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CHAPTERI.AMANWITH A MESSAGE

B I B e B B B N B S B B B S N B B B B S V)

THE glaring headlight of the big locomotive cameto adow stop asthe West Shore Express pulled into
the Weehawken Termind. A gtation attendant pulled open the exit gate. Dim figures of dighting
passengers appeared upon the platform and became an advancing throng. The attendant idly watched the
approaching group.

Two men were standing ashort distance from the gate. Away from the glimmer of the locomotive
headlight, they were obscure and unnoticed. Like the attendant, they were watching the people coming
down the platform.

"Hell be herein hdf aminute, Jake," said onein an undertone. "Weve got to spot him the second he
shows up. Right on theferry with him."

"I got you, Biff," was Jake'sreply.
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The two men waited. Although they were tense, neither one appeared excited. Thiswas not surprising.
Watching for a passenger coming from atrain was no greet task for "Biff" Towley and hisfelow watcher,
Jake Bosch. For Biff Towley was one of the craftiest mobsmenin all New Y ork, and his companion was
his counterpart.

A tal, youthful man came through the gate with the last of the passengers leaving the Express. Biff
Towley nudged his companion.

Both men seemed to be disinterested bystanders asthe tall passenger glanced nervoudly in their direction.
But as the young man continued toward the ferry, the two sdlf-effacing gangsters swung aong behind
him.

"It's Louis Steffan, dl right," whispered Biff Towley. " Separate when we reach the boat. Y ou stay ahead
of him. I'll bein back."

Jake Bosch grunted his agreement.

In the ferryboat, Louis Steffan continued through to the front deck. There, he leaned againgt therall and
stared across the light-studded waters of the Hudson.

Hefumbled in his pocket and drew forth acigarette. He lighted it with trembling hand. As heraised the
match toward hisface, Steffan did not notice another man who leaned upon therail close beside him. It
was Jake Bosch.

THE ganggter threw a sdelong glance toward Steffan. He could see the palor of the young man'sface;
the twitching of hislips, theblinking of hiseydlids. Then the match dropped over therail and Steffan's
face became awhite blur in the darkness asthe ferry did fromits dip.

Jake Bosch drew back as Louis Steffan nervoudy threw the cigarette into the river and started toward
thefront gate of the ferry. As Steffan paused there, Jake turned and sauntered idly into the cabin where
he stood within the door. Biff Towley was seated close at hand. No one else was near.

"Helooks nervous, Biff," said Jake, in alow tone.

"He ought to," came the reply, with an easy, ugly laugh. "Keep ahead of him on the other sde. I'm
gticking close with him. Remember one of us has got to point him out!”

Jake nodded and went back on deck.

The water was churning as the ferry approached the dip on the New Y ork side. The myriad lights of
Manhattan were blotted as the boat came close to the roof of the ferryhouse.

When the gate was opened, Louis Steffan was one of the first to leave. He saw nothing suspiciousin the
form of Jake Bosch, walking swiftly ahead. Nor did he notice the idling shape of Biff Towley, who was
grolling on behind him.

Louis Steffan stopped at arow of phone booths. He fumbled nervoudy through the pages of the
Manhattan directory. Biff Towley, afew feet away, smiled grimly. He stepped into one of the telephone
booths and held anickel poised above the dot.

Louis Steffan's finger was checking aname. He had found what he desired - the telephone number of
Clark Murdock. He moved toward the phone booths.

As he approached, Towley's nickel clicked and the gangster dialed Barmont 4-9356.



A drange coincident! That wasthe very number that Steffan had noted in the book.

Biff Towley wastaking in alow, quiet voice when Louis Steffan beganto did. Listening at the receiver,
Steffan heard the clang-clang of the busy signal. He hung up the telephone and waited.

Biff Towley was il talking when Steffan diaed again. Once more, he caught the busy sgnd.

Louis Steffan stepped from his phone booth and glanced nervoudy at hiswatch. He waked hurriedly
away.

Biff Towley, seeing him through the window of the booth, quietly ended his conversation and stepped
from the compartment. He saw Steffan'stall form going through the door to ataxi stand. When Biff
reached the spot, two cabs were drawing away. Neither Louis Steffan nor Jake Bosch werein sight.

Biff Towley grinned and walked eastward on Forty-second Street.

LOUIS STEFFAN had taken thefirst cab he had seen at the stand. He had given the address of Clark
Murdock - which he had noted in the phone book. Now riding uptown, the young man was highly
perturbed.

He had cometo New Y ork with a definite purpose - to communicate with Clark Murdock. Until he had
reached the Manhattan ferry termind, he had gained no opportunity. That phone call with the busy sgnd,
had been awaste of time. Steffan was waiting no longer. He was going directly to the man who he
wished to see.

Asthe cab stopped at atraffic light, Steffan pulled a notebook from his coat pocket. He scanned the
pages of shorthand notations that he had made.

The recollection of the risk he had run to get them made him shudder. He pictured himsdlf listening at the
door of the room where two men had been talking; and to Steffan's blinking eyes came avivid portrait of
one of the speakers.

Ivan Orlinov! The name was inscribed among the notes. Steffan shut his eyes asthe cab jerked forward.
In fancy he saw a shrewd, bearded face - the countenance of ademon!

Steffan clenched hisfigts. Ivan Orlinov was everywhere, it seemed! He opened his eyes and blinked at
thelights of the avenue, asthe vision faded.

Helaughed ahoarse, nervous laugh. He was safe, here, with dl theselights. Safein New Y ork, with
Orlinov milesaway. Hetried to fed at ease and gradudly his qualms ended. Reason told him that there
was no danger for the present. The immediate task wasto ddliver his message to Clark Murdock.

Steffan glanced at hiswatch. 1t was ten minutes after nine. There was menace herein New Y ork - but it
threatened another man. Steffan alone could thwart it - for he, done, knew the secret.

He was sure that nothing could happen until ten o'clock. Fifty minutes yet - and now the cab was
swerving from the avenue. One block - two blocks - the taxi stopped in the center of the third. Steffan
was ready with the fare.

Thrusting his notebook in his pocket, the young man dighted and stood upon the sdewak while the cab
rolled away.

It was a somber neighborhood. The night was gloomy with overcasting clouds, and in this obscure part of
Manhattan, the old buildings seemed like tombs. The number of this old house reflected by the light



behind the transom, showed dimly above the door.
Louis Steffan had reached the home of Clark Murdock.

STEFFAN glanced up and down the street before he went toward the steps. He saw a car parked half a
block away. Itslights were off and he gave it no second thought. Impulsively, he turned to approach the
steps. As he did, he sensed aman beside him.

An exclamation froze on Steffan’'slips. The stranger who had closed upon him was ashort, stocky man;
and in his hand was the glimmer of stedl. The muzzle of arevolver pressed againgt Louis Steffan'sribs.

"Movedong," came aharsh, cold voice. "One peep out of you and you get the works. Savvy?"

Trembling, Louis Steffan dlowed himsdlf to be forced aong the street - away from the house he had
sought - away from the one place that offered safety. The parked car was moving dowly toward him.
Shivering, with the pressure of the gun againgt his back, the young man faltered forward at his captor's
bidding.

The low-lying car met them, twenty yards from the house. It was a sedan and the rear door opened as
the automobile arrived beside Steffan and the man who guarded him.

Within the sedan, Louis Steffan saw the vague form of another enemy. There, as before, he caught the
glimmer of arevolver.

A nudge from his captor and Steffan stepped into the car. He huddled back upon the cushions, his hands
raised piteoudy as his frightened, staring eyes saw the second revolver covering him.

"Get going," said the man on the curb.
"Right, Jake," came the growl of Louis Steffan's new guard.
Thefirst captor closed the door. The car pulled away. Louis Steffan was going for aride.

JAKE BOSCH laughed as he saw the sedan disappear around the nearest corner. He gave hisrevolver
atwirl and pocketed it in aleisurely manner.

He strolled dong the street to the corner in the opposite direction. There, hewalked camly past a
uniformed policeman and turned down the avenue. He reached a drug store on the next corner and
entered a phone booth. A minute later, he wastalking to Biff Towley.

"O.K., Biff," said Jake, tersdly. "The boys were waiting. They've gone away - with a passenger.”
"Y ou were therefirst?' came the voice of Biff.

"I was near therefirst,” replied Jake. "Made good time in my cab. Got out ablock awvay. Waked down
to the house and dropped out of sight when our friend came aong.”

"Good work, Jake. See you later. I've got another call to make."

L eaving the drug store, Jake Bosch returned along the block past Clark Murdock's home. He grinned as
he passed the house where he had made his capture. He continued on at aleisurdly gait. Hisjob was
finished.

Hardened underling of a calloused gang leader, it was Jake Bosch's duty to obey orders, without
knowing why. Tonight's business was amystery to him.



Biff Towley had stationed mobsmen in the car near Murdock's home and had taken Jake with him to
Weehawken to intercept Louis Steffan - aman of whom Jake had never before heard.

Jake had done other jobslike this one. He was the skilled pilot who steered victimsto waiting
automobiles. Where they went or what happened to them was a matter of no concern to Jake Bosch.

Hefelt no interest or sympathy for Louis Steffan. That young man was merely another onthelist of those
whom Biff Towley had chosen to obliterate.

So Jake forgot the entire matter as he headed for hisfavorite nightclub, a haunt where bright lightsand
gaudy women lured. He did not redlize that tonight he had played avital part in the schemes of men
craftier than Biff Towley.

For Louis Steffan had brought asingular messageto New Y ork. Had he ddlivered it, he might have
frustrated the progress of strange and incredible crime. But he had failed - he who aone had gained an
inkling of afiendish plot.

Up in the Bronx, the death car was stopped beside a deserted lot. A muffled shot - adying gasp - and dll
was over. The door opened and the body of Louis Steffan tumbled from the sedan. The car traveled on
itsway.

Then from the lowered window fluttered fragments of paper, which scattered widely in the breeze asthe
car swept homeward toward Manhattan. Louis Steffan's shorthand notes were meeting with destruction.

The man with the message was dead - and his message was gone forever. To the police, it would be
another gangland killing. By thetimethat Louis Steffan’s body was found and his empty pockets
searched, the unknown crime would be accomplished!

CHAPTER II. A STRANGE DISCOVERY
"Step into the laboratory, gentlemen. My demondtration isready.”

The speaker was a stoop-shouldered, gray-haired man of fifty years. He was garbed in awhite gown.
Hewas addressing agroup of keen, intdlligent-looking men who were seated in alittle living room.

This man, to whom the others gave close and respectful attention, was Clark Murdock, whose chemical
experiments had gained him an envied reputation

The men arose and followed the chemist into his laboratory. It was the rear room on the second floor of
Murdock's old house. He had chosen this secluded spot, away from the main arteries of Manhattan, that
he might conduct his experiments without disturbance.

Murdock's laboratory was aremarkable place. It contained shelves of bottles, long tables strewn with
appliances and pieces of oddly assorted machinery. His guests looked about them with interest, and the
chemist smiled as he saw their wondering glances.

These men had cometo see apractica demondgtration of his new experimentsin atomic disintegration.
Clark Murdock had made some remarkable discoveries, but he redlized that few of hisvistorswould
understand their full Sgnificance.

Motioning the men to chairs, Murdock gazed about him with the air of an instructor about to addressa
class. Hewaited until silence had been obtained; then stared at his solemn-faced assistant in the corner.

"Y ou may go, Stevens" he said, brusquely.



"Yes, dr," sad the man, with adight bow. "Do you wish meto wait until the truckmen come, Sir?”

"That'sright," declared Murdock, with anod. "They wereto return for that box they brought here by
migtake. | shdl attend to that, Stevens. Y ou left it by the eevator, did you not?

"Yes gr."
"Very wdl. | shdl answer their ring. Good night, Stevens.”
The solemn assistant | eft the [aboratory and Murdock again smiled at his guests.

"Stevensisagood assgtant, gentlemen,” he said, quietly. "He knows nothing. That is much better than
knowing too much - as some assistants do.”

The otherslaughed at the chemist's witticism. Murdock |ooked about the group. He noted two men who
impressed him more than any others. They were seated Side by side.

One was Doctor Gerdd Savette, akeen-visaged man who stood high in his profession. The other was
Lamont Crangton, awedthy millionaire, who was alikely investor in promising inventions.

CLARK MURDOCK, despite his querulous disposition, had an eye to business. He was |ooking for
financid aid in his present experiments, and it had occurred to him that Savette's approva would bring
Crangton'sinterest. Hence it was upon these two that he centered his discourse.

"Itisnearly ten o'clock,” he said. "For two hours | have been discussing the value of atomic disintegration
asasource of tremendous power. In that time, | have endeavored to fully outline the principlesthat are
involved in this great subject. Y ou have been patient, gentlemen - now | shal reward you with the actua
demongtration.”

Murdock went to a covered table near the center of the room. He drew aside the cloth to disclose a
hollow sphere of glass. This globe, which measured more than afoot in diameter, was mounted upon a
base of metal.

"Watch," said Murdock, quietly.

He pressed a switch and amotor began to hum. Tiny sparks appeared within the globe. Then came
quick soundless bursts of flame asinvisible particles broke asunder.

"Atomic action,” spoke the white-haired chemigt.

The activity within the hollow sphere seemed like warfare in miniature. The onlookers stared in
fascination, while Clark Murdock stood aside, watching the expressions on their faces.

When the chaos had reached its height and the globe seemed ready to break apart, Murdock again
pressed the switch. Theterrific commotion continued for afew minutes, then gradualy ceased. The
witnesses gazed at one another in amazement.

"That," declared Clark Murdock, "is a perfect demonstration of my discovery. Y ou have seen the results
of atomic disintegration conducted in avacuum. Now imagine, gentlemen’- the chemist'sfacetook ona
visonary sare - "the same activity on amuch larger scale - within asted-walled chamber. Thereis
power here that surpasses all dreams-"

He stopped suddenly as he heard the sound of atelephone bell in another room. Carefully, Murdock
disconnected the apparatus and went from the laboratory. He returned in afew minutes and spoke to



Doctor Savette.
"Y ou are wanted on the telephone, doctor,” he said.

The physician went into the other room. When he returned a short while afterward he found Murdock
again explaining the important points of hisdiscovery.

"I have learned the secrets of the atom,” the chemist was saying. "More than that, | have discovered a
method of atomic control. Within afew months, | shall have complete success.

"As some of you have remarked, | do run arisk in my experiments; but that risk isin the interests of
science. Often, | have been tempted to et the eectric charge continue until the last possible moment; but
| have dways resisted that temptation.”

He paused and smiled wanly at hislisteners.

"Here, inthislaboratory,” he said, "abursting of the crystal sphere would prove disastrous. The aomic
energy would be quickly dispelled, but it might start explosions among certain of the chemicasyou see
upon these shelves and benches.

"Twice | have barely prevented fires, here. | have never been able to obtain insurance, and | have chosen
this obscure place because there are comparatively few neighbors who could be harmed should things go
wrong."

"It would mean agreat lossto science,” someone remarked. ™Y ou should be careful -"

"I must be careful of myself, yes," replied Murdock. "All the gpparatus which you see here could dl be
replaced with ease - under my supervison. | carry al my plans here” - he tapped his forehead
ggnificantly - "and while my brain exists, these results can dways be obtained.

"But itisafact, gentlemen, that should | die, my discoverieswould belost. | do not say forever - for
what one haslearned, another may learn. But | do say that there is no other man dive who could
duplicate what you have seen tonight!”

There was no braggadocio in Murdock's manner as he looked about the group. He had the air of aman
who has stated a ssimple fact. Thiswas not lost upon the visitors. They knew that they had heard the
truth.

Doctor Savette advanced with out-stretched hand. Clark Murdock received his clasp.

"L et me congratulate you, Mr. Murdock," said the physician. "Thisisthe most remarkable demondiration
that | have ever witnessed. | predict the highest success. Y ou have proven the value of your
discoveries”

The man who had harnessed the atom beamed at these words of approval. The others of the group were
visibly impressed by Doctor Savette's enthusiasm.

"My only regret,” declared Doctor Savette, "isthat | must leave you now. This second telephone call was
more urgent than the firg that | recelved tonight. | shall look forward to your next demongtration with
eagerness, Mr. Murdock."

Good night, doctor," said Murdock warmly. "It has been a privilege to have you here. Upon your next
vigt, | shal show you how atomic energy works. By then | expect to have aglobe of sted in which the
atomswill explodeto furnish driving power which can be utilized."



Doctor Savette shook hands with the other men in the group and left the laboratory. Murdock continued
with his discussion; then evidenced that his demonstrations were finished for the night. He ushered his
guests from the laboratory.

"| shall continue to work tonight,” he said as the visitors departed. "I work best when | am done.”

BACK in hislaboratory, Clark Murdock sat down and smiled thoughtfully. He was pleased with
tonight's results. Doctor Savette had been commending. Lamont Cranston and the others who had gone
with him had a so expressed their gpproval.

The chemist looked about the laboratory and gazed at the crystal sphere. Then his thoughts changed and
he arose suddenly to step toward a door at the far corner of the room.

He had remembered that two truckmen were coming to remove a huge box that they had |eft that
afternoon. They had called up immediately afterward to state that there had been amistake. Another box
should have been brought instead. 1t would be delivered later; in the meantime, the men would cometo
take away the origina box.

Murdock wondered why the men had not yet arrived. He reached a small room outside his laboratory.
Ononesdewasaflight of stairsleading to the ground floor. Straight ahead was the elevator which had
been ingtdled for the lifting of heavy apparatus. The box was pushed in a corner near the elevator.

The chemist shouted down the stairway. There was no response. Evidently the expected men were ill
ontheir way.

Murdock started back toward the laboratory. Then, suddenly curious, he stopped to look at the box. It
was alarge, oblong contrivance. It was set on end, and the front of the box was hinged, like a door.

Murdock studied the box. He could see no address upon it. He wondered if the truckmen had actualy
made amistake. This box was twice as large as the one he had expected, neverthdess, it might contain
the gpparatus that was coming.

The chemist saw a heavy hammer hanging on thewall. His curiosity increased. He suddenly decided to
open the box and view its contents.

Prying the front of the box with the hammer, Murdock gradualy loosened the side which was securely
nailed. He gained an opening for hisfingers and tried to pull open the front.

It was not an easy task, for the nails were il partly in position. But Murdock kept on at the work,
resolved to completeit.

The box tilted forward asthe chemist pulled at it. Then, at an unexpected moment, the door-like front
yielded. Clark Murdock staggered backward and caught himsalf before hefell

Then, leaning againgt thewall, he stared in utter bewilderment at an object that tumbled from the box and
flattened upon the floor.

It wastheform of aman - alifeless, inert shape, that lay in atwisted, huddled pose. It wasaman clad in
white - aman with gray hair - whose shoulders were hunched up againgt his neck.

Clark Murdock plucked his own coat with his hands. His garb and that of the dead man were identical.
More than that, the size and shape of that body were the same as the chemist's own form!

Stepping Sowly forward, Murdock bent down and-lifted the body back toward the box. He noted that



the interior of the wooden case was thickly padded to prevent its contents from being tossed about.

But the chemist gave no second thought to that matter. He was interested in thisform on the floor, with its
bent-down head.

He turned the body sidewaysto get aglimpse of the face. The light was dim, herein thelanding of the
sairway. Y et even in the gloom, Clark Murdock saw asight that startled him

His hands were holding the lifeless head. He was staring at the features of this person who had been the
victim of somefoul play. The Sght of the featuresfilled him with amazement.

For Clark Murdock was looking at a countenance which he could not fail to recognize. The face of the
dead man was amost an exact counterpart of hisown!

CHAPTER I11. AVISITOR RETURNS

WHEN Clark Murdock recovered from his bewilderment that followed his strange discovery, he stood
with his chin resting in one hand and surveyed the body on the floor before him.

A keen andyst, Murdock sought to fathom the mystery that lay here. But his mind was schooled to
chemisgtry, not crime. Thelonger he surveyed the gruesome form, the more did he become perplexed.

Hewas tempted at first to replace the body in the box and inclose it so that it could be taken away when
the truckmen came. Then the thought occurred to him that the men were long overdue, that in all
probability they had been instructed not to come back for the box.

The upshot was that Clark Murdock had in his possession the dead body of an unknown man, whose
garb and features were characteristic of hisown. Thiswas something that seemed too amazing to be
merely coincidence.

What should he do? Call the police? That would be the proper course, yet Murdock hesitated to takeit.
He resdlized that he would be subjected to a most undesirable cross-examination, and that it would be
difficult for him to explain mattersin asatisfactory way.

He had not seen the box come in. Stevens had been here, but Murdock knew the stupidity of his
assgant. He doubted that either he or Stevens could give the police any information that would enable
them to trace the owner of the box.

Nevertheless, the whole matter was a source of great annoyance to the chemist, and he felt that he must
summon someone competent to handle it. He had planned extensive experiments tonight. These would be
interrupted. Murdock did not likeit.

Then it occurred to him that if the truckmen should return - even though that chance wasremote - it
would be advisable to apprehend them.

That |eft only one choice. He must call the police. Delay would be unwise. Nodding to himsdlf, the
stoop-shouldered chemist went back into his laboratory and continued into hisliving room. There he
seated himsdlf at the telephone table and began to consult the directory, to find the number of detective
headquarters.

WHILE he was thus engaged, he heard a dight sound near by and looked up suddenly to see Doctor
Gerdd Savette. The physician had just entered the room from the hallway and was bowing courteoudly.

"I trust | am not intruding?' The physician's tone was smooth and easy. "'l found that | could return



immediately after | reached my office. | had hopes that your guestswould il be here.”
"How did you get in?" questioned Murdock, testily.

"Through the front door," replied Doctor Savette suavely. "1 rang the bell and there was no response.
Then | remembered that your man had gone for the night. | also recalled that you and the others had been
in the laboratory when | |eft. So | took the liberty of opening the door and coming upstairs.”

"But the door was locked," declared Murdock. "I haven't any objection to your entering, Doctor Savette.
Y ou are always welcome here. But | cannot understand how you came in through alocked door."

"I found it unlocked," returned the physician, with asmile. "Otherwise | could not have entered.”

"I must have forgotten to lock it," observed Clark Murdock, thoughtfully. "Strange - | felt surethat | had
pushed the bolts on the door. An oversight on my part, doctor, but afortunate one. | am glad that you
are here.”

"I am pleased to hear that," said Savette. "'l should like to talk with you further in reference to your
experiments-"

"There is something more important for the moment, doctor. Something that demandsimmediate
atention.”

"'Something more important than your experiments?’ Doctor Savette's tone showed his puzzlement. "I can
scarcely believe that, Mr. Murdock.”

The chemist arose and placed the phone book to one side. He beckoned to hisvisitor and led the way
through the laboratory. Murdock was speaking as they walked aong.

"l wasjust about to telephone the police," he explained. "Y our arrival was atimely one. | needed advice,
immediately, and | could think of no one who could help me."

"My advice on what?' questioned Savette, asthey reached the far door. "Why should you need the
police?'

"Hereisthe reason,” declared Murdock, camly.

He opened the door to the landing and pointed to the body on the floor. Doctor Savette drew back with
an exclamation of surprise. Then he stepped forward and examined the body.

"The man isdead,” he declared. "He appears to have been strangled.”

He stared silently at the till face; then looked up a Murdock. He stepped back and surveyed the body;
then gazed a hisliving companion.

"Amazing!" he exclaimed. "Amazing, Murdock! The man bears aremarkable resemblanceto you!"
"That iswhat puzzlesme," declared the chemidt.
"When did thisbox come here?' questioned Savette.

"Today," said Murdock. "Dedlivered by mistake. That, at least, iswhat Stevenstold me. The truckmen are
supposed to comefor it a any time."

"Hm-m-m," responded the physician. "Thisis perplexing, Murdock. Y et it seemsto have astrange



ggnificance. It isnot likely that the sender of such abox would let it go to thewrong place. Frankly, |
don't think that those men will return. | think the box wasintended to be left here”

"But why?'
"So that you would open it - and make the discovery, exactly asyou have done."
"l had the same idea,” admitted Murdock, "but | can't understand the purpose.”

"It might be the work of some enemy,” said Doctor Savette, dowly. " Some one may wish to hamper your
experiments. Y ou were about to call the police. If they should come here, it would mean agreat ded of
trouble and annoyance to you - enough, perhaps, to delay your work for sometime.”

"That istrue," responded Murdock, "but | can not understand why the body should be specidly dressed
inworking clotheslike mine”

"I have another theory," resumed the physician, thoughtfully. "Thismay be athreat - aplan to frighten
you. The person who sent this box could not have expected you to open it tonight. Y ou were expecting
men to take it away."

"That'sright,” agreed the chemist. "I can't explain exactly why | did openit. | supposethat | would
ordinarily have dlowed it to remain for severd days, before investigating its contents.”

"Correct,” declared Savette. "Now let us suppose that a message ison itsway, that you areto receive a
threat - in which the box is mentioned. Opening the box, you find a dead body that resembles yourself.
That would certainly make the threat emphatic, would it not? Particularly if the threat were directed
agang your life"

Clark Murdock nodded in accord. Then he showed a sudden response to Doctor Savette's statement:

" think you have struck the right theory, doctor,” he exclaimed. "That makesit imperative for meto cal
the palice. | do not intend to lose another moment.”

The chemist was turning to the door that led into the laboratory. His hand was dready on the knob.
"Wat!"

THERE was acommand in Doctor Savette's exclamation. Clark Murdock turned in surprise. He stared
at the physician and noted a peculiar expression on the man'sface.

Stocky and sallow, with shrewd eyes, Doctor Savette appeared as amenacing figure instead of the
suave, polite professona man that he had been amoment before. 1t was Murdock's sudden turn that
enabled him to catch his companion off poise.

While the chemist stared in consternation, Savette's masklike affability was resumed. Again he became
the suave physician and his persuasive voi ce sought to regain the confidence of Murdock.

"It would beinadvisableto cal the police," purred the doctor. "That is exactly what the sender of thisbox
would expect you to do -"

Murdock's voice sounded an interruption.

"Y ou speak,” he said coldly, "as though you are acquainted with the perpetrator of this outrage! 1t was
very timely - your arrival - while | was at the telephone. Suppose” - Murdock's eyes were gleaming
furioudy - "that | should accuse you of complicity in the crimethat lies evidenced there before us? What



would you say to that, Doctor Savette?"

The stinging words had their effect. Savette'slips soread in an ugly leer. His sallow face became tense
and avein swdled in hisforehead. No longer attempting to play his part of friendliness, he gave full rein
to hisfury as he moved dowly forward.

Murdock released his hold upon the doorknob and raised his clenched hands. Though light of build and
older than his antagonist, the stoop-shouldered chemist was awiry man, capable of putting up a battle.
He met Savette's advance and the two men stood with their eyes no more than afoot apart, each meseting
the other's gaze.

There was no fear in Murdock's stare and Savette, though he had become a veritable demon, hesitated
as he saw thefirm, unyielding glare in Murdock's determined eyes. It was the chemist who spokefirst;
and hiswords wereironica with bitter condemnation.

"So you returned,” he said. "Y ou passed through a double-bolted door. Anxious to reach here before the
others had gone, en? You lied, Savette! Y ou never |eft thishouse! Y ou waited in one of my empty rooms
until the others had gone.

"You are herefor an evil purpose. That body in the box isyour doing. Y ou are not my friend; you are my
enemy! | do not know your scheme, but | can tell you this' - his voice hardened with emphasis- "I can
tell you that you will not leave here tonight until | have learned your designs and placed you where you
belong!

"I know what you are. Murderer!"

A HIDEOUS change had come over the physician'sface. His clenched teeth were grinning like the fangs
of amongter.

Murdock's accusation had done its work. Gerald Savette stood reveded as afiend. Now, hisvoice, like
his manner, betrayed histrue character as he answered Murdock's words of scorn.

"You cal meamurderer,” hesnarled. "I am amurderer! | killed the man whose body lies here on the
floor! Y ou accuse me of complicity. I am more than an accomplice. | sent that box here, Murdock. Y ou
blundered into it and learned whét it contained. That is something you should never have discovered.

"But it makes no difference now. Y ou think that | am thwarted" - avicious laugh spattered from Savette's
ugly lips- "and that | shdl let you call the police. Y ou are wrong, Murdock. Wrong, asyou shdl learn -"

Savette's hands were stealing toward his pocket. He was trying to hold Murdock's gaze o that the
chemist would not see the action.

Scarcely had Savette's fingers disappeared from view before Murdock leaped forward upon him.
Savette twisted away as his attacker struck. But he wastoo late. The wiry chemist seized hisright wrist
asthe hand came forth with an automatic.

A sharp twist and Savette was weaponless as the gun fell to the floor beside the dead body that lay
there.

Then the men were locked in aferocious struggle. Savette, though heavier and more powerful, had met
an antagonist of unexpected strength. They hurtled back and forth in the narrow confines of the landing,
each man grim and determined.

Clark Murdock was gaining the advantage. He gripped his opponent's arms and held them pinioned. He



drove Savette backward until the snarling fiend stumbled over the body on the floor and fdll, with
Murdock pounding down upon him.

For amoment, Savette'sleft arm was free. His hand once more gained his pocket. Murdock, suspecting
another pistal, tugged at thewrist until the hand cameinto view.

Savettesfist was clenched tightly. It held no visible wegpon. But Murdock, with grim determination,
sought to pin the physician's arm underneath his body.

It was then that Savette made awild, desperate motion. He struggled fiercely and clambered upward,
clawing with hisright hand at Murdock's eyes. The chemist dodged the sudden attack and wrapped his
right arm about Savette's neck. He had turned the twist to his advantage. He was choking hisfoeinto
submission.

Savette's head went back and Murdock stared into the leering face asit purpled visibly. Savette'sarms
swept free and stretched upon the floor. Then hisleft hand siwung upward, unseen by the man who was
conquering him.

A tiny object flashed in Savette'sfist as he drove it toward Murdock's shoulder. A sharp grunt came
from Murdock as the needle of a hypodermic pierced hisflesh. Savette's arms dropped and his head
thumped back againgt the floor. The hypodermic syringe clattered upon the floor. Savette was choking,
gasping, helpless; but his needle had done its work.

Murdock's hold relaxed. The fighting chemist swayed backward and forward. His body flopped
suddenly to one side and rolled upon the floor.

Three men lay motionless. Gerald Savette was scarcely breathing. Clark Murdock was dumpedin a
heap. Beside them was the stiffened form of the unknown dead man.

