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CHAPTER|. AT THE BORDER

B I S B B B R N B B R S B I I R e VRN

THE torrid Mexican sun had set. Thelingering rays from the distant horizon threw afaint afterglow that
presaged a sweltering night. The gloom barely outlined a party of weary horsemen who were wending
their dow way through patches of mesquite, heading northward.

The men weretaking. Their voices were hushed as though the dimness of the arid plain held them in awe.
Solitary wanderersin adeserted plain, they were temporarily traveling through aworld peopled by
themselvesdone,

The voicesfaded. The horses dragged dong through silence. The mounted figures were dimming in the
gathering night. Then the tension broke as one of the plodders emitted a savage, growled oath.

The curse brought a coarse laugh from one of his companions. Grumbled mutterings followed from the
others, with one exception. A singlerider maintained his steadfast sllence.

"Well get there before dawn," growled the man who had cursed. "Y es - well get there - and then
what?'

"Weve got our divvy," returned one of his companions, thumping his hand upon arough sack that lay
across his horse's back. "That's enough, ain't it, bo?’
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"Sure" cut in athird voice. "Every guy for himsdlf. That'sthe only way we can makeago of it."

The dull, 1abored thudding of hoofs replaced the brief conversation. Then aquerulous speaker cut in with
aprotesting opinion.

"Were splittin' en?' he asked. "It'sal we can do, | reckon; but it ain't goin' to get us nowhere."
"We've got Charley to thank for that,” added a sarcastic voice.
Thewords brought forth an affirmative growl from dl the riders but one.

The lone man who had maintained his silence till refused to speek for himsdlf. He wasriding behind the
others, now, his horse three lengthsin back of them. He could hear every word that was expressed; and
his companions sensed that fact.

NOW that Charley's name had been mentioned, further sallies followed.

"He'sthe brains of this outfit, Charley is," said someone, with alaugh. "Had away for usto make a
clean-up. What have we got?"

"A few thousand apiece," grumbled another. "That's better than nothing."
"Would you go through another sx monthsfor it?' came a question through the dark.

"For afew thousand?" Another laugh came with the response. " Say, bo, | wouldn't go through aweek of
that misery we suffered even if we wereto get the green chicquatil itself -"

"Sh-hI" A warning tone hissed beside the spesker's ear. "L ay off that stuff! It gives me the creeps. Don't
talk about the chicquetil! Every timel shut my eyes| seethat green glow! Green everywhere - green that
never ends’ - the man's voice was rising to ahigh, nervous pitch - "green light driving me mad -"

An arm thumped through the dark and punched the speaker roughly on the back. The man'swords
ended abruptly.

Subdued mumbles came from the other riders. It was evident that they, too, held a nervous dread of
something that they al had witnessed. At length, one of the riders voiced the subject in an easy, reflective
tone that allayed the worries of the others.

"Wereout of it," hesaid. "WEell forget it, soon. There's nobody going to take us back to the Aztec
temple. Let them keep the chicquatil there at Zeltapec. It'stheirs, and they can haveit. Theré'sno one
who could take it from them. Weve got something out of the wreck - enough to stake us -"

"To stake us?' The question camein a high tone from the nervous man who had been silenced. "To stake
usfor what? We aren't even oursalves! Do you understand me? Not even ourselves! Were no one - no
one! - and Charley'sto blame! Hetook usto that hell! I'd kill him if he hadn't suffered with ugl”

"Y eah, Charley got hisaong with therest of us," said another man, in philosophic tone. "He's not feding
chipper, no more than us. Kegping mighty mum, therein back. Hasn't had much to say snce we left
Zdtapec. Eh, Charley?"

The speaker glanced over his shoulder as he said the last words. He could not see the man to whom he
had referred as Charley. Only the dight thud of hoofstold that there was another man riding back therein
the darkness. Somehow, Charley seemed to fed himself ostracized from the companionship of these
men.



"See?' questioned the one who had called back. "Charley's got nothing to say. Afraid of us, maybe. He
ought to be. Heled us up into the mountains. Cdled himsdlf our leader. A big shot, Charley - and now
he'safraid of ud"

The otherslaughed in sarcastic tones. There was malice, not mirth, in their laughter. They were
unanimous in the thought that the man behind them was afraid; and their growled utterances were boding
ill for the one who had once been their leader.

"Charley'safrad of us-"

THE repested challenge was broken by a harsh voice from the darkness. The lonerider had drawn close
to the others. Now, he was thrusting his horse among them, and his silence had been broken. He was
gpeeking in firm, even tones that commanded attention.

"1? Afraid of you?' Charley's question came in emphatic words. "Why be fools? There arefive of you,
that'sdl. I'll take on ten morelikeyou. You say | put you inwrong at Zeltapec? You liel"

Not one of the five grumblers dared respond. Charley, coming up among them, had demonstrated his
power of command. As he paused to await an answer, the only response was the swishing of the
mesguite through which the plodding horses brushed.

"Y ou made trouble for yourselves at Zeltapec," declared the man caled Charley. "I was no moreto
blame than any of you. We took a chance - for abig stake - and we lost. Be satisfied that you got away
with your hides, and that the Aztecs et you keep the gold. That'sall.”

"l guess Charley'sright,” admitted one of the others, in alow, rueful tone. "But it'snot hel ping us much. It
seemsadl right herein the dark - but wait until dawn, when we look a each other. Thenit will seem as
black asit did today - asit did yesterday - asit did the day before -"

"Cut it!" ordered Charley tersdly. "I've listened to the sametalk until I'm tired of it. Y ou say I've been
keeping quiet. That's because I've been thinking. When you are ready to be quiet, I'll have my say - and
it will be something worthwhile"

A suppressad silence was instantaneous. With afew well-spoken phrases, the former leader had
regained his command. There, in the darkness, Charley's horse took the lead, with the others clustered
close beside, each man listening without an interruption.

"We're coming close to the border, now," stated Charley quietly. "That's where we split - asyou fellows
decided. Y ou say we've got to split - that if Six men like us were together, we'd hit trouble just on our
looks. You'reright about that. But you're al wrong to think that thisisthefinish.

"We stuck together at the start, didn't we? We thought alike; we tdked dike; we acted dike - and finaly
- we became dike. Six of akind iswhat we are. Six men - with brains' - he paused after the compliment
- "and only one who knows how to use those braind”

There was no response. The men rode on, adocile, willing group. Each seemed to lose hisindividuaity
when the leader took the fore. Now, Charley became challenging in histone.

"What areyou?"' he questioned. "I'll tell you. Five men that can fight ahundred if they follow ingtructions.
Thetroubleis, you've weakened. Y ou figured you could go back to the United States and pick up. You
had your dibis.

"Maybe they've got you listed as men who scrambled across the border into Mexico - maybe they
haven't. If worst came to worst, you could say that bandits had dragged you there. But that's al ended



now, because you're changed men - and you're al in the same boat.

"Y ou've been little crooks - little enough to get away with it. Y ou enlisted in the army so asto hide, likel
did. You didnt like it, and when you found others of your kind, you deserted, like| did.

"I knew where there was something worthwhile getting, at Zeltapec. We went after it; we flopped; and
now, with afew thousand dollars worth of gold apiece, you want to go back to where you | eft off.

"I want to go back, too, but not the same man as | went away. So I'm glad of what happened to me at
Zdtapec - now that it'sdl over. I've got my brains; | know the ropes; and I'm free from recognition.
When | hit New Y ork, I'll be ready for business, and there's nobody going to know me. That'swhy I'm
glad I'm different!”

Buzzed responses showed that the others understood their leader's meaning. Then, in mollified tones, one
of the listeners spoke, raising an objection in a cautious manner.

"That'sright, Charley," said the man. "It'sgood for you. Y ou'refixed right. But what about the rest of us-
how doesit help us?'

Mumbles of agreement showed that the rest shared the opinion of the speaker. It wasthefina challenge
to the one who dominated.

CHARLEY wasready for it.

"How doesit help you?' he asked. "It helpsyou greet! | know you fellows like abook. Small-towners,
al of you. Y ou went away from home; you got in dutch; you tried to grab abig haul so you could go
back and make agrand splurge in the little burgs you came from.

"Y ou forget that you may beinwrong there. Those dibis might not hold up. Uncle Sam isnone too easy
on deserters. Y ou're not the first who skipped across the border!

"You dl figured on going back home; the more you talked about it, the moreyou liked it. | let theidea
ride until later; then those Aztecs at Zeltapec changed the whole works. Here you are - crying about the
tough luck that's hit you - and al the while, you're passing up the opportunity that's worth amillion each!”

Excited gasps came from theriders. They caught the ring of the leader's words. They crowded closein
breathless silence, knowing that some stupendous plan was coming.

"Spring it, Charley," came an eager voice. "Give usthelay. Were with you. What'll we do - stick
together?'

"Wewill go our own ways," declared the leader, in alow, firm tone. "Go as we had planned - each man
to the place of his choice. But we shal go as men unknown. Forget your old names, and adopt new
ones. You will bewelcome, for each of you will have money. Forget crime; for it will be your dutiesto
creete confidence in the communities where you belong.

"As respectable citizens, you will soon be recognized. Remember that you have perfect opportunities, for
you will be acquainted in your own home towns. The place of my choiceis New Y ork; there, | intend to
harbor my funds, and to be guarded in my actions. | could pull jobs there now - but | intend to pass up
the chance."

"Why, Charley?' came aquestion.

"Because," stated the leader, "I am going to wait for bigger opportunity. Each of you will havethetime



that you require. Each will plan hisown course; yet al will have the same objective; and | shdll figurein
each climax.

"Six months - ten months - ayear - time does not matter. | shall wait until each of you isready. Then, one
by one, we shdl regp the harvest. We are different; yet we are the same. Each will contribute; al will
share

"It an't clear to meyet, Charley," announced a gruff-voiced rider, "but it seemslike you're gettin' to
somethin' worthwhile. Were to split; then each of us keepsin touch with you. | got that part straight. But
how are you goin' to cometo see us- or do we go to see you?"'

"No one sees another,” responded the leader emphatically. " There will be no |etters between us. Each
works toward his own objective. Then, when histime has arrived, he lets me know by specid sign. You
remember, back at Zeltapec -"

"The Aztec Sgnd" exclaimed arider.

"Exactly," declared the leader. "Make your plans, notify me when you are ready. Have the detailsfor my
arriva; then we shal proceed.”

"Proceed with what?' demanded one of the men.
The leader laughed. He rode ahead in silence; then, with carefully lowered voice, he began to spesk.

