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CHAPTER |. THE SHADOW LISTENS

A WEIRD, mdlow light pervaded the somber, black-walled room. The glow had a purplish tinge, and its
srange rays centered themsdves in a Sngle corner, where they reflected the shining surface of a polished
tabletop.

All was dlent in that room. It bore the semblance of a chamber of death; and most mysterious of dl was
the spectral figure that sat before the table. Clothed in a cloak of jet-black hue, with visage obscured by
the broad brim of a black douch hét, this personage possessed the eerie qudity of an gpparition.

The Shadow was in his sanctum!

A ghoslly being, shrouded by darkness, he awaited a message from some outside source. The very wadls
of the room in which The Shadow dwelt seemed to mdt away into nothingness.

Somewhere in New Y ork—in this amazing spot that was known to himsdf done—The Shadow was
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formulating a plan to thwart the plots of evil-doers.

A light glowed across the table. Its sudden appearance brought a strange response from the being garbed
inblack. A creepy sound shuddered through that secret room—a sound that formed itsdf into a mocking
laugh, uttered by unseen lips.

The laugh died away; but its echoes responded from the hidden walls. Those echoes were convulsve
reverberations that might have been the cry of a host of ghoulish demons, so unred was their tone!

A white hand stretched forth from the black robe. Its appearance was uncanny, for it moved like a
detached creature as it crept across the surface of the table. The hand stopped upon a switch that was
attached to a black box on thewal.

On the third finger of the hand shone a shimmeing gem, a rare fire opd that glimmered with
ever-changing shades.

From deep maroon, the jewd changed to a purplish hue that blended with the pervading light. Then its
rays were alight blue again they became afirdike red, shining from uncaculable depths.

That stone was The Shadow's girasol—a pricdess gem, unmeatched in dl the world—the solitary symbol
of The Shadow!

The switch clicked softly. A whispered voice spoke through the purplish gloom.
"Report.”
A quiet voice answered from the wall.

"Burbank speaking. Contact arranged with Seaview City. Vincent has opened interior wire connection.
Ready for direct communication by radio.”

"Proceed.”

Silence followed the whispered order. Then came a dight dicking from the wal. After that, a confused
murmur gradudly devel oped itsdf into the digtinct voices of men, speaking.

The hand pressed a button at the sde of the table. The purplish light faded. Thus, immersed in tota
darkness, The Shadow had become an unseen member of a group of unsuspecting men miles away from
New York City!

Through his amazing genius and the cooperation of his trusted operatives, this myserious presence had
invoked mechanicd ad to place hmsdf where he could hear without being seen.

The serious counsel of certain men was being brought directly to The Shadow's consderation. From the
hidden depths of his sanctum, he could both consider and advise.

MASTER of the unknown, The Shadow had a purpose in this self-gppointed task. His identity a secret,
his strange habitation undiscovered, The Shadow, more than any other person, was equipped to bettle
crime.

That, done, was the clew to The Shadow's presence in this sanctum, and his actions to-night. When The

Shadow prepared, it could be for one purpose only. The thwarting of master plotters was The Shadow's
work.

A voice was spesking from the invisble box upon the wadl. Its tones were ddiberate and precise. It was



the voice of aman who had authority.

Other voices responded. One was friendly—another was gruff—a third was wheedling. A friendly laugh
of gregting broke into the conversation.

A sudden Iul followed. Then, amid subdued murmurs, came the rapping of a solid object upon a table. A
medting was in order. The buzzing died away.

A clock began to chime. Its dow strokes sounded nine. A few snatches of low conversation were
interrupted by another warning series of raps.

With complete slence gained, the important-sounding voice began to speak. No one interrupted. Quiet
liseners were intent.

Among those listeners was The Shadow!

CHAPTER IIl. THE SHADOW'S WARNING
"IT isnine o'clock. Let us attend to busness."

The speaker was Rufus Cruikshank, newly eected mayor of Seaview City. Firm-faced, immeculate in
atire, important in bearing, he commanded the respect of those about him.

Cruikshank was seated at alarge table in the Green Room of the new Hotd Pavilion. Congregated about
hm were the most important dtizens of Seaview City. These men condituted the Public Sefety
Committee of the prosperous shore resort.

"Our new adminigration,” declared Cruikshank, in his dignified tone, "faces a most important task.
Seaview City, gentlemen, has grown to remarkable proportions. It is our task to govern it with wisdom
and discretion.

"We have at our digposal a capable police force, headed by an excdlent officer. | believe that we dl have
confidence in our police chief, George Y ates. He is here to-night to cooperate with usin our conference.”

Cruikshank ceased speaking to turn to the end of the table, where a sawart, red-faced man in uniform
was gtting in an uncomfortable pose. The chief's beefy countenance reddened even more as he saw dl
eyes turned in his direction. Y ates uttered a gruff acknowledgment of the mayor's introduction.

"We can rdy upon Chief Yates" resumed Cruikshank. "He has orders to report directly to mein every
meatter. It is my duty to take up dl his important findings with this committee. Therefore, gentlemen, |
think thet it would be wise for us to hear what the chief has to say.”

Chief Yates arose a these words. He was tal and heavily built, and made a good figure despite his
bulkiness. Once on hisfet, he experienced little difficulty in talking.

"Pdliang thisdty," he said, in a booming voice, "is a Specid kind of matter that is different from a lot of
places. People come here to enjoy themselves. We've got to take that into consideration.

"Therés redtrictions we've got to enforce, and the more sensble they are, the better. That's what 1've
found out. It's up to you, gentlemen, to decide what you want done, and I'm the fdlow to do it. But if |
can help by giving any suggestions, I'll do it when I'm called on.”

Y ates looked around him questioningly. He seemed to be awaiting interrogetion. A sharp-faced men
seated beside the mayor took up the opportunity immediatdy. This was Louis Helwig, one of the



principal promoters of Seaview City.
"What about the dasing hours on night clubs?* he questioned.

"Therés an ordinance says one o'clock,” responded the police chief. "It hasn't been regularly enforced.
The way it's worded don't make it officd, unless we want to put the clamps on. Then we've got it to
L&"

"Canyou ueit?'

"Yes"

"On what basis?'

"On complants. It don't affect any except the ones we've got the complaints on.”
"That appears satisfactory.” Louis Hewig nodded as he spoke.

His nod was taken up by a men who sat beside him. This individud was a square-faced, busnesdike
man, Raymond Coates by name. He was the principa real-estate deder in Seaview City.

MAY OR CRUIKSHANK aone appeared doubtful. He shook his head dowly.

"It s;emsto me" he announced, "that varied interpretation of adosing ordinance can lead to both trouble
and criticiam. We must have an effective wegpon to ded with public nuisances.

"The license sugpension covers that, your honor," prompted Chief Y ates. "We can close them up tight on
complaint. We've done it quick enough, when weve been told to. The only trouble'—his face became
gim—"is, that we've been kept off too much."

"That was during the past adminigration,” declared Cruikshank coldly. "I can assure you, chief—and dl
others present—that such circumstances shdl not exist while | am in office”

"What about hotels?"

The question came from a sdlow, suave-faced man. Graham Hurley was the owner and manager of the
luxurious Hotel Pavilion, in which this medting was being held. He was frank in his question, seeming to
admit that it gpplied to his own interests.

"We don't bother the hotels™ responded Yates, "unless a lot of trouble breaks out. Then they generdly
cdl usin before it gets bad. They've got to keep thar business right. That's the way it works out.”

"Gentlemen"—Rufus Cruikshank's cold voice was sern—"we are going to administer Seaview City s0
that it will become the greatest resort in this country!”

"It's that dready!" interposed one of the committeemen.

"In order to do s0," continued Cruikshank severdly, "we mugt pursue a wise course. A resort that is tight
shut may be as bad as one that iswide open, so far as progress is concerned.

"Nevertheless, | sdl not hedtate to impose curbing regulations. | fed convinced that our exiding
ordinances are sufficient, if properly enforced. Do you agree?!

"Let me make a suggestion,” said Hurley, the hotd owner. "This establishment of mine represents a
tremendous investment. | intend to make it a credit to Seaview City. Bad places hurt good places. | don't



want to see any bad places.

"The chief made a vitd statement when he said that people come here to enjoy themsdlves. Let them do
0. Be ready with srict enforcement, and begin it with the cheap, undesirable places. They cause the red
trouble. Eliminate them, and you diminate complaints.”

Murmurs of agreement followed. Rufus Cruikshank studied his companions closdly, as though anxious to
determine thelr Sincerity. At last he nodded thoughtfully, and the others appeared relieved by his rdluctant
agreemen.

"We have the maiter of open crime” he said. "My invedtigation shows that it is not prevaent in Seaview
City. Am | correct, chief?'

"We can handle crooks," declared Yates emphaicdly. "We bottle them up when they float in here.
They'redl smdl fry that think they're going to get easy pickings. Leave them to me. They don't amount to

"Isyour force adequate?’

"Sure, the way things have been going. We don't get organized crime here. If we did, | could hift the
squads that watch the other places.”

"Seaview City has doubled in population in two years" observed Cruikshank. "There has been no
increase in the Sze of the police force.™

"Wal, | could use more men."
Louis Hwig was quick with an objection, and Coates sustained him.

"The area of the dty has not increased,” he said. "We have ample police coverage. More officers would
mean a new gppropriation -"

"Which we are anxious to avoid -" came from Coates.

"Because of the appropriations for the extending of the board walk," added some one, "and dso the fund
for the completion of the municipa auditorium.”

These were persuasive arguments which Mayor Cruikshank could not ignore. He had been elected on
the crest of areform wave, but the promise of Seaview's development had been an important plank in his
politicd platform.

"I've got enough men," interposed Chief Y ates hedtily. "We can dways use more, but | won't need them

"Then we are equipped againg crime,” declared Cruikshank.
"Absolutdy!" said Y ates.

"Itis agreed, then," questioned Cruikshank deliberately, "that we shdl retain the present maximum of our
police force?!

Affirmative expressons came from dl.

"Are there any other comments?' asked Cruikshank.



COMPLETE slence followed the question. The ornate clock in the corner chimed the hdf hour. Men
began to rise from the table.

Then came a sudden, chilling moment that ended dl motion. The members of the committee were aghast
as they heard an awe-ingpiring sound.

Through the room crept the weird mockery of a whispered laugh. Risng to an eerie crescendo, it broke
like a huge breaker in the surf. Its myriad echoes murmured a dying response.

Into this room—seemingly from nowhere—had come the laugh of The Shadow!

No one stirred. Every man redlized that the laugh would be the precursor of some more gartling event.
Seconds ticked by as they waited bregthlesdy.

Ther faces were startled; even the police chief's bluff countenance paled. Only Rufus Cruikshank, stern
and dignified, retained his composure.

Now a voice swept through the room. A sardonic, whispered voice, it carried the same penetrating tones
thet had characterized the dreadful laugh.

"Prepare for crimel™ declared the voice. "It will strike soon. Be ready! That ismy warning.”

A pause, while the men stared, wondering, scarcely bdieving that this sinister voice could be that of a
living man.

"While you are departing"—the voice was ominous—"others are gathering. They plot crime. They are
close by you a this very moment. Prepare to meet them. Heed my warning!”

Men were dawing at ther faces. Others were dumped in ther chairs. Some, hdf danding, were
trembling. Of the dozen present, not one was unperturbed. Only Rufus Cruikshank upheld his dignity; yet
hisfingers were tapping nervoudy upon the table.

Agan came the fear-gtirring laugh. Its tremolo ended with a gruesome dwindling that seemed to repeat
itsdf upon the ears that heard it. The slence tha followed was incredible. Roused imaginations il
fancied that they sensed the token of some weird presence.

"Who—who—what isit?'

The sammered question came from Louis Helwig. He turned from man to man, as though seeking an
explanation. At last his gaze rested upon Graham Hurley, the hotdl proprietor.

Hurley shook his head dowly. He, too, was seeking an explanation, but saw only blankness when he
looked toward Police Chief Y ates. He was met with a cold, inquiring stare when he encountered Mayor
Cruikshank. At lagt, redizing that this strange event had taken place in his own hotdl, Hurley knew that
the answer rested with him.

AMID the intense dlence that followed the find ripples of the awesome laugh, Hurley had a sudden
ingpiration. His eye lighted upon a switch on the wall, where a plug was jammed into a socket. Going to
that spot, Hurley removed the connection and dumped into a chair beside the wall.

"It must have been the radio,” he said, in atrembling voice.

"The radio!" The words were echoed by Raymond Coates. "I've heard that voice over the air! It's the
voice of The Shadow! But these words were no part of aradio program!”



"Gentlemen,” announced Mayor Rufus Cruikshank, in a self-possessed voice, "we may be the victims of
ahoax. | condder thisto be some prank which our defeated opponents have arranged to worry us™

Tense slence followed. Every one expected to hear again the shuddering tones of The Shadow's voice.
But no word came.

Graham Hurley, examining the radio socket, turned to the others, and announced that this must have been
the cause of the uncanny sounds.

"Can you trace the connection?' questioned Rufus Cruikshank.

"No," sad Hurley, shaking his head. "Some one has evidently tapped the wiring from somewhere in the
wal. It would mean a great ded of trouble, and probably no result.”

"Then we shdl forget it," declared Cruikshank firmly.

"I'm not o sureitisahoax.” Chief Yates was speaking. "It sounded like awarning to me. It sounded like
whoever spoke knows something.”

Y aes nodded emphaticaly as he made this statement. The others were momentarily impressed by his
words. Then opinion changed as Rufus Cruikshank spoke quietly.

"Gentlemen,” said the mayor, "'l shdl abide by your decision. Y ou represent the Public Safety Committee.
We have made our plans. Now, from an unknown source comes a voice of warning. Shal we heed it, by
appropriating specid funds for the prevention of unmentioned crime— or shdl we choose to regard it as
ausdess, freakish utterance that shdl have no bearing upon our course of action?”

"There are other appropriations necessary -"
"We rdy on your good judgment, mayor -"
"Were wel equipped for crime, anyway -"

These were the sumbling responses that followed the mention of a specid appropriation. Now that the
wamning voice was no longer present, the gpprehensve men were changing their opinions. Mayor
Cruikshank rapped upon the table.

"The medting is adjourned,” he declared.

The men filed from the room. The lights were turned out. The offidas of Seaview City had made ther
decison. They had faled to accept the warning of The Shadow!

A SHORT while afterward, a young man entered the obscure Green Room of the Hotd Pavilion. He
found hisway through the dark until he reached the switch by the wall. He plugged in the loose cord.

"Vincent gpesking,” he said, in alow voice. "In the Green Room. The others have gone™

"Remove connections.” It was Burbank's quiet voice tha replied. "Detach dictograph. Remove
equipment from your room. Pack, and return to New York."

From beneath a corner rug, the young man detached an insrument that was connected with an unused
lamp cord. He went back to the wall, and placed his hand upon the plug.

As he hesitated, he heard the low, whispered sound of an echoed laugh, which ended abruptly. The
young man removed the plug. No longer could The Shadow hear what was said in this room. No longer



could The Shadow speak to those who might be present.

Then Harry Vincent, operative for The Shadow, was gone. The room was empty and dill. The Shadow's
misson was ended.

The Shadow knew. The Shadow had heard. The Shadow had spoken. He had warned men agang
crime, and his words had passed unheeded.

What menace threatened Seaview City?
Only The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER Ill. FOUR KINGS AND AN ACE
THE SHADOW had spoken facts!

While Rufus Cruikshank, mayor of Seaview City, was dill taking to his companions in the paatiad Iobby
of the Hotel Pavilion, master minds of crime were gathering benesth that very roof!

Two men were seated in the living room of a suite de luxein an upper story of the great hotel. One was a
huge bulk of a man, past middle age. He dill carried a youthful ar and amiling face; yet his heavy, biuff
countenance had a hard-set 1ook, that belied the friendly twinklein his eyes.

Many personsin other parts of the country would have recognized this man, but he was a newcomer to
Seaview City, and virtudly unknown there. He was "Big Tom" Bagshawe, proprietor of a chan of
paatiad gambling houses, located in many parts of the United States. His mogt famous establishment was
in Horida, where Big Tom was usudly seen.

Where money was, Bagshawe was dso. His presence in Seaview City denoted that he expected to
accumulate wedth from this prosperous resort.

The other man was of atotaly different type from Big Tom Bagshawe. Short, pasty-faced and possessed
of shifty, cunning eyes, this individua had none of the friendly expresson which characterized his big
companion.

He was a fiend of the underworld, whose operations were so cunningly conducted that police had never
managed to place ther hands upon him. "Shifte” Reeves he was cdled, and his connection with
questionable enterprises had aways been a matter of speculation on the part of investigators.

These men were conversing in low tones. Both of them were cautious in ther statements. Evidently this
medting had served as tharr fird introduction. Big Tom was eyeing Shifter with a curious expresson, and
the pasty-faced man congtantly turned quick glancesin the direction of his companion.

Three soft raps sounded on the door. Shifter Reeves darted another sharp glance toward Bagshawe.
With a dow, indifferent attitude, Big Tom arose to answer the knock.

"Threergps" he sad. "That's Number 3."

When Big Tom opened the door, a stocky mean entered. He was wdl dressed, and carried himsdf with a
chdlenging air. He closed the door behind him, and studied both of his companions. Satisfied they were
the men he expected, he introduced himsdf.

"I guess youve heard of me?' he announced. "They cdl me Hooks Borglund. You're Big Tom
Bagshawe'—he glanced at the gambler as he spoke—"and | suppose you're Shifter Reeves. Where's the
other felow?"



"Hell be here next,” answered Big Tom. "He's Number 4. After m comes -"

"Hooks' Borglund nodded as though he understood. He sat down and lighted a cigarette nervoudy. Al
conversation ended; the three men were waiting.

THE glence did not last for long. Four raps sounded a the door. Big Tom answered the demand for
admittance.

The man who entered was tal and well built. He had the manner of a gentleman. While the others looked
prosperous, even wedthy—yet common—this man formed a contrast, because of his aristocratic
bearing.

He was dtired in a perfectly fitting dress suit, which he wore with the easy ar of a man of the world. His
clean-shaven face was handsome. Even the three who awaited him were impressed by his guise.

This man had an ar of superiority that was not an affectation. He did not introduce himsdf as Hooks
Borglund had done. He seemed to take dl for granted as he sat in the chair, paying little attention to those
about him.

Big Tom, seeing that the newcomer intended to make no statement, decided to supply the introduction
himsdf. He did it in the form of a question.

"You're Herbert Carpenter?' he asked.
The newcomer nodded.

"My name's Bagshawe," declared Big Tom. "This is Shifter Reeves, and this is Hooks Borglund. We're
the three that you were supposed to mest.”

"Glad to know you," answered Carpenter.

Before any one could add further comment, there were five dow raps at the door of the suite. Big Tom
cast an anxious eye about him to make sure dl the others were properly seated.

"It'shim," he whispered. "That means lights out, understand?"

The others nodded. Bagshawe extinguished the lights He dowly opened the door, and a man walked in.
Only his outlined form could be seen againg the dim light of the outer passage. This quick flash ended as
the man closed the door behind him. As Big Tom sdled back to his chair, the new vistor found a seat for
himsdf.

A mach flickered, but it did not show the fifth man's face. His head was turned down as he lighted a
cigar. Then dl that denoted his presence was a amdl moving glow of fire that traveled up and down as
the man intermittently raised and lowered his cigar.

"All here?' came the low question from the man with the cigar.
"All here" answered Bagshawe.

There was a short Slence, during which the fifth man seemed to be forming a plan of speech. In the
darkened room there was a tenseness as though this newcomer was Szing up the men whom he could
not see. The others waited for im to speak, a postive indication that he was the one mog vitdly
concerned with this mesting.

"YOU know who | am"—the voice came in a harsh emphatic tone, as the obscured man made his firs



remark. "My name is Bryant. That's enough. Never mind my fird moniker; there's lots of other guys have
the same. They cdl me Wheds Bryant. That's the name they give to big shots.”

Despite the fact the other four men condituted a group of sdf-confident individuds, there was no
chdlenging response to the boastful dam which had been advanced. The other four unquestionably
acknowledged "Wheds' Bryant as their leader.

"Thisismy lay," resumed Wheds. "I'm working it my own way. | got everything fixed, and I'm giving dl
of you a cut-in. Whatever | say goes.

"Each of you isa pecidigt, and | am the one to pick the spots. | don't want any complaining if one guy
getsalot to do and another hasit soft. That'sdl part of my game.

"I'm working from under cover. | can find out what's going on in this burg. That makesit easy for the rest
of you. I'l handle it so that the bulls won't bother you, and if you get in any jams, I'll get you out.

"Therés the terms; I've put them up to you separate, now you're hearing them together. If you're set,
we're ready. If any one of you has a squawk, make it now."

The slence that prevailed showed they were dl satisfied. These men had evidently received individud
communications from Whedls Bryant, and dl knew what they were to expect.

"Weé're going to ride this town," declared Whedls Bryant gruffly, "and we're going to begin by working
the gambling end fird. Big Tom likes to make soft money. We're going to let him do it, and the profits
come into headquarters.

"For awhile it's going to look like Big Tom is furishing the gravy, but that won't lagt long. His pickings
will be amdl change when we get riding high."

Grunts of gpprova sounded among the listeners. Whedls Bryant ignored the sounds. His cigar light cut a
fiery arc asit shot through the air and disappeared out the open window.

"You've got your lay, Reeves" declared Whedls. "That old display building, out on the end of Seaview
Pier, is your place. You go in there to-morrow, and hire it for storage of boat equipment. The building
has been condemned until next year, and they will be glad to rent it to you. Understand?!

An afirmative response came from Shifter Reeves.

"Shifter is handling dope,” announced Wheds. "That's for dl of you to know. He's going to make a big
clean-up. That house on the end of the pier is fixed up just the way he wants it. They used it for
submarine observations last summer, and it's fixed right for bringing in the hop. Shifter has got his men,
and outside of them, we're the only ones who are going to know abot it.

"Asfor you, Borglund—I'm halding you for awhile. When your chance comes aong, it will be the grand
clean-up. We're not going to run any chances by running any kidnappings until we're ready. Every good
racket lasts just so long, and we're going to Soill yoursin abig way, when the time comes. Get me?'

"All right with me" affirmed Hooks Borglund.

"Butin the meantime," added Whed's Bryant, "you're going to be busy, Carpenter. | hear you're a preity
foxy bird. Like to work aone, and dl that. Give you the right pickings, and youll knock them off.

"Wl, Seaview City isjust the spot to find alot of rich playboys, dl set for a blackmail job. It's up to you
to get them. When Big Tom opens that swell joint of his, youll find it a handy hang-out. Right?"



"Excdlent,” remarked Herbert Carpenter.

"Sounds good, Wheds" observed Big Tom Bagshawe. "The only thing is, how wide-open can | run?
Theré's a reform adminidration working in this town. Do you think they'll be likdy to close me up?'

"That's my lookout," responded Whesdls, in a testy tone. "Seaview City is a resort. They aren't going to
bother any place that looks good from the front. Keep the rowdies out of your swel night club, and be
careful who you let into the gambling joint, upstairs. Lay low when you get the word from me, and open
up wide otherwise."

There were no further comments. Every man seemed to understand his part. Wheds waited until he was
convinced that dl understood and were satisfied. Then he laughed gruffly, as he stepped across the room.

Atiny shaded light appeared above a telephone table as Wheds Bryant pressed the button. The leader
of the five was barely visble behind the light. His face could not be seen. He reached forward and lad
five playing cards upon the table. The cards were face downward.

"I want you boys to know how you stand,” he declared tersely. "I'm going to show you how | figure it.
Jugt alittle souvenir for you to keep until we hold the next mesting, up in Big Tom's joint."

WHEELS BRYANT turned the firgt card upward. It was the king of diamonds. He hdd the card in the
light and extended his hand.

"That's for you, Big Tom," declared Wheds with a gruff laugh. "Y ou're a king—the come-on king—take
it

Big Tom appeared in the light and took the card with his flabby hand. As the gambler walked away,
Whedls Bryant turned up a second card. It was the king of hearts.

"That yours, Carpenter,” he said. "Y ou're the king that handles the take-off. Pocket it."

The third card flipped up on the table as Carpenter walked away with his trophy. This was the king of
clubs.

Bryant indicated this to Shifter Reeves.

"Y ou're the king that has the dope,” laughed Whedsin hisugly tone. "Take it; it's yours—and hang on to
it

The fourth card was the king of spades. Hooks Borglund accepted it.
"Thefourth king," was Bryant's comment, “the king of spades, Borglund. When you dig, youll dig deep.”

Wheds Bryant fingered the lagt card, then he flipped it, face upward upon the table. It was the ace of
Spades.

"That'sthe hole card," declared the leader. "My card—the ace in the hole. That's where it stlays—out of
sght—like me"

"But remember"—his tone was caloused, mercenary—"the ace is higher than any king!"

Wheds Bryant snapped off the light. He strode through the darkness, opened the door, and l€ft the
place. Asthe door closed behind Whedls, Big Tom Bagshawe turned on the light. The four men looked
a each other.



None commented on ther interview with Wheds Bryant. They knew him for what he was, the biggest of
big shots, a man who went after money rdentlesdy, and who had never falled to escape the tails of the
law. He had declared them kings—eeach in his own right. Crime would soon be rampant in Seaview City.

One by one the men left the room. Without definite prearrangement, they departed in the same way they
hed come. The last of the four was Herbert Carpenter.

Standing done, the well-groomed man glanced at the king of hearts, which he dill held in his hand.

"Four kings and an ace," he said. "Neverthdess'—his ar was thoughtful —"there may be other cards in
this deck.”

Then Carpenter, too, was gone. This room, like the Green Room below, was empty. Forces of the law
and magters of crime had met in the same hotdl.

There was prophecy in the words Herbert Carpenter had idly uttered. The game was on; the deck was
stacked in favor of crime. Yet there were other cards which could be hed, and some unknown man
might hold them.

The solons of Seaview City might ignore the fact that crime was in their midgt, and that this mesting had
been held, but there was one who would be dert.

That one was The Shadow!

CHAPTER IV. CRIME BREAKS LOOSE

ONE month had passed since the fird meeting of the Public Safety Committee of Seaview City. The
season was infull blast. The resort was enjoying the greatest year of its history.

Yet pessmism governed the little group of men who were again assembled in the Green Room of the
huge Hotd Pavilion. These men— the same ones who had met before—wore serious faces as they
lisened to the report of Police Chief George Y ates.

The bulky, red-faced offidd was addressing his remarks to Mayor Rufus Cruikshank, who sat solemnly
at the head of the conference table.

"They're running away from us," admitted Y ates, in a reuctant tone. "There's no use dodging the facts.
Who the crooks are is beyond me. Weve railroaded alot of amdl-fry gunmen, and we've tried to break
up the game, but it won't work!"

"Be specific,” ordered Cruikshank, in a dignified voice. "You have talked of crime a each of our
meetings, chief, and we have given you orders. Nevertheless, despite our cooperation, matters seem to
have become worse. Give us a resume of recent events.”

"Dope, for one thing," said Yates, dhifting uneasly. "Seaview is loaded with it! The whole town is
hounded by cokers. It seems like this is headquarters for dl the hop shooters.”

"You have made arrests -"

"Yes, but dl we seem to get isthe addicts. We've had Federa men down here, but they can't seem to get
a the source of supply. We've watched the roads; we've watched the trains, we've put on a guard up a
the harbor. No luck &t dl'"

"The airport?’



"Watching there, too. Fact is, your honor, I've made the force short-handed, detalling so many men on
that one line of work."

"Where are the dope sdles being made?' questioned Louis Helwig, the promoter.
"Everywhere)" retorted Y ates. "Right herein this hotd, for one place.

He looked toward Graham Hurley as he spoke, and the hotel proprietor seemed to imbibe some of the
police chief's uneasiness. Rufus Cruikshank became stern.

"What about it, Hurley?' he asked.

"I guess the chief isright,” answered Hurley. "I don't like it, but what can | do to hdp it? If the dope
peddlers weren't in town, there wouldn't be sales anywhere"

"Correct,” agreed Cruikshank, looking toward Yates. "What have you done toward cleaning up the
undesirable spots during the past week?"