SOON Savette moved. Wearily, heraised his head and drew himsdf to asitting position by gripping the
sde of the big box.

The fiendish leer glowered on hisface. Then, asheraised himsdlf to hisfeet, he took on hisnormal pose.
He carefully dusted his clothes and stood, with folded arms, smiling serenely at the scene before him.

Two motionless men - Clark Murdock and another. Two men, garbed dike, smilar in festuresand
gppearance. A casua observer could not have told which was the famous chemist and which the body
from the box.

Camly, Savette picked up his automatic and pocketed it. He found the hypodermic near a.corner of the
box and examined it to make sure that it had done itsfull work. Then heinspected the form of Clark
Murdock, as hisface continued to wear its knowing smile.

To outward appearances, the famous chemist was dead. His wrinkled face had gained a chak-like
palor. His body was stiffened as Doctor Savette lifted it and thrust it unmercifully into the box. Assuring
himsdf that Murdock was well wedged among the cushions, Savette replaced the front of the box and
carefully hammered it into place.

He pressed the button at the elevator shaft and brought the car to the second floor. Then he gradualy
edged the box into the lift and rode downstairs with it. He pushed it from the elevator.

Then Doctor Savette opened an outer door and peered into the darkness of an alley. A flashlight
glimmered in hishand. It wasasignd.



A truck moved dong the aley. It stopped by the open door and two husky, dark-clad men entered.
They lifted the box and carried it away. They saw no sign of Doctor Savette. They heard only the
mechanism of the eevator ascending.

Thetruck rolled from the dley, carrying its newly obtained baggage. All was slent at the old house.
Updtairs, Doctor Gerald Savette was working quietly and with precision.

He lifted the body of the dead man - that form that looked so much like Clark Murdock - and carried it
into the chemist's [aboratory. There he placed it in front of the table that bore the huge, hollow crystdl.

Doctor Savette laughed as he gazed &t the face of the dead man. It looked amazingly like the
countenance of Clark Murdock. It bore thin, close-knit scarsthat Savette stroked carefully with his
forefinger. That face wasthe artifice of plastic surgery - acraft in which Doctor Gerald excelled.

Leaving the body, the physician selected saverd bottles from the shelf. He poured amixture of liquids
into ashallow bowl and l€ft it close beside the crystal sphere. He pressed the switch. A humming sound
began and sparks flickered back and forth within the crystd.

Savette laughed asthe weird activity increased. In afew minutes, the digplay of the atomic energy would
be more evident. Then it would become forceful, bursting with increased fury until &t last thewals of the
crysta globe could not withstand it!

But Doctor Savette did not choose to wait for that tremendous moment. He walked quickly acrossthe
laboratory, latched the door behind him and went downstairs by the elevator. He | eft the house by the
exit tothedark dley.

Only the silence of death remained in the home of Clark Murdock. Up in the laboratory, the atomic
power was surging soundless within the crystal sphere. Beforeit, stooped as though in thought, was the
body of the dead man.

Dynamic, burgting particles were smashing againgt the sides of the crystal prison. It wasamighty
gpectaclein miniature. But the eyesthat stared toward the weird display were sightless!

CHAPTER IV. MANN ASSEMBLESDATA

THE 'Morning Sphere' carried asensational story of the holocaust at Clark Murdock's. Its sweeping
headlinestold New Y orkers of thefierce firein which the celebrated chemist had died.

Murdock's experimentsin atomic disintegration had long been a subject of newsinteret. It was known
that he had made progress in the harnessing of the atom, and his demonstration of the preceding evening
had been but one of many.

Now, by misadventure, the chemist had encountered trouble in one of his solitary experiments, and the
resultant disaster had cost him hislife. Shortly before midnight, there had been an explosonin his
laboratory. Experts agreed that his crystd container must have burst through an overcharge of imprisoned
energy.

Whether or not this had killed Clark Murdock was purely amatter of speculation. Had the crystal burst
in an empty room, results might have been different. But Murdock's laboratory was stocked with
dangerous chemicals. The freed atomic energy had evidently acted over awide areg, for other explosions
had resulted.

When firemen arrived, the |aboratory was the center of amighty blaze. Heroic work had brought the



flames under control, and in the wreckage of the place were found the mutilated remains of Clark
Murdock. The body was not past recognition by those who had known the famous chemi<t.

Among those who read the story with keen interest was a quiet-faced gentleman named Rutledge Mann.
He was an investment broker who had his officein an upper story of one of Manhattan's new

skyscrapers.

Secluded in his private office, Mann not only perused the account with deliberate care, but he concluded
his study by clipping the story from the newspaper.

Mann opened adrawer in his desk and added the clipping to a mass of others. He sat with folded hands
and stared in silence from the window. There was arap at the door. In answer to Mann's response, a
stenographer came in and placed an envelope upon her employer's desk.

When the girl had gone, Mann opened the envel ope and took out a folded sheet of paper. This proved to
be anote inscribed in coded characters, which the investment broker read as easily asif it had been
written in ordinary letters. He nodded as he read and when he had finished, Mann laid the paper on his
desk. He picked up the telephone and gave a number.

While Mann was tel ephoning, the inscription on the letter began to fade. It disgppeared completdly, asif
an invisible hand had stretched from nowhere to eradicate the writing. Concluding a brief telephone
conversation Mann picked up the blank sheet as though nothing had happened and tore the paper to
fragments.

AN hour later, ayoung man called at the office of Rutledge Mann. Thiswas Clyde Burke, a newspaper
reporter on the saff of the New Y ork 'Classic’. He and Mann immediately engaged in ashort,
confidential conversation. It concerned a paragraph in the story of Clark Murdock's degth

"Notice these names," said Mann quietly, pointing to the paragraph. " These men were a Murdock's
home last night. They witnessed ademondtration of hisatomic disintegration and then left. See what you
can get me on each of them.”

Burke nodded and | eft. Rutledge Mann turned his attention from newspaper clippingsto investments.

It was |ate in the afternoon when Clyde Burke returned. The reporter laid an envelope on Mann's desk
and made an immediate departure.

Mann opened the envelope. Within he discovered typewritten sheets discussing each of theindividuas
who had been at Murdock's home.

The investment broker studied each sheet and laid them aside one by one until he came to a paper that
bore the name of Lamont Cranston.

Mann read this page with interest. He knew Lamont Cranston by sight and by reputation. The man was
an eccentric multimillionaire, who lived on an estate in New Jersey.

He spent most of histimewhilein New Y ork at hisfavorite clubs. But Cranston was seldom in New
Y ork. He had a habit of going on long journeys. The world was his playground.

Cranston, according to Burke's report, had financed a number of successful scientific projects, and it was
likely that he had gone to Murdock's with some such plan in mind for the new process of harnessing the
atom.

Crangton's sheet was laid aside and Rutledge Mann observed another page that bore the name of Doctor



Gerdd Savette. He had heard of this prominent physician, but until now there had been no occasion to
gointo his past history.

According to the report, Doctor Savette had experienced avaried medical career. At onetime he had
conducted asmall sanitarium on Long Idand. There had been afire there nearly three years ago.

Savette's heroic efforts had saved the lives of al his patients except one. Austin Bellamy, aretired
manufacturer had perished in the blaze. His charred body had been recovered from the ruins.

Since then, Savette had resided in New Y ork, where he had gained considerable repute as aplastic
surgeon, athough thisfield represented but one of his many medica accomplishments. Recently, Savette
had traveled occasiondly from New Y ork, but Burke had found no record of the physician'sjourneys.

At the end of the sheets, Mann found a page which Burke had voluntarily supplied. It listed brief reports
on personsindirectly concerned with those who had been at Murdock's home. Mann clipped these short
paragraphs apart and pasted them to the pages where they belonged.

Hefolded the papers, added clippings from the newspapers and put them dl in alarge envelope. In order
to obtain clippings, Mann had opened the desk drawer. He now began an examination of other clippings
which he had assembled on various cases.

One of these caused a perplexed frown to appear upon the broad forehead of the investment broker. It
pertained to the strange disappearance of Professor Pierre Rachaud, aradio technician who was
considered an expert on television.

There were many supplementary reports concerning Professor Rachaud; for hisloss had crested a grest
dir intheradio industry.

But most important were the actua circumstances that surrounded the accredited death of the eminent
professor. Mann studied the clipping which referred to it - arecent article which had summarized the
entire case.

Professor Pierre Rachaud had departed from New Y ork on aweekend cruise. He had made aregular
hobby of such cruisesand hisfamiliar face, with its huge, bushy black beard, had been seen by
passengers on the cruising ship Albaniawhen it had sailed from New Y ork harbor.

Onthefirgt night out, Professor Rachaud had visited the smoking room and had been observed ina
secluded corner, enjoying abottle of hisfavorite French wine. Shortly after he had left, aradiogram had
been received for him. It was an urgent message from New Y ork.

Professor Rachaud, being neither in his stateroom nor in the smoking room, a search was ingtituted for
him. He was nowhere on the ship. In a period of not more than fifteen minutes, the radio technician had

disappeared!

Rachaud's luggage had been discovered in his stateroom. But there was no sign of the man. He had not,
of course, expected the radiogram.

Thelogicd assumption was that the professor had gone overboard. Y et the seawas calm and there were
many passengers on deck. It seemed incredible that the man could have been lost at sea under such
circumgtances - ether through suicide or murder.

The case had developed into an international mystery. Professor Rachaud was a Frenchman, living in
New Y ork, and he had taken passage on a British ship. Dozens of eminent detectives were working on
the case, with no success.



TO Rutledge Mann, this strange affair was of grest interest. Beside it, the degth of Clark Murdock,
which had been declared an accident, seemed trivial.

Neverthdess, it was Mann's duty to assemble data on the Murdock case done. So he regretfully
replaced the Rachaud clippings in the desk drawer.

Pocketing the envel ope which dealt with Murdock's demise, Rutledge Mann glanced at hiswatch and
noted that it was after five o'clock. He went into the outer office, told the girl that she could leave for the
day; then descended in an elevator.

Taking the subway, he rode downtown to Twenty-third Street. There, Mann strolled along until he came
to an old, squalid building that was virtualy deserted. He entered and made his way upstairsto the door
of adingy office.

Upon the dirty glass pandl appeared, in faded |etters, the name:
B. JONAS

The investment broker dropped the envel ope through the mail chute in the door. He heard it plunk behind
the barrier. Then he went down the dimly lighted stairs and reached the Street. He hailed ataxicab and
rodeto hisclub.

It was a strange business for an investment broker, thistask of going over newspaper clippings and
obtaining unprinted information through a reporter on the 'Classic'. Even more strange was the visit of
Rutledge Mann to the squaid building on Twenty-third Street.

What dedlings did the fastidious investment broker have with a man named Jonas, who inhabited one of
the most obscure and decrepit officesin New Y ork?

That was afact known to avery few. Those who understood were sworn to secrecy. For Rutledge
Mann and Clyde Burke were members of asmall and obscure company. They were agents of the
mysterious man called The Shadow - that strange figure whose name had become the terror of the
underworld.

Clyde Burke had assembled materia for Rutledge Mann. The investment broker had revised the data
which the reporter had given him. Now thefinal reportswerewaiting in the mail chute for the man who
had ordered them.

Todl New York, the death of Clark Murdock might have been accepted as amisadventure. But to The
Shadow, it must have agreater Sgnificance. For he had instructed Mann, through a mysterious message,
to obtain information from Clyde Burke.

The calm activities of The Shadow's agents were the forerunners of approaching ssorm. When The
Shadow began such work, it meant doom to fiends of crime!

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW BEGINS

A circle of light upon the smooth surface of apolished table. Long, dender fingers, moving like detached
creatures of life. A resplendent fire opd, glimmering from its golden setting.

The hands of The Shadow were at work!

Who was The Shadow?



That was a question none could answer.

Unknown even to his own operatives, The Shadow was aman of mystery. Hisvery identity wasa
subject of unanswered speculation. To the hordes of the underworld, the very mention of The Shadow
brought apprehension and terror.

Time and again, thisdread figure had arrived from nowhere, to strike the foes of justice. Brutal mobsters
had died, with the name of The Shadow on their trembling lips. Men who caled themsel ves masterminds
of crime had quailed before an avenging figure clad in black, knowing him to be The Shadow.

The police, too, knew of The Shadow, athough they tactfully avoided mention of hisexistence. The
Shadow, when he struck, did not remain to claim the glory.

Time and again, some shrewd detective had received credit for the capture of adesperate crook, with no
one to dispute the honor. Experienced deuths seldom talked of The Shadow.

There was a definite reason why The Shadow ignored publicity. His strength lay in the shroud of mystery
that enveloped him.

It wastrue that his voice was heard over the radio, in aprogram over anationa broadcasting chain. That
also served The Shadow's purpose. The tones of his mysterious voice were recognized by al who heard
them. Yet al the efforts of the underworld to learn the identity of the broadcaster had cometo no avall.

The Shadow spoke from a soundproof room, boxed with black curtains. His method of entrance and exit
from the place was amystery that had never been solved - not even by those connected with the
broadcasting studio.

The Shadow's mission was war on crime. At night he stalked the streets of New Y ork, ready to thwart
the plans of evildoers. He was everywhere - yet nowhere. A champion of law and order, this man of the
night hunted criminals as an explorer might scour the jungle in search of man-eating tigers.

When unsolved crimes occurred, The Shadow became amaster of detection. His marvelous brain had
devel oped the power of deduction to amiraculous degree. Clews bobbed up from nowhere, that the
police might follow in the wake of The Shadow'sfindings.

Y et these faculties were not the greatest that The Shadow possessed. He had one power that was
beyond dl others. In this he surpassed dl deuths of fact or fiction.

The Shadow's greatest work was the discovery of crime. In cases which the police passed over; in
instances where even the craftiest schemers of the underworld saw nothing amiss, The Shadow appeared
to disclose deep designs beneath unruffled surfaces.

A MASTER of disguise, The Shadow could appear in any company unsuspected. But when he stepped
from the night to appear as apower of vengeance, his chosen part wasthat of atall figure garbedin
black. His cry of triumph was a mocking laugh that chilled the ears of hearers.

The symbol of The Shadow was the gem upon hisfinger; that fire opa, known asagirasol - astone
unmatched in dl theworld. Few knew of its significance. But when The Shadow was a work, that
gparkling jewd shone upon hishand, like aliving eye.

Tonight, benegth the rays of a green shaded lamp, the girasol was glowing with ever-changing hues. From
deep crimson it became rich purple; then it changed again to a shade of darkened blue.

The hands of The Shadow opened an envelope. Out fell the papersthat Rutledge Mann had assembled



that afternoon. One by one, the pagesfluttered aside, until only two of the reports remained.
One bore the name of Lamont Cranston; the other that of Doctor Gerald Savette.

The laugh of The Shadow echoed softly through the shrouded room, and returned in ringing mockery, as
though from thewalls of atomb. Thelong pointed fingers soread over the sheet that told the history of
Doctor Savette. A hand moved into the darkness; it returned with a pencil, and checked this paragraph:

The only victim of thefirein Savette's sanitarium a Garland,

Long Idand was Austin Bellamy, who perished in spite of Savette's

vain effort to reach the room where he lay helpless.

Now the hand progressed to a pasted strip at the bottom of the page. It checked these words:
Austin Bellamy's sole heir was his stepbrother, Harold Sharrock,

who isnow living in Paris. Bellamy's estate was valued at

aoproximately three million dollars.

On the margin beside the pasted paragraph, the hand marked this notation:

Send Vincent

Therewas along, slent pause, whileinvisible eyesfrom the dark scanned the other references
concerning Doctor Savette. The fingers picked up asmall envelope that had come within the large one,
and drew forth adozen small clippingsthat told of different crimes. These were spread acrossthe table.

Theleft hand, with its gleaming gem, moved across them and poised above asingle clipping. With
uncanny precision, it picked that solitary item from therest.

Theclipping was abrief paragraph that told of the finding of ayoung man's body on avacant lot in the
Bronx. The hand placed the clipping upon the typed report.

Now another envelope came into view. From it the hands extracted afolded clipping. That item would
have interested Rutledge Mann, for it concerned the strange disappearance of Professor Pierre Rachaud.
Mann had supplied the clipping to The Shadow, but had received no further orders concerning the case.

With greet precision, the hands set the Rachaud clipping in the center of the table. Below it, they placed
the newspaper account of Clark Murdock's death. A space remained below. It was unfilled.

Therewas sgnificancein that blank area of polished table surface. It indicated that something wasto
follow.

THE laugh of The Shadow was awhispered tone as the long right hand placed the tip of the pencil upon
asheet of blank paper. It wrote these words in column form, pausing momentarily between each one:

Money.
Teevison.
Atomic Energy.

Aeronautics.



Money.

After theword at the top of the column, the hand of The Shadow inscribed the name Bellamy. Next on
thelist came Rachaud. Third was Murdock. The two find words received no names.

Thelist and the clippings were pushed aside. Once more the hand ran over the report on Doctor Savette.
It found the Statement:

Doctor Savette hasleft New Y ork on several occasionswithin the
past year, but no information of his destinationsis obtainable.

Once more The Shadow's laugh resounded. Beside the sentence that told of the physician's journeys, the
hand wrote asingle word:

Albania
That was the name of the ship from which Professor Pierre Rachaud had disappeared!

Now came the summary of The Shadow's findings; brief, cryptic statements, written by the hand that held
the pencil.

Audtin Bellamy: Body found in ruins of sanitarium.
Pierre Rachaud: Last seenonboard S. S. Albania
Clark Murdock: Body found in demolished laboratory.

The hand poised; then with one sweeping gesture, it drove a penciled line through the entirelist. Again
and again, it repested the operation, until the writing was riddled with canceling marks.

Then came a short, spasmodic burst of laughter; asharp cry of mockery that stopped with amazing
suddenness. Thewallsthrew back the sound as though ahost of hidden elves had answered the cdll of
their master.

Papers and clippings were swept away. The top of the table shone uncovered. A click came from the
darkness above. The spot of illumination disappeared.

Only impenetrable blackness remained - night-like gloom that murmured with the uncanny tonesof a
departing burst of eerie mirth.

The Shadow was gone!
CHAPTER VI. TWO MEN PLOT

Doctor Gerald Savette was at home. Seated in an upgtairs living room, the physician was smoking his
pipe and reading the evening newspaper. His salow face was placid, save for adight smilethat curled
upon hislips. Evidently hisreading was a source of plessure.

A short, plainly dressed man stepped into the room. Doctor Savette turned toward him.
"What isit, Hughes?' he questioned.
"Mr. Tremont is here, ar."

"Very wdl. Ak him to come upgtairs.”



A few moments later, a gray-haired man entered. Savette roseto greet him.

The two men were of about the same height. Tremont was the elder, but except for hisgrayish hair, he
did not appear to be Savette's senior. Like Savette, Tremont was smiling. The two men clasped hands,
then sat opposite each other. Savette picked up the newspaper and turned it so that hisvisitor could read
the headlines.

"What do you think of it, Glade?' he asked.
"Very good, Gerdd," replied Tremont gpprovingly. "Very, very good. Only it was pretty close.”
"What of it?' queried Savette. "Y ou were ready for it, weren't you?"

"Only because | happened to be with Orlinov," answered Glade Tremont. "As soon as he learned that
Steffan had skipped, he told me about it. | sent ahurry cal to Biff Towley."

"Yes" said Savette, "l received both his calls over a Murdock's. | had to alibi it by saying they were
from my office. That isthe advantage of the physician. Unexpected cdls are unsuspected cdls. The
second one helped alot, too. It gave me an excuseto say | was leaving early.”

"The phony body worked well," observed Tremont.

"Of course," responded Savette. "That bum that Biff Towley picked for a subject wasalot like Murdock
right from the sart. It didn't take long for me to remedy the few facid defects. Plastic surgery isaquick
matter with a corpse.”

Tremont responded with alaugh. Savette smiled knowingly. Both men were meditative for afew minutes,
then Savette asked a question.

"What about Louis Steffan?' heinquired. "Did he find out very much?'

"Too much," replied Tremont. "It was amistake for Orlinov to have him up there. | knew that all dong.
Orlinov wanted him because he could speak Russian. That was unnecessary. Orlinov talks English well
enough to get dong with anyone, now."

"Yes," agreed Savette. "Still, he hasto have someone intelligent enough to be his secretary. He can't use
one of themob. They aredl right for the other jobs, but -"

He paused suddenly and stared past Tremont toward a side window of the room. The shade was drawn,
but it gppeared to be moving as though set in motion by a breeze from outside.

"What's the matter?' asked Tremont looking in the direction of his companion's stare.

"That window," said Savette. "It is always shut and locked. Now it appears to be open. Wait a

HE arose and went to the window. He raised the shade and reveal ed the sash open from the top. He
sared at it in a puzzled manner; then raised both portions of the sash and put his head out into the dark.

Satisfied with a brief ingpection, he lowered the bottom sash and latched the window. He pulled down
the shade, strode across the room, and pressed a buzzer.

Hughes responded haf aminute later. The servant looked inquiringly at the physician.
"Did you open that window?" asked Doctor Savette.



"No, gr," replied Hughes. "It was locked when | lowered the shade.”

"It was open afew minutes ago,” declared Savette, in areproving tone. "Be more careful after this,
Hughes™"

The servant |eft the room, shaking his head. He closed the door behind him. Savette looked at Tremont
inapuzzled manner.

"l can't understand that,” he said. "I have been in thisroom dl evening. No one could have opened the
window from in here. Someone from the outside - with the right kind of implement or -"

Glade Tremont laughed heartily.

"Y ou want the explanation?' he asked. "I'll giveit to you. Hugheslied. He forgot to close the window.
That'sdl."

"I'm not so sure about that," declared Savette, in athoughtful tone.
"You aren't?' queried Tremont. "Well, | am. Y ou know who is outside, don't you?"
"Biff Towley?'

"Y es. Jake Bosch iswith him. | don't take chances when | cometo see you, Gerad. They are watching
thishouse like apair of hawks. They landed here haf an hour before | came dong.

"If anyone scaled that wall and opened the window, it happened some time ago, and the fellow isgone
now. He couldn't get up or down without making alot of noise about it. Biff and Jake would spot him
ure”

Doctor Savette appeared reassured. He settled back in his chair, and lighted his pipe.
"Wherewere we?' he questioned.

"Taking about a secretary for Orlinov,” replied Tremont. "1 think we can handle that. Take Towley, for
instance. He is smart enough to do Orlinov's work -"

"But Towley isneeded here"

"Certainly, | am merdy mentioning him as an example. There must be other gangsters of his mentd
cdiber. I'll tell him what we want. He can get one, even though he may have to go outside of hisown

"Good ideg," commended Savette. His tone changed suddenly. Once more he was staring beyond
Tremont.

"That window again!" he said inalow voice. "'l thought | saw the shade move!"

UP on his feet, Savette strode across the room and raised the shade. The window sash was tightly
locked. Savette shrugged his shoulders, and drew down the shade. He came back to his chair.

"Imagination, that time," hesaid. "I might aswell forget it from now on. Tell meadl that happened with
Steffan.”

"It was quite short and quite sweet," declared Tremont, with asmile. "Orlinov and | weretalking
yesterday afternoon. Thefellow evidently overheard us. He disappesred right after dinner.



"We cdled in the man & the gate, and he said that Steffan had gone out in acar, saying that Orlinov had
sent him to the village - something which Orlinov had done on afew occasions. We sent aman down to
the station, and he found the car parked there.

"| figured that Steffan had just had time enough to catch the expressfor New York. So | caled Towley,
and then | called you. Towley and Bosch were waiting for him."

"Where?'

"At the Weehawken Terminal. Steffan tried to call Murdock's place, but Towley beat himto it. He dided
the number from another booth.”

"Ah! That'swhy he talked so long and so vagudly, when he made thefirst call. He asked meto keep
speaking, but he didn't say why."

"Y ou know the reason now. Well, Steffan gaveit up as abad job, and headed for Murdock's. Jake went
along in another cab. Biff had two men on the job. Jake nudged Steffan into the car, and hewound up in
the Bronx."

"Very, very nice" said Doctor Savette. "Wdll, it'sall done now. Y ou told me over the phone that you
heard from Orlinov this afternoon.”

"Yes," declared Tremont. "I came down on the late train, as you know. | received Orlinov's wire about
two o'clock this afternoon. Hereit is."

Hedrew aydlow dip from his pocket, and handed it to the physician. Savette smiled asheread it. He
laid the telegram on atable beside him.

"Now about the next job," he suggested.

"I'll take care of that," responded Tremont. "That is, the first part of it. Y ou know my generd plan. There
are advantagesin being an attorney, just asthere are advantagesto the physician.”

"Together," observed Savette, "we make an excellent team."
"Y es, but you are handicapped.”
"l haven't shown it."

"| am speaking comparatively, Gerald. First of all, | contact well with Orlinov. He appears as an inventor,
and | represent him. Besides that, there is nothing out of the way for meto meet Biff Towley in my office.
That is, aslong as Biff keeps away from crime that lookstoo big. All racketeers havether lawyers. It's
quite legitimate to represent one.”

"You haveavariety of clients," sad Savette, with asmile. "The best contrast was between Bellamy and
Sharrock -"

"Let'snot talk about Sharrock,”" said Tremont testily. "We dipped up with him. We had him wherewe
wanted him, and we let him get away. If it hadn't been for that, we could have closed up long ago.”

"Perhaps," responded Savette, in areminiscent tone. "But why? Circumstances have put usin linefor a
much greater opportunity. Y ou know how we stand now, Glade."

"Yes. All right, if wetake our time. But I'm wondering about the capitd "



"Leavethat tome. I'll find away to handleit. Y ou brought in thefirgt. I'll bringinthelast.”

Glade Tremont arose. He walked toward the door, and Gerald Savette followed him. Lawyer and
physician, they appeared apair of reputable men.

"How is Orlinov making out?"' questioned Savette, asthey stood within the door. "Aswell as he claimed
hewould?'

"Yes," Tremont answered him. "He speaks French very fluently. It has served well."

With thisremark, the lawyer opened the door. The physician accompanied his guest downdairs. The
living room was deserted.

THE shade of the sde window trembled dightly. It pressed dowly inward until it formed abulge. From
beneath it came amass of black, which developed into acrouching form.

The huddled shape arose and became atall, imposing figure - aman garbed in ablack cloak, whose
features were obscured by an upturned collar and the brim of abroad douch hat.

With gliding, silent stride, The Shadow swept across the room. He stood beside the chairs where the two
men had discussed their affairs. His keen eyes spotted the telegram that lay upon the table. A
black-gloved hand reached forward and picked up the paper.

The message was from Glendale, New Y ork. It was addressed to Glade Tremont, Waverly Building,
New Y ork City. It was sgned Ivan Orlinov. Its capitalized letters formed this statement:

MODEL OF NEW APPARATUS RECEIVED STOP MAKING FIRST TEST THURSDAY

The gloved hand replaced the paper on the table. Swiftly, The Shadow swept across the room and
moved upward benegth the window shade. Thus concealed from view, he drew hisform over the sashes,
which were at the bottom of the large window.

Clinging, invisible, to the narrow ledge, he pushed the top sash upward. It glided noisdlesdy into place.
There was a scratching sound - scarcely audible - asathin strip of metal was wedged between the two
sections. Under pressure from the unseen hand, the latch on the lower sash closed tightly. The metal
implement was withdrawn leaving the window dark.

Batlike, thetdl form moved dong the wall, clinging to the uneven stone surface. It wastotaly invishblein
the darkness as it began acareful descent.

Then The Shadow stopped his progress and remained suspended ten feet from the ground as stealthy
footsteps came along the cement walk beside the house.

"Jake," came alow whisper.

"All right, Biff," was the response short distance away.

"Come on. Were scramming. His nibs hasleft. All been OK. in back?'
"Not aripple anywhere."

Thetwo men sauntered away in the dark. Then the clinging form of The Shadow was again in action.
Noisdesdy, the man of the dark reached the walk and made hisway to the strest.

Hewas abeing of silence as he merged into the darkness. Tonight, The Shadow had been aman of



gtealth. Not even awhispered laugh indicated his departure.

Two men had plotted while their henchmen were on guard. They were supermen of crime, and their
underlings were shrewd and watchful.

Y et not one of the four had detected the presence of The Shadow. Silently and invisibly, he had come
from the dark to learn the ways of these men of crime. Tonight, The Shadow had withheld his hand.

Two men, possessors of tremendous resources, were using their guise of high respectability to further a
gigantic scheme of evil. The Shadow, done, had gained a knowledge of their malefactions. Secretly,
working from the dark, he must sap their power until it was no more than an empty shell.

Then would The Shadow srikel

CHAPTER VII. THE SHADOW'S CHOICE

IT was late in the afternoon when Biff Towley, the swarthy racketeer, strolled into the office of Glade
Tremont. The visitor's name was announced, and he was ushered into the lawyer's private office.

Every gangster of Towley'silk had an attorney; and even so prominent a man as Glade Tremont was
willing to act aslega representative for persons who kept on the shady side of the law. Hence there was
nothing out of the ordinary about Biff Towley'svigt to this place.

But within the walls of the inner office, where the two men were sequestered undisturbed, the relationship
between gangster and attorney took on anew light. Biff Towley had not come here for advice. He had
come to make areport, and to recelve instructions.

"I've got agood man for you," declared Biff, in alow tone. "Fact is, I've picked two of ‘em. It's up to you
to make your choice."

"Tdl meabout them,” said Tremont quietly.

"Wadl," sad Biff, "when you told me night before last, that you needed aguy that could handlearod and
act like adtiff shirt, too, | knew it wasn't going to be too easy to get one. Y ou know the kind of bozos|

keep in my mob."
Glade Tremont nodded.

"I figured | could spot aguy | wanted,”" continued Biff, "if | waited around a the Club Savilla That'smy
regular hangout, and lots of smooth birds comein there. Well, last night, two of them showed up. Got
talking with both. Expect to see 'em again tonight, and I'll sign up the one you want.”

"Who arethey?"

"OneisPinkey Baird. Lookslike agentlemen, and actslike one. An old con man, resting easy. Good
with therod. I've known him from years back. Just the smooth sort of fellow we want; talksin long
gyllablesand dl that."

"Who isthe other?"

"l don't know him so well, but I've met him before. He's been out of New Y ork for awhile. Cliff
Mardand is hisname. He did time up in the Big House, but that's pretty well forgotten now. He's been
mixed up in acouple of big rackets, and he's ways come out O.K. The dicks haven't got athing on
him."