Step by step, he weaved the details of the scheme that wasin hismind. Not an utterance disturbed his
discourse. Mileswent by beneath the steady feet of the plodding horses. Still the riders listened to the
words of the man who dominated them.

At lagt, the story wastold. Words of admiration broke forth in jumbled chorus. One man had shown the
way to five. All six were prepared for work that lay ahead. Terse questions sounded in the dark. To
each, areply was given by the leader.

THE glow of distant dawn was showing across the plainswhen thelittle caravan cameto ahdt. The
border had been reached. The men were ready for their parting on American soil.

"Remember dl that | havetold you" - the leader's voice was stern - "and wait until the proper plansare
made. There arefive of you, and each hashisjob. | have told you how to reach mein New York. Thisis
the beginning. The past isforgotten.”

He paused and stared through the dim light at the outlined forms of the men who rested on their horses.
Likethe central figurein agroup of statuary, the leader loomed and dominated.

"Each goeshisway," he declared. "Each staysin his own place. No one can know our scheme - not even

His voice broke off; then continued in areminiscent tone, tinged with agruff chuckle.

"When | makeplans,” hesaid, "I plan big. | left New Y ork because | was up against the only man big
enough to lick me. | say aman, but he is more than that - heis The Shadow. Every crook that hastried
to cross The Shadow haslost out. The pay-off has been death. We got away aive from Zetapec. No
one gets away dive from The Shadow.

"I was up againg The Shadow; but | had time to get away before he spotted me. | saw what was
coming; that'swhy | scrammed. Y ou fellows may think New Y ork isbig; but you'rewrong. | was afraid



to go back there, with The Shadow waiting for me. That'swhy | aimed for Mexico.

"But now, it'sdifferent. I've got nothing to fear in New Y ork. The Shadow can't pot me now. I'm
beyond his reach. He thinks that he can cope with crime. Well show him crimethat he can't touch! When
we are ready, not even The Shadow can begin to suspect our crimes!”

The horizon was glowing pink. The leader stared toward the east and waved his hand in warning gesture.
It wasthe Signd for the parting. The others understood. Here, in the United States, by light of day, they
were not to be seen together.

FIVVE men spoke to their horses. One by one, they pulled away, each heading in adifferent direction.
The leader done remained. He watched the departing figures until they becametiny specksin the
distance.

Now, in the glow of early morn, the one man lifted the reins of hishorse. He had sent five men upon their
missions. He was the sixth - done and unperturbed. Hisface wasvisbleintherising light. That
countenance was as impassive as amolded cast. Only the lips moved as their owner sat in thought.

"The Shadow!" The name was uttered in alow, dow tone. "The Shadow - the man who knows! Thisisa
scheme he does not know; one that he can never know! Let him try to meet these crimes that will end
when they begin!"

A coarse chuckle sounded from the spreading lips. The last of the six men dapped the reins upon the
horse's back. The steed moved dowly acrossthe arid plain.

One man had schemed. He had crossed the border. He had sent others on their way. Each carried
limited wedlth upon his saddle; each had, somehow, gained immunity from that suspicion which spellsthe
end of crime.

Five had gone; the sixth was choosing his own course. Y et, even now, hisway was certain. In the months
to come, this man would ded in crime whenever he might be summoned.

He was aman who had dedlt in crime before; but now, within his scheming mind lay plansfor
supercrime. He was ready to defy The Shadow! Thisband of criminaswould strike - no one knew
when. But until they struck, there would not even be any suspicion.

When this crime broke forth, would The Shadow know? Could The Shadow solve this crime?

CHAPTER I1. BOLD CRIME

TWO men were seated in an oak-paneled study. The room was obvioudy a portion of apalatia home,
for its heavy furnishings, from thick rugs to massive mahogany desk and chairs, symbolized the last word

in expense.

One man, evidently avigtor, was Sitting in acomfortable chair, idly smoking acigarette. Therewasa
certain restlessnessin his attitude, but it did not betray itself upon hisface. His features bore an impassive
look. Infact, all who had ever met Earl Northrup wereimpressed by the singularity of his appearance.

The immobile expression of Northrup's countenance was accentuated by the characteristics of his
physiognomy. His nose was broad and his cheeks, chin, and forehead seemed to dope away in uniform
fashion.

Hislipswere thick and heavy. His eyes had a steady stare that changed only when they sparkled. Eyes
and lips done were the portions of Northrup's countenance that gave any evidence of emation.



The other man - the owner of this home - was adignified, ederly gentleman, with aristocratic gray hair.
He was seated at the desk, going over astack of papers with absolute indifference to Northrup's
presence. That was the way with Anthony Hanscom. He was a business man who had become
successful through concentretion.

At last Hanscom glanced up, and his eyes met Northrup's. The elderly man smiled wanly. He pushed the
papers asde, and leaned back in hisswivel chair. Hefolded his hands and rested them benegth his chin.

"You're avery patient man, Northrup,” he commented. "I think you are probably the most patient manin
thispart of Illinois. That'swhy | enjoy having you out here. Work comesfirst with me, and it'sapleasure
to have aguest who does not interfere with it."

Northrup indulged in adight smile. Hisrestlessness, which had been unnoticed by Hanscom, was now
gone. He glanced idly above Hanscom's head, and gave ashort grunt of surprise as he noticed a clock
upon the mantd.

"Quarter of ning," he commented. "It's getting quite near train time, Mr. Hanscom.”
Hanscom looked at the clock and frowned.

"That'sright,” he remarked. "Let's see - that express to Chicago stops herein Tilson at ninefifteen. It will
take us fifteen minutes to reach the station. | had no ideatime had gone so rapidly. | must cal my
secretary at once.”

HANSCOM rang abell beside the desk. A quietly dressed young man entered the room. This was Carl
Walton, Hanscom's secretary.

"It's getting late, Walton," said Hanscom. "I didn't notice thetime. These bonds' - he drew apackage
from adesk drawer - "will haveto wait. | intended to go over them while you took off the numbers. |
don't like to neglect the job, especidly as 1 will be aweek in Chicago; at the sametime, | ought to be on
hand. Northrup was going over them with me; that's why he came up tonight. However -"

"I can come back from the station,” interposed Northrup quietly. "There's no reason why Waton and |
cannot do the work together. | have nothing to do this evening.”

"Don't put yoursdlf to that trouble, Northrup,” responded Hanscom. " The work can wait until | come
back. I'll just put the bonds in the safe and forget about them.”

"It'sno troubleto me," indsted Northrup.

"Very wdl," declared Hanscom. "I'll leave the bonds here, Walton. Y ou can take off the numberswhile
Mr. Northrup and | areriding to the station. When you're finished, let Northrup go over the bonds when
he comes back. After that, put the bondsin the safe and lock the combination. If Northrup does not
come back, lock them up before you |leave the room."

"I'll probably be back," said Earl Northrup.

Carl Walton nodded and I eft the study. Anthony Hanscom began to make the last preparationsfor his
journey, talking to Northrup as he did so.

"I'll be glad to get to Chicago," asserted Hanscom. "It seems as though | am anchored in Tilson. Business
isgood here; | have this beautiful home; and | should be satisfied. Nevertheless, | likethe big city. | have
to get up there frequently. | don't see how you can sand it herein Tilson dl thetime.”



"I've only lived here about eight months," responded Northrup, with asour smile. "Maybe after afew
years|'ll be glad to get away, too."

"Y ou have established yoursdlf very nicdly,” said Hanscom, with an gpproving nod. "Y ou have theright
idea, Northrup. If aman comesto asmall city with areasonable amount of capital, and applies himsdlf to
astable business, heis bound to succeed - especialy when heishonest and friendly, as you are. Good
will meansalot when aman has alimited number of neighbors.”

"I have found that to be true," answered Northrup. "I have found Tilson an exceptiona town. Of course,
much of that is due to your presence here. Without Anthony Hanscom, Tilson would be merely another
spot on the map of Illinois.”

"Becoming complimentary now, eh?" laughed Hanscom, "Wadll, | guess you mean it, Northrup. Y ou have
agood businesshead, and | like your sincerity. Most of the people around here are limited in ideas. Well
- we can have alagt chat on the way to the station. I'll go along in your car with you. Sorry you aren't
going to Chicago withme."

Hanscom rang the bell; then went to the door to meet Carl Walton. The secretary was bringing
Hanscom's bag. The gray-haired man took it from him and hurriedly eft, accompanied by Earl
Northrup.

CARL WALTON closed the door of the study and picked up the stack of bonds. Noting the numbers,
he marked them down one by one on a sheet of paper. Walton was dow and methodical in hiswork.
That washis principa qualification as secretary to Anthony Hanscom.

Secluded herein Tilson, Hanscom, despite hiswedlth and numerousinterests, managed to keep his
affairson asmple, definite basis. He did not require a secretary with initiative. Hence Carl Walton had an
easy task, athough the salary waslow.

Wadton'sjob involved very little respongbility. When Anthony Hanscom Ieft Tilson, the secretary merely
handled minor affairs during the employer's absence. Walton did not even know the combination to the
wall safein the room. It was astrong box of the latest pattern; one built to defy the most expert
cracksman; yet it was seldom that Hanscom |eft articles of vauein the house.

Tonight was one of the few exceptions. Hanscom had conducted businessinvolving the transfer of
various securities and had kept the bonds a home for afew days. Now, the examination of the bonds
had been postponed, and after taking off the numbers, Waton's only duty would be to put the bondsin
the safe and leave them until Hanscom returned.

While Walton was completing histask, he heard the whistle of the train leaving the station for Chicago. It
reminded him that Earl Northrup had intended to return and that the bonds must be kept out in case
Hanscom's friend came back to the house.

Waton knew little about Northrup except that he had come to Tilson severa months ago, and had made
agood impression in the town asaman of means. Northrup had easily acquired the confidence of
Anthony Hanscom, and it was because of Northrup's own interest in sound investments that Hanscom
hed invited him to look over the bonds. Here, in the house with Walton, the securitieswere safe,
especidly asMoser, Hanscom's six-foot butler, was also on duty.

When he had completed hislist of numbers, Carl Walton placed the bonds in the open safe and went
back to the desk. There, he made a careful copy of the list. Pushing both papers toward the front of the
desk, Walton glanced up idly and was surprised to see Earl Northrup standing watching him.



"Oh, hdlo!" blurted Walton. "When did you come back, Mr. Northrup?'
"Just now," declared Northrup quietly. "Where are the bonds?"
"Inthe safe," responded Walton. "It's ill open. I'll get them for you."

