered to the floor, the attacking mobsmen dropped away to cover.
Thar fird step gained, they waited for the moment. The way was dear, but they knew that in the room an
armed man waited them.

A short, powerful ruffian stood in the center of the large, outer room. This was Barney Gleason, leader of
the gorillas.

He stared coolly about him, and saw that his forces numbered nearly twenty men. Four were waiting by
the door of the inner room. The others were scattered about at tables.



There were a few faces that Barney Gleason did not recognize, but they did not matter. All here were
mobsmen, and the few outsders who were present by chance would follow the law of gangdom. They
would join with the attacking mob, if required. But Gleason knew that they would not be needed.

He noticed one man—a grimy, sweater-clad individua—sested a afar table. The fdlow's ugly face bore
along, livid scar. He was a man whom Gleason did not know, but that did not metter. A single glance
convinced the gang leader that the scar-faced man was afighter of the underworld.

Like a generd reviewing his troops, Barney Gleason finished his calm ingpection of his forces. Standing
boldly in the center of the room, he faced the door of the inner compartment and waved his automatic in
that direction.

"Go get him!" he ordered.

All eyes turned toward the door of the beleaguered room. The four men crouching beside it would be the
shock troops. With one sustained rush they would enter and overpower the doomed man.

Perhaps one or more of them might fal. What of it? That was the chance that went with membership in
Baney Gleason's maob.

Dick Terry's only hope of escaping the four gorillas would be to break through ther attack. That might
not be difficult.

If he chose to flee, they would, indl probability, let im go— out into the room where more than a dozen
revolvers sparkled in readiness.

It was at that moment that Dick Terry sprang the unexpected. He appeared suddenly at the door of the
inner room. He spotted the form of Barney Gleason.

He shot a the gang leader, but Gleason had seen him coming. A series of shots rang out as Gleason
dived for cover. Dick Terry dropped back out of sght.

Gleason was on his feet again, making dlent Sgnds that dl understood. He was giving the cue: Wait for a
few minutes.

If Dick appeared again, the crouching shock troops could fling themsdves upon him, falowing him back
into the inner room. The other gats mugt wait.

Like a musc maestro, Gleason was lulling with a downward movement of his hands. The meaning was
plan.

Moments passed. Barney Gleason, in the center of the room, was snarling meaningless orders to midead
the beleaguered victim. His watchful eye was on the door of the little room, however.

Dick Terry acted as Barney Gleason had hoped. He appeared again at the door, armed with the revolver
of the gangster whom he had shot in the little room. He spotted Barney Gleason, but the gang leader was
dready dodging for the protection of athick post, and Dick's shots were of no avall.

Thistime there was no fudllade from the gangsters scattered about the room. Instead, the four gorillas by
the door legped to ther feat and threw themsdvesin a mass toward Dick Terry.

Thar attack was totaly unexpected. But for a remarkable intervention, they would have fdlen upon ther
dartled prey before Dick could fire another shot to save himsdf. Death was planned as quick and
certain.



But the intervention arrived. Automatics barked from close beside the outer door of the big room. Like
toy figures, the four attackers went down in quick succession, one toppling—two sprawling—the last
dumping dowly to the floor!

It formed a most amazing picture—four fiends of gangland riang slently to the attack, then dropping
hepledy at the sound of that protecting gunfire —dropping before they had discharged a solitary bullet!

Baney Gleason whirled toward the spot from which the destructive shots had come. He saw the
smoking automatics in the hands of the scarred, unknown gangster. Barney's quick shout, that rose above
the echoes of the dying gunfire, was the sgnd for a free-for-al attack.

Ganggters, on ther feet, were aming for that unexpected enemy, while others were shooting toward Dick
Terry a the doorway of the inner room.

Only Barney Gleason was inactive. He was heading for a spot where he would be momentarily protected
from the gunfire of the Stranger.

THE sharp crack of the stranger's autometics began a split second before the generd attack. It was that
momentary start that gave im a remarkable advantage. His risng automatics clipped his nearest foemen.

Crouching one ingant, he fired sraight at a hand that hed a leveled revolver. A moment later, he was
towering beside the wall, his other hand performing deadly work in a new direction.

There were shots in reply—many of them; but somehow, this mysterious man had the faculty of picking
off the most dangerous mobsters fird.

Guns which would have loosed fatd bullets dropped harmlesdy to the floor. Those which were in excited
hands were the one's which he ignored. Bullets whistled by and dug into the walls.

But aways, when the shots came high, the scarred gangster was crouching. When revolvers turned to
cover his huddled form, he was sweeping away to a new vantage point, hisform tal and dusve.

Only Barney Gleason was not firing. He was holding his shots, for his pogition behind an overturned table
mede it difficult for him to draw a steady am toward that weaving figure. His automatic could spdl its
message later on —if needed.

Watching with beady eyes, the gang leader was tense. He was fallowing the mations of a long shadow
that stretched across the floor - a mysterious, flickering shadow that came from thet fighting form.

The Shadow!

Barney Gleason knew the identity of this antagonist. He redlized that only The Shadow could fight as this
men was fighting. He knew that The Shadow was a conqueror of odds.

The right-hand automatic ceased to function. The Shadow flung it swiftly toward a gangster who was
reeching toward the floor, driving to regain a revolver. The heavy missle crashed againg the gangster's
head. The left-hand gun barked, and a second gunman sprawled, weaponless.

Theright hand of The Shadow, sweeping benegth the grimy swesater, appeared with a new automatic. It
wasjus intime to dip an enemy who had fired once and missed. All these events were hgppening with

lightninglike rapidity.
Into the midst of the fray came a sudden interruption. Dick Terry, who had ducked for the safety of the
inner room, had reappeared at the open doorway.



Seaing hislone protector engaged in single-handed conflict, Terry joined in the fire. He knew that dl but
this one were his enemies.

An excdlent shot, Dick, by histimdy action, assured the outcome of the fray. The Shadow, superman
though he was, stood in congtant danger of a Sngle chance shot from among the rattle of decreasing
gunfire.

Now, with Dick working from another angle, Barney Gleason saw that hisfew remaning gorillas bore no
chance. Rigng, he amed his automatic toward Dick Terry.

Protected from The Shadow's gunfire, Barney's sngle shot reached its mark. Dick Terry crumpled,
wounded. Barney did not fire again. One was ouit.

The Shadow was his quarry now!

Whirling across the room, The Shadow was on hisway to protect his fdlen dly. Two shots barked from
his right-hand automatic. They were the last. Not another replied.

All but Barney Gleason had fdlen. A few badly wounded gangsters were sumbling toward the outer
door, which their enemy had Ieft. The rest were slent where they lay.

Now was Barney Gleason's chance. He sprang from his table, a wild gleam in his eyes. He legped
draght for The Shadow, levding his gun as he hurled himsdf forward.

He had settled with the enemy in the inner room. Now he would get the other!

It was Barney's mad desire that proved his undoing. He caught a glimpse of a scarred face turned in his
direction. Like a flash, The Shadow was coming toward him. A sde move by the sweatered gangster
enabled him to escape Barney Gleason's firgt shot.

Before Barney could fire again, a long arm swung upward and crashed againgt his wrist. Barney's finger
pressed the trigger. The bullet ended in the calling.

The Shadow's two automatics were empty! But now he was contending with a Sngle enemy. Hardened
moaob leader that he was, Barney Gleason had encountered his match.

POWERFUL ams gripped his body and flung him, sprawling, across the room, to the wall, more than
twenty feet away. But Gleason was tough. He came up fighting, his automatic dill clutched by his right
fid.

Agan, The Shadow was upon him, druggling to wrest away the gun. Barney's left fig struck at the
scarred face. He heard a sinigter laugh from grimy lips as the blow passed futildy beside The Shadow's
jaw.

His opponent seemed to dump, and Barney, with a triumphant cry, clutched at the face below him. His
right wrist, held high by a powerful hand, tried to wrest itsdf free.

Up went the form of Barney Gleason, heaved by an irresdible force. Up it went and backward!
Barney's left hand swung away as he sought to protect himsdf from afall.

The autométic dropped from his hel pless dutch as he made a wild, sweeping gesture to catch the sdes of
the broad window.

His effort was too late. His floundering form was flung furioudy backward. Head foremost, Barney



Gleason smashed into the window sash.

The frame gave way, and the gang leader's body shot backward, turning head downward as it plunged
toward the paving of the dley, twenty feet below the window.

All was dlent as The Shadow leaned over the form of Dick Terry. He was examining the wound that
Baney Gleason's bullet had indicted.

Long minutes went by, amid unabated slence. There was a noise at the corner of the room behind the
bar.

A door opened, and the frightened face of "Black Pete" peered into the room. Formidable as Black Pete
appeared, he was a coward at heart. He kept this dive only because Barney Gleason demanded it.

Black Pete moved cautioudy into the room. He saw the bodies of the dead gangders the remnants of
Barney Gleason's mob.

Then he caught a glimpse of the man who stood by the door of the inner room. Cringing, Black Pete held
up hisarm.

The Shadow laughed.

Slence dill reigned in that room of death, when a sumbling step sounded on the tairway twenty minutes
later. Black Pete was done, now, sanding behind the bar. He looked up to see the bloodstained
countenance of Gleason.

The gang leader spied Black Pete amidg the chaos, and sumbled into the room. He looked about
suspicioudy; then, seeing no Sgn of a scar-faced ganggter, he limped over to the bar and leaned upon it.

His bleary eyes noted that the form of Dick Terry no longer lay by the door of the inner room.
"Where—where are the guys that made dl the trouble?' he questioned, in a fdtering voice.
"One of 'em scrammed,” replied Black Pete.

"What—what about the other?" was Barney's inquiry. "'l plugged one over there by the door.”

"You got him, dl right,” declared Black Pete. "A couple of gorillas came in here &fter the other fdlow
scrammed. | told 'em to get rid of the body. That guy wasn't no gunmean. | didn't want his corpse around
here"

"They took it avay?"

"Yegh. They were a couple of regular guys. Don't know their names, though. Told 'em to see you later,
but they said it didn't mean nothin' to 'em, hdpin’ me out of ajam.”

BARNEY GLEASON nodded. He knew the ways of gangdom. He was sdtified that Dick Terry was
dead. That had been accomplished, even though it had meant the mopping up of his mob.

"I'd have got both of them," growled Barney Gleason, "but | dipped while | was fighting the big bozo by
the window. Went backward, right through the sash.

"If it hadn't been for that little roof down below, it would have been my finish | couldn't hold on, but it
broke my fdl. Even a that, | was knocked cold when | landed in the dley.”



Barney swept his arm weekly about the room to indicate the dead members of his mob.

"St tight, Pete," he said. "I'm going out to round up the rest of the mob. Well get back here and cart the
bodies out. Keep mumif the cops should come in. Maybe well run into that tough guy yet.”