"Does helook the part we want?"

"Tothedot. Younger than Pinkey Baird. Poker-faced, but he talks like a college graduate. | guessheis
one, for that matter."

"Did you make aded with either of them?"

"No. | wanted to talk to you first. They'll both be a the Club Savillatonight. All I've got to do isgivethe
wink to the right one, and hold him there after the other has gone away. Thought I'd talk it over with you,
fird"

"That'sright,” commended the lawyer. "From what you say, Biff, either onewould do. | prefer Pinkey
Baird, however."

"| feel the sameway," agreed the gangdter.

"Y ou've known Baird longer,” said Tremont thoughtfully. "He's older and, from what you say, he's sefer.
Thisfellow Mardand sounds like agood one - but | choose Baird in preference. Try him.

"If hewantsthe job, giveit to him. If he doesn't, then take Mardand. I'm leaving it to your judgment, Biff.
| want the man to go to Glendae tomorrow."

Biff Towley nodded.

"Y ou know dl about it, Biff," declared Tremont. "Tell your man the old story. Orlinov has enemies.
Needs an intelligent companion. Has the place under guard. All the rest of it. Beyond that, keep mum -
asusud.”

The gangster grinned. Wl did he know the game that Glade Tremont was playing. He had helped that
game, and it had proven profitable.

Tremont was a square shooter in Biff's estimation. At the same time the swarthy gangster knew wel| that
he was totaly within the lawyer's power. A snap of Tremont's fingers, and the police would have enough
evidenceto send Biff to the eectric chair.

Y et the gang leader was not ill at ease. He knew that the threat which hung over him would never be
used so long as he played square with Glade Tremont.

Biff had never entertained the notion of double-crossing his chief. Hence he dwelt in security, and had
proven himsdf an important adjunct to the lawyer's schemes.

"That'sdl, Biff," said Tremont. "I choose Baird - if you can get him. Otherwise Mardand. Orlinov knows
al about it. Fix it tonight.”

BIFF TOWLEY left the office. He strolled along Broadway and dropped into atheater. Biff liked crime
thrillers. They gave him alaugh - these murder pictures - when he compared them with the redlity.

It was nearly six o'clock when he went into the theater. That meant that he would reach the Club Savilla
after nine.

Mentdly, Biff Towley agreed with Glade Tremont's choice. "Pinkey" Baird wasthe right man for the job
a Glendale. There had been trouble because of Louis Steffan - but Louis Steffan had not been a product
of the underworld.

With either Baird or Mardand serving Orlinov, there would be no repetition of the trouble that had



occurred with Steffan.

Biff had left both men eager to meet him again. He knew that each was|ooking for atie-up with a shady
enterprise. Either could be bought cheap and would serve well.

Biff had promised nothing. He had merdly intimated that he would like to see his acquaintances again.
Tonight hewould line up Baird and ease off Mardand. Unless - aswas extremdy unlikely - Baird should
expressalack of interest.

BUSINESS was moving at the Club Savilla before the hour of nine. While Biff Towley was till enjoying
thefesturetalkie, athrong of early comerswasfiling into the gay uptown nightclub. Among these early
arrivals were the two men who were anxious to meet Biff Towley again.

They entered the club dmost side by side, but did not speak to one ancther, for they were not
acquainted. They had met Biff Towley separately, the night before.

Each took his place at a separate table, but both were close to the spot where Biff Towley made his
headquarters on his nightly visitsto the Club Savilla. Tilted chairs denoted the gang leader's reservation.

Cliff Mardand, husky and steady-faced, did not appear to be agangster. Quietly puffing at a cigarette, he
hed the air of awedthy club member. Hewas attired in atuxedo, and his clothes were well-fitted and
immaculate.

Pinkey Baird, twenty feet away, formed acontrast to Cliff Mardand. Hisface had acunning look. His
roving eyes were everywhere as though seeking someone whom he could interest in agold-brick

proposition.

Cliff'seyes met Pinkey's; but the stare was only momentary. Neither knew that the other was awaiting
Biff Towley. In Pinkey, Cliff recognized thelook of the shrewd confidence man. In Cliff, PFinkey saw only
astern-visaged person who would be too smart to fall for any plan that he might offer. So both lost
interest in the other.

A tdl man clad in adark suit entered the Club Savillaand strolled over to the table where Pinkey Baird
was seated. He sat down without aword, and looked at the menu card.

Pinkey Baird surveyed him quizzicaly, then looked e sewhere. But Cliff Mardand stared with furrowed
brow.

The newcomer had an impassive face, and his hawklike nose gave him a stern gppearance. Somehow,
that face impressed Mardand.

Hetried to catch aglimpse of the stranger's eyes, but failed. They were turned toward the table, except
when they occasiondly peered in the direction of Pinkey Baird, who was staring straight ahead,
unnoticing.

Cliff had seen that man last night. The hawk-faced stranger had been seated at atable close by, while
Cliff had been chatting with Biff Towley. Strangdly enough, the same man had been there while Biff and
Pinkey Baird had conversed. But Pinkey, unlike Cliff had not noticed his presence.

Now, as Cliff Mardand ended his scrutiny, it was Pinkey Baird who found hisinterest aroused by the
man with the hawk nose. A voice spoke at Pinkey's elbow. Surprised by the low tones, Pinkey turned
suddenly to meet the gaze of two sharp, burning eyes.

"Good evening, Baird," came the even, monotonous voice. "Y ou are waiting for Biff Towley."



"Who are you?' questioned Pinkey, inalow growl.

"That does not concern us,”" wasthe ddliberate reply. "The important matter isthat you are leaving here
before Towley arrives."

"Yes?' Pinkey Baird raised hiseyebrows " That's your ideg, isit?"
"Itismy order," stated the hawk-faced one.
"Try and make me," chuckled Pinkey Baird.

"I have no quarrel with you,” said the stranger quietly. "But | can make oneif you desireit. The easy
courseisfor you to leave - now. | fed that atrip South would be good for your hedlth.

"Thisenvelope' - along hand appeared with a sealed package - "contains aticket and reservation on the
FloridaFlyer that leaves at 9:15. Takeit."

With a contemptuous gesture, Pinkey Baird flung the envel ope back to the man who had given it to him.
Heleaned back in hischair, and grinned as he looked toward the dance floor of the club. Then the amile
frozeon hislips

WITHOUT aword, the stranger had nudged close to his chair, and now the threatening muzzle of an
automatic wastickling Pinkey'sribs. The confidence man turned pale.

"Movedong," camethelow voice.

Pinkey stared into apair of menacing eyes. He redized that he had met aman who meant business.
Shakily, he arose from the table and started toward the door of the Club Savilla

The hawk-faced man rose with him. Side by side, they kept pace. Cliff Mardand stared in surprise asthe
men passed histable. He did not see the hidden automatic.

"Y ou are going to Florida," whispered the voice in Pinkey's ear. "Y ou are going to stay there - for one
month. Longer, if you wish. Hereisyour ticket."

Pinkey felt the envelope asiit entered his pocket. Gradualy, he was yielding to the dominance of this man
who had so suddenly appeared to command him.

They reached the street in front of the Club Savilla. There, the stranger beckoned to ataxicab. He urged
Pinkey into the car. He followed.

Pinkey redlized that this man would brook no delay. He was taking him to the gtation - for that was the
order that Pinkey heard him giveto thetaxi driver.

Asthe cab pulled away from the curb, the pressure of the automatic relaxed. Slumped back in the sedt,
Pinkey Baird appeared completely subdued. The cab moved onward afew yards; then stopped at a
traffic light, lessthan haf ablock from the Club Savilla

The sight of auniformed policeman brought a sudden inspiration to Pinkey Baird. He was not in wrong
with the palice. Perhaps this man was. Why should he let himsalf be shunted away &t the order of a
Sranger?

Like aflash, Pinkey fell upon the man beside him. Sinewy and wiry, the confidence man was a powerful
fighter. He knew that his opponent would not risk a shot.



The swiftness of his attack served him well. With one hand, Pinkey pulled the knob of the door. Ashis
opponent gripped him, Pinkey dove with both hands for the autometic.

The cab was starting forward, its door swinging wide, as Pinkey raised acry for help. The policeman
was dashing for the sdewalk. Pinkey was gripping the muzzle of the gun as he sought to drag the other
man toward the door of the cab.

The oddsweredl in Pinkey Baird'sfavor. He had raised the shout. His opponent could not stop him
now. That gun in the other man's hand would mean trouble for him. It wastoo late for hisenemy to fire,
Pinkey reasoned; but in that he was wrong.

A muffled shot occurred within the taxicab. Pinkey's tugging hold relaxed. He toppled away, and plunged
headlong through the open door, faling flat in the street.

The door closed, and the startled driver heard a sharp command to drive onward. Knowing that his
remaining passenger was armed, he had no other choice. He dipped the car into gear.

The driver did not hear the left door of the cab open and close. The darkened street was filled with
stopping cars. The shrill blast of a police whistle sounded from the spot where the cab had been. The
way was blocked ahead.

Between two menaces, the cabman stopped his car and crouched upon the driver's seat. He expected a
ghot to issue from within the cab.

The shot never came. A husky policeman dashed up to the side of the cab. With heavy hands he yanked
open the door. The driver, rising, stared in that direction.

The cab was empty!

WHERE was the mysterious passenger? People were thronging about the cab. Drivers of other cars
were running up. They were talking excitedly about the shot that they had heard; but none could offer
further information.

A tall man with a hawkish face picked hisway between two stopped cars, and approached the cab. He
plucked the policeman’'s deeve. The officer turned toward the newcomer.

"Some oneleft the cab,” thetal man announced, in addiberate voice. "He went out of the door on the
dtreet Sde. Just asthe cab started forward."

A driver who had left his car some distance back came puffing up in time to hear the words.

"Hesright, officer,” the new arrival declared. "'l thought | saw some fellow cut in front of my headlights. |
couldn't trace him after that. He was headed for the opposite sdewak. He must have gone down the
Sreet.”

The statement waslogica. It was obvious that the mysterious lant would no longer be anywhere
near thisvicinity.

Other policemen were arriving The people crowded about the cab were pushed aside. Drivers went
back to their cars. Bystanders moved to the sidewalk. Among these was the hawk-faced man.

He watched until an ambulance had driven away with Pinkey Baird. He waited until traffic wasflowing
aong the street. Then he quietly returned to the Club Savilla.



Ten minutes later, Biff Towley arrived a the entrance to the nightclub. An assistant to the manager drew
him to one side as he stepped through the door.

"Trouble out in the dtreet alittle while ago,” said the ass stant manager, in alow voice. "A couple of tough
babies began to shoot it out in ataxicab.”

"Who werethey?' questioned Biff, in an undertone.

"l only saw one of them,” replied the assstant. "He wasthe fellow who took it. He wasin here before it
happened, but | didn't shout about it. Thought you would like to know, though, because you met the guy
last night. Pinkey Baird, the old con man.”

"Pinkey Baird!" Biff's eyes narrowed "Y ou don't know who got him?"*

"Nope. | didn't see him go out. Y ou know theway it iswith those small-timers. Always battling among
themsdlves”

"Did Pinkey get the works?'

"No. Just aclip in the shoulder. He did anosedive out of the cab, though, and he was cold when | saw
him. Hell bearound againin afew days.”

BIFF TOWLEY wasthinking as he walked back to hisfavorite table. A few days on the shelf put
Pinkey Baird out of ajob, so far as Biff was concerned. Furthermore, he did not like the idea of taking
on aman who had participated in arecent feud.

Inaway, Biff was glad that this had occurred tonight. It showed him that Pinkey would not do.

Looking up from histable, Biff spied Cliff Mardand. He waved agreeting to his acquaintance. Cliff arose
and came over to Biff'stable.

"l want to talk to you," said Biff. "I've got something for you, Cliff. A job that's made for you. Want it?"
"Surething.”
"All right, then. Ligten."

Inalow voice, Biff Towley began hisstory. Cliff Mardand listened, nodding his understanding. Both men
wereintent. Neither noticed another who was watching them from the seclusion of atable beside apillar.

It was the hawk-faced man who had returned from his encounter with Pinkey Baird. Quietly, he surveyed
the chatting men. He waited, slent and austere, until the two arose and I eft the Club Savilla. Then, from
hisfirm, straight lips came alow-whispered laugh that throbbed inaudibly.

It was the soundless mirth of The Shadow. He had called the turn. Last night he had observed Biff
Towley talking with two men - Pinkey Baird and Cliff Mardand. He knew that one of these wasto be
selected. He had diminated Pinkey Baird.

There was areason. Cliff Mardand reputed gangster, was a man who had a specia mission. Presumably
afreelancein the underworld, he wasin redlity an agent of The Shadow. He had been summoned to
make contact with Biff Towley, the very night that The Shadow had listened to the schemes of Glade
Tremont and Doctor Gerald Savette.

A new man was being caled in by the plotters; and that man was The Shadow's emissary. Biff Towley
had found two who would do. He and Glade Tremont had made their choice - Pinkey Baird.



But circumstances had dtered that decision. Pinkey Baird was not to be their man. Instead, Cliff
Mardand had received the job.

Cliff Mardand was The Shadow's choicel
CHAPTER VIII. ORLINOV'SCASTLE

CLIFF MARSLAND was seated on a broad veranda, smoking a cigarette. Before him was awide lavn
that ended in athick clump of trees, cleaved by anarrow road. Beyond that weretherolling
mountainsdes of the Catskills.

Cliff leaned hishead back in hischair and let his eyesrove straight upward. There he saw awall of gray
stone, topped by athick, projecting turret. This huge building was areplicaof amedieva cadtle.

A remarkable place, thislarge estate Stuated three miles from the town of Glendde. Cliff had first spied it
from the hillsde road, the day that he had arrived in Glendale.

It had amazed him then, the gray-walled building with its squat wings and uneven battlements. It looked
like the fortress of abaron of the Middle Ages - asight that would have been commonplacein Europe,
yet which was astonishing in New Y ork State.

It had not taken Cliff long to learn the history of the place. It had been built by awedlthy railroad
magnate, some forty years before, and had been disposed of by his heirs. The name"Glamartin” was il
inscribed over the old stone entrance gate - for that had been the name of the edtate.

Now it was the resdence of Ivan Orlinov, wealthy Russian of the czarist relm, who had become a
naturalized American citizen.

To the casua observer, Orlinov's castle was a secluded and placid place. The estate comprised some
thirty acres, fenced with ahigh-spiked iron fence, well posted with signs that forbade trespassing.

Besdesthisbarrier, Orlinov employed the services of more than adozen men, who served in various
capacities.
Gardeners, chauffeurs, cooks, and butlers - these were the positions that they occupied.

But Cliff, evenif he had not been informed beforehand, would have immediately recognized their true
caiber. He knew graduates of the underworld when he saw them. Every man in Orlinov'sretinue was a
close-mouthed mobster who had come here from New Y ork.

There was agun on every hip. The gardeners carried weapons, so did the cook. As Cliff shifted his
pogition, he felt hisown revolver bulge againg his side. For athough he was technically Orlinov's
secretary, he was a'so an appointed member of the crew of armed henchmen whose vigilance was never
ending.

It had been Biff Towley'stask to supply Orlinov with retainers, and the New Y ork gang leader had done
hiswork well. Every one of these underlingstook orders direct from the Russian. Each man had hisown
duties, and kept his own counsel. Arguments and disagreements were taboo.

Every man had agood reason for being satisfied here, living easy and away from the besetting difficulties
of Manhattan. Had anyone attempted mutiny, the others would have swvarmed upon him in an instant.

IN thistransplanted resllm of gangdom, Cliff Mardand was biding histime. He had duties here, other than
those which Biff Towley had planned for him. While he appeared to be answerable to Biff done, he was



actualy in the service of The Shadow.

But he knew that his usefulness would cease the moment that he betrayed his hand. For that reason, Cliff
Mardand was playing awaiting game. Already he had learned afew facts of interest. Hewas holding
them for the present. It was not yet time to communicate with The Shadow.

Therewas mystery herein Orlinov's castle; and so far, Cliff had not been able to penetrateit.

The huge building was divided into three sections, the narrow central portion and the two sdewings. The
|eft portion of the house was where the mgority of the men resided, Cliff among them. Ivan Orlinov and
two of hisoldest henchmen lived in the right wing of the building.

There, Cliff knew, Orlinov had alaboratory and aworkshop, His only assistant - outside of the mobsters
- was ataciturn Russian cdled Petri, who never |eft that portion of the house. The wing could be entered
only from the central section, and the way was closed by an iron door.

On the surface, it seemed likely that Orlinov was merely a suspiciousinventor who feared that someone
might stedl the fruits of his creative mind; but Cliff thought differently. Unless Orlinov feared thelaw itsdlf,
he would not require the services of such alarge crew of mobsters.

How did affairs at this place concern The Shadow? That was a question Cliff Mardand could not
answer.

When he had arrived here, he had wondered why there had been no action. The presence of the armed
force was not sufficient to restrain The Shadow. Cliff had known that remarkable man to fight hisway
through twenty hoodlums.

But astime progressed, Cliff, athough he had found no solution to the mysteries here, had gained an
inkling of The Shadow's purpose.

Somehow, Orlinov must possess the key to an amazing scheme of crime. One fa se step by The Shadow
might mean disaster to any attempt to frusirate the evil. Furthermore, Cliff's own experience with Biff
Towley indicated that matters here were linked with eventsin New Y ork. Well did Cliff know that The
Shadow was vigilant in Manhattan.

The one point that Cliff had particularly observed wasthat of Orlinov's correspondence. Mot of it had
been addressed to Glade Tremont, aNew Y ork attorney, who represented the Russianin al hislega
affairs

This gppeared to be a bona fide arrangement that might have no connection with crime, yet the
connection had aroused Cliff's suspicions.

While thus engaged in summarizing his experiences and findingsin one week, Cliff Mardand heard a
footfdl on the porch and turned his head to see Ivan Orlinov gpproaching. The Russan seated himsalf
and looked in Cliff'sdirection. Cliff became dert.

IVAN ORLINOV possessed an appearance that was both brutal and imposing. He was abig bulk of a
man, with a countenance that was cold and stolid. He wore a close-cropped reddish beard, which Petri
trimmed for him every few days.

His eyes, deep et between haf-closed lids, had ahabit of opening at unexpected moments. When they
did, they glowed like spots of flame, livid and threstening.

This afternoon, Orlinov was mild and ddliberate. He seemed in athoughtful mood as he puffed ahuge



black cigar. His auburn beard glistened in the light. The man spoke pleasantly as he turned to Cliff.

"Well, Mardandt” - the voice was deep and marked with adistinctly foreign accent - "you haff been here
oneweek now."

"One week today," replied CIliff.

"That isgoot," declared Orlinov. "I hope you haff liked it. Y ou are to stay along while, you know."
"It'sdl thesametome.”

Orlinov's eyes opened momentarily; then closed as the Russian continued in areflective tone.

"I may haff avigtor tonight,” he said. "It iss very important that we should not be disturbed. Y ou
understanat?’

"Yes gr."
"I think | haff toldt you about the man that wass here before you, nein?'
"Y ou mean your last secretary?'

"Y ess. He wass a man who spoke Russian, which was goot. But he wass a man who made mistakes.
Not like these others who are here. He was not like you."

"One mistakeistoo many for aman to make," observed Cliff, as he extracted afresh cigarette from a
pack.

"l am glad you tink likethat," declared Orlinov. "That iss because you haff come from theright man. | do
not like mistakes. They bring trouble - and that trouble comes to those who haff made the mistakes. You
understandit?"

"Exactly," sad Cliff, with emphass.

Ivan Orlinov laughed gruffly. He seemed pleased with Cliff's statement. He arose and gave parting
indructions.

"Thisman will come herefor dinner," he explained. "Heiss Mr. Tremont, my lawyer from New Y ork.
Y ou shdl meet him, Mardandt. But when | wish to spesk to himin private, you shall go. You
understancit?"

"Certainly," responded Cliff.

"Thereiss much for methat you can do," added Orlinov. "But it isswise that you should be herealong
timefirdt. | haff been very careful in the past. When one man tries to know those things which he should
not know, it iss bad. That wass why the one before you hass gone away. Y ou understandt?

Cliff nodded shortly and watched while Orlinov walked back toward the door of the big house.

Theintended vigt of Glade Tremont interested him deeply. Orlinov had recelved aletter from the lawyer
that morning. Evidently it had announced his contemplated trip.

AFTERNOON waswaning. A car swung around the corner of the house and ran along the narrow
roadway toward the clump of trees. It was bound for the station, in al probability, to meet Glade
Tremont when he arrived.



Whatever the lawyer's business might be with Orlinov, Cliff Mardand was determined to learn it tonight.
Something important must bein the air; otherwise Tremont would not find it necessary to come up from
New York.

Perhapsthe lawyer represented the Russan in legitimate enterprises. Neverthel ess, anything that might be
discussed would at least give aclew to what was happening in this castle-like mansion.

Cliff Mardand arose from hisreclining chair. He had nothing to do until the evening. So far as Orlinov
was concerned, hiswork was ended for the day - unless there might be some detailsto prepare for
Glade Tremont. But tonight loomed very important in Cliff Mardand's mind. He sensed that thiswould be
hisfirst opportunity to gain resultsfor The Shadow.

Stepping to the front of the porch, Cliff flung his cigarette on the lawn. He turned toward the big building,
and his sdelong gaze wandered to the wing at theright. Therein lay the secret of this place. Before his
work was ended here, Cliff would know al about it.

The sun was setting over amountain, and the cold gloom of night was spreading its haze about these gray
walls. The sullen turrets spoke of crime and mystery. Soon they would be dark and shadowy.

There was a prophetic touch to the scene. To Cliff, the growing dusk bespoke the presence of aliving
shadow - aman who lived within the night. Cliff was here because The Shadow knew that al was not
well within thesewalls.

Crime, but suspected only by The Shadow! Wasit crime of the past or crime of the future? Cliff smiled
grimly as he entered the high front door and strode across the darkening hallway.

Tonight, if al went well, The Shadow would learn of plotsthat were transpiring here. He would learn of
them through Clifford Mardand's watchfulness.

CHAPTER IX. CLIFF SENDS A MESSAGE

It was evening. Three men were seated in the living room of Ivan Orlinov's abode. One was the Russian,
the second was Glade Tremont; the third was Cliff Mardand.

Tremont had arrived before dinner. He had been introduced to Cliff by Orlinov. Cliff had caught the
shrewd, penetrating glance of the lawyer, and it had placed him immediately upon his guard.

From that moment, Cliff had sensed that Tremont knew al about his presence here. He saw a connection
between the attorney and Biff Towley, the New Y ork gang leader.

Y et now alulling silence had falen. The discussion during dinner had been of little consequence. Herein
the living room, the men were seated before a glowing fire, for evenings brought chill in thisregion of high
dtitude. Tremont was speeking of the difficulties that went with the patenting of new inventions; but he
wasnot at al specificin hisremarks.

At last the subject changed. Tremont, glancing from the corner of his eye, looked toward Cliff Mardand,
who saw the action, but gave no indication of having noticed it.

"Wadl, Mr. Orlinov," said the lawyer, "1 am glad that the last gpparatus you received has proven
satisfactory. It isworking well?!

"Yess," sad the bearded man, staring toward thefire.
Here, asin the sunlight, Orlinov's beard was glistening. It had the ruddy glow of burnished gold. The



man's eyes were open, and they caught the sparkle of thefire.

In that face, Cliff detected anew expression - adetermined brutdity that gave the Russian the
appearance of amocking fiend.

"Y ou would like to see?' questioned Orlinov, staring directly a Tremont.
"| should be interested,” returned the lawyer.

"Come," said Orlinov. Heturned to Cliff. "Y ou will stay here, Mardandt. | have business - aprivate
business - with Mr. Tremont."

"Yes, gr," rgoined Cliff.

The men crossed the living room, and Cliff ssemed indifferent to their departure. He fancied that
questioning looks would be directed back toward him, but he paid no attention. Instead, he stared
directly at thefire.

He knew where those men were going. Through the iron door that led to the mystery wing of this house.

Cliff Mardand played hunches. He was aman of action. He had gained his craving for excitement on the
battlefields of France. He had continued it in the service of The Shadow. Inactivity wearied him. Hewas
most confident when he wasin danger.

Y et he ds0 possessed a reasoning mind. He knew from what both Biff Towley and Ivan Orlinov had told
him that the previous secretary here had proven false.

Cliff pictured agtuation very much like this one - aman, left donein the living room, while the others,
probably the very two who had just departed, went away to discuss matters of importance. Cliff's
predecessor had evidently pried, and had doubtless paid for histemerity with hislife.

That, instead of being arestraint to Cliff Mardand, was an incentive. So far, Orlinov had trusted him. Cliff
was armed, and capable of taking care of himsdf. There was only one reason for caution.

He must not reved his game because of The Shadow. Nevertheless, Cliff was determined to make use of
the present opportunity.

THISliving room was in the center portion of the house. It led directly to the hall. There was no reason
why Cliff should not go into the hal. So he arose and strolled in that direction.

In the hal, he observed the door that led to the mystery wing. The door was adiding one, and it was
partly opened.

Cliff laughed softly. He saw it asatrap. Idly, he lighted a cigarette and sauntered to the front door, where
he made his exit to the porch.

Two courses seemed apparent. One was to go back and enter that open door. That, to Cliff meant
certain trouble. It wastoo obvioudy atest to sound him out. The other course was to do nothing; to be
content with knowing that Glade Tremont had come to Glendale.

Neither of these plans gppeded. Cliff sought a scheme that would have the advantage of both and the
disadvantage of neither. He stared toward the silent wing of the house.

Somewhere, there, Tremont and Orlinov were in conference. Cliff wondered what The Shadow would
do if he were here. Perhaps The Shadow might be here. That was pure speculation.



However, the thought brought inspiration. Cliff's problem wasto enter the mysterious section of the
house without going through the open door. Scaling the wall would be a dangerous task. The windows of
the ground floor were barred; those above were likewise protected. Furthermore, Cliff knew that
watchful men werelikely to be prowling the grounds about the house.

Then he thought of the turrets. Two of them, large and imposing, towered above the front of the house.
There were others at thejoint of each wing.

Between them were battlements - high walls of stone that copied the pattern of grim, old-time fortresses.
Nonchaantly, Cliff sauntered back into the house and hummed softly as he strolled into the living room.

There his manner changed. He peered into the deserted hdl, to make sure that no one was watching from
that partly opened door. Theingpection convinced him that whoever might be lying in wait waswell past
theinviting barrier.

Softly, Cliff stoleto the rear of the hal, and ascended the steps that |ed to the second floor.

Thiswasalittle-used portion of the house. It had no connection with any portion other than the central
halway.

At thefront of the second story were two doors, one for each of the disused turrets. Cliff tried the door
on the sde toward the mystery wing. He found it locked, but not formidably. He opened it with a
skeleton key, and ascended awinding stairway, which terminated in asmal room within the expanding
turret.

Here, Cliff found an uncased window. He dipped through it and dropped quickly to the roof behind a
battlement. He made hisway to the nearest of the smdller turrets. Thishad anarrow, dit-like opening,
through which Cliff managed to squeeze hisbody.

Hewasinasmal room, and as he walked acrossit, the floor yielded dightly beneath hisfeet. That
indicated atrapdoor.

The trap opened upward. Cliff descended acylindrical shaft of stone by means of ametal ladder. At the
bottom, he encountered another door, locked.

It required careful probing with the key before he managed to unlock the barrier. Then Cliff found himsalf
inalong, gloomy corridor that ran the full extent of the wing.

THERE was need for caution now. Ingtinctively, Cliff gripped the handle of hisrevolver. The wegpon
would serve him handily, if he should encounter Petri or either of the two mobsterswho lived in this
section of the strange house.

Both sides of the corridor were lined with heavy, closed doors. At last, Cliff reached astairway.

Descending, he came to the ground floor, where the steps ended. Peering along the corridor to the
central part of the house, he saw aclosed door. Then he redlized the arrangement.

The diding door was merdly thefirst barrier. Had he entered it, he would have found but one way to
leave - through the door from the center of the house. It was a perfect trap; but Cliff had avoided it. Now
hefelt secure.

There were few doors here, and side passages |ed from the single corridor. Cliff went to each door in
turn. At last he found the one he wanted. The dull sound of voiceswas audible, and as Cliff listened, he
distinguished the tones of 1van Orlinov and Glade Tremont. Oddly enough, their words referred to him.



"Good man, the one Towley sent you,” Tremont was saying.
"Very goot, yess," rumbled Orlinov's bass. "Good - like the others.”
"Not like Steffan,” retorted Tremont, with ashort laugh.

"That man wass bad," agreed Orlinov. "Thisone - heissgoot. But | must wait until awhile. Then | can
make him be useful.”

"Y ou aren't taking chances with him, though. That isbest, until he has been here afew months. That'sa
nicetrap you haveif he gets curious. Petri could let that diding door closein asecond.

"I don't think there will be trouble, however. Biff Towley picks menwho arerdiable.”
Cliff samiled as hefingered hisrevolver. He enjoyed this situation. Now he was hearing new information.
"It issready for tomorrow night?' came aquestion from Orlinov.

"Not tomorrow," corrected Tremont. "The next night. Matt Hartley iscoming to my home. Hewill be
there at ten o'clock. He has had trouble over some lawsuits.

"It wasfortunate that | learned of them and arranged to give him advice. Owing to the circumstances, he
ispaying meaprivatevigt. | shal dotheres.”

"Qur friend, the goot doctor -"

"Hewill play hispart. Don't worry, Ivan. Y ou will get your next shipment. It may bethelast, unless-"
"Unless?"

"Unlesswe find others that are valuable. Savette spoke of further plans.”

Therewasadight stir in the room and Cliff drew back aong the passage. He was thinking as he went.

He had heard of Matt Hartley. The man was an inventive geniusin the field of aviation. He had made
teststo develop new forms of aerid torpedoes, and had gained considerable publicity through his
experiments.

Despite the delay that he had experienced in getting here, Cliff had arrived in timeto hear avitd portion
of the conversation. He knew that something was to be done concerning Matt Hartley. It would happen
two nights from now.

The door of the room was opening, but Cliff had reached apoint of safety. He was hiding in ashort,
black passage, between the room where he had listened and the stairway. He was confronted now with a
problem that he had not anticipated.