"Penty," replied Y ates. "But |'ve been taking them one by one. Have to, you know, because my force is
scattered. But it seems like every time we shut up haf a dozen, a flock of new joints bob up. It's a big
job, your honor!"

"Do you believe that your force isinadequate?’

"Yed It wasn't before'—the chief's gaze hardened—"but now nearly a dozen of my men are out. About
eght of them are in the hospita—baitles have put them there. But there's three—well -"

Cruikshank's eyebrows arched questioningly as Chief Y ates hesitated.
"WdI?' queried the mayor.

"Wdl," sad Yates, "they're unaccounted for—that's dl! Just gone out of the picture. Falled to report a
the station house. No traces of them. What's happened is something | can't figure™

"Who were they?'

"Two detectives, one patrolman. Both of the detectives were on duty a the Seaview Pier. Easy
assgnment, that. Make a check-up late a night, out to the end of the pier and back. They just havent
turned up, snce. The policeman was on regular patrol duty. He never came back."

"You have investigated the pier?"

"Yes dr. Sent down a detective sergeant. Nothing wrong with the place. He even looked into the old
building on the end. It's being used as a storehouse for boating supplies. Sll has the tank that they used
for submarine tests, but that's no longer being used.”

"What else, chief?" questioned Cruikshank brusqudly.
"Suicides," asserted Y ates. "Too many of them.”
"We had suicides here before," put in Raymond Coates, the rea-estate man.

"Therate isthree to one, now," responded Y ates. "I had an idea people came to Seaview City to have a
good time—not to jump off the ends of piers and out of hotel windows."



GRAHAM HURLEY avoided the chief's gaze. The others looked serious. It was a known fact that four
persons had plunged from the upper stories of the Hotd Pavilion within the past twelve days.

"To what do you attribute these degths?' asked Cruikshank.

"Dope—liquor—gambling -" Y ates detailed his satements - and other things, perhaps, that we haven't
located. I'm tdling you, gentlemen, matters are in a bad way here. I'm up againg crime that's so big it has
me guessing!"

"Dope" remarked Cruikshank. "You have covered that, Yates. Continue your present action. It will
probably bring results. What about liquor?'

"Thet's the one bright spot,” responded Yates. "It's set me to thinking. We dways have a lot of
bootleggers, and we know how to handle them. There's been less booze than before. That's why | figure
some big shots are playing the other games, and leaving liquor to the amdl fry."

"Gambling?"

"Heavy. The biggest gambler in the country is located right here in Seaview City. Big Tom
Bagshawe—the fdlow that runs the Club Cadina."

"The Club Catdina is being run respectably,” objected Raymond Coates. "I and other members of the
Public Safety Committee have gone there frequently. It is a bright spot in Seaview City—an excdlent
attraction on the board walk. | fed that it should not be molested.”

"The club's dl right" admitted Yates, "but I'm thinking about that gambling joint that is over it.
Swell-looking place and dl that - but it's equipped for roulette and faro in abig way.”

"You have raided it?" asked Cruikshank.

"No," returned Y ates. "I've been waiching it. Seems to be dl right when I've got my eye on it, but a
other times I'm doubtful.”

A laugh of disdain came from Coates. The mayor turned toward the real-estate man and spoke severdly.

"Chief Yates is an eficet man," he declared. "l shdl tolerate no criticiam of his work. | have fath and
confidence in him. If necessary, | shdl advise an increase of the force.™

"I'm not criticizing the chief," protested Coates hedtily. "'l just don't see why he should be worrying about
places that he can't find wrong. There's too much red trouble in Seaview."

"We discussed the matter of an increased force" interposed Louis Helwig. "I don't think that we should
bring up that matter again—for the present at leadt. | think that when Chief Y ates locates the red sources
aof evil, hewill be able to cope with them. If he needs men then, let im have them."

Nods of gpprova were the response of the other members. Rufus Cruikshank summed up the opinion by
gving an gpproving nod, and announced that the mesting was adjourned.

AS Mayor Cruikshank walked from the Green Room, Police Chief Y ates accompanied him. The mayor
received hisslk hat and donned it. He was the personification of dignity as he strolled toward the board
walk, carying his gold-headed cane.

Cruikshank noted that Yates was about to head in the other direction. He stopped the chief with a
gesture. Y ates followed him down an indine, and they stopped by the mayor's parked limousine



"Come with me" suggested Cruikshank in alow voice.

Y ates entered the car, and the two were driven to the mayor's resdence. Here they entered a amdl
office. Cruikshank invited the chief to 9t down, and offered im a cigar.

"Yates," sad Rufus Cruikshank gernly, "there is something on your mind. Tel me about it."

"You're right, your honor," declared Y ates, in ardieved tone. "I'm glad to get aone with you. I'm tired of
these committee meetings.”

"You may come to me any time that you need advice.
"Il do it in the future. | didn't want to show lack of confidencein the committee, but -"
"But what?"'

"They've got the gtrings on me" responded Y ates. "That's what's the matter. | saw it to-night. When |
talked about suicides, Hurley squawked. Worried about his hotel. When | knocked the Club Cataina,
Coates put up a haller. That's because he owns the place, and leasesiit to Big Tom Bagshawe.”

"I understand dl that," said Cruikshank. "We mus make dlowance for enterprise in Seaview City. These
men are only human, you know."

"Yes'—Yates spoke in a dow and reluctant tone—"but that's just where the trouble may be. They're
human—rperhaps they're too humen!”

"How?'

"Wadl, | don't want to make any accusations,” declared Yates, "but | can't help thinking certain things
You know how I'm handicapped. All this battle againg dope and gambling—it's dl discussed in the
committee meetings before | make amove. Now, let's suppose -"

Cruikshank's gaze was severe as the police chief paused. Yates caught the mayor's glance and moved
uneegly.

"Go ahead, Yates" said Cruikshank firmly.

"Suppose,” resumed Yates dowly, "that some one in that committee outfit is giving a tip-off. Watch
here—watch there—lay low—and what not. It would help the crooks, wouldn' it?'

RUFUS CRUIKSHANK nodded as he drummed upon the table. He seemed to be giving weghty
congderation to the police chief's words. Y ates fdt more and more uneasy. He redized that he had made
indirect charges againg certain men whom Cruikshank held in high esteem.

For a few moments, Yates fdt tha his job was hanging in the baance. Then he ganed rdigf as
Cruikshank replied.

"You may be right, Yates" sad the mayor. "Yes you may be right. Tdl me'—his tone became
thoughtful—"is there any one whom you suspect?"

"No," admitted Y ates. "No one definite. But'—his tone became blunt— "there are some who might find
it nice to have afinger inthe pie”

"Who are they?'



"Hdwig, Coates, and Hurley, and maybe a few others who have pulled a lot of money into Seaview
City."

"All the more reason why they should desire to protect it."

"I admit that; but at the same time one of them may be out for a clean-up —trying to get from under.”

"Your suggestion is a dangerous one," declared Cruikshank. "Be careful about repeating it. It might cause
you trouble -"

"I've only said it to you," interrupted Y ates hadtily. "I thought | ought to tel you, your honor -"

"It was wise for you to do so. Chief, | am going to keep what you have said congantly in mind. If there is
treachery in our midst, we must prepare for it. Have you any suggestions?'

"Yes" replied Yates frankly. "1'd like to work with you, away from the committee, your honor. Let them
know what we've done—not what we're going to do.”

"Veay good,” responded the mayor, nodding. "Very, very good, Yates. Suppose we dart that plan
to-night. Closer contact between you and mysdf, and less dependence upon the committee.”

"I'm glad to hear you say that, your honor," Yates said. "You saw how Coates flared up when | talked
about the gambling hdl over the Club Catdina. That club may be his pet—just the same, | figure that Big
Tom Bagshawe isn't here just for his hedth.”

"Thet is probably true, Yates, if the man is the big gambling figure that you say. Why don't you watch the
place more cdosdy?'

"I've got men down there, but they're known. Tonight"—Yaes had a flash of ingpiraion—"Il stop in
there and look things over mysdf! Sort of a surprise vigt. How about it?"

"A very good idea"
"And after that, I'l do around of the dives. Seeif my men have landed any hop slers”

Mayor Cruikshank arose and shook hands warmly with Police Chief Yates. The bulky officer left the
resdence and started back toward the board wak. Cruikshank stood watching him from the door,
nodding in approval.

The room which the two had left was empty. Only a long shadow rested upon the floor—a strange
streak of black that came from the direction of the open window. Now, that shadow moved. It glided
toward the window and disappeared.

Some one had been ligening!

On the dtreet in front of the house, the same shadowy shape reappeared, yet there was no 9gn of the
personage whose presence it betokened.

Moving swiftly dong the sdewak, the shape of black followed the direction which the chief of police had
taken. Half a block from Mayor Cruikshank's home, it overtook the striding officer.

Chief Y ates did not see the mysterious shadow. Neither did Mayor Cruikshank, sanding at his door. Yet
that shape followed on, accompanying the police chief in the direction of the Club Catadina.

That weird splotch of darkness meant the presence of a living personage. Some unknown being was



teking a serious interest in the affairs of Seaview City.

Only one figure could move so0 slently and invisbly through the dark. That was the same one whose
warning againg crime had passed unheeded. The Shadow was here, in Seaview City!

CHAPTER V. BEHIND THE DOOR

THE Club Cadina was traveing ful blast when Police Chief Yates entered the popular night club.
Located on the firg floor of a large bulding, the cub was the logicd place for board-walk
amusement-seekers.

Chief Yates paused and looked over the large room, with its broad dance floor. It was a gorgeoudy
furnished cabaret, with hundreds of tables about the sides. The Sngle vaulted room was fitted with three
impasing pillars set in the center of the floor to support the high calling.

His brief ingpection ended, Y ates turned toward a airway at one end of the room. His thoughts were
working dowly, and hisusud dert eye did not notice the shadowy shape that moved up the sairs ahead
of him. Treading the thick carpet, Y ates was speculéive.

Carpeted gtairs meant that visitors were expected up here. Yet there was no influx of customers. Y ates
was doubtful. He knew the signs of a hideout, from the ground floor up.

At the head of the turning dtairs, Yates encountered a closed door. He turned the knob. The door
opened, and the police chief strode into a smal room with a door on the other side. The second door
a0 yidded to histouch.

The room which Yates now entered was rather large and square. It had two doors in adjacent Sdes.
These were open, betraying the plan of the floor— four rooms, each part of alarge square.

Thefirg of these rooms—the one in which Y ates now stood—was peopled with a dozen persons, who
were playing bridge a card tables. There were others sanding about the room. Y ates recognized one
men as a detective stationed on the premises.

None of the card players were gambling; a least there was no money in view. So far as Yates was
concerned, that condtituted legitimate play. While the police chief dill gazed a the scene, some one
approached him, and he heard the wecoming voice of Big Tom Bagshawe.

"Good evening, chidf," said Bagshawe in afriendly tone. "Glad to see you. How do you like my place? If
the Club Catdina keeps on increasing business, well have the overflow up here”

"It looks very good,” observed Y ates gruffly. "Plenty of space up here”

"Let me show you the rest of it," suggested Big Tom. He led Y ates into the adjoining room. Here were
excdlent furnishings—bulky tables, many chairs, three pianos againg the wall. Big Tom continued the
circuit, through the third room, and into the fourth. Here he stopped and pointed to a door in the inner
wal.

"My office" he remarked. "Comein and have acigar.”

The room proved to be awindowless afair. It was set in the exact center of the large square floor, usng
aportion of each of the four rooms which surrounded it. Big Tom sat a a heavy, flat-topped desk in the
middle of the room. He brought out a box of imported perfectos. Chief Y ates lad aside the remains of
the cigar which he had received from Mayor Cruikshank, and took one of Big Tom's smokes.



"Nice little office, en?" inquired Big Tom.

"Vay nice" answered Y ates. "Nice ot of rooms up here, too. Too nice for the overflow of a night club,
unless-"

Big Tom amiled.
"Say it, chidf," he suggested.

"Wdl, gambling is your busness" responded Yates. "Maybe you think business is good at Seaview
City."
"What if | do?' smiled Big Tom Bagshawe.

"Youll find it isn't so good!" replied the police chief. "Ligen, Bagshawe. The less trouble there is between
you and me, the better well both like it. Seaview City is a good-time spot, but it isn't wide open, and it
isnt going to be. Y ou've got a nice business downgtairs. Keep the business down there.”

"Thanks, chief," declared Big Tom dowly. "I think your advice is probably good."

"ltisgood," asserted Y ates. "I've had some complaintsin the past few weeks, and | camein here to look
around. Maybe things have been exaggerated. I'm willing to give you a break. But take my tip and forget
any ideas of abig-time gambling joint.

"If you want a quiet game—wal, thisis a pleasure resort, after dl. But nothing big. Otherwise, therell be
trouble”

With this statement of policy, Chief Yates arose and left the office. Big Tom accompanied him to the
door. They reached the anteroom, and Y ates went downgtairs.

Outside the Club Cataina, the police chief encountered the detective whom he had seen updtairs.
"Wha's up, chief?' the man asked.

"Nothing, Parker," retorted Yates. "l just dropped in to see that everything was dl right, and that you
were on the job."

"Leaveit to me, chief," responded Parker. "I'm watching this place like a hawk.”

YATES fdt satisfied when he left. He had been doubtful about Parker, but now he had ful confidence in
the man.

This surprise vist had been wel timed. There had been nothing to excite suspicion. Even the doors
upstairs had been unlocked. Chief Y ates went on his way, convinced that the Club Catdina harbored no
illegitimate enterprises.

Parker went back up the sairs. He was met by an attendant the moment that he arrived in the anteroom.
"OK." sad Parker.

The lock of the outer door clicked. The detective went into the bridge room and whispered the same
message to another atendant. The second door clicked.

Big Tom Bagshawe, sanding a one of the farther doors, made a short announcement. The bridge
players, men and women, rose laughing from the tables and flocked into the other rooms.



Attendants were a work. The massve tables were opened to display roulette wheds. Others reveded
faro layouts. The pianos agangt one wdl proved to be mere dummy shdls as they were rolled away.
Behind them were gambling machines, built for a haf-dollar dot play.

Word traveled rgpidly downgairs. Privileged persons, seated in the Club Catdina, were secretly
informed that the Goddess of Chance was again the ruling power in the establishment upgtairs. A horde
of eager vigtors strode up the carpeted steps. Within fifteen minutes, money was dicking on the tables as
more than fifty players staked their sums.

Moving here and there, Big Tom Bagshawe studied the faces of the visitors. He paused in a corner, to
speak in an undertone to Parker, the detective. All was going well. Satidfied that there was not a
SUSpICious person present, Big Tom went into his office.

It was a strange fact that during dl his shrewd observations, the gambling king had seen no trace of the
mysterious shadow that had preceded Chief Y ates up the stairs. That shadow had not departed when the
chief left. The steps from the Club Catdina were the only way for vistors to come and go.

Not having seen the black splotch that Sgnified the presence of aliving being, Big Tom did not notice the
long streak of darkness that lay across the floor of his office, encroaching upon the edge of the desk.
Tha shadow came from beside the open door of awadl cabinet.

There was no reason why Big Tom should suspect that a stranger had entered, for he had locked the
door of the office when he and Chief Yates had departed. Perhaps Big Tom placed too much fath in
locks. He was turning one now—the lock on his desk. It was a peculiar lock, set above the drawer,
which aso had alock.

Big Tom pocketed his keys. He glanced at his watch and hurriedly arose from the desk. He turned out
the light, went out of the room, and locked the door behind him.

Now, from a secluded spot, the gambler kept careful observation. He counted certain men as they
entered by the outer door. One was Hooks Borglund; the second was Shifter Reeves. After a few
minutes, Herbert Carpenter appeared.

Big Tom walked across the floor and opened the door of the office, glandng goprovingly a his wetch as
he did s0. Insgde the room, he did not turn on the light. Instead, he sat in a chair that he found near the
corner.

The door of the office opened softly, and another man came in. He was followed by others. When the
door closed for the last time, the four kings were ingde.

"All here?'

The gruff question came from the chair at the desk. It was the voice of Wheds Bryant, sovereign of this
organization of crimel

Responses showed that dl were present. The hidden leader began to talk in his usud domineering tone,

"THE Public Safety Committee met again, to-night,” he said. "Chief Yates is squawking. Says there's
dope around town. Worried about the coppers who have disappeared. Remember that, Shifter!”

"We had to bump them," responded Reeves. "Two of them butted into the works out on the end of the
pier. We took them out the way the suff came in. That's dl. The third guy was a wisenheimer. Said he
was going to blow the works. Found out plenty through dumb luck, just snooping around. One of the
mob got him."



"The body?"'
"Went out with some boating supplies for storage. Sent it away, like the others.”

"Be careful in the future” said Wheds. "Lay off killingsif you can. Y ates aso squawked about Big Tom's
place, here"

"He wasin to-night,” laughed the gambler. "I've been expecting him. Y ou told me to watch out, and | did,
Wheds. He went away happy.”

"You are kegping the detectives greased?’

"Sure thing. Parker and Bass are the ones that hang around here. Guess Y ates thinks | don't know who
they are. | know how to handle those fdlowd"

"Run heavy from now on," ordered Whedls. "Yates won't bother you for a while. As for you, Shifter,
keep easy. The dope's moving fast; don't try to speed it up.

"Were dl set for some big gravy, now. We're counting on you, Carpenter. You've turned in hdf a dozen
nest jobs; with Big Tom running heavy, you ought to land plenty. How about it?'

"I'm set for four,” returned Carpenter, in a smooth tone. "I can clean them up this week if you say the
word."

"Go to it. How much do you figure they're worth?"
"Two hundred thousand, dtogether—maybe more."
"Two hundred grand!"

The exclamation came from Shifter Reeves. The speaker was slenced by a waning word from Whedls
Bryant.

"You're sure of that?' quizzed the ace.

"Reasonably sure" asserted Carpenter camly. "I'm landing the big one firs—to-morrow night. Starting
from here, | intend to wind up at the Hotel Pavilion."

"Good work," commended Whedls. "Y ou're playing careful aren't you?"

"l am,” returned Carpenter. "l pass as amos desirable resdent of Seaview City. | have a very dtractive
cottage near the beach. My wife and three children are living there. | go home every night—except when
there is specid work to do—as there will be to-morrow.”

The pause that followed was broken by Hooks Borglund. Evidently the fourth king was annoyed because
of his own inactivity. His voice showed that he was desirous of maintaining his prestige.

"What about me?' he asked. "I'm ready—when you say the word. | can deliver plenty -"

"Not yet," interrupted Whedls. "Keep on cooperating; that's enough right now. Your chance comes later,
after we hit a snag. You'd better drop Shifter for a while, Hooks. Stick around the hotel to-morrow
night—and the rest of the week. Be there in case Carpenter needs you."

"O.K.," responded Hooks.



"If Carpenter comes through,” declared Whedls, "well be a hdf million ahead at the end of this week.
That's counting on Big Tom and Shifter to keep on pumping. There's two full months ahead, and the big
pay-off will be in the middle of September, when the beauty pageant is staged.”

"Welve pad expenses, and the profits are sarting. I'm figuring on Sx million by the end of this season; a
million each for you fdlows, two for mysdf. Fair?"

"Sure thing," came agreeing VoI Ces.

"The litle cops are greased,” continued Wheds. "Theyll day tha way. As | figure it—from the
ingde—there's not going to be any changesin the dty system. That makes it dl jake. With the mobsters
working cheap, we're dl .

"I had a hunch some wise bird might butt in and make trouble, but I'm not worried now. To-morrow is
the big day—the beginning of the real money."

A maich flickered, but it did not reved a face. The pungent aroma of cigar smoke floated through the
room. It reminded the gathered men of that other night, when Whedls Bryant had smoked in the dark.
Evidently Whedls favored a particular brand of cigars.

"Any questions?”'

There was no response to the inquiry from Whedls. All the masters of crime were satisfied with present
indructions.

"Big game!" said the leader, in a low growl. "Big money! That goes for dl of us. | picked the crowd of
you, because | knew you could ddiver. Stick with it. Carpenter has the floor to-morrow. Watch him
come through. That'sdl.”

One by one, the men left the room. Big Tom Bagshawe was the last of the four kings to depart. Only
Wheds Bryant remained. The light of his cdgar glowed and moved dowly up and down; then it was
extinguished in an ash tray. The ace had gone.

THERE was a movement in the room, during which a dight knocking sound could have been heard.
Silence followed. At lagt, the switch clicked by the wall.

In the light that filled the room, a person stood adone. Tal, sniger, and unearthly, this being was a weird
presence. Clad in black cloak, his features hidden by a broad-brimmed douch hat, he seemed to be
viewing the places where the gathered crime masters had located themsdves during their brief
conference.

A soft laugh came from unseen lips. It was the laugh of The Shadow. Unobserved, the master of the dark
had come to this place. A slent witness, he had attended the mesting of the men who plotted evil.

Even the long hands were gloved in black. Only two eyes betokened the presence of the personage
within those dl-conceding garments. Burning eyes they were—eyes that sensed some meaning in

everything they saw.

The black cloak swished as the awesome gpparition moved to the center of the room, and stopped by
the huge desk. There, black fingers lifted the half-smoked cigar thet lay in an ash tray, and then replaced
the partly consumed perfecto.

A whispered laugh came from benegath the broad-brimmed hat. The Shadow moved past the desk, and
seated himsdf in the chair—the very spot that Wheds Bryant had chosen. He placed his hands upon the



edge of the desk.

There was adight noise a the door. With a rapid movement, The Shadow swung away from the desk,
and dtretched his tdl form in the narrow crevice behind the open door of the cabinet at the sde of the
room. The outer door opened, and Big Tom Bagshawe entered.

The gambler looked surprised when he saw the light. He surveyed the room suspicioudy, but his glance
passed over the unmoving stretch of black that came from beside the cabinet door.

Then Big Tom nodded as though he understood. He left this room dark; but Wheds Bryant had
remained. Evidently the big shot had turned on the light before departing.

Big Tom went to the desk and turned the lock. He helped himsdf to a cigar from the humidor on the
desk, and went out extinguishing the light as he departed.

There was aswishin the dark. A soft dicking came from the desk. Then followed a successon of amost
indiginguishable sounds.

When Big Tom Bagshawe returned to the office a short while later, the light that he turned on revealed no
shadow on the floor.

Thistime, the room was entirdy empty. But Big Tom, when he sat at the desk, appeared surprised. Once
agan, he pulled his keys from his pocket and locked the desk.

Puzzlement showed on his puffy face. He walked about the room and closed the open door of the
cabinet. Then, with a shrug of his shoulders, he went back into the gambling rooms.

Big Tom Bagshawe was not the man to worry about trivid meatters. He was absent-minded at times.
Where he suspected nothing, he looked for nothing.

He, done of the five plotters, might have divined that an unknown personage had been here to-night. But
Big Tom did not suspect that The Shadow had come and gone!

CHAPTER VI. THE BIG NIGHT

CROWDS were thronging into the luxurious Club Catdina. The resplendent lights of Seaview City's
brightest cafe threw ther reflection across the board walk. The largest crowd of the season had arrived.

From a high room of the Hoted Pavilion, a tdl figure watched the gathering throngs. He could see the
people wending their way to the Club Catdina. He could dso observe the dim lights of the second floor,
which shone dully through drawn curtains.

The watcher turned away from the window. He was dressed in evening clothes, and presented an
immeculate appearance. His face might have been chisded from stone, so fixed in expression did it

appesr.

From a vest pocket, this man withdrew a amdl card, which bore the name of the manager of the Club
Catdina—an underling long in the employ of Big Tom Bagshawe.

Upon the reverse of the card appeared these written words:
Introducing Mr. Lamont Cranston.

Accord Membership Privileges.



The card was sgned with the manager's initids. As the hand that held the card moved toward the vest
pocket an object sparkled on one finger. The sparkle changed from brilliant blue to a dull deep-set red.
Only one rare gem carried those myserioudy changing hues. The stone upon the finger ring was a fire
opd.

As Lamont Cranston walked dowly across the room, his firm lips parted, and a low sniser laugh came
from between them. No mirth was registered upon that immobile countenance; yet the laugh was
weighted with sardonic mockery.

Thelaugh of The Shadow!

Guised as Lamont Cranston, millionare and traveler, the man of mysery was planning another vist to the
gambling den, where he had surreptitioudy entered and departed only the night before.

In the lobby of the Hotel Pavilion, Lamont Cranston passed two men who were talking near the door.

One was Herbert Carpenter, polished and well-groomed. The other was a portly, middle-aged man who
seemed the personification of prosperity. These two were going somewhere together.

IN his office above the Club Catadina, Big Tom Bagshawe sat with folded hands before the massive desk
inthe center of the room. His face wore its accustomed amile. The ring of the telephone brought action.
Big Tom lifted the receiver.

The voice of Whedls Bryant came over the wire,
"All st for to-night, Tom?"

"You bet," responded the gambling king, with a chuckle. "Gaing full blast. More than a hundred people
here dready. If Y ates Stays away -"

"He will," came the voice of Wheds. "He thinks that he has gotten the low-down on the dope racket.
Went up to see Mayor Cruikshank, to-night. He's off on a bum steer, rading some chegp hang-outs.
Shifter has planted some phony leads to keep him busy. There's no limit to-night, Tom."

The gambling king hung up the receiver, and his broad amile increased. He pulled a cigar from the box,
and chewed away the end while he leisurdy ambled from the office, locking the door behind him.

In the gambling rooms, Big Tom's heart was gladdened by the sght of the reckless players. Every
roulette whed in the place was working. Slot machines were dicking. Faro dealers were busy. A dice
table was an additiond attraction.

An attendant sdled up to the gambler and handed him a card.
"O.K.?" he questioned. "Thisguy is a millionaire—got the line on him from downgtairs -"

Big Tom read the name of Lamont Cranston. He noted the initids on the card. He looked toward the
door and saw the quigt, firm-faced man who was sanding there. He nodded his approva as he returned
the card to the attendant.

Big Tom's gaze began to follow Lamont Cranston as the new arivd walked across the room. Then the
gambling king's attention was diverted as he spied two men who had just entered. One was Herbert
Carpenter; the other was a stout individud.

Big Tom gmiled. Carpenter's companion had been here before. He was Gifford Morton, a



muitimillionaire who came to Seaview City for the yachting season. Big Tom advanced to greet the gues.
He had met Morton in Florida.

"Trying the whed! to-night, Mr. Morton?" questioned Bagshawe.

"Yes" smiled Morton plessantly. "I have a few thousand to squander - as | have done before in other
edtablishments of yours.”

Carpenter threw a quiet glance toward Big Tom. It sgnified that the multimillionaire was going to lose
more than a few thousand to-night, without the aid of Bagshawe's roulette whedls.

Hard money served in place of chips a Big Tom Bagshawe's. When Carpenter and Morton stopped in
front of a roulette layout, the table was well covered with bright Slver dollars and glittering gold pieces.
Men in evening dress vied with beautifully gowned women in their efforts to gain big winnings.

Herbert Carpenter dropped twenty dollars on the red, and Gifford Morton followed suit. Passing the
men at the whedl, Big Tom uttered alow remark, and received an dmost imperceptible nod in reply.

"Easy with them," were Big Tom's words.

The gambling king did not know what Carpenter's game with Morton might be. However, he knew that it
would probably be hdpful if Morton did not lose too much money to-night. It was evident that Carpenter
would like to have his quarry in an amiable mood.

ONLY one person overheard the remark. That was Lamont Cranston. The firm-faced vistor had chosen
aspot near the head of the table, and had hazarded a few smdl amounts on the turn of the whed. Now,
his brilliant gaze was focused upon the man in charge of the whed!.

Severd playswent by. A deluge of bets dropped upon the red numbers. Gifford Morton hazarded two
hundred dallars on the black. Just as the whed was about to spin, Lamont Cranston leaned forward and
placed a sum upon the same color.

The whed ended its whirl, and the ball dropped into a black-numbered pocket. The croupier raked in
the money from the red space. He stared as he began to pay the bets on the black. Lamont Cranston had
won a thousand dollard

Agan, the players made their wagers. Another whirl of the whed. This time, Cranston had played a
two-to-one to the amount of five hundred dollars. One of his row of numbers turned up. He collected
another thousand.

"Luck," growled the operator, in an undertone.