Barney Gleason left Black Pete's place. When the loud fdls of his sumbling footsteps had ended on the
darway, the door opened beside the bar, and the scar-faced gangster stepped into view.

"You played it the way | told you," he said to Black Pete. "Y ou're not one of the mob. You're not even a
crook. | know dl about you, Black Pete. You'd be out of this racket to-morrow, if you could get out.

"You're afrad of Barney Gleason. He's got you where he wants you. Wdl"— a short laugh came from
the speaker's lips—"youll have your chance to get clear. Keep mum. That's dl. Stick to the story you
just told. Understand?"

The eyes that gleamed thresteningly at Black Pete were cold and merciless. The stocky, black-haired
men understood. He knew what this strange personage could accomplish. The bodies on the floor were
mute testimony.

Black Pete nodded.

"That fdlow isdl right, now," declared the scar-faced ganggter. "I'm taking him out with me. Remember,
Pete. Keep mum.”

The man disappeared and returned from the other room, carrying the form of Dick Terry over his
shoulder. The heavy Texan's body was no burden for this man who had mopped up Barney Gleason's
mob.

As the carrier and his load crossed the room, Black Pete began to shudder at the sound of a Sniser
laugh that suddenly pervaded the room.

It was a mirthless, mocking tone. It was a laugh that Black Pete knew, dthough he had never before
heard it.

The laugh of The Shadow!

It told the identity of that strange fighter who had won his amazing conflict. The gangster who had just
left—taking a helpless man with him—was The Shadow!

As much as Black Pete feared the wrath of Barney Gleason, he feared the very name of The Shadow
more. Now, after the demondiration he had witnessed, Black Pete redlized that a sngle word of betraya
on his part would spell hisingant doom.

A hdf hour later, when Barney Gleason returned with some mobsmen, Black Pete maintained a discreet
dlence. He did not mention his belief that the unknown fighter was The Shadow.

Barney Gleason had the same idea, but he said nothing to Black Pete. He intended to mention the fact to
no one.

He amiled in a stisfied manner. He had done the work which Martin Sade required. Dick Terry was
dead, despite The Shadow. That was sufficient.

Thus had the hand of The Shadow thwarted the deeth of Dick Terry. At the same time, The Shadow had
luled Barney Gleason into the belief that Dick Terry had been dain!



Dick Terry was dill among the living—but only The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XVI. A THREAT IS MET

MARTIN SLADE waked with a dight swagger as he entered the lobby of the Callao Hotd. One week
ago, Barney Gleason and his mob had done their eficent work of killing Dick Terry, adthough Barney
remarked that the Texan had fought like a steer. During that week, Sade had lived an eventful life

He was no longer Martin Slade. He had assumed the identity of James Teford, and had been welcomed
back by his overjoyed father.

Sade amiled to himsdf as he rode upward in the eevator. He could dill picture the face of Thomas
Tdford when he had bumped into the waiting man in the concourse of the Grand Centrd Station.

Raah Brahman's prediction had come true. Thomas Teford had found his missng son in a place
thronged with many people.

Sdidfaction governed Slade's manner as he reached the door of Rgjah Brahman's apartment. Stedth was
unnecessary in hisvigts here. Thomas Tdford had brought his son to meet the famous rgjah.

In fact, to-night, Slade had mentioned to the old man that he was coming to express his gratitude to
Rgah Brahman.

The solemn face of Imam Singh greeted the vistor. Slade was ushered into Rgah Brahman's inner
sanctum. He fdt aftrifle uneasy as he crossed the anteroom.

Even though he knew this to be a den of fakery, the slence troubled Martin Slade. He fdt as he had fdt
that night a Telford's, when he had fancied that invisble eyes were watching him from the darkness.

Shaking off his nervousness, Slade pushed the thick curtain asde and entered the sanctum. The room
wasin darkness. Only the glow of Rgah Brahman's cigarette betrayed the presence of aliving being.

"Hdlo, Bert," said Sadein alow voice.

"Helo, Sade" camethe rgah's reply.

Ancther voice spoke quietly from the darkness.

"Good evening, James Telford,” it said.

"The chief!" excdlamed Slade. "I didn't know you would be here tonight.”

"Thereisareason," declared the voice in the darkness. "We shdl discuss that later. First, let us hear what
you have to say. Then Bert can tdl you what is on our minds™

"Bvaythingis O.K. with the old boy," declared Slade. "He has fdlen sraight from the start. I'm so used
to being caled dm, that it seems like my red name, now.

"When | blew in with that phony snapshot, the game was in the bag. Every now and then | drop some
wise remark about the past. It's getting stronger and stronger every day. The old boy is taking everything
for granted.”

"Whereishe now?' asked Rgjah Brahman.

"He had to take arun down to Bdtimore overnight,” continued Slade. ""Some trifling business with an old



friend down there.

"He wanted me to go dong, but | begged off. | didnt know how much the other bird might know about
the past of young James Tdford. Besides that, | want a chance to go through that safe while the old
man's away."

"Good ideg," said Rgah Brahman.

"The old man showed me hiswill," declared Slade, "and it'sdl in my favor. | didn't have a chance to read
itin detall. | want to know how much he's worth. | will know to-morrow night."

"The old man will be back then?"

"Will he? Y ou're right he will," Slade replied. "You don't think he would miss that swell seance you have
scheduled, do you? He wants me to come with him. If he's late coming back from Bdtimore, hell phone
mewhen he arrivesin New York. So that's al set.

"Tdford will show up, and | may be on hand as one of the fish. I'm going to get out of it if I can on
account of some of the people who will be here.”

"That'sright,” agreed the rgjah, "but as James Tdford, you will be O.K. if you come with the old man. It
doesn't matter, though, because Mrs. Garwood is the one I'm working on to-morrow night.”

"She bdlieves everything, now?'

"Absolutdly. Just walting for a materidization of her dear husband. She's bringing a certified check for
fifty thousand dollars as an endowment to my shrinein India. | happened to mention that Mrs. Furzeman
was doing that, and Mrs. Garwood fdl for the ideg, too.

"There's just one condition—that her husband appears and tdls her it is dl right. Hell be here—don't
worry. Tony knows his uff, and he has the part down to perfection.”

"Has she said anything about Terry?" Slade wanted to know.

"No. She's through with him. She received that letter you mailed from Washington. That stunt was A-1,
Sade. It dinched the whole affair.

"If Nephew Terry didn't think enough about her to stay in New Y ork a while, his opinion doesn't amount
to anything, in her estimation!”

"AND what about Dykeman?" asked Slade.

"Hes fdlen for the greatest gdl of dl," laughed the seer. "Ever since the spook of his daughter went away
with those jewels, he's had an idea that money would count for something on the astral plane, too.

"He's out to supply capita to the spirit world. He's likdy to snk close to hdf a million before he gets
away from New Y ork—in big ingalments, too."

"How about Coronado Copper?' questioned Slade.

"Daing nicdy,” interposed the quiet voice of the chief. "But if your new father begins to tak about buying
stocks, dhift to Mutud Indudtries. That's the next buy on the lis. Bert is going to send word to the
different cities very shortly.”

There was a short slence; then the quiet voice of the man behind the spook racket spoke in a deliberate



tone.

"Tdl Slade about the trouble in Chicago,” were the words.
"Troublein Chicago?' questioned Slade.

"Yes" sad Rgah Brahman. "Joe Cardona is out there"
"Cardona How did he get into it?'

"We don't know. He dropped into one of Madame Plunket's seances, afew days ago. He's been coming
every night snce.

"She spotted him for a dick, and at last she got him placed. Sent a letter here to me. She's worried,
because she was working strong in Cincinnati. She wants to know what to do about it."

"When is her next seance?"
"To-night—and she thinks Cardona will be there."
"Hm-m-m. What do you think about it, Bert?'

"I think it's the Little Hower angle, Slade," said Rgjah Brahman serioudy. "Weve been working it too
grong. It was a great racket, because it linked up one place with another, so tha the vigting suckers
would fed a home.

"But Jacques was usng Little Flower—and that means Cardona may have heard about it. If he's traveling
the whole circuit, he's ligble to dtrike a clew that will bring him back to New Y ork."

"To find Rgah Brahman."

"Yes. If we could get him out of the way for a couple of weeks— even for one week—I'd have time to
clean up here. Then off for the tal timber of the Himdayas. The old suff; not a trace behind me"

"It's pretty dangerous business monkeying with Cardona,” began Slade.

"Herein New York, yes" interposed Rgjah Brahman. "Out in Chicago, no. You know some mobsters
out there, Slade. You can fix it like you did for Dick Terry.

"The gunt is to make Cardona talk. If he knows nothing, they can let hm get away. If he knows a
lot—curtains for him!"

"It might have a bad come-back -"

"Not on us. Cardona's working done. He hasn't reached the end of the trall yet. What would it cost to fix
it?"

"Fve grand. Through Snooks Milligan."
"What do you say, chief?" asked the rgjah.
"Go ahead," declared the quiet voice.

"All right,” said Rgjah Brahman. "Y ou make the cdl, Slade. They can watch for im a Plunket's. It's only
alittle after eght, now. That's about seven in Chicago. Madame Plunket usudly starts her seance a eght



His voice broke off suddenly. Risng in the dark, Rgah Brahman strode rgpidly across the room and
threw aside the curtain into the anteroom. He stood there, Saring.

The others could see hisform in the dim light that came from the anteroom. Rgah Brahman was dttired in
adressng gown. In his hand he hdd arevolver.

"Tony," he called.
The white-clad form of Imam Singh appeared from the outer door.

"Have agat ready,” ordered Rgah Brahman. "Stay by the front door of the gpartment. I've got a hunch
that some oneis around this place. I'm going to find out!"

As Tony departed, Rgah Brahman dropped the curtain and stepped back into the sanctum.

"I saw the curtain move" he explained quickly. "Come on—well make a round-up. You day here, chief.
Slade, you cut in by the seance room, I'll go through the anteroom.”

RAJAH Brahman's theory was incorrect. As he stood with his back toward the anteroom, a tdl form
clad in black emerged from beside the curtain, and moved through another entrance.

It did not take the path toward the outer door where Imam Singh was on guard. Instead, it was headed
directly toward the reception room. Reeching that gpartment, it turned toward the seance room—the
vay place where Rgah Brahman intended to make search!

None of the three men in the sanctum were cognizant of what had taken place. The curtain which Rgah
Brahman had dropped now obscured their view. The rgjah lifted the curtain again and gave his last word
to Martin Slade.

"Wait about a hdf a minute" he said. "Then cut into the seance room. I'm going around the other way.
Well meet there”

Asthe seer Ieft on his search, Martin Slade nervoudy drew a revolver from his pocket. He did not like
thisjob. He was too worried about the possble identity of that invisble presence.