What if the two men returned to the living room and found him missing? It would require sometimefor
him to get back through the turrets. Then he would have to descend the main staircase into the face of
danger.

Cliff was pondering futilely. The problem seemed insurmountable. But while he was disturbed by his
dilemma, something occurred that changed the Situation entirely.

INSTEAD of returning along the corridor to the distant centra door, Tremont and Orlinov were
approaching the passage where Cliff wasin hiding! Quickly, Cliff drew hisrevolver.



If they came down this short passage there would be only one course - to fight it out and flee for safety.
Cliff tingled with excitement as the footsteps came closer.

Then the men's forms passed by the end of the passage, and the menace was ended. A few moments
later, Cliff heard them going up the stairs that led to the second floor of thewing.

They had taken the very avenue which he must follow to eude them! Cliff was now between two
dangers. Petri at the door to the center of the house; Orlinov and Tremont on the second floor of the

wing.

Then it occurred to the waiting man that Orlinov and Tremont might intend to stop at one of the rooms on
the second floor. Tremont had said something about viewing Orlinov'swork. Cliff saw the opportunity he
needed.

Boldly, he came from his hiding place and approached the stairs. He stole softly upward. The corridor
above was deserted. He wasright; they had entered another room.

Cliff hurried dong the passage until he came to the door of thelittleturret. He entered and carefully
locked the door behind him.

Up intheturret, he squeezed through the dit and scrambled aong behind the protecting battlement. His
last effort was aquick pull to the turret window.

Then the course was easy. Down the spird stairway - a door locked behind him - the central staircase.
Within two minutes, Cliff was gliding acrossthe main hdl into the living room. His clothes were dusty
from the stone. He brushed them at the fireplace. Then he dropped into his chair and lighted acigarette.

After afew moments, Cliff was comfortably settled. He drew asheet of paper and an envelope from his
pocket.

With afountain pen, he inscribed a coded messagein clear blueink - the fluid whichwasused indl The
Shadow's messages. He sedled the envelope and placed it in his pocket.

Cliff was on histhird cigarette when he heard Orlinov and Tremont returning. The two entered to find
Cliff garing moodily at the embers of thefire.

"Mr. Tremont issleaving on the next train,” informed Orlinov. "We shdl go with him to the Sation. Yess,
Youand |, Mardandt."

Orlinov pressed abutton on thewall. A few minuteslater, the arupt honk of ahorn was heard from the
front of the house. Orlinov arose, and both Tremont and Cliff followed him. A limousine waswaiting
outside, chauffeured by one of Orlinov's converted gangsters.

CLIFF was elated as they rode toward Glendale. Thiswas agreat break. He had anticipated no
difficulty in getting to the station on the morrow, for he had previoudy been sent with the chauffeur to get
the mail. But tonight - in time for the last train - that worked in direct accordance with plans which he had
been given by The Shadow. The big car pulled up by the station. Cliff alighted with Tremont and Orlinov.
The two men were conversing about minor matters.

Cliff, ashe gtrolled beside them, was positive that Orlinov was watching him, and that he was aso under
scrutiny from the gangster in the car. Cliff smiled to himsdlf. His opportunity would be here soon. He
waited until the headlight of the New Y ork express came glowing down thetrack. Hisleft hand dippedin
his pocket. It emerged holding the folded envelope. Cliff's body was turned so that neither Orlinov nor
the man in the car could possibly spy the missive.



It was at that moment that ayoung man idling on the station platform arose and moved past Cliff. Thelr
hands met, and as the stranger continued, it was he - not Cliff Mardand - who carried the folded
envelope.

Camly and deliberatdly, Cliff Mardand had passed his message to Clyde Burke, whom The Shadow had
gtationed in Glendae for this purpose. Congtantly in the neighborhood of the station, Clyde was ready for
any report that might be dipped to him.

But Cliff did more. As Burke moved onward, Orlinov's new secretary raised hisleft hand to hiship. His
outthrust elbow wasasignal. Clyde saw it asthe train was stopping.

The signa meant that the message was intended for The Shadow, that it should be taken directly to him.
Clyde, with his handsin his pockets, stepped aboard the train.

Thusit was that two passengers | eft Glendale that night - each bound on amission. Cross-purposes were
involved. Glade Tremont was on hisway to prepare for some new crime. Clyde Burke wastaking
information to The Shadow.

Cliff Mardand thought of the situation as he rode back to Orlinov's castle, dong with the slent Russian.
Tonight, two men had plotted, not knowing they were overheard. Their plans were doomed to failure.

The Shadow was dueto intervenel

CHAPTER X. THE SHADOW'S PLAN

A TINY spot of light was glowing in adarkened room. The shadow of a hand passed over the spot of
illumination. A telephone clicked. The light went out. A low, whispered voice spoke through the
darkness.

Low words came from the receiver:

"Burbank spesking."

"Report," said the voice of The Shadow.

Short, terse information was given. The conversation ended. The Shadow |aughed.

Although it was pitch-black in thiswindowless room, daylight had not yet waned outside. The afternoon
wasjust drawing to aclose. Tonight was the time when Glade Tremont and Matt Hartley were to meet at
the lawyer's Long Iand home.

Through Burbank, the only man who contacted regularly with him by phone, The Shadow had learned
that Matt Hartley was lill in flight out of Mineola. The famous aviation expert had |eft a noon for atest
of one of hisnew devices. He was not expected back until after dusk.

Now alight appeared in the corner of the room. It revealed a small table upon which rested various small
articles of make-up. The Shadow seated himsdlf before the table, but only his white hands appeared
within the sphere of light. The hands appeared with what seemed to be a thin mask of wire gauze, no
more than a skeleton framework filled with afew solid patches. The object disappeared asit wasraised
into the dark.

The hands worked with other articles. Then the top of the table swung upward in the center, the various
objectsremaining at the sides. A mirror came into view, on the under surface, which was now vertical.
On the horizonta portion of the table appeared alarge picture of Glade Tremont.



Into the range of the light came ahead and astrange, weird reflection from the mirror. 1t was the image of
aman who seemed to have no face! Guised with the colorless surface of the thin mask, only The
Shadow's eyes were visble as they glowed through a plastic mass of grayish blur!

The hands came into action. Thelong fingers moved here and there about the table, finding the objects
that they needed. Upon the artificial base, the semblance of ahuman countenance was dowly forming. At
last it resembled the features of the photograph.

Still, thework continued, the ever-active fingers plying at their task. Then camethefind result. Staring
from the mirror was the perfectly formed face of Glade Tremont!

The Shadow's laugh resounded. He had fitted himsalf with a perfect disguise - so deceptive that even the
closest friends of Glade Tremont could not detect the imposture.

The mirror disappeared as the top of the table siwung downward. On the vacant surface, The Shadow's
hands placed a sheet of paper. It wasthelist of names that had been prepared before.

Money - Audtin Bellamy.
Television - Ferre Rachaud.
Atomic Energy - Clark Murdock.
Aeronautics -

Money -

After theword "aeronautics,” the hand of The Shadow inscribed the name of Matt Hartley. Then camea
soft laugh. The light went out.

IT was after dark when afigure appeared near the house where Glade Tremont lived. The lawyer's home
was Situated some distance from an avenue that ran near the shore of Long Idand Sound. The house was
surrounded by a high hedge.

The stranger who had arrived in this vicinity was scarcely more than a phantom shape. Silently, dmost
invisibly, he glided dong the street in front of the lawyer'shome. Then histal form merged with the
blackness of the lawn. It paused beside a clump of shrubbery.

Two whispered voices were engaged in conversation. The speakers did not know that they were being
overheard.

"What'sthelay tonight, Biff?"

"Therésaguy weve got to get, Jake. Were taking no chances on missing him. Y our spot isright here. If
you see anybody sneaking around, grab him."

"O.K. Who dseiswatching?"

"Plenty of others. They're al posted, like you. That'swhy | don't want any of you to leave your places. Il
be out front in the car.”

"If anybody comes up the walk?"

"I'll take care of that. Y ou're after snoopers. That'sdl. Grab them - and give them the rod if you have
to."



"The coppers?'
Biff Towley laughed contemptuoudy at Jeke Bosch's question.

"Not onewithin half amile" he declared. "Forget about that. Thisisahbig job tonight. Get anybody that
triesto sneak in or to sneak out. If acar comes up the drive, or if anyone comes deliberately up the walk,
leave them done. That's my part.”

With these closing words, Biff Towley emerged from the shrubbery, and made hisway acrossthe lawn,
passing within afoot of the spot where The Shadow crouched.

JAKE BOSCH watched the house. The front walk was on this Side; the driveway on the other. He did
not know the reason in back of tonight's vigil, and he did not care. It was hisjob to be dert, and to obey
orders.

Therewas apatch of light close by the sde wal of the house. Watching it, Jake saw a streak of
blacknessflicker by. He drew his revolver. Then the dark shape disappeared.

Jake decided that it was merely the moving shadow of atree. He did not know that he had caught a
fleeting glimpse of The Shadow!

A huddled gangster, crouching near the back porch, saw that same shape. His view was a closer one
than Jake's. Thistoughened sentingl fancied that he had caught sight of ahuman form. Herose beside the
wall, saring into the darkness.

Then, out of the thick night came two sinister hands. One caught the gangster's wrist. The other, swinging
Sdewise, struck sharply against the mobsman's throat. With agurgling gasp, the watcher collapsed. His
gun dropped on the grass beside him.

There was a cellar window not four feet away. It opened inward under the pressure of an unseen hand.
The body of the senseless gangster was forced through. 1t hung suspended; then dumped to the floor
benegth.

Noisglessy, another form followed it. Then the window closed.

A tiny flashlight flickered, its rays submerged within the depths of the cdllar. A soft laugh sounded. Hands
in the dark bound and gagged the captured hoodlum. One of Biff Towley's trusted watchdogs hed failed
inhisvigil!

There was a soft, swishing sound by the cellar sairs. The door at the top was locked; but itslock gave as
an unseen hand gpplied atiny meta instrument. The door opened. The Shadow advanced through the
dlent house.

Therewasalight in the front hall. Crouching low, The Shadow at last came into view, but he could not
be seen from the outside. He was garbed in his cloak of black. Upon his head, he wore the douch hat
that obscured his features.

Looking right and left, The Shadow swung rapidly up the sairs. His cloak swished, and for aningtant its
crimson lining was reveded. Then the mysterious figure disappeared in the gloom of the second story,
until he reached aroom where asingle light was burning. Thiswas Glade Tremont's study. The room was

empty.

Again, The Shadow moved in crouching fashion. He reached a corner of the room, by the door of a
closet. A tall bookcase projected to the spot where the edge of the door would reach when opened. The



Shadow's crouching form raised upward. It merged beside the end of the bookcase, until it became a
motionless shape that no eye could have distinguished.

The Shadow had become a shadow!

Out of the night he had come. Silently he had passed through the outer group of watching gangsters. One
man had fallen by hishand. Now, at the desired place, he was waiting, ready to frustrate the plans of
Glade Tremont.

Tonight, he wore aremarkable disguise. His face was the face of the lawyer in whose home he now
stood! But that duplicated countenance was hidden for the present.

The Shadow was dealing with supercrooks - men who left no traces of their evil deeds. Beside them, Biff
Towley and his mobsters were but children.

It would be agame of witstonight - the brain of The Shadow pitting itself againgt the minds of master
criminds. For thefirgt timein this strange struggle, The Shadow would meet one of hisenemiesfaceto
face.

Glade Tremont would soon be here. The crafty lawyer had arranged a conference with Matt Hartley - an
intended victim of hisplotting. Like Doctor Gerald Savette, he was bent on the perpetration of insidious
crime.

What was his plan?
That wasto be learned.

But tonight, Glade Tremont was to meet with the surprise of hislife. Before this evening was ended, he
would see his own face - worn by another man!

That was the plan of The Shadow!
CHAPTER XI. ORLINOV SPEAKSFACTS

SEATED intheliving room of Ivan Orlinov's castle, Cliff Mardand was reviewing past events. Hismind
reverted to the events of two nights ago, when he had made his crafty visit to the Side wing of the strange
house.

Since then, Cliff had been chafing because of hisidleness. He had done nothing since he had given his
message to Clyde Burke. He could do nothing until he received some reply. Above dl, he must restrain
himsdf tonight, for aman'slife might be at stake.

In New Y ork, Glade Tremont was to meet Matt Hartley. That meeting held some sinister purpose. The
Shadow had been warned of it. The outcome, therefore, would be to Glade Tremont's disadvantage.

Meanwhile, Cliff must play hiswaiting game. It would be unwisefor himto repest histrip to the
forbidden territory in the side wing of the house. Much though Cliff desired the excitement of another
expedition, he could not afford to take chances that might bring an encounter with Ivan Orlinov or his
henchmen.

Cliff had avery definite hunch that there was more of interest in this house than amere |aboratory or
workshop. When circumstances would permit it, he intended definitely to learn the secret which Ivan
Orlinov had managed to preserve so well.



He recalled the Russan's face as he had seen it by thefirelight two nights ago. The mere recollection
made Cliff fed uneasy.

While Cliff was picturing Orlinov, the man himself stepped into the room. Cliff looked up inquiringly. The
Russian smiled pleasantly. He sat down and stared mildly at his secretary. Then he beganto speak ina
pleasant tone of voice.

"Itissquiet, here" hesaid. "Very quiet.”
"I enjoy the quiet,” responded Cliff.

"It issdifferent from New Y ork, nein?'
"Plenty different.”

"Plenty different.” Orlinov repeated Cliff's expression with alaugh. "Y ou haff been here one week,
Mardandt. It isstime now that | told you many things, so that you can be of more help to me. Y ess?!

Cliff Mardand affected a disinterested attitude.

"There are places here that | would like for you to see,”" continued the Russian. "Come. | shal show you
where you haff not been.”

He beckoned as he arose, and Cliff walked by hisside.

They left the living room and crossed the hall. The door to the wing was open. With abow, the huge
Russian ushered Cliff into the forbidden territory.

CLIFF restrained his enthusiasm. While he had been thinking of avisit here, he had not hoped to make it
s0 soon. He looked about him as they passed the second door, and pretended to view the corridor as
though he had comeinto it for thefirst time.

"Thereiss something strange for you to see" declared Orlinov. "It issnot here. It iss on the floor up
above. Come."

They reached the stairs and went up to the second story. There Orlinov stopped before a closed door.
Cliff noticed something now that be had not observed before, when he had been in hagte to travel
through the passage. Thisdoor - aswell as the others on the floor - was fitted with a cross-shaped
paneling that had asquare center.

"Look."

Orlinov pronounced the word like the name Luke. Cliff wastoo interested to even notice the tone of the
voice.

The Russian's finger was on the square center of the pandl. A dight press, and the square dropped,
revealing asmdl pane of glass. At Orlinov's bidding, Cliff peered within.

He saw a beautifully furnished room - apparently one of a suite, for there was an open door beyond it.
The room was carpeted with thick Orienta rugs. A huge bookcase stood filled with massive volumes.

The furniture was of heavy mahogany.

Thesefeatureswere of small interest to Cliff. His eyes were focused upon the inhabitant of the apartment.
An ederly man was seated at awriting desk, tracing lines upon a sheet of paper. He appeared to have
no interest in his surroundings. His face waslong and solemn, his eyes dreary and dull.



Orlinov drew Cliff away from the opening. He closed the pand. He beckoned, and Cliff followed him to
another door. Here apanel dropped, and Cliff viewed another room, less elegant inits furnishings.

Thisroom aso contained an occupant. He was aforeigner, alarge-headed man with a bushy beard that
bristled like ablack brush.

Hewaswearing apair of large spectacles. He was segted in front of achessboard, studying the positions
of the pieces. He did not notice Cliff's face peering through the opening.

"Come."

A third panel was opened for inspection. Thisroom was avirtud duplicate of the second. A
stoop-shouldered, gray-haired man was pondering over alarge book. He was making notations on a pad
that lay beside him. He wasthefirg to redize that he was being watched. He turned suddenly about and
looked at the open pand with sharp, piercing eyes.

Orlinov closed the pand, and conducted Cliff along the corridor. He allowed brief ingpections of other
rooms. These resembled the onesthat Cliff had seen, but they were not occupied.

Orlinov maintained a cryptic silence. Cliff pondered. He followed the Russian to the first floor.

There, Orlinov opened the doors of other rooms. These were workshops and laboratories, each fitted
out in excellent style. Another apartment contained avast array of bookcases and filing cabinets - a
veriteblelibrary.

Findly, Orlinov led the way to the very room where Cliff had listened to the talk between the Russian and
Glade Tremont. This proved to be asmply furnished office Orlinov motioned for Cliff to St down.

THE Russian took astanding position &t the other sde of the room. Cliff watched him, wondering. He
was completely puzzled by the strange sights that he had witnessed. He felt sure that Orlinov was about
to give an explanation. That, Cliff decided, would be both interesting and of value.

"They were comfortable?' came the Russan's question.
"They appeared to be," responded Cliff, knowing that Orlinov referred to the men upgtairs.
"Itisswell," said Orlinov. "They can haff comfort if they wishit. If they do not, they can haff trouble.”

Cliff accepted this ominous statement without making aresponse. He was anxious to hear Orlinov talk,
but was too wise to question the Russian.

"Few haff seen them therg," declared Orlinov. "Y ess. Few haff seen them. That would not bewise. Do
you know why?*

Cliff shook his head.

"Because," Orlinov was speaking solemnly, "those men are dead. Dead! Y ess! They are dead men.”
"Dead men!" Cliff echoed the statement in spite of himself.

"Yess" The man was coldly emphatic. "They are dead men. Dead men who liff!"

Dead menwho live!

The thought chilled Cliff Mardand to the marrow. Histeeth clenched, and his face hardened, as he stared



at lvan Orlinov. Had the huge Russian gone crazy? His tone was serious; his expression had been
positive.
A strange, wild glow had comeinto Orlinov's eyes. Cliff began to rise from hischair, thinking that he was

dedling with amaniac. Then the Russian motioned him back with an imperious gesture. Orlinov'sface
became quiet. Cliff relaxed.

"When dead men liff," declared the Russan dowly, "there must be areason. Yess?| shall tell you what
issthe reason. Those men haff been useful. Issit not nice to know that because you haff been useful, you
can liff when you haff been dead?'

Cliff was staring hard a Orlinov. He did not like the peculiar emphasisin the man'stone. It seemed that
every remark was directed toward himself. Cliff sensed a dangerous Situation developing. He remained
camin spiteof hisquams.

"I haff told you what those men haff been,” resumed Orlinov. "I haff told you that they haff been dead.
Y ou would like to know who they haff been? Giff me that pen from your pocket. Then can | writethe
names of them -"

Cliff's hand was moving toward hisvest pocket. He redlized suddenly that hisfountain pen was gone. It
was the pen that he had used in writing his message to The Shadow - the pen filled with the specid ink
that vanished after it had dried and been exposed to the air!

REALIZATION dawned. Cliff knew that Orlinov wastricking him. His hand dipped away from hisvest
pocket, reaching for the handy revolver. Something cold pressed against the back of Cliff'sneck. It was
the muzzle of agun. He knew that another move would mean instant death. He paused and waited.

"Ah!" exclamed Orlinov, with aleering grin. Y ou are too wise to move. That iss goot - for you. You
were not so wiseto it with your back toward that door. It iss Petri who holds that gun againgt you.

"You tink that you are wise, perhaps. Y ou haff made agreat mistake. Remember what you haff told me -
that one mistake can be too much. Why did you leave that fountain pen so carelessly?'

The Russian's voice took on atone of sarcastic reproach as he chided hisvictim.

"Yess' resumed Orlinov, "I haff found that pen thismorning. | haff written with it. That iss Strange writing
that goes away 0 quick. Perhaps you haff found out too much. Perhaps you haff told someone. That iss
why | haff talked to you tonight. Y ou haff seen those men who till liff. That iss because you, too, will
soon be one of those men.

"When amaniss bad for us, wekill him. But not if heissto be of use. It may be that you will be of use. It
may bethat you will not. We shdll see, yess?'

Cliff's face was obdurate. He expected Orlinov to question him, now that he was suspected of aplot.
The Russian's eyes were blazing, and Cliff detected a suppressed frenzy there. L et the man try, thought
Cliff. He would learn nothing of The Shadow!

Orlinov seemed to be reading Cliff's thoughts. He laughed as he rose and came closer. His eyes stared
toward Cliff'sface. Hislipsformed awicked, evil grin.

"Y ou will say nothing? Goot! It does not matter. If you haff learned nothing, it can do no harm. If you haff
heard - last night - that will be no goot. We haff made things so that it can not matter.”

His shrewd eyes were watching to seeif Cliff betrayed darm. Orlinov would gain nothing by his survey of



Cliff's poker face. The bearded man shrugged his shoulders.

"You tink that you are strong?" he questioned. "Y ou tink that you are wise? We shal see of that. You
haff been sent here by someone. Thereissjust one man that it could be. That issthe man they cal The
Shadow."

Cliff failed to indicate that the surmise was correct.

"Youtink that you will not talk," laughed Orlinov. "That iss not needed now. That chance you will haff
sometime after this- if it issneeded. Y ou will know then how | haff found the way to make peopletak.

"Thereiss onething that can keep you from trying to be wise. Y ou haff seen the men who haff once died.
They keep quiet now. Y ess, they haff known what it issto die. So you shdl see the same. My goot
friend, the doctor, he hassgiven meaway."

Lacking understanding, Cliff expected to receive arevolver shot from the man stationed behind him. But
asIvan Orlinov approached and stood beside him, Cliff realized that something different wasto take
place.

Orlinov was speaking quietly, now, except for guttura chucklesthat interrupted hiswords.

"Yess" hewas saying, "if thisman, The Shadow, hasstried to make trouble, heisstoo late. He will find
trouble for himsdf. So it may be that we shall not find you to be of useto us. We shall see.”

THE words made Cliff tighten hislips. He redlized now that there had been ample timefor Orlinov to
communicate with New Y ork.

By amere chance, the Russian had picked up Cliff's pen. Thus had he divined the reason for Cliff's
presence here. Orlinov - Tremont - and a third whom the Russian called the doctor - &l were
superfiends. The plot againgt Matt Hartley was not scheduled until tonight. Cliff knew well that Glade
Tremont was now cognizant of the new turn that had occurred here in Glendae.

The Shadow must be warned!
But how?

Instant desth threastened Cliff Mardand if he dared to move. He was staring straight ahead, seeing neither
Orlinov nor Petri. He did not see the bearded Russian's hand gpproach hisarm, carrying atiny, shining
object initsgrasp.

The sharp point of a hypodermic needle stung Cliff'sarm. He sat motionless, gtill staring. Hefdta
strange, unexplainable weakness. The room was growing black about him. His body swayed. He forgot
the pressure of the gun upon his neck. His veins seemed chilled - freezing within his body.

Orlinov laughed as Cliff Mardand's body dumped in the chair and becamerigid. Cliff heard that laugh
from the midst of whirling blackness. Then his brain ceased to function.

Orlinov stood looking at the form in the chair. To al appearances Cliff Mardand was dead. The same
fate had befalen him asthat which had been thelot of Clark Murdock, when the chemist had struggled
with Doctor Gerald Savette.

A laugh came from the Russian's bearded lips. In his native tongue, he spoke to Petri, the stawart servant
who still stood with gun in hand. Petri answered. He and Orlinov picked up Cliff Mardand's body from
the chair.



Together they took their burden up the stairsto the second floor, Heavy though Cliff was, the Russians
carried him with ease.

Orlinov ordered his man to set the body on the floor. Then the bearded Russian unlocked adoor that led
to one of the smaler rooms. The two men carried the rigid form into the apartment and placed it upon a
couch besde thewall.

Therewas no indication that Cliff Mardand il lived. A corpselike palor had settled on hisface. But
Ivan Orlinov, leering hideoudy, showed more interest in that form than he would have wasted upon a
mere corpse. He knew that his victim would awaken later.

Cliff Mardand had become one of the dead who lived!
CHAPTER XII. TREMONT'SVISITOR

It was nearly ten o'clock when atrim coupe swung up the driveway by Glade Tremont's home. Thelights
of the car went out. Glade Tremont stepped to the ground, and entered the side door of the house. The
lawyer had arrived before the hour of his gppointment with Matt Hartley.

When Tremont reached his upstairs study, he turned on alight by the desk. He looked about the room.
Though his glance was keen, it did not detect that shadowy shape that stood beyond the bookcase.

The lawyer walked over to the closet and opened the door. In so doing, he passed within two feet of The
Shadow; yet he did not see the form of the man in black.

The closet door, swinging wide, formed a barrier between Tremont and The Shadow. The lawyer |eft the
door half open, and returned to his desk. He sat there, meditative.

Sow minutes went by. Glade Tremont was gpparently waiting for the arriva of avisitor. Ten o'clock
came. Thetelephone on Tremont's desk began to ring. The lawyer raised the receiver.

"Helo?" he questioned. "Yes. ThisisMr. Tremont... Ah - Matt Hartley?... I've been expecting you...
Fifteen minutes? Y es, indeed. | shall be here... Y ou have your car? Comeright up the drive by the house.
Look out for my car. You can park in back of it... Good... Yes, | anadone..."

The lawyer's voice dwindled. He replaced the receiver on the hook, and his cold, stern features took on
amdiciouslook.

Resting back in hischair, Tremont half closed his eyes and folded his hands across his chest. He seemed
to be enjoying the thought of Matt Hartley's coming visit.

Thus unobservant, the lawyer did not notice along shadow that stretched acrossthe floor toward the
outer edge of the desk. A form followed that stresk of black. The Shadow glided from his hiding place,
Tal and silent, he stood before the desk - afigure of doom.

Glade Tremont opened his eyes. He looked upward and blinked. Before him stood the man in black, a
fantastic being conjured from nothingness. The flowing cloak, the broad-brimmed hat - these formed the
figure of the mysterious personage who had come unseen.

Tremont saw the glow of two menacing eyes. He observed the muzzle of apowerful automatic, poised in
ablack-clad hand.

Fends of crime had quailed before that figure. The Shadow, mysterious avenger, had brought shudders
to the stoutest frames. Y et Glade Tremont gave no sign of a perturbed spirit. Instead, he stared boldly at



The Shadow.
"Good evening,” remarked the lawyer quietly. "I have been anticipating your arriva here.”

THE SHADOW made no response. Glade Tremont, despite his quiet assurance, knew that afalse move
would mean hisdoom. The lawyer remained in his posture of affected calm, leaning back in hisswive
chair, aforced smile upon his parched lips.

He had spoken the truth. He had expected The Shadow here. But, though prepared for the meeting,
though emboldened by a sense of bravado, Tremont was finding The Shadow a more menacing

personage than he had supposed.

It was with an effort that the lawyer preserved his pretended ease. Hiswords, intended to nonplus The
Shadow, were spoken in araspy tone that clearly indicated histrepidation.

"Yes," declared Tremont, "I have expected you. | have heard of you, and | decided that you might come
here tonight. Y ou have cometo protect Matt Hartley. In that, | assure you, you have failed.”

The sound of his own voice gave Glade Tremont afedling of reassurance. Hisforced smile becamea
genuine one. Although he feared The Shadow, he knew that the man in black would hear him out - so
long as he did not make afase move.

"Y ou have sought to pry into my affairs,” announced Glade Tremont. "Y ou have succeeded - to a
degree. Beyond that, you havefailed. If you wish, | shal be specific.”

The lawyer stared into the glowing eyes. They werefocused directly toward him. Tremont knew that
those burning optics were keen enough to ferret out afalsehood. But tonight, Tremont with malicious
shrewdness, was relying on the truth. He met the fiery stare and continued his speech in alow tone.

"| prepared atrap for you," declared the lawyer. "How you eluded it ismore than | can understand. But it
isatrap that workstwo ways. Had you falen into it when you came here, you would now bein my

power.

"I sugpected that you might pass my sentingls. | doubt that you can escape them again. Y ou cannot leave
this house without my willingness. So it will be wisefor you to hear me."

Subtly, the lawyer was endeavoring to bait The Shadow. Histone was convincing. Although hismind
was disturbed by vague qualms, Tremont managed to assure himself that he actudly held The Shadow
within hiscontrol.

Right now, the Stuation lay in the badance. Tremont, with hisatificia smile, felt surethat it would turnto
his advantage as he proceeded.

"Two nightsago,” the lawyer said. "'l announced my plan to effect the capture of aman named Matt
Hartley. | told that plan to one person only - aman named Ivan Orlinov, a Glendale in the Catskills.

"With Orlinov isaman who cdlshimsdf Cliff Mardand. Today, Orlinov discovered amysterious object
in Mardand's possession - afountain pen filled with ink that vanished after it was used for writing.

"Orlinov did not know the significance of that fluid. Nevertheless, he called me at my office. | understood.
| have heard of the mysterious messages of The Shadow. My contact with the underworld is not adight
one."

Tremont paused and moistened his parched lips. He continued with his careful story, watching The



Shadow intently as he spoke.

"l suspected,” said Tremont, "that Mardand might have overheard what was said a Glendae. So | made
new plans. Thisafternoon, Matt Hartley took off on atesting flight. In response to my suggestion, he
landed, aone, at an obscure field in the Catskills. There he expected to meet me. He encountered certain
others, instead.

"Tomorrow, the world will know that Matt Hartley is dead. His plane has been blown to atoms on that
landing field. Foolishly - so the world will believe - he carried aloaded torpedo to make atest. It
loosened from his plane when he was forced to make his landing.”

Encouraged by the shrewdness of hisremarks, Tremont grinned derisively. The silence of The Shadow
indicated that the man in black was perplexed.

"l have just come from my office," added Tremont. "There | received along-distance call from Ivan
Orlinov. Y our agent - the man caled Mardand - isin his power. To dl intents, Mardand is dead. He will
continue deed - forever - unlessyou listen to my terms.”

The Shadow'slong, dark cloak moved dightly. It wasthe first indication of action that the man of mystery
had given. Tremont decided that The Shadow was perturbed.

"Why try to thwart our plans?' questioned Tremont. "1 am not aone. We have power which you cannot
afford to combat. | offer you fair terms. We have preserved the lives of certain men, because we have
found it advantageous to do so. Y our man - Mardand - is of no useto us. Nor will the others be of use,
if we are forced to take the defensive.

"While you remain inactive, those men will live - your man among them. But should you move so much as
afinger againg us. Mardand will die - and the others with him.