The secretary brought forth the securities and placed them on the desk. Northrup began to study them
while Walton strolled about the room. The secretary noted that Hanscom's friend was examining the lists
that had been prepared.

"Sure you took all these numbers correctly?' questioned Northrup suddenly.
"| think s0," replied the secretary.
"I'll put the bonds away then," said Northrup.

He picked up the pile of securities and went to the wall safe. He carried the lists of numberswith him.
Standing in front of the safe, Northrup made amotion of placing the bondsinside. He closed the door of
the safe and turned the knob.

Coming back to the desk, Northrup folded the lists and dropped them in the desk drawer. He picked up
his hat from achair and strolled toward the door.

A DUBIOUS expression came over Carl Waton'sface. A sudden suspicion had cometo the secretary's
mind - asuspicion that al was not well. He waited until Northrup had opened the door; then raised a
sudden objection.

"Y ou should have let me put those bonds away," declared Walton. "I'm responsible for them.”
"They'reinthe safe,” said Northrup quietly.

"l didn't seethem go inthere," stated Walton.

"Open the safe, then," volunteered Northrup. "Look them over. | put the lists back in the desk drawer.”

"I don't have the combination to the safe," objected Walton. "Mr. Hanscom told me to put the bonds
away. | didn't think you were going to lock the safe.”

Northrup laughed in an indulgent tone and shrugged his shoulders. He started through the door; then
paused as he heard Walton's chalenging tone.

"Wait aminute, Mr. Northrup!" called Waton, in aserioustone. ™Y ou may be afriend of Mr. Hanscom;
but I'm responsible for affairs around here. | don't like the way you waked in. Y ou must have taken the
liberty of coming into the house without ringing; otherwise Mosier would have notified me that you had
returned. I'm on duty here, and | want to make sure that everything isright.”

The secretary walked to the desk and drew out the two folded papers that Northrup had placed there.
Watching Northrup, Walton unfolded the papers and looked at them. They were blank!

The truth struck hometo Carl Waton. He knew the game now. Those bonds were not in the safe; they
werein Northrup's pocket. So were the lists of numbers. Earl Northrup had deliberately stolen Anthony
Hanscom's bonds - securities worth aquarter of amillion - and had ingenioudy substituted blank sheets
of paper for the liststhat might have aided in the tracing of the stolen goods!

"You can't get away with this" cried Walton hoarsely. "Y ou've got those bonds, Northrup, and the lists,



too! Givethem back to me!"

An evil scowl showed on Northrup's puffy lips. By the action, the crook virtualy confessed hisguilt to
Carl Waton. The secretary sprang across the room and seized Northrup by the shoulder.

"Give methose bonds, you thief!"

In reply, Northrup hurled the secretary hafway across the room. Walton plunged into the desk and
caught himself before he fell to the floor.

But as he stared into the desk drawer, Walton saw the object that he needed. Thiswas arevolver that
Anthony Hanscom dways had available.

Waton knew that the gun wasloaded. He grasped it and siwung toward Earl Northrup, holding the
wegpon in hisright hand and steadying himsalf againgt the desk with hisleft.

Carl Wadton never redlized that in this action he had openly betrayed hisintentions to the watchful man
beside the door. Before Walton had a chance to am the revolver, Earl Northrup was upon him. With a
quick motion, Northrup seized the secretary's wrist and twisted the revolver from the hand that held it.

Walton struggled fiercely. Northrup, hisevil lips grinning, met the secretary's attack. Warding off
Wadton's gripping hands, Northrup made a vicious swing with the revolver and struck aglancing blow
beside Walton's ear. The secretary collapsed and sprawled upon the floor.

Northrup's gloating ended suddenly. With aquick turn, the man faced the door, just in time to meet
Mosier. Hanscom's butler had heard the dtercation. He had come upstairs. He had seen Northrup strike
down the secretary.

Now, anew struggle was coming, and this time Northrup had no weskling as an adversary. Mosier, two
hundred poundsin weight and six feet tal, was a powerful antagonist. Hisface was grim as he hurled
himsalf upon the man with therevolver.

Northrup did not hesitate. He fired point-blank at Mosier's heart. The bullet reached its mark. Earl
Northrup stepped calmly aside as Mosier's heavy form plunged forward and fell face downward on the
floor. The butler's outstretched hands were within afoot of Carl Waton's motionless body.

Therewas no delay in Northrup's next action. The murderer leaned over Waton and laughed ashe
carefully wiped the handle of the revolver and placed it in the secretary's grip. The gun dipped from
Wadton's nervelessfingers, and dropped to the floor. Then the secretary's hand moved feebly. Earl
Northrup grinned as he saw that Walton was regaining his senses.

Rising, Earl Northrup walked swiftly to the door of the room. He descended the stairs, found a darkened
doorway in the rear hal, and stepped out into the night. The sound of distant shouts could be heard.

UPin the room where Mosier lay dead, Carl Wdton was dowly opening his eyes. The secretary rubbed
the side of his head in dazed fashion; then a bewildered look appeared upon Walton's face as he saw the
dead form of Mogier.

Walton could not understand. He recalled that Earl Northrup had been here; that was all. He was
thinking vaguely of the bonds. What was Mos er's connection? The butler had not been here.

In the midst of these reflections, Carl Walton saw the revolver beside him. He picked up the weapon and
looked at Mosier. For thefirst time, Walton realized what had happened. Mosier was dead - dain with
this weapon!



Earl Northrup! He was the murderer! Grasping the desk with one hand, Carl Walton rose unsteadily and
wavered there, near the center of the room. His eyes stared about, noting that the room was empty. His
ears could hear cries. The sounds came from outside the house.

Then came footsteps on the stairs. Walton looked up to see two uniformed men rushing into the room.
As hetried to steady himsdlf with his hand upon the desk, Walton pointed to the body that lay upon the
floor, using the revolver as hisindicator.

"Northrup killed Mosier!" he gasped. "Northrup - Earl Northrup - after he stole the bonds - hekilled
Moser. Get him! Get Earl Northrup!™

CHAPTER I11. WALTON EXPLAINS

CARL WALTON wasdtting in achair in the corner of Anthony Hanscom's study. Mosier's body il
lay upon the floor. Two uniformed policemen and a physician were in the room; besdethemwasa
gern-faced man in alight-gray business suit. Thiswas Police Chief Culver, who headed Tilson's small but
efficient force.

Carl Walton till wore a half-dazed expression. He was staring blankly at the wall ahead. He had told his
story to Chief Culver, and the chief had immediately issued important orders. Now, as Walton rubbed his
forehead and lost some of his bewilderment, Culver came over to the corner and sat down in front of

him.

"Let'sgo over thisagain, Walton," requested Culver quietly. "Y ou say Earl Northrup |eft here about ten
minutes after nine to take Mr. Hanscom to the station.”

"Yes, Sr," responded the secretary.

"What time was it when Northrup came back?' questioned Culver.

"About quarter of ten,” answered Waton. "He said he might be coming back and | waswaiting for him."
"And he took some bonds from the safe?

"He said he was putting them in there. He closed the safe and locked it. But | didn't think he put the
bondsinsde."

"And then -"

Chief Culver was artfully turning this resume into astatement on the part of Walton. The chief was
moving hishand asasignd that the others should listen.

"Then," declared Wdton, staring straight ahead, "I told Northrup | suspected him of stealing the bonds. |
pulled the revolver from the desk drawer to make him wait until | caled for help. He took it from me and
hit me here" - the secretary rubbed the side of hishead - "and - and that was dl | knew until | cameto
and saw Mosier dead. | - | picked up therevolver. It was on the floor."

"Y ou say that Mr. Hanscom went to Chicago?”'
"Yes, dir, Northrup took him to the station, like | told you. They went out together.”

"Very good," asserted Culver. "Wdl, well have Mr. Hanscom with us soon. We phoned ahead to
Grahamstown to have him leave the train and come back. He's less than an hour out from Tilson."



LOOKING toward the door, Culver saw aman in plain clothes enter the room. The police chief walked
over to meet the newcomer. The man spoke in alow voice.

"Weve got Northrup's car, Sr," hesaid.
"Hiscar?' questioned Chief Culver. "Wheredid you pick it up?"
"At the gation.”

"At the station!" Culver's echo was apuzzled one. "I can't figure why he would have gone back there.
The expressto Chicago wasthe last train out.”

"Therewas no one a the sation,” said the man in plain clothes. "The ticket office closes a nine thirty, you
know. But we found the car down there."

"Hm-m-m," said Culver thoughtfully. "Then Northrup must have gotten someoneto drive him back. |
can't understand that. How do you figureit, Johnson?"

"Seemsrather queer to me," responded the plain-clothes man. "If | could have located the agent, | might
have learned something. We'relooking for him now."

"HeresWdton's story,” remarked Culver, going over the detail s that impressed him. "Northrup expected
to come back, and he came back. He knocked out Walton and evidently made a get-away. Now if he
came in another car beside his own, he may have had an accomplice - or he may have had a second car
parked at the station. But why?!

Johnson shrugged his shoulders.

"The question iswhether or not those bonds are in the safe,”" continued Culver. "WEell find that out when
Hanscom gets here. Asit now stands, al the evidence we've got isthat Mosier was dead, and Walton
was here aone. Looking at it that way, Waton could have killed the butler.”

"He said that he was knocked out, didn't he?"

"Yes, but that could be afake. For that matter, Mosier might have cracked him, but not enough to have
kept Wdton from shooting. No, the bonds are the important matter. I'll tell you why. If they're gone,
therésathird man mixed inthis."

"Northrup, eh?"

"Maybe," said the police chief crypticdly. "That'swhat Waton says, and that's why weve got to find
Northrup. But | can't get over the fact that Walton was here with the body."

Culver glanced at his watch and strode nervously up and down the floor. He stopped his pacing and
turned to Johnson.

"Wait until Hanscom gets here," he said. " Then well know more than we do now. He ought to be here at
any time, coming back by car from Grahamstown."

Asthe police chief finished his statement, a man appeared at the door of the room. He was awan-faced
fellow, whom Culver recognized as the agent from the Tilson station.

"Ah!" exclaimed the chief. Y ou're the man | want! Did you see Earl Northrup down at the station with
Anthony Hanscom?"



The station agent nodded.

"They cameinto theticket office," he declared. "Mr. Hanscom bought aticket for Chicago. Then
Northrup said -"

"Wait!" Culver's exclamation was an excited one. "Here's Hanscom now - and there's Northrup with
him!"

The words were true. Anthony Hanscom and Earl Northrup had come up the stairs together. Hanscom
was staring at the body of Mosier. Northrup's odd features were impassive, but the lips were puckered
inapuzzled manner.