Could The Shadow be here?

Sade did not voice his thought, because of the chief. Steadying himsdf, he started toward the seance
room and cautioudy opened the door from the sanctum. He waited, revolver in hand, then dipped
through the door.

The seance room was empty. Its indirect light showed every spot, and there was no d9gn of a hidden
person.

A man appeared from another door. It was Rgjah Brahman. He shook his head as he saw Martin Sade.
Together, they searched the room.

"Guess I'm the goat," declared Rgah Brahman. "Not a chance of any one being here. | looked dl
around.”

"How about there?'
Sade made a sgnificant gesture toward the center of the room. Rgjah Brahman laughed.

"Not a chance" he declared. "Not a chance. Y ou're the only person outside of the chief who knows how



Tony and | work. That's as safe as a solid wal. Come dong—let'sfind Tony."

They went to the entrance of the gpartment and found the turbaned man awaiting them. Tony shook his
head in the characterigtic fashion of Imam Singh. He had seen no one.

Rgah Brahman and his companion returned to the inner sanctum. The smooth-faced seer was laughing at
his own suspicions.

"Guess I'm seaing spooks mysdf," he declared. "I thought that curtain moved—but it must have been that
something distracted my attention at the time. Theré's no one here. What's more, there's not going to be."

He cdled Tony, and the assstant received orders to keep a careful watch.

"I ALWAYS get a hit keyed up when the big time is here," declared the rgjah gpologeticdly. "It's hard
for you to understand my end of the game.

"You have to sl yoursdf when you're doing these spook stunts. Make yoursdf pretty near believe it.
That's what makes it look sincere.

"You know what I've told you about these smdl-fry mediums who think that the big shots may have
genuine psychic powers. There's nothing strange about that. These dollar grafters go into fake trances so
often that they begin to get woozy.

"Some of them redly imeagine they see red spirits. When they get that way, they're impossible. Clam they
only do the fake suff to help the spirits dong. They redly think they're genuine™

"And now you're getting that way?' asked Sade.

"Not quite" laughed Rgah Brahman, "but this consulting work has put me in a funny mentd state. |
wouldn't be surprised if | did see ared spook, some night!

"Let's drop that, now," he changed the subject. "Youve got a job to do, Slade. Are you sure you can
reach this gunman out in Chicago?'

"Snooks Milligan? Easy. He hangs out a the Napoli Hotd. He's in with Galantas crowd. Theyll do
anything, particularly after | feed Milligan some soft soap.

"They've been worrying about some sort of a hook-up between the police in New York and Chicago.
They'll be more anxious than we are to grab Cardona, if | give them the right kind of atip.”

"Do they know anything about our racket?' Rgjah Brahman's voice was apprehengive.

"Not a thing!" declared Sade. "They think I'm out for blackmail. If they find out what Cardonas there
for—and they know how to do it - theyll send me dl the dope. If they bump him off, so much the
better."

All three men seemed in accord on this last point. Martin Sade left, and Rgah Brahman accompanied
him to the door of the apartment.

Thistime, Sade fet no gpprehension. He had no feding that hidden eyes were watching from the dark as
he passed through the anteroom.

Leaving the Cdlao Hotdl, he went to the Grand Centrd Station and put in a telephone cdl for Chicago.
He was quickly connected with "Snooks' Milligan, at the Napoli Hotel.



In well-couched words, Sade explained his purpose. He phrased the conversation so that it might bring
dam to Snooks Milligan.

Leaving the phone booth, Sade started for Long Idand, completdy satisfied. He chuckled as he drove
aong.There would be trouble for Detective Joe Cardona to-night!

While Slade was riding lesurdy eastward, a giant monoplane was zooming west at a speed of more then
two hundred and fifty miles an hour. Its mighty wings cast a strange, moving shadow across the moonlit
countryside.

At the whed of the roaring plane was a man who laughed!

CHAPTER XVII. IN CHICAGO

A QUIET, well-dressed young man entered the lobby of an old hotd in Chicago. He noticed a bell boy
ganding by the wall. The young man approached him and gave him two objects—a smdl pasteboard
box and a fifty-cent piece.

"Will you deliver this package to Room 4147" he questioned. "Do it right away."
"Surething!" exdlaimed the bdl boy. "On my way now, gr!"

He entered the elevator and rode upgtairs, juggling the hdf dollar - an unusudly large tip in that decadent
hotel. The bdll boy was bound on an important misson, dthough he did not know it.

The man who had given him the package was Harry Vincent, an agent of The Shadow. He had prepared
awarning message in response to a specid telephone cal from New Y ork.

The speaker at the other end had been Burbank, a quiet-voiced man who worked a The Shadow's right
hand.

The message which Harry had arranged was in the package that was going to Room 414. The occupant
of that room was Detective Joe Cardona.

On the fourth floor, the bell boy hestated. He had forgotten the number of the room. He seemed to
remember it as 418.

He was not sure. He knocked at the door that bore that number. A man opened it.
"Were you expecting a package, 9r?' inquired the bdl boy.
"Yes" growled the man. "Isthet it? Let me haveit.

He dammed the door, and the bell boy went away. The man opened the package in a hurry. It was time
it had arrived.

Hdf an hour before, he had called the desk and ordered a safety razor and a tube of shaving cream. He
hed been waiting for the articles ever snce.

The hotd guest emitted an angry growl when he saw the contents of the box. He drew out a bunch of
violetd

What was the idea of these? He threw the flowers on the writing desk and went to the telephone. He
tried to get the operator, but failed.



The bdll boy had returned to the lobby. He saw no Sgn of the man who had given him the package. The
hotd attendant was sure that he had delivered it where it was intended.

Ten minutes later, Joe Cardona left Room 414 and went downgtairs. Out on the street, he waked
through the Loop, and mounted the steps to an devated station. He was bound for the suburban home
where Madame Plunket was conducting her seance to-night.

JOE CARDONA was satidfied that he was getting somewhere. He had spent some seemingly usdless
daysin Cincinnati. He had looked through some back files of the newspapers, and had discovered that a
gl named Stella Dykeman had been killed in a serious automohile accident during the month of March.

The brakes of her car had given way on a steep hill leading to her father's estate, and she had crashed
into a stone gateway at the bottom of the indine.

Inquiry into the affairs of Arthur Dykeman, her father, had proved that the man was away from Cincinnati
a present. But, by alucky chance, Cardona had learned that the man was a spiritudist, and that he had
been recaiving messages from a woman named Madame Plunket.

Cardona discovered that she had left town some time ago, and there was no way of tracing her new
address.

While the detective was working on this, he had received a bunch of violes at his hotel. They carried the
usud disk. Cardona had it in his pocket now. He brought the disk from his vest.

MADAME
PLUNKET
CHICAGO

Those were the words inscribed upon the disk. They had brought Cardona to Chicago. He had located
the medium.

At the fird seance, Little Flower had spoken to the Sitterd!
Chicago was along way from New Y ork, but Cardona fdt postive that there was a connection here.
Anita Marie, of Philaddphia and Madame Plunket, of Chicago! Two birds of the same plumage!

There had been no disurbing eement &t the seances which Cardona had attended in Chicago. But he
was getting aline on Madame Plunket, and he was convinced that the medium was the lowest of grafters.

The advice that she was passing out indicated that she must have a fund of information somewhere in her
house. Cardona knew the law on fortune teling. It would be no trick at dl to get the locd police to make
arad, when the proper time came.

Thetrain was nearing the tation where Cardona must leave. He arose and waited for the stop.

Descending the steps from the devated platform, he turned westward aong a narrow street. He walked
benegath the glaring light of an dectric lamp.

Cardona had no idea whatever that his presence in Chicago was known; nor did he suppose that it might
be of interest to any one other than the spirit medium. Hence, he did not notice the lurking forms that
were behind a sgnboard near the sdewalk.



Cardona, however, did see a darkened car parked on the other Sde of the street. Professondly, he eyed
it with suspicion.

Ganggers were rampant in Chicago. Thismight be one of their machines. Cardona started his right hand
toward his pocket, then stopped abruptly.

SOME one had planted the muzze of arevolver againg the center of his back! There was no command
to raise his hands. Just alow growl to "keep moving." Cardona, recognizing the threat, obeyed.

Smultaneoudy, the car on the other dde of the street approached. Cardona fdt himsdf being urged
toward the curb. A minute later, he was between two menin the back seat of the sedan, and the car was
heading for parts unknown!

Wil did Joe Cardona redize his predicament. He fancied that he had been mistaken for some one whom
these gunmen intended to put on the spot.

It was the tightest place in which the deuth had ever found himsdf. He could only hope that he might find
some way to bluff it out with these intended killers.

He knew wdl enough that silence was the game for the present. Any attempt a conversation might mean
immediate death. No killer would permit the beginning of an outcry. The question lay in what would
follow.

When the gunmen found that they had the wrong man, they might let him go. Cardona speculated upon
what they would do if he reveded himsdf as a detective. Gangsters did not go out of their way to war
with the police. In that, he might find salvation.

The car traveled along way. Cardona had logt dl sense of direction. They were away from the city now.
The detective could hear the waters of Lake Michigan. It was awindy night, and the sound indicated that
the waves were high.

The car swung toward the lake and stopped a a low, doping building. Cardona was forced out, and his
captors led him to a door in the sde of the building. They went down four steps, and entered a
low-roofed room. One of the men switched on the light.

Three men had captured the detective. They were a hardy, sullen-faced crew. Cardona, himsdf the
possessor of a poker face, stared seadily as they frisked him of his police revolver, and backed him up
agang thewal.

One of the men—a big fellow—faced Cardona. He was the leader of the gang. He addressed the deuth
inno uncertain terms.

"All right,”" he said. "Spill it. What are you nosing about in Chicago for?"
"Do you know who | am?' questioned Cardona quietly.

"Surel do," retorted the captor. "You're aNew York flatfoot, named Joe Cardona. To square it, I'll tel
youwho | am. Did you ever hear of Snooks Milligan?'

Cardona nodded. He knew that Snooks Milligan was a survivor of an extinguished gang. Snooks and a
few others had joined up with Gdlantas ouifit.

"Wdl," said the hard-faced captor, "I'm Snooks Milligan. And when | want a guy, | get him. | wanted
you tonight—so | got you!"



Cardona shrugged his shoulders. He saw no connection between his present investigation and the affairs
of Chicago ganggters.

"Come on!" growled Milligan. "Saill it! Why are you out here? Tak quick, or it's the works for you!"

"Il tdll you why I'm here," declared Cardona plainly. "I'm looking in on a bunch of phony spirit mediums
That's where | was bound to-night. There's awoman named Plunket who runs a fortune-telling graft right
near where you grabbed me"

"Yeeh?' questioned Milligan, in derison. "You can't get away with that sdl, Cardona. That may be your
blind. But I've got atip that you're out here to make trouble for us. What do you think of that?'