But as the play proceeded, Cranston's luck persisted. Somehow, this stern-faced stranger possessed an
uncanny ability in playing the turns of the whed. At times, his bets dropped to trifling sums. Those proved
to be the occasions on which he lost. Whenever his stakes were large, his number turned up.

Moreover, his percentages were increasng. When he collected sxteen hundred on a bet of two hundred,
the croupier glared.

Never before had Big Tom's whed lost money. But now the tide had turned. The betting limit was a
thousand dollars. This incredible player was going the limit and winning!

Coinslad everywhere on the layout board. Cranston quietly placed a stack of gold coins upon No. 13.
The whed revolved, and the tiny bal bounced back and forth uniil findly it found a lodging place. The



whed stopped. Beads of perspiration adorned the operator's forehead when he saw that 13 was the
winning number!

There was no amile on the croupier's face when he noted that stack of gold coins. Lamont Cranston had
played five hundred dollars on a long shot. His winnings were saventeen thousand five hundred. The

money was paid.

Eager players were finding a new enthusasm. All eyes were upon this amazing figure, whose mind
seemed to possess foresight. Others were falowing the play that Cranston indicated. The whed had
become bewitched. The bank was losng heavily.

Consderable time had elapsed since the beginning of the evening's game. The players now gathered here
were the dlite—the ones who had large sums to lose. Y et they were winning. The operator left the whed
for a short recess. He headed in the direction of Big Tom Bagshawe's office.

Leaning againg the table, the new operator made a dight motion with his thumb. Then he prepared to
spin the whed. At that moment, a whispered voice reached his ears.

"Make no move -"

There was a Sniger note to the words. The hard-faced operator shuddered in spite of himsdf. He stared
inthe direction of the sound, and encountered the cold gaze of an unperturbed face close to his own.

The operator redized suddenly that he, done, had heard that voice. He stared into the gleaming eyes,
and found himsdf caught in a hypnotic stare.

With an effort, he dropped his gaze, and he saw something that no one ese noticed—the muzze of an
automatic pressed againg the edge of the table.

LAMONT CRANSTON'S left hand dretched forward. Above a stack of gold coins gleamed a
tranducent fire opa. The eyes tha saw it dropped toward the pile of money. Hfty twenty-dollar gold
pieces clinked upon the board—placed on double O!

Short laughs resounded about the table. Had the player with such uncanny luck falled at last? Double
0—the house number! It had not been played dl evening!

Smdl amounts fdl on other numbers;, but no one dared reckon with the faid double O, despite the fact
that the genius had chosen it.

The operator spun the whed. His hand stayed away from the edge of the table. He—aone—dill saw
that threatening gun muzzle His head sank lidledy. Big Tom's whed was fixed—yprepared for such
emergencies as this. For once, it had faled. The stone-faced man had cdled the turn.

When the whed stopped, it showed the bdl resting on double 0. The croupier stood aghast.
Mechanicdly, he pushed over thirty-five thousand dollars to the winner.

Before the whed was ready for another spin, Big Tom Bagshawe appeared upon the scene. His face
was smiling, but the effort was strained. He spoke to the players who were gathered about the table.

"We mug close immediatdy,” he declared. "I know thet it is early, but we are very careful here. Our time
isup.”

The players buzzed as they moved away from the table. Envious eyes were upon the tremendous pile of
money that Lamont Cranston had accumulated. Had the devil, himsdf, stepped into this game, he could



scarcely have fared better than this remarkable player.

Big Tom Bagshawe had spoken the truth when he said that the time was up. But he had not added the
red reason. To-night, the house had sustained unbdievable |osses. The bank was broken!

Attendants were urging the players to leave. The room was emptying, and most persons were satisfied.
They had shared in the winnings, to a moderate degree. But the winnings of that one player—he of the
immohile face—were a matter of wild speculation.

GIFFORD MORTON was chating with Herbert Carpenter as the two waked out together. The
multi-millionaire had won ten thousand dollars. He wasin high spirits.

Thispair, of dl the persons present, caught the atention of Lamont Cranston. Gathering his find supply
of wedlth, the big winner prepared to go.

It was Big Tom Bagshawe who restrained him. The bulky gambling king intercepted Lamont Cranston
and tried to lul hm with afriendly amile,

"Congratulationd™ exclamed Bagshawe. "You had luck to-night, sir -"
"Luck is sometimes a habit,” responded Cranston, in a cryptic tone.

"Come into the office," suggested Bagshawe. "Y ou are laden with dl those coins. Suppose that | give you
paper money instead -"

Cranston stopped short. He noticed that Morton and Carpenter were going toward the stairs. He caught
afew words of their conversation. They were planning to spend a while in the Club Catdina, instead of
returning to the hote at this early hour. Moreover, the attendants had formed an irregular cordon
between Cranston and the door to the anteroom.

"Thank you,” responded Cranston, the vague flicker of a amile tracing itsdf upon his lips. "I shdl accept
your favor, Mr. Bagshawe. Paper currency would be more convenient.”

With Bagshawe's hand upon his elbow, Lamont Cranston turned toward the door of the office. He stared
draight ahead as he walked. He did not appear to notice the quick, sgnificant glance that Bagshawe
threw toward his underlings.

The door of the office closed behind the two men. Attendants who were busy packing away equipment
suddenly ceased ther tasks. Two men hurried to the door that led to the head of the stairs. When they
returned, they nodded toward their companions. The dearing of the rooms continued without further
interruption.

These actions had accomplished results. Men were steding up the dairs to the anteroom. Mobsters,
hurriedly assembled at a given Sgnd, were blocking the path that led below.

Lamont Cranston had won with ease. He had ddiberately entered Big Tom Bagshawe's lair. Soon, he
would be about to leave this place. But from now on, trouble awaited him.

Big Tom was a man prepared for emergencies. One had arisen, and it would be met. Perhaps the man
who broke the bank would leave; but if he did, he would carry neither coins nor their equivaent.

So Big Tom Bagshawe had planned.
But he had not reckoned with The Shadow!



CHAPTER VII. THE MAN WHO VANISHED

BIG TOM BAGSHAWE appeared in an afable mood when he faced Lamont Cranston across the desk
in the center of the private office. His pretense was admirable. Thoughts of the losses that he had
sugtained seemed totdly absent.

"Yes" sad the gambler agreeably, "you did wdl tonight, Sr. That iswhat | like to see—customers who
show winnings. It will be a pleasant duty for me, Mr. Cranston, to turn some of that bulky coin into ready
currency. We are glad to see money go out—in fact, we are wel prepared for it. Nevertheless, we like
to keep the gold on hand, asit serves us for chips.”

Big Tom was gdling. With no apparent purpose, he was seeking to deay Cranston's departure. The
gambler looked at the other's face, and noted a stern, hard expression upon Cranston's hawklike visage.
Big Tom twisted uneeslly. He had dedlt with difficult customers before; this one promised to be one of
the mogt difficult.

"What was the extent of your winnings?' questioned Big Tom.

"One hundred and fifty thousand dollars”" responded Cranston quietly. "I changed eighty thousand into
paper money, at the request of the croupier, during short intermissions. | have saventy thousand here”

A flood of heavy gold coins descended upon the table. Cranston stacked the ydlow discs as camly as if
they had been paper chips. Big Tom sat aghast. This had gone beyond him. The tide had turned so
awiftly that he had not redlized the extent of the losses sustained by the house.

Cdculating mentdly, the gambling king recaled amounts that he had sent out to pay off those who were
tuming in gold for paper. He was dumbfounded when he approximated the tota.

Other players had won to-night. Two hundred thousand dollars, at least, had been los—and three
fourths of that amount had gone to Cranston.

Haf amillion!

That had been Wheds Bryant's estimate of the crime syndicate's prospective earnings by the end of this
week. With Carpenter ill working on a basis of two hundred thousand; with Bryant counting on the
gambling house for profits between now and the dead ling to-night's loss meant tha virtudly dl the
previous gains had been wiped out!

Big Tom was in a quandary. Never before, in his checkered career, had he encountered such a night as
this. He could not understand it. His gambling devices were fixed to win; his operators were experienced
men. Big Tom sensed a double cross.

"Wd|?'

Cranston's quiet question brought Big Tom back to earth. The gambling king found himsdf daring into
two penetrating eyes that shone from the other side of the desk.

"Ah, yes, Mr. Crangton,”" said Big Tom, with a forced amile "Seventy thousand dollars is yet due you. |
ghdl giveit to you in bills of large denomination.”

He opened asmdl safein the corner. He paused after a brief ingpection, then closed the safe and turned
back to Cranston.

"I am wiped out," declared Big Tom, in a morose voice. "Wiped out, Mr. Cranston. | remember now



thet 1 used up dl the paper money to pay other winners. | am sorry—I will not be able to change your
gold."

CRANSTON stretched forth his hand to pick up his money. Big Tom reached forward to restrain him.
The gambler's face had taken on a pathetic expresson. Big Tom could feign unhgppiness as wdl as
jovidlity.

"I have been very unfortunate tonight,” said the gambler, in a wheedling voice. "Luck has been againg
me, Mr. Cranston. This money” - he indicated the gold—"would be a sdvation for me. Would you be
willing to accept a credit— of seventy thousand—until the end of the week?"

"Sorry," remarked Crangton. "l am leaving for New Y ork to-morrow."

Big Tom's head sank as he watched his vigitor camly pocket the gold coins. Then the gambler liglesdly
opened a desk drawer and drew forth a printed pad.

"l can pay you wel," he said pleadingly. "Twenty per cent interest, Mr. Cranston. If you could let me
have—say a hundred thousand—I will give youmy | O U for one hundred and twenty thousand.”

A faint amile appeared upon Cranston's lips.

"When | came here to-night,” he said, "l brought fifteen thousand dollars. My winnings were ten times
that amount. Now you offer me a trifling twenty thousand for a loan of one hundred thousand. Thank
you, Mr. Bagshawe. | prefer to make my investments elsewhere. In other gambling houses, for example.”

Deection registered itsdf on Big Tom's face. He dropped the pad back in the drawer, pushed it out of
sght, and dowly began to raise his hand. A sharp word from Lamont Cranston caused the gambler to
become ingantly motionless. Only his eyes traveled toward the speaker.

Big Tom was daing squardy into the muzzde of a busnesdike automatic, which was levded in
Crangton's hand. The hawk-faced millionaire had not been deceived by Big Tom's lackadaisical manner.

"Bring out that revolver you are holding'—Crangton's voice came in a monotone—"and drop it on the
desk."

Big Tom obeyed sullenly. His flabby fig emerged from the drawer, and let a shining six-shooter fal upon
the fla surface before him. Cranston reached forward with his free hand. The revolver clanked as it
dropped upon the coinsin the millionaires pocket.

Sill halding his automatic, Cranston spoke ddiberately to the man who had sought to trick him.

"Big Tom Bagshawe'—the words were jeering—"the friendy gambling king —a crook by profession.
Wondering why things went wrong to-night? Did it ever occur to you that some one might see through
your crooked methods?

"Luck"—Crangton's voice was contemptuous—"is absent from your gambling dens, Bagshawe. That
whed of yours was fixed to win. | watched it and outguessed the man who ran it."

"I was double-crossed -" blurted Big Tom.
"Not by your operator,” interposed Cranston, "but by this"

He moved the automatic closer to the gambler, and Big Tom quailed.



"When the whed was set for the house" declared Cranston, "I placed my money with the house. Your
mean was about to change it. Fortunately, he looked beyond the button on the table, and saw the muzze
of this automatic. He made no change. That spin of the whed broke the bank."

In deliberate fashion, Cranston arose from his chair and pocketed his automatic. He walked toward the
door, and stopped there to fix a stern gaze upon Big Tom Bagshawe. Sumped in his chair, the famous
gambler had dl the semblance of a beaten man. His eyes were beady as they flinched before Cranston's
impassve stare.

"I regret that | must leave you," remarked Cranston, in a tone tinged with sarcasm. "However, your plight
isnot so great as you would have me believe. You can find money, Bagshawe'—there was dgnificance
inthe words—"from the same source of supply you used before. Sometime, however, that source will be
cut off."

The words left Big Tom wondering. Did this cool man know of the gambler's connection with Whedls
Bryant?

"I have other work to do tonight,” resumed Cranston. "One rat has squealed. Perhaps another will do the
same. Heed my warning, Bagshawe! Remain inactive in this office until 1 have been gone fifteen minutes
Otherwise -"

Cranston tapped the pocket where he had placed the automatic. Big Tom nodded to show that he
understood. The bulky man was completely cowed.

LAMONT CRANSTON left the office and quigtly closed the door behind him. He grolled across the
floor, cardesdy watching the attendantsin their work of camouflage. He reached the door that led to the
outer room.

At that moment, one of the attendants cdled to another to hdp him move a table. Neither man was
watching Cranston, but the millionaire stopped, with his hand upon the outer door. His lips formed a
disdanful amile as hisright hand did into his pocket. He had sensed that the cal was asgnd.

With a sudden move, Cranston drew open the door and stepped into the anteroom. Without a moment's
hesitation, he siwung to the side and encountered a powerful, hard-faced man who was sanding there.
The fellow's right hand was raised; in hisfig he clutched a blackjack.

Crangton's automatic was in readiness, but he did not use it. The would-be thug was sarting a downward
awing with the blackjack. Cranston sidestepped the fdling blow, and his I€ft fig shot upward in a short,
awift punch. The uppercut struck his assailant's unguarded chin. The big fdlow swayed and crumpled in a

heap.

Even while the man was fdling, Cranston made a new move. He sprang past the dropping body, and
crouched behind it, facing the opposite direction. He was not a moment too soon. Two other men,
momentarily astonished by their companion’s sudden collgpse, came legping forward.

One was pouncing with a blackjack; the other held a revolver. Cranston's automatic—to this moment
hidden from the waiting thugs— now spoke. Its shot clipped the fird man's wrist. He screamed and
staggered away, dropping the blackjack as he clutched his wounded wridt.

Two guns roared smultaneoudy. The man with the revolver fired a the precise moment that Cranston
delivered his second shot. Cranston succeeded where the other failed.

The crouching millionaire offered a difficult target. The gunman's bullet missed. But the legping gangster



formed a perfect mark for Cranston's am. He plunged head foremost, and sprawled upon the floor.

Cranston headed toward the stairs. Opening the door, he stopped as he viewed the carpeted steps. Half
a dozen new assalants, attracted by the shots, were dashing upward to the fray. A wild shot followed
Cranston's appearance. Bullets spattered the sides of the half-opened door.

Cranston's reply was a defiant laugh. While its mocking tones resounded, spats of flane emerged from
the automatic in his hand. The firg of his assailants toppled. Another went down and twisted sSdewise as
hefdl back into the ams of his hastening companions.

A third shot and a fourth—the men on the stairs were no longer attackers. With one accord, they
scrambled down to safety, one of them plunging grotesquely as a bullet clipped his shoulder.

Angry faces appeared below; then men ducked for cover as another shot reechoed. Lamont Cranston
was on the top step, an automatic in each hand, his eagle eye watching for any foemen who might be
unwise enough to come from shelter.

TREMENDOUS confusion sounded from below. The patrons of the Club Catdina were in a panic. Big
Tom had gone the limit in ordering this drastic action. He had dways kept a squad of Tuxedo-garbed
mobsters in the downstairs club, but had never used them before.

To-night, however, one hundred and fifty thousand dollars were a stake! Lamont Cranston must be
stopped. Those were the orders, and Big Tom's mobsmen were ready to obey.

Y e asthe lone, intrepid figure advanced down the gtairs, the way was open. Not a gangster was willing
to fling hims=f into a new attack. Four forms upon the floor showed the tall of those fearful automatics.

The scattered gangsters had met their master. Rats that they were, they were cowering away, thinking
only of their worthless hides. The mass attack had been met and defeated.

Then came the break that brought new opportunity to the cringing fiends of crime. The surging patrons of
the Club Cataina suddenly burst toward the hdlway at the foot of the stairs, in a mad effort to leave this
place where guns had roared.

In the midgt of a crowd of screaming women and excited men appeared those same mobster faces.
Revolvers flashed from below. Protected by the bodies of helpless, innocent persons, these beasts of the
underworld raised their guns to fire anew at the master sharpshooter who controlled the gairs.

The stuation dawned upon Lamont Cranston before the firg of his enemies fired. To pick out the
gangsters, he mus shoot into the midgt of the crowd. At the same time, he would be a target for the
gunmen's fire. The stampede was on, and there was no escaping its consequences if he remained in view.

Swinging up the gairs, Crangton gained the doorway just as a fury of shots burst forth from below.
Screams resounded; smoke filled the air; bullets drove into the steps and doorway. The barrier was
drilled with holes. It could afford no protection to the one behind it.

Knowing this, the gangsters broke from the crowd and began a new dash up the stairs. They had driven
thar quarry to cover. They would get him now.

The fiends shouted as they advanced, urging others to follow. That was the worst of ther inddious
scheme. They were making it appear that the man above was a foe of judtice; that they were dfter a
trouble-maker upon whom al blame should be laid.



Parker, the detective, followed with the surge. Playing a double game, he could well afford to join with
the attackers. The whole ondaught had the appearance of ajudifiable raid.

The gangsters reached the head of the stairs, hoping to find their intended victim dead from shots directed
through the door.

It had dl been a maiter of seconds. The door broke as powerful bodies were flung againg it. For an
ingant, the attackers saw their enemy. Lamont Cranston was across the anteroom, standing by the other
door.

Coolly, he fired a the men who were surging inward. His well-directed shots stopped those who were
about to fire.

Then, seaing that the way was hopeless, the hawk-faced master took good advantage of a lull in the
midst of the fray. He dropped his automatics in his coat pockets. His left hand turned the knob of the
inner door.

One gangdter, buried beneath two who had fdlen, saw this action. He raised his hand to fire. But
Crangton beat him to the shot. The right hand which had dropped the usdless automatic drew forth Big
Tom Bagshawe's revolver. The finger pressed the trigger as the gun shone. The aming gangster groaned.

The door closed behind Lamont Cranston as he entered the gambling rooms. There, dert as before, the
millionaire faced a throng of grim-faced attendants. They had drawn up to await the arivd of the
attackers. The sound of gunfire had convinced them that Cranston must be dead.

Now, his appearance among them brought congternation. Armed though they were, these men were
caught unawares. Two started to fire, and Cranston stopped them short with well-directed bullets. The
others scattered for cover.

One gun hand appeared from the doorway of an adjoining room. Cranston placed a deliberate shot that
shattered the vishle wrist. Another of his bullets clipped a man who was trying to snipe him from behind
atable. The frightened attendants fled to the farthest room. After them came a find shot; then the weird
sound of a triumphant laugh. That mockery, uttered by firm lips, was the token of The Shadow!

The door was breaking from an ondaught in the anteroom. Thisinner barrier was stouter than the fird. It
had locked automaticaly when Cranston had closed it; now it was yidding. With a quick action,
Cranston pressed the light switches and plunged the rooms into darkness.

In that gloom, he moved with the swift sedth of The Shadow. The dim shafts of light thet trickled from
the breaking door did not reved the tdl figure that stood before the door of Big Tom Bagshawe's office.

The door opened. Out of the dark stepped the form of Lamont Cranston, to encounter the huge bulk of
Big Tom. The gambler was waiting. He had seen the turning of the knob. Now, with a roaring shout, he
flung himsdf upon his enemy.

He was a perfect target for Cranston's revolver, but no shot was fired. The gun was empty. Big Tom
cried in triumph as he saw the weapon drop to the floor. He lunged forward, and his face became
distorted as he fdt himsdf caught in a powerful, twiging grasp.

Upward went the heavy body of Big Tom, lifted by the strength of a superman. The huge gambler
pitched forward, hands outstretched. His body somersaulted, and he struck upon his back, knocked
sensdless by the force of the blow.

The atacking gangsters were crashing through. The lights came on, and armed men scattered though the



rooms, seeking traces of their prey. Barred windows and stupefied attendants were dl they saw, until
they discovered the prodtrate form of Big Tom Bagshawe. Beyond the gambling king was the closed
office door.

"Smesh it!"

The weighted base of a heavy metd ash stand crashed a jagged hole in the office door. Again its wielder
drove it with the terrific stroke of a battle-ax.

A hand caught the inner latch and opened the door. Men with revolvers piled into the amdl room.

The office was empty. Not a Sgn of aliving being could be seen. Ganggters raced from the little room,
and scattered everywhere in a wild, mad search. Back to the stairs—around through the rooms—
rushing everywhere, they made their hunt.

Amid this confuson came the strident sound of a police Sren. Men of the law had been summoned to this
place. Puzzled mobsmen, enmeshed in their own trap, faced each other in consternation.

A score in number, these underlings of Big Tom Bagshawe had sought to day one lone opponent. He
hed not only thwarted them, he had left them amazed.

Lamont Cranston—otherwise The Shadow—had completdy disappeared!

CHAPTER VIIIl. CARPENTER TALKS TERMS

FAR from the chaos of the Club Catdina, two men were seated in the living room of a suite in the Hote
Pavilion. Herbert Carpenter and Gifford Morton had not tarried long in the crowded night club. They had
left there before the shooting had begun.

On the sde of the hotd most digant from the club, these men did not hear the outburst of remote
gunshots. They were quietly engaged in conversation, while they sipped mixed drinks from tdl glasses.

"An excdlent evening, Herbert," observed Morton.
"Ten thousand dollarsis atidy sum. Y ou were lucky, too, were you not?'

"About fifteen hundred to the good,” returned Carpenter, as heidly lighted a cigarette. "Yes, | agree with
you—ten thousand dallarsis a good sum of money.”

Gifford Morton shot a quizzicd stare a his companion. He changed his expresson as Carpenter looked
inhis direction.

"By the way, Herbert,” said Morton, in an offhand manner, "it was your suggestion that we come here. |
prepared for your vigt by having the refreshments sent up in advance. Now that we are away from the
crowd, | suppose that you have something that you would like to discuss with me?’

"I have" responded Carpenter.
"Doesit involve money?' asked Morton suddenly.
"It does," said Carpenter coally.

Morton studied his companion in a speculaive manner. He watched Carpenter blow languid puffs of
smoke. He waited to hear the news.



"Ten thousand dollars”" remarked Carpenter. "That's a tidy sum, Gifford. You have been fortunate.
However, | goin for larger amounts - away from the roulette table. My game, tonight, is one hundred
thousand.”

"One hundred thousand dollars? Where do you expect to get it?"
"Hom you."

Thefriendly look disappeared from Gifford Morton's countenance. Anger reflected itsdf. Carpenter saw
the change, and amiled in a manner that indicated sdlf-assurance.

"From me, eh?' Morton's tone was chdlenging. "You want one hundred thousand dollars? How are you
going to get it?"

"You are going to giveit to me" responded Carpenter. "Willingly and with very little fuss. | like people to
pay nicey. That gpplies to you, to-night.”

Gifford Morton was on his feet, fuming. He pointed toward the door, and launched a deluge of furious
words a his guest.

"Get out of here, you rat!" he cried. "I don't know what your game is, and | don't want to know. Get
out!"

"Gladly," returned Carpenter, risng.

He stood in the center of the room, a amile upon his face. Then he waked quietly toward the door, and
stopped with one hand upon the knob.

"You want me to leave?" he quizzed cdmly. "Shdl | go—before we talk?'

Something in the man's suave expression made Gifford Morton hesitate. He sensed that Carpenter was
playing a game that might have serious consequences. He redlized that it would be wise to hear the men
out.

"St down," he said gruffly. "Maybe thisisa joke. Let's hear the rest of it."

"Therest of it," declared Carpenter, "will cost you ten thousand in addition—the amount of your winnings
to-night. That isa pendty - for referring tome asara.”

"What's the game?' demanded Morton sullenly.
CARPENTER took achar and faced the multimillionaire. He smiled knowingly as he began to speak.

"We have been quite friendly since you arrived in Seaview City," said Carpenter. "That was due to the
fact that my name was mentioned to you by an acquaintance in New Y ork. You were told to look me up
when you came here.”

"What of it?'

"I have many acquai ntances such as the one you chanced to meet in a business way. Such acquaintances
are very convenient. They are men in my employ —paid in advance."

"For whet?'

"For deering such persons as you into my capable hands. | know your hisory, Morton. | can tdl you



meany things about your private affars.”
"What, for instance?"

"Wadl," said Carpenter, as he flicked his cigarette into an ash tray, "I might mention the divorce suit which
your wife had considered indituting againg you. You and she have been separated for a long while, you
know."

"Whet about it? She will never start the divorce -"

"I hope not"—Carpenter's tone was ironic—"on your account. The settlement would probably run into
seven figures. More than amillion dollars.”

"Let her try it!" sneered Morton. "She dams that she can name a correspondent. What evidence does
she have?'

"Three days ago,” observed Carpenter, in a matter-of-fact tone, "you received a letter from a certain
womean. You unwisdy kept the letter. You aso wrote a reply, which you mailed.”

Morton glowered, puzzled.

"I paid athousand dollars for the writing of the origind Ietter,” continued Carpenter. "l paid the same sum
for the one which you wrote. | have both of the lettersin my possession -"

"The one that | received? That's alid | haveit here -"

Carpenter laughed as Morton began to fumblein his pockets. He seemed to reish the look of confusion
thet came over the multimillionairés face.

"You left the letter in another suit,” declared Carpenter. "Quite thoughtless of you. | extracted it a a
convenient moment.”

Morton's glower returned. The man clenched his fiss and appeared to be on the verge of attacking his
oppressor. Carpenter, however, was quite unperturbed.

"If you have the letters™ blurted Morton suddenly, "proveit to me!”
Carpenter brought two sheets of paper from his pocket. Morton snatched them. Carpenter laughed.
"Photodtatic copies,” he said. "Simple proofs thet the originds are in my possession.”

Gifford Morton paced up and down the room, a wave of changing humors passing over his features. At
last, he paused and flung the photogtatic prints into Carpenter's hands.

"Suppose | do not pay you,” demanded Morton. "What do you propose to do with those |etters?!
"Mrs. Morton has an excellent atorney,” replied Carpenter. "He would pay wel for them.”

"A hundred thousand dollars?'

"More, perhaps—after the settlement of the divorce money.”

"Take them to him, then!" stormed Morton.

"With pleasure,”" retorted Carpenter. "It was my desire to give you a red opportunity, Morton. | figure
that you are good for a hundred thousand—plus the ten | mentioned—and | intend to get it from you. So,



after 1 make arrangements with the lawyer, on this propostion, | shdl return to you with another
proposa.”

MORTON'S mouth opened wide.

"Inmy possession,” continued Carpenter, "I have letters that tdl of your transactions with the Colondora
Power Company. It was quite clever—the way you organized that corporation; then ddiberately
crowded out the subsidiaries.

"If those facts were known, | think the vdue of the stock you hold would drop at least ten dollars a
share. You have gpproximately twelve thousand shares, | understand. That would mean a loss of one
hundred and twenty thousand dollars, to say nothing of the injury it would do to your prestige and your
future negotiations -"

"One moment—one moment -" Morton's interruption was a hasty one. "Let metalk to you. | want to ask
you some questions -"

The multimillionaire was excited. He was trembling as he made his plea. Carpenter ceased speaking,
settled back in his chair, and lighted another cigarette.

Morton walked to the window, turned and faced the man who was threstening hm. He gradudly
regained hiscam.

"Let me study your proposa,” said Morton dowly. "You want me to pay you one hundred and ten
thousand dallars”

"Correct."
"That isa demand -"
"Exadtly.”

“In return for this money,” added Morton, "you will give me certain letters which are in your possession.
You paid money to a certain person to write the fird letter, did you not?"

"l did."

"And you stole it from me &fter | recaived it -"

"| goleit”

"And you paid athousand dollars for the letter which | wrote -"
"One thousand dollars.”

Carpenter was amiling as he baited the millionaire. Morton rubbed his hand across his forehead as though
in deep despair. He picked up the photostatic papers that Carpenter had laid on the table beside him.

"You had these copies made," said Morton dowly. "Made from letters which you obtained through the
woman whose name appears upon them. It was a conspiracy -"

"It was a conspiracy,” repeated Carpenter.

"More than that," declared Morton, "a present you are trying to blackmail me. Do you understand that?
Thisis blackmail!"