Chief Culver did not know what to make of the double arrival. He glanced from one man to the other;
then motioned a policeman to take charge of Northrup while he spoke to Hanscom.

"Please open the safe at once,” requested Culver. "We're worried about your bonds, Mr. Hanscom.”

WITHOUT aword, Hanscom went to the safe and turned the dids. The door swung back. Hanscom
gasped. Culver nodded knowingly. The safe was empty.

"They're gone," said the police chief solemnly, "and the man who's got them either killed Mosier or
knowswho killed him! Theresthe man | want to talk to now! Earl Northrup!”

Culver siwung toward the door. Earl Northrup'slips were opened in amazement. He did not seem to
undergand the Situation.

"How did you get back here?' demanded Culver. "Why did you attack Walton and kill Mosier? What
have you done with the bonds you stole?!

Before Northrup could respond, Anthony Hanscom intervened. The gray-haired man thrust himsdf in
front of the police chief. His eyes blazed angrily.

"What do you mean?' he demanded. "Thisis preposterous! What do you mean by questioning Earl
Northrup, my friend, in thismanner. Areyou insane, Chief Culver?

Culver was taken aback. He could not understand the cause of Hanscom's sudden wrath. Then he
redlized that Hanscom wasin ignorance of Walton's satement.

"I'm going by what Carl Walton told us," he explained. "He said that Northrup was to come back here;
that he did come back; that he took the bonds -"

"Walton said that?' cried Hanscom. "Walton haslied!"

Striding across the room, Hanscom glowered at his secretary. Walton, bewildered, shrank away from the
accusation that he saw in his employer's eyes. Hanscom cast awithering glance; then pointed toward
Walton.

"Thereisthe culprit, Chief Culver,” he declared. "His tory isadeliberate lie. He has hung himself in his
OWN NOOSe.

"He expected Earl Northrup back here. But Earl Northrup did not come back. When we reached the
station, Northrup decided to go to Chicago with me. He left his car parked by the station. He got off the
train with me at Grahamstown. He has been with me every minute since ten past nine - the time we |l eft
thishouse!"



Culver was too astonished to reply. He looked at Hanscom; then at Northrup; finally at the station agent.
Thislast man nodded.

"l wasjust going to tell you about it, chief," declared the agent. "When Mr. Hanscom bought histicket to
Chicago, Mr. Northrup decided to go aong, too. He asked meif his car would be safe outside the
gation. | told him it would be. So | sold him aticket, too, and | saw him get on the train with Mr.
Hanscom -*

Chief Culver waited no longer. He sprang across the room and grabbed Carl Walton by the shoulders.
He spun the secretary around and stared into the young man's eyes.

"Answer up!" he exclaimed. "What do you know about this? Was Earl Northrup back here?"

Carl Walton wastotaly bewildered by the statements that he had heard. He tried to rub his head as he
feebly sought aresponse to the question hurled a him.

"l - 1" - Walton'swords were confused - "I thought | saw Northrup comein here- likel - likel told you.
| - 1 got hit on the head, you know - and - and - maybe | don't remember thingsjust like they happened

"But you remember taking that gun from the desk drawer?"'

"Yes, | picked up the gun.”

"And you pointed it at someone?’

"Yes- | -1 pointedit a North - | thought | pointed it at Northrup -"
"And then what?'

"l - I - don't remember."

"Y ou fired that gun, didn't you?'

"l - I - don't remember."

"And it might have been Mosier you pointed it a?"

"l don't think so," protested Walton.

"But it might have been Mosier?” grilled the police chief.

"l - 1 guess s0 -" stammered Walton.

Police Chief Culver beckoned to an officer. He pointed to Walton's huddled form in the chair.
"Takehim away," he ordered. "Were holding him for murder.”

"No - no" - Walton's protesting voice became ascream - "no - no - you can't take me! | didn't shoot
Moser! | found the gun lying on the floor -"

"Yes?' mocked Culver grimly. ™Y ou found it in the desk drawer, according to your last satement.”

The policemen were dragging Walton away. Culver watched them go. Then he turned to Hanscom. He
spoke in an gpol ogetic tone, glancing a Northrup as he did so.



"Walton didn't fool us," declared Culver camly. "I figured his story was bad, dl dong. But he talked
about those bonds - and | knew that if they were gone, there must be athird man. The question was
whether Walton was innocent or an accomplice. He named Northrup.

"Maybe Carl Walton killed Mosier. Maybe the other man did. We have the circumstantia evidence on
Walton - al we needed wasto find something fishy in his story. Weve got it now, because he dipped
when he named Northrup. He thought Northrup was coming back here.

"Driving donein his car - whether he was coming here or not - Northrup would have been up againgt it
for an dibi. But thistrip to Chicago makesit great. Walton's goose is cooked now. WEII grill him for al
he knows.

"Too bad about the bonds, Mr. Hanscom," he added, "Well do all we can to get them back. Giveusa
chance to work on Waton. A lot may come of it."

Men were removing Mosier's body. The police chief followed them. The room emptied. Only Earl
Northrup, completely vindicated of dl suspicion, remained with hisfriend, Hanscom.

"| think they'll trace the bonds, Hanscom," declared Northrup solemnly.

Anthony Hanscom dumped in the chair by the desk. He mopped hisforehead; then regained his
composure and extended his hand. Earl Northrup received it warmly.

"It may beabig financid lossto me," declared Hanscom, "but those bondsweren't dl | havein the
world. I'd rather lose four timestheir vaue than see ared friend - like you - suffer through thefase
accusations of a dastardly coward.

"I never trusted Walton very far, Northrup. | didn't think he was crooked, but | never considered him
rdiable. If Moser hadn't been here, | wouldn't have | eft those bondsin Waton's care.

"There's someone elsein this - someone bigger than Walton. Some real crook was after those bonds,
and he used Walton as hisaccomplice. That'stheway | seeit, Northrup.”

Hanscom was staring straight across the room. He did not see the twisted smile upon Northrup'slips.
When Hanscom did glance toward hisfriend, the smile was gone. An impassive expression had replaced
the one of evil.

I'T was after midnight when Police Chief Culver returned to find Anthony Hanscom and Earl Northrup
gtill together. He reported that Carl Walton had collapsed under the strain of acontinued grilling; that the
secretary's story had become confused, athough he still adhered to the impossible idea that Earl
Northrup might have been the man who had entered Hanscom's home to take the bonds.

Northrup left ashort while later, and the police chief lingered long enough to add afew remarksto
Anthony Hanscom.

"Well get the truth out of Walton," declared Chief Culver. "He played agood bet when hetried to lay it
on Northrup, but he lost the gamble. The fact that Northrup was with you cleared Northrup himself; but
there's another angle that shows Waton's complicity in the theft.”

"What isthat?' questioned Hanscom.

"Any pleaof mistaken identity on Carl Walton's part,” responded Culver wisdly. "The only way he has
tried to meet the factsis by saying that he thought the man who came in was Earl Northrup. That doesn't
gowithme.



"Takealook at your friend Northrup. He's an odd-looking fellow, with that flat, solid face of his. I've
seen plenty of types of faces - but never one that could match Northrup's. That was where Walton
played aclever card. He knew that unless Northrup had an dibi - which Waton thought wasimpossible
- wewould bdieve him. That'swhy | was dmost inclined to believe Walton at fird.

"Earl Northrup?'Y ou could spot that fellow out of amillion. | don't believe there's another man in the
whole State of Illinoisthat has aface that resembles Northrup's!”

"l think you areright,” agreed Hanscom. "'l am glad Northrup was with me tonight. | agree with you that
thereis probably no one e sewith hisfacid characterigticsin dl this State.”

Chief Culver and Anthony Hanscom were wrong in their assumptions. At that very moment, aman was
boarding an eastbound limited a ajunction point more than ahundred milesfrom Tilson. The man'sface
was obscure in the darkness of the vestibule. His eyes were turned away as he handed the conductor a
ticket that bore Batimore asits destination.

But when thisindividua was safdly behind the closed door of the compartment which he had taken for
the night, hisfacewas plainly revedled inthelight.

Immobile fegtures - steady, Staring eyes - lipswith atwisted evil smile - dl were the characteristics of
Earl Northrup!

CHAPTER IV. THE CIVIC FUND

IN Barmouth, Maryland, the First National Bank was an imposing edifice that stood on one of the
principal streets of the town. Its effective architecture was enhanced by the low row of shade trees that
ran dong alittle sde street beside the bank.

There were entrances from both the principa street and the little lane; but it was seldom that depositors
entered by the side door of the bank. Most persons preferred to come in from the business street,
passing by the office where Gorgas Tdmadge, the staid old bank president, spent quiet hoursin solemn

dignity.

Today, Gorgas Tamadge was seated at adesk which bore high stacks of paper currency. Two men
were in the office with him when he summoned Sherman Brooks, the cashier. Tdmadge indicated the
money with asweep of his scrawny hand.

"Therearethe civic relief funds, Mr. Brooks," stated Talmadge. "I am placing them in your charge. Two
hundred and twenty thousand dollars."

"Yes, dr," responded Brooks.

"Y ou understand,” continued Tamadge, "that the money isto be delivered only to Harold Thurber, the
chairman of the Civic Rdief Committee. Hewill call for the cash today. Placeit in the vault until he
arives."

Sherman Brooks signified that he understood the arrangement. The money was gathered, and the two
guards accompanied the cashier to the vault at the back of the bank. Brooks put the cash away and went
to his office. The room was an isolated spot between the vault and the side entrance of the bank.

The fact that he was temporary custodian of nearly aquarter of amillion dollarswas not disturbing to
Sherman Brooks. The matter of the civic relief fund was merely amatter of routine. Talmadge's
instructions had been no more than aformdity. Brooks dready knew what was expected of him.



Through contributions extended over aperiod of six weeks, the city of Barmouth had passed its goa of
two hundred thousand dollars. The sum had been converted into cash to be distributed among the
unemployed.

The Civic Rdief Committee had, until recently, been alatent ingtitution in Barmouth. 1ts present activity
was due entirely to the active interest of one man - Harold Thurber. The drivefor civic relief funds had
begun when Thurber, a newcomer to Barmouth, had urged the local business men to support the
movement.

Thurber, himsdf, had made the first contribution, severd months after he had opened asmdl businessin
the town. His example had stimulated aflood of contributions, and Thurber, because of his activity, had
been unanimoudy chosen as chairman of the Relief Committee.