"Youve got the wrong lay,” declared Cardona frankly.
"I have, eh?" quizzed Milligan angrily. "Wel, I'm going to find out about it! Savvy?? Bring him dong.”

The last words were addressed to the other gangsters. One opened a door and turned on a light.
Cardona was forced down another pair of stepsinto a celar room.

There was a sl plaiform in the corner; above it was a horizontal rack with a roller and a handle that
resembled a clothes wringer.

While one of the gangdters hed an automatic againg Cardona’s ribs, Milligan advanced and pressed a
knob on the wdl some distance from the rack. The platform tilted forward and extended into a black
hole on the floor. Milligan pressed a second knob. The plaiform moved up again.

THE gangsters were binding Cardona's arms with ropes. They shoved the detective onto the treacherous
platform, and hooked the ropes to the roller by the wal. One man turned the handle, and the ropes
tightened, drawing Cardona back, amog to the wall.

"Youve heard it said that gangdters don't tak,” declared Milligan, to Cardona. "Youre going to learn
different, now. This is the place where they tak—when that roller begins to work. And when we're
through with them"—the gangster motioned sgnificantly to the knob on the wall—"that's the end.

"That hole underneath you is big enough, Cardonal Big enough to hide you dong with others that have
disappeared!”

Cardona knew wdl that a certain number of gangsters disappeared annudly in Chicago. It was supposed
that they were bumped off and left in vacant lots and other spots, in accordance with the usud scheme of

things

The usud idea was that only a certain percentage of the dain victims were discovered; for bodies
frequently came to light in obscure places.

But now Cardona had insde knowledge of one of gangland's burid grounds, where bodies of murdered
gunmen were logt forever.

The thought chilled him; for he redlized that with the knowledge he now possessed, he was doomed to
die

Hence, Cardona shut his lips grimly when Snooks Milligen began a new questioning. The detective's only
course was to let the mobsmen believe that he actudly knew something that he would not tel. Something
the mobsters wanted to know. That would a least give time to live—even though existence would be
drained by torture.



Seaing that Cardona would not talk, the gang leader sgnaed one of his underlings to turn the winch. The
man obeyed.

Cardona fdt a terific srain upon his shoulders. He resisted the tightened pressure. Another turn, and it
seemed as though his shoulders would be wrenched from their sockets. Still, Cardona was obdurate.

Minutes of agony went by, while Snooks Milligan glowered in amazement. This iron detective was
resging as Milligen had never seen aman resist before!

At lagt, the drain became too great. Cardona yidded—but not by word of mouth. He gasped, and his
head dumped forward. He had lost consciousness under the terrific strain.

An oath came from Snooks Milligan. This was something that he had not anticipated. He ordered the
men to release the winch. Cardonas form dumped loosdly forward. It was a long while before he
revived.

Determined to make his captive speak, Snooks Milligan ordered a new, dow torture. Cardona took it
amiling. He showed a physicad endurance that seemed impossible.

At lagt, the result was the same. Once more the detective lapsed into a state of sensalessness. The winch
was again released.

A full hour passed before the captive had revived sufficiently to suit Snooks Milligan's purpose. The gang
leader glanced at hiswatch. It was wdl past midnight. Milligan made a gesture of impatience.

"We cant be here dl night," he growled dowly, making sure that Cardona understood his words. "But
well try once again. Wait about fifteen minutes; then take it dow.

"WEell work on him easy. If he talks, dl right. If he passes out, we won't waste any more time. Well give
him the works and let him drop!”

Joe Cardona understood. One more round of torture would be his finish. He knew that the result would
be the same, whether he framed a trumped-up story to explain his vist to Chicago, or whether he
refrained entirdy from speech.

At the end, this merciless tiger of the underworld would have no further use for him. Joe Cardona dive,
would be a menace. Dead, he could make no trouble.

Those ropes would tighten once more. When their task was finished, they would be released. Guns
would bark a message of death, and the captive's body would drop through the opened platform into
oblivion!

Sill Joe Cardona was game. Although he was sure that help could never arive in time to save him, he
was determined to hold on to life as long as he could.

He st hislips grimly, resolved to yied no cry for mercy.
The carelessness of abdl boy had kept The Shadow from warning Cardona of this trap.
Now, he was caught!

CHAPTER XVIII. THE MAN FROM NEW YORK

THE Napoli Hotel was the new hangout for Mike Galantas mob. A smdl, but farly modern building, it
had been purchased by the notorious gangster, and had been kept as headquarters.



A year before, the Chicago police had worried about events that occurred a the Napoli, but now the
place was an extinct volcano.

Mike Gdlanta was doing time in a Federal prison, dong with other income-tax dodgers. His principd
lieutenants were going about their business in awary way, during the absence of their chief.

Control over such men as Snooks Milligan was exerted by Al Barruci, who had once been the right hand
of Mike Gdlanta. At present, Barruci was leading a peaceful existence. Still quartered at the Napoli, he
kept an eye upon the tempestuous mobsmen.

Al Barruc was a diplomatic personage. As a result, he worked wel with the former vassals of Galanta
He, adone, knew their doings, and they followed his advice in dl matters.

When Barrud advised, he was actudly giving orders. But he was crafty enough to make it appear
otherwise.

To-night, Al Barruci was comfortably ensconced in his suite at the Napoli. The prestige that he had
gained through Mike Gdlanta was serving him well.

By being consarvative, Barruci encountered very little trouble. But as the right bower of the absent big
shot, Barruci was dill a power to be feared.

It was a known fact that he seldom tirred from his comfortable abode. It was that very fact that made
prospective enemies wary of him.

The telephone rang, and Barruci answered it. He listened in mild surprise as a name was announced from
the desk downdairs.

"Tdl him to come up,” he ordered.

There was arap a the door afew minutes later. Al Barruci opened the porta and a tdl, hard-faced man
entered. It was the vistor— Jake Quelan— a noted New Y ork racketeer.

Barrud had met the man before, when Quelan had conducted secret negotiations with Galanta. He was
puzzled by this surprise vist.

"What brings you to Chicago?' he questioned affably, asthey sat down in the living room.
Qudlan lighted a cigarette before he spoke. He looked firmly at Barruci, with cold, aring eyes.

"I'm after aguy thet is herein Chicago,” declared the New York gangster. "Maybe you've heard of him.
They cdl him The Shadow.”

"The Shadow!" exclamed Barruci. "He can't be in Chicago!”

"Becausg'—Barruci paused reflectivdly—"he was here once before. He made plenty of trouble, then. If
he was here, he wouldn't be laying low. So | figure he isn't here.”

"No?' Quellan's question was chdlenging. "Wdl, you're wrong, Barruci. He is here and he is laying low.
That's why 1've come to get him. Before he starts more trouble. We don't want him back in New Y ork."

"We don't want hm here, either!" Barruc exdamed.



"Great. Then you can hdp me get him," Jake replied.
"How?'
Sowly, Jake Quellan began to unfold his plan.

"The Shadow," he said, "is on the run, for once. He does things pretty much his own way. Once in a
while he crosses the police, and they never can do anything abot it.

"W, thistime, they've got the goods on him—and there's aman on histrall who is outsmarting him.”
"Who?' quizzed Barruci increduloudy.

"A New York dick, named Cardona,” declared Qudlan. "He's working done out here—and from what |
hear, The Shadow is keeping under cover, for fear Cardonawill find him,

"The Shadow's quick when it comes to battling with mobs, because he knows their ways. But he's ydlow
when the police get on histrall. Takeit from me. | know."

"You think Cardona knows where The Shadow is?" Barruci questioned.
"Yes" Jake answered. "But there's only one guy can make himtdl.”
"Who?'

"You're looking a him."

Al Barruci was thoughtful. He wished that Jake Qudlan had arrived a while ago. Stll, it might not yet be
too late. Barruci wanted to know more.

"We heard that Cardona was here" he said. "But we weren't tipped off to the lay. We heard just enough
to let us know that there was trouble coming. That was dl.”

"I'm tdling you what the trouble is" declared Qudlan emphaticdly. "What's more, | know where
Cardonais located. He's gaying at a hotel, herein town. | came out done, so as not to let the New Y ork
cops get wise.

"Herés what | want to do: | want to grab Cardona—with your hdp - and then I'll make him saill the
whole sory."

"How?' Barruci asked.

"Easy enough. | know part of it. What | know will make Cardonatdl the rest. But I'm tdling you straight,
nobody ese could make that dick squawk!" Jake was emphatic.

"You know where Cardona is?'
"Yes—at ahotd "

"YOU'RE wrong," declared Barruci, with a broad amile. "Weve got him right now. One of my men is
meking him talk. When he gets through, ther€ll be one less flatfoot to bother you in New York."

"You aren't bumping off Cardonal" exclaimed Qudlan, in consternation.
"That's just what we are doing," returned Barruci. "After he talks, or if he doesn't talk.”



Qudlan drove hisright fist againgt hisleft pam.

"You're puling it wrong!" he exclamed. "All wrong. Cardona is too wise! Hell ether keep mum, or hell
gve a phony story. Then you've lost the chance to get the lay on The Shadow!™

"Will that matter much?'

"Matter! Don't you see what it does? The Shadow is bottled while Cardona is hot after him. With
Cardona out, The Shadow is loose again.

"You don't know The Shadow, Barruci. He spots mobs like a hawk spots a flock of pigeons. Hell be
loose, | tdl you—loose, herein Chicago!

"Wdl"—Quedlan settled back with a deprecating gesture. "I should worry about it. The Shadow will have
enough to keep him busy here. Well have things easy, back Eagt.”

It was the find statement that brought a worried frown to Al Barruci's forehead. He saw the logic in the
New York gangster's argument. He stroked his chin reflectively, then said:

"Weve gone pretty far with it now. Cardona's got to take the bump. That's dl.”

"Let him take it," declared Quellan. "He's no friend of mine. But | want to hear him talk before he goes
out—and it's more to your advantage than to mine”

Al Barruci was a man who made quick decisions when the occasion caled for it. Moreover, he was
naurdly conservative. Also, he had been somewhat gpprehensive about Snooks Milligan's quick action
with Joe Cardona.

He redlized now that they had worked too hedtily. Without more ado, he arose and faced the New Y ork
gangdster.

"Come dong," he said. "Maybe well be intime!”

Jake Qudlan followed him downstairs. Two men in the lobby arose the moment that Barruci appeared.
The four left by a Sde entrance. Barruci and Quellan dimbed into the rear seat of a sedan; the others
took the front.

The New Yorker knew their occupations. One was Barruci's chauffeur; the other, his bodyguard. The
men at the whed nodded in response to his chief's order. The other man sat Sdewise, keeping wetch as
they rode dong.