"Of course it is" retorted Carpenter curtly. "I'm glad it has dawned upon you. | am blackmailing you,
Morton. Blackmail ismy game. Now come across!”

Morton fished in his pocket and removed a wad of hills. He counted the money in a shaky hand. He
extended it to Carpenter.

"Hereisthe ten thousand that we spoke about,” he said, "and ten thousand more. As for the other ningty
thousand -"

"Colondora stock will be satisfactory to me" rgoined Carpenter. "You have more than ninety thousand
dollars worth of it here. Y ou were planning to unload it. | can do that aswel asyou -"

Gifford Morton spread his hands in the manner of a man who admits defegt. He amiled weskly, and
walked with unsteady tread toward the door of an inner room.

"Thisis blackmalil, Carpenter,” he said.
"Certainly it's blackmall," declared Carpenter.
Morton's amile became grim as he placed his hand upon the knob of the door and dowly turned it.

"I'm glad you admitted that," he said, in afirm voice. "Blackmall is your game. Carpenter—and the game
isended”

With that, Gifford Morton opened the door. Two grinning men stepped forth, each holding a stubby
revolver. Behind them followed a young man in a Tuxedo, carrying a notebook.

"Two detectives, Carpenter,” explained Morton, with a broad grin. "The other is my secretary, Gorman.
Y ou were oversure of yoursdlf when you stole that letter. When | discovered that it was gone, | prepared
for an dfair like this one."

A look of congternation spread over Herbert Carpenter's face. He sat, unmoving, in the chair, covered
by the weapons of the private detectives. It was Gifford Morton's turn to be triumphant.

"They've tried to blackmal me before" declared Morton. "Il give you credit, Carpente—you're the
smoothest of the lot. But not smooth enough. You have dl the notes, Gorman?'

"Yes gr," replied the secretary.

"They will be useful," said Morton, "paticularly as the find portion of our conversation is peculiarly
incriminating. Gorman is an unusudly good stenographer. With three witnesses to verify our discussion,
your chances are quite thin, Carpenter.”

Morton finished his speech by waking over to Carpenter's chair. He whisked the money from the
blackmailer's hand and placed it in his own pocket.

"It'stime this racket was ended," he declared. "I guess you have found easy money here at Seaview City.
Will, that's ended now!"

Herbert Carpenter had regained his composure. He knew that he was in a bad spot, and he was
prepared to work hisway out, if possible.

"We are even, Morton,” he said quickly. "I amwilling to cdl it quits -"

"You are willing!" snorted Morton. "Of course! Y ou have enough nerve— I'll grant you that. But it won't



help you out thistime! When | say your gameis ended, | meaniit. You can't touch me, Carpenter! When
I'm through with you, you will be behind the bars. Y ou crook!"

Herbert Carpenter made no response to the find impeachment. With an ar of resgnation, he settled
back in his chair. The difficulties of his present Stuation did not seem to worry him.

"Think I'm going to fed softhearted?’ questioned Morton. "You will have a long time to wait. When |
tedtify, enough will come to light to convict you— but not enough to injure me."

"Theletters” remarked Carpenter, in an easy tone. "Keep them!" defied Morton. "Whoever brings them
to light will be incriminated with you. Those |etters are dynamite in any hands other than mine”

Wheding, Morton turned to his secretary. Gorman blinked through tortoise-shell glasses as he awaited
his employer's bidding.

"Cdl the palice" ordered Morton.

Gorman went to the telephone. He clicked for the hote operator. Gifford Morton chuckled with
satifaction.

Herbert Carpenter waited patiently. He had the air of a man who expected something to happen.

CHAPTER IX. TABLES TURN

A MAN was seated in the lobby of the Hotd Pavilion, close by the window where the telephone
operator was located. Despite his correct attire, this individud's face betrayed the fact that he was other
then a gentleman.

Yet that did not bar hm from these premises. Money was the one standard of admittance to this
luxurious hotel. No one questioned the presence of Hooks Borglund.

This harsh-faced crime magter was not the only person in the lobby who bore the marks of the
underworld. Among the many guests were severd others of his ilk. They were dtting quietly in lobby
chairs, gpparently ill a ease, others indifferent to their surroundings.

Hooks Borglund cast a cagey glance toward a stranger who entered the lobby. The newcomer was tdl
and cam-faced. He waked in lesurdy fashion, with his hands in his coat pockets. Borglund's ears
pricked as he fancied that he heard the jingle of metal. The sound ended in a short click.

The advancing figure stared coldly toward Hooks Borglund, and the crook's eyes met the piercing gaze
of Lamont Cranston. Neither showed any 9gn of recognition. Cranston continued on his way, while
Borglund wondered.

Possessed of intuitive shrewdness, Hooks sensed that some mystery surrounded the person who had just
entered. He watched Cranston go toward the eevator.

Borglund hdf rose from his chair to watch the did. It stopped at the fourteenth floor. Borglund sank back
with a grin. Gifford Morton's room was on the tenth. Evidently this man was not paying a vist there.

The sound of the telephone operator's voice suddenly attracted Borglund's attention. The girl was
gpeeking in an excited tone.

"You want the police?' she questioned. "Room 1048? Can you wait until | notify Mr. Hurley... Yes...
Oh, I see. Thank you. | shdl notify him right away -"



Borglund was garing sraight ahead as he rose again from his chair. The number that the gil had given
was Gifford Morton's room!

Hooks thumped hisright fig againg his open left hand. He had sensed that something was wrong, but he
hed been waiting. Now, perhaps, he had delayed too long.

It was not hisjob to interfere with Carpenter's game; but it was his task to see that dl went well.

Hooks cast a shrewd glance about the lobby. Questioning eyes met his gaze. As each well-dressed
mobster caught the 9gnd Hooks made a dight upward gesture with histhumb. He saw the gangsters rise
one by one and saunter toward the elevator.

"Manager's office?’ The girl was spesking again. "Is Mr. Hurley there?.. Yes, | mud spesk to
him—trouble in 1048. They want the police... No, they asked for the police, not the house detective...
All right, I'll call headquarters—connect you with them, Mr. Hurley -"

Thegirl plugged in a switch, and then answered alight that appeared on the switchboard.
"You want Mr. Borglund?' she questioned. "l can have him paged -"
Hooks stepped up to the window.

"l am expecting acdl,” he announced. "My name is Borglund. Will you have me paged if the cal comes
in-"

"Party isasking for you now," responded the girl.
"Takethe cdl in Booth 4."

Hooks hurried into the indicated booth. He lifted the receiver, and recognized the growl of Whedls
Bryant.

"That you, Hooks?'
"Yes Hdlo, Wheds"

"Trouble over a Big Tom's. Gun play. Coppers cleaned up the joint after the mob finished the fireworks.
Side over with the mob and get the lay. There's aguy weve got to get -"

"The mob's gone upgtairs, Wheds" responded Hooks, in alow tone. He was watching from the booth to
make sure that the gil was not ligening in. "Carpenter's in trouble. He's working on a bird named
Morton, and he must have landed in a jam. Someone called for the cops -"

"Leaveit to the mob. Carpenter can tdl them what to do. Get over to Big Tom's right away. Alone -"
"OK."

Hooks Borglund hurried from the hotel. He knew tha gun play a the Club Catdina meant a serious
gtuation. As a chance vigtor after the fray, Borglund would be of great vaue. Those in the hotel could
take care of themsdves. They were competent.

"A GUY weve got to get -"

That message from Wheds Bryant was puzzing to Hooks Borglund. He wondered who had jammed the
works at the gambling joint. Not for one moment did he think of the tal, cam-faced man who had so



recently passed himin the lobby.

Had Borglund caught a glimpse of that man now, he would have cursed himsdf for his faly in not sensng
the meaning of the jingle that he had heard. In a room on the fourteenth floor of the Hotd Pavilion,
Lamont Cranston was standing by a table near the window. The faintest trace of a amile wreathed those
fim lips as Cranston's eyes looked toward the lighted Club Catalina.

They were looking for im there—scurrying mobsters and incoming police. They were wondering where
he had gone. Now, from a veritable watchtower, Lamont Cranston was observing the svarming crowds
that were hurrying for a glimpse of the chaos that had been created on his account.

Stepping into the gloom of the dimly lighted room, the hawk-visaged millionaire removed two autometics
from his pockets. He carefully reloaded them and placed them on the table. When he extracted stacks of
glittering coins, which he piled before him.

A large trunk stood in the corner. Lamont Cranston drew it away from the wal and pressed two rivets.
The back of the trunk opened, reveding two smdl compartments and a large cavity beneath.

He placed the money in one compartment, and added severd ralls of bank notes. From the depths of the
lower opening, he drew forth two garments—a black cloak and a douch hat.

As Cranston's long arms spread the cloak, its crimson lining showed in the dull light. The flowing garment
dipped over his shoulders. His hands raised the hat and placed it on his head.

Standing by the window, Cranston dipped a pair of thin black gloves over hishands. A gem that gleamed
on the left third finger was blotted from view.

Lamont Cranston was no longer the occupant of this room. The Shadow had taken his place. Where a
humen being had stood, a specter of the night now reigned!

The slent, black-clad foom moved dowly away. The automatics were no longer on the table. The
Shadow, like a phantom of another world, had merged with the darkened corners of the room. His
presence had become invishle

IN contragt to this scene, a dowly moving drama was unfolding four stories below. Herbert Carpenter,
cdmly smoking a cigarette, was dill seated in Gifford Morton's living room, apparently unconcerned
about hisfate.

The multimillionaire was gloding as he watched his prisoner. Gorman, the secretary, was spesking over
the telephone. Morton questioned him as he hung up the receiver.

"The police will be here soon,” announced Gorman. "l have just talked with Mr. Hurley, the proprietor.
He says that he will have the officers come up with the house detectives.

"That'sdl right," declared Morton. "Y ou explained the Stuation properly, Gorman. You told him that my
own detectives are here. They are competent to take care of the matter until the police arrive”

"The house men will probably besat them here, anyway,” growled one of Morton's private detectives.
"That's the way with them noseys. Always trying to get in firgt, and take the credit. That's hokum the
manager was giving. You wait and see.”

"It doesn't matter greatly,” said Gifford Morton.

Herbert Carpenter was leaning back in his chair. His eyes were hdf closed as he tried to picture matters



downgtairs. He was enttirdy ignorant of the Srange sequence of events tha had so recently
occurred—events that put a different color on the Stuation.

MEN with different purposes had crossed paths. Lamont Cranston had passed Hooks Borglund, before
the magter crook had heard the operator at the telephone. Then, mobsters had followed Borglund's quick
bidding, without Lamont Cranston's knowledge.

Lamont Cranston had undergone a strange transformeation. Hooks Borglund had |eft the Hotel Pavilion in
response to a cdl from Wheds Bryant. These were matters of great moment to Herbert Carpenter,
despite the fact that he did not know of their occurrence.

"I told you. See?'

The voice of one of the private detectives aroused Herbert Carpenter from his reverie. A man dressed in
a Tuxedo had entered the room, and was standing in the now open doorway. The fdlow had a hardened,
bulldozing expression.

"The house dicks," growled the same private deuth. "I told you they'd get here before the palice.”

A second man had joined the firg at the doorway. The pair advanced into the room. Gifford Morton
spoke in a dominating tone.

"Wait until the police arrive" he ordered. "l wish to turn my prisoner over to the law.”
One of the newcomers nodded.

"I told the manager to keep you downgtairs until the police arrived,” continued the multimillionaire. "Why
were my indructions disobeyed?’

"It's our job," growled the firg of the two men who had entered. "Whatta ya got on this bozo, anyway?'
"That issomething | shdll tdll the police,” declared Morton, in asurly tone.

"Who are dese guys?' came the question as the entrant pointed his thumb toward one of the private
detectives.

"My own men," replied Morton, in an annoyed voice. "They are detectives, in my hire. | am Gifford
Morton."

"Tdl 'em to put up their rods," ordered the newcomer. "Wl take care of this phony.”

The speaker waved to his companion. The two approached Herbert Carpenter. As the private detectives
reluctantly lowered their revolvers, the men who had come in produced their own weapons.

"Give 'em the works, huh?'

These words were uttered in a low voice as the firg of the two advancing men neared Herbert
Carpenter. A sudden expression of understanding came over Gifford Morton's purplish face. With a wild
cry, he turned toward his two deuths.

"Look out!" he shouted. "Look out! These men are not the house detectives!”

Asthe cry came from Morton's lips, other men appeared a the door. For a brief ingtant, a tense group
seemed ready to soring. Revolvers were flashing into view. Snarls and gasps came from excited lips.



Then a man by the door pressed the light switch. Figures legped forward in the gloom, which was
dleviated only by the light from the outside corridor.

With a maddened shout, Gifford Morton yanked open the door of the larger room. A new flood of
illumination cast a cross-beam over the floor, toward the centra char, where Herbert Carpenter was
Seated.

A shot rang out. That spurt of flame was the forerunner of a grim and unequa conflict that was due. The
pretended house detectives were the advance guard of Hooks Borglund's mobsmen.

Police were on the way to this spot; every second was precious. Lives and wedth were at stake. Crime
hed locked with far play.

The tables were turned on Gifford Morton!

CHAPTER X. THE BATTLE OF GLOOM

THE opening shot of the attacking gangsters was the sgn of an outburst of heavy fire. The extinguishing
of the lights had served these gunmen well. Skulking though the dark, they held an advantage that added
to their srength in numbers.

At the precise moment when the switch turned, two gunmen were facing the private detectives. Gifford
Morton was in the same portion of the room as his men. Only Gorman, the secretary, was in a protected
spot—directly beyond the chair in which Herbert Carpenter was seated.

The men a the door were covering Morton and his deuths. As the raiding forces swept into the room,
they fired a random; but dl ther bullets were directed toward the same corner. The two men on ether
gde of Carpenter joined in the shooting.

The only targets afforded the detectives were the chair in which Carpenter was located, and the door
through which ganggters were flocking from the hdll. Redizing thet their lives were in jeopardy, the deuths
amed for these spots.

They falled to bag Carpenter, for he had acted with inginctive promptness. He knew that the chair was in
the danger zone, and he dived away from it. Shots amed toward the hdl brought down one gunman, but
that was dl.

The guns of the gangsters roared, and into the shaft of light from the inner room appeared the detectives,
one staggering, the other crawling, as they sought the Sngle way that offered safety. Loud oaths sounded
as the rdentless killers mercilesdy shot down ther flesing foemen.

The echoes of the firing ended. The room was slent. Upon the floor lay the murdered detectives, thar
bodies riddled with lead. The gangsters awaited answering shots. None came. The light was switched on

again.

The scene reveded the one-sidedness of the brief fray—nine gunmen againg two detectives and a pair of
unarmed men.

One wounded gangdter lay beside the outer door; the others were crouched and standing; with smoking
revolversin their hands.

Curioudy enough, the two defensdess men had escaped death. Had Gifford Morton attempted escape
to the inner room, he would have died ingantly. But he had dropped behind the door that he had opened.
Close to the floor, he had been in a solitary spot of security.



Gorman was crouched below the window. The bespectacled secretary was a pitiful Sght. Directly
beyond Carpenter's chair, on a line with the door, he had been avoided. The gangsters had fired at the
men whom they knew could fight back.

Herbert Carpenter, his face flushed with excitement, arose from beside the chair. A palor sole over his
features as he saw the murdered detectives.

Saughter was not his forte. He was a crime master of a different type. He seemed to redize that he was
responsible for the massacre, inasmuch as these fiends had come to hisaid.

Triumph gleamed upon every face among thet crew of evil raiders. These mobsmen knew the lust for
blood. They liked to see men die. They showed a sordid satisfaction over their heinous work.

Now, with one accord, they looked to Herbert Carpenter for further orders.

STUNNED by the quickness of the attack, the blackmail king was unable to make a move. He knew
that killers had been loosed to wreak frightful vengeance. He had caused deaths indirectly in the past; but
never before had he loosed thunderbolts like these.

Dimly, the blackmailer redized that police were on their way. Action must be prompt. Should he order
Borglund's gorillas to flee and take to flight with them? Or were these living men—Morton and Gorman -
amenace that should not remain?

Carpenter's decison turned to money. He had come here to demand Gifford Morton's wedth. Now was
his chance to get it! He was about to order the ganggters to desist, and merdy hold their helpless prey,
when an unexpected incident turned the whole Stuation.

Gorman, wild with fright, leaped suddenly to his feet and tried to run toward the inner room. Three
revolvers harked. One—a sdlit second ahead of the others—clipped the fleeing secretary. He sprawled
headlong across the body of a dead detective, his uncontrollable fal carrying him clear of the other shots.

A raucous laugh came from the gangster who had fired the firgt bullet. The man followed the laugh with
an order—his privilege, evidently, Snce he had acted in Carpenter's place.

"Come on," he snarled. "Flug Four Eyes'—he indicated the bespectacled secretary—"until he's full of
lead. Bump off Old Beefy in the corner. Clean out the place and scram!”

"Hold it!" interrupted Carpenter, sriding toward the corner. "I'm running things herel™
He turned to Gifford Morton, who had risen to his feet and was standing, defiant, in the corner.

"Were ldting you off, Morton,” said Carpenter. "Kegp mum—you understand? Come across—hand
over the cash! That will make it quitd”

The ganggters stood in sullen waiting while Carpenter was speaking. Their evil expressions were not lost
upon Gifford Morton.

The multimillionaire was a fighter. With his back to the wal, Morton could see only the same fate that had
befdlen others. He made no reply, and Carpenter camly reached into his pockets and extracted the
money that he wanted.

"Keep him covered,” ordered the blackmailer, suddenly regaining his confidence. "Il go in the other
room and make a quick clean-out. Then we can scatter.”



As Carpenter turned away, a sudden fury came over Morton. A bottle was resing on the table beside
him. With a quick move, he seized it and siwung a vicious blow. Herbert Carpenter went down like a log
as the bottle struck the side of his head.

Morton dropped the bottle and stood panting, looking toward the men who had fdlen. Even the
gangders were taken aback by the unexpected attack. Then the man who had shot Gorman spoke again.

"Lay off, gang!" he ordered in a harsh voice. "I've got him. RIl him with lead &fter | plug him. Then well
scram before the bulls get here. Speed it up— we've got to drag that cold guy with us -"

The ganggter leveled his gun. The others watched while Morton stood with the resignation of a prisoner
fading afiring squad. One gangdter, done, was outsde the door of the room, guarding the corridor. His
gaze turned to view the killing.

The guardian dumped to the floor of the hdl as a heavy autométic struck the back of his head. No one
saw the blow. All were watching the man who was preparing to murder Gifford Morton in cold blood.

"One squawker is one more than we want"—the gangster's words were directed to Morton. "That's why
we're bumping you off, Fatty. Here's where you get yours™

The killer's finger was on the trigger. It never fired the fatd shot. An automatic cracked from the
doorway. The would-be assassn staggered. His revolver fdl from his loosened grasp as he hit the floor.

WITH one accord, seven thugs turned snarling, toward the door. Wild congternation flickered over
hardened faces.

There, framed in the doorway, stood a figure that denoted doom and vengeance. A tdl, snider being,
clad totdly in black, was the form that the ruffians saw.

"The Shadow!"
These words of recognition came from terror-stricken lips

Wil did these mobsters know the power of The Shadow—that mighty being who was the scourge of the
underworld. They had now seen his prowess. Arrived in their midgt like a phantom from the dark, he had
struck down the guard and disarmed a vicious dayer dmost before thair wondering eyes!

Successful againg two persons, these mobsters now had but one with whom to dedl. But the odds were
usdess. The Shadow, by his surprise attack, was using the gangsters own methods againg them.

Before a man could move to stop him, the black-garbed avenger was in the room. His eyes flashed from
beneath his hat brim. Then his figure was blotted into nothingness as his black-gloved hand pressed the
light switch.

There was adim glow from the corridor; there was a broad shaft of light from the inner room. But neither
of these showed The Shadow.

With wild, excited cries, the gangsters sprang into action, shooting a the spot where they had seen The
Shadow press the light.

The swift-moving phantom was too rapid for them. His answering shots came from a spot near the
corner of the room. With uncanny precision, The Shadow picked out the places where guns had flashed.



A gangder fired; a moment later he screamed as a bullet from the dark feled him. Cursang men dropped
with oaths hdf formed upon ther lips. The Shadow was weaving his way across the room. Bullets meant
for him found spots where he had been, but was no more.

At lagt came sllence. Redlizing that their companions had falen, the remaining gangsters, with one accord,
adopted a waiting plan. Crouched in the dark, they made no move, hoping only to spot the flash of the

enemy’s gun.

Had The Shadow suddenly rdighted that gloomy room, he might have conquered his scattered foemen
with aforceful attack. But The Shadow was playing a creftier game. He knew that minutes were precious
to these huddled mobsmen.

Sooner or later, they must make a dash for safety, when police arived. Then they would betray
themsdlves to the avenger, who would show no mercy for such fiends as these.

The tenson showed that the gangsters knew the Stuation. Yet they feared to move. Each second was
bringing them closer to the fate which they deserved.

Only one mean in that room of deeth falled to understand the slence. That was Gifford Morton.

AS long seconds crept by, enlivened only by the plaintive moans of wounded fighters, the multimillionare
decided tha dl his enemies mus have been completely subdued. This, he fancied, was his opportunity

for escape.

Risng gedthily from the corner where he had dropped to safety, the unscathed plutocrat crept toward
the door of the inner room. The firs 9gn of his action came when he entered the shaft of light.

A gun barked as Morton scrambled into view. The multimillionaire staggered forward, dutching his
shoulder. Another shot resounded, and a mobster's bullet whistled by the faling fugitive.

The maddened gangsters could not see this man escape. Their urge to day was their betrayal.

Two shots roared as The Shadow spotted the men who had fired. Aiming for the flashes of flane, The
Shadow's marksmanship was true. The offending gunmen fired no more. Gifford Morton plunged through
the door to safety.

But in the swift deeds that had saved Morton from certain desth, The Shadow had reveded his own
postion. An dert gangder, seeing a flash from a corner near the window, caled out the news to his
fdlows

"Watch him—watch him—over past the window! Don't let him get away!"

Men were moving through the gloom. A crafty dhift of positions was taking place. Not one of the gunmen
dared to fire; for to do so would make him The Shadow's target. At the same time, dl guns were in
readiness. Another shot from The Shadow was dl thet they required!

Sullen whispers sounded as the gangsters edged their way toward the outer door, keeping from the range
of light. There lay the vantage point from which they could loose a mass attack. They had trapped The
Shadow—to kill im was their sole objective,

A sniger laugh sounded in the gloom. The laugh of The Shadow— gloating —mocking! Those strange,
jearing tones brought fear and indecison to the stedthy gangsters. They could not locate the direction of
the sound.



The meaning of the sardonic mirth was unknown. Why had The Shadow laughed?

Little did these snesking mobsmen redize that they were playing into the hands of The Shadow! Each
with the same objective—all were traveing to the one spot of retresat, that outer door.

Muffled snarls emerged from evil lips Sl retreating, these fiends fdt themsdlves under the sodl of the
avenger who had outwitted them. Trappers, they were trapped. Despite their ignorance of The Shadow's
plan, they hestated as they neared the fatd door.

Agan, a change of events brought a new and gartling Stuation. Minutes had passed since The Shadow
hed arrived; now came the dimax for which he had been holding his enemies in abeyance. The sound of
voices came from the corridor. The police had arrived!

THE hapless ganggters were driven to action. One cried a warning; another, who had reached the wall,
snapped the light switch. The sudden flood of illumination revealed hdf a dozen gangsters facing toward
that corner where they believed The Shadow stood. Revolvers blazed as the lights came on.

The shots were usdess. Amid the darkness The Shadow had noisdesdy |eft that fatd spot. The firg
response of an automatic showed his new paogition. He had reached the door that led to the inner room.
Stepping from behind its protection, The Shadow formed an unexpected gpparition.

Above the burging flashes of his pistols appeared the gleam of his cold, unyidding eyes. From his
unexpected vantage point, the figure in black could have daughtered the Sx gunmen who were before
him. Y et he restrained hisfire, coolly mocking the hopeless case of his defeated enemies.

One man sought to shoot The Shadow. The gangster staggered, dutching a limp and nerveless am as
The Shadow's am showed its unfaling accuracy. The others, fearing The Shadow more than a squad of
men, broke for the door. They encountered uniformed invaders.

A swift fight followed. The police, warned by the sound of shots, were in readiness. The two forces
locked at close range. The Shadow, now ganding in the open doorway to the inner room, used his
wegpons to ad the law.

A brutal gangster was swinging his revolver toward a policeman who had seized another gunman. The
Shadow clipped the would-be killer. Another gangster, stepping back to am, went down from a second
bullet that the black avenger fired.

Arms swung and revolvers flashed as the police threw back the remnants of the mob. Beside the open
door, the black-clad figure waited, watching, as he saw the new attackers triumph over the brutal dayers.

Amid that excitement, only one man's gaze was focused on The Shadow. Herbert Carpenter, fla upon
the floor, had recovered from the blow which Gifford Morton had dedt him. Above him loomed the
figure in black. He could see the shining eyes, he watched the steady, dowly moving muzzes of the
automatics.

Then came a low, chilling laugh which brought a shudder to Herbert Carpenter. Those gaing eyes met
his and in the glittering optics, Carpenter saw triumph. He knew that he—like those overpowered
gangsters—weas fated to fdl into the toils of the law, to meet a punishment which he deserved.

The door of the inner room closed. One of the surging policemen saw it. He dashed in that direction,
moationing to the reserves.

"Some one went in there -"



The officers legped to the door and yanked it open. To their ears came the last echoes of a strange,
weird laugh. Only one man was in the room. That was Gifford Morton, sprawled upon the floor. The
leeding policeman dashed to the open window.

"He must have gone through hereif he -"

The officer stared downward—a sheer drop of a hundred feet to a courtyard below. Amazed, he looked
upward and spied a silhouetted form, dinging bat-like to the wall above.

"He's gone up'—the policeman's words formed a startled gasp, as he turned back into the room—"up
the wall—hanging to the cornice -"

"Get hm!" camethe cry.

The policeman leaned from the window. He fired upward just as the dinging form disappeared into a
window above. A taunting laugh followed the futile shot.

THE captured gangsters were unressing. All the prisoners were wounded; a few were dying;
others—uncaptured—were dead. A dozen policemen, not needed here, dashed through the corridors
and up the dairs, to cut off the retreat of the figure which had departed by the window. They did not
know the heroic part that he had played to-night. They had mistaken The Shadow for an enemy.

The frantic search covered dl the upper Stories of the hotel. The police found no one. Guests were
guestioned; rooms were searched. There was no sgn of an unknown person clad in black.

Two officers entered a room on the fourteenth floor. They found a rather surprised guest risng from a
chair, laying aside a book as he stared in puzzlement at the sudden invasion.

This gentleman, quiet in demeanor, identified himsdf as Lamont Cranston, of New York. He told the
policemen that he had seen no one enter the room. He helped them make a search. When he learned that
they were seeking some one who had worn what appeared to be a black cloak, he politdy inggted that
hisroom be searched for such a garment. He even opened his large trunk, and revealed dl its contents.

"Thanks, Mr. Crangton,” said one of the policemen. "Mogt of the people were angry because we
disturbed them. Y ou're different. Y ou seem to understand. There's been murder below, and it's our duty
to look everywhere"

When the officers were gone, Lamont Cranston stood in the center of the room, gazing at the door which
hed closed behind them. A thin smile wavered upon hisfirm, inscrutable lips. From those same lips came
the low echo of a gniger laugh.

It was the laugh of one whose true identity was unknown; the laugh of a myserious personage who
fought for justice, but who used his own effective methods, the laugh of one who had gained the victory,
but had left the glory for others.

It was the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XI. THE PRICE OF CRIME

CRIME was broken in Seaview City. In one eventful, action-packed night, the forces of the underworld
hed overshot their bolt. For some mysterious, unknown reason, the plots of evildoers had been thwarted.

The gun play a the Club Catdina had ended in a rad of Big Tom Bagshawe's gambling joint. Police



Chief Y ates, summoned from a distant part of the city, had ordered a complete clean-out.