When thefina mark had been passed, Thurber had announced that on a set date - today - he and the
other members of the committee would disburse the fundsin cash. All arrangements had been made for
Thurber to call at the bank and receive the money from Brooks.

I'T was acustom with Sherman Brooks to leave the bank at two o'clock on Wednesday afternoon, to
catch atrain for Batimore. Today was Wednesday, and the cashier was atrifle disgruntled because of
this special duty. There was no telling when Thurber would arrive; it was probable that Brooks would

haveto wait for the late afternoon train.

Stepping from his office door, Brooks noted that the clock registered ten minutes of two. He shrugged
his shoulders and returned to the office. There was no way of hurrying matters. Brooks had not dared to
suggest to Gorgas Tamadge that someone el se take charge of therelief fund. The cashier'sjob had, for
many months, been of adoubtful status. It was aknown fact in Barmouth that certain directors of the
First National Bank were dissatisfied with the cashier, and Brooks was using the utmost discretion in his
actions.

At the same time, Brooks had frequently expressed his fedingsto certain men whom he judged as
friends. They knew that if opportunity should present itsdlf, the cashier of the First Nationd Bank would
gladly leave Barmouth and seek employment el sewhere. Brooks had conducted negotiations with banks
in other parts of Maryland; and today, his thoughts turned to his constant desire to locate in another
town.

While the cashier was speculating thus, the door of the secluded office opened, and Brooks looked up to
see Harold Thurber enter. The chairman of the Civic Relief Committee closed the door behind him and
approached the cashier's desk. Brooks arose to shake hands.

"I have comefor therdief funds," stated Thurber quietly. "They arein your charge, are they not, Mr.
Brooks?'

"They arein the vault," responded the cashier.

"Can you get them for meimmediately?' asked Thurber. "They are needed now. We are ready for the
digribution.”

Brooks nodded as he rose from his desk. Thurber was standing by the desk, afaint, friendly smile upon
hisimpassve features. Brooks left the office and went directly to the vault. He returned, bringing the

money with him.

Thurber produced a portfolio, and the cash was placed within it. The head of the Relief Committee
motioned toward the Sde of the building.



"Others are meeting me outside,” he remarked. "We decided that it would be best to recelve the fundsin
an unpretentious manner. The lesstime we spend in the transaction, the better it will be."

"That suitsme," observed Brooks. "I'm going down to Batimore, asusud, and I'll just have time to make
thetrain."

"That reminds me" - Thurber's voice became confidentid - "that | have a suggestion for you, Brooks. It
refersto ajob - outside of Barmouth."

Brooks glanced up with avid interest.

"When you arrive in Batimore," said Thurber softly, "take atrain on to Westgate. Inquire there for Mr.
Philip Garmon. Heisinterested in the forming of anew bank - and he wants an experienced cashier.”

"Philip Garmon - at Westgate -"

Thurber nodded as Brooks repeated the ingtructions. He camly took the portfolio from the cashier's
hands.

"Suppose | step in and spesk to Mr. TAmadge," suggested Thurber, inafriendly voice. "l cangivehima
receipt for these funds; and tell him that | thought it best to talk with him. That will give you achanceto
make your train, Brooks - and be sure to mention my name to Garmon. Thejob isthere - and the sdary
will be- wel, more than in Barmouth."

Thurber's persuasive tone was effective. Brooks knew Thurber well, and the two had frequently held
confidential talks. Of dl hisfriendsin Barmouth, Brooks fdt that Thurber was the best. Nodding, the
cashier reached beneath his desk and took out asmall traveling bag that he had in readiness.

"I'll spesk to Mr. TAlmadge," declared Thurber. "I told the othersto drive around to the front of the
bank, after | dropped off at the sde entrance. | think that you can make your train."

Brooks nodded and hurried from the office, after a quick handclasp. He went through the side door,
because the little street led directly to the station.

No onewasin sight, and Brooks quickened his pace, confident that he could catch histrain with ease.
Hefdt awarmth of gratitude toward Thurber for the man'sfriendly cooperation. Thurber was afine
felow; he wasin Tamadge's office now, finishing the negotiations. More than that, he had given Brooks
the lead he wanted for another job!

IT waswith satisfaction that Sherman Brooks |ooked back upon the past. He was glad that he had a
friend like Harold Thurber, aman whom he had taken into his confidence. Persond influence, Brooks
decided, was the one way to get ahead in life. It was good to have aman like Thurber working in one's
interest.

Back in the Firgt Nationd Bank, however, the actions of Harold Thurber were developing in amanner
quite different from the way that Sherman Brooks supposed.

When the cashier had left, Thurber had been standing in the door of the office, about to go to see Gorgas
Tadmadge. But from the moment that Brooks had |eft the office and turned into the halway which led to
the side door of the bank, Thurber had made no farther step forward.

Instead, the chairman of the Relief Committee had actudly withdrawn into the seclusion of the cashier's
office. He was standing there now, calmly waiting for some unknown purpose. In one hand, Thurber held
the portfolio with itswedth of cash; in the other, he held awatch.



Five minutes passed. Thurber replaced the watch in his pocket. He stared directly ahead, and his eyes
sparkled cunningly. His oddly molded face was expressionless, save for the lips. Upon them appeared a
twising smileof evil.

Harold Thurber opened the door of the cashier's office. He glanced cautioudy beyond. Seeing no one, he
walked softly toward the side door of the bank. There he descended the steps and gazed out into the
quiet street. Thurber, like Brooks, found no onein sight.

Instead of returning into the bank to pay avist to Talmadge's office, Thurber walked deliberately down
the street for ashort distance. He turned abruptly, and cut between a high hedge and a deserted house.
He arrived at acoupe, parked upon agravel drive a the rear of the empty building.

With the twisted smile till emblazoned on hisgloating lips, Harold Thurber placed the portfolio within the
coupe, and took the driver's seat. He backed his car from the drive, and headed along a narrow lane that
led toward the outskirts of Barmouth.

With cam demeanor and perfect calculation, Harold Thurber had received afortune in cash. He had
acted without haste; and no one had seen him enter or leave the First Nationa Bank. Sherman Brooks,
lulled by Thurber'sfriendliness, had neglected his duty without redizingit.

The money had reached the hands of the man for whom it was intended - so Sherman Brooks believed.
The entire transaction had excited no suspicion in the cashier's mind. Only two men knew what had
happened in the ten minutes preceding two o'clock. One was Sherman Brooks, now traveling inthetrain
to Baltimore; the other was a cdm-faced man driving a coupe swiftly along a deserted Maryland road.

The eventsthat had followed after Brooks had |eft the bank were unknown to the cashier, however. The
only man who could have described them was the one in the coupe - the man whose twisted smile aone
betrayed the sordid ation that existed in his scheming brain.

A second crime had been accomplished - successfully!
CHAPTER V. THE SECOND ALIBI

IT was nearly three o'clock when a group of men entered the office of President Gorgas Tamadge, in the
First Nationd Bank of Barmouth. The old gentleman rose to greet them. He singled out the one whom he
knew was most important.

"Good afternoon, Mr. Thurber,” said TAmadge. "We have been expecting you. The funds are ready. Mr.
Brooks has placed them in the vault. Come! We shdl go to hisoffice."

The group followed the old bank president as he led the way. Thurber was speaking to Tamadge.

"Weve been in conference dl day," he remarked. "' So many detailsto attend to, we left the money until
thelast minute. Then, when | saw it was closeto three o'clock, we hurried over here.”

"Quitedl right, Mr. Thurber," responded Talmadge. "1 told Mr. Brooksto wait until you arrived. It
would not have mattered if you had come after our closing hour of three."

Tamadge had reached the door of the cashier's office. He called to Brooks as he opened the door. He
was surprised to see that the room was empty.

An annoyed expression appeared upon Tamadge's face. He had expected the cashier to be here.
Instead, Brooks was missing. Waving his scrawny hand, Tdmadge indicated chairs to the committeemen.
He left the office in search of the cashier.



It was three minutes afterward when Tamadge returned, accompanied by two tellers. Hewastalking in
an angry, quavering voice, and his theme was the absence of Sherman Brooks.

"I can't find the cashier!" he exclamed. "He had no right to step out. He knew my ingtructions. | am sorry
to delay you, gentlemen. Thisis gross negligence on the part of Mr. Brooks. He shdl answer for it!"

"He did not know when we were coming, did he?" questioned Thurber.

"No," responded Tamadge, "but that isno excuse for him. He has been negligent with other duties; and
thiswas too important amatter. However, | shal not delay you, gentlemen. The fundsarein the vaullt,
and | shal ddliver them to you in person. Come with me, Davis."

One of thetdlersfollowed the old bank president. T madge's destination was the vault. He was gone for
five minutes. Then he returned abruptly to face the men in the cashier's office. Tdmadge's countenance
was ashen. Davis, standing behind Tamadge, reflected the bank president's expression.

"What isthe matter?' questioned Harold Thurber, gazing steedily at Talmadge.
"Therdief funds!" gasped the president. "I - | cannot find them! They are not in the vault!™

A curious smile flickered upon Thurber'slips. It pread into the beginning of an ugly leer; then it stopped
abruptly as Thurber regained hisimpassiveness.

"I must find Brookd" cried Tdmadge. "I must find him! He had the money - hewasto placeit in the vault

The bank president paused, alook of consternation upon hiswizened face. His own words frightened
him. He tried to show signs of composure; then failed. The thoughts that were in his mind could not be
withheld.

"Has Brooks gone?" he questioned, suddenly turning to thetellers. "Did you see him go out of here?’

"No, sr," answered Davis, while the second teller shook his head. "I only know that heintended to go to
Badtimore, on thetwo o'clock train, if possible. He had his bag under his desk to -"

The members of the Civic Relief Committee were sensing the Situation. One man peered beneeth the
desk and announced that no bag was there.

"Be cam now, gentlemen™ - Thurber's voice was solemn, as he took up the themethat al werethinking -
"we must be calm. Thereis some mistake. Mr. Brooksis trustworthy and reliable -"

The strain was too great for Gorgas Tamadge. The old man collgpsed into achair and piteoudy bleated
the fear that he could not restrain.

"I believe that Brooks has absconded!” he gasped.

SOLEMN nods were passing among the committeemen. All were worried. None knew what to do.
Davis, theteller, made a sudden suggestion.

"If Brooks has goneto Batimore," he declared, "histrainisjust about there. He might be intercepted at
the depot -"

The suggestion brought approval. It wasthe signd for action. One of the committeemen seized the
telephone and put in acal to the Baltimore police.