"Maybe you've heard of this place where we're going," said Barruci, as they reached the outskirts of the
city. "It was built to look like a country house, but Galanta had it fixed as a blind to store hooch.

"Then we had to soft pedd the racket when Gdlanta took his rap. So weve been usng it to dump guys
we don't want. Putting them where the booze was supposed to have been.”

The car was speeding rgpidly dong the shore of Lake Michigan. The New York gangster gave no
betrayd of the tenseness he fdlt.

"No telephone out there" explained Barruci gpologeticdly. "The place is kept empty. If there was a
phone, we could have tipped Snooks to lay off for awhile. Maybe well bein time—I hope so!"

The find words showed that the Chicago gang leader shared the anxiety which he supposed gripped
Jake.



The sedan drove up to a low house. The four men piled out, and Barruci led the way down the steps.
They crossed aroom, and Barruci gave a series of five quick taps a an inner door.

Hve taps responded. Barruc rapped twice. The door opened, and the arrivas stepped in to witness a
drange scene.

JOE CARDONA, completely unconscious, was drooping from the roller which held his rope-encircled
wrigts. One man was confronting the arrivals with an automatic. Another was standing by the winch.

Snooks Milligan was at the wall, his hand upon a knob, on the point of giving an order.
"Barrud!" he exclamed.

"Isthat Cardona?' quizzed Barruci.

Milligen nodded.

"Thisis Jake Qudlan," explained Barruci, indicating the New Y orker. "He's out here to make Cardona
sguawk. Has he told you anything?"

"No. Says heislooking for a spook."
Barrua was close beside Milligan.
"Cardonais after The Shadow," he said, in alow voice.

A look of surprise came over Milligan's coarse face. He motioned to the man a the winch to release
pressure. Cardona's form dumped to the platform. Milligan stepped away from the wall.

The Chicago ganggters watched, while the New Y ork gunman strode forward and leaned over the form
of Detective Cardona, who was dill sensdless.

He had shown his mettle to-night. He had borne the racking cruety with amazing soicism. His senses
were gradudly returning, but his eyes were il shut.

"You can't make him tak," growled Snooks Milligan. ""He won't open his mouth -

"Won't he?' rasped Jake Qudlan's harsh voice. "Il make him talk! Il give you the dope on this guy.
He's nervy enough, but he shies away from a rod. Hash a gun under his nose, and if he can't get away
fromit, hell quit.

Qudlan saw that Milligan was dubious. The New Y orker looked around the group—from Milligen to
Barruci, and to the four other mobsters.

"Weatch me" Qudlan said. "Cardonas coming to. Watch me make him squawk -"

He drew two automatics from his pockets as he leaned over the weakened detective. With one of them,
Qudlan roughly nudged Cardonas head backward so tha the opening eyes were saring toward the
caling. With the other gun, the New Y orker struck againg the ropes that were dangling from the roller.

Cardona's hands were bound, but he was free of the rack. His body dowly turned until it lay sdewise on
the platform.

Stooping beside the platform, Quellan brandished one automatic close to Cardona's face. The detective's
eyes opened; then closed. Rigng dowly, Qudlan turned toward the other mobsmen.



It was Snooks Milligan who sensed what was about to happen. He caught the strange gleam in Quellan's
gyes. In aflash, a complete understanding came to his startled mind.

He had no chance to utter his suspicion. He sprang forward with a sudden cry, drawing his gun.

It was a futile effort. Qudlan, hardly noticing Milligan's action, held his am as wel as his fire until the
threstening gun had swung amost to alevd. Then the New Y orker's automatic spoke.

Milligen suddenly sank to the floor to avoid the shot, but it was too late. His gun rettled ahead of him. He
had been shot just above the elbow.

The whole episode was areveation to the other Chicago mobsmen. As they saw the New Yorker step
back so as to protect Cardonas body—as they heard the ped of inddious laughter that rang from those
firm-sgt lips—they knew the menace that confronted them.

The man who cdled himsdf Jake Qudlan was The Shadow!

With cool indifference, this strange avenger had dedlayed his attack againgt the 9x enemies. The gangder
a the door was his greatest danger, for that man was ready with his gun the moment that Snooks Milligan
fdl.

The Shadow's left arm bent before his body. Smultaneoudy, his right let its automatic rest upon the left
fore-arm.

With precise, quickly gained am, The Shadow pressed the trigger, and the threatening gangster dumped
to the floor, his gun unfired.

Four men were coming up with thar weapons. Al Barud and his three henchmen were acting
individudly but smultaneoudy. They hurled themselves upon their enemy, and the barks of The Shadow's
automatics sounded another note of doom.

There were reports on both sides now; but even at that close range, The Shadow remained unscathed.
One gangster toppled before he could fire a shot. The Shadow, legping forward, seemed to grapple with

the bodly.

It formed a momentary bulwark againgt Barruci's quick fire. Then one of The Shadow's shots dropped
Barruai.

A strange, short fight—unexpected in its beginning, amazing in its dimax. Barruci and the man at the door
lay ill. Milligen and two others were writhing on the floor. The Sxth gangdter lay sprawled againg the
form of The Shadow.

CARDONA, eyes wide at the sound of gunfire, saw his rescuer step asde. The leaning form of the
gangdter fdl when the support was removed. It fdl face downward on the floor. The Shadow's quick
eyes were everywhere, looking for lurking danger.

Snooks Milligen was crawling helplesdy away. His gun was by The Shadow's feet. Then another
mobster, coughing blood, rose to his knees and made a futile dive for a weapon thet lay on the floor. His
effort ended in a helpless sprawl.

Redizing only that this man was a friend, Cardona tried to cdl a sudden warning, but the shout was no
more than avague rattle in his dry throat.

The Shadow heard, but did not receive the meaning. That was unnecessary. The quick eyes of The



Shadow saw, and understood.

Snooks Milligan was raising his body againg the wall. His left hand, dripping with blood from the wound,
was gripping the knob againg the wall. Asit gained its mark, The Shadow fired.

The gangster dumped forward, and lay pressed againg the wall, but his dying fingers were turning,
twiding a the knob.

Another shot would have meant his doom. But even in the last futile moments, the reflex action of his
dying dutch could have succeeded. The Shadow did not fire again.

Turning, he dropped his automatics and stepped upon the platform, to saize the body of Joe Cardona.

The platform was moving as The Shadow, with long, powerful arms, drew Cardona toward him. The
Shadow's feet were on the solid floor; his body was flinging backward as the platform fell.

For a solit second, Cardonas body hung over a black abyss as it was being swept to safety. Then the
detective struck the floor and lay there, utterly helpless.

The Shadow stooped and picked up his automatics. He looked toward the wdl, and watched the form
of Snooks Milligan asiit swayed in convulsve gyrations. The gangster sprawled upon the floor, dead.

Cardona's bonds were cut. Supported by his rescuer, the detective staggered out into the night, and was
helped into the waiting car. The cool ar revived him; but as his myserious companion took the whed,
and headed back toward the city, the aftermath of the terrible strain had its effect.

Cardonalay in a stupor that was only momentarily broken when he found himsdf being urged through the
darkened lobby of his hotd.

THE ringing of a telephone awakened the detective. It was broad daylight. Groggily, he answered the
cdl. It was the clerk, tdling him it was ten o'clock.

Ten o'clock! Cardona could not understand why he had been caled. His mind was groping dizzly, trying
to recd| the dreamlike events that he had encountered the night before.

He remembered his capture dimly. The torture was a vivid recollection. Cardona's weakened, aching
shoulders were a rong reminder.

But the rescue was a haze. A tdl man, whose face Cardona had only glimpsed, had effected his ddivery
from death. Cardona awoke to the knowledge that only one man could have accomplished it—The
Shadow!

Cardona spied a smdl package lying on the desk. With numbed fingers, he opened it. From within, he
produced a bunch of violets.

A new message from The Shadow!

It was the firg ance Cincinnai, Cardona thought. He did not know that a warning message had gone
adray the night before—a message with three brief words that would have kept him from waking into
the unexpected danger which had beset him.

With fumbling fingers, the detective found the disk. It bore these words:
TO-NIGHT



HEADQUARTERS
NEW YORK

Cardona redized now why he had been cdled a ten o'clock. He could reach New York by eght
to-night, if he took the noon plane from Chicago.

Hadtily, the detective dressed and packed. He reached the airport in time for the plane. Still dazed, he
watched the outskirts of the city drop away, and saw the broad expanse of Lake Michigan spread away
into the smoky haze.

In Cardona's pockets were the notes of dl the information he had gathered on this trip. Scattered facts,
which had sgnificance, yet which required more to make them complete and useful. Cardona's thoughts
flew ahead of hmto New Y ork. What awaited there?

A newspaper lay beside him. Cardona looked at the front page. Then he temporarily forgot his problems.
He was reading the account of a gun fight in a house on the shore of Lake Michigan.

Al Barruc and Snooks Milligan, noted gangsters, had been dain. A deeth trap had been discovered.
Two other gangsters had died in the fray. The police, brought to the spot by a mysterious telephone tip,
hed carried away two more who were wounded.

The news of the affar was causng congternation in gangland. The two men who lived would not talk. It
was believed that a quarrd had taken place between the two gang leaders and their underlings.

Tha was dl.

Joe Cardona grinned. The account bore no reference to the surprising rescue of a captured New Y ork
detective. Nor did it mention the fact of a rescuer.

The Shadow had come and gone, leaving no trace of his mysterious, timely presence!

CHAPTER XIX. SLADE SIGNS

MARTIN SLADE, posing as James Teford, was on the front terrace of the Long Idand bungalow. It
was late in the afternoon. His adopted father had not yet returned from histrip to Batimore,

Sade wasin amood of eation. He had gone through the safe during Thomas Tdford's absence. He had
learned facts regarding the old man's wedth and holdings.

Had there been vauablesin the safe, Slade might have had difficulty in ressting the temptation to purloin
them, for he was a crook through and through.

He had learned, however, during his sedthy search, that Thomas Tedford kept dl stock certificates and
vauable itemsin safe-deposit vaults.

A taxi whedled up to the bungaow, and Thomas Tdford dighted. Siade advanced with a warm greeting,
to hep the old man with his suitcase.

Thomas Tdford shook his head and strode directly into the house. Slade, watching in surprise, saw the
old man enter the room where the safe was located. The door dammed behind him.

What was the meaning of this? Martin Slade's brow became furrowed. Had Tedford learned something
that had put im wise to the deceptive game that Slade was playing? It seemed a logicd explanation of
the old man's action.



Sade drolled about the terrace, wondering what would be the best course to follow.

The sun had set. Long, flickering streaks of darkness were on the lawn. Early evening, and dill Martin
Sade paced up and down. Thomas Telford had not left that room. Slade sensed that it would be a bad
migtake to interrupt himin his present mood. The crook was playing a crafty, waiting game.