So far as Big Tom was concerned, the loss was a finandd one done. He disclaimed dl connection with
the men who had engaged in the gun battle. He admitted ownership of the wheds and other machines of
chance, but said they had not been in operation when the rad was made. His game was killed—that was

enough.

The dfair in the Hotd Pavilion was more serious. Two men had been killed in cold blood. Gifford
Morton had been wounded; his secretary, Gorman, was hovering between life and death. Sullen killers
hed been captured. Herbert Carpenter, blackmailer de luxe, was accused of crime, and had been placed
injail.

From mobsters, accused of murder, the police could learn but little. Pieced facts showed that organized
crime had flourished in Seaview City, but the men responsible for it had disappeared. The names of
Shifter Reeves and Hooks Borglund were dragged from rluctant lips.

A thorough investigation, sponsored by Mayor Rufus Cruikshank and the Public Safety Committee,
enabled Police Chief Yates to make discoveries. The efident police officer found direct connection
between certain mobsters and the dope racket which had spread throughout Seaview City. He was hot
on thetral of Shifter Reeves.

The man was nowhere to be found. In atwinkling, the rats had taken to cover. Seaview City was purged
of dope peddiers. The evil that had crept though the resort was ended.

Hooks Borglund remained a little-known factor. It was evident only that certain gangsters had known
him—perhaps followed his orders. Police were weatching for him, but not because they had sufficient
evidence to make serious trouble for him. They wanted to quiz Hooks Borglund—that was all.

Chief Yates summarized his findings at a meseting of the Public Safety Commisson, held in Mayor
Cruikshank's home. The assembled men were gathered about a huge table in a big room adjourning the
mayor's office. All were subdued that night. Helwig, Coates, and Hurley—the three who had wanted a
kid-gloved police force—were listeners, not talkers.

"Weve smashed aime” asserted Chief Yates emphaticdly, as he addressed the group. "Smashed it
cold, here in Seaview City. From now on, crooks will figure that this place is unhedthy. Ocean ar may
agree with some people, but not with them.”

"You have done a creditable job, Yates" commended Mayor Cruikshank. "You have shown yoursdf
worthy of the confidence that | have placed in you."

The mayor's quiet approval was an expression of the sentiment of the entire committee. But Y ates, bulky
and imposing, shook his head as he heard the words.

"I'm not asking for any medals, your honor,” he said. "I've done my duty— that's dl. I'm satisfied thet it's
done, but I'm sorry that things got as far as they did. The breaks came our way. We used them. That's
al”

He looked about the group, and decided to explan in full. The police chief fdt that a recounting of
important incidents would be of vaue.

"TAKE the Club Cadina" he said. "The trouble started there when a bunch of these gorillas got too
tough. They were after some fdlow who made a getaway up the stairs. They were doing a fine lot of
shooting when my men showed up.



"The gunmen tried to dibi themselves out of it, but it didnt go. With other trouble over at the hotd, we
knew they were phony. That's why we raided Bagshawe's place and cleaned it out.”

"You say they were after some one?' questioned Mayor Cruikshank.

"Yes" assarted Yates, "but it strikes me the idea was a gdl. One man couldn't have started dl that
trouble. | think the gunmen were fighting it out among themsalves, or trying to raid Bagshawe's place for

money.

"We had men dl over there, looking for this imaginary trouble-maker they were tdling us about. Where
was he? Barred windows - people fighting on the stairs -"

"Is there only one exit from the gambling hall?'

"How could there be more?' questioned Y ates. "L ook at the place, your honor. A second floor perched
over the big night club. Y ou can't have a stairway going down through a room twenty feet high. That's the
layout there."

Committee members nodded. They were familiar with the Club Catalina Seeing that dl understood, the
police chief proceeded.

"Over a the hotd,” he sad, "this fdlow Carpenter was trying to blackmal Gifford Morton, the
millionaire Morton was too clever for him. Had detectives and a secretary there. Sent for the police. Our
men were on the way when some gangsters crashed in."

"Cdled by Carpenter?’ questioned the mayor.

"Couldn't have been," declared Yates. "Morton had Carpenter covered. We figure they went up there,
knowing that something phony was going on. Ouit to get the dough that Carpenter was teking.

"They killed the detectives, but those fdlows put up afine battle. There was ill alot of shooting when
my men arrived.

"Morton'sdl right, and we think his secretary, Gorman, will pull through. We've got the shorthand notes.
Everything needed to give Carpenter aride for attempted blackmail. The gang—wheat's |&ft of them—are
hed on a murder charge.”

"Did any of them get away?" asked Cruikshank.

"One man seems to have" responded Y ates, in a regretful tone. "He was seen outside the window. No
traces of him yet. Anyhow, he doesn't matter. The big point is, the dopesters have did out—like rats.”

"You have traced their source of supply?* asked Cruikshank.

"No," admitted Y ates, "but there's no more coming in. We've killed the racket. We're looking for afdlow
cdled Shifter Reeves. But, more than that, I've got another man I'm looking for -"

"Hooks Borglund?' asked a committeeman.

"Y ou've been reading the papers, en?' grinned Y ates. "No—it's a bigger guy we're after. Whed s Bryant
ishisname”

"Wheds Bryant?' questioned Rufus Cruikshank. "Who is he?"
"A big shat," declared Y ates. "Maybe you've never heard of him— but he's big, dl right. So big, he has



aways kept out of Sght, and a big shot that can do that is mighty big! One of the gunmen blabbed his
name. So we're looking for him—and I'd like to get him!"

"We wish you success, Chief Yates" declared the mayor. "We are with you to a man. | repeat, again,
that your work has been excdlent.”

POLICE CHIEF YATES, despite his invedtigations, had managed only to accumulate a mass of
disconnected facts. The chigf reason of his falure to obtain more was due to his neglect of one
prisoner— Herbert Carpenter.

Strangely enough, the man who had aided Carpenter to escape questioning on charges other then the
blackmail affair, was Gifford Morton.

Themillionare could have definitdy linked Carpenter with the gunmen, for he had overheard one of them
gpesking to the blackmailer. But in Gifford Morton's make-up was a strong touch of remorse,

He remembered certain phases of that eventful night for which he fdt a complete regret. In a crucid
moment, when gangsters had been about to take his life, Herbert Carpenter had intervened. In return,
Morton had cracked the blackmailer over the head with a bottle.

Now, Morton was actudly sorry. Hence in his tesimony, he had emphasized the fact that Carpenter, like
himsdf, had been surprised by the entrance of the gunmen. Morton was willing to see Carpenter
convicted for blackmail, but not for murder.

Asareault, Carpenter was out of jal, under heavy ball. At the very time that Police Chief Yates was in
sesson with the mayor and the Public Safety Committee, the blackmailer was seated in his comfortable
cottage, the picture of dgjection.

Carpenter's past had been a career of subtle crime. Now, he was redizing the firg fruits of his double life
For years he had managed to pass in good society. His wife—and his two children—had lived in
ignorance of hiscrimind activities. His arrest had been a blow to them.

Nothing was being said to-night. The children were in bed. Herbert Carpenter was dowly puffing a
cigarette, as he sat in the living room of his home. An ash tray, piled with stubs, accounted for the
smoke-filled room.

Carpenter's wife, seated in another chair, watched her husband with tear-filled eyes. To her, this man's
arrest had meant the end of the world. It had been a blow that had left her sunned. Bravely, she had
received him with no mention of what had occurred. Siill, the future loomed as black as a bottomless pit.

Carpenter knew hiswife's thoughts, and he had nothing to say. He fdt a misary that he had never before
known. The gtain upon his own career seemed nothing compared to the distress and misfortune that he
knew these innocent ones must face.

There was a knock at the door. Carpenter started suddenly and glanced toward the door. His wife
looked at him and nodded lislesdy. She answered the door and admitted a well-dressed, hard-faced
men who looked across the halway and caught Carpenter's glance.

THE blackmailer arose and stepped into the hal. He spoke to hiswifein a low, hushed tone.
"Madge" he said, "I—I mug tak to this visto—aone. Y ou— you understand?'

The woman nodded and turned to walk dowly upstairs. Carpenter turned questioningly toward the
vigtor.



"What isit, Hooks?" he asked quietly. "Going to get me off?"

Hooks Borglund motioned the blackmail king into the other room.

"Ligen, Carpenter,” he stated, "you've got to take the rap. We can't get you out of it."
"But Wheds sad -"

Borglund interrupted Carpenter's van protest. "Were dl in ajam,” he said. "Shifter has scrammed. Big
Tom's playing goody-goody. I'm laying low. Wheds is out of it. You get me, don't you? We've been
cleaned—and the only way out is to stage a comeback. Wheds can pull it, right here—if he has the
chance. I'd take the rap, if they had me. Stick with ugd"

Carpenter was contempléative. At last he faced Hooks Borglund with a determined look.
"Ligen, Hooks," he said, in afirm voice. "You saw my wife—just now."
Hooks nodded.

Herbert Carpenter looked away toward the open window. His eyes roved dong the floor, and he saw a
long shadow that seemed to be a projection of the outer darkness. It stretched inward, an inky, accusing
blotch of black. Carpenter blinked; then, redizing that Hooks Borglund was waiching him, he faced the
other man.

"A wife and two kids" he said. "They're my family—dl I've got now. I'll take the rgp"—his face became
determined—"take it for you fellows— but it's up to you -"

"I get you," nodded Hooks reassuringly. "Sure—well look out for the wife and the kids. They can Say
right here. All the hills paid. All the money they need. Wheds will come through. I'll kitty in; so will Big
Tom and Shifter. Count on us, old guy! Y ou're one of us -"

"I'm through, Hooks. Thisfinishes me. But | shot square—and it's up to you to do the same.”
"Weé're with you, old man.”

Hooks Borglund extended his hand, and Carpenter grasped it limply. A dgh of rdief came from the
blackmailer.

"We're not through," assured Hooks. "We're just ready to start, when the trouble blows over. Take the
rap, and leave the rest to us. Weve got dough.”

"Thanks, Hooks."

Borglund arose and watched Carpenter closdy. He saw dearly that his misson here had been
accomplished; that it would do no good to remain longer. Turning, he went from the house.

The projecting shadow disappeared from the room where Herbert Carpenter sat with bowed head. It
flitted into the darkness, and reappeared again, a gliding shape that took up the snuous, furtive tral of
Hooks Borglund.

That tral led to Big Tom's. The wrecked gambling den was the one spot in Seaview City where the
police had no interest now. The Club Catalina was dill doing business.

Hooks Borglund entered and went up the stairs. The tralling shape disappeared. In the security of the
gambling room, Hooks encountered Big Tom Bagshawe, seated done. The two men taked for a few



minutes. Then Shifter Reeves appeared from below. One by one, the trio entered the office.

Three men had come in. Four were present. The growl of Wheels Bryant sounded in the darkened room.

"Wel, Hooks?'

‘Lined im up,” said Borglund. "Hell take the rap."
"Good."

"Wants us to look out for the wife and kids -"

Lo_vv_ responses interrupted. They came from different members of the group, each interposing his own
opinion.

"Soft-hearted, en?"

"Yesh—well do that -"

"He bungled. Let him think he's il in the money -

Hdf an hour later, Hooks Borglund left the Club Catdina Shifter Reeves followed five minutes later.
Some time afterward, Big Tom Bagshawe made his departure.

It was then that the waiting form of blackness reappeared. It glided through the dark and became a tdl,
gniger figure clad in black.

Tonight, Police Chief Yates bdieved that Seaview City had been cleared of crime. While he dill
entertained that thought, the crime kings—one member short—had met in evil conclave.

There had been five. Now there were four. Three kings, with an ace in the hole. One king was missng.
Herbert Carpenter had learned the price of crime; he was to learn the bitterness of treachery.

The Shadow had divined that fact tonight.
CHAPTER XlI. CONVICT 9648
TEN yearsin the State penitentiary. One month past—one hundred and nineteen yet to come!

This was the thought that confronted Herbert Carpenter, once gentleman of lesure—and
blackmail—now Convict 9648.

Justice had worked swiftly in the case of Herbert Carpenter. He had taken the rap, with a plea of guilty.
He had gone to prison penniless. When he had joined Wheds Bryant's crime group, he had needed
funds. All of his profits had gone to the big shot sSince thet time,

Herbert Carpenter had much to think about now. Certain suicides a the Hotel Pavilion—they had been
of his making. Men whom he had despoiled of funds had taken their livesin desperation.

Gloomily, Carpenter, within his cell, pictured Seaview City. He could hear the surf roaring on the beach;
he caught the din of the Club Catdina; the click of the bal on the roulette whed!.

Then his mind turned to his wife and children. At least they were secure. They could not be
happy—particularly Madge, who knew the truth, even if the youngsters did not—but at least they were
not in warnt.



Parole—time off for good behavior—these were the only rays of hope that gleamed for Herbert
Carpenter. Both of these possibilities belonged to the distant future. There would be many long months of
gern routine before such could come to pass.

The State prison, a modernized inditution, lacked much of the grim misary that characterized the
penitentiaries of an earlier era. The warden understood the psychology of the men under his charge. At
his order, Herbert Carpenter had been placed a an occupation which was by no means unbearable.
Each day he marched, with other convicts, to a prison workshop, where steady |abor relieved the tedium
of this new existence,

But to Carpenter, the 9ght of the high gray wadls was a congtant reminder of his helplessness, he had
been used to freedom and luxury. This servitude was difficult to bear. Where prisoners of less inteligence
thought little of ther lot, this former master of crime was impressed by the grip of confinement.

Hiswife had not visited him since he had been committed to the penitentiary. That was Carpenter's wish.
The letters which he received were sufficdent to mantain his peace of mind. He did not want Madge to
see him here.

THE prison sentence had been aterrific blow. Seated in his cdll, confused by hectic thoughts. Carpenter
recaled the scene of the courtroom.

Judtice had moved swiftly in Seaview City. Carpenter, after redizing that blackmall would be the only
charge againg him, had hoped for alight sentence. Ten years had stunned him.

They had made an example of him. His case would remain a warning to other crooks. Despite a
soft-heartedness displayed by Gifford Morton, the judge had remained obdurate. Yet on afterthought,
Herbert Carpenter redized that hislot might have been much worse.

The gunmen captured in Morton's room had gone to prison for life. It was fortunate, Carpenter redlized,
thet he had not been linked with them!

Keys dinked as a keeper stopped before Carpenter's cdll. The prisoner looked up in surprise. The man
was unlocking the door. Convict 9648 arose mechanicaly. He wondered what the purpose of this might
be.

"Vigtor to see you," informed the keeper gruffly. "Come dong.”

Carpenter fdt himsdf in a daze as he was marched through the corridors. Had Madge come here?
No—she had promised to stay away unless he sent for her.

Could it be some other member of the crime group? No—that, too, was impossble. None of them
would risk avist, daring though they were.

Now, in the vigitor's room, Carpenter was posted on one side of a long wire screen. He was one of a
spread-out line of other numbered men, who were taking with people who had come to see them.

Carpenter stared through the screen. He blinked wearily, and findly recognized the face of the young
men who stood on the opposite side. It was Jarry Stevens—his wife's brother.

"Hdlo, Jary," sad Carpenter, in atired tone. "What are you doing here?'
"Came to see you, Herb," responded Jerry, in adull voice. "Came to see you—on account of Madge."
"Madge?



"Yes She wrote you, didn't she?"

"She wrote me that everything was dl right"—Carpenter's voice was gpprehensve—"just got a letter
from her aday or two ago. She'sdl right, isn't she, Jerry?”

"Yes'—Jarry's tone was reluctant—"1 guess she's dl right, Herb. I'm doing dl | can to hdp out. Of
course, I'm out of ajob -"

"She doesn't need money, does she?' questioned Carpenter, in surprise. "l fixed that, Jerry—you know,
the cottage isdl paid for - | arranged those— those securities so she would have an income -

"She has the cottage, Herb. That'sdl. | thought you ought to know about it—jugt in case there was any
way—anybody that | could go to - | can work, if | have the place -"

"Tdl metherest, Jary,” sad Carpenter grimly.

"Madge is Sck, Herb," said Jerry Stevens. "I've got to send her to the hospitd. I've got to get some one
in to take care of the kids while she's gone. | guess she didn't write you any of her troubles. That's like
Madge.

"I can raise alittle money, Herb—enough to look out for a few weeks— while I go up to New York to
try for ajob. But after that— wdl -"

"Timés up."
It was the keeper who spoke. He was drawing Convict 9648 away from the wire screen.

"Get her to the hospitd, Jerry," pleaded the prisoner. "Do everything you can—don't worry about the
rest. I'l -

Jarry Stevens was nodding as Carpenter was drawvn away. Scarcely more than a boy, Jerry had fath in
this man, whom he had idolized before the crash.

WALKING to his cdl, Herbert Carpenter scarcely saw the scenes about him. His brain was burding
with an uncontrollable madness. The news that he had just received formed a sordid story of treachery.

He had been double-crossed—by the men whom he had trusted. Crook though he was, Carpenter had
aways believed that honor could exist among criminas

Whed's Bryant—Shifter Reeves—Hooks Borglund—Big Tom Bagshawe. Those were the men who had
betrayed their trust. Steeped in ill-gotten wedlth, despite their heavy setbacks, they were able to provide
for the innocents who had suffered. But they had not done so.

The iron door clanked. Carpenter sat on his cot, dejected. Money! He knew where some could be
gotten—a smdl amount that he had tucked away for emergency—that he had not imagined would be
needed. It wasin a savings fund, under an assumed name. To obtain it would be easy— if he were away
from this place.

Iron bars and stone wadls. How could he escape them? A deep groan came from the cdl wherein
Convict 9648 was imprisoned. Herbert Carpenter was tasing the dregs of anguish. He had
learned—more deeply than ever—the futility of crime.

A NEW day dawned—a happy day for some persons, but not for Herbert Carpenter. That day passed.
It was followed by anight of gloom.



Two days—three days—four days—the fifth found Herbert Carpenter, again in the prison workshop,
pounding golidly away at an unending task.

The men were finishing a consgnment of large ash cans. The day's work was nearing its close. This
afternoon, these prison-made goods would be shipped away, and a new consgnment would be started
on the morrow.

Big trucks snorted in the prison yard. The keeper in charge ordered sx men to line up. The others
marched away. The Sx who remained were put to work carrying the huge containers to the trucks.

Herbert Carpenter was one of the hdf dozen detailed to this job. Mechanicaly, he picked up the cover
of an ash can and placed it on the container. He carried his burden to a designated truck, where
workmen stowed it aboard.

The work continued. The line of burdened convicts moved back and forth. Sweating under the gaing
sun. No. 9648 trudged hopeesdy. The truck was nearly loaded. It had no back—nothing but two iron
chains that would stretch across to hold the load of ash cans.

No. 9648 stopped to wipe the perspiration from his forehead. He saw one truck pulling away. This one
would go next. It was leaving for the outside world, carrying a crew of joking workmen. Envy governed
9648. If he could only be one of those men!

"Keep moving there!" A keeper was speaking. "Go in and bring out another ash can. Finish this load!”

Convict 9648 responded sullenly. He turned toward the workshop. He reached the long rows of ash
cans. One container was lying on its Sde, upset. The cover was beside it.

The pitiful face of 9648 suddenly became the crafty countenance of Herbert Carpenter. The mind of the
schemer had returned. A sudden inspiration—a daring opportunity—

The convict picked up the ash can and st it upside down. Upon the bottom he placed the loose cover
and rammed it tight. He hoisted his burden and went into the yard.

The ash cans were plain cylinders. They looked the same either way. The keeper who saw No. 9648
pass by never redized that the ash can was inverted beneath its cover.

That container went on the rear of the truck, filling the last avalable space. The iron chans were
stretched across. The convict moved away as the truck began to reverse.

He followed an unusud course, backing awvay as the truck came toward him. His body was totdly
obscured by the big vehicle. With a forward legp, the gray-clad man pushed up the ash can tha he had
last deposited. He did agildy beneath the iron chains.

The raised ash can settled flat upon the floor of the truck. Benegth its inverted bottom was the huddled
form of Convict 9648!

THE truck rumbled through the prison gates, watched by attentive guards. There it paused for ingpection.

Adh cans were never overlooked by these watchers. Two men leaped aboard and began raisng lids.

Poised on the rear edge of the truck, leening back againg a chain, an inspector came to the last ash can.
He tried to pry the cover loose. It was jammed tight. The ingpector grunted. His hands dropped to the
handles, and he raised the ash can afoot from the floor.



"Nothing in that one" he said, with a laugh, to his gpproaching companion. "That's easier than opening
them. Lift them—like this"

He let the ash can drop back with a thud. His companion grinned. The big container was certainly empty.
Its comparative lightness proved that fact.

The inspectors dropped from the truck. They watched it roll awvay. Neither noted the location of the
handles on that last ash can that pressed againg the chains. Those handles were a trifle lower than the
others—a 9gn that the container was upside down. But the detail escaped observation.

The burdened truck clattered dong a highway. Its speed dowed; the vehide groaned as the driver shifted
into alow gear for an up grade. The penitentiary was miles behind; the truck was going a a snail's pace
now.

The chain-pressing ash can raised dowly upward. Two legs emerged from beneeth it. A tal body dipped
away and did under the lower chain. A gray-clad form dropped into the road. The truck was winding up
asharp-turning hill. No other vehides werein Sght.

The man in somber gray scrambled to his feet and dashed toward the shelter of a dump of bushes at the
gde of the road. He crouched there while an automobile came speeding down the grade. Then he
climbed the bank and made for asmdl cluster of trees a the top.

The day ended. Gray, clouded night followed. A man crept into a darkened farmhouse. He found an
upstairs room, and discovered a it of clothes hanging in the closet.

Hours later, aman in a dark-brown suit picked up alift on ahighway near that farmhouse. He conversed
afably with the motorist who was giving him the ride. He dropped off when they reached a town.

Back in the penitentiary, the darm had gone out. A prisoner was mising. The method of his departure
was unknown. Guards were searching for his means of escape.

That man was far away, dill wending his course across the State. Convict 9648 was once more Herbert
Carpenter!

CHAPTER XIll. A MAN AT BAY

THE summer season a Seaview City had reached its height. Gay crowds thronged the board wak. The
Club Catdina was doing grest business.

It was here that atall, furtive man appeared early in the evening, to take his place at an obscure table. He
seemed possessed of a desire to keep out of the light, this man. He had good reason. He was none other
than Herbert Carpenter.

The escaped convict had come to Seaview City with definite intent. Despite the fact that he had been
arrested and convicted in this resort, he figured that it afforded him comparative security. Even if any one
hed looked for him, he was disguised well enough to avoid detection.

Lagt night, Carpenter had vigted his cottage. There, he had found only the children—adegp—and in care
of an ederly woman whom Jerry Stevens had provided. Carpenter had not lingered long. He knew that
Madge mug bein the hospital.

Carpenter's path to Seaview City had been a circuitous one. First he had visted the town where he had
his amdl savings account. He had drawn the money, and mailed some of it to Jarry Stevens in New
Y ork, keegping enough to finance himsdf for a short timein Seaview City.



But in his heart, Carpenter knew that misery and poverty were here. Those funds had amounted to only a
few hundred dollars, the amount that he had sent to Jerry was only enough to enable the brother-in-law
to biuff dong until more cash was forthcoming.

Money! He mug have it! That was why Herbert Carpenter had come here—to learn if Big Tom
Bagshawe was around. It would be easier to reach the gambling king than it would be to approach the
others. Big Tom would have to come through—if he hesitated, Carpenter would force the issue.

Observant, Carpenter noticed well-dressed folk ascending the stairway. He knew the sgnificance. The
gambling joint was opened again. Evidently it was running strong.

Carpenter amiled grimly. That meant that money would be avalable yet he knew the risk of waking
openly into the place upstairs. There he would be questioned; perhaps his identity would be discovered.

A waiter was danding near the table. Carpenter sgnded to the fdlow. The waiter came forward.
Carpenter nudged his thumb toward the stairway.

"Wheds going again?' he asked, in alow tone.

The waiter grinned.

"Sure" he said. "They opened up severd weeks ago. No trouble any more.

"How does that happen? | thought there had been a clean-up here in Seaview City."

"Thet was early in the season, gr. Lots of crooks around here, then. After the clean-up, everything was
nice and quiet. Too quiet for good business. So they eased up, Sr. Leaving the firg-class places done -"

Carpenter understood. The crime kings were again operating, beginning as before, with profits from Big
Tom Bagshawe as a Sarter.

Shifter Reeves was unquestionably through—dope had gone the voyage with blackmail. But Hooks
Borglund dill remained. He was the king whom Wheds Bryant was holding in reserve. His work would
be the wind-up!

TO Herbert Carpenter, this new knowledge was the find word of fathlessness Money was again
entering Whed's Bryant's coffers; yet the hidden ace had utterly neglected the man who had taken the

rap!

"Waiter," said Carpenter, in alow voice, "how can | get up to the roulette game? Do | have to see the
manager?'

"No," was the response. "I can fix it. Maybe -"

Carpenter caught the tone. He brought out a ten-dollar bill. The waiter pocketed the money.

"Wait here" he said. "What's your name?"

"Howard Seabrook," responded Carpenter.

The waiter walked away. He returned with a card that bore the manager's initids It was made out to
Howard Seabrook. There was aline for the bearer's sgnaiure.

"Jug put your name on there," whispered the waiter. "If they want to question you, verify it."



Carpenter nodded. He waked from the Club Catdina and strolled dong the board wak, until he
reached the Hotel Pavilion.

In an obscure corner of the lobby, Carpenter viewed the throngs of passng guests.

Old thoughts of blackmail came to his mind. Here, with the season drawing to a close, the wedthiest of
vigtors were present. But Carpenter knew that his game was ended. Not only that—he fdt a strange
digtasgte for crime. He had learned that it did not pay.

Paradoxicdly, Carpenter had no qualms about accepting funds. He fdt that a share of the crime kings
gpoils belonged to him. He had contributed to their coffers. He had taken the rap.

A pay-off—that was wha he wanted! Then he would be through. Out of the country—South
America—freedom—a new start!

He pictured himsdf, far away, rgoined by Madge and the children. That was his god. To reach it, he
mud play a bold stroke, and gain some of the spoils that belonged to him. As he dwet upon these
thoughts, Carpenter experienced another urge. Vengeance!

If only he were free to dea with Whed's Bryant and the others as they deserved! Double-crossers—four
of them! Carpenter's lips tightened in disdain.

A bell boy was approaching. Carpenter shrank back in his chair. He feared that the attendant might be
looking for Howard Seabrook. Instead, the boy walked past and stopped at a char where an dderly
gentleman was seated.

"You are Mr. Phineas Twambley?' the boy asked.
"Yes" replied the old gentleman, in a quavering voice.
"A cdl for you, Sr."

Phineas Twambley arose. Herbert Carpenter watched him curioudy. The old man was a strange figure.
His stooping shoulders seemed to rely upon the gold-headed cane which his dawlike hand clutched. His
face was smooth and benign—a countenance that reflected a life of gentle mildness.

Voices came to Herbert Carpenter's ears as the old man tottered away. The blackmailer listened intently.
Two people were speaking close beside him.

"Nice old fdlow—that man Twambley."

"Yes—agmilefor everybody."

"Worth alot of money -"

"Carries plenty with him. Look! He's tipping the boy five dollars”

Herbert Carpenter was thoughtful. What soft pickings that man would be!

The escaped convict grated his teeth. Crime again! His mind reverted congtantly to it.

There was a reason. It was his one dternative. If he had money, he could be secure enough to fight those
double-crossers!

THROUGH the chaos of thoughts, Carpenter redized his misson. He fingered the card that was in his



pocket. He had the entree to Big Tom's. He mugt go there to-night—go to demand a show-down.

Risng, he walked incongpicuoudy through the lobby, and waited at the row of elevators. A car arrived
and discharged its passengers. Carpenter entered. The operator was waiting for another passenger,
looking along the lobby. A few moments later, Phineas Twambley hobbled into the car.

Up went the eevator. It stopped at the ninth floor. Carpenter had given that number. He started to walk
forth, but stopped as he saw the old man move forward. Carpenter gave Twambley the right of way.

Along the hdl they went, Carpenter gralling in the wake of the benign old man. Phineas Twambley
unlocked the door of 928 and entered a darkened room.

Carpenter watched him. He saw the old man turn on the light. He redized that Twambley was done!