Gorgas Tdmadge wasin apitiful state, now that he saw hisfears being redized. Harold Thurber and the
tellers hel ped the old man back into his own office. It was dmost haf an hour before they could fully
revive him. When Thurber again joined the tense group in the cashier's office, he was met with achorus
of dation.

"They've got Brookd" exclaimed one man. "A cdl just camein from Batimore. They're bringing him
herel"

"Nabbed him in the station,” said another. "They were too late to catch him when he camein, but they
searched outbound trains, and found him in the smoker of onejust about to leave."

Thurber shook hishead solemnly.

"L et us hope, gentlemen,” he said, "that Mr. Brooks can satisfactorily explain the disappearance of the
relief funds. I, for one, hesitate to brand him asathief.”

Accompanied by the committee, Thurber |eft the bank and went to the hotel, where the group had its
headquarters. There was need of an urgent conference. Means were proposed whereby the activities
could be postponed until the next day. This matter required consderable time. The committee had
scarcely concluded itswork before word came in that Sherman Brooks was at police headquarters.

Thurber and the others hurried there. They dl arrived smultaneoudy with Gorgas Tdmadge. An officer
took them in to interview the prisoner. The chief detective stopped them on the way.

"Weve got theman,” he said serioudy. "but he didn't have the money when they picked him upin
Bdtimore. Hewon't talk until he seesyou, Mr. TAmadge. He saysthat he can explain. That'swhy we
wanted you here so quickly.”

The old president nodded and motioned to the othersto follow him. They found Sherman Brooks sitting
stolidly inthe corner of aroom. The cashier's eye lighted as he observed Gorgas Tamadge; then a
clouded, puzzled expression came over hisface at sight of Harold Thurber.

"Where are the city rdief funds, Brooks?' questioned Tamadge. "What did you do with them?"

The cashier's features hardened. His puzzlement turned to keen antagonism, as he stared steadily at
Harold Thurber.

"I'll tell youwhat | did with the rdief money, Mr. Tamadge," announced Brooksfirmly. "I did exactly as
you told me. | put the money in the vault. At ten minutes of two, | gave the cash to Harold Thurber, in my
office”

Tamadge stepped back in amazement. He looked at Thurber; then a Brooks. The cashier tightened his
lips and continued his accusation, amid astrange, incredulous silence.

"At ten minutes of two," he repeated. "That's when Mr. Thurber entered my office and told meto give
him the money. | took the funds from the vaullt. | gave them to Thurber. He said that he would take them
into your office, Mr. Tdmadge -"

"Just amoment, Brooks," interposed the chief detective. "Before you go on with this, tell uswhy you
were on that outgoing train in Batimore."

"l was going to Westgate," responded Brooks. "I wanted to see aman named Philip Garmon, afriend of
Thurber's. | was acting upon Thurber's suggestion. Garmon is opening anew bank; | thought | might get
abetter job there.



"So you were dissatisfied here?" quizzed the detective quickly.
Brooks saw his mistake. He shrugged his shoulders and glared past the detective, toward Thurber.
"Tak to Thurber," he said. "Ask him what he did with the money. He had it thelast | knew."

"Cdl Westgate," said the detective to one of hismen. "Find out about this man Garmon. Westgate'sa
gmall place; the police would know who heis™"

He swung toward Thurber and put aquestion.
"Can you answer this charge?' the detective asked.

Harold Thurber shook his head sadly. He looked around the group of committeemen. He stared at
Sherman Brooks with a gaze that was amost pitying.

"l am sorry," hesaid, "that | can do nothing to substantiate what Mr. Brooks has said. By accusing me,
he has proven his own guilt. | had hoped that Brooks was not to blame; that he could have helped usin
the recovery of these funds. He statesthat | cameinto his office at ten minutes of two. That is untrue -"

"Youlie!" cried Brooks. "Y ou were there, Thurber, and you know it! You knew | wastaking thetrain at
two o'clock. Y ou told meto go on to Westgate -"

The words faded on the lips of Sherman Brooks. The cashier could see that no one was accepting his
gatement. The members of the Civic Relief Committee were glaring at him with accusing eyes.
Bewildered, Brooks sensed abombshell. It came.

"GENTLEMEN" - Thurber was turning to the members of hiscommittee - "it is evident that Brookswas
not aware of my whereabouts today. Otherwise, he would not have offered a statement that is so
pal pably inaccurate. | have no moreto say."

One of the committeemen stepped forward. Ignoring Sherman Brooks as a being benegath his contempt,
he spoke to Gorgas Tamadge and the chief detective.

"Our committee conference began at nine o'clock thismorning,” the man testified. "Mr. Thurber caled the
meeting to order. He remained in charge throughout the entire morning. He lunched with us, and we were
in conference until three o'clock. Then we went to the bank in company.

"I can vouch that Mr. Thurber was not out of our presence for even one minute al this day, except when
he was helping the bank tellers attend to Mr. Tdmadge.”

A chorus of unanimous agreement came from the other committeemen. The chief detective turned to face
Sherman Brooks. The cashier was stupefied.

"Youtried tolay it on the wrong man, Brooks," growled the detective. "Y ou picked a bum bet. Come
clean, now. Who did you meet in Batimore, to hand that money to? Where were you going when you
were pinched?"

"To Westgate," protested Brooks, bewildered. "To see Philip Garmon - the man who is opening anew
bank -"

An interruption came from the doorway. The man who had caled Westgate was reporting.

"Word on Philip Garmon,”" he announced. "Chief of police at Westgate saysthat Philip Garmon has been
deed for five months. He never was connected with any banking business. Heran asmal grocery store.”



Sherman Brooks legped to hisfeet. He hurled himself across the room, and grappled with Harold
Thurber.

"Y ou double-crosser!" he cried. "You dirty crook! You pulled thisjob - there in my office - today -"

Half a dozen men were dragging Brooks away. The cashier was screaming his defiance. His words were
wild and incoherent. The police had himin charge, roughly shoving him toward the cell room. Thosewho
had intervened were watching the departure. None observed the triumphant, twisted smile that appeared
upon Harold Thurber's lips and faded almost as soon asit began.

"That finishes Brooks," announced the chief detective grimly. "We've got the goods on him. Hewas
clever enough to dip the dough to someone el se - but he never guessed that we'd have him pinched in
Batimore. He'sthe crook - the cash iswhat we're after now."

Old Gorgas Tamadge was swaying unsteadily. The scene had weakened him; but now he suddenly
regained his dignity. He walked across the room and extended his hand to Harold Thurber. The chairman
of the Civic Relief Committee accepted the clasp and placed his free hand upon the old man's shoulder.

"Our bank will stand thisloss," declared Tmadge quietly. "We misplaced our confidence in an unworthy
employee. We are respong ble. We shal have money on hand tomorrow for therdlief fund. Theloss of
the money is bad enough, Mr. Thurber - but it hurts me more to hear alying accusation directed against
your own good name -"

"That isdl right, Mr. Tdmadge," interrupted Thurber, in an even tone. "Brooks has shown histreachery.
It is better that he should have made an absurd accusation than one which might have been possible to
believe. He has shown his guilt beyond any doubt. He merely made a hopeless effort to save his
worthless hide."

The members of the Relief Committee crowded about the two men now, offering their sympathy to
Tamadge, expressing their confidencein Thurber. The chief detective was|etting in reportersfor an
interview. The arrest of Sherman Brooks was on itsway to first-page news.

An hour afterward, Harold Thurber eft the police station. His statement had been made; the members of
the Relief Committee had stood by him to aman. For the first time today, Thurber was done and free
from observation.

A amileflickered over Harold Thurber'slips. The smile developed into an evil grin. Thelips straightened -
and once more Thurber's face remained immobile.

Sherman Brooks had failed in his accusation. Hewould remaininjail, charged with the theft of two
hundred and twenty thousand dollars. But Harold Thurber would be free, aman of honor in Barmouth,
for he had established a perfect dibi.

Again acrime had been carried out to perfection. The ground waswell covered; the dibiswere perfect.
Twao innocent men had been made to suffer.

But somewhere there was a being whose mind was attracted to these strange occurrences. The Shadow,
master of crime detection, whose eyes were everywhere, had seen more than was on the surface of these
crimed

CHAPTER VI. THE SHADOW SUSPECTS
A CLICK sounded amid darkness. A pae-blue light appeared in mid-air. Itsweird rays threw alurid



glow upon the polished surface of atable. Y et within that sphere of light therewasno sign of aliving
being.

Thebluish glare seemed to fade at its outermost edges. It was asolitary gleam that was battling with
surrounding darkness that restrained the light like aliving shroud. The very atmosphere betokened the
presence of some sinigter, living being.

Thiswasthe single light in the sanctum of The Shadow. Somewhere in Manhattan, tucked away from the
roar and bustle of crowded New Y ork, this spot formed the sanctuary where amaster mind evolved its
mighty plansto cope with hidden crime.

Of al mysterious abodes, The Shadow's sanctum was most amazing. Its very existence was not even
suspected. The Shadow, himsdlf, was amystery. His true identity was unknown. Y et he was recognized
as apersonage of power whose strange activities were not restricted to New Y ork aone.

It was an axiom among fiends of crime that The Shadow could be everywhere. The biggest shots of
crookdom feared The Shadow when they plotted crime. Months before, aman of evil had spoken The
Shadow's name with awe while riding northward through Mexico. That was no exception to therule. In
every city that harbored an underworld The Shadow was feared as aliving presence.

In London, in Berlin, in Madrid, crooks of al nationdities lowered their voices when they discussed The
Shadow. In Paris, skulking crooks still mumbled tales of The Shadow's prowess - of that eerie night
when an unknown being in black had battled single-handed against a horde of apaches. In Moscow,
there were men who remembered the time when The Shadow had fought himself free from aregiment of
Red troops.

Who was The Shadow?

No one knew. Gangsters recognized him as an overpowering menace. The police of New Y ork knew
him only as afierce foeto crime. Studious criminologists had expressed the well-founded opinion that
The Shadow wasthe single factor that prevented the balance of justice from swinging to the side of
lawlessness.

When crime became rampant, then did The Shadow gtrike. A living being of the darkness, he came and
went unseen. Always, his objective was the slamping out of supercrime.

Dying gangsters had expired with the name of The Shadow upon their blood-flecked lips. Hordes of
mobsmen had fallen before The Shadow's wrath. A man garbed in black, his face unseen benegath the
turned-down brim of adouch hat - that was the spectra form that gangdom called The Shadow!

HAD leaders of the underworld suspected the existence of The Shadow's sanctum, they would have
spared no effort to discover it. Often had vicious plotters sought to reach The Shadow; but they had
seldom gained more than a surface knowledge of his habitats.