"I have heard it said" - Tremont laughed huskily - "that the agents of The Shadow bear charmed lives,
liketheir master. Thistime, oneisvirtualy dead. He can cometo life, a my order. It isfor you to
decide."

The lawyer waited for The Shadow to speak. The man in the cloak seemed to be considering the meatter.

"Should | die," added Tremont, as an afterthought, "you will defeat your own aim. My lifeison oneside
of the scales. Mardand's life and the lives of the other men - thereis the counterbal ance!

"| can assure you that al are watchful; both herein New Y ork and at Glendde. It isimpossible for you to
divine the extent of our preparations

"Orlinov isaman of sted. Heisaspark, ready to ignite amagazine. Puff! All could be gone- lives,
evidence, everything.

"Should you or any of your emissaries dare to approach the place from now on, Orlinov will not hesitate
to strike. Our plans are nearing their culmination. Let them proceed, and your man Mardand will be
restored to you, dive. Try to frustrate our methods, and he will die. Perhapsyou, too, will perish.”

THUS did Glade Tremont conclude his oration. As spokesmen for two other villains, Ivan Orlinov and
Doctor Gerad Savette, he had done hiswork well. His proposa was one that The Shadow could hardly

fail to accept.

Tremont felt that he had taken the measure of The Shadow. He knew that the man of the dark was not
an agent of the law. He was dealing with aman who had freedom to act or to stand by, as he might



prefer.

"One point more," added Tremont, asaquiet afterthought. " Perhaps you may have awild dream of killing
me and making amad escape through the human wall that protectsthis house. That would befutile.

"Unlessmy chief companion sees metonight, Orlinov will betold to strike. | must leave thishouse. | must
bedive. | must keep a definite gppointment. When | receive the phone call for the meeting | shal set the
time"

The Shadow offered no response. He stood unmoving, waiting as the minutes went by. Tremont
wondered for awhile then redlized that The Shadow wastesting the truth of his statement. The Shadow
waswaiting for that cal!

Let him wait, thought Tremont. The minutes no longer seemed anxious. When the phone bell would
sound, the tension would be ended. The Shadow would be forced to agree.

Thebdl tinkled. With aquiet glance a The Shadow, Tremont reached forward and lifted the receiver.
He recogni zed the voice of Doctor Savette.

"Yes, thisisGlade," said the lawyer. "Heis here... Theman | expected... All will bewdll... Yes, he has
listened to my terms... | shall seeyou before midnight... At your home... Be careful and ready. Y ou know
theplan.”

Tremont hung up the telephone and looked at The Shadow. He was positive that his enemy did not know
who had called.

Tremont had weighed the Situation carefully. He knew that he was covered; that Orlinov had been
watched. But Savette, hefelt sure, was too well secluded to be suspected of complicity by The Shadow.

"Y ou have heard,” declared Tremont boldly. "Now let me hear your answer."

A soft, shuddering laugh came from the man in black. More terrifying than his presence done, the
mockery of The Shadow broke Glade Tremont's nerve. The lawyer sensed that he had overplayed his
hand.

"I know your ways," came awhispered, sinister voice. "1 have dedt with crooks like you before."
Ingtinctively, Tremont quailed as The Shadow spoke. He saw his plans fading away.

"I know who cdled you," continued The Shadow. " Savette is your accomplice. Indl probability, hehasa
coded dispatch to send to Orlinov, in case you do not appesar at his home.”

The Shadow laughed again, and histone, though louder, did not emanate from that room. It caught the
echoes of thewall. It reverberated, and Tremont's eardrums throbbed with the ghostly sound.

"Tonight," declared The Shadow, "Glade Tremont will appear at the home of Doctor Savette. Later,
Glade Tremont will go to Glendale and order the release of Clifford Mardand. There, in addition, Glade
Tremont will end the schemes of terror that now exist.

"Y ou doubt my statement? That is because you do not understand my methods. Look!"

With hisleft hand. The Shadow swept away his douch hat and brought down the collar of hiscloak. His
head was fully revealed.

Staring at the disclosed face, Glade Tremont gasped. He was|ooking at himsdlf - his own features as



clearly portrayed as though he had been staring in amirror.

Thelips of the false Glade Tremont moved. The Shadow was speaking again but his voice was a perfect
imitation of the lawyer'stones.

"l am Glade Tremont!" declared The Shadow. "I am the man who will act tonight!"

Ashe heard that voice, thered Glade Tremont wilted in his chair. He had sought to combat The
Shadow. He had planned, but he had failed.

The master crook dumped helplesdy. He saw death now - death that he could not escape. With
keenness that out-rivaled al the schemes of Tremont, and his companions, The Shadow had found a
certain way to foil the methods of the band of fiends.

Savette would be duped! Orlinov would be duped! The game was ended! But Tremont, cowering,
thought only of himsdf. The Shadow's eyes were flaring through his masklike face. They boded no good
for Glade Tremont.

CHAPTER XIIl. THE SHADOW'SFLIGHT

GLADE TREMONT wasin The Shadow's power. Until now, the man of the dark had played awaiting
game, never once reveding his hand. From the start, he had redlized that he was dedling with anew game
of crime.

He had divined that dl the evidence against the crooks was hanging by asingle thread - ready to be
dropped into oblivion. Released of their burden, Tremont, Savette, and Orlinov would be beyond the
law.

Now, thrusting from the dark, The Shadow had checkmated the first of the terrible three. He was master
of the Stuation. As Glade Tremont, he might deceive the lawyer's crafty confederates. But to do this, he
must leave thishouse.

Divested of hiscloak and hat, The Shadow could easily pass Biff Towley at the outer gate. But he must
firs diminate Glade Tremont.

That was why the lawyer cringed with fear. He did not expect The Shadow to fire ashot - such might be
interpreted asasigna by the men outside. But the lawyer did expect to die by The Shadow's hand.

A blow from that heavy automatic - athrust with an unseen knife - powerful fingers clutching at histhroat
- these were the harrowing thoughts that entered the cowed lawyer's mind.

The Shadow, however did the unexpected. Camly, he drew his cloak about his shoulders. Hisdouch hat
once more covered hisfeatures. The fase visage of Glade Tremont was concealed from view

What was The Shadow's purpose?

Gradudly, it dawned upon Tremont that the man in black intended to take him from this place. The
wisdom of such a course was apparent. A dead body, hastily concealed, might be discovered,
particularly if Biff and his henchmen entered the house for any reason at dl. Furthermore - the thought
brought afaint hope to Tremont - The Shadow might have ausefor his captive.

That wasit! Tremont's wavering pulse beats quickened. The Shadow would take him away - off to some
hidden lair, to hold him there a hostage as Cliff Mardand was held at Orlinov's. The checkmate would be
sdemate. Neither side could move.



Tremont did not relish the Situation; at the sametime, he redlized that the plans of his associateswould go
on, uninterrupted.

Tremont was none too sure of Savette and Orlinov. Crooklike, he, himself would have been willing to
sacrifice acompanion for his own good. He fancied that Savette and Orlinov would do the same.

What if The Shadow should kill Glade Tremont? They would retain the upper hand. Tremont cursed
himsaf for hisfally in coming here.

THE SHADOW'S automatic seemed to beckon. Weakly, Tremont arose and moved in response to the
command. The black-gloved hand that held the automatic was close to Tremont's body. The barrel of the
gun was againg the lawyer'sribs.

Tremont trembled as he sensed the touch of the metd. Quivering, he walked from the room, crouching
low at The Shadow's whispered order.

Wl did Tremont know the repute of The Shadow. He knew that the mighty hand would not fater in the
face of danger. A shot, now, would not be to The Shadow's liking; nevertheless, that weird personage
would not hesitate to use hisgun if his commands were disobeyed. The Shadow did not fear the hordes
of gangdom.

They reached the bottom of the stairs. Here, The Shadow's hissing whisper formed one word:
"Stop!"

Tremont obeyed. He listened while The Shadow spoke low and with emphasis. The command was plain.
Tremont was to leave and enter his car; to wait there for The Shadow.

It was the man in black who opened the door. Standing in the gloom, his automeatic till athresat, he
watched Glade Tremont walk from the house. Then histall form flitted through the opening. The door
closed dmogt asif the lawyer himsalf had shut it.

Tremont descended to the drive. His footsteps crunched upon the gravel. The step of the car creaked as
he entered the automabile.

He could not see The Shadow - in fact, Tremont dared not ook behind him. He entered the car on the
side opposite the driver's seat. As he shut the door, he stared past the wheedl. He saw the opposite door
closing softly.

The Shadow had tricked him! Instead of keeping him covered, The Shadow had silently flitted past the
car to the other sde. Noisdlesdly, invisibly, he had entered. Tremont could see only amass of black. It
indicated The Shadow - behind the steering whedl of the car!

The starter purred. The motor throbbed. The lights of the car came on - with the exception of the dash
light. Thetwo men in the car wereinvisible.

Tremont sensed the boldness of The Shadow's plan. If anyone had been seen, it must have been Tremont
himsdf. With the car pulling away openly, Biff Towley might be decaived into thinking that Tremont was
leaving of hisown accord, at the whed of his coupe.

Tremont suppressed a groan as he redlized his hopel essness. Why should Biff suspect that anything was
wrong? He and his hounds of the underworld had been watching this house al evening. Only Tremont
had been seen to enter. They did not suspect the presence of The Shadow!



Ddliberatdly, The Shadow drove Tremont's car to the circling end of the drive. He swung the whedl; then
backed the car and started it forward. He headed out aong the drive, toward the safety of the street.

Tremont was too darmed to move. He was being shanghaied in his own automobile, and he could not
prevent it!

All seemed well with The Shadow's plan. The cam handling of the car gave every indication that nothing
could bewrong. But asthe front whed s turned |eft from the drive, an unexpected interruption occurred,

From acar hidden across the street, a blinding searchlight turned its rays directly upon the coupe!

BIFF TOWLEY was making sure. He knew that if Glade Tremont were leaving, the searchlight's
momentary glare could do no harm. The gang leader, with stout henchmen by his Sde, was watching
from hisown machine.

The bright light reveded Glade Tremont. But it showed more than that to Biff Towley. It indicated that
the lawyer was not driving the car. Another man was at the whedl, and in the brilliance the full form of
The Shadow was brought to view!

Inatwinkling, Biff saw the Situation. A hardened gangster, he had heard much of The Shadow. Like
every other evildoer, the swarthy gang leader had sworn to some day day the man who had so long
terrorized the demons of the underworld.

"The Shadow!"

Biff Towley spat the words. Hiswolfish snarl rose asa battle cry. Swerving, dmost a a standdtill, the
coupe was directly in the path of Towley and hisgorillas, a perfect target for their gunfirel

Split seconds brought results. The gleam of the searchlight; Biff Towley's cry; Glade Tremont's reaction.
Hearing the shout, the lawyer flung himsdlf low at the whed. He was grabbing at The Shadow'sright
hand, which held its automatic poised above the whed. At the same time, Tremont had dropped his head
and shoulders, fearing that they might block the path of shots from the other car.

In this sudden turn of affairs, The Shadow was not idle. The glare of that light brought a taunting,
whigpered laugh from the grim, unseen lips of the man of the night.

As Tremont's form flung toward him, The Shadow's arm came up. The barrdl of his automatic caught the
lawyer's descending chin. Tremont's knees shot forward, his back caved, and he crumpled on the sest,
his head bel ow the side window.

The Shadow had wasted neither shot nor timein this quick meeting of thefirst attack. His hand had
swung upward for adouble purpose. First, to eliminate Tremont; second, to beat the other men to the
opening shot. While Tremont's head was till hurtling backward, The Shadow's finger pressed the trigger
of thebig pistol.

There were three smultaneous results. A loud report sounded within the car. The searchlight was
extinguished. The clatter of shattered glass was heard.

With sure, swift aim, The Shadow had burst the blinding eye that had revealed hisform. A single shot had
done the deed.

The motor of the coupe snorted. Above its thrum came the defiant shouts of thwarted gangsters. A
deluge of fire burst from the parked car. Spurts of flame appeared from trees and bushes near the house,
where Jake Bosch and other men were stationed.



All werefiring blindly. The coupe, gaining Soeed, waswhirling down the narrow street, aflesing, dusve
target that defied the marksmanship of gangland's gunners.

Angrily, Biff Towley hurled his car into gear. His powerful machine legped forward. Ganggters,
scrambling from the lawn, legped upon its steps. Others came running, to join the mad pursuit in the wake
of Biff's sedan.

Gangsters were leaning from open windows, blasting away at the zigzagging coupe. Shotswere wild.
Oaths werefutile. The coupe had gained a precious Start.

Biff Towley, leaning over the whed, leered grimly. Ordinarily, he would have told his men to say their
fireuntil the range was closer. But now thistorrent of leaden hail was working in accordance with a
well-planned idea.

The headlights of the sedan showed the fleeing car half ablock ahead. Then beyond, Biff saw the sght
for which he hoped.

FROM asidelane camealong, low touring car. It shot to the middle of the narrow street and stopped
there. From its dark sides came new shots - a barrage directed toward the approaching coupe.

The Shadow was trapped between two fires! Anticipating some such Stuation asthis, Biff Towley had
stationed his carload of reserves with ingtructions to block the path of any escaping enemy.

Had the coupe continued on its mad dash, it would have run into certain doom. Had it stopped inits
course, Biff and his shooterswould have found it easy prey.

Asthefirg shots came from the men huddled in the blocking car, The Shadow was momentarily out of
range from both directions.

It was on that instant that The Shadow acted. Alone, between two formidable dangers, he made an
amazing effort to elude them both. On theleft of the road was alow wall lined with the trees. On the right
was a hedge.

Those black-clad hands gave the whedl of the coupe a mighty twist to theright. The car spun on two
whedls. It shot over thelow curb, and knifed itsway through the matted thickness of the barberry
hedge!

Itstires digging deeply in the soft turf of abush-covered lawn, the car sped onward, The Shadow's
amazing kil guiding it dong itslurching way.

It crashed through shrubbery, and skirted low-branched trees. Its gleaming lights showed an oddly
formed course toward awooden picket fence that bordered an extension of the lane.

The wooden spikes crackled asthe car drove itsway through to safety. Almost toppling asit struck the
bumpy path beside the lane, the car righted itsdlf as the deft hands whirled the whed.

With Glade Tremont's body bouncing crazily at his Side, The Shadow piloted the car down the narrow,
winding roadway, heading away from the crossing where the touring car had awaited him.

A long shout arose from the dope behind. The gleaming lights of the touring car had spotted the return of
the coupe. The low-bodied car took up the pursuit that Biff Towley had logt.

Back on the sde street, Biff, his sedan stopped past the spot where The Shadow had hurtled his car
from view, joined in the mad race to overtake the man who had fled.



As his sedan turned the corner and sped down the lane after the distant taillight of the touring car,
footsteps pounded aong the sdewak beside Biff's car. Half adozen running hoodlums were bringing up
therear.

By aswift, daredevil chance, The Shadow had shot from a degth trap. Two cars and more than adozen
desperate gangsterswere on histrail. In the coupe, grimly clutching the jostling whedl, The Shadow
laughed as he bumped on through the night. He was on anarrow winding road that might lead nowhere.

What would be the outcome of this mad race?

His captive was bobbing helplesdy at his sde, but The Shadow gave no heed to the man whom he had
taken. He was engaged in the thrill of the moment, his mighty schemes and well-laid plans depending
entirely upon what might happen now.

On, on, went The Shadow, seeking some avenue where he might turn, guiding hisway aong the twisting
road that was curving its rock-incrusted route down arugged, rambling dope. Soon he would be at the
end of thispath.

Ahead, there might be safety. Ahead, might lie atrap more formidable than the one which The Shadow
had escaped. The thumping of the rocky road was racking the frame of the coupe. Life or death hung in
the balance with the great hazard yet to come.

Again, The Shadow laughed. His mocking mirth rang clear and bold through the blackened air of night!
CHAPTER XI1V. THE SHADOW'SFIGHT

A FLATTENED, widening strip in the road ahead. The whedls of the coupe swished as the fast-moving
car spurted over the short stretch.

Then came a sharp turn to the | eft - adownward road on alow-banked, treeless stretch of land. Beyond
that, something white and level shone benegth the gpproaching lights.

The coupe, responding to The Shadow's urge, hurtled toward the whitish mass ahead. Then its hood
tilted upward to alevd. Theraising lights hurled avivid glare upon the blackness of the waveless Sound.

A quick foot pressed the brake. The coupe skidded sharply upon the dampened surface of aswvimming
wharf. The car swung to theright. Its rear whed s skimmed aong the edge of the pier, dmost dropping
over theside.

Jammed to astop, the thick tires glided sidewise until the car hated on the very edge of the deep water
at theend of the pier.

A wild finish to adesperate ride. But the thrill of this amazing episode was yet to come. Mere seconds
after the coupe had hdted, the bright lights of another car plunged down the dope.

Thedriver of the touring car could see the danger as he spotted the plight of the nearly wrecked coupe.
He jammed his brakes before he reached the wharf. His skid was shorter; his stoppage was more
abrupt.

The lights of the sedan were now in view. The second of the mob-manned cars was coming up with its
horde of desperate killers. Wild shouts were heard from the gunmen.

Coldly, camly, The Shadow dipped through the door beside the driver's seat. Thejolted form of Glade
Tremont crumpled completely, aong the floor of the car. The door closed.



Tremont, hel pless, was trapped within. The Shadow gave no thought to him. There was other work to
do. Flight had ended. Fight wasto begin!

Poised on the step of the car, his black form clinging to the farther side, The Shadow was standing dmost
above the watery depths at the end of the pier. First one hand rose; then the other. Each thin black glove
wastight about an automatic.

An opening shot came from the body of the touring car. It crashed againgt the side of the coupe. The
Shadow gave no sign of areply. Another shot splintered aside window. Still, The Shadow was silent.

Now, emboldened men were dashing forward. With gleaming revolvers, two gangsterslegped from the
touring car. Five more, headed by Jake Bosch scrambled off the running boards of the sedan. Acrossthe
docksthey raced, protected by the men in the cars behind,

They were anxiousto seize their quarry. They knew that they were dedling with The Shadow. Where
was he? Hiding in the car? Stunned at the wheel? Or had he legped into the Sound?

Wherever he might be, these men were out to get him by force of numbers. A widespread, grimly
snarling tribe, they were wedging in like the spokes of afan.

THEN came the report of The Shadow's right-hand gun. The same deadly aim that had shattered Biff
Towley's spotlight proved its merit again; but thistime itstarget was a human body.

A dashing gangster screamed and leaped upward, hands clawing in air. His body flattened and sprawled
upon the dock diding into a huddled shape. His revolver, skimming onward, dipped from the side of the
wharf and splashed into the water.

No one heard that splash. The Shadow's gun was ddlivering its second bark. Another man fell. He
sorawled like agarfish, hisrevolver il in hisgrasp.

The others were dropping to the wharf, lying low and spread, their revolvers returning the attack.

Biff Towley, dert in the sedan, spotted the exact place from which the shots had come. He saw thedim
top of ablack hat above the rear of the coupe.

Hisydl gavethe sgnd as hefired. The men in thetouring car blazed away.

Had The Shadow remained to risk another press of the trigger, Biff's bullet would have clipped him. But
the hat was dropping to safety as the gang leader fired. The leaden missile skimmed the crown of the

disappearing headpiece.
The men on the dock were crawling forward. Biff and the others who covered were dert. They saw The
Shadow's chosen spot. Another move on his part, and death would be hislot.

But The Shadow had made a sudden change. Crouching, he flung himsaif flat upon the outer running
board. With incredible swiftness, he wriggled histal form between the front fender and the hood. His | eft
arm paused by the edge of the radiator. His sharp eyes peered forth unseen.

Two men were crawling forward from that direction. One was Jake Bosch. With low, perfect am, The
Shadow fired. Jake dropped without a sound.

Before the other startled gunman could turn his revolver, a second shot occurred. Jake's companion fell,
writhing.



Now guns blazed in fury. Hard bullets crashed through the side of the hood. They never found their
mark. Between The Shadow and his enemies lay the protecting motor. It was asolid barrier that bullets
could not penetrate.

Four men had fallen. Four of nearly adozen. The otherson the pier, realizing the fact, surged forward in
ameass. Thefirgt of the attackers reached the hood of the car. Like asoldier going over the top, he flung
himsdlf across the hood, his gun arm forward, aming for the hidden foe.

The Shadow, twisted on his back, hisleft arm by the hood, hisright againgt his body, saw the gleaming
revolver asit shot above him. He heard the brutal curse from the gangster's lips as the man tried to stop
his plunge and bring his weapon downward.

The Shadow's gun spat upward. The gangster's efforts failed as the bullet cleaved his chest. His body
hurtled forward into the water beyond.

In that well-timed, precise action, The Shadow had lost a precious second. Another foe had profited by
the delay. Sneaking by the rear of the car, this man was clinging to the back fender, on the very edge of
thepier.

He could see the spatter of The Shadow's gun. Hanging backward, holding by hisleft hand, this gangster
thrust his right arm across his body and fired.

Helost hisamin the effort. From his cramped position, his shot was high. Another chancewasal he
needed; but he did not get it.

The Shadow, serendly resting between the fender and the hood, deliberately leveled hisright hand. His
finger pressed the trigger of the automatic. His shot was toward the one portion of the gangster's body
that could not move - the white left hand that gripped the fender of the car. The Shadow'saim did not
fal.

With ahideous cry, the man's hold broke as the bullet crunched his gripping hand. Hisarmsflung up
above his head as he seemed to |leap backward. His body smacked against the water with aresounding
Splash.

A NEW enemy menaced. He was more cautious than the others. Prowling forward, he had opened the
door of the coupe. He was reaching through the window, by the whed! - for he had found it open. He
was stumbling over the form of Glade Tremont. The Shadow swung up to meet thisgunman. A hand and
ahead cameinto view. A pointing revolver shimmered. Before it was The Shadow'srising figure, with its
blackened automeatic.

It was asplit second race between hair triggers, and The Shadow won. His shot echoed like acannon's
roar. The gangster's head disappeared. His hand lay limply on the opening of the window, the trigger
guard of the revolver dangling from a nervelessfinger.

The Shadow laughed as he gripped hisright automatic in the bend of hisleft elbow. He extended hislong
arm and the black-gloved hand plucked the revolver from the dying hoodlum's unresisting clutch.

Scowling, at thewhed of his sedan, Biff Towley spat low curses. Seven men had advanced to take The
Shadow. Seven bullets had ended their attack. The man was ademon! Hiswork had been at close
range, but never once had he fatered.

Biff nudged the man who sat beside him - the only other occupant of the sedan. Together, they
clambered from the car and found protection beside the touring car. There were two men there.



"Wevegot to get him!" snarled Biff. "It's The Shadow!"

In the badlands of Manhattan, that name would have inspired its hearers with terror. Here, with the
echoes of gunshots till ringing in their ears, the utterance inspired Biff's henchmen with anew and grim
incentive,

They had The Shadow within their grasp, if they could but take him. Their companions hed tasted his
death-dedling bullets. It was a game of vengeance, now!

The nose of the touring car was pointed at an angle toward the bullet-riddied coupe. Biff's plan wasa
quick and smple one.

"Closein on him!" ordered the gang leader. "Drive up to the end of the pier.”

The man who crouched at the whed uttered aterse grunt. The touring car shot forward and jammed its
radiator close to the sde of the coupe.

"Give himtheworkd"

Biff Towley's command came from the Sde of the car. The two men raised their revolvers. Biff and his
companion peered from the hood of the touring car.

From this spot, aquick attack was possible. Y et Biff hesitated. Then, asthough in answer to asharp oath
that sputtered from the gang leader, a shout was raised from the road that came to the pier. Five running
gangsters were arriving asthe last reserve,

It would be sure death for The Shadow now! To stop the approach of these men, he must show himsdif.
Otherwise there would be a horde to clamber as one about that tilted coupe.

"Hold it!" exclamed Biff, to the three men near him. "Watch when he shows hishead -

Before the men could heed their leader's warning, The Shadow's tall form appeared suddenly at the rear
of the coupe, rising above the top - at the very spot where he had made his earliest appearance. He, too,
had heard the shouts and now his eyes could see the cluster of gangsters who were nearing the pier. But
these were not hisquarry.

THE SHADOW had outguessed Biff Towley. He had redized the very situation that was springing
through the swarthy gangster's mind. Springing upward, almost on top of the car, The Shadow wasa
mighty mongter of the night.

The height of his position, the proximity of the touring car - both gave him an advantage which Biff
Towley had not anticipated.

Down swept the hands that held the automatics. Only long, spitting flames revea ed the presence of the
guns. The quick shots were directed at the two men in the touring car, onein front the other in therear.
Both wereraising their revolvers, asthey crouched behind the doors.

The Shadow clipped the front man in the shoulder. The gangster managed to return the shot, but hisaim
was faulty. The Shadow's next bullet smashed the man's arm. He dropped his gun and fell to the
protecting floor.

The other automatic was not idle. While the left used two shots to wound the man in front, the right hand
swung toward the man in the back of the car.



He was crouching, thinking himself safe. In that he was wrong. The Shadow made aliving target of his
huddled form.

Biff's lone companion saw The Shadow, and made a mad dash forward. He fired wild as The Shadow's
body swayed. The answer was awhistling shot that felled the unwary gangster.

The Shadow dropped flat upon the top of the car, and his automatics dipped away. They were empty.
From his cloak, he plucked the revolver that he had taken from the dying gunman.

The reserves of the gangster horde were pounding across the dock, yelling wildly. They did not know the
power of their foe. They fired at the top of the car asthey ran.

The Shadow ignored their fire. Coally, calmly, he aimed with perfect marksmanship. He was adifficult
target for the gpproaching men. They werein front of the sedan'slights, which Biff had left burning. The
Shadow found them easy prey.

Hisfina shots were timed to good advantage. Men sprawled asthey came on. Two, seeing their
companionsfall, leaped back and dived behind the sedan. The Shadow pressed the trigger as he aimed
toward one of the escaping gangsters. The hammer fell upon an empty chamber.

Biff Towley had not beenidle. Crafty aswell as bold, he had seen too much of The Shadow's
marksmanship to risk exposing himself. Instead of springing into view, the gang leader crawled to the Sde
of the coupe, and glided dong the nearer running board.

He knew that The Shadow would be watching for someone on the outer Side. Sneaking cautioudly, Biff
raised himsdlf beside the car, ready for his surprise thrust.

His head and hand came up together, over the top of the coupe. Biff had intended to be close to hisfoe,
but he had not expected the proximity which he attained. As hisface came above the top of the car, Biff
found himsdlf staring into two burning eyes, not afoot from hisown!

Biff's hand shot forward. Hisfinger tugged thetrigger of hisrevolver.

Once again, The Shadow was too quick. As he saw the gang leader's face appear, he flung hisrevolver
squardly into that leering visage. The metd missive flattened the gang leader's face.

Biff Towley toppled backward as hefired. His bullet whistled past The Shadow's hat. The gang leader
landed flat on his back, beside the coupe, and hisrevolver clinked asit struck the light of the touring car.

The Shadow had risen with his effort. Weaponless, now, hiswavering form became atarget for the men
by the sedan. Under cover, they opened fire

At the sound of thefirst shot, The Shadow flung hisarmswide. A loud cry camefrom hishidden lips. It
dwindled as hisform lurched backward. A dull splash followed asthefdling manin black plunged into
the water beyond the pier.

"I got him!" growled the man who had fired the shot.
"Good work!" exclaimed his companion. "Y ou got The Shadow!"

THE two men hurried forward. One saw Biff Towley, groaning on the dock and stopped to aid his chief,
the other continued to the end of the dock and peered out over the Sound.

Hewas dtill staring when the other gangster joined him. The watcher raised his gun and fired askimming



shot across the water.
"What'stheidea?' growled the other man.
"Thought | saw something floating out there," replied thefird.

"Don't waste good lead. Y ou got that guy the first time you fired. Come along. We've got to help Biff. It's
timewe scrammed.”

The suggestion was awise one. Even in thisisolated spot the sound of gunfire had at last brought visitors.
Two cars were stopping on aroadway, across alittle cove. The men on the dock could hear voices.

Hurriedly, they rushed back to aid Biff and other wounded men. They piled their companionsinto the
cars and prepared to leave. One man took the sedan; the other the touring car. With their load of
wounded gangsters, they pulled away up the road that led to the winding lane.

The sllence of deeth prevailed upon thelittle pier. There The Shadow had fought his mighty battle against
terrific odds, only to end hisgloriousfight with afarewd | plunge into the Sound.

People were arriving now, a uniformed policeman among them. White-faced men were peering at the
sprawled forms of dead gangsters. The officer pulled amotionless man from the coupe; then saw another
body beneath the form that he had removed.

Thisman was dive. He managed to rise of his own accord. He staggered as his feet touched the pier,
then sat down on the running board of the coupe and stared about him with abewildered air.

It was Glade Tremont. He had regained consciousness during the end of the fray. Now, he could
scarcely redlize what had happened. People were crowding up to talk with thislone survivor of the
canage

Men piling victimsinto carsthat had gone; dead men on the dock; alive man emerging from the coupe -
witnesses had seen dl these.

But no one, elther on the pier or the roadway acrossthe cove, saw the dripping figure that came from the
Sound and crawled stedlthily among the rocks, five hundred yards away.

No one saw thefigure - nor did any hear the mocking laugh that came from lips that were obscured by
the flapping brim of awater-soaked douch hat.

The Shadow, victor of the fray, had returned from the waters. He had feigned a dying plunge when he
had dived to safety. Though weaponless, he had escaped unscathed.

CHAPTER XV. AFTER MIDNIGHT

AN automobile pulled up to the door of Glade Tremont's home. A policeman stepped out to mest it.
Doctor Gerdd Savette, suave and questioning in glance, looked at the man in uniform.

"You are Doctor Savette?' asked the officer.
"Yes," replied the physician. "How isMr. Tremont?!

"All right now, gir," said the officer. "He was lucky that he didn't get killed. He got caught in the middie of
amean gunfight. They were battling in and out of hiscar. Go right up, doctor."

Savette went into the house and ascended the stairs. He arrived at Glade Tremont's bedroom, and



entered to find the lawyer propped up on astack of pillows.

No one esewasin the room. A glass and bottle of medicine indicated that another physician had |eft.
Quietly, Savette closed the door and sat down beside the bed.

"I recelved your message,” he said, in alow voice. "They told me you wanted me here - as your
physician. Thisisaprofessond cal."

He amiled, then added reflectively:
"It isfortunate you managed to communicate with me before midnight.”