The gloom of night felt oppressive. Slade wasill a ease, dmogt as unexplainably nervous as he had been
on the night when he had firg entered this bunga ow.

He stopped pacing to ligen outgde the screen door. He saw Thomas Tdford come from the closed
room and go upgtairs to the amdl second floor. The old men did not glance at the screen door as he
passed.

This was Slade's cue for action. Quickly, he dipped into the house, and entered the room that Teford
hed left. The door brought him in past the safe. He stopped a Tdford's desk in the corner and looked
about. The room did not seem oppressive now.

On the desk, Sade saw some typewritten sheets of paper. He scanned the upper one, and certain words
caught his eye immediatdy. This was evidently a statement that had been dictated by Thomas Tdford.
Sade read:

Thisday, in Bdtimore, | have received proof postive that my son is dead, and the man posing as my son
is an impostor. Should | be unable to rid mysdf of him, keep this atement as evidence that | knew he
was not James Teford. My will is made out in his name, but | intend to change it when my lawyer returns
to New York. Reasonswhy | do not want the impostor to know that | have suspected him—

Sade had read enough. He did not need the details. He redized that Tdford, absent-mindedly, had left
the paper here. The old man might return at any minute. Sade started to leave the room. Then his eye
spotted a dlver water carafe, with a glass regting beside it.

With a shrewd expression, Martin Slade drew asmdl phiad from his pocket. He uncorked it and poured
acolorlessfluid into the glass, which contained alittle water.

Tdford drank a grest dedl of water, as a habit of hedth. Each afternoon, the housekeeper refilled the
carafe. Evidently Telford had taken a drink aready. It was probable that he would take another.

Sade drolled from the room. Out on the porch, he heard Teford coming down the stairs. The old man
cdled through the screen door.

“Jml"
"Oh, hdllo, dad,” responded Slade, opening the door.

"Sorry | was so brusgue to-night,” said Teford. "'l was worried— worried about something that occurred
in Bdtimore. An old friend of mine told me— told me that he was very ill. Incurgbly ill. It was a great
blow to me, you understand.”

He was waking toward the door of the room where Siade had been. The shrewd crook followed the old
man, and stopped by the door as Telford entered. The old man reached the desk, and swung around to
see his pretended son at the door.

"Were you going to the city, Jm?" he asked.
"Yes dad," replied Sade.



"Why don't you go now, then?" inquired Telford. "I can meet you a Rgah Brahman's mesting, to-night. |
have work to do here, for awhile”

"A good idea, dad,” said Slade. "I'll see you then."

He hesitated momentarily as he saw Thomas Telford reach for the carafe. The old man filled the glass,
and raised it to hislips. He walked over toward the door, and patted Slade on the back.

"Seeyou later, Jm," he said, in an odd tone.

SLADE turned and left the room. He threw a parting glance, and saw Teford, one hand on the door, the
other holding the glass to his mouth. The old man was drinking the water.

Going upstairs, Slade began to scheme. He was figuring an dibi. He did not believe that any one had
seen him here a the bungdow. The old man had dismissed the cab driver before Slade had come
forward to help him with the bag.

Therefore, it could eesly be proved that young James Tdford was in New York dl afternoon. Slade
knew wel how dibis could be arranged.

The liquid that Slade had poured into the glass was a strong, tasteless poison. Slade had used it on
previous occasions.

There would be good reason for the investigators of Teford's death to suppose that Teford had been
poisoned prior to his return to Long Idand. The poison was a subtle one. Its action and its effects had
been puzzing to investigatorsin the past.

Martin Slade had no quams at dl about the outcome. Too often had he resorted to such evil measures.

Right now, he had a very smple course to follow. The old housekeeper had gone out. He could wait ten
minutes—or fifteen. By that time, Thomas Tdford would be dead. Then avist to the room where the old
men lay.

Sade could picture the body now, dumped on the floor, by the desk. He must make a get-away with the
tdltale glass, and that statement that Telford had prepared. Then dl would be well.

As for the future, Slade was sure that he could bluff it out as James Tdford. He was a man of cool
nerve—of persuasive speech that had often deceived the shrewdest detectives.

He had taken a drastic step, but it had been necessary. By his deed, he had saved himsdf and his
associates from exposure—exposure which would certainly have clipped the schemes of Rgjah Brahman
and his chief.

With brain working rapidly, Slade strolled downdairs at the end of ten minutes. He knew that this news
would come as a bombshell to his associates, but it was the only way by which destruction could have
been averted, Slade fdt that he deserved congratulations for his prompt effort.

He was at the door of the room. He opened it softly. He looked about, expecting to see the body of
Thomeas Tdford. But the room was empty!

Sade stared, bewildered, toward the desk. There was the glass, hdf empty. Thomas Teford had drunk
the poison and had I&ft the house!

Sade cursed himsdf for having remained in the back room upstairs. He should have been on watch!



Then he amiled. He saw the typewritten paper dill on the desk. If Tdford had taken it with him, the
Stuation would have been bad. But Tdford had |eft it here. That meant sure success for Sade.

Sade redized thet the effects of the poison, while deadly, were dower with some persons than with
others. As aresult, Thomas Telford had survived longer than anticipated.

There was no tdling where he might be now. On his way toward the station, perhaps. He might be lying
beside the road, dead.

Whatever the case might be, Sade's course was to act quickly. He went to the desk and reached out for
the paper fird. At that moment he had an uncanny sensation of being watched.

He glanced nervoudy about the room. No one there. He braced himsdf. Perhaps it was this light—adll
from the sngle lamp on the desk. He would forget the passing worry in a moment, Slade decided. He
picked up the paper and glanced at it.

It was not Telford's statement.

Sade stood completely stupefied.

The paper which he hed bore this heading:

The Confession of Martin Slade.

Sade began to read, like aman in a dream. Here was a recounting of crimes that he had committed!
Who had learned these facts? Who had put this paper here?

Sade's hand was indinctively reaching toward his coat pocket, when a low laugh stopped the action.
Glanadng upward, Sade's eyes saw the end of the large bookcase.

A long, spreading shadow extended from that spot. It formed a blot of vengeance on the floor.

Then came the form to which it belonged. A being in a black cloak, his features hidden by a
broad-brimmed douch hat, stepped toward the cringing crook.

"The Shadow!" Slade breathed.

Slade knew the identity of this avenging figure. Cowering, weakened in nerve and body, he tried to shrink
away. But the eyes that burned from beneeth the broad-brimmed hat hed him trangfixed.

"The Shadow!"
Agan Sade uttered the dread name. The answer was a low, taunting laugh from unseen lips.

"Martin Sade," declared a solemn, whispered voice, "you must pay the pendty for your crimes. To-night,
you sought to add another murder to your lig.”

SLADE'S fingers began to creep for his gun; but The Shadow's black-gloved hand brought an autometic
into view. Siade made no further maotion.

"To-night," said The Shadow, "your evil desgn was thwarted. Thomas Tdford, the man you sought to
kill, did not swallow that poisoned drink. | warned him, and he is safe. He stopped on the brink of death.
Hewill be at the seance to-night. Y ou will not be with him."



The stern voice paused, then resumed in an accusing tone:

"Thomas Tdford has gone. |, The Shadow, am here in his stead. | have been waiching. | have come to
make you Sgn your confession—the document that will prove your evilness”

A black-clad finger pointed to the paper on the table.
"Sgn."

Sade did not move.

"Sgn”

The automatic was threatening. Slade, with trembling fingers, picked up the pen that lay beside the paper.
He inscribed his name. The pen fdl from his clutch as he looked up, like a frightened rat.

"You have dgned your desth warrant,” declared The Shadow. "Tha paper shdl bring you death.
Deah—Martin Sade!”

The grim picture of the dectric chair arose in Sade's mind. Bold on the surface, he was a coward at
heart.

The Shadow was approaching closer. His sniger whisper carried atone that held the kndll of doom.

"Degth will come to you, Martin Slade! Deeth that you cannot escape. You will linger in the death cdll,
waiting—waiting—for your day of doom!"

Sade gasped; then, in madness, he reached for his revolver. His hand came swinging from his pocket.
Then, as the man's weagpon was moving upward, The Shadow discharged his autométic.

Its bullet smashed againg the revolver in Slade's hand. The crook's gun hurtled toward the wall. Sade
was holding his numbed hand helpledy.

"Degth,” said The Shadow dowly. "Degth by the chair—if you prefer to wait. Desth now—by my hand,
if you choose to sruggle. Desth—of your own design, if you wigh it. Death that you designed for others
should be good enough for you, Martin Sade!”

THE crook understood. The glass on the table! The glass with its hdf quota of liquid that carried sure
death! Slade shunned the thought.

Then, he caught the gleem in The Shadow's eyes. He saw the black finger resting on the trigger of the
automatic.

Sade's game was ended. He mudt fight now, or yidd. Bullets from The Shadow's automatic—bullets that
might wound and leave him here, dying. The liquid in the glass—sure—postive.

"You prefer to wait?' inquired The Shadow.

His left hand advanced, and Slade cowered. The Shadow picked up the confesson and placed it
beneath his cloak. His free hand reached for the telephone.

Sade knew what the gesture meant. A tip to the police. They would be here —to find him. They would
receive his confession, learn his crimes!

Sowly, the man's hand crept across the desk. He picked up the glass, with its poison. He brought the



glass to his lips The liquid had no taste. Even though he had poisoned it, Sade could not tdl it from
water.

He started to put the glass away; but his hand stopped, unmoving, as he saw The Shadow's pistol move.

"You have made your choice" came the sniger whisper. "Abide by that choice, or | shdl act as |
choose.”

The glass went back to Slade's lips. The man did not see it. His eyes were on The Shadow's hands,
unconscious of the glass. The black finger trembled. Slade knew that if he hesitated longer, his fate would
be decided by his enemy.

In desperation, he shut his eyes and gulped the liquid. He remained, seated with bowed head. He fdt no
il effects for the moment. He had a sudden rev of hope. Perhaps the poison—for once— might be
impotent!

Slade's eyes opened. The Shadow was gone! Exultant, hopeful, Martin Sade started to arise from his
chair. A tarific pain gripped him. He dumped back in agony.

Thomas Tdford's old clock on the bookcase ticked off seven solemn minutes, while a man writhed and
moaned in torture. At the end of seven minutes, the room was dlent.

Martin Slade, sprawled over the desk, was dead.

A slent, black-clad form reentered the room. The Shadow lad the dead man's confession on the desk
beside the body. A black-gloved finger rested on the find paragraph—words which Slade had not read.

There appeared this Satement:
Because my crimeswill be known, | have taken my own life
Underneeth the sentence appeared the sgnature of Martin Slade.