Those who had found themselves upon The Shadow's trail were no longer living to pursuetheir quest.
Time and again had The Shadow turned upon those who sought to kill him; and those who had
encountered The Shadow had encountered death.

Thus, The Shadow, secret in hisidentity, preserved the places where he lurked. This sanctum was
inviolate. Not even the trusted men who served The Shadow knew itslocation. In fact, they, like The
Shadow's enemies, held no clew to the identity of the black-garbed phantom of the night.

When theweird blue light glowed, asit was glowing now, its strange rays were seen only by The



Shadow. Into the reveding gleam came thefirgt visble symbols of The Shadow's presence. Two long,
white hands, with tapering fingers, crept across the surface of the table benegath the light. They werelike
detached things, materialized from nothingness.

Upon the third finger of the left hand shone amysterious jewel. The raysthat struck it from above were
reflected in agleaming glory. At first they showed the blueness of thelight that illuminated this corner of
the room. Then the color of the gem underwent avisble metamorphoss.

Its hues deepened and turned to purple. Then they acquired a crimson touch that developed into avivid
red. Living sparks seemed to legp from the weirdly glowing stone.

Thisgemwas unique. A rarefire opa, known asagirasol, its splendor was unmatched in al the world.
That stone was The Shadow's symboal, its ever-changing shades a token of The Shadow's own prowess.
For The Shadow, when he appeared by day, could adopt disguises that deceived the most brilliant
deuths

When the hands of The Shadow crept beneath the sanctum light, they were guided by well-formed
purpose. Tonight, they suddenly produced along envelope. Deft fingers opened the packet. Out
dropped afolded paper and atiny bundle of newspaper clippings.

The hands opened the paper. Hidden eyes read the coded linesthat appeared in ink. Asthe hands ill
held the sheet, the writing began to disappear. Letter by letter, dl traces vanished, leaving nothing but a
blank piece of paper.

Thiswas the method of communication that The Shadow utilized in correspondence with his agents. This
coded letter, which The Shadow read with ease, had been written with a secret ink that vanished
immediately after exposureto the air. It was areport from Rutledge Mann, a chubby-faced investment
broker whose office in the Badger Building was a contact point wherein The Shadow's agents met for
ingructions.

THE white hands spread the clippings on the table. These were accounts of unusua crimes, gathered by
Mann for the ingpection of The Shadow. Mann selected them in accordance with two formulas. first,
those casesin which police were baffled; second, those which possessed some twisted element of crime.

The specimensthat lay before The Shadow tonight were of varied types. Long, pointing fingers swept
over the clippings, and one by one diminated until only two remained. These, the hands placed side by
sde.

Theitem on theleft told of acrimein Tilson, 1llinois. The report stated that Carl Walton, secretary to
Anthony Hanscom, was under arrest for the murder of Mosier, Hanscom's secretary. It gave the details
of the bond theft, and mentioned how Walton's attempt to implicate Earl Northrup had been shattered by
aperfect dibi.

The other report concerned atheft of funds from the First Nationa Bank in Barmouth, Maryland.
Sherman Brooks, the cashier, was being held; and his futile endeavor to cast blame upon Harold
Thurber, chairman of the Civic Relief Committee, had served only to add further proof of Brookss guilt.

Evidently, there were definite points of smilarity in these cases, so far as The Shadow's observations
were concerned. Rutledge Mann had indicated no connection. The Shadow, himsalf, had chosen these
two reports from the multitude that had been submitted.

The hands produced a sheet of paper and laid it between the clippings. A pen appeared, and the hand of
The Shadow inscribed a series of comparative notations:



Tilson, lllinois Barmouth, Maryland.
Bonds stolen Cash stolen.

Carl Walton Sherman Brooks.

Earl Northrup Harold Thurber.

The freshly written statementstold their own story. Despite the differing circumstances, the essentia
details of these two cases wereidenticd. In widely separated parts of the country, the same crime had
occurred under adifferent guise.

Some one had been after wedlth. Vduable spoils had been captured. One man was implicated. He had
accused another. The accusation had been discountenanced because of acomplete dibi. Such was the
skeleton of each crime.

Could two such incidents, gleaned from local newspapers, have been mere coincidence?

The writing was fading from the paper; but the effect of The Shadow's thoughts gill remained. Those
clippingstold their stories. To The Shadow the identities were obvious.

In Tilson, Carl Walton lay in prison, charged with a crime which he had futilely blamed upon Earl
Northrup. In Barmouth, Sherman Brookswasin jail, hopelesdy declaring that Harold Thurber was the
culprit.

Each case was of importance localy; but it was highly improbable that either had attracted attention in the
other town. It had remained for The Shadow, in New Y ork, to grasp the duplicated facts.

A low, weird laugh echoed through the spectra gloom. The laugh of The Shadow! That ghostly utterance
wasfilled with meaning. Its Snister tones denoted a knowledge of hidden plots.

When The Shadow laughed, The Shadow acted.

THE white hands became restless. Theleft, with its sparkling girasol, held a sheet of paper upon which
theright rapidly wrote a coded message.

Astheblueink dried, the hands dropped the first clipping - from Tilson - in the center of the message,
and quickly folded the sheet of paper. Thiswasinserted in an envelope.

Using another pen - one supplied with ordinary ink - The Shadow wrote this address:.
Harry Vincent,

Metrolite Hotdl,

New York City.

The hands were busy again. They were supplying a code message to another sheet of paper. The second
clipping - of the Barmouth theft - was folded within the second note. Upon the envelope, The Shadow
wrote:

Clyde Burke,

Evening Classic,



New York City.

Both Harry Vincent and Clyde Burke were agents of The Shadow. They were men who had served him
fathfully. Now, they wereto act ashisinvestigators. With Vincent in Tilson and Burke in Barmouth, The
Shadow could gain the further facts that he required in the campaign which he had now ingtituted.

Both envelopes went into alarger one. This, The Shadow addressed to Rutledge Mann, in the Badger
Building. Thetask was completed with the sedling of the large envelope.

Thelight clicked out. The Shadow's sanctum was in darkness. Not even the sound of breathing disturbed
the slence; yet the air was charged with a strange hush that betokened the presence of theinvisible being
who used thisweird abode.

Even the silence seemed to lull asthough awaiting what was to come. Then alow, whispered laugh crept
through the darkness. Its ghoulish tones crept upward to a higher pitch. They brokeinto aringing pea of
terrible mockery - alaugh that was chilling in its sound.

The strange mirth ended abruptly; then, from the blackened walls, came answering cries. A horde of
fantastic, unseen demons might well have been concedled herein; for the returning tones were asobbing
echo that had no human note. Those weird reverberations came in rising waves, then, gradually, they died
away until only ghastly silencereigned again.

A change had come throughout thisroom. No longer did it hold The Shadow's presence. In the midst of
his mighty laugh, the strange being of blankness had made a mysterious departure. He was gone, through
some secret exit, leaving fantastic echoesto cry forth the fact that he had been here.

The Shadow was gone, to meet the challenge of unsuspected crime. His mission wasto bring hidden
crimeto light. One man had been murdered; half amillion dollars had been stolen; the crimes lay foisted
upon the wrong men.

What was the answer to the riddle? How could the perfect alibis be counteracted? The Shadow's task
wasto learn. When The Shadow sought crime, the schemes of superminds were wont to fail!

The hand of The Shadow was reaching out to thwart crime. Two crimes had aready been done. Would
The Shadow be too late to thwart others?

CHAPTER VII. A THIRD CRIME

OF dl the prominent men in the city of Datona, Georgia, Cuthbert Davenport was most influential. At
onetime he had controlled the manufactory which afforded employment to the greatest number of
workersin thetown. Now retired, Davenport still retained red-estate holdings of considerable extent,
and his private fortune was estimated at more than two million dollars.

Cuthbert Davenport was awidower with two children. He had been successful inlife; now, his later
years were mingled with both disappointment and satisfaction.

The cause of Davenport's discontent was the behavior of his son Perry, an€er-do-well, whose
waywardness had scandalized the town of Datona

A year before, Perry Davenport had left hisfather's home, but had continualy refused to depart from
Ddtona. Perry's vices had become excesses. He was now a hopeless drunkard, and his presencein the
city emphasized that fact to hisfather.

To offset thismisfortune, Cuthbert Davenport had gained the satisfaction of seeing his daughter happily



married. Lessthan ayear ago - shortly after Perry's actions had passed the bounds of reason - Thomas
Rodan had arrived in Daltona. An enterprising man, Rodan had entered the redl-state businesson a
moderate scale. He had made contacts with Cuthbert Davenport, and had become a frequent visitor to
the Davenport mansion.

A courtship had resulted between Rodan and Sonia Davenport, Cuthbert's only daughter. The old man
had given his consent to the marriage; the wedding had taken place after afew months; and now Tom
Rodan wasliving, with hisbride, at Cuthbert Davenport's home.

Many persons wondered how Tom Rodan had managed to make such effective headway with the
Davenport family. The man was not wedthy; and he was by no means handsome. In fact, hisfacia
characteristics were most peculiar.

Tom Rodan's physiognomy consisted of a somewhat flattened nose and doping cheeks, chin, and
forehead. His expression wasimmobile; only hislips and eyes showed his emotions. When Rodan
amiled, which was seldom, the effect was ugly.

The answer to Rodan's successful courtship was his gpparent sincerity. Sonia Davenport had led an
unhappy existence since her mother's death. From Rodan, she had gained a sympathy which she had
never known from her austere father.

Cuthbert Davenport liked Tom Rodan because the young man was the direct antithesis of Perry. Rodan
was sober, capable, and enterprising. Those three qualifications made Cuthbert Davenport appreciate
him asason-in-law.

TONIGHT, in the Davenport home, the father, daughter, and son-in-law were gathered in the living
room; and the topic of their conversation was Perry. The two menservants were upstairs. Family trouble
was open for discussion.

"That son of mine!" growled Cuthbert Davenport, as he stalked up and down the room. "He isworse
than ever before! Heisliving downtown in asqualid boarding house, congtantly under the influence of
liquor. Something must be done about him! | can tolerate this condition no longer!”

"It ismost unfortunate," observed Rodan. "I have met Perry on various occasions, and | should like very
much to be instrumenta in bringing him home. He has been very well disposed toward me; but, asyou
say, heishopeless when intoxicated."

There was astudied carefulnessin Rodan's speech. It indicated him as a man who had gone to great
painsto improve hisgrammar. In fact, histone had an aping touch that seemed an imitation of his
father-in-law.