"I am fortunate to be here mysdf," returned Tremont. "We struck a Tartar tonight, Gerald. Wefinished
him, though. That's one satisfaction.”

"Tdl meabout it."

Briefly, Tremont narrated the events up to the time of The Shadow's mad flight. That wasthe point at
which the lawyer's observation had ceased. Skipping the story of the fight on the dock, Tremont cameto
what had happened afterward.

"When | cameto," he sad, "they were dragging me out of the coupe. | couldn't figure where | was at first
- then | redlized | was on thelittle dock at the end of the old lane. The policeman recognized me. He
knew my car, too. It didn't take melong to think up the right sort of story."

"Which was-"

"That | had driven down to the dock to look at the Sound. Just as| was turning the coupe. Two cars
came swinging down the lane, onein pursuit of the other. Then the guns started. Gangsters, beattling. Two
of them piled into the car. Something hit me on the head. | dropped - and that's the last | knew about it."

"A good dibi," declared Savette, nodding
"A perfect one," said Tremont. "Accepted without question.”
"Why isthe policeman here?'

"Jugt to seel'mdl right,” smiled Tremont. "Hewill beleaving soon. | cdled Biff Towley whileyou were
on your way here."

"Yes?' Savette's eyebrows betrayed his eagerness to hear about the gang leader's report.

"Hedidn't talk long," declared Tremont, "but hetold me al | want to know. One of hismen nailed The
Shadow. He was on top of my car.

"He smashed Biff in the face with hisrevolver. No shots left, evidently. Then one of Biff'smaob fired
pointblank, and The Shadow fell from the end of the dock."”

"How did Biff'smob fare?'

"Badly. Jake Bosch was killed. Some others, too. Nearly al were wounded. That man was afighter - but
the odds were too great."

"Amazing - his scheme of posing asyou. | don't think it could have decelved me, however."



"He entered through a cellar window,” observed Tremont. " Captured one of Biff's men and tied him up.
The fellow managed to get free, just about the time they were bringing me back from the dock.

"I'm glad about that; it wouldn't be well for him to be down there now - or evenin thisvicinity. He arrived
at Biff's heedquartersand told him dl about it."

DOCTOR SAVETTE became pensive. He seemed to be reviewing the scattered details of tonight's
events. He was picturing the battle on the pier. He nodded dowly as though a definite thought was
coming to him.

Hisreverie was interrupted by the sound of raindrops that began to spatter on the doping roof outside of
Tremont's window. Savette noticed that the window was open dightly.

The noise of therainfall became a heavy torrent. It had been cloudy ever since the afternoon; now a
storm was breaking.

Savette gazed idly at the blackened window; then he resumed his meditation. Now, it was Tremont who
interrupted. The lawyer emitted alow, glesful chuckle.

"It worked out for the best," he declared. "It was a stalemate; now the game is ours. We can take our
time. Asfor that fellow Mardand -"

Tremont made agesture to indicate that Cliff would be obliterated from the horizon.
Savette shook his head.

"Don't act too quickly, Glade," he advised, in a crafty tone. "We can never be too sure. | agree with you
that we can take our time. But | am not yet satisfied that The Shadow isdead.”

"There's no doubt about it. Biff talked with the man who shot him."

"People do not aways die when they are shot. If The Shadow isdead, | want to be sure of it. Wait until
they find hisbody, drifting in the Sound.”

"They may never findit,"” answered Tremont. "There are heavy currents aong this part of the shore. You
can not count on that."

"l am not counting on anything,” asserted Savette. "That isthe very point | am trying to make you
consder. Y ou are right when you say the gameis ours. We want to keep it ours.”

"How?'

"By continuing to hold Mardand. We have him safe. Y ou gave The Shadow your ultimatum. So long as
Mardand lives, we are protected, even though The Shadow may have escaped.”

"That isright,” acquiesced Tremont. "Mardand can do no harm; he may be useful if we keep him. We
have too much at stake to dlow asingleloophole. Y ou took chancestonight. Y ou are lucky to be dive.
Be guided by my advice from now on."

TREMONT redized the wisdom of Savette's remarks. He sensed that his colleague in crime was about
to propose adefinite plan. He listened intently.

"Y ou need avacation,” declared Savette, assuming aprofessiond air. "l suggest that you go away for a
trip. Destination unannounced. Actudly, it will be Glendde.



"Take Biff Towley with you. Put him in charge of forces up there. Forget New Y ork for awhile.
Concentrate on getting results through Orlinov.

"We have accomplished what we set out to do. Our past is covered. There are only two who have ever
tried to interfere - Sharrock and The Shadow. We drove thefirst away. We have apparently killed the
second.

"I shdl remainin New Y ork. Y ou will bewith Orlinov, making surethat al goeswell. With Towley in
charge of the guards there can be no mutiny, nor easing of the watch. Then Orlinov can drive those daves
of his. Make them produce.”

There was astedly glint in Savette's eyes as he concluded his statement. Tremont chuckled.

"Orlinov knows how to drive" declared the lawyer. "Heis getting results as effectively as possible. Heis
handicapped by only oneitem. Money."

"I know that," said Savette thoughtfully. "I intend to rectify that Situation. | can do it better alone, at
present. Our real work isended. It was difficult with the others, because we had set our minds on the
ones we wanted. But money -"

He laughed knowingly. Tremont saw anew sparklein the physician's eyes.

"Sharrock crossed us," added Savette. "Otherwise, we might not have started on our new venture. If we
had him now, we would be al right. But it would be dangerousto go after him. There are easier ways,
and| canfind one"

"The nead isimminent,”" declared Tremont.

"l understand that," said Savette. "Nevertheless, we must not be hasty. Give me three weeks - perhaps a
month. By then | shdl have a perfect plan. It may take melesstime. When | need assistance, | shdl
communicate with you."

"Have you found any suitable persons asyet?'

"Several," said Savette, "but each one presents an obstacle. That iswhy | have been waiting. It would be
agrave mistake to choose one, then find another who would prove more profitable. We want the one
who will be easiest to work."

"That isup to you," said Tremont in atired voice. "Do your bet, and let me hear from you. | shall leave
for Glendae tomorrow.”

Savette arose and bade his companion good night. He went downstairs and donned his raincoat. He
stepped from the door. The policeman, a poncho on his shoulders, was standing on the edge of the
porch. He saluted the physician and Savette hastened through the pouring rain and reached his car.

The policeman watched the physician's automobile drive away. The officer had been ingtructed to remain
here during the night. Glade Tremont was an important resdent in the locality. The head of theloca
policeforce regretted his neglect in leaving this section unguarded.

UP on the roof above the policeman's head, a shadowy shape appeared reflected in the light from
Tremont'swindow. A dripping cloak glistened asthefigure of The Shadow crept toward the edge of the
roof.

Escaped from the waters of the Sound, the man of mystery had come to Tremont's home, to anticipate a



vist from Doctor Gerald Savette. Outside the window, he had listened to every word that had been
uttered by the two conspirators.

The Shadow reached the edge of the roof. Hisform became invisible. Hislong shape glided easily over
the edge. It hung suspended amid therain.

Had The Shadow dropped to the soft ground benegth, hisfall would have attracted the attention of the
policeman; but The Shadow did not resort to such an act.

He had chosen this spot with careful design. Lowering one hand, he encircled it about a pillar beneath the
overhanging roof. The other arm followed. Clinging to the post, The Shadow moved downward inch by
inch, until hisfeet touched therail.

The officer was only afew feet away, on the other side of the post. He chanced to turn and look toward
therailing of the porch. All that he saw wasrain.

The Shadow's form was motionless. The projecting arms and shoulders were ablack blot that to the
officer's eyes were a portion of the night.

The policeman's tread sounded on the wooden porch. The man went down the steps and peered along
the drive. He came back to his position, and paused to light a cigarette by the very post where The
Shadow had been standing.

The blue-tipped match threw a glare as the policeman scratched it on the pillar. The sudden blaze
revealed nothing. Quietly, stedthily the man of night had glided away into the darkness.

He was treading the drive now, but not even the gravel gave sign of his passing. Out to the street - then
the only token of his presence was a drifting silhouette that moved along the sdewak past ablurred
Street lamp.

With cloak and hat saturated by Sound and rain, The Shadow traveled on without the dightest swish to
indicate his presence. Invisible, he stopped beside adriveway that led to an empty house. There he
turned to approach a coupe parked off the edge of the drive.

The patter of the rain on the roof of the car drowned the noise of the opening door. The Shadow reached
thewhed of hisown car. The starter sounded; the motor throbbed. The lights came on asthe car swung
clear of the drive and headed toward New Y ork. Soon it reached a broad boulevard, and waslost in the
traffic of late-bound carsreturning to the big city.

WHEN next The Shadow appeared he was in adarkened room where only the spotlight of the
green-shaded lamp reflected its rays from the burnished top of abroad table.

His hands done were visible - dry hands now. Those long, dender fingers had shown their mastery with
the automatic; now they were engaged in opening an envelope.

The girasol glimmered above atyped report. The Shadow was reading word from Rutledge Mann -
word that included arelayed message from Harry Vincent, the agent whom The Shadow had dispatched
abroad:

Shark Nice Paris Tally

The Shadow inscribed the trand ation of this condensed report, which conformed with a code given
Vincent.



"Shark" meant Sharrock. "Nice" referred to the Mediterranean resort. "Paris' showed where Sharrock
had gone. "Tally" was an abbreviation for seamship Taleyrand.

The Shadow wrote:
Located Sharrock at Nice. He left for Paris. Sailed on the
Steamship Tdleyrand.

Evidently Vincent had lost thetrail at Nice. Sharrock, travelling to Paris had continued from thereto
Cherbourg, to catch the steamer for America. The Shadow's hands were dill, indicating that he was
pondering over the message that lay before him.

Then the fingers found another item supplied by Rutledge Mann. It wasthe sailing schedule of The
Franco Line. The Tdleyrand' had left Cherbourg that day. It would not arrivein New Y ork for aweek.

There was significance in the return of this man Sharrock. Savette had boasted that he and Tremont had
driven him away. Why was he coming back? What would be the outcome when the plotters learned of
hisreturn?

Sharrock, stepbrother of Austin Bellamy, might prove akey to the Situation that existed in Glendae. His
return was evidently unknown to Savette. Would it aid or disturb The Shadow's plans?

Once again, The Shadow's prophetic list appeared. That piece of paper gave its column of words:
Money - Televison - Atomic Energy - Aeronautics - Money. Thefirst four titles had the names of men
attached. At the bottom of the column stood the single word:

Money.

The list began with money; it ended with money. Whatever the purpose of the three statementsin
between, money was the dominating motive. Money was Doctor Savette's aim now.

The hand of The Shadow paused beside that al-important word at the bottom of thelist. It waited,
lingering. Then came alaugh from the blackness of the room. It was a strange, sardonic laugh - atoken
of mirth that presaged the downfall of evildoers.

The hand wrote. Another name was inscribed to the list. For a brief instant the name stood plain, while
the girasol on The Shadow'sleft hand threw forth its lustrous shafts of mystic light.

Then dl was darkness as the shaded lamp clicked off. From the stillness of asolid, tomblike room, The
Shadow's sinigter laugh flung agrim and muffled taunt.

Out of the dark, The Shadow had come tonight. Into the dark he had returned. Checked in hisfirst
attack, driven to bay by gangster hordes, The Shadow had fought againgt tremendous odds. His
presence had been revealed. His stalwart hand was thwarted for the moment.

But with uncanny cleverness, The Shadow had retired further from thelight. His enemies believed he was
defeated. They were almost convinced that he was dead. The one advantage he had gained tonight was
obscurity.

Only through preserving the pretense of oblivion could The Shadow hope to withhold these scheming
fiends. Y et how, from oblivion, could he hope to wage the combat?

In the face of this dilemma, The Shadow laughed! His brain had evolved some system whereby odds



such asthese could be met. What means could this hopeless situation afford?
Only The Shadow knew!

The Shadow aways knows.
CHAPTER XVI. A PERFECT SCHEME

DOCTOR SAVETTE smiled grimly as he leaned back in his easy-chair. He was donein hisfront room,
reviewing the past, and thinking of the future. Attired in evening clothes, he had the pose of agentleman
of culture.

Four days had passed since Biff Towley's mob had met and fought The Shadow. The affray had caused
agresat stir in the newspapers. The garbled and incorrect accounts had been accepted serioudly.

Solemn deuths had solved the situation - so they supposed. It was assumed that a crowd of gangsters
had gone to the dock to meet rumrunners coming in from the Sound. Another crew of mobsmen had
come to muscle in. One band had been victorious.

Glade Tremont, prominent atorney had unfortunately been trapped in the fray. The victors had fled,
leaving the dead and wounded. Glade Tremont had escaped with only dight injuries.

Certain of the battling mobsmen had been identified with agang leader named Biff Towley. Hewasnot in
New Y ork. It was supposed that he had fled - perhaps before the fight - fearing that he wasto be
deposed as chief. Some effort was being made to find him, but the attempt was not widespread.

Glade Tremont had gone away for arest. He had been through a grueling experience. His departure from
New Y ork had been virtualy unmentioned in the newspapers.

All these reports were good news to Gerald Savette. But he had still another reason to be pleased. The
Shadow had completely disappeared. Unmentioned by the press - for no one had suspected The
Shadow's hand in the Long Idand &ffair - the one enemy whom Savette and Tremont feared had passed
into oblivion.

Now, Savette had begun to share Tremont's theory that The Shadow had been killed. There were good
reasonsfor so believing.

It seemed incredible that the man could possibly have escaped. The mobster who had fired the shot at
which The Shadow toppled had gazed from the end of the dock to see no one. That was Biff Towley's
assurance.

Moreover, Glade Tremont's statement about the currents in the Sound were true ones. Searchers had
discovered the body of adead gangster wedged beneath another dock a half mile avay.

No body had been found that might have been The Shadow's; but there was every cause to believe that
hisform, too, had found its way to some obscure spot.

Most convincing of al wasthe fact that The Shadow had not revealed himself. There was no chance - so
Savette thought - that The Shadow could know of present plans. Checkmeated, his only hope - if helived
- of saving Cliff Mardand's life was to communicate and come to terms. Savette was confident on this
point. Therefore, The Shadow must be dead.

Nevertheless, the wily physician had not changed his plan of holding Cliff asahostage. With his agent
captive, The Shadow could not dare to strike. Savette, despite his smugness, waswell versed in thelore



of the underworld. He knew that The Shadow would never abandon an underling to destruction.

FOR ashort while, Savette had entertained the thought that perhaps operatives of The Shadow might
carry on. That, he was soon convinced, was not only illogical, but also impossible.

Actudly, The Shadow was alone wolf. His specia agents were merely men who obeyed orders blindly,
covering places where The Shadow could not be. These |eaderl ess operatives could not even know of
Cliff Mardand's plight.

Now, with full security, Savette was contemplating another crime. Money was needed for adefinite
purpose. With his past record, it was only naturd that the scheming physician should decide to use an evil
method in the furtherance of hisdesire.

Reclining, with eyes haf shut, the fiend made menta notations of personswhom he had in mind. Among
his patients were many weslthy persons; but as he had told Tremont, there was an obstacle with each
that prevented surety of action.

Savette took chances when necessary. He had not been so particular in the past, when he had first
embarked upon hisingdioustrail of crime. Now, with his career besmirched, and his mind schooled to
ease and perfection in method, he wanted to perform the coming job in the safest and best way possible.

Some minds are naturally crooked. Gerad Savette did not possess the quirks and twists of the natural
criminal. To him, evil was useful only asameansto adefinite end. He, like hisassociates, had |eft a
bloody trail behind them. But in the lesser jobs, they had |et Biff Towley attend to the dirty work.

Gerdd Savette felt himsdlf acrimind deluxe. He was about to make hisfarewell bow to his secret
profession. From then on, he would be secure as awedlthy, retired physician. That was the goad he had
St

Tremont wanted action soon. So did Orlinov. Both could wait - amonth if necessary. Unless a perfect
scheme presented itself, Savette would hold back to the limit before perpetrating hislast evil.

While he waited, he was playing his suave part of areputable physician. He was gtrict ethicaly. He was
not overdoing himsdf. He was enjoying socid functions, extending his connections, adding to his prestige.
A wary method indeed!

Tonight, Savette was keeping an gppointment with a group of weathy men. Glancing at hiswatch, he
saw that it was past eight o'clock. Nearly time to be going. He rang abell and summoned his servant,
Hughes.

"Order the car from the garage,” said Savette. "By the way, Hughes, let me have that envelope with the
invitation that | left on the tablein the other room. Get that firgt."

Hughes bowed and | eft the room. He returned, carrying the envelope; Savette opened it. He smiled as he
read the contents of the | etter.

This had come as afollow-up to a phone call which Savette had received from Lamont Cranston, the
millionaire with whom he had formed an acquaintance.

Crangton was giving aspecid party to afew chosen guests. The affair was set for tonight. Savette had
accepted the verbd invitation. Theletter carried instructions, telling how to reach Cranston'shomein
New Jersey. It dso expressed pleasure in the fact that Doctor Savette would be able to attend the affair.

WHEN the car arrived from the garage, Savette set out immediately. He headed for the Holland Tunne,



reached the Jersey Side, and arrived at Lamont Cranston's home shortly after nine o'clock.

Most of the guests had arrived. Savette was greeted by his host. He was introduced to the other men, al
of whom were wedthy and influentid.

"I have not seen you for some time, doctor," remarked Cranston, as the two were standing side by side.
"Wherewasit welagt mgt?'

"Let methink," said Savette dowly. "Ah, yes. | seemtorecdl it. Weren't we both at Clark Murdock's?”

"Clark Murdock." Cranston seemed puzzled. "Now it comes back to me. | had forgotten the name of
that chemist chap. The onewho had dl the queer experiments. Very interesting. | wonder how heis

progressng.”

"Heisdead," said Savette, in atone of surprise. "Hislaboratory blew up. Didn't you know about that,
Mr. Cranston?"

"I seldom read the newspapers,” replied Crangton, in alaughing tone. Then his words became solemn. "'l
am sorry to hear the man died by accidental cause. A great lossto science. He appeared to have
discovered something of vaue. | thought that he was il at work, trying to develop that machine of his."

Another guest interrupted the conversation.

I'T was nearing midnight. Refreshments were served. While dl were eating, Cranston made an
announcement.

"Thisis something of afarewd | party, gentlemen,” he said. "The wanderlust has seized meagain. | am
leaving for distant regions, tomorrow."

A buzz of interest arose. Lamont Cranston had agreat reputation as a globe-trotter. Questions came. Al
wanted to know his plans.

"My plans?' Crangton's staid face took on acryptic smile. "I have none, gentlemen. | go where the mood
seizesme. Africa- India- South America. All arediketo me. | do not follow the beaten trail.

"Alone and unattended, | may walk into the midst of a Senegambian tribe. The chief will recognize me.
Unheraded, | may appear among the ancient Indians of Peru. There, too, my presenceiswelcome.

"I have been to Lassa, the Holy City of Tibet. | have trekked through the South African veldt. | have
explored the far reaches of the Amazon. | go to placeswhere my very nameis unknown to those who
recognize me.

"All of the primitive peopleswhom | meet have given metheir own name. Trandated, | am known as
'Child of the Moon," "White Chief,' 'Smoke Man' - and ahost of other curioustitles. | carry weapons, but
| seldom use them, except when | am tracking game. | surprise my primitive friends with conjuring tricks,
tobacco smoke, smple medical preparations, and other deviceswhich | carry with me.

"| possess an gptitude for learning any dialect dmost as | hear it. Inthisway, | get dong well - even with
cannibas, who have invariably considered me of more value as awise man than as akettle of stew. On
my prospective journey, | shal encounter old friends and make new ones.”

"Y ou must run grest risks,” observed someone.

"Of course," said Crangton. "Sometime, | shdl not return. No one will ever hear of me again. Well, that



will be aninteresting way to shake off thislife. | prefer theunusud - in death aswell asinlife”
"Youwill begonelong?'

"Longer than usual. | cannot tell the exact period that my trip will cover. That depends upon my varying
moods. On this occasion, however, | am doing the unusud. | have arranged my affairsfor two years -
and | am closing this establishment for the first time. The servantsleave tomorrow.”

The bizarre notions of Lamont Cranston were highly interesting to this group. These wedthy men
preferred the security of New Y ork to the dangers of the jungle. Someone remarked to that effect.
Crangton laughed in response.

"Oneisassafeinthejungleasin New York," hesaid. "I havetold you, gentlemen, that | am aways
prepared for astrange fate. It could overtake me here, in thishouse, aswell asinaforeign clime. That is
one of the oddities of life.

"The parachute jJumper diesfrom afal down ashort flight of steps. The man who catches rattlesnakes,
dies from the bite of amad poodle. It has been so dways. Achilles, famouswarrior, was dain from an
arrow shot inthe hedl. Pyhrrus, the great generd, perished from atile which awoman dropped upon his
head."

Asthe conversation continued, Doctor Savette found himself taking an increased interest in Lamont
Crangton's statements. The man talked impressively and many of hiswords were interpreted by the
physicianin an unusud way.

Asthe guests began to depart, Savette lingered. He had been hearing many chance remarks that
indicated Cranston's great wedth. He was loath to leave.

At last, Savette was the only guest who remained. Reluctantly, he turned to send a servant for his hat. It
was then that Cranston restrained him.

"| forgot that you arrived late, doctor,” he said. "On that account, you were not here when | showed my
friendsmy den. It will be disarranged tomorrow. Can you wait afew minutes - long enough to view it? |
can assure you that you will find it interesting.”

"Certainly,” sad Savette.

CRANSTON led the way to a back room on the second floor. Despite his sophistication, Savette was
agtonished at the sight before him.

Lamont Cranston had collected many curios. Hunting spears from the Amazon; tiger heads from Indig;
odd tapestries from China. The den was averitable museum; but it possessed unusud features which
impressed Savette.

Every object had a history. Thistapestry had hung in theimperia palace at Peking. Thislota bowl was
the gift of aHindu fakir in Benares. That rifle was a present from a squat Boer who had carried it against
the British in South Africa. Skins, rugs, silken ropes - al were spread about the room in abundance.

"Marvelous!" exclaimed Savette, as he listened to Cranston's brief explanations of what the objects
ggnified.

"Marvelous, tonight - yes," declared Crangton. "Tomorrow - just SO many moreitemsin storage. That is
my one regret, doctor. | hate to see these objects put away."



"l do not blameyou."
Cranston detected a glow in the physician's eyes. He became thoughtful; then spoke in aquiet tone.

"Perhaps you would like to keep some of thesetrifles," he said. "If so, you are welcometo any of them
for which you may have aplace.”

"I could not think of it!" exclaimed Savette.
"Why not?" asked Cranston.

"I would be responsible for their safety,” rejoined the physician. " Suppose that something happened to
them while-"

"What of it?" Crangton'stone was cardess. " Something might happen to them in storage. Particularly the
skinsand rugs. | would prefer to leave them with someone like yourself. Some one who would
appreciate them.

"I have had severd friendsin mind, but, unfortunately, dl are out of town. These guests of mine tonight -
wedlthy, but not appreciative. They buy what they want. Let them. Y ou are the only one who has
expressed real admiration for these objects.”

Cranston pressed a button on the wall. His valet came to the room.

"Richards," said Crangton, "where did you leave that large empty box. The heavy one, you know -"
"In the downgtairs hallway, Sr," responded the valet.

"Comeadong," suggested Cranston to Savette. "I have the very thing we need.”

HE led the physician to the hall below. There, at the rear of the hallway, stood alarge box with a
door-like front, triple-locked with padlocks. Cranston thumped it in and out to show its solidity.

"Thisisthe very thing," hesaid. "I am serious, doctor. | would consider it both afavor and an honor if
you would provide a comfortable home for some of my rugs and skins. Add afew of the more interesting
trophiesif you wish.

"l am going away for along time. | may never come back. | attach no stringsto my offer.

"When | return from my present trip, | shdl have asupply of new curiosthat will be larger than the old
collection. Larger and of more recent interest.”

"You areleaving for two years?' asked Savette.

"Possbly," said Crangton. "It might interest you to know my method, doctor. Many persons have
wondered how | manage my affairswhile| am away. It isvery smple.”

He leaned againgt the box, and pointed upward, toward the second floor.

"When | leave here" he said, "the only luggage that | carry isalarge, heavy portmanteau suitcase. | do
not know whether | am going to the tropics or the frozen north. | buy the articles | need - trunksand dl -
when | reach my destination. | dispose of them before | return, so | have no more baggage returning than

gang.

"My suitcase contains some pet objects, of course my favorite revolver, afew books, other articlesthat |



am sure to need, and may not be able to obtain where | am going. Moreimportant, however, are my
drafts and negotiable funds. | carry asupply of gold, of course. All that refersto my traveling affairs.

"But my affairsherein New Y ork are so arranged that | can conduct them as | choose. My resources
arevey large. | have an old family lawyer - alolling, stupid fellow - who isjust the man | require. He
knows nothing, except how to follow directions.

"If I make out checks and mail them to New Y ork or elsewhere, they are honored asif | were here. |,
aone, know where | keep my accounts. If | notify my lawyer to deliver securities or other valuables, he
doesas| tell him. Thus| can watch therise and fal of the market, no matter where | am, and act
accordingly.”

"Thenyou redly rly on no one," said Savette. "That is, upon no one but yourself?"

"No, indeed," corrected Cranston. "l sometimes write to friends. For instance, | might write to you and to
Bartram, my lawyer, at the sametime. My letter to you would request you to obtain one hundred shares
of acertain stock from Bartram, to sell them on a certain day, and to deposit the money to my account in
acertain bank."

"And Bartram would give me the stocks?"

"Certainly, when you identified yoursdf. My letter to him would verify that. Heisjust an office boy. |
keep him" - Cranston laughed - "chiefly to be on hand to settle my estate if | should diewhile | am

away."
"Remarkablel" exclamed Savette.

"Remarkable, but very smple," said Crangton. "1 like to do things my own way. Onetime, in San
Francisco, | met an old schoolmate who needed twenty-five thousand dollars. The bank would grant him
the loan if he had security. So | wired Bartram to send him forty thousand dollars worth of certain bonds.
Bartram had never heard of the man. That did not matter. He sent the bonds."

"Amazing!" said Savette. "1 should think that you would be beset by swindlers-"

"Never," said Cranston. "l do not speak of my affairsto crooks, doctor. In fact, you are one of the very
gmall number of personswho know anything at al about my methods. | have acomplete record of my
assatsin my suitcase.

"Right now" - Cranston spoke camly - "1 could raise three million dollars, through my banks and through
Bartram. All on the strength of my signature, by mail."

"Have you experienced any losses through thisloose sysem?”

"Itisnot aloose system. Itisatight one. | know my own affairs. | keep my own records. | lend money, |
trust people. | use good judgment.

"One man failed to repay a debt of five hundred dollars. | lost other small amounts. Less than athousand,
al together. That proves my wisdom in my method.

"I could leave tonight. Walk upstairs, take my bag, and step out of thishouse. All right. No trouble. Asa
matter of fact, | shal not touch that bag until | leave, sometime tomorrow night.”

"Wha time areyou leaving?'



"I don't even know that. When | please. But let us get back to the curios. It istoo late now for you to
make achoice. The servants are leaving tomorrow afternoon. | shall be done herein the evening. If you
wish, come out, and you and | can pack what you want. Y ou will have to provide the truck to carry
away thebox. That isdl."

"Good," said Savette, with atone of sudden decision. "A great idea, Mr. Cranston. | accept your kind
offer.”

CRANSTON called Richards. "When are you packing up the den?' he asked.

"Y ou said day after tomorrow, Sir," said Richards. "Everything €l se goes out tomorrow. | am to return
later to-"

"That'sright," observed Crangton. "I had forgotten. Tomorrow, Richards, move this box upstairs. Doctor
Savetteiscoming. Heand | will pack some of the curios, and atruck will cometo takeit. Y ou pack
whatever isleft, and send it to that special storage house.”

"Very good, gr."

"Let'ssee, now" - Crangton became thoughtful - "you and dl the servantswill be away tomorrow night

"All except Stanley, sir. He will be hereto drive you to the tation.”
"] can do that, Mr. Cranston," obsarved Savette.

"Surdly, surely,” said Crangton. "Tell Stanley he can go, also, Richards. That will be agreat help, doctor.
Send atruck. We shdl pack the box and let the men take it. Then we can put my portmanteau in your
car. At that time" - helaughed as he spoke - "1 shall decide what train | intend to take, what railroad it
will be on, and wherel am going."

This arranged, Savette noticed the lateness of the hour, and decided that he must be leaving. Cranston
accompanied hisvisitor to the door, and warmly bade him good night.

Driving back toward Manhattan, Doctor Gerald Savette smiled in glee. A short chuckle clucked from his
lean lips as hereviewed dl that Lamont Cranston had settled and said.

Savette had found a perfect scheme. He had waited wisely before formulating hisfina crime. Soon he
and his companionswould roll in unexpected weslth.

Not even The Shadow was a menace now!
CHAPTER XVII. THE PLAN WORKS

AT nine o'clock the next evening Doctor Savette again arrived at Lamont Cranston's home - exactly
twenty-four hours after hisfirgt vidit to the millionaires mansion.

He noted, as he came up the drive, that only asingle light was burning in the house. Savette chuckled. He
thought of awirethat he had dispatched last night to Glendae.

The physician was forced to ring the bell twice before the door was opened. It was Lamont Cranston
who answered. The millionaire smiled wanly.

"l am everything tonight,” he said. "I am taking the place of Richards. | was upstairsin the den when you



rang. Have you arranged for atruck?'

"It will be herein haf an hour."

"Good. | want to leave about ten.”

The men went upgtairs. They entered the den. Cranston puffed as he noted that the room was warm.
"Take off your coat, doctor," he said. "1 am going to put you to work."

Savette complied with the suggestion. Cranston removed his own coat. In vests and shirt deeves, they
walked about, looking at the various objects. Savette pointed out different rugs and skins. He aso
selected afew other objects.

Together, the men piled the articlesinto the big box, which stood just within the door. Cranston peered
into the interior as Savette was arranging it.

"It looks like apadded cdll," he said with alaugh. "Have you had any experience with them, doctor?’

Savette chuckled and grunted an incoherent reply in response. Cranston's hand was resting on the chair
wherethe physician's coat lay. He happened to bring it into the light. The gleam of meta showed
momentarily; then Cranston's hand dropped.