Carpenter's room was 930, adjoining 928. He entered and went to a desk in the corner. There, from the
back of the drawer, Carpenter produced a stub-nosed revolver and made sure thet it was loaded. He
looked from the window—toward the board wak, with its gleaming lights—to the Club Catding,

beyond.
He was ready now to meet Big Tom Bagshawe!

But as he turned toward the door, Herbert Carpenter hesitated. Acting upon a sudden thought, he
extinguished the light and stood in darkness. He reflected upon his present Stugtion.

He was an escaped convict, going to meet a man who had doubled-crossed him. Danger lay ahead.
What if he should fail”? Suppose Big Tom might manage to sal? What then?

Alone, a fugitive from judtice, with funds virtudly exhausted, what could he do? Nothing. Crime, the
dterndive? He did not want it, yet why should he avoid it?

Prison yawned if he should be recognized. Why not take another chance—an easier way? Gain funds by
bloodless crime; be able to provide his family with the money that was needed; then attack his four
enemies from ambush!

ACTING upon impulse, Herbert Carpenter stole from the room, across the hdl. His hand touched the
knob of the door thet led to 928.

Had that door been locked, Carpenter might have desisted from his newly formed plan. But the door
was not locked. It moved a Carpenter's touch.

Opening the door a few inches, the ex-convict saw tha he was located near an dcove in the corner of
the room. Only aamd| portion of 928 wasin view. A light gleamed upon awriting desk opposite.

Evidently Phineas Twambley was resting. This would be easy. Surprise the old man done. Make him
hand over whatever money he had. Flee from Seaview City.

Drawing his revolver, Carpenter advanced. He reached the corner of the acove. In the gloomy light
beyond he saw the foot of alarge bed. He peered everywhere, and saw no sgn of old Twambley.

His surmise must have been correct. The old man was on that bed, hidden from view by the high
footboard.

Carpenter crept on. He reached the foot of the bed, by the nearer sde. He stared. There was no one on
the bed. Phineas Twambley was missing.



While Carpenter paused, he heard a strange sound. It was a low, whispered laugh, a shuddering, creepy
laugh that seemed to fill the entire room with a ghestly echo. Wheding, in bewilderment, Herbert
Carpenter faced the outer door. There, he saw the person who had laughed.

A tdl form clad in black was standing by the door. Garbed in flowing cloak and douch hat, a weird
personage was watching Carpenter with eyes that gleamed amid the gloom. A gasp of recognition came
from Carpenter's parched lips

He had seen that apparition before—back on that terrible night when he had gone to blackmail Morton!
Wil did Herbert Carpenter, crook de luxe, know the identity of that terrible figure.

The Shadow!

The gleaming eyes were focused upon the man who had come to rob. Below those eyes was the muzze
of an automatic. Trapped, unable to escape, Herbert Carpenter dropped the revolver which he held. His
hands rose weskly above his head.

He had come here to hold an old man helpless. Instead, he, Herbert Carpenter, was at bay.
He was in the hands of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIV. THE SHADOW'S VERDICT

WILD, vague thoughts were sweeping through Herbert Carpenter's brain as he faced The Shadow. This
unknown enemy had risen like an accusng specter. Bold though he was, Carpenter fdt a terror grester
then any he had ever known before.

That night, when he had been caught in blackmail; that day, when he had escaped from the
penitentiary—both were forgotten events when compared to the sckening moments which Carpenter
now experienced.

He had often heard of The Shadow. The name of that terrible being was dreaded by every crook.
Carpenter knew wel that men who faced The Shadow had rarely lived to tdl of their sensations.

All the knowledge of his quilt came back to Carpenter at this moment. Caught in the act of attempted
crime, he could expect no mercy. He was trapped —more effectively than Morton had once trapped
him.

Dimly, it dawned upon Carpenter that Phineas Twambley, the pretended old man, was none other than
The Shadow in disguise.

The being in black was approaching, step by step. Sowly, Carpenter began to dink away. Trembling, he
dumped into a chair beside the desk in the corner. The reflected light showed his ashen face, and wild,
daing eyes.

Now, The Shadow stood before him. There was nothing humean in that monstrous form. A tall, avenging
figure of doom, The Shadow seemed to mock his qualling prisoner.

A voice spoke—a low, piercing whisper. It came from lips that were masked by the upturned collar of
the black-hued cloak. Those lips spdling words of doom.

"Herbert Carpenter"—the captured man quivered as he heard his name— "you have returned to crime.
To the crime that | thwarted; to the crime which you may follow no longer.

"Police are searching for you. They will find you, as they found you before—in this hotd—helpless—an



easy vidim for the law. The prison that you left, now awaits you."
"No—no -" the blackmailer gasped the words. "I can't go back. [— I -"

His voice broke as he sank upon the desk at his side. His head buried in his arms, Herbert Carpenter
sobbed convulsvdy. All the remorse and anguish that he had previoudy experienced now surged through
hisframe.

With an effort, the captured man raised his head; but his eyes stared toward the floor. He could not face
those terrible, gleaming eyes. Y et his quivering lips were unable to withhold the words that he must say.

"I—I BELONG in prison," he admitted. "It was not for mysdlf that | escaped. I—I had to get awvay! |—I
was double-crossed. My wife— my children —they are in want. They depend upon me™

"S0 you returned to crime!”
Carpenter quailed as he heard The Shadow's whispered interruption. He nodded his bowed head dowly.

"I was through with crime" declared Carpenter, in a quivering voice. "Through with it. Through'—his
words rose to a firmer tone— "through— through forever! | was a crook—working with other crooks.
They promised to stick by meif | took the rap. They were to protect my family. They double-crossed
m”

Sowly, Carpenter raised his head to face The Shadow's glowing eyes. He saw tha gaze, steady and
merciless. He knew that he was speaking to amean of iron. Yet he no longer faltered.

"I came here)" he said, in a deliberate tone, "to demand funds for my family. | redized my hopelessness. |
wanted money—money—so | could be free —for vengeance."

"Upon whom?' came The Shadow's whisper.

"Upon those four," said Carpenter firmly. "Big Tom Bagshawe, Hooks Borglund, Shifter Reeves, and
Wheds Bryat."

The blackmailer's lips farly spat the last name. His own eyes were shining now—xhilliant with fierce
hatred. Carpenter had forgotten his own dilemma His desre to gan revenge was growing to an
ingpiration.

"Let me get them." His voice took on a pleading tone. "Let me get them. They double-crossed me. |
know their ways. | was one of them. Big Tom had the gambling racket, up over the Club Catdina. Shifter
Reeves had his dope joint out on the end of the Seaview Rier. | was knocking off the rich boys—here—
inthis hotel.

"They aren't through yet, those double-crossers. Hooks Borglund has his game. Hell play it yet. Wheds
Bryant is dill working. I've never seen him, the rat, but if 1 do -"

Carpenter stopped short as he heard The Shadow's low laugh. He redized that he was pleading with a
men who was adamant. He was suggesting that a crook could catch crooks. What did The Shadow need
of such ad? How could he help this superman?

"Your pless are usdess” declared The Shadow. ™Y ou were the fird to reach the end of your crime. Your
punishment was mild—compared with that which the others shdl suffer.”



There was an ominous tone in the words. They seemed like a voice of judgment. Herbert Carpenter
ghrank away and shuddered. All his bravado faled.

He sank back upon the desk. Softened, his thoughts returned to those who loved him.

"I'm through!" he gasped. "There's no way out! Send me back to prison— back for ten years'—the
words took on a bitterness—"back where | can do no more crime. | deserved what | got. I'll take it. But
I'd go to jail for lifeif I could make amends. | want to see those four where they belong.

"But that isnt dl"—his voice broke—"not dl. My wife—my children— wha have they done? Why
should they pay for my crime? I'd give my life for them. Lifein jal—in the dectric chair— anything, to
keep them from auffering!”

Strange slence predominated the room. Carpenter, hdf raisng his head, ill saw The Shadow,
unyidding. He knew what his fate would be.

A summons to the police. They would come here, to find Herbert Carpenter, escaped Convict 9648,
dumped hdplessin the corner of aroom.

The Shadow would be gone. He would depart as he had that other night. He would remain the unknown
quantity that had brought Herbert Carpenter back into the clutches of the law.

Escape? An attempt would be hopeless. Well did Carpenter know the fate of those who had tried to
elude The Shadow. There were two dternatives. Prison or degth.

A SUDDEN gasp came from Carpenter's lips. Peering to hisright, he saw the opened window. That was
away out—a coward's way—hbut one that would end this hopeless existence. Back in prison, he could
do nathing to ad hisloved ones. It would be better for im to take his own life.

With a wild spring, Herbert Carpenter legped to his feet. Let The Shadow use that automatic. Let him
kill. What did it matter? Hurling himsdf past the beng in black, Carpenter reached the ledge and
prepared to throw himsdf into the depths below. He was over the i, started on awild dive to degth!

Then something gripped him—an iron, visdike grasp that swung him back from the brink. Powerful arms
hurled Herbert Carpenter back into the room.

The would-be suicide landed in the chair that he had Ieft. The char crashed beneath his weight, and
Carpenter's head struck the wall. Half stunned, he lay there, helpless.

"Degth is not for you," came The Shadow's cam, low voice. "Y ou will live —to suffer the pendty of your
crime. Live, to return to prison walls. That is my judgment!”

There was no baking those fateful words. The Shadow had spoken. The Shadow knew. Carpenter,
weakened and with broken spirit, could not resist.

"You are in my power," declared The Shadow. "You have no dterndive. You mus obey my summons
and my word. Thet isthe verdict."

Carpenter bowed his head in submisson. He had told his story. The decison had been given. He would
return to the penitentiary. His wife and children would remain in misary, his double-crossers would go
unpunished.

Weaily, the helpless man closed his eyes. Pictures of gim gray wals conjured themsdves before him.
He was in the power of The Shadow—the man who dedlt mercilesdy with crime. Minutes went by; long,



hopeless minutes. Carpenter gasped weskly, waiting for The Shadow's further bidding. It did not come.

A drange wonder came over Carpenter. He opened his eyes weekly, and rubbed his forehead. His
brains were svimming. For a moment, he could not grasp his surroundings. Then, as his wits returned, he
looked up to face the being in black.

The Shadow was gone!

Amazed, Carpenter managed to draw himsdf to hisfeet. He looked about him, hdf expecting to see that
phantom figure materidize itsdf like a irit from the other world.

The Shadow did not reappear. The room was unquestionably empty. Carpenter, leaning back againg the
wal, placed his hand upon the desk beside him. He heard something crinkle. He moved his hand, and it
touched metdl.

Saring downward, Carpenter experienced a new bewilderment. Upon the desk, ther edges fluttering in
the mild breeze, lay crisp, ydlow bank notes. Upon the stack of money rested the revolver which
Carpenter had dropped.

With a startled cry, the man pushed the gun aside and seized the money. He counted it with eagerness.
Five thousand dollars—dll in one-hundred-dollar bills—fifty of them!

Agtounded, Carpenter stared about him. He looked toward the closed outer door. He gazed a the
half-opened door of his own room. He looked toward the window though which he had attempted to
plunge to his death.

Then the answer dawned. The Shadow's verdict had been given. Herbert Carpenter's future domicile
remained the same. He would return to the penitentiary, as The Shadow had announced. There, he
would pay the pendty for the crime. There was no avoiding thet just fate.

But his other pleas had been answered. No longer would the innocent suffer. The money—Ieft by the
unseen hand—would provide for the innocents who were in want.

That was the meaning of the bank notes. But the revolver? Carpenter's puzzlement suddenly dwindled.
He knew its meaning now. It would be his weapon of protection, while he did the work that he declared
he would do.

Four aiminds were at large. Three, Carpenter would find. Ther trall would lead to the fourth—the
hidden man who was the big shot— Wheds Bryant!

Prison would be Carpenter's fate; but before he returned there, he would have his chance to work
agang crime. That was The Shadow's one concession.

Grimly, Herbert Carpenter picked up the revolver. He thrust the billsinto his pocket. Like a new man, he
strode into his own room, and locked the door behind him.

He had work to do—and he must begin to-night. He was an instrument of vengeance—governed by The
Shadow!

CHAPTER XV. THE MEETING

ANOTHER night had come to Seaview City. Herbert Carpenter was at the Club Catdina, seated at the
table in the obscure corner. He was thinking—and watching.

Three nights ago, he had met The Shadow, and had ligened to his judgment. Now, he was free,



goparently unguarded. He was working on his own; yet he knew that somewhere, the specter in black
was hovering.

After The Shadow had left him on that fateful night, Herbert Carpenter had known a new enthusiasm.
Provided with money, unrestricted in action, he had obtained the opportunity for vengeance. Yet with
that opportunity had come a sudden sense of caution.

Carpenter had started out, prepared to beard Big Tom Bagshawe in hislar. He had gone no farther than
this table. Here, he had stopped, to ponder. Since then, this table had been his nightly observation post.

Herbert Carpenter was playing a waiting game. That, he redized, was the best way in which he could
serve The Shadow. He had sent four thousand dollars to Jerry Stevens; he had kept the other thousand
for hmsdf. Relieved by the fact that his family was wel provided with cash, sure of his own financd
datus, Carpenter was ready for determined action.

The Shadow had given him no ingructions. Evidently, the black-garbed personage expected Carpenter
to use his wits. That was exactly what he was doing now. He was waiting until he knew that something
was brewing among those master crooks whom Whedls Bryant headed.

This was the fourth night—and no sgn of any of the kings except Big Tom Bagshawe. Carpenter had
seen the gambling king go updtairs to the den. He knew that if a megting was to take place, it would
ether be here, or Big Tom would have to leave to attend it. Hence this was the place to watch.

From the background, out of the limdight, Carpenter was sure that he could fail any new plans that were
developing. The gambling den was coining money—that was a sdf-evident fact; a the same time,
Carpenter knew wel that Whedls Bryant would be after bigger game than the shekels that clanked
across the roulette board and the faro tables.

Finished with a light med, Carpenter signded to a newsboy who was danding close by. It was after
midnight; the lad was sdling copies of the early morning edition. Carpenter bought a copy of the Seaview
Gazette, and pretended to be deeply engrossed in its outspread pages.

As amatter of fact, his pretense was not entirdly feigned. He was actudly reading—short paragraphs a a
stretch—and then watching the stairway that led to the second floor.

An item caught Carpenter's eye. It was a Statement about Police Chief George Y ates. The offidd was
reported ready to turn in his resgnation. A meding of the Public Safety Committee was being held
to-morrow night, at the home of Mayor Rufus Cruikshank.

Carpenter stopped his eager reading to peer toward the gairway. A man was heading there, from the
outsde door. Hooks Borglund! One of the crime kings He was going up the steps now!

CARPENTER'S eyes went back to the Gazette. Yates, he learned, was citicdzing the Public Safety
Committee. They were regtricting him from interference with such places as the Club Catdina.

Y ates had banished crime from Seaview City. Now, he had been ordered to keep hands off—so far as
gambling and lesser offenses were concerned.

Another man was waking toward the stairs. Carpenter did not recognize his mustached face, but he did
recdl the man's gait. It was Shifter Reeves, wisdy disguised! The dope king was herel

Agan, Carpenter sudied the newspaper. He saw an account of veled remarks that were attributed to
Police Chief Yates. The offidd had inferred that certain members of the Public Safety Committee were
responsible for the redtriction of the police.



Reporters had interviewed committeemen. Their statements adso appeared. Louis Hdwig and Raymond
Coates had expressed indignation. So had Graham Hurley. Promoter—red-estate operator—hotel
proprietor—all these had declared that the interests of Seaview City were thar interests; that they were
opposed to crime, but that now it had been diminated, they fdt the popular resort should not be
subjected to petty restrictions.

A show-down was coming to-morrow night. Until now, the Gazette said, Mayor Rufus Cruikshank had
let himsdf be guided by the sentiment of the committee. But if it came to an issue between the committee
members and Police Chief Y ates, Cruikshank would unquestionably side with the officdd in whom he had
30 much confidence. Mayor and police chief had been in private conference this very night.

A sudden underganding came to Herbert Carpenter. The crooks were medting to-night to forestdl the
committee mesting. Carpenter laid the Gazette asde and thought deeply as he watched the foot of the
darway.

Tomorrow, in the evening, Chief Yates would not resgn. He would turn in his resgnation, but Mayor
Cruikshank would not accept it. Instead, the reform mayor would overrule the vadllaing Public Safety
Committee. Y ates would be given full authority to close dl gambling houses.

Big Tom's place would close down before that committee meeting ended! He had seen the handwriting
on the wal. Hence the crime kings were now in conclave. Their easy graft was through. To-night in
Bagshawe's office, they were plotting some great crime to wind up their syndicate activities.

Blackmail was out. Dope was out. It was Hooks Borglund's turn now. Hooks Borglund—and perhaps
Wheds Bryant, too! The ace in the hole! Carpenter knew the lay. To-morrow night, hard on the hedls of
the Public Safety Meeting, unprecedented crime would burst!

THINKING deeply, Carpenter knew that Wheds Bryant must have had some close contact with the
Public Safety Committee of Seaview City. One of the recacitrant committeemen—Hewig, Coates, or
Hurley— might be his agent. Perhaps dl three!

All these thoughts formulated themselves in Carpenter's mind, and then were crowded by perplexity. Did
The Shadow know or suspect these matters? Perhaps yes—perhaps no. Where was The Shadow?
Carpenter fdt a sudden desire to meet the weird avenger; to tdl hm wha he suspected; yet that was
impossible.

The Shadow had vanished. Phineas Twambley was gone from the Hotd Pavilion. The departure had

been a mystery. Carpenter redized that he was—to dl gppearances—playing a lone hand, without the
ad of The Shadow. He mugt rely upon his own initiative.

Wheds Bryant! Where was he? To Carpenter, the big shot was dmogt as great a mystery as The
Shadow. Carpenter had watched dl who had gone up those stairs. Not one could have been Whedls
Bryant. Y et with the three kingsin Bagshawe's office, the ace must be there, too!

Some one was waking down the steps. Hooks Borglund! Carpenter dived out of sght behind the
newspaper as the hard-faced crook moved to a table close besde him. Peering toward the dairs,
Carpenter saw the disguised Shifter Reeves coming down them.

The dope king passed close to the spot where Borglund was Sitting.
"To-morrow night?' It was Shifter's voice that Carpenter heard.

"O.K.," came the reply of Hooks Borglund. “Nine o'clock, eght four eght.”



Shifter Reeves was gone. Hooks Borglund was watching the dance floor. Herbert Carpenter folded his
newspaper and waked away. He paused at the foot of the stairs. Cautioudy, he went up.

The crime mesting had ended. No one who might have been Wheds Bryant had either come or gone.

Carpenter remembered the mysterious ways of the big shot. He had dways been in Bagshawe's office
before the meetings. He had dways remained there afterward. Always in the dark—save for tha
dow-moving cigar light, and the flicker of matches that did not reved aface.

The roulette whed was dill in operation when Carpenter passed the barrier of the gambling den, usng the
card that bore the name of Howard Seabrook. Wetching from a group of players, Carpenter saw Big
Tom Bagshawe come out of the little office. An attendant spoke to the gambling king. Big Tom walked
away, forgetting to lock the door.

In a swift, easy manner, Carpenter gained the door of the office. He entered. The room was dark. He
softly closed the door and turned on the light.

The room was empty, but the intruder saw the thickness of cigar smoke. A curling wreeth was bending
upward from acigar that lay on an ash tray.

Carpenter went to the desk. He picked up the smoldering cigar. He recognized the aroma. It was the
peculiar brand that Wheels smoked. The big shot had been here to-night—but now he was gone, for the
room was empty!

STANDING beside the heavy, flat-topped desk, Carpenter wondered. Then, redizing that he might be
discovered, he hastened to the door. He turned out the light with his left hand, while his right clutched his
pocket revolver.

Outsde, Carpenter saw tha he was safe. Big Tom had not returned. There was no wisdom in tarrying
here. The former blackmail king left the premises.

Back inthat darkened office, a soft laugh resounded after Carpenter's departure. It was the laugh of The
Shadow! A cloak swished as the mysterious being emerged, unseen, from behind the cabinet door which
was so often open.

A double mygery existed where Herbert Carpenter saw only one. The coming and going of Whedls
Bryant—apparently impossible in that isolated spot—was duplicated by the arrival and departure of The
Shadow!

Fve minutes after Herbert Carpenter had gone. Big Tom Bagshawe arrived in the office. He entered and
turned on the light. He sat at his desk and chewed the end of an unlighted cigar. Then, with a broad amile,
he locked the desk.

Three kings and an ace! They would be the winning hand to-morrow night.

Big Tom Bagshawe was pleased. He glanced toward the safe in the corner. That meta box was filled
with ill-gotten funds. To-morrow night it would bulge, for dl the spoils would be in Big Tom's possession.

To-morrow night, the gambling king would be retired. He would gt here, like a huge spider, waiting to
feed on new wedth. His wheds, his tables, his machines would dl be gone, packed and away—
to-morrow night!

Wheds Bryant—biggest of the big shots—would turn the trick. He had been here to-night. Hooks



Borglund had taken hisingructions

Not once did Big Tom's mind turn to Herbert Carpenter, the king who had been tossed into the discard.
Nor did he suspect the presence of The Shadow!

Whed's Bryant—ace in the hole—had three kings. The Shadow—the great unknown—had one.
To-morrow night, those hands would be matched!

Y et only The Shadow knew that fact!

CHAPTER XVI. EIGHT FOUR EIGHT
EIGHT FOUR EIGHT!

The meaning of those numbers was obvious to Herbert Carpenter, as he sat in his room at the Hotel
Pavilion. They meant Room 848, in this same hotel. There, Hooks Borglund and Shifter Reeves were
due to meet to-night at nine.

Nearly twenty-four hours had elapsed snce Carpenter had entered and left Big Tom Bagshawe's office
above the vaulted dome of the Club Cataina.

It was nearly nine now. Carpenter rose and gripped his pocket revolver. He had not been idle to-day.
He had found the layout of Room 848, and had discovered a most vitd point about it. The room had a
ba cony, extending to Room 850. The latter was vacarnt.

Carpenter was no cracksman; but he was shrewd. That morning, pretending that he had lost his own key,
he had obtained a magter key from an attendant. Before returning it, he had gained an impresson by
pressing the key in asmdl box of wax.

An obscure locksmith had made a key from the impression. Herbert Carpenter was equipped to enter
Room 850.

Walking through the corridor toward the desired room, Carpenter again found himsdf wondering about
The Shadow. He fdt that he was out to gain important information. He mugt use it aone, should he obtain
it. There might be trouble to-night—and The Shadow would not know!

Carpenter fdt a strange exultation. It was not one of vengeance. Its ingpirdion was a new sensation. For
once, he was working for the right!

Never in his life had Carpenter fdt the urge to turn detective. He had held a contempt for professond
deuths. But now, pitting his wits againg those of double-crossing crooks, he experienced a satisfaction
thet he had never before known.

He redlized that he had been arat in the past. He had been like Hooks Borglund and Shifter Reeves, the
men whom he was out to thwart to-night.

The present Herbert Carpenter fdt a contempt for the Herbert Carpenter of the past; and he fdt very
little pity for the Herbert Carpenter of the future— the one who would go back behind the bars.

There was work to do—after that, prison would be the reward. Hight? It had occurred to Carpenter, but
he had dismissed it. The menace of The Shadow had influenced him at firgt; but after that, he had fdt a
disdain toward himsdf for having thought of it.

He, Herbert Carpenter, had been double-crossed. He was out to smash the double-crossers. A bang



greater than he had given him the chance - The Shadow. Why should Carpenter, who hated
double-crossers, attempt to double-cross the master who had befriended him and given him the money
thet he needed?

That was the train of thought passing through Carpenter's mind as he neared Room 850, at the end of a
long, dim corridor.

With Carpenter, crime had been a professon. He had shown no regard for those who had been his
dupes, a the same time, he had aways played fair, in his own twisted way, with his associates in crime.

Now, he had crossed the fence. He would play far there, too. He was working for The Shadow,
obedient to dl commands, despite the inexorable judgment of the myderious being in black—the
judgment that meant Carpenter's return to prison wdls.

As he opened to door to Room 850, Carpenter faled to notice a huge, broad patch of black that
stretched dong the floor from the end of the corridor. He did not even glancein that direction, where two
burning eyes gleamed from the blackness of the wall.

The Shadow was watching!

HERBERT CARPENTER entered the darkened room. He closed the door behind him. He softly
opened the window and crouched upon the bacony. He could see the light from 848, and observed,
from an angle, that the window of the adjoining room was aso open, but he was too cautious to advance
closer.

A long, tedious wait. A distant clock struck nine. A few minutes later, Carpenter heard sounds from the
adjoining room. Voices were tadking near the window. Hooks Borglund and Shifter Reeves were
conversing!

"All set, Hooks?' questioned Shifter.
"Right, Shifter,” replied Hooks. "How about the pier? Everything ready down there?'

"You bet. I've got the boat in the submarine elevator. All set to go. We used to bring quff in by that
route. Well useit for a get-away to-night.”

"Jud like we arranged last night.”

There was a pause. Herbert Carpenter set his lips. Was this to be the end of the conversation? He
wished that he had been in on lagt night's conference! Evidently, everything had been fully discussed at
that time.

"Pretty near time for you to get dong,” said Shifter.
"Ninethirty," responded Borglund. "That'swhen | leave."
"Right on the dot, en?'

"Not quite. I've got my own way of working, Shifter.”
"Yeah? So has Whed s Bryant.”

Ancther pause; then Shifter resumed:

"I figure Whed s will spring his sunt at ten o'clock. Say—that's a big one, en? That dumb committee up



a Cruikshank's house—putting an end to crime!
"Old Pop Y ates getsful privileges. Away he goes, to raid Big Tom. Nothing doing there.

"And while he's down there, while the fat-head committee is on its way, in steps Wheds and walks away
with Rufus Cruikshank himsdf. Boy! 1t will cost Seaview City a couple of hundred grand to get their dear
mayor out of hock!™

The revelation brought a sllent gasp from Herbert Carpenter, crouched on the balcony. That was Whedls
Bryant's game to-night! The big shot was pulling one himsdlf!

Wheds was going to kidngp Rufus Cruikshank a ten o'clock, or shortly after! Hold him for
ransom—make the Seaview citizens come across!

Shifter Reeves was chuckling in the other room. Carpenter listened intently.

"Great gag, en?' Shifter was saying. "Big Tom, stting here— butter mdting in his mouth—no longer a
gambler—no connection with anything. Of course, they'll think of him as the intermediary. They'll beg him
to advertise that hell pay dough for the lost mayor. Hell get the cash—Rufus Cruikshank will be brought
back! Leave it to Wheds—he knows the lay!"

"What about me?' demanded Hooks. "Guess I'm doing nothing to-night, eh? Before Wheds pulls his
gunt, I'l have that beautiful young heiress dl loaded on the boat, waiting for Whedls to show up.

"If Cruikshank is worth a few hundred grand, the jane is worth more than haf a million. Big Tom will
work that racket, too. A double job."

Carpenter was more nonplused than before. There would be two kidngppings to-night—the firs, by
Hooks, a nine thirty; the second, by Whedls, at ten, or shortly after! But who was the girl that Hooks
hed mentioned?

"They don't cdl me Hooks for nothing,” Borglund was growling. "This is my racket, Shifter. You want to
know how I'm working it to-night? I'l tdll you.

"I've got ten men on the job. Stationed down the line from the girl's room. Ready for a get-away—ready
to stop the bullsif they try to crash. Two of them are going in—may be there now. They'll get the girl. At
ninethirty, sharp, | show up. If there's been any dip, I'm out of the game entirely.

"That's how | play safe. But there won't be any dip. I'm waking down to Suite 600, and when | go out,
Miss Lois Grantham will be carried dong like a sack of wheat.

"Easy, eh? Looks easy, but it takes brains. That's dl, Shifter. Side dong down to the pier, or I'm lidble to
best you there. We're going to load that jane into a closed ralling chair, and give her anice easy ride right
out to your dockyard -"

HERBERT CARPENTER was no longer ligening. He was back in the room, breathlesdy waiting by the
door. He knew that it mugt be after nine fifteen now. The kidngpping squad was a work. Soon, Hooks
Borglund would be with them.