CHAPTER XX. IMAM SINGH PREPARES

RAJAH Brahman was seated in his sanctum. Imam Singh was beside him, ligening to find ingtructions.
Thergjah, despite his Orienta appearance, was taking in the shrewd tones of Bert Clutten.

"You know how we're working tonight, Tony,” he said. "I'm going to work this materidization strong. A
long talk, soirit guides and dl that—~before the fireworks.

"Get going as soon as we et the cabinet. I'll do the rest. Take plenty of time with the make-up. You've
got to do the part right.”

Tony nodded.
"Show them in," said the seer.

He went into the seance room, and was seated on his throne when the Stters were ushered into his
presence. Rgah Brahman looked about with secret satisfaction.

Here were the red believers—ones who had the money. Arthur Dykeman would turn in his cash after
this seance. Mrs. Furzeman, from Chicago, was a good believer. There was Thomas Teford—the seer
noted that his newfound son was not with him. That was just as well.



Beside Tdford sat the one member of the group who might be classed as a skeptic—Benjamin Cagtelle.
The dignified man was very serious to-night, and it pleased Rgjah Brahman. After this seance, Cagtdle
would serve amost ussful part in the scheme of things.

For Rgah Brahman, with the knowledge of the seer, was sure that to-night Castelle's skepticism would
drop away. He was sure that the man, as a new convert, would be high in his praise of Rgah Brahman's
psychic powers.

Begt of dl was Maude Garwood. Tonight, she would gain her long-cherished desire. From the vast
spaces of the universe, a soirit would come to greet her —a spirit whom she would recognize. Rgah
Brahman glanced toward Imam Singh. A greet assstant, Tony!

The seance began impressvely. After the usud discourse, Rgah Brahman sgned for the spirit cabinet. It
was brought to the center of the floor by Imam Singh.

Rgah Brahman commenced a discussion of the higher planes. While he spoke, his mind was thinking of
other matters. All was well in Chicago. Sade had arranged a good job there. Joe Cardona was out of
the picture.

All was wel herein New Y ork. There mugt be no trouble, to-night, of dl nights. Again Sade had proven
ussful. He had arranged for Barney Gleason and his chosen mobsmen to be on watch, to-night. That
would prevent any interference by The Shadow!

Imam Singh was no longer in the seance room. He had glided into the reception room, and thence, to the
outer door.

There, the white-clad man uttered a low sgnd. Four men appeared and came through the door. One
was Barney Gleason. The others were his chosen gunmen.

"In here" whigpered Imam Singh.

He stationed two men in the reception room. He led Barney Gleason and the remaining thug through the
anteroom, into Rgjah Brahman's private sanctum.

"O.K.," sad Barney Gleason.

Imam Singh nodded. He went through the empty anteroom and traveled to the outer door of the
gpartment. There, he peered cautioudy into the hal. He closed the door and let it laich behind him. It was
only afew steps to the fire tower. There, Imam Singh descended, and reached the fhoor below.

He peered from the tower into the hdl. No one was in dght. Imam Singh hurried to a door directly
benesth the entrance of Rgjah Brahman's apartment.

He unlocked the door and entered. He turned on a sngle light in the hal, and made his way to the door
of a storage room. He unlocked this door, and entered.

The storage room was fairly large. It contained various articles of furniture. A large square box was in
one corner—beside it the properties of Professor Raoul Jacques, which had been partidly unpacked.
Imam Singh laughed as he looked at a chair which had come from the Hotel Dalban.

He adjusted a stepladder in the center of the room, directly between two beamsin the celing. The ladder
was an unusud one. It was very firm, and had alarge platform top. It reached dmogt to the calling.

IMAM SINGH went to a closet. He divested himsdf of his white robes, and put on a garment of jet



black.

Thiswas closedfitting, and, with it, Imam Singh took out a black hood, which he did not don. Instead, he
placed it upon a dressing table that stood beside the box in the corner.

Imam Singh turned on a light by the table. He produced make-up materids, and began a transformation
of hisown face.

A picture was lying on the table as he worked. It was a portrait of Geoffrey Garwood, the dead husband
of the Philadd phia woman.

Gradudly, Imam Singh's countenance assumed the features of the departed millionaire. Satisfied with his
find touches, Imam Singh laughed and leaned back in his chair. His task was done; but there would be
long to wait.

To-night, Rgah Brahman was doing prdiminary work with the trumpet. The maeridizaion of the
wedthy Garwood would be the last number on the spooky program.

As Imam Singh leaned back, with eyes hdf closed, a par of hands emerged from the box behind his
chair. A man's form followed. The man suddenly hurled himsdf forward and landed full upon the
unexpectant Imam Singh.

The sruggle was brief, and dl in favor of the attacker. A man of strength, he rolled the fake Hindu to the
floor, and rammed his head againg the woodwork. Within haf a minute, the victor was saring at the inert
face that resembled Geoffrey Garwood.

He arose and dragged the unconscious man to the far corner of the room, where he bound and gagged
his captive. Then he returned to the dressing table in the corner, and took the char which Imam Singh
had occupied.

WHILE this unusud event was taking place beneath the gpatment of Rgah Brahman, a group of
detectives & headquarters were extending a welcome to Joe Cardona, returned from his leave of
absence.

The detective had jugt arrived from his trip to parts unknown. He looked worn and weary from his
journey.

In the office, his comrades, unimpressed by Cardona's tired appearance, were questioning him about his
vacation. Cardona saw a package on his desk. Some one spied the direction of his gaze. The banter
changed in tune.

"Cameinthis afternoon, Joe. Were you expecting it?'
"Looks like more violets, Joe."
"Better see what'sinit.”

Joe Cardona opened the package. He brought out the inevitable bunch of violets. The banter turned to
laughs Cardona made no comment.

He fingered the stems of the flowers, and camly thrust the bouquet into a glass of water that chanced to
be on the window dlI.

Thisaction brought more raillery. It dso gave Cardona a chance to examine the writing on the metd disk



that he had plucked from the flowers
LONG ISLAND

THOMAS TELFORD
IMMEDIATELY

Repeeting the name to himsdf, Cardona dropped the disk into his pocket, and looked up the name of
Thomeas Tdford in the phone book. He found it. He called the number. There was no answer.

Summoning a squad of men, Cardona lost no time. Two police cars were speeding toward Thomas
Tdford's Long Idand home. The cars were filled with detectives who wondered if ther leader had
experienced an attack of sunstroke.

The fird car pulled up a Teford's bungaow. Cardona clambered out and dashed into the house, with
three men at his hedls. In the lighted room they found the body of Martin Slade!

Murder!

The detectives were amazed. How had Cardona received the tip? Through a bunch of violets? The
ridicule that had attended those ludicrous bouquets of flowers was now athing of the past.

Cardona was reading the paper that lay on the desk beside the dead man. Its paragraphs were brief and
to the point. They told much that Martin Sade had done.

Something in the confesson girred the detective to ingant action. Ordering one detective to reman a
Tdford's home, Cardona turned to the rest of his men.

"Come on," he said briskly. "We're going back to Manhattan. We've got something more important than
this to worry about.”

The detectives were buzzing as they hurried to the cars in response to Cardona's mysterious command.
To the drivers, Joe Cardona gave the order that announced the destination of this quickly formed raiding
squad.

"Head for the Callao Hotel," ordered the detective. "Get going and keep going!"
The Shadow had again spurred Joe Cardona on the trall.

CHAPTER XXI. THE SPIRIT APPEARS

THERE was tenseness in the seance room at Rgjah Brahman's. Behind the closed curtains of the spirit
cabinet, a shade from the astral plane was seeking to regain earthly form. Not a person present disturbed
the impressve slence.

"A woman in our mids," declared Rgjah Brahman solemnly. "A woman who has logt a loved one. Soon
she sl see again the face of the person whom she knew.

"The spirit is spesking. | can hear its voice. It says the name of Garwood —Maude Garwood. Will she
ansver?'

"l am herd" exclamed Maude Garwood, in a breathless tone.

The curtains of the cabinet were open. A luminous spot was showing, severd feet above the floor of the



cabinet. The spot enlarged. It became a moving face. Sowly, the complete head and neck appeared.
The face was turned toward Maude Garwood.

"The spirit shdl speak!” declared Rgah Brahman impressivey.

A terific scream came from Maude Garwood. The woman collapsed and fdl to the floor. Rgah
Brahman sat startled on his throne. The spirit was spesking— and its words were plain.

" am the spirit of Dick Terry,” came the voice. "Not long ago | was here with you—on the earthly plane.
Now | have gone to the other world. | was murdered—murdered and there is the man who decreed my
desth!"

A hand appeared beside the floating face. Its long, shining finger pointed directly toward the enthroned
mydic!

Gasps and cries sounded about the circle. All had seen Dick Terry dive They recognized his features
now. To Rgah Brahman, the thing was incrediblel

Had Tony double-crossed him? No—that could not be possble! This looked like Dick Terry—it must
be Dick Terry!

Yet Dick Terry was dead. His dayer, Baney Gleason, was here to-night. Martin Slade had been sure
thet Dick Terry was dead!

A sudden fear swept over the astonished faker. Reaching beneath his cobra robe, he drew a short,
stub-nosed revolver. He paused, remembering the mistake of Professor Jacques.

He had stopped judt intime. To test this accusing form with a bullet could do no good. This was The
Shadow's doing! Was this The Shadow, playing the part of Dick Terry?

Ganing sudden decison, Rgah Brahman legped from his throne and hurled himsdf across the room,
away from that head that floated in the darkness. He reached the wall switch, and was about to press it.
Suddenly he redlized that thiswould end hiswdl-laid plans of many months.

He mugt face this issue—face it without revedling the fact that he was a faker and arogue.

"Back! Back, evil Soirit!" he ordered, advancing through the dark. "Back to the other plane! Depart, thou
lying spirit -"
A ped of mocking laughter resounded through the seance room. Wild, taunting, and uncanny, the

rallicking mirth seemed like a cry from the dim beyond. It threw an atmosphere of redism into this scene
that surpassed imagination.

"Back—depart -"

Rgah Brahman's cries were pitiful as thelr quivering tones were drowned amid another tremendous burst
of merriment that seemed to come from the walls and calling. Dying, shuddering echoes followed that
laugh. Then, at the most terrifying moment, the lights came on.

Stepping from the cabinet was Dick Terry, his arms folded, his living, accusng eyes saring sraight a
Raah Brahman. The mydic, backing away, began to draw his revolver from his robe. Then a solemn
voice came from the side of the room, by the wall switch.

Rgah Brahman turned. All the members of the cirde—some danding; others crouched upon the



floor—stared in the direction of that voice.

Thomeas Tdford was sanding a the wadl. His face, no longer old, was gleaming with a Sniser amile. His
eyes were like living cods. In each hand he hdd an automatic.