Doctor Savette turned from the box. He looked about the room with the air of a connoisseur; then
groked hischin, reflectively.

"I think that will do," he observed "My room isvery smal. | certainly appreciate your kindness, Mr.
Crangton."

"Don't mentionit," said themillionaire

"Now we areready,” declared the physician, putting on his coat. Lamont Cranston aso donned his outer
garment.

"I must get my portmanteau,” said Cranston.

Hewalked across the hallway and disappeared for amoment. He came back, lugging a heavy suitcase
which he set down with athump.

"All ready," he announced. "L et us close the big box; then we can seeif the truckmen are here.”
The millionaire stooped before the box Savette looked at the man'sfacein thelight.

Cranston was comparatively young, but hisface seemed rather old. It was dmost masklike, the physician
noted, as though his features were formed from an artificial mold - asmooth surface over avisage
benesath.

The physician's handswere in his coat pockets. They moved restlesdy; then paused as Cranston stepped
away from the box and turned toward him.

"SURE you do not want to take more?' questioned the millionaire. "Thisbox will hold agrest dedl -"
“Itisrather well filled," said Savette.

"Ligten!" Crangton held up his hand for silence. "Can that be the truck you ordered?”



"l expect s0," said Savette. "I left word for it to pull up outside and wait.”

"Perhaps you had better make sure," said Cranston. "Wait - | can go downgtairs.”

He turned toward the door of the den, but Savette stopped him.

"We might aswell close the box firgt," he said. "Do you have the keys for the padlocks?!
Cranston fumbled in his pockets.

"Herethey are." He brought out a bunch of keys and tossed them to the physician. "'l shdl try themto
make sure.”

He unlocked each of the closed padlocks. Then, as an afterthought, he walked about the box, thumping it
heavily.

"Excdlent," he said. "No chance of breakage, no matter how roughly it may be handled.”

Savette was coming closer, asthough to assist in the examination of the box. Cranston again turned away
and went out into the hall. He kicked his portmanteau with hisfoot.

"That'sdl packed,” he said. "We areready to go. | just want to make surethat | have everything.”

He came back after afew moments ingpection in another room. Reaching the den, he picked up alight
taboret that stood near the box. It had a deep top, and its octagona interior was large enough to contain
aconsderable quantity of articles.

"Areyou sure you don't want this?' quizzed Crangton. "It would fit nicely in the box. No chance of its
breaking. With the way those Sides are padded, | could take atrip in the box mysdf, without minding it."

"Well," said Savette thoughtfully, "I might takeit - no, | don't believe s0."

Cranston placed the taboret beside the box. Again, Savette moved closer. Once more, Cranston turned
away. His eyes were steady as he stared at the physician.

"What isthe matter, doctor?' he questioned. "Y ou appear to be atrifle pae. Areyou feding faint? |
know - it isthe stuffiness of thisroom. Come - let us go downstairs and seeif the truck isthere. The fresh
ar will do you good.”

Savette was nerving himsdlf for aquick action. Thislast suggestion interfered with his plans. He gave a
sudden gasp, and began to stagger. Cranston turned to him in consternation.

"Let me help you, doctor -"

Heheld out hisarms as Savette stlaggered againgt him. With hisright hand, the physician clutched
Crangton's shoulder. Hisleft hand, unseen by the millionaire, crept stedthily from his pocket.

Upward it moved, dong Cranston's steadying arm.

A tiny metd object gleamed in the physician's hand. With aquick motion, he steadied himself and drove
the point of a hypodermic needleinto Lamont Cranston'sright arm.

The millionaire uttered a sudden exclamation. His face took on a startled expression as Savette staggered
away.



Then the millionaire saw the fiendish gleam that was spreading over the physician's face. He came toward
Savette, with an unexpected fury. His hands went for the physician'sthroat. The evil man had unmasked
himsdlf too soon.

Crangton's fingers caught the villain's neck. A ring pressed hard againgt Savette's throat. Then the sudden
hold began to weaken. Savette shoved Cranston away; the millionaire staggered backward, toppled, and
fdl, his shoulder gtriking the front edge of the box.

There helay, helpless, without motion. Savette, histeeth together, and hisfists clenched, stood abovethe
prostrate body and spat low, furious oaths.

Hewasrecdling statements that Cranston had made last night and tonight. He uttered them now, with
evil satisfaction. He cared not that the unconscious man could not hear.

"Going away for along trip, en?' snarled Savette. "May never come back. Dangers strike anywhere -
here, aslikely asin the jungle. Fill the box, en? With ataboret - packed so it can't break. Y ou wouldn't
mind taking atripinit yoursdf.

"Wl you can." Savette's voice became a hideous chuckle. "Yes, take atrip. Y ou are dead, Cranston.
Dead. For forty-eight hours, so far as| am concerned. But to the world, you will be dead forever. Dead
- when | chooseto say the word. Dead men sometimeslive - for atime. Y ou are one who will live, until
your usefulnessis ended!”

SAVETTE examined the hypodermic. Satisfied that he had given hisvictim thefull charge, he dropped
the syringe back in his pocket. Stooping, he tumbled the millionaire's body into the box. Theform
seemed giff and inert as the fiend huddled it among the padding rugs.

Savette stood back and surveyed his handiwork. He closed the door of the box and applied the three
heavy padlocks. He pushed the taboret alittle to one side. Then he turned to the hall. He went
downgtairs, carrying Cranston's portmanteau with him.

Out on the porch, the physician gave alow whistle. Two men came from atruck parked in the darkness.
Savette gave them aterse order.

"Updtairs" he said. "Bring down the big box from the lighted room.”

While the men were on the way, Savette placed the portmanteau in his car. He waited until the men
brought out the large box and placed it on the truck. He waved his hand asa signd, and the truckmen
drove away.

Doctor Savette went back into the house. He walked up to the den, and laughed as he looked at the
taboret. It was avauable article, but not so vauable as the one that he had taken inits place. He picked
up the taboret and set it in acorner. The top flopped open. Savette noted that the interior was empty.

Heturned out the light in the den. He extinguished other lights on the same floor. He did the same when
he reached the downgtairs hal. He closed the big front door, latching it behind him.

Richardswould be herein the morning. He would find nothing out of order. All of the furniture had been
removed; only thefew articlesthat were in the den remained for the valet to clear away.

When Doctor Savette reached hishomein New Y ork, he carried Lamont Cranston's portmanteau
upstairswith him. He opened the suitcase eagerly. He went through its contents with excited fingers.

Here were the articles he wanted! Checkbooks, lists, and other objects of importance. Savette found



gold and negotiable notes to the value of two thousand dollars. But he pushed these valuablesasidein
contempt. What were such trifles? This suitcase would be the means of making milliond

Money! Hewould have it now. Thefirm of Savette and Tremont, with their Russian partner, Orlinov,
would teem with sure success. Lamont Crangton's wealth would be the basis of many millions more!

Curbing his crimina emotions, Savette closed the portmanteau and placed it in acorner. He began to
consider amilder subject, the smple matter of ashort vacation. Savette leaned back in satisfaction ashe
rested in hiseasy-chair.

He, too, would go to Glendae. There, Lamont Cranston, under the subtle trestment of Ivan Orlinov,
would be induced to disgorge his wedlth, at the bidding of his captors!

CHAPTER XVIII. ORLINOV'STHREAT

IT waslong past midnight. Orlinov's gray castle stood blesk and barren in the flooding moonlight. Its
stone walls were deserted; yet its sullen battlements and sturdy towers spoke of hidden men-at-arms,
ready to rise should the ramparts be threatened by an enemy.

A heavy truck glided up to the massive gate that bore the half-defaced name "Glamartin." The lights
clicked off and on. In response to the signal, the gate opened, and a stocky man stepped out and walked
to the sde of the big vehicle.

The watcher had recognized the truckmen who were bringing anew shipment to the castle. All three -
two truckmen and one watcher - were handpicked gorillasin the service of Biff Towley.

Thetruck passed on. The gate clanged behind it. The truck stopped in front of the stone building. Men
came from the door. Strong hands unloaded the heavy box from the truck. Through the door went the
box, into the hallway, then to the security of Orlinov'sliving room.

The handlers noticed the heavy fastenings of the box, itslong pivot hinge, its solid padiocks. The burden
rested on the floor asthey surveyed it. Then the men left, locking the door of the room.

Therewasno light in the living room, save the dying glow of embersin the fireplace. The mysterious box
loomed largein the vague light. The only tokens of activity were the flickering, changing shadows theat
wavered across the floor in response to the faint glow from the large fireplace.

Strange shadows in a strange room! Shadows that varied with the dying of the coals. Shadows that flitted
like ghostly, goblin shapes. Shadows that were unredl, yet shades that seemed possessed of an uncanny
life

Thefaint crackling of the embers; the occasiona creaking of the floor; these were the only soundswithin
that room. Then, shadows and sounds took on a more eerie trend. They were vague and uncertain asthe
firdight dwindled dmost into nothingness.

One might have thought that elfin footfals were cregping through that room, that the heavy door that led
to the hall had opened, and then closed.

In the mystery wing of the house, alone gangster patrolled the dim, lengthy corridor. Hisvigil took him
from the second floor to thefirst; then back up to the second.

On the upper story, he stopped frequently to lift up square panelsin the centers of certain doors, to make
sure that no lights glimmered from the rooms within.



Cdlousad and unimaginative, this watchman was unperturbed by the cresking of the floor benesth his
feet, and the strange, grotesque shadows that he encountered in the gloomy light. Fantastic silhouettes did
not impress his sordid mind.

Hewas dert, but camly so, as he patrolled his course. Reaching the end of the corridor, he turned and
went back over the route that he had covered before.

WITHIN averitable cellroom, Cliff Mardand lay half awake upon a corner couch. Theflicker of dim
light passed over his eyes as the watching hoodlum lifted the panel in the door that led to the hall. Then
the pandl closed.

A short tinelater, Cliff opened his eyes, fancying that another beam of illumination had strayed into the
room. Then hefelt that he must have been mistaken, for al remained dark by the door.

Cliff pitched restlesdy. He was wearied by this captivity. He had found himsalf in thisroom, wesk and
pepless, after he had recovered from the effects of the hypo jabbed into hisarm.

He had remained here along while - weeks, it seemed - and hisjailers had been uncommunicative.
Actudly, Cliff realized, his confinement had been amatter of days only; but time had passed dully.

He had esten the food that was furnished him. He did not fear poison for he knew he was completely in
the power of his captors. He had realized that he had been receiving amild opiate for he had constantly
lacked strength since his capture.

Even now, athough aroused and disgruntled, Cliff could not overcome the drowsiness that gripped him.
Hisrestlessness ended. He dept.

Shafts of morning light flung amelancholy glare through the high, glass-barred ditsthat served as
windowsin Cliff's prison. The captive awoke and again - as on previous mornings - redized his plight.

Cliff wasin the same predicament as those other men whom Orlinov had shown him. He was one of the
dead who lived.

Cliff raised his head and adjusted his pillow, preparing for another doze. His hand struck something. He
raised the pillow; then quickly dropped it while he stared toward the door of the room to make sure that
no one was watching him.

Benesth his pillow was a pocket-modd automeatic pistol! Half dazed, Cliff remembered avaguefit of
wakefulness during the night, followed by a hazy dream that someone wasin the room. He rose quickly
from his bed and dressed.

With another glance at the door, he raised the pillow, haf expecting to find nothing there. He had not
been mistaken. His hand clutched agun.

A pocket .32, flat as abook, its magazine loaded to e ght-cartridge capacity. Standing by the bed, Cliff
dipped the handy weapon into his hip pocket. With the revolver was abox of cartridges. He dropped
thisin the other pocket. Also, he saw an envelope.

With hisback toward the wall, Cliff removed amessage from the envelope. It waswritten in code, inink.
It bore these words, as Cliff trandated them.

Key on ledge of window. Bein readinesstonight. Act if shots

arefired. Otherwise wait until midnight. Then take control of upper



wing.

A message from The Shadow! Cliff was eated. Somehow, his leader had managed to penetrate to this
isolated spot; to bring him aweapon; to leave him ingtructions. Cliff understood. He dipped his hand to
the window ledge, found the key, and left it there.

Sometime tonight, The Shadow intended to open an attack. Fiends of crime would meet their match,
elsawherein this strange, castle-like abode. Thiswing would be under guard. It was Cliff's appointed
task to spring asurprise attack, to gain control of the wing, and hold it for whatever purpose The
Shadow intended.

Thus The Shadow would strike from two directions. He himsdaf would come from without; Cliff
Mardand would hammer from within.

Thisplacewas avita spot. Cliff, by asortie, could control the wing for The Shadow, and thus protect
the other prisoners.

Cliff foresaw astruggle againgt giant odds, and the thought elated him. He knew well that he could hardly
hope to fight hisway safety from this place, with nearly a score of enemiesto block his path. But with
The Shadow besting down the opposition, matters were quite different. The Shadow aone was match
for hdf ahundred hoodlums.

CLIFF pondered. A pistol shot wasto bethe signal. He doubted that he could hear it. Then he
remembered the exact wording of the message, which had disappeared from the sheet of paper he had
read.

If shotsarefired -

The Shadow, should he open an attack, would meet with a cannonade from Orlinov's henchmen. Cliff
would hear thet, surdly. Therewas dso the possibility of The Shadow waiting until midnight.

Cliff knew the exactness of his mysterious chief. Midnight would be the zero hour, if nothing transpired
before then. Cliff buried the envel ope within the pages of abook. He thrust the paper with some other
sheets. He sat down in achair and puffed at an unlighted cigarette. He was allowed no matches here.

The door opened, and Petri stepped in, carrying atray of breskfast. Cliff looked stupidly toward the
solemn-faced Russian. He knew that Petri was backed by amobster in the corridor.

He ate his breakfast after Petri had gone. He drank but little of the coffee furnished him, for he was
convinced that it was doped.

The day wore on. A second medl at noon. Cliff busied himself reading various books that werein the
room. A long afternoon dragged by. Dinner. Then evening.

Now, Cliff wastense. He realized well the security of his pogition. There was nothing in thisroom that
could be used as aweapon, save the gun that he had obtained without the knowledge of his captors. It
was safely tucked in his pocket. Orlinov and Petri were the only oneswho had keysto thisroom. Any
search of the prisoner would be unnecessary.

During the day, Cliff had come to the conclusion that The Shadow must have worked through one of
Orlinov's henchmen. He did not believe that The Shadow could be here; nor wasit likely that he had sent
another operative to the castle.

Tonight, The Shadow would attack from without, knowing that Cliff would be on hand to take chargein



the vita section of the castle. It would not be aquestion of Cliff fighting free; it would be The Shadow's
work to battle hisway inward.

Eight o'clock arrived, then nine neared. Cliff was anxious and on edge. While he wastrying to maintain
his composure, he saw the door move. It opened. In stepped Ivan Orlinov

It waswith difficulty that Cliff restrained himself from action. He might have overpowered the bearded
Russian by a quick encounter, but he deemed it best to wait. He must not spoil The Shadow'swell-laid
plans.

ORLINOV waked toward Cliff and stood glaring a him. The big, bearded man was amenacing figure.
Cliff met his sparkling gaze with camness. He saw one of the mobsmen in the background, holding a
revolver in readiness.

Thiswasatimefor tact. Y et Cliff was perturbed. He feared that something must have gone awry; that
Orlinov had learned that events were scheduled for tonight.

"Mardandt,” growled Orlinov, in hisdeep bass, "I haff come here to speak with you. It isswise that you
should tell metingsthat | haff not yet asked to know."

Cliff made no reply. He stared coldly toward hisinquisitor. He was tempted to draw his automatic, but
knew that such action would provoke acriss. It was not until the Russian spoke again that Cliff fully
understood the import of hisvist.

"Y ou haff come here," Orlinov declared, "to make trouble because someone hass sent you. We know
who it isswho hass sent you. Heiss called The Shadow.”

The speaker paused, and his harsh eyes shone furioudy as he advanced.
"Youwill tell us" hehissed. "Y ou will tell us, Mardandt. Who iss The Shadow?"
"I know nothing of The Shadow," Cliff answered.

"We shdl see" declared Orlinov, in an ominous growl. "Let metdl you thisMardandt. We haff ways
here that can makeyou tell!"

He uttered loud words in his native tongue. It was a cal to Petri. The second Russian gppeared from the
corridor. In hishand he held arevolver.

Again acommand from Orlinov. Methodicaly, Petri gpproached and jabbed the muzzle of hisguninto
Cliff'sback. Orlinov pointed toward the door. Petri nudged Cliff in that direction.

What did this mean?

Cliff realized that he was being forced into a predicament that might prove as dangerous asit was
unexpected. His guard shoved him into the corridor; there agangster waited, aso armed. Along the
corridor, past the rows of silent doors then down the stairs they went, to the ground floor.

It was too late now to make abresk for safety. There was nothing for Cliff to do but wait. At least his
captors did not know that he was armed, and there would be no occasion to search him.

Cliff'searswere keen, in case they might hear the report of adistant gun - the sgnd that would denote
thearrival of The Shadow.

Orlinov passed the little group when they reached the first floor. He unlocked apanel inthewadll. The



barrier did back to show aflight of stairs descending into the cdllar.

Cliff advanced when he heard the order. He entered the gloomy well and went down the steps, till
feding the threat of the revolver that pressed his back.

PETRI wasavigilant captor. Not for oneinstant did Cliff have an opportunity to reach for hisgun.

He kept on hisway until they reached a stone-walled room that had the mustiness of a dungeon. It was
lighted by a single incandescent. Through a door they went, into another room, which aso had asingle
largelamp.

Cliff'slips pressed firmly together. He realized the purpose of thisjourney. They had reached a veritable
torture chamber, below the ground. At one side was aflat, spike-studded table. Acrossthe room stood
acoffin-like contrivance, upright, with ahinged door.

Here was a post, with manacles attached; there ayawning pit in the floor. Cliff's destination was a pot
againg thewall, where four metal loops dangled on the ends of ropes which passed through pulleys. In
another moment, Cliff was backed againgt the side of the room, with Petri'srevolver pressing the pit of
his scomach.

Now the gangster member of the trio was covering Cliff. Orlinov stood by while Petri stooped to attach
the lower bandsto Cliff's ankles. Next camethe wrigts.

Petri walked to one side and turned awinch. It drew Cliff's body toward the right; as the rope went
upward, hisarm was raised above his head.

Methodically, Petri strode toward the other side of the room, and turned a second winch. Cliff'sleft arm
was hoisted forcibly. He stood spread-eagled in the clutches of the locking bands, while Orlinov's black
face remained motionless. At length, the bearded Russian spoke.

"You see?' he questioned. "We haff placed you where you can tell. Thisisshow it hassbeen donein
Siberia- many years ago. People have found it wise to speak when the torture hass been close to them.”

He motioned the gangster to the other winch. With Petri at one side, and the gunman at the other, both
winches could be operated smultaneoudly.

"I haff given you the chancel" hissed Orlinov " Speak! Tell me: Who iss The Shadow? What haff you
known about him? Spesk!"

Cliff remained obdurate. Orlinov sgnaded hismen. They turned the winches. Cliff felt aterrific agony as
his limbs began to draw from hisbody. A gesture from the bearded Russian stopped the barbarous
torture.

"Y ou haff tasted what issto follow,” said Orlinov. ™Y ou shdl haff more - unless you spesk -"

Cliff's answer was afurious scowl. He was determined to withstand this barbarity. Orlinov watched him.
Red lipsleered through the jet-black beard. A sign from Orlinov, and the winches turned farther.

Asthe gtrain ceased a second time, Cliff's maddened brain began to formulate a plan. He was willing to
bear the agony until it killed him; but that seemed afutile plan.

His duty tonight was to serve The Shadow. Crippled and helpless, he would be of no use. It wasalong
time until midnight. His endurance had not yet been fully taxed. Let them turn the winchesfarther; then he
would offer to speak.



He could tell Orlinov of The Shadow - for Cliff'sinformation would at best be barren. Like the other
agents of The Shadow, he knew little of the mysterious man'sways. Y es, that was the best course: to
hold out; then pretend to cry for mercy.

While Cliff Mardand was thus planning, Orlinov, too, was scheming. He was a magter of the almost
extinct art of torture. Heintended to let Cliff Mardand suffer awhile; then to ease him, that he might
experience the temporary relief that would make the thought of further barbarity unendurable.

It was abattle of wits, with Orlinov the master. The huge Russian had looked forward to this hour, ever
since Cliff had been made aprisoner. At hisurging, Tremont had given him freerein.

Whether The Shadow was dive or dead, 1van Orlinov would force statements from the lips of his
hel pless agent. Such work was a pleasure to the bearded fiend. The Russian spokein his native tongue,
and Petri nodded understanding.

The grim game began again. The winches tautened the ropes. Cliff Mardand set hislips. Ivan Orlinov
grinned in anticipation. He saw success.

Tonight, he would learn the truth about The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIX. THE MAN FROM OUTSIDE

THE light switched on in the living room of Orlinov's castle. Glade Tremont entered and sat downina
chair. Helighted acigar and stared thoughtfully at the large box which stood beside the fireplace.

The gray-haired lawyer had undergone ametamorphosis during the stay at Glendale. Association with
Ivan Orlinov had caused a change. Here, away from his staid officein New Y ork, the attorney had lost
his mask of respectability. He looked the scoundrel that he was.

It gppeared from Tremont's air that he was expecting the arrival of someone. He had | eft the door of the
room open. His eyes were watching toward the hall. The lawyer glanced at hiswatch. He rose and began
to pacethefloor.

Footsteps sounded in the hall. Tremont waited. A figure gppeared, and Tremont recognized Doctor
Gerad Savette. He waved awelcome to his companion in crime. The rascaly physician entered, and the
two sested themselves.

"Ah!" exclamed Savette. "There are my trophies.”

He pointed sgnificantly to the box.

"Yes" sad Tremont, with an evil smile. "We have kept the box here, awaiting your arriva."
"It might have been wiseto openit.”

"We discussed that, Orlinov and |. We decided to wait, chiefly because the box is such astrong one. We
knew that you would have the keys. The contents are valuable, you know. 1t would not be wiseto
damage them by demoalishing the box."

"That'strue,” said Savette. "No useto you until | arrived. | gave the usua desth dose - forty-eight hours.
Thereis plenty of timeyet. We could wait another night; but | think it would be best to open the box

He brought the keys from his pocket; then, as an afterthought, he left the living room and returned with



Lamont Cranston's portmanteau.
"Thisisthemissing link," he declared. "Its contents are as vita asthose of the box."

Helaid the suitcase on the floor, and opened it. Tremont drew close to watch the examination of the
important articlesthat the bag contained.

"Whereis Orlinov?' asked Savette, as he sarted to lift some books from the suitcase.

"Heisquizzing thisman Mardand,” answered Tremont. "They are downgtairs - below ground - inthe
wing of the house."

Savette uttered a sharp exclamation as he dropped a book upon the floor. He stood up and faced
Tremont, an annoyed ook upon hisface.

"That'samistake!" he declared " A bad mistake, Glade! Nothing can be gained. Something may be lost!"
"How?'

"Mardand won't talk. Probably he can't talk. Y ou know enough of The Shadow's waysto redlize that.
We are only keeping Mardand here because we have not yet gained positive evidence that The Shadow
isdead.”

"Orlinov has been anxiousto test Mardand,” declared Tremont. "It occurred to me that he might learn
something of vaue that would enable usto trace The Shadow's lair - to assure oursalves that the
dangerous man isredly dead.”

"Thefdlow will ress," warned Savette. "Orlinov may carry thetorture too far. He will learn nothing, and
Mardand may die. Then it would be our ill fortune to find The Shadow aive and active. Our hostage
would be gone; and we would have arevengeful enemy.”

Tremont laughed.

"Don't worry about Orlinov," hesaid. "lvan isacraftsman in torture. He will not overdo it. He handles his
victims asacat playswith amouse. When he proposed torture for Mardand, | agreed. | wanted to see
how he would succeed with such a close-mouthed fellow.

"Hetelsmethat he will work to break the man's endurance. Easily, dowly - then aperiod of rdlief that is
worse than the torture itself. Orlinov swears he will make Mardand talk. Heisgoing about it by degrees.
So thereis no cause for darm. Our precious hostage will not die - at least not tonight.”

SAVETTE pondered, then shrugged his shoulders. After dl, torture was Orlinov's stock in trade. Savette
recdled the efficacy of the bearded Russian's methods.

"If Mardand gives out,” added Tremont, "Orlinov will stop for tonight. If he givesin under the rain,
Orlinov has promised to let me know immediately. He will come up here when Mardand expresses his
willingness to spesk. We can both go downgtairs to hear the grilling.”

"Hereswishing Orlinov luck,” declared Savette. "It's good practice for him, after al. We have anew

customer who may need trestment” - Savette pointed over his shoulder to the big box - "so if Orlinov
experimentswith Mardand it may do good rather than harm. I'll take your word for it that heisusing

discretion.”

"L et me see what you have here" said Tremont, pointing to the portmanteav.



Forgetting Mardand's situation, Savette again stooped before the suitcase and began to pass various
articlesto Tremont.

"Look them over," grinned the renegade physician. "Thisisagold mine, Glade. A red gold mine. Better
than anything we have struck. It gives us al the funds we want.

"I caught Cranston just as he was leaving for parts unknown, to be gone for two years. He is now adead
man who will live - and people will not know it for awhile, so long as he signs his checks and sends his
written ordersfor the dispogition of his available wedth.

"We can take it dowly and wisdly. Timeit with the progress of our experiments here. Then, when we are
through with the others, we will be through with Cranston, too. He will go out with therest.”

"How will you cover his death?!

"Cover it? By lettersthat he himsdf writes. | shal go aoroad, Glade. Word will come back that Cranston
isin Africa, going to adangerous region of the jungle. It will be easy to plant the evidence - especidly
with Crangton's own letters. He will not come back - that isal. I'm glad | waited for this. It isthe best
and safest proposition that we have yet encountered.”

"Sx monthsat themog," said Tremont thoughtfully.
"Ah!" exclamed Savette. "Y ou have made new progress here?'

"All that can be desired,” declared the lawyer. "The televison work is actualy done. Something new may
developinit - but it has dready exceeded our expectation. The energy device will require moretimeto
get it to the point we want. It isasure proposition, however. A little trouble with the air inventions. That
will beironed out."

Doctor Savette stood up. Hisface gleamed; he laughed harshly. Slently, he began to display the articles
that he had stolen from Cranston. Checkbooks, with balances marked in them. Account books, carefully
prepared in detail. Each item brought a grunt of satisfaction from Glade Tremont.

"I know that lawyer, Bartram," he said. "A soft egg, if ever there was one. Helooks like ahuman
jdlyfish. There will be easy waysto work this, Gerald.

"Suppose an unknown inventor shows up in New Y ork - aman with anideain televison, for instance.
Taking up work that another dropped - through deeth. Bartram is then instructed to give this chap money

"A good tie-up," interjected Savette, asthe lawyer paused. "That will al comelater. It isjust acase of
playing aperfect game. The cards arein our hands. Everything has been smooth here. It will continue to
m _II

There was athump at the door. Savette dropped the loose articles back into the portmanteau. He
nodded to Tremont.

"Comein," caled thelawyer.

BIFF TOWLEY entered. The gang leader was hardly recognizable. A broad strip of adhesive plaster
was across the bridge of his nose. Hisforehead and his cheeks were puffed and blackish.

Towley's physognomy was not a handsome one at best. When The Shadow had bashed it with the
revolver he had changed the contour of the vile countenance. Biff Towley had good reason to remember



that gunfight on the Long Idand swvimming pier.

Savette stared curioudy at the gang leader. He had known of Towley's plight, and it would be hiswork
to remake the shattered features after Biff's face had mended somewhat.

"What isit?' questioned Tremont.
"Just nabbed abozo out front," declared Biff.

Tremont looked at Savette. Both men had the same thought. The Shadow! Could it be possible that the
man gtill lived? Or was this some agent who was taking up hiswork?

"Bring himin," ordered Tremont.
Biff went away. Savette looked at Tremont with apprehensive eye.

"Maybeitisjust some prowler,” declared the lawyer. "We have put on strict guard. We are taking no
chances now."

"It'snot agood ideato bring thefelow in, then," said Savette. "If heisjust someone from the vicinity, he
may talk -"

"Don't worry about that," replied Tremont. "No one has aright trespassing on this property. If thisman
gppearsto know nothing, 1 shal smply reprimand him for entering the grounds. Orlinov has done that to

trespassers frequently.”

The door opened, and aman entered. Biff Towley wasright behind him. The gang leader was playing the
part of agrounds keeper on the estate. Savette could see that he was holding arevolver in readiness.

"Hereheis, gr," declared Towley. "I thought | had better bring him in here, Mr. Tremont, because |
found thison him."

Hetossed asmdl automatic into achair beside the lawyer. Tremont picked up the gun and examined it.
He calmly released the safety lock. Thus armed with aloaded pistol, he wasin readiness, although his
action appeared to be perfectly normal.

The man whom Biff Towley had brought in was standing with bowed head. His pose did not make him
appear formidable. Tremont uttered aterse order, bidding Towley to leave. The gang leader retired,
leaving his prisoner under Tremont's guard.

"Wel?' he questioned harshly.

The man raised his head. Simultaneoudy, gasps of astonishment came from both Tremont and Savette.
Then the gray-haired lawyer chuckled, and the physician joined with araspy laugh.

"Harold Sharrock!" said the lawyer, in asarcadtic tone. " Just the man we have wanted. Walked right into
seeus. Excdlent!"

Sharrock, tall and weak-chinned, stared in a stupefied manner as he faced his captors. He seemed to be
making an effort to be bold, without succeeding.

Glade Tremont's chuckle trailed into adwindling laugh that boded no good for this unexpected visitor.
Harold Sharrock had come from the outside. What was his purpose here?

That he would presently explain. Glade Tremont's grim gaze showed that he intended to make Sharrock



talk.
CHAPTER XX. THE MAN FROM INSIDE
"WELL?'

Glade Tremont's short, harsh question was uttered as he stared into Harold Sharrock’s eyes. They were
mild, light-gray eyesthat flinched asthey met the lawyer's gaze. Then, with an effort, Sharrock tried to
gan composure.

A flush cameto his pasty face. Hisweak eyes glistened. He bit his colorlesslips as he looked from
Tremont to Savette. His manner showed that he knew these men, and understood the evil in their hearts.