Thiscaled for quick action. Carpenter knew that he must surprise the kidnapers. A swift attack—a big
darm—a get-away—that was the game. Then, if luck stayed with him, he could warn Mayor Cruikshank
agang Wheds Bryant's plot!

Carpenter heard a door closein the hdl. That was Shifter Reeves, leaving for the pier. No chance to do



anything there. Let Shifter wait. A ful minute went by. Cautioudy, Carpenter opened the door and
started down the hall.

There was no strange shadow in the corridor, now. But Carpenter would not have seen it had it ill been
there. He was thinking only of hismisson.

Suite 600 was at the front of the Hotedl Pavilion. Carpenter knew of its location. He dso had heard of
Lois Grantham. She was here with her father, a man of tremendous wedlth.

Evidently, some arrangement had been made to decoy the father away; aso, the crooks must have made
aure that the heiress would be in the suite & the desired time.

Reaching the sixth floor, Carpenter found himsdf in a perfect location. He had come down by the front
dairs. He faced a broad hdl. It had two doors, one for each side. On the left was the door numbered
600. The other was numbered 690.

Carpenter was familiar with the arrangement. These two pdaia suites each occupied hdf of the hote
front. The doors evidently led into anterooms, side by side.

Then there were projecting extensons, so that the windows of 600 and 690 faced each other across a
narrow court.

All windows must ether front on the street or on that court; for there were other suites that took the outer
corners of the hotd.

Carpenter saw no 9gns of watchers. He was sure he knew the reason. This little-used stairway was the
peath by which Hooks Borglund was to come.

Boldly, with steady step, Carpenter walked across the hal and turned the knob of the door marked 600.
The door opened. Carpenter entered.

He had been right about the anteroom. He encountered a blank wall, with a doorway to the left. He went
through and found himsdf in aliving room. His entrance, easy and quiet, was perfect in every detail.

Revolver in hand, Carpenter stood in the dimly lighted room. Two men looked toward him from the
opposite side. There, on a couch, lay an unconscious girl. One of the men was halding a large dloth in his
hand. The odor of chloroform pervaded the room.

Before the two men could make a move, Carpenter was speaking. His stub-nosed revolver dlittered in
keeping with his words.

"Stick up your mittd" ordered Carpenter. "One word out of ether of you and—it's curtaind™

The men obeyed. Carpenter had taken them entirdy by surprise. They had entered here; they had
overpowered the girl; they were expecting Hooks Borglund. A rescuer had come instead.

Covering the men with his revolver, Carpenter walked toward the door, where a telephone table stood.
He placed one hand upon the ingrument. He knew whét lay before him.

A cdl to the house detectives—to the police—tdling them of the stuaion. They would make a rapid
invason. They would be met by the outlying mobsters. Here, in this room, Carpenter must cover the two
who had done the job.

The great menace would be an attack by the outer maob. If that came, there would be but one dterndive.



Shoot these thugs and defend the door until the police arrived. Carpenter was ready for such action, if it
proved necessary. His blood was bailing as he saw this heinous crime in the making.

"One move'—Carpenter's warning was low—"and I'll give you the works! Both of you -"

As he reached to raise the receiver of the telephone, he saw one of the gangsters move his lips. The man
was daring toward the door. Carpenter turned —too late. A powerful body was hurling itsdf through the
ar. Herbert Carpenter went down, his back to the floor.

Saing upward, he saw the face of the man who had overpowered him. It was Hooks Borglund!

CHAPTER XVII. THE HIDDEN SHADOW

HOOK S BORGLUND was giving orders. He was standing in the center of the room. Before him, hands
calingward, stood Herbert Carpenter. Borglund's gun was prodding himin the ribs.

"Waich the girl," said Hooks, to one of the gangsters. "Give her a shot of that dope. Chloroform wears
off too easy. You get to the door" - Hooks was spesking to the other ruffian—"and be ready for the
getaway. I'm finishing this guy—then I'm with you."

Brutdly, he shoved his prisoner through a doorway into a bedroom toward the front of the suite. Here, in
thelight of asmdl lamp, Borglund pushed his enemy into a corner.

Hooks took his stand beside an open window. He cast his eye across the little court, and noted that the
opposite windows were dark.

"So it's Carpenter, eh?' sneered Hooks. "Trying to queer our game, eh? We knew you were out of the
big house, but we didn't think you'd be fool enough to run down here. Thought you were safe in your
disquise, too. Wdll, you didn't fool me!"

Carpenter sad nothing. He stared past Hooks, toward the open window.

"Nobody's looking at us," jeered Hooks. "That suite's empty. We know dl about it. You're going to get
the works. One shot will finish you.

"It's going to be sweet for us. The girl gone. A guy found dead. Who is he? Herbert Carpenter, convicted
blackmailer. Rulling a kidnapping—shot in the act. Great suff, Carpenter. You took the rap - you kept
mum—you're the goat, now."

Carpenter's eyes shifted to the revolver in Borglund's hand. That weapon would decide his doom. A
gangle shot would mean the end.

A few nights ago, Carpenter had sought death. Now, life, even with the threat of prison, had become
sweet. On the brink of anew career— in the midst of hisfirg attack againg crime—he was to die.

There was only one hope—The Shadow. That hope did not mean Carpenter's sdvation; not for a
second did he entertain such a fantagtic thought.

Even if The Shadow should invade this mob-ruled suite, Borglund would dill have time to kill his
prisoner. Carpenter's hope was that The Shadow might be near, to carry on the work that he would be
unable to continue.

The lights of the board wak glowed from far below. The roar of the surf, the dull murmur of the
crowd—these would drown the sound of the fatd shot. Hooks Borglund's finger was on the trigger; in
another second, Herbert Carpenter would lie dead.



Something whirred through the air. Carpenter's saring eyes caught a swift, flashing gleam. A cry came
from Hooks Borglund. As Carpenter stood astounded, he saw a knife quivering in Borglund's arm!

The revolver dropped upon the floor. Carpenter was too amazed to make a move. It seemed a long
moment before he understood. Through the window—ifrom the secluson of that darkened suite across
the court— an unseen hand had hurled this certain blade!

The Shadow!

Only he could have performed this gartling deed. Without betraying his presence, without the sound of a
reveding gunshat, he had come to the rescue. Hooks Borglund, wounded and disarmed, was drawing
the knife from his forearm amidst a surging deluge of blood.

A CHAIN of thoughts flashed though Carpenter's brain. He redized the effectiveness of this rescue. A
shat from the other suite would have warned the ganggters in the living room that a hidden foe had
entered the fray. They might then have come to the rescue.

But now, Hooks Borglund was staggering, his bloated lips gasping, his wicked eyes bulging. No betrayd
hed been given.

Carpenter legped for the revolver. Hooks, momentarily recovering, saw the action. He, too, made a
grasp. He caught the gun in his left hand. Carpenter, agile and unwounded, snatched it from his grasp.
Hooks, despite his pain, legped forward to grapple. His hands clawed for Carpenter's throat, and a
spout of blood swept over Carpenter's clothes.

There was no dternative. One or the other—and Carpenter held the opportunity now. He fired
point-blank at the man who was choking him. Hooks Borglund collapsed and rolled upon the floor. His
hands clawed convulsvely; then were 4ill.

Herbert Carpenter stood dill. He looked at the form upon the floor. He studied those black, inscrutable
windows across the court. He looked toward the door to the living room, and prepared for an attack. It
did not come.

Then he knew the reason. Hooks Borglund had entered here to kill. Those gangsters had expected the
shat that they had heard. They were awaiting Borglund, who had promised to join them. They could not
for one moment suspect that Hooks lay dead.

With sudden decision, Carpenter took the course that led to safety - even though it was fraught with
danger. He opened the door to the living room. He stepped out to encounter the one gangster who was
ganding by the helpless girl.

The mobster sprang up as he recognized Carpenter. Finding himsdf covered, he raised his hands and
stood snarling. Carpenter backed across the room and raised the receiver of the telephone.

"Hdlo—hdlo -"
The operator's response came over the wire,

"Police to Suite 600," ordered Carpenter tersdy. "Help, quick. Armed men —attempting to kidnap Lois
Grantham -"

He stopped short and dropped the receiver. The outer door was opening. The gangster who had gone
outside was returning.



As Carpenter's gaze wandered, the man whom he had covered saw a chance. The mobster dropped his
hands and leaped to one Sde, drawing a revolver. Carpenter saw the menace. He fired twice. The
gangder fdl, wounded, as Carpenter turned to meet the invader from the hdll.

Too late, Carpenter raised the revolver to fire. The other man had gained the draw. But as Carpenter, in
that gartling moment, saw new doom, a loud report came from the corridor, and the attacking gangster
sprawled upon the floor.

With a mad dash, Carpenter rushed from the room. Again, he had been rescued by an unseen hand. But
as he reached the hdl, he saw that he was trapped. New foemen were aringing into view. The gunfire
had brought up Hooks Borglund's reserves. They had chosen to attack—not to flee.

Keen with the excitement of battle, Carpenter met the attack. His firgt shot caught the leader of the
gangders. He fired agan—again -

The hammer dlicked on an empty cartridge. A second men had staggered, but others were dashing
forward. A bullet struck the door. Carpenter dropped back to cover. He must get into that inner room—
find another revolver—fight to the death—

HE sumbled over the body of the fdlen gangster, and plunged heavily to the floor. He could hear the
shouts of the invaders, as they headed to the door. Then came a shot—a second—the roar of powerful
automatics. Rigng to his knees, Carpenter stared in wonder.

The Shadow had opened fire. Through the open door, Carpenter saw staggering gangsters. One man's
revolver was coming up, aming toward an opponent whom Carpenter could not see. A roar from a
hidden corner of the hdl —the gangster tottered, shooting wildly as he fell.

Cries, oaths, heavily fdling bodies—these were the sounds that Herbert Carpenter heard. Finding the
revolver that lay by the dead gangdter, he hurried to the hal to aid in the fray. He stopped, astounded.

The Shadow was magter of the battle. Alone—atdl figure clad in black— he was sanding guard above
the bodies of those who flung themsdlves to this attack. Men were groaning, moving helplesdy. Those
who had fled were the only ones who escaped.

A sound of triumphant mirth broke the strange, new slence. The Shadow's terrifying laugh rang out in
victorious mockery. Two gleaming eyes shone as they spied Carpenter. The black cloak swished and
showed its crimson lining as The Shadow turned toward the man he had saved.

"Go!" The fierce, whispered word was a command. "Go! Y ou have other work to do!"

The sound of a police whigle came from downgairs. Carpenter nodded in undersanding. Here, he
would be trapped. Elsawhere, he would he safe. While The Shadow guarded here, it would be his task
to thwart Wheds Bryant—the other man who was perpetrating crime to-night.

Carpenter headed down the corridor. He caught one last flegting glimpse of The Shadow, as he turned to
look back. Thetal form was disappearing into the open door of Suite 690.

At a darway, Carpenter ducked out of gght as two policemen dashed by. Then he hurried on,
determined to reach his room and telephone to the home of Rufus Cruikshank.

A sudden thought restrained him. Was it wise for him, an escaped convict, to remain here? No! Better to
go in person—to explain the truth to the mayor and the Public Safety Committee. There, he could give
himsdf up to justice. His story would be heard.



Carpenter did not turn toward the elevator. He headed for a fire tower, and made his way rapidly to the
street. He heard police whistles sounding, but managed to avoid the arriving officers. A cab was wating
ina dark spot by the curb. Carpenter camly approached it and entered.

He gave the address—a corner near where Rufus Cruikshank lived. The cab rolled away, and Carpenter
sank back in the cushions. The excitement of the past minutes had weakened him.

As he closed his eyes, he could see nathing but the image of atdl, black-clad form. Gangsters had made
their thrust to-night seeking to capture a helpless gil and to kill one lone rescuer. Ther evil had been
thwarted.

Herbert Carpenter, aone, had seen those mobsmen fal—struck down by the hidden Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIIl. THE CONVICT'S STORY

WITH grimy, swesting face and bloodstained hands and coat, Herbert Carpenter dashed into the home
of Mayor Cruikshank. He thrust a servant asde and plunged into a room where he heard the sound of
VOICes.

He stopped short as he faced a group of solemn men, gathered around a long table. He was facing
Mayor Cruikshank and the members of the Public Safety Committee. Beyond them, he saw the hulk of
Police Chief George Y ates.

"What isthid" exdamed Cruikshank. "Who are you?'

Carpenter drew a deep breath.

"My nameis Carpenter,” he declared. "Herbert Carpenter.”

"The escaped convict!" The cry came from Y ates. "The fdlow that was sent up!”

Swinging past the other men, the police chief grasped the unexpected visitor. He saw the bloodstains on
Carpenter's clothes. He drew a revolver to cover this dangerous crimind. Carpenter offered no
resstance.

"Let me speak!” he pleaded. "Let me speak! It isimportant!”

Something in hiswild tone won his request. With Chief Y ates on guard, the other men had forgotten their
apprehension. Carpenter looked from face to face. He caught the dignified eye of Mayor Cruikshank. It
was to him that he addressed himsdif.

"I broke jall"—his admisson came in puffing gasps—"to come back here. | came—to get the crooks
who had double-crossed me.

"They were working—working two jobs to-night. [—I broke in on the firg, |1 got one of them—Hooks
Borglund. He was trying to kidnap Lois Grantham, the heiress”

Sharp, dartled responses greeted this revelaion. Mayor Cruikshank interrupted.
"Where did this take place?" he questioned.

"At the Hotd Pavilion," responded Carpenter. "The police are there, now. | cdled them. | had to get
away."

"I suppose you did," growled Y ates, tightening his hold on hisgun. "A fine story, this -"



"Hear the man," interrupted Cruikshank sharply. "Tdl us, Carpenter, why have you come here?"
"On your account,” responded Carpenter. "You are in danger, Mayor Cruikshank. They are after you -"
The mayor raised his hand. The telephone was ringing. Cruikshank lifted the receiver.

"Chidf Yates?' he questioned. "He is here, but busy. This is Mayor Cruikshank. Yes... Speak to me,
then... At the Hotd Pavilion? Yes, | Sl tdl Chief Y ates... All under control, you say? Good."

He hung up the receiver. He looked about the room and spoke quilly to the tense men who seemed to
question him.

"The police have captured a dozen gangdters,” he declared. "They were trying to kidnap the girl, as
Carpenter has said. Some of them were shot. Evidently, Carpenter's story is correct.”

"I had better be getting down to the hotd," interrupted Graham Hurley, the proprietor of the Pavilion.
"Not yet," declared Cruikshank quietly. Y ou belong here with the committee. We will hear this out.”

"Thank you, gr," said Carpenter, redizing that his story would be heard. "I'll tdl you what €se is going
on. There were five of usin the racket. Shifter Reeves handled the dope. | did the blackmail. Big Tom
Bagshawe was running the gambling -"

Burds of surprise came from the men about the table. Police Chief Y ates looked grim. He glared at the
members of the committee.

"There were two others" continued Carpenter. "Hooks Borglund and Wheds Bryant. Hooks was the
one | stopped to-night. You can get Shifter and Big Tom easy. But Whedls—| don't know what he looks
like. I only know he's coming here to-night—unless he's scared away.”

"Coming here?' echoed Cruikshank, in an amazed tone.
"Here" repeated Carpenter. "Here, to kidnap you!"

SOME faces showed surprise; others denoted doubt. Carpenter stared around the circle; then looked at
Police Chief Yates. He saw that the bluff officar was one of the doubters. He ddivered a thrust that he
fdt sure would win Y ates.

"Wheds Bryant," said Carpenter dowly. "He's the big shot. | took the rap on his account. | broke jal to
get even; to poil his double-crossing game.

" don't know who heis but I'l tdl you how he works. He's on the ingde, herein Seaview City. He's the
fixer. He gives the tip-offs. That's why Big Tom got avay with things so long. Wheds Bryant pulls the

grings”

"You mean"—Cruikshank's voice was severe—"you mean that this man you cal Wheds Bryant has
subsidized the forces of the law -

"No," retorted Carpenter, "but he's got a drag somewhere. Somebody is double-crossng you
people—keeping Wheds wise -"

"I understand.” Cruikshank's voice was cdculating. The mayor looked at Y ates. The police chief nodded
in understanding.

"Some one—here -" Cruikshank turned to study the men before him. He looked coldly at Louis Helwig,



the promoter; then he gazed & Raymond Coates, the red-estate man. Findly, he glanced toward
Graham Hurley.

"To-night," resumed Cruikshank, "Police Chief Y ates offered his resgnation. Why? Because he fdt that
members of this committee were atempting to obstruct his plans. | refused that resgnaion. Why?
Because | believed that Chief Y ates was right.

"There are three men here who wanted a new police chief. They—all dong —have objected to dl that
Y ates has sad and done. They have interests in Seaview City. Those interests involve a popular night
dub and a new hotel. In both those places, crime has occurred.

"I am making no accusations. | am smply congdering—wondering why these men should fed the way
they do. | am upon the verge of understanding. Sometimes, those who have no contempt of crooks have
cimind leanings of their own.”

With this scathing denunciation, Cruikshank paused. The men whom he had indirectly accused were
fuming, but they held their sllence, while the mayor turned deliberately to Herbert Carpenter.

"Goon," sad Cruikshank. "This plot againg me -"

"To-night, after ten,” blurted Carpenter. "When you are alone. Whed s Bryant is coming here, to get you.
Hooks Borglund was geding the girl. 1t was Bryant's job to take you dong. Shifter Reeves was to
arange the get-away -"

"I see" interrupted Cruikshank. "A double kidnapping—with a ransom, | suppose. Well, we can provide
agand it. But what concerns meisthe treachery that caused it. Who isthis Whed's Bryant?'

"l don't know. | never saw him."
"But you worked for him?'
"Yes—dwaysin the dark -"
Louis Hwig was on his feet.

"Your honor,” he interrupted, "this questioning is a job for Chigf Yates— not for us This is
ridiculous—these velled accusations—a man caled Wheds Bryant, who is never seen, even by the man
who dams to have worked with him -"

"Hdwig is right!" shouted Raymond Coates. "This man Carpenter is an escaped convict. He's trying to
get out of ajam. Look at him—his coat stained with blood -"

"Take hm away,” cried Graham Hurley. "Then we can tak among ourselves, without a lot of dirty
accusations, caused by a crook's phony yarn with no -"

Dissenting murmurs followed. Some favored Rufus Cruikshank, in his carefully toned chdlenge of the
three men who had dowed the law in Seaview City. Others fdt that the mayor had been too scathing in
his criticiam.

The murmurs rose to angry shouts. Rufus Cruikshank rapped upon the table. Only Chief Yates,
cam-faced and stem, remained neutra, with his hand on Herbert Carpenter's shoulder.

"Only a convict's story!" shouted Louis Helwig. "A convict's story -"

His cry ended abruptly a the sound of an unexpected voice. A chilling slence swept over the wrangling



group. They were ligening to the commanding tones of a voice that they had heard months before.
The voice of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW SPEAKS

THE VOICE was coming from aradio in the corner. All stared in that direction. No one made a move.
Rufus Cruikshank was most amazed of dl. Somehow, without his knowledge, the radio had been
prepared for this event!

Risng words turned to alaugh. It was along ped of taunting merriment, a shuddering tone that made the
ligeners quail. Even Herbert Carpenter was frozen by that sinister laugh, despite the fact that he was here
a The Shadow's bidding.

"Once before, you heard my warning," came that aweinspiring voice. "You did not heed tha
warning—athough it came from The Shadow."

"The Shadow!"
The name was echoed by Startled, feeble lips.

"Crime came to Seaview City," continued the voice of The Shadow. "Crime came. Crime conquered.
Crime was ended—by my will."

Police Chief Yates was daing toward the radio. He had received credit for the clean-up; but in his
honest heart, he knew that mystery had surrounded that great event.

"One of the crime kings was captured,” said the voice. "He went to prison. He escaped. He fdl into my
hands. To-night, he has fought againg crime. He is with you now—spesking truth. He is ready to go
back to prison. He has obeyed my bidding."

All eyes were upon Herbert Carpenter. Every man present sensed that this was no trick. Somehow, a
mysterious personage caled The Shadow had arranged a hook-up with this room, so tha he could hear
aswdl as speak.

Thoughts were reverting to that weird night in the Green Room at the Hotel Pavilion, when The Shadow
hed been the glent member present at the committee meeting.

"Crime mugt end,” came The Shadow's words. "It can only end through the obliteration of these fiends
who have made it. Y our opportunity lies before you now."

Silence followed—thick, deep slence. Mayor Cruikshank rose gernly, the only one of those present
who 4ill held his composure. He looked at the frightened committeemen. With a snort of indignation, he
strode across the room toward the radio.

All wondered the purpose of his action. To Herbert Carpenter, it was a gesture—as though Cruikshank
intended to place himsdf firmly on the sde of The Shadow in the war againg crime. Police Chief Yates
hed the same thought. A firm amile appeared upon hisgrim face.

"Perhaps you think that crime cannot be ended,” came The Shadow's voice, its tones mocking and
sardonic. "Crime can be ended—at this very moment.”

Asthe voice paused, Rufus Cruikshank spoke in chalenge to the group.
"You hear?' he said. "Good. The purpose has been accomplished. This was done through my



arrangement—as it was months ago—to prove to you that -"
The voice of The Shadow interrupted.

"One man brought crime to Seaview City," that voice declared. "One man who has kept his identity a
secret. Whed's Bryant, master of crime, isamong you at this very moment. Listen wel—while | speak his

A momentary pause. Rufus Cruikshank camly pulled the cord from the radio. His stern eye was accusing
asit roved among the faces of the Public Safety Committee.

"IT will be my privilege to declare that name" said Cruikshank, with a firm voice. "I shdl point out the
Judasin this gathering. Look at yourselves. Study your own faces -"

As Cruikshank paused for effect, sharp glances centered upon three men.
Louis Hewig, Raymond Coates, and Graham Hurley were the ones suspected.
Each man looked frightened and guilty. Which was the cul prit?

Rufus Cruikshank, tdl and dignified, cdmly lighted a cigar. Herbert Carpenter, hunched beside Police
Chief Y ates, was looking toward the mayor.

Cruikshank's head bent forward. The flicker of the match did not reved his features. He turned his face
upward and puffed.

A familiar aroma reached Carpenter's nogtrils. He saw Cruikshank smile. He heard the mayor's voice
subtly tinged with a tone that Carpenter wel remembered, but had not recognized until now.

"There are certain men among us'—Cruikshank was spesking coldly— "who are dl to blamein part. But
one of them isthe man. He isthe crook of crooks. His name -"

"His name is Rufus Cruikshank!"

Thewild cry came from Herbert Carpenter. Unable to restrain himsdlf, the convicted blackmailer legped
forward in afrenzy. Cruikshank, who had advanced to within a few feet, went down benegth the attack.

Police Chief Y ates was on his feet, ready to shoot. He held hisfire for fear of killing the mayor, who was
raling on the floor in Carpenter's grasp. The fighting convict was shouting words of condemnation.

"Wheds Bryant!" he cried. "The big shot! A double-crosser!™

Men were legping to the rescue. Cruikshank, momentarily free, smashed his fig squardly agangt
Carpenter's chin. The accuser collapsed and was gathered up by angry hands. Police Chief Y ates stood
above his body with leveled automatic. Cruikshank, sriving to regain his composure, glared about him.

He did not see Graham Hurley. The hotd proprietor, alook of red understanding on his face, had made
hisway to the wal. He was plugging the radio wire back into the socket.

"Thismean is a rogue'—Cruikshank was indicating Carpenter. "Y ou are right—a crook is dways a crook

A voice interrupted—the voice of The Shadow!

"Ligen wdl"—the dnider, accusng tones were beginning where they had left off—"ligen well, while |



speak hisname -"

Cruikshank, his face distorted with rage, was plunging toward the wal. But before he could again reach
the radio, the dread voice of The Shadow had made itsfind utterance.

"His name is Rufus Cruikshank!"

WITH an irate cry, Cruikshank seized the amdl radio cabinet and dragged it from the wal. He turned
and faced the other men. His face was livid. He stood revedled indl hisevil.

Wheds Bryant! Wdl had the master crook planned crimel Here, in a prosperous, growing resort, he had
established himsdf as Rufus Cruikshank. His god had been the mayor's chair. He had gained it. Of dl in
Seaview City, he was best able to further crime, while posing as a champion of reform!

To Police Chief Yates, this find exposure came as a gunning blow. He was the lagt to redize the truth.
He had been double-crossed by this crook. He had obeyed Cruikshank willingly. He had told the mayor
dl his plans. He could scarcdly believe his own eyes, now.

But as he faced Y ates, Whed's Bryant gave the find proof of his guilt. He knew that of the men before
him, only one was capable of resgting him—for Y ates, done, was armed. Before the police chief could
rouse himsdf to action, Cruikshank, with a hideous roar, hurled the radio cabinet forward.

Y ates dodged the heavy object. It struck hisright shoulder, and toppled him sidewise. His revolver fdl to
the floor.

Wheds Bryant—no longer playing the part of Rufus Cruikshank— legped across the room and gained
the door to his little office. Yates, with a furious shout, grasped his revolver and started in pursuit,
followed by the other men.

The police chief yanked open the door of the other room. His enemy was gone. The open window
showed the route by which Wheds Bryant had made his swift departure.

Y ates was @ the telephone, caling headquarters.

The darm was out. There could be no escape for Wheds Bryant— erswhile Rufus Cruikshank.
Seaview City, anidand resort, would be blocked within ten minuted

Without waiting another moment, Yates was on his way. The big police chif was dfter his
archenemy—the man who had pretended to be his greatest friend and supporter. The harbor—the
arport—these were closed. Wheds Bryant was dill here in Seaview City.

Back in Cruikshank's home, startled men 4ill stood, wondering at the sudden, amazing turn of events. As
they woke to the redization that the government of Seaview City was now in their hands, they stared
aghad.

The broken radio lay on the floor—slent. But gazing eyes looked toward it as though the shattered
indrument was a thing of life

For from that ruined cabinet had come astounding words, uttered in a voice that carried tones of doom.
Through it, The Shadow had uttered his denunciation.

The voice of The Shadow!

BEven now, its Snister sound seemed red in the recollections of those who had heard it.



For the words of The Shadow had unmasked the superfiend of crime!

CHAPTER XX. BIG TOM RESISTS

A SPEEDING coupe came whirling dong a broad avenue of Seaview City. A policeman dashed into its
path. The car swerved right, svung on two whedls, and narrowly missed the curb as it turned into a side
Sreet.

The officer raised his gun to fire. Two shots flashed from the coupe. The policeman fel, but the coupe
kept on. Other men in uniform dashed to the rescue. A commandeered car took up the pursuit.

Rufus Cruikshank, mayor of Seaview City, was the man in that coupe. He had legped into the car—one
of his own vehicles—at the entrance to the garage behind his home.

Now, he was trapped. Even with the handy automeatic that he had kept in the door pocket of the car, he
could not hope to overcome those who were on his trail. Quick action was a method which Chief Y ates
had established among the resort police. With emergency orders to stop and pursue every suspicious car,
the entire force was out to-night.

Had Wheds Bryant invoked the persondity of Rufus Cruikshank, he might have been able to spread a
bluff. But he hesitated to attempt it. He knew that Yates was adamant. With the force, the chief was
supreme.

The narrow street, dong which Wheels Bryant was fleaing, led directly to the board walk. That placed
hmin atrap. As he crossed another avenue, new police sprang into view. As the coupe shot toward the
end of the street, other officers dashed down from the board walk.

The coupe stopped. The converging police would soon have thar man, if he hestated. But Whedls
dashed out of the car and into the entrance of the dub Cataina. There he paused long enough to shoot
down one policeman who was closer than dl the others. Whed's went up the stairsin long strides.

An attendant stood in surprise as he recognized the features of Rufus Cruikshank. The fleang mayor
shoved him aside, and hurried into Big Tom's. Both doors were open, for this place was running without
molegtation. But now, congternation reigned; for this was to be the lagt night.

Big Tom had not expected arad; hence he stared wild-eyed when he saw the mayor burst in. Attendants
who would have stopped any other intruder sank back, aghast.