"You have reached the end," he said coldly, to the bewildered seer. "Rgah Brahman, thief and murderer,
is finished. You sought to deceive me as you have deceived others. Your companion in murder, Martin
Sade, has paid for his crimes with hislife

"You are doomed, Bert Clutten"—the Hindu garbed seer winced at the name —"and your evil work is
ended! Y ou have known me as Thomas Telford. That is a fdse identity. Thomas Teford does not exig.

"Know menow! | an -"

Before the tal man could ddiver the name that Rgah Brahman feared—the name of The Shadow—a
hand was raised amid the cowering circle.

A revolver gleamed as a finger pressed agand its trigger. But The Shadow —ever adert—had been
waiting for the action. Hame burst from this right-hand automatic. The pistol shot resounded through the
seance room.

BENJAMIN CASTELLE sprawled headlong on the floor, his revolver diding and jouncing ahead of his
finger-spread hand.

"Your companion in crime" announced The Shadow coldly. "The man you cdled your chief. Benjamin
Cadtelle, the pretended skeptic. The promoter of your swindle schemes.

"He, too, isa murderer"—the voice paused, then corrected itsdf mockingly—"was a murderer!"

The words were true. Benjamin Cadelle lay dead. The Shadow's well-amed bullet had found his evil
heart.

Rgah Brahman backed away toward the end of the room, a cowering, helpless figure. But his evil brain
was seaing its chance of escape. With the shot fired by The Shadow, the door at the corner had opened
dightly, and Barney Gleason was peering into the seance room.

He could see the form of Dick Terry standing by the rgjah's throne. He could see the dead body of
Benjamin Castdle. He could see the gitters drawing away in fright to the farther corner of the room.

He could not see the tdl form of The Shadow, in the guise of Thomas Telford. But he did see Rgah
Brahman cowering away from a menace, and he caught the hunted gleam in the mytic's eyes.

Sowly, cautioudy, the mob leader peered around the corner of the doorway. He was seeking to
discover the form that he knew must be beside the wadl. His automatic was dark and sullen. Did The
Shadow know the danger that was coming?

The question was never answered, for Dick Terry acted at that moment. Gleason, intent upon his
purpose, had ignored Dick, who was standing slent and aone.

Dick saw the muzze of the automatic againg the edge of the doorway. He quickly lifted his right am and
his short-barreled revolver responded to the trigger. A bullet crashed the wdl an inch from Barney
Gleason's hand.

It was the Sgnd of battle!



Baney Gleason dropped back and amed at the new enemy. Dick Terry made a quick dive for the
shdter of the rgah's throne. Gleason, seeing him out of action, legped into the seance room, the other
gangder a hisheds.

The gang leader's autométic was aimed toward The Shadow. Out of its mouth came barking, hasty shots,
that Gleason hoped would end the formidable foe.

But The Shadow, close againg the wall, was safe from those wild shots. His own automeatic replied the
moment thet Barney Gleason legped out from cover. The gang leader fel, a bullet through his stomach.

Cursing, coughing, he dill kept up hisfutile fire as he lay, hdf crawling, on the floor. The effort marred his
am. His bullets were wide of their mark.

With one automatic, The Shadow dill covered Rgah Brahman at the end of the room. With the other, he
camly fired two quick shots that dropped the man who had followed Barney Gleason.

The Shadow's bullets struck just as the man made afutile legp back toward the other room.

Following The Shadow's shots came quick reports from behind the throne. Dick Terry had opened fire
on the other mobsters, coming in from the reception room.

The Shadow fired one last shot that lowered Barney Gleason's weak arm; then he swirled toward the
new menace. The gangsters were ducking back to safety. Dick had them covered.

The Shadow's action gave Rgah Brahman his opportunity. Had he attempted to draw his revolver and
fire, he would have been clipped by The Shadow. But he performed a different action that was a Solit
second fagter.

He leaped for the shdlter of the huge metd Buddha &t the end of the room. He reached it in safety. The
Shadow's pursuing shot clipped the side of the huge image.

Here Rgjah Brahman waited. He was safe! But he had not reckoned with his amezing foe. While Terry
covered the doorway againg reinforcements, The Shadow strode across the room, with both automatics
covering the metd idol.

Rgjah Brahman took the only course. He swung his revolver past the side of the Buddha, and fired as he
raised his hand. Hisfirg bullet was a wild hope. The second seared The Shadow's deeve. The third did
not follow.

Crack!

The Shadow's autométic had answered with a bullet that took off the rgjah's trigger finger. The revolver
dropped to the floor.

The crooked medium was helpless behind the protecting Buddha!

AT that indant, gunfire broke out in another part of the apartment. Cardona and his men had entered.
They were encountering the ganggters in the reception room.

The Shadow, turning momentarily, spied asght that no one ese saw - for dl eyes had turned in the new
direction.

Coming through the floor of the spirit cabinet, revolver in hand, was Imam Singh. The servant had been
bound by Dick Terry. He had escaped and had dimbed the ladder to the trapdoor thet led to the spirit



cabingt.

The bottom of the cabinet was a foot above the floor, but it, too, opened, and its broad base obscured a
view of the center spot beneeth.

Incongruous in the character of Geoffrey Garwood, Imam Singh was nevertheess afigure of hatred as he
raised hisgun to fire & Dick Terry.

The Shadow ended this menace. He sprawled Imam Singh with a bullet in his shoulder, and as the fdse
Hindu wavered, The Shadow |eaped forward and flung him to the floor of the room.

Joe Cardona came dashing in the door. He saw the tdl form of Thomas Tdford—whom he did not
recognize as The Shadow—uwith the curtains of the cabinet dosng about it.

Before he could understand this, Cardona spied Rgjah Brahman, grabbing up his revolver and legping
back for the sefety of the Buddha The detective opened a valley. His bullets were sure. Rgah Brahman
fel dead.

Dick Terry was druggling with Imam Singh, trying to capture the man dive. But the man broke away,
and snatched his gun from the floor. He amed at Joe Cardona but the detective dropped him with a shot
from close range.

The action of Imam Singh showed Cardona that Dick Terry was on the side of justice. The young man
dropped his gun when he saw that the detective was safe.

Joe Cardona, seeing no other foes, snatched away the curtains of the spirit cabinet.
The Shadow was gone! He had used Rgah Brahman's own trapdoor to effect his exit.

CHAPTER XXII. THE CLEAN-UP

THE clean-up of the Spook Ring was a naturd consequence of the battle at Rgjah Brahman's apartment.
With Joe Cardona and his men in complete control, the dead bodies and the contents of the gpartment
were griking proofs of the strength that the evil organization had possessed.

Dick Terry told a vauable story. He recounted his rescue from Barney Gleason's mob. He told how he
had been advised to lay low; how Thomas Teford— whom Dick Tery did not name as The
Shadow—nhad arranged the surprise a Rgah Brahman's,

Dick had received a key from Teford. It enabled him to get into the storeroom, where he had lan in wait
for Imam Singh.

Tdford, whose part had been so great, had Smply chosen to disappear. Joe Cardona would have liked
him for a witness, but well did he know that the man would never be located.

For Joe Cardona redized that this mysterious man, whose identity proved to be nonexigtent, was actudly
The Shadow. Working done, he had completdy deceived the crafty fakers.

Rgah Brahman was identified as Bert Clutten; Imam Singh as a young Itadian named Tony Petruchi. The
two had been working a spins graft for years.

Lining up with Benjamin Castelle, the organizer who had raised the racket to the million-dallar class, they
hed plied their crooked trade to the utmodt.

Martin Slade's complete confesson had told everything. A crafty murderer, Slade had arranged the



deaths of various innocent persons. Rgah Brahman's bluebook and his filing cases gave hints of
contemplated desths that were now frustrated forever.

When Cardona had found the trapdoor to the floor below, and had redized the method of The Shadow's
vanishing, he descended. He discovered the storeroom with its equipment. Articles of disguise— fdse
and fraudulent devices—all sorts of parapherndia that went with the crooked trade.

What interested Cardona particularly was a chair which he recognized as the one that Professor Jacques
hed been tied in, that night at the Dalban. Now, when the detective examined the chair, he found that one
am rattled. Close ingpection showed that the arms lifted off completely; but went back automaticaly.

That trick char marked Jacques as the dayer of Herbert Harvey. The medium, caught, confessed what
hed happened.

Harvey, a confederate who supplied him with information, had carried the luminous knife. Seeing trouble,
Jacques had raised hisarmsin the dark and had obtained the knife from Harvey. The medium's legs dill
remained bound to the chair.

When Harvey druggled with the unknown assalant whom Cardona knew mugt have been The
Shadow—Jacques struck at the enemy. But a twidt in the dark had sent the knife into the body of his
own confederate. Losing hold of the knife, Jacques had quickly shoved the chair arms back into place.

Cardona had missad the trick then. He saw it now. For The Shadow had Ieft an am loose for him to
find.

SENSATIONAL headlines told of the raid a Rgah Brahman's. Castelle's mighty racket was exposed.
The confesson of Professor Jacques followed as a tremendous story. Cardona lifted the lid when he
revealed the names of mediums throughout the country.

The greatest sensation was Cardona's statement that he had visted loca psychic circles in various cities,
and had seen ther build-up operate. He had evidence and witnesses to prove how the racket had
worked.

Coronado Copper was blacklisted. Castelle's new stock-unloading scheme was ended before it began.
Millions of dollars were saved for honest people.

Acting on information from New York, the police of twenty-seven cities swooped down upon fake
mediums who had been part of the nation-wide crooked ouitfit.

Desperate fakers were ready to fight back; but everywhere, the police were aided by myserious
long-distance cdlls that tipped them off when to attack.

Fakers scurrying for cover were spotted before they could escape. In St Louis, a group of crooked
mediums were ready with a death trap. It faled through some myserious cause, and the desperate
crooks attempted a get-away through atunnd under the street.

They were stopped by a man in black, who rose like a ghost and blocked ther path! With two
threatening automatics, he held them at bay until the police arrived and captured them.

Then the man of mystery disappeared, leaving no reminder of his presence other than a sniger laugh that
rolled in hollow tones through the vaulted passageway.

The press of the entire country rang with praise for the police officids who had responded with such swift
and effective action. Never before had the forces of the law acted with such concerted power.



It seemed as though an unseen hand—amazing and mysterious—had acted with incredible precison
agang the Spook Ring. And that was as true asit seemed.

Detective Joe Cardona, for his work in deaning up the murderous fakers, recelved the congratulations of
Police Commissioner Weston. But well did Cardona know that he had played but a minor role.

The Shadow, that mydterious battler agang crime, had worked cleverly. And in the secret files of The
Shadow lay the complete details of the racketeers round-up, even informetion that the ace detective
never dreamed of.

For The Shadow knaw!
THE END