"I've come back," declared Sharrock hoarsely. " Come back, for an accounting. That'sal.”
"That isenough,” commented Tremont.
Sharrock flinched; then stared boldly toward Doctor Savette.

"I landed thismorning,” he said. "I went up to watch your house. | followed you when you went to take
thetrain. | did not know where you were going. | did not know that you had this place here. When | saw
you enter, | came after. | wanted to get you - to kill you - both of you!™

Hatred flashed in Sharrock's face as he ddlivered this outburst. Tremont and Savette both received the
statement calmly. They were not perturbed in the least.

"Your return isafortunate one," declared Savette. "We can use some of those funds which belong to
lﬁ"

"Belong to you!" Sharrock’s cry was contemptuous. "Nothing belongsto you! Thereisnothing for you to
get. | lost everything | had at Monte Carlo!™

"Hm-m-m," chuckled Glade Tremont. "Now | suppose you would like to have us finance you?'

"Y ou can guesswhy I'm here," blurted Sharrock. "'I'm going to face the music, that'sal. Kill me, if you
want. That's better than jail. I've come hereto seeif Audtinistill dive - to make up for the evil that |
have done him. It meansjail for me. | don't care.”

Tremont shook hishead sadly.

"While you had the money, you forgot Austin Bellamy," he said. "Now you appear to have a conscience.
A very usdless possession - aconscience. | wonder what it feeslike - a conscience?”

Helooked at Savette, and the physician laughed. Like Tremont, he was consciencel ess.

"SAY what you want, you crooks!" said Sharrock hoarsdly. "Y ou started the dirty work. Y ou and that
renegade, Ivan Orlinov!"

"What of it?" questioned Tremont. "Y ou are only giving us credit for an excellent idea. | happened to be
your stepbrother's lawyer. Doctor Savette chanced to be his physician. We saw that you had been
wrongfully cut off in hisnew will. So we quietly arranged his degth - with your approval - and kept him
dive, with Ivan Orlinov as his capable guardian.”

"Yes," retorted Sharrock. "You did it - for haf amillion. Then you kept Augtin Bellamy because hewasa
threat. Y ou had it framed so | could be the goat. All done with my order.



"Y ou bled me - ahundred thousand dollars at atime - to get the entire two million. | got away, to
France, with half amillion left. There are crooks there, too. | was in no mood to ward them off.

"I'm back now, broke - al except afew thousands. I'm going to come clean. I've cometo tell you that. |
wanted to learn if Ausin were dill dive-"

"Heisdive" interposad Tremont. "Alive and wdll. That meanswe till have the threet which you have
mentioned.”

"That isnot al," added Savette. "Y ou speak of uskilling you, Sharrock. That isagood suggestion - one
which we shdl use. But we have afew other devices that are better than death. We have progressed
since our early days, when we kept your dear stepbrother doped in a cottage on the Jersey coast.”

"I'vefigured that," said Sharrock bitterly. "Y ou bought this place with my money -"
"With Bdlamy'smoney -" corrected Tremont.

"With anybody's money but yours!" cried Sharrock. ™Y ou are up to new mischief. Y ou had a cottage;
now you have acadtle. | know your game! Y ou are tricking others - holding new prisoners -"

"Excdllent reasoning,” declared Tremont ironically, as Sharrock paused. ™Y ou have made a perfect
deduction, Sharrock. So | think it would be agood plan to reward you.

"We are keeping this establishment. It iswell guarded. It is necessary. So to terminate our discussion with
you, we shall let you travel the route that others have taken, since your stepbrother made the precedent.

"How would you like to become one of theliving dead?’
Sharrock's face blanched. He trembled. Tremont and Savette indulged in villainous smiles.

"Tokill youwould be apleasure,” declared Tremont. "Unfortunately, we do not know what foolish things
you may have done before you reached here. It would be best to have you dive - so that you can speak
- under Orlinov's pressure.

"So you shall taste of death. It was kind of you to come here. Others have not been so obliging. That
box" - he pointed to the heavy object by the fireplace - "contains one new member for our colony. We
were forced to ship him here as we shipped others. Y ou have saved usthat trouble.

"What do you say, doctor? We are very busy at present” - Tremont was smiling toward Savette - "and
we cannot be annoyed with our good friend Sharrock at this moment. Shall we put him away for the
degth period of two days?'

"An excdlent idea," returned Savette.
"Areyou prepared to perform the operation?' questioned Tremont.

With a suave amile, Savette removed a hypodermic syringe from his pocket. Sharrock quailed as he saw
the object. Then thethresat of the revolver held by Tremont became imminent. Sharrock stood trembling,
fearing both the gun and the needle.

Doctor Savette approached the hel pless man. He threw back Sharrock's arms, and wrested his coat
from hisbody. He tore awvay the deeve of the man's shirt. He raised the syringe and prepared to thrust its
needleinto the victim'sflesh.

PALE, tottering, Sharrock began to edge away. A short word came from Tremont. Sharrock saw the



threat of the revolver.

He faced two deaths: that of the needle would be temporary; that of the gun would be permanent. He
knew that he must accept one. Helooked from Tremont to Savette. There was no mercy in either of
thoselivid faces.

"Wait!" exclaimed Sharrock, infutiletone. "Let metak. Maybe| can - can forget what | know -"

"Youwill forget it," declared Tremont coldly. "Certainly. We are arranging that at present. | give you
warning, Sharrock. We do not intend to waste more time with you. Y ou have your choice - the needle or
abullet.

"Y ou have no friends here. If you flinch or refuse to take the hypodermic, | shal shoot you through your
ydlow heart. We are not afraid of anything you may have done. Do not hopethat | shal spare you.”

Sharrock knew well that Tremont was speaking facts. Motionless, he stared weekly at the lawyer.
Tremont held the gun leveled toward the intended victim's breast.

Savette, nearer to Tremont than Sharrock was, siood away from the line of the lawyer'saim, calmly
holding the needle in readiness. He was facing Tremont.

The three men formed a strange tableau, their profiles toward the fireplace, where no embers glowed
tonight. Savette was awaiting asignal from Tremont - an indication whether he should go ahead with the
injection or whether the lawyer intended to shoot to kill.

No eyeswere upon the huge box. Something was happening there. The lone pivot hinge on one side of
the box was moving noiselesdy upward, actuated by some mechanism operated from the interior. The
motion of the hinge stopped.

Now the door of the box was opening, dowly and silently - opening a the side where the hinge had
lifted. The strong padlocks, with their firm hasps and staples, were serving asa hinge! The door was
opening the wrong way!

Clear of thetricky hinge, released by dotsthat were now freed, the door swung wide, pushed open by a
hand from within. The noise of that opening turned six eyestoward the box. Tremont, Savette, and
Sharrock gazed ingtinctively in that direction.

Moving forward from the box was the crouching, huddled form of aman clad entirely in black. Hewasa
blotted form, hisbody shapeess under itsblack cloak, his featuresinvisible under the protecting edge of
abroad-brimmed hat. His hands were thrust forward. They adone seemed aive. Black-clad hands - in
each an automatic!

One gun wastrained on Tremont; the other covered Savette. The black form continued its emergence. It
rose and took the shape of atall, snister being.

"The Shadow!"

The cry came from Savette'slips. It was echoed by Tremont'sweak gasp. The answer was asinister,
whispered laugh from lipsthat the cloak collar covered. Thelaugh of The Shadow! The laugh of aman
whom Tremont and Savette believed dead!

Neither villain dared move. Fiendsthat they were, they trembled. Sharrock stood dumfounded at the
sght of this strange avenger.



Again, The Shadow laughed. He had caught his archenemies by awell-timed ruse. The dread avenger
was here, to settle scores, inthe very lair of hisfoe. With guarding mobsmen outside, protected by the
walls of averitablefortress, the fiends were helpless.

The Shadow's laugh was the sardonic mirth of vengeance. It was alaugh that boded desath!
CHAPTER XXI.CLIFF FINDSA CHANCE

"I'LL speak! I'll spesk!”

The words were gasped by foam-flecked lips. Cliff Mardand, in the agony of exquisite torture, was
cdling pleadingly to Ivan Orlinov.

"Youwill tell al?'
The Russan's question was agrowled retort.
"Yesdl" Cliff'svoice quavered. "Let meloose- I'll - I'll -"

His choking voice could say no more. The strain of the maddening, limb-wrenching winches wastoo
great for him to stand. Cliff's head toppled forward on his chest.

Orlinov gave two commands. Both were the same. Onewasin Russan, and the other in English. Slowly,
the winches were released. Cliff's arms dropped. The ropes became dack. He crumpled to the floor and
lay there, inert.

Ivan Orlinov stared long at the man whom he had tortured. It was apparent that Cliff Mardand had held
out until complete anguish forced him to yield. He had lost his senses now. Orlinov was sorry. It might be
some time before the man would spesk.

Cliff had indeed suffered; but not so much as Orlinov supposed. All through the torture, he had played a
part. He had winced without an outcry, feigning pain so effectively that Orlinov had imagined his anguish
far greater than it actudly was.

Now, too, Cliff was playing apart. He had tried to delay thistorture until he felt that it was bringing injury
from which he could not easily recover. The wrenching had reached that state. Then, Cliff had uttered his

pleading cry.

On thefloor, he resembled aman who had lost consciousness. Orlinov leaned over him and shook his
body roughly. Cliff made no response. The Russian was convinced that hisvictim was sensdess

Orlinov became thoughtful. Thistorture had taken sometime. It waslate in the evening, now. By this
time, Doctor Gerald Savette would be here. Both he and Tremont would want to see the victim; to hear
Cliff Mardand spesk.

The Russian knew his game. He had learned that the combined remembrance of past torture, coupled
with the threat of future, was aweapon that could force the most hardened man to speak. In addition,
present ease - as a pleasant |apse between two racking sessions - was also away to make obdurate
persons reasonable.

Cliff Mardand, weakened, unconscious, and wegponless, could make no trouble here. Orlinov signaled
to Petri and the gangster. The men gpproached while the big Russan undid the fettersthat held
Mardand'sarmsand legs.



THE underlingsraised Cliff Mardand, and carried his helpless body to a couch in an obscure corner of
the room. They placed him so his head was propped up on a pillow. His arms and legs were sprawled.

Cliff's eyeswere closed; but when he opened them, he would see the room before him. Hewould view
the pulleyed ropes that had caused hisformer torture. He would observe the other implements of brutality
which boded other agonies.

It would not be a pleasant thought - the possibility of running the gamut of Ivan Orlinov's grim devices.
The bed of spikes, the iron coffin, the blackened pit - al were formidable.

Severa minuteswent by. Orlinov was waiting. He did not care to summon Tremont and Savette until this
man would be ready to speak. Orlinov intended to put on an exhibition of his skill, the methods that he
had learned so well in the days of czarist Russa

Cliff Mardand stirred, but his eyes did not open. His head rolled to one side. He seemed to sensethe
agony that he had suffered. Heraised hisarms and pressed them againgt his body. He turned on hisright
sde, hisarm beneath him. His head dumped, and he remained inert.

A clever ruse! Onethat was natura enough to deceive Ivan Orlinov. It placed Cliff'sright hand out of
view, closeto hiship pocket. At that instant he could have yanked out his gun and started a battle for
safety. Both Petri and the gangster had revolvers; but neither was in readiness.

There were two reasons why Cliff desisted. One was because he had suffered greatly and was weak.
Each minute, he knew, would help him to recuperate. The second was because time was moving. Any
minute, now, might bring the shots that would be The Shadow'ssignal!

Orlinov studied Cliff closdly. It appeared as though the victim had again lapsed into unconsciousness.
Nevertheless, he could easily be revived, since he had shown momentary signs of life. Orlinov spoketo
Petri; then repeated to the ganggter, in English:

"Wait here. Wait until | return. If he hass begun to awake, watch him close. Haff your revolfer ready.”
"Surething,” growled the gunman, drawing hisrevolver and brandishing it significantly.

Orlinov departed. Cliff lay motionless. He did not allow his eyelidsto even tremble. He could hear
Orlinov'sfootsteps dying away. He would know when the Russian returned.

Cliff'sfingers, hidden, clutched the handle of the automatic. At any moment, now, he could begin a
surprise attack. He intended to act quickly.

A sudden legp, adrawn gun - that was his chance to catch his adversaries off guard. He would have to
best two men to the shot. He was confident that he could do it.

Listening, Cliff could hear signsthat indicated where each of hisenemies stood. Even should Orlinov
return, Cliff could act, for he felt sure that the bearded Russian would have no gun in readiness.

Thetimefor action might be imminent. Cliff's one fear was that thiswould prolong until midnight. How
would he know that hour? Suppose The Shadow was waiting for him to act?

Thiswas adilemma. The minutes on the rack had been torturous ones that had seemed much longer then
they redly were.

It might be ten o'clock - even - even past midnight - for al Cliff knew. Hisnatura craving for action
urged him to draw his gun now, while he had the opportunity. But that might mean action before the



arriva of The Shadow.

Without the man in black to help him, Cliff's efforts to escape could be no more than futile. There were
too many mobsmen on these premises. Hasty action would spoil dl. Patient waiting might bring success.

So Cliff Mardand waited. Possum-like, he feigned unconsciousness, waiting for the signa that would
mean The Shadow was at hand!

CHAPTER XXII. THE SHADOW SPEAK S

THE echoes of agnigter, whispered laugh died away. The Shadow, master in thelair of villains, madea
downward motion with his automatics.

Undergtanding, Glade Tremont lowered his hand and reluctantly dropped the weagpon which he held.
Gerdd Savette lowered his hand a o, but did not release the hypodermic syringe.

The Shadow's burning eyes glared at the men whom he had trapped. They were helpless, and they knew
it. The Shadow had them at his mercy. What did he intend to do?

"Pick up the pistal, Sharrock," said The Shadow in alow, strange whisper.

The tall man nodded. He was trying to recover hiswits. Mechanicaly, he obtained the gun which
Tremont had dropped on the floor. He stood between the two men whom The Shadow dominated.

"Y ou thought me dead,”" whispered The Shadow.

He laughed as he addressed these words to Tremont and Savette. The strange emphasis on each uttered
gyllable made the villains tremble. Men without mercy, they expected none now. The Shadow wasa
superman. Thefact that he till lived made him more amazing, in their minds, than before,

"Y ou thought me dead," repeated The Shadow. "But | live - asyou have learned. | know your schemes
infull. I knew your ways of plotting. Money. Y ou needed it, Savette. Y ou were looking for avictim. You
found Lamont Cranston.”

The Shadow paused, and Savette understood. The echoed mockery of another laugh came as a hateful
sound to his ears. The Shadow spoke again.

"What little of your work | did not know," resumed The Shadow, "I have learned tonight. | shall tell you
of your crimes, that you may know why | propose grave consequences.

"Audtin Bellamy was your firgt victim. Lawyer betrayed his dlient; physcian, his patient. Y our death
serum, Savette, worked then for thefirgt time. Y ou spirited Bellamy from your sanitarium, afew years
ago. Then camethefire - in which another body was recognized by you as Bellamy's.

"With wealth gained through your pact with Sharrock, you two placed Orlinov in this castle. Y ou became
brain thieves. Professor Pierre Rachaud was your firgt victim. He never sailed on the Albaniawhen it left
New Y ork, cruise bound.

"Y ou had trapped him before that. He was on hisway herein abox. Y ou posed as Rachaud. All that
went overboard were clothes and fal se whiskers - through the porthole of your cabin. Then smug Doctor
Savette was merely a passenger for the rest of thetrip”

Savette looked at Tremont as The Shadow paused. The man in black had spoken the truth. He had
detected the method behind Savette's game.



"CLARK MURDOCK wasthe next," resumed The Shadow. "1 was at his house that night when you
seized him and |eft the body of adead man in hisplace. | heard Murdock spesk to his servant about the
box.

"At that time, | suspected that someone might have designs on Murdock'slife, but | did not believe that
danger was due to strike so soon. Y ou were clever then, Savette.

"Y ou, Tremont, have told me how you snared Matt Hartley. Y ou would never have succeeded, had you
not trapped Mardand, my man here. From then on, you thought you had me hel pless. There was no way
whereby | could strike. So you thought. Y et there was away.”

The Shadow's laugh was mocking as it crept softly through the room and reverberated eexily from every
corner.

"Lamont Cranston was the way," announced The Shadow. "Lamont Cranston, because he was The
Shadow. Thisbox waswaiting for you, Savette. Y ou came to Cranston's home with your faithful
hypodermic. Y ou did not see Cranston place another in the pocket of your coat, and take yoursinits
stead.

"Y ou did not choose to take the taboret. So Cranston used it, after you had gone to summon the
truckmen. He opened the hinge of this box. From the hollow taboret he took certain articleswhich he
required. In the box, Lamont Cranston became - The Shadow!"

A redlization dawned on Savette. He remembered how light the taboret had seemed, when he had lifted
it after pushing it before. No wonder. It had contained the weapons and the garb that were apart of The
Shadow - articleswhich Lamont Cranston had chosen to carry with him on hisjourney.

"Tonight," continued The Shadow, "you shal know the death that you imposed upon others. The death
from which men awake. Within this building dead men live. They will be released tonight; you shall
reman.

"That syringe which you hold, Doctor Savette, will do nicely for Glade Tremont. | shdl let you makethe
injection. | have another in my pocket. Y ou will receive an injection from my hand. When you awake,
you two, affairswill be different here. Ivan Orlinov and his horde will be gone. | shdl settle with them.”

The Shadow pronounced these words with amazing camness. He spoke as though the conquering of a
crowd of gunmen was Smplein accomplishment.

Savette tried to sneer. Tremont was pale. He remembered his awakening after the battle on the dock.
The Shadow had fought then to protect himsdlf. Tonight, he would have the advantage of asurprise
attack.

"We shdl delay no longer," gibed The Shadow. "Go, Savette. Use that hypodermic which you hold.
Tremont isto be your subject. Go!™

MECHANICALLY, the physician approached Glade Tremont. He dared not disobey The Shadow. The
tables were turned, and Savette knew well that The Shadow would not hesitate to start his battle here by
firgt shooting him and Tremont.

Grim retribution! These monsters were to taste that state of oblivion which they had forced upon others.
They were to experience that which they had termed temporary desth.

No dternative offering, Gerald Savette wrenched away Tremont's coat and tore off the lawyer's deeve.
He was treating his accomplice as he had treated Harold Sharrock, who now stood pale and tense,



watching this Strange turn of events.

Glade Tremont offered no resistance. Like Savette, he was a beaten man. Neither one could stand
againgt The Shadow. Even glowering looks were gone. Hopel essness had replaced animosity. Thefiends
were demonstrating their cowardice.

The Shadow had spoken. His captives were forced to obey. Savette raised the hypodermic. Tremont
quailed. The Shadow spoke again.

"Proceed.”

That single word sounded like the knell of doom. There was no escape. Savette prepared to make the
injection. Then, suddenly, he stood till, and his eyes regained their shrewdness. For amoment. They had
looked beyond Harold Sharrock, toward the door of this secluded living room.

Quickly, Savette dropped his eyes toward Tremont's arm. He appeared to be busy with the hypodermic.
But in that moment, he had betrayed himsdif.

The Shadow's quick eyes darted toward the door. There, awicket had opened. And, noiselesdy, a
panel had dropped.

Peering through the hole in the door was the fierce, bearded face of 1van Orlinov!

Something gleamed beside that blackened countenance. Orlinov was bringing the muzzle of arevolver
into play, turning it toward the figure of The Shadow!

The game had been discovered. Orlinov, coming to conduct his confederates to the torture chamber
below, had been wary. He had heard the sound of voices. He had decided to look in to learn what had
transpired sincethe arrival of Doctor Savette.

Now he was preparing to day The Shadow. He had arrived in the nick of time to save his companions
from the sentence that The Shadow had imposed upon them!

CHAPTER XXIII. THE ATTACK
THE SHADOW and Ivan Orlinov acted smultaneoudy.

Their chances of successwere equa. The Russian, with his gun beside hisface, had adifficult amto
make, but thetdl form of The Shadow formed an excellent target.

Orlinov's countenance, framed in the open pand, was asmal mark, but one which The Shadow could
cover with aquick swing of one automatic.

Had Orlinov attempted to beat The Shadow to the shot, he might have succeeded. But the Russian
played aquicker, moreingtinctive game. He dropped away from the open panel. Thelittle barrier did
down to receive The Shadow's shot.

Tremont and Savette were acting ere the automatic roared. So sure were they that Orlinov would not fail
that they saw only one menace before them - Harold Sharrock.

Savette dropped the syringe as he and Tremont sprang forward. All odds were with Sharrock. He had
only to draw away and pump his enemieswith bullets. But he acted too late. He did not shoot until the
men were upon him.



His gun sounded a muffled report as the three tumbled. Then The Shadow's automatic spoke to rescue
him. Savette, the upper of the three, received abullet, and fell away from the struggling forms.

Muffled shots were repeated as Savette dropped. Sharrock rolled over, and Tremont staggered away
from him, holding the pistol in readiness for another shot. The Shadow's well-timed aim was again
effective. Hisautomatic roared. Glade Tremont fell.

Now, The Shadow was sweeping toward the door. Just as he reached it, the barrier was hurled inward.
Revolvers gleamed as Biff Towley and three mobsmen dashed into the room.

They had heard the shots. They had come at Orlinov's bidding. They were making a mass attack to trap
The Shadow before he could escape.

Here he was upon them, his automatics pumping lead, histal form swinging away behind the door. A few
wild shots responded. They were dl. The mobsmen had been too sure of themselves. They had walked
into a close-range attack from two powerful guns. The Shadow had lost no time.

He had not saved asingle bullet. In thisemergency, he discharged every cartridge. His enemieswere on
the floor. The Shadow was unscathed. Laughing, loud and fiercely, he flung away his pistols and drew
two new weapons from benesth his cloak. He had come here prepared, a human arsenal.

Into the hall strode The Shadow. Three gunners were entering the front door. The Shadow's automatics
jerked back and forth as he struck down his new group of enemies.

Two shots from each gun. Four bullets - one more than needed. Three gangsterslay within the door, their
bodies crumpled in death.

A hand flashed from the diding door that led to the wing. Orlinov's revolver answered. A bullet swished
through the collar of The Shadow's cloak.

One of those automatics answered as the hand dipped away. The shot was perfect. Ivan Orlinov uttered
acry of rage. Therevolver clattered to the floor, outside the door.

The Russan did not wait. He did not attempt to fasten the barrier. He fled aong the corridor, The
Shadow in pursuit. The man in black fired one shot that wastoo late. Orlinov was turning the corner as
The Shadow aimed from the diding door.

THEN, from the other end of the corridor, appeared awild, disheveled man with upraised automatic.
The Shadow laughed and stretched his arms, to show his flowing cloak.

It was Cliff Mardand, coming from below, his smoking pistol telling of the work that he had done.

The sound of The Shadow's cannonade had reached the torture chamber. Cliff had acted. Both Petri and
the gangster had failed to stop him. He had taken the gunman first; then Petri.

Sweeping forward, The Shadow pointed to the barrier through which he had come. Cliff understood. He
was to guard below, while The Shadow followed Orlinov.

They passed at the center of the corridor, Cliff hastening to the door, The Shadow heading for the stairs.
The man in black became suddenly adert as he reached the steps.

The stairs were gloomy, and The Shadow became a creature of the dark as he glided upward, step by
step. Lost in adarkened corner, his gleaming eyes detected a crouching gangster - Orlinov's man who
guarded the upstairs corridor.



The watcher saw adight motion - the movement of a phantom shape. Ashe amed hisrevolver in that
direction, aburst of flame came from the spot. The gunman fell headlong down the steps, another victim
of The Shadow. Theroar of the automatic was terrific in that low-roofed space.

The Shadow was moving upward now. He stepped across the gangster's body. He paused by the
corner, and peered along the corridor.

Ivan Orlinov, arevolver in his unscathed hand, was peering toward the sairs. He saw no human form;
but across the floor of the corridor, he discerned along, silhouetted patch of black. He fired.

It was a hopeless effort. The Shadow's automatic barked. Orlinov's one good wrist was crippled.

Now The Shadow, like aliving monster, approached the cringing Russian. Y et Orlinov, despite hisfesr,
was grinning defiantly, hiswhite teeth glittering through the blackened dlump of hair that formed his
beard.

"Y ou haff cometoo late!" snarled the Russian. ™Y ou haff not stopped me. | haff released the gas. The
dead men who haff liffed now liff nolonger!"

A dangling cord told what Orlinov had done. The Shadow laughed softly. Thiswasthe threat; the way
whereby al prisonersin those little rooms could be disposed of in emergency. So Orlinov had planned.

With no more thought of his helpless enemy, The Shadow reached benesth his cloak and drew forth a
key. Heinserted it in adoor and turned the lock. He went to a second door; then athird and afourth.
Orlinov watched him bewildered.

Then, one by one, four men came forth, each from adifferent room. Austin Bellamy, aworn, haggard old
man, stared speechless, wondering what this freedom meant.

Clark Murdock, keen and shrewd-eyed, stared at The Shadow; then glared toward Orlinov. Professor
Pierre Rachaud, a quiet, bearded Frenchman, appeared perplexed. Matt Hartley, astawart,
middle-aged man, stood with arms akimbo, alook of complete surprise upon hisfirm-set face.

The Shadow spoke.

"YOU arethedead,” he announced. "The dead who lived to do the bidding of thisfiend and two other
monsters who now lie dead below."

The voice of The Shadow wasaweird, cregpy whisper, that seemed unredl. It was as though the walls of
that strange corridor had spoken, with the man in black amerefigurein their midst. Although those
words meant freedom to the men who heard them, none could repress ashudder at the eerie voice.

"That cord" - the muzzle of The Shadow's right-hand gun indicated the dangling rope - "was drawn by
Orlinov. It would have released a poison gasto kill you dl. Last night, however" - The Shadow's eyes
burned toward Orlinov - "I detached the inferna mechanism.”

Orlinov snarled in helpless fury. The Shadow stood above him, the suppressed sound of taunting mirth
coming from hisinvisblelips.
Suddenly, the mocking figure became motionless and erect. Shots were echoing from the floor below.

Turning, The Shadow swept away, his cloak swishing audibly as he moved rapidly toward the stairs. A
second later, he was gone, leaving four stupefied men glaring at the crippled fiend who was stting on the
floor.



Then came awild, high-pitched cry. Austin Bellamy, who for years had suffered at the hands of Orlinov,
leaped forward in maddened fury. His clawing hands tore at the Russian's beard. Hislong, bony fingers
dug into Orlinov'sthroat.

The Russian sought to resist. With both hands crippled, he could not manage to control the man who had
attacked him.

Like amongoose battling a poison cobra, Augtin Bellamy, with al the pent-up rage of unhappy months,
hurled the huge Russian back and forth, choking him, beating his head against the floor and walls.

None of the others moved to stop him. They, too, had suffered. Primitive though Bellamy's vengeance
was, they did not choose to reason.

When the fierce old man fell exhausted on the floor, Orlinov's head wastilted, as though unhinged from
his huge frame. The bearded fiend had met his doom.

More shots were heard from below. The rescued men moved in afile. Hartley picked up Orlinov's
revolver. Murdock found the dead gangster's gun on the stairs and chose it as his weapon.

In the corridor, on the ground floor, the men found still another mobster, wounded and dying. The diding
barrier was open. They passed through, Hartley first, Murdock next.

Fierre Rachaud was third; behind him, Austin Bellamy dragged wegrily aong. More bodiesin the hall.
The front door was open. A man stepped in and held up his hand. It was Cliff Mardand.

The othersrecognized that he was afriend. Silently, Cliff led them to the living room. There, on the floor,
he showed them the bodies of three men.

Gerdd Savette and Glade Tremont had perished. Bullets from The Shadow's gun and the shotsfired by
Harold Sharrock had combined to rid the world of these monstrous plotters.

The third man was Sharrock, himself. He was dying, from awound received when Tremont had wrested
the revolver away. Sharrock, the man who had sought to make amends, stared glassily a Austin

Bdlamy.

The old man's face, hardened from hatred for Orlinov, softened now. He knew that Sharrock had
betrayed him, and had spent hisfortune; but he felt a sense of pity.

Bellamy stooped to the floor and raised his stepbrother's head. Thus, with friendly eyes upon him, with
friendly hands grasping him, Harold Sharrock died.

Cliff Mardand beckoned the othersto the hdl. Solemnly, they went to the porch. Therethey stood in
darkness, looking across the moon-bathed lawn, no longer dominated by gangster hordes.

"AN darmwill beraised,” explained Cliff Mardand quietly. "Police will be here shortly. | was a prisoner
here, too. | was Orlinov's secretary. He trapped me when he learned that | was investigating matters
here"

"Who was the man upstairs?' questioned Matt Hartley. "The man in black - the one who shot the
Russan. The man who laughed -

"He was the one who rescued us," said Cliff. "They had mein the torture chamber when he attacked. |
met him in the corridor, when | was escaping.”



"Who ishe?" asked Clark Murdock,
"They cal him The Shadow," answered Cliff.
"The Shadow!"

The name passed like magic from one to another. The fame of The Shadow was known. The rescued
men understood.

Cliff stepped from the porch, and stood upon the lawn, staring up toward the old gray castle. The other
men were with him, surveying those wals that had held them prisoners.

The huge masonry of Glamartin was silent now - silent, where guns had thundered. The last surging wave
of mobgters had entered while Cliff was guarding the corridor. The Shadow had arrived in time to meet
them.

Off in the shrubbery, scattered by thewalls, in other spots of temporary safety lay wounded men and
dying - those remnants who had staggered away before The Shadow's last attack.

Glade Tremont, Gerald Savette, Ivan Orlinov, and Biff Towley. All four were dead. No man who had
claimed leadership of any portion of the gangster crew remained aive now. Cliff could clam asharein
the victorious struggle for right; but it was The Shadow's mastery that had dominated the battle.

A distant shot rang across the lawn, and echoed from the cold gray walls of the castle-like building. The
rescued men looked at one another. Only Cliff knew what it meant.

The Shadow had met the henchman at the gate. Thelast of the mob of evildoers had met his match.
Swalowed in the mountain night, The Shadow had finished the only enemy who remained to menace the
safety of the freed prisoners.

Cliff fancied that he could hear the faint tones of afar-away laugh - along, gibing ped of weird mirth that
blended into nothingness.

The Shadow's triumph was compl etel!
Dead men were living now!

THEEND