Big Tom's amazement increased when he found Rufus Cruikshank gripping him by the arm. Then along
gasp came from hisfa face when he heard the voice of Whed's Bryant spesking.

"The cops!" growled Wheds. "They are after me. Stop them! Quick!"

Big Tom could scarcely move. He could not believe his senses. Then he redized that whether the order
came from Wheds or the mayor, it was one and the same. Whed's Bryant bossed Big Tom Bagshawe.
Rufus Cruikshank bossed Seaview City.

"Get to the door!" thundered Big Tom. "Stop whoever tries to get up! Tha goes for everybody!"

The order was none too soon. As dtendants started to obey, pulling revolvers from benegth thar
uniforms, the firg of the invading policemen burst into view.

WHEELS BRYANT snarled. He fired a shot a the invader. The policeman fdl. Big Tom Bagshawe
needed no further word. He knew now that Wheds Bryant and Rufus Cruikshank were one and the



same. Urged by Cruikshank, he unlocked the door of the little office.

The two crooks were ingde the room, the door closed behind them. Big Tom threw the lock. He stood,
with revolver in hand. Whedls Bryant was a the safe. He had it open. Sazing a bag in the corner, he

began to pile money into it.

"Fooled you, en?' he questioned. "You never figured tha Wheds Bryant was Rufus Cruikshank, did
you? Well, the racket's ended, now— just as | was going to pull the biggest game of my life”

The staccato barks of revolvers were sounding outside. Big Tom's men— hardened gangsters under thalr
attendants uniforms—had opened the fight.

"Gaing to kidnap Rufus Cruikshank," continued Wheedls. "Greet idea, eh? None of the boys would have
been wise until they saw Rufus himsdlf, stepping on the boat. That would have knocked Hooks Borglund
cold!"

"Hooks?" asked Big Tom breathlessy. "Where is he?'

"Dead," informed Wheds Bryant, packing more money away. "That's the trouble. He got bumped. That
sarted the trouble up my way. Say"— Wheds suddenly changed the subject—"1 guess those gorillas
can't hold out much longer.”

"How many poalice are fighting them?" asked Big Tom.
"Thewhole force" responded Cruikshank.

Big Tom stood aghast. He knew now tha his men mus fight. There could be no other escape.
Gangders, dl of them, they would try to make a break. That would be impossble now. The roar of
revolver shots now sounded like a cannonade.

"Ligen, Tom"—Whedls Bryant was spesking coldly—"I'm going to scram— with this

He pointed to the bag. 1t wasfilled with gold and bills—a million in new loot, that had been deposited in
Big Tom's keeping.

"How about me?' questioned Big Tom.
"Y ou're daying right here," answered Wheds. "Youredl right.”
"Y eeh? Staying here—to take a rgp—like Carpenter? Staying here - to be double-crossed?”

"Not that, Tom. Y ou had a mess here before. It wasn't your fault. Neither isthis one. | ran in here—that's
dl. | made a mygterious getaway. That's your story. There's no connection between you and me"

Big Tom pondered. He did not know that Carpenter had told his story; that his own connection with the
crime kings was known.

"If you scram,” declared Wheds, "they'll follow us, sure. Theyll know it's phony. But if you stay, keep
mum and dl that—they won't know anything. Youll get your Solit leter.”

"All right," said Big Tom reluctantly.

He went to the desk and turned a key in the lock just above the drawer. Wheds Bryant pressed the
broad flat top. It did back mechanicdly, to reved an opening four feet square.



Whedls Bryant pressed alever. A dull, mechanical sound was heard. Whedls waited, ligening to another
noise. The gunfire had ended. Men were pounding at the door to the office!

THE mechanicd noise ended. The top of a little one-man eevator had reached the bottom of the desk,
levd with the floor. Whedls Bryant dropped the bag into the opening. He dimbed into the desk, and
pressed the lever.

Hisform, visble from the waist up, began to move downward. Wheds caught the edge of the desk top.
It did back and covered the shaft as he disappeared.

The door of the office was crashing. Big Tom stood trembling. Then, redizing that he would not have
time to escape even if he wished, he legped to the desk and fumbled with the key.

Down came the door. Police Chief Y ates stood covering Big Tom Bagshawe with an automatic.
"Put them up!" he ydled.

Big Tom raised his hands, leaving the key in the lock. Chief Y ates strode into the office.
"Where's Bryant?' he demanded.

"Bryant?' questioned Big Tom.

"Mayor Cruikshank,” corrected Y ates sarcadticaly.

"He's not in here" disclaimed Big Tom, in a wondering tone. "I've been in here done -"

"No hokum," indsted the police chief. "Weve got you, Bagshawe. We know everything. Carpenter's
herein town. He spilled the ory."

A hunted look came over Big Tom's face. Carpenter! Whed's had said nothing about him!

Sowly, the gambler knew new amazement. He had been double-crossed by Whedls Bryant! He was to
be the goat!

He dumped back in his chair. Y ates laughed. So did another police officer who had entered. But now the
police chief was active. He was ordering men to search this office.

"We saw Bryant cut in here" growled Yates. "Get him, men. He can't be far. You know whom you're
after. The crook that caled himsdf Rufus Cruikshank. Our honorable mayor!™

The search took less than two minutes. It was obvious that the room was empty. In the hurried, tense
ingpection, the police were forgetful of Big Tom. They were expecting to see Whedls Bryant pop out of
some corner, armed.

Thusit was that Big Tom Bagshawe made his break. He knew that he was trapped; that his part in crime
would soon be known. He had been double-crossed. Whedls Bryant had gone with the swag. Big Tom's

only hope was escape.

The picture of dgjection, he eluded watchfulness. Suddenly, his big form came to life. Bagshawe |legped
to his feet, pulling a revolver from his pocket. He lunged toward the door, turning to fire at the officers.
To aman, they ducked.

A policeman, entering the office, blocked the gambler's path. Big Tom shot at him. The officer fdl. But
Police Chief Yates, who had dropped behind the desk, came up to ad. Big Tom, framed in the



doorway, was a perfect target. The automatic went off. The huge gambling king crashed to the floor.

Chief Yates sank into the chair behind the desk. Coldly, he looked at the digant form of Big Tom
Bagshawe. Others were bending over the gambling king.

"He's dead," came the information.
"Jus aswdl," sad Y ates.

The police chief pressed his hand againg the desk. His thumb encountered the key that Big Tom had left
there. Yates turned it in the lock, wondering its purpose. He leaned his hands upon the edge of the desk
while he peered over to seeif there was a drawer upon the other side.

The flat top did suddenly, and the police chief was nearly precipitated into the hollow space. He found
himsdf saring down into a black shaft. "Say!" he shouted. "This is the way Wheels Bryant went! Down
through here!”

EAGER men were garing into the hole. Yates pressed the lever. The sound of the riang devator was
heard. The policemen exchanged surprised glances as they heard the noise.

"But how"—one asked—"say—the Club Catdina is right under here—how does that work out? It
doesn't go through the middle of the dance floor right -"

Chief Y ates uttered a raucous laugh. He had the explanation. He pointed downward, just as the lift came
into view.

"Those big pillard™ he shouted. "Thee of them—right in the center of the night club. This goes down the
middle one. Down into the cdllar! Right through, with five hundred people dl around!

"Get in there, one of you felows. Thisis the way Wheds Bryant took. Say —chase down and watch
under the board walk. That's the way he's gone. Send searchers everywhere. Emergency orders are 4ill
on!"

Y ates watched as one of his men started down the shaft—that ingenious passage, the secret of which had
been shared by two men— Wheds Bryant and Big Tom Bagshawe. Through this, Whedls had paid his
mydterious vists to and from the meating room, unseen by any one.

There was another who had used that method dso. Until now, he had been the third to know of its
exigence. The Shadow—watching in the dark—had learned the secret. Through this eevator, he, too,
hed attended the meetings of the kings of crimel

Men were teking up the chase. Chief Yates knew that his surmise mugt be correct. Using this exit,
Wheds Bryant was on his way to safety. Could they catch him now? Yates set his teeth grimly. They
mug catch him—the archfoe of judtice!

Vanly, the police chief racked his brain. To his thoughts came the voice of the myserious man who had
firg warned—months ago; and who had later exposed—this very night.

The Shadow!
Who was he? Where was he? Could he not help again, in thistime of need?

Even as Y ates wondered, the telephone rang upon Big Tom Bagshawe's table. Eagerly, Y ates saized it.
He hdf expected to hear the tones of that whispered, sniger voice. Instead, he was ligening to Graham



Hurley, the proprietor of the Hotel Pavilion.

"Thet you, Chief Y ates?"

"es"

"You haven't nailed Cruikshank—I mean Bryant—yet?"

"No."

"Wdl, here's atip. Work quick. He may be on the end of the Seaview Pier."
"The Seaview Pier?'

"Yes I'm up here a the mayor's house. This fdlow Carpenter has come to. Kind of dazed &fter the
punch he took. He just told us that Shifter Reeves—the other of the crowd—is usng that old submarine
mechaniam as a boathouse. That's where the dope used to come in. Now it's ready for the get-away -"

Chief Y ates hung up the receiver. He shouted to his nearest men.
"Down to the Seaview Pier. Out on that old shack on the end. That's where Bryant isl Get him!"

Asmen scurried away, Y ates grabbed the telephone and cdled the harbor. He talked quickly to the man
who answered the call.

"Put the police boat on the job. Cal out every ship in the place. Police Chief Yates giving emergency
orders. Head for the end of the Seaview Fier. Intercept any boat thet tries to leave therel”

Hagtening from the office, Yates was grim and determined. The harbor was nearly four miles away. It
would take time for the boats to arrive.

HE saw it dl now. Firgt the dope king; now the kidngpping racketeers were uang that pier; dl under
Wheds Bryant's management. The big shot had made a get-away. The pier was only a few blocks
digant.

"Get Whed's Bryant!"

That was the police chief's determined cry as he hurried to lead the attack from land. But a great worry
filled hismind. Y ates knew that he was dedling with a supercrook. The grestest task lay ahead— and it
was doomed to falure on the face of it.

Unless some one was on hand to dow that escape—unless a mirade should happen—both forces would
be too late to intercept Wheels Bryant.

Chief Y ates groaned as he hurried on. He fdt sure that success had duded him. He was doomed to lose
thefind triumph.

The police chief's mind was a strange paradox. What he thought of one moment, he neglected the next.
In this particular moment, he had forgotten the presence of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXI. THE SHOTS FROM THE TOWER

SEAVIEW PIER was a mighty, man-made promontory that thrust itslong projecting line a thousand feet
to sea. The huge dance hdl, fronting on the board walk, was flanked by broad decks. Then, after a
gretch of open space, came the mation-picture palace. Beyond that lay the exposition building.



This gructure filled an enlarged square space some sx hundred feet from the shore. It, too, was
surrounded by decks. Then the pier narrowed to a long, straight stretch of foam-swept wak. At lag, it
spread again to form the last outpost—the square upon which the closed submarine observation building
was |ocated.

One odd feature gave the pier a most unusud appearance. That was the eighty-foot tower that spanned
the center of the open dtretch between the last two buildings This structure, a minigture of the Eiffd
Tower in Paris, had been erected for the big pageant that was to close the present season. It was
studded with lights, ready for itsfirg illumination.

It was beneeth this tower, in the midgt of the blackness of night, that Whed s Bryant was now passing. He
hed made his escape. Only a hundred feet lay between him and his god—the dark building at the end of
the pier.

The big shot knew that he was hard pressed. He had hurried here from the cdlar of the Club Catding;
but it had been a difficult trip through the sand beneath the board wak. With the cry out for Rufus
Cruikshank, he had not risked showing himsdf; but had gained the leve of the pier through a specid
ladder undernegth the dance hdl.

Now, glancdng back toward the board walk, Wheds could see tiny men running toward the pier. He
laughed. Let them come! He would be reedy.

Nearing the end of the pier, Wheds uttered a short, dill whidle. A response came from the darkness.
Wheds Bryant spoke. Shifter Reeves answered.

"Thet you, Wheds?'

"Yes"

"Where's Hooks? What's happened to him? He hasn't shown up.”
"He took the bump.”

The men were close together, now.

"Weve got to scram, Shifter,” growled Wheds. "It's dl gone sour. They're after me. Got the men
posted?”

IIYSII
"Tdl them to be ready. I've got the swag.”

SHIFTER, despite his congternaion at these reveations, lost no time in giving a command. His voice
sounded dearly through the darkness. Then, with Wheds Bryant, he hurried to open a door in the
submarine building. The two men entered a large, square chamber, illuminated only by one dim light.

Even in that fant glow, Shifter made out his companion's countenance as he looked, for the firs time
upon Whedls Bryant. A startled oath came from the dope king's lips.

"Y ou—you're Rufus Cruikshank."
"Yes" responded Wheds tersdly. "Well talk about it later. Let's get going!”

A man approached. Shifter spoke quickly.



"Wait at the door, Zeke. The gorillas are going to mop up. When we're ready to go, give them the dgn to
joinus"

Zeke nodded and went to his post. Shifter pushed his way among stacks of boating equipment. He
opened a trap-door in the floor, and revedled a metd ladder. Whedls Bryant could hear the lapping of
waves.

"Bverything is ready,” muttered Shifter. "There's the boat—in the submarine chamber. The tank's haf
filled with water, and I've had it down at the bottom out of sght. Since dark, | brought it up. Climb in.
WEll open the outer gates.”

"How long will it take?"

"Not more than five or ten minutes. I'm ready to travel fast, but didn't know wed have to scram this
quick. Two men down there. Let's go."

"Here's the swag.”

Shifter seized the bag and led the way down the ladder. The men dropped into a long, low-lying
speedboat. Machine guns gligened in the dim light. Shifter stowed the bag in a locker at the front.

"Open the gates" ordered Shifter.

One of the gangder crew leaned over the Sde of the boat and yanked a lever atached to the
ded-wadled tank. There was a dir in the darkness ahead; a sharp sea breeze whisled inward as the way
began to open dowly. Shifter busied himsdf with the motor. Whed's Bryant stared up the ladder, in an
apprehensive manner.

The big shot's action was not without cause. Up on the pier, a battle was pending. It was a fight in which
the cards would be stacked againg the law— an ambush set to kill unwary men.

A policeman, leading the way outward from the exposition hdl, was the fird to discover the trap—amost
a the very moment that Wheels Bryant had gained the boat.

As his footsteps thudded dong the open space, a revolver flashed from the base of the old building at the
end of the pier. The officer dropped; then scrambled to his feet and ran back to spread the darm.

He was joined by a squad of police. A sergeant ordered a new advance. Cautioudy, men crept forward.
New shots greeted them. One officer staggered. His companions dragged him back.

A wild cry went up. Shouts were going back aong the pier. Word was being passed to the police at the
rear.

"The searchlight—on the exposition building! Turn it on! Turn it on!"

Ten seconds later, a powerful searchlight cast its beam benegth the base of the tower that stood above
the draight expanse of pier. Turned low, its rays reflected that ocean-moistened stretch with the vivid
light of day. The walls of the closed submarine building were plain in the illumination. Yet no men were
visble

The police hesitated. They stood by the walls of the expostion building, awating word to attack. In that
pause, Police Chief George Y ates arrived on the scene, hurrying up with more men.

"Go at them!" he ordered.



A SQUAD of police advanced grimly. As they moved ahead, skulking forms came into view dong the
gde rals of the pier around the condemned building at the end. Shots burgt forth. The firg policeman
staggered and sprawled out. The others scattered.

Before the wounded mean could rise, a gangdter rose upon the ral near the end of the pier. With cool
deliberation, he leveled arevolver at the helpless officer. Police Chief Y ates uttered a sharp cry. No one
was hear enough to prevent that murder—the gunman was out of range of those who had retired.

Crack!

The sharp report was not the sound of a revolver. It was arifle shot! It came from above, a the top of
the dim eighty-foot tower.

The murderous gangster swayed. He toppled. His revolver fdl from his hand, and an indant later the
gunman himsdf followed, plunging into the ocean —a thirty-foot drop from theral of the pier!

Who fired that shot?

Police Chief Y ates stared upward through the night. Then he looked aong the pier. A dozen police were
aurging forward. Revolver shots began to greet them. Then came the sharp, higher reports of the rifle
With each crack a ganggter fdl!

The ambushed men were being sniped by some one stationed in that tower! Set to prevent the advance
of the police, they themsdves were trapped. An amazing marksman was picking them off, dropping
them, wounded, one by one!

The way was dearing now. The police, advancing steadily, seemed to be free from fire as they
approached their goa. Chief Y ates ordered a charge of another squad.

Hardly had the men been dispatched before the chief heard a terrified cry. The men were scattering,
Soreading to the Sdes of the pier. Y ates, near the exposition building, saw the reason.

Five mobsters had come from under cover. With swift precison, they had unlimbered a machine gun.
Determined to stop the police, they were turning the terrible weapon straight down the pier.

Chief Y ates was directly inits path! He and a dozen of his men. They saw the menace too late to escape
it!

Then came savation. Sharp cracks sounded, but they were not the shots of the machine gun. That
sharpshooter, dationed high above was perfect in his am. His targets were the desperate, hurrying

gangsters.
One man was at the machine gun. He fdl, helpless.

Two others rushed to take his place. One sprawled at the sound of a rifle shot. The other gained the
objective, but never started the roaring weapon. He, too, collapsed beside the machine gun.

Only two gangsters remained. One of them leaped to the gun in afrenzy. His hands clutched the ar as he
staggered backward. The other, forgetful of dl but that menace high above, turned to point his revolver
toward the top of the tower.

Before he could discharge a shot, his gesture was answered by another sharp report. The lagt of the
gunmen fdl beside his companions.



"The tower! The tower! The gunin the tower!"

The cry was passing back dong the pier. It met with a response. Some one, under sudden inspiration,
turned on the studded lights. A brilliant, vari-colored glow filled the night. All eyes turned toward the top.

There, benegth a glittering bl of bgjeweed light, stood a slent, unmoving form. Chief Yates saw it—he
aso saw therifle that the figure held.

Men were wondering as they gazed in amazement. But to Chief Y ates came understanding.

He knew who this rescuer was. He knew, now, the person who was there to prevent the daughter. The
police were surging forward, but Y ates could only stare upward in dumbfounded admiration.

The man in the tower was The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXII. THE SHADOW DEPARTS

THE police had reached the end of the pier. They were battering at the door of the closed building. Chief
Y ates, recovered from his stupor, was shouting commands. His word was being passed back as he ran
ahead.

Now, events happened in amazing sequence. The roar of a powerful motor sounded beneeth the bottom
of the pier. As Chief Yates reached therail, amighty monster seemed to lurch forward from benegth.

With gleaming, brilliant searchlight, a long, swift speedboat shot out into the ocean. Yates—like his
companions—raised hisgun too late. They fired into the waves as the boat whirled away.

Seated in the rear, surrounded by three other men, was Wheds Bryant. He was a the whed. Chief
Yates uttered a cry of rage as he recognized the face of the man who had been known as Rufus
Cruikshank.

Then came a shout of exultation. Speeding inward to intercept the course of the escaping craft were two
awift yachts, their lighted decks reveding men with revolvers. They were the firg of a scattered line of
ships coming from the harbor.

The escaping speedboat swerved. It wanted to avoid these craft; to ude them; to dip away between
them. Its motor roared as it turned broadside to the pier. The maneuver was a faulty one. The fast boat
was forced to head dong the beach; then turn again.

"Theyll get him! Theyll get him!"

Y ates shouted in triumph as he saw Wheds Bryant swing directly toward the pier; then tumn in the
direction of the harbor. Cleverly, the big shot had managed to make the yachts speed past him; but he
was heading directly toward athird big boat that was sure to block his course.

Then came a gasp from the helpless police who lined the pier. With the speedboat out of revolver shat,
they could do nothing. They saw the gligening barrdl of the big machine gun as it turned over the sde of
the boat.

The purpose was plain. Whed's Bryant was about to run the gauntlet; run it with the odds dl in his favor.
With that terrible instrument of death, the men on the gpproaching yacht stood no chance. Before they
could deliver asngle shot, their decks would be raked by a deadly firel

THE speedboat made a new maneuver. With remarkable ill, Wheds Bryant turned the hdm so that the
ship pointed directly toward the spot where the yacht was heading.



With its greater speed, the escaping craft would cut across the bow of the yacht, swing by, and daughter
the unknowing yachtsmen. Then it would head to sea, outdtripping dl the harbor craft—away to safety,
after wholesale murder!

With his new maneuver, Wheds Bryant was bringing the speedboat dmos to a stop. It was
bruta—fiendi sh—unnecessary—the plan of a demon in human form, who wished to gloat over victims
whom he could wel spare.

With a groan, Yates turned away. His pleading eyes—he knew not why— turned upward toward that
brilliant tower, toward the slent being in black who had been forgotten in this new excitement.

The police chief stared at what he saw. The rifle had been raised; it rested againgt the shoulder of the
being in black. The left hand was a the muzze The black glove—plan in the brilliant light— was
pressing a pineapple-shaped object to the rifle.

The hand moved away. The bulging object remained. Therifle spoke. The projectile flashed as it shot on
itsway. In one lit second, Chief Y ates knew its meaning.

A rifle grenade!

A deadly missle developed by the World War—a device that could be discharged with accuracy—it
was on its way! Swinging, Chief Yates stared at the speedboat. It was turning, momentarily dmost
motionless upon the waves, heading for its terrible attack.

Then, into that boatload of human fiends, crashed The Shadow's message!

A terrific exploson sounded. The speedboat seemed to legp into the air. In a burding, flaming flagh,
Wheds Bryant and hisevil crew went to their doom!

Like a thunderbolt from the sky, The Shadow, with unering am, had sounded the death kndl of the
supermind of crime. With Whed's Bryant perished the lagt of his kings—Shifter Reeves.

The speedboat was a shattered hulk upon the waves. It floated there, filled with the broken remains of
the men who had deserved to die.

The yachts were swinging in, quick to pounce upon the battered prey. With a deep dgh of gratitude,
Police Chief Y ates again turned his eyes toward the black figurein the tower.

The Shadow!

It was he who had ended the kings of crime; ended their evil by a vaorous deed that had saved the lives
of men who were to be massacred by fiends.

The Shadow's triumph!

IT would be a great moment for Chief Y ates now. Up there in the tower was a superman who had done
superhuman work. He could not leave. For once The Shadow, the lone wolf who fought crime, was in
the limdlight.

Now, he would be forced to descend and reved himsdf in person to the hordes who would be there to
cheer him.

The thousands of witnesses understood. Eyes from everywhere were turned toward the tower, where the
black form no longer moved, but seemed to be ghrinking to obscurity.



The police on the end of the pier were cheering. The cry was beng carried back. Its echoes rippled to
the board walk, where thousands had gathered dong the rail.

The shouts of human voices sounded above the roar of the bresking surf. Huge crowds had seen the
doom of the escaping craft. They knew tha justice had triumphed; dthough they—unlike Chief
Y ates—did not know the source of the bolt that had so unexpectedly fdlen.

Now there was motion in that tower. The Shadow was risng, pointing his rifle upward from his lofty
perch. His figure blotted out the seaward portion of the glittering bal of light. What was the meening of
this new action?

The answer came from above. The rifle spoke again. A rocket shot skyward! Then tiny lights twinkled
high over the pier. They were descending. Into the range of illumination appeared a machine that came
coadting downward with the gracefulness of a stling bird.

An autogyro!

Chief Y ates recognized the strange craft. It had come to the Seaview City airport two days ago. With its
huge horizontal windmill whirling above it, the queer plane seemed dmost motionlessin mid-air.

Its pilot was guiding it toward that lofty perch. The Shadow was danding there—on a projecting,
equatorid platform that girded the globe of light.

Looming larger as it neared the pier, the autogyro settled lesurdy urtil its wheds seemed to pass on
ather Sde of the balanced figure in black. Two arms reached forward and upward. They grasped the
sheft between the whedls.

Then, with renewed roar, the autogyro swept forward. Its descent ceased; its speed increased. The form
of The Shadow raised. With cloak flowing in the breeze, the agile figure gained the bottom of the ship
and disappeared up into the cabin!

That happened as the plane whirled above the spot where Chief Y ates stood. The ship was rigng in the
ar, roaring fast across the black waters of the ocean, saling onward, upward, until it, then, was logt in the
great beyond.

The Shadow's work was ended!
The Shadow was gone!

CHAPTER XXIIIl. THE PAY OFF
THE rule of crime was ended. The crime kings were through!

All had ended in a burst of flame; an amazing finish, yet one which was outshone by the incredible dimax
which The Shadow had provided in his own departure.

From the battered speedboat, the police had reclamed the wedth which Whedls Bryant had sought to
gan from the wreckage of the schemes which The Shadow had frustrated.

The double career of Whedls Bryant was tremendous news. How this fiend of crime had perpetrated his
evil designs under the guise of Rufus Cruikshank, as mayor of the city, was now common talk.

With Police Chief George Y ates at the head of law and order, Seaview City was safe from crime, now
that its false, betraying mayor had met the fate that was his due.



The three members of the Public Safety Committee who had been under suspicion were now vindicated.
They had been lax in their desire for strictness of the law; yet not one of them was a man of crime.

Bewildering events had marked the passing of the crime kings. But in cold consideration of the facts, dl
became plain. The Shadow, long in advance, had given hiswarning. It had not been heeded—due to the
subtle influence of Rufus Cruikshank.

The Shadow—active in Seaview City—was the one who had unraveled the dud identity of that fiend of
evil—Wheds Bryant. Now that the vitd fact was known, the rest of the story came from the lips of
Herbert Carpenter—the man who had obeyed The Shadow's bidding.

The evidence that Carpenter provided gave dl that was needed. His confesson of membership in the
league of evil was not used agang him; for upon his shoulders rested no responghility for crimes other
then his own—the blackmail which he had committed.

Before he went back to the penitentiary to become Convict 9648 again, Herbert Carpenter gave Police
Chief Yates the lagt of the money that wasin his possesson—the larger part of the thousand dollars that
he had kept from The Shadow's funds.

This cash, undaimed by The Shadow, was to go to Carpenter's family. Chief Y ates promised to handle
that matter. He also assured Carpenter that he, himsdf, would see that the family did not suffer during the
ten years or more that Carpenter—returned—would have to serve.

The promise pleased Herbert Carpenter. He had faith in Chief Yates. But he did not need that promise.
He had greater fath in The Shadow. Somehow, he knew that The Shadow would not see the innocent
suffer for the guilty.

BACK in prison, Herbert Carpenter went about his tasks in true penitence. He redlized fully the pendty
of crime. He had been a crook. He had sided with crooks. The part that he had played in ending the
work of crooks had been trifling, indeed, compared with the mighty performance of The Shadow, or
even with that of the police.

Yet in that brief respite, Herbert had learned to hate crime. Not only that, he fet a meek willingness to
bear the burden of those years ahead. Freedom would be his some day; then he would begin again,
secure in the knowledge that he could live by right, instead of wrong.

A week went by—a month. Still, the memory of those girring events remained with Herbert Carpenter.
The pay off had been made. Degath to the double-crossers whose evil minds were steeped in crime—
imprisonment to him who deserved it.

Then, on a clear autumn day, when dl the world was gay outsde of prison walls Herbert Carpenter was
summoned to the warden's office. Despite his drab gray garb, he stood with raised head and clear eye as
he faced the warden.

The warden was a middie-aged man, hard-faced and stern—one who seldom changed expresson. He
reached forward with hisleft hand and gave Herbert Carpenter a paper to read.

Complete amazement dominated Convict 9648 as he perused the words before him. Mechanicdly, he
thrust forward hisright hand and received the warden's clasp of friendship.

A pardon!

The paper was Sgned by the governor. To Herbert Carpenter it meant freedom. He was to have liberty
inreturn for the part he had played in the ending of the crime kings.



The governor's sgnature. There it was, in black and white. But what was that, dretching across the
paper, inddibly impressed upon the sheet?

Herbert Carpenter sared—unbelieving; then he redized that his eyes had not deceived him.

Upon the paper was the perfect outline of a grayish shadow—a mark that could not change. The
governor had sgned this pardon; but the act had been the making of another.

Herbert Carpenter understood. This was his payoff. It was the reward for honest service, with no return
requested.

This paper was a pardon from The Shadow!
THE END