"| gppreciate your willingness, Tom," declared Cuthbert Davenport, "but | can only repesat what | have
told you often before. A reconciliation isimpossible between Perry and mysdlf. | have disowned him
absolutdy. My only wish isthat hewould get out of my sight forever.”

"Dadisright, Tom," added Sonia. "When Perry comesin here, it is sure to mean trouble. Hewas so
threatening on one occasion that dad was forced to have him gected. | really thought that he was going
to attack dad. That was a good many months ago, Tom - but the town has not yet forgotten the
incident."

"Before | came here,” mused Rodan. "I have heard it mentioned by many people.”

"I have cut off Perry without a cent,” declared Cuthbert Davenport, in adecisivetone. "All my worldly



goodswill go to Sonia. Tom shdl never receive a penny of my money. That iswhy | ingsted that Sonia
should make out her will entirely to you, Tom."

Rodan nodded thoughtfully. The arrangement had been completed afew weeks before, after Cuthbert
Davenport had first discussed the matter with Soniaand Tom.

In fact, Tom Rodan had foreseen that thiswould result. He had known - in hisown mind - that his
marriage to Sonia Davenport would put him directly in linefor the Davenport estate. Nevertheless,
Rodan had always expressed aregret that Perry Davenport had been disowned.

"l am sorry," remarked Rodan, in adow, sincere tone, "that | did not know Perry before he became
uncontrolled. | would have used al my influence to have helped him. Even now, | can hardly believe that
heishopeess™

The doorbdll rang, and Tom Rodan arose. He went into the hall and opened the front door. He ushered
intwo men, and shook hands with them. These were friends whom Rodan had made during his sojourn
in Ddtona. One was Glade Fitzroy, the county attorney; the other was George Seaton, the county
sheiff.

"Hello, Tom," greeted Glade Fitzroy, "Where's Cuthbert? Oh, there heis, in the living room. Hello,
Cuthbert. Good evening, Sonia."

Both of these vigtors were old friends of the Davenport family. Cuthbert Davenport shook hands with
the attorney and the sheriff, and they exchanged pleasant words with Sonia. Then Tom Rodan announced
that he was going over to Fitzroy'shomefor afew hours. After kissing Sonia good-by, he departed with
the two men, saying he would be back at the usua time.

SONIA DAVENPORT and her father remained in the living room. The girl did not mind her husband's
absence, because it was seldom that Tom Rodan went out in the evenings. On the rare occasions when
he was absent, he invariably returned by midnight.

A half hour drifted by. Sonia Davenport was reading abook; her father was smoking a cigar, deeply
engrossed in thought. It was the sound of the front door opening that made them both look into the
hallway. Two men had entered the house. One was Tom Rodan; the other was the black sheep, Perry
Davenport.

Trembling with suppressed anger, Cuthbert Davenport arose at Sight of hisson. Sonialaid arestraining
hand upon her father's arm. Tom Rodan and Perry were approaching. Rodan was supporting Perry, who
was evidently in ahopeless state of intoxication.

"| saw Perry on the stret,” remarked Rodan, in alow voice. "I |eft Fitzroy's car to look out for him. He
wanted to come here- | couldn't talk him out of it, so | brought him."

"Wuz | onthe street?" questioned Perry thickly. "Thass funny. Thought | wuz in my room. Thought you
camein thereto get me. Thassfunny."

"Heisbefuddled mentally,” remarked Rodan.

Sonia Davenport looked wonderingly at her husband. There was something in Tom's tone that seemed
unfamiliar. He was speaking without hisusua precison. Y et there was no mistaking that thiswas her
husband. Tom Rodan's unhandsome features were unlike those of any other man she had ever seen.
Other persons had often remarked the same.

"Comeon, Perry," said Rodan briskly. "Brace up. Here you are. Did you want to talk to your father?"



Rodan shook Perry roughly. The black sheep stared at Cuthbert Davenport. The old man's challenging
attitude awoke an ingtant response in the besotted son. Perry Davenport's face reddened with
antagonism, asit had so many times before.

"Wannatak to my father?' questioned Perry coarsdly. "Course | wannatalk to him. Wannatell him what
| think of him. Wish he never was my father - thasswhat | wish! Says he's got no use for me, eh? Well,
I've got no usefor him!"

"Out of my home!" ordered Cuthbert Davenport. "Out of here, you ne€'er-do-well!"

The old man shook hisfist in Perry's face. Rodan suddenly released his grip upon the son, and Perry
staggered until his hands gripped the back of a chair. Sonia Davenport was watching those two, while
Tom Rodan quietly stepped away.

"Out of here!" ordered Cuthbert Davenport.

Perry's response was an angry thrust. He let go of the chair and precipitated himself forward. He seized
his father with one hand and tried to pummel him with the other. Cuthbert Davenport broke away and
staggered back, Perry following him.

TOM RODAN was standing by the telephone table. As Perry Davenport began to cry out mad
expletives, Rodan pushed the telephone to the floor. Thereceiver fdl off. The operator's voice could be
heard buzzing over theline.

"I'll kill you!" exclamed Perry Davenport. "Thasswhat I'll do! Kill you!"
"Perry!" Soniashouted out. "Don't! Remember - he'syour father!"

The girl legped forward and threw her arms about Cuthbert Davenport. With one free hand, shetried to
ward off Perry's staggering advance. In her fear for her father, she had forgotten the presence of her
husband.

By the telephone table, Tom Rodan had calmly drawn arevolver from his pocket. Heaimed it
ddiberately, but not at Perry Davenport. His objective was Cuthbert. Rodan pressed the trigger.

Soniascreamed again, as shefelt her father's body fal away. Turning, she saw Tom Rodan, the smoking
gunin hishand.

Sonia gasped as she observed her husband's face. No longer were those festuresimpassive. Tom
Rodan'slips had twisted into aterrible, evil smile - the grotesque grin of aheathenidol.

Wild indignation overruled the girl'sterror. Clenching her fists as she faced this hideoustraitor, Sonia
screamed her accusation.

"You'vekilled him!" shecried. "Y ouvekilled my father! Y ou - you beast -"

Deliberatdly, Tom Rodan pressed the trigger of hisrevolver. Hisaim was calculated. The bullet found its
mark inthe girl's heart.

As Sonia Davenport collapsed to the floor, her brother Perry came to his senses. With acry of madness,
he plunged toward hisfase brother-in-law.

Rodan, till maintaining hisevil smile, turned swiftly as he detected footstepsin the hal. A man appeared
at the door of the living room. It was Fairchild, Cuthbert Davenport's house man. Perry Davenport fell



upon Tom Rodan just as Fairchild appeared. But Perry was too late to prevent Rodan's next deed.

Coolly, Rodan fired two shotsinto Fairchild's body. The servant collapsed. Then Rodan sprawled upon
thefloor, under Perry's plunge. Perry's attack was futile, however. With one swift motion, Rodan sent the
besotted young man rolling across the floor. Rising, Rodan looked quickly at the three personswhom he
had shot. The bodieslay motionless. A chuckle came from Rodan's twisted lips.

The way was clear for escape. Rodan gave one last glance toward Perry, who was trying to rise from the
floor. He threw the revolver against Perry's shoulder; then turned quickly and left the room. Hurrying
through the hallway, Rodan dipped out through a side door and made his exit to the darkened lawn.

A few minutes later, Billings, Cuthbert Davenport's chauffeur, arrived upon the scene. The man had been
adeep on thethird floor. He saw the motionless bodies; he saw Perry on hands and knees, trying futilely
to pick up arevolver. The front door burst open, and two neighbors came dashing into the house. Billings
pointed to the horrible scene.

Seeing the arrivals, Perry Davenport clutched the revolver and stared with chalenging gaze. He shouted
the name of aman whom he did not see.

"Tom Rodan!" he cried. "Wheres Tom Rodan? I'll kill him, thasswhat I'll do! I'll kill him for thig!"

Three men legped upon Perry Davenport and bore him to the floor as hetried to rise. The revolver was
wrested from the young man's clutch.

A siren sounded from the outer street. The police were coming, summoned by the telephone operator.
Grim-faced men were holding Perry Davenport until help should arrive.

CHAPTER VIII.HELD FOR MURDER
"YOUR ded, Tom," said Sheriff Seaton.

A group of men werein the midst of acard game at Glade Fitzroy's home. This had started immediately
after Fitzroy, Seaton and Rodan had arrived.

Tom Rodan picked up the pack and began to shuffle. His face wasimmobile - a perfect poker face -
savefor the dight beginning of asmile that was wavering upon histhickened lips.

Off in the distance, Rodan fancied that he heard the faint echoes of a shrill sound. Mentaly, he pictured a
police car traveling through the streets of Daltona. But he made no comment.

Then Rodan's thoughts reverted to the last hour. He saw himsdlf seated with Cuthbert and Sonia
Davenport; he remembered the arrival of Seaton and Fitzroy. Then he pictured himsdf driving directly to
Fitzroy's home, where he was now.

Rodan was dedling, and he turned his shrewd gaze toward Glade Fitzroy; then glanced a George
Seaton. He had been with these men every minute since he had left his father-in-law's home. That fact
brought secret satisfaction to Tom Rodan.

A telephone bl rang. Glade Fitzroy |eft the game to answer the cal. The other men could hear hisvoice
from the hall outside.

"What'sthat?' Fitzroy was questioning. "Wait aminute - wait aminute - it would be better for you to talk
with Sheriff Seeton. HE's here.”



Fitzroy came back into the room.
"Some big trouble, George," he said to Seaton. " Shooting - police on the job - take the phone yourself.”

The sheriff went out into the hall. A tense silence came over the group. Serious crimes were not common
in Daltona. Everyone was wondering what had happened.

The card players could hear Sheriff Seaton grunting as he listened to details over the wire. Then came a
sudden pause. A cry of amazement came from the hall.

"I'll bethere" - Seaston's voice was grim - "yes, right away. Thisisterrible- terrible -"

The phone thumped upon atable. A few moments later, George Seaton walked into the cardroom. His
facewas colorless. Hisfriends stared at him in alarm. They knew that some terrible calamity must have
occurred. Never before had any of them seen the hard-boiled sheriff weaken.

GEORGE SEATON'S eyesrested on one man - Tom Rodan. Walking across the room, the sheriff
extended his hand. Rodan, staring, puzzled, accepted it. Seaton's bluff voice broke as he tried to spesk.

"Brace yoursdf, Tom," he said. "Y ou're going to be hit hard - harder than you were ever hit before" - the
sheriff's voice was choking - "but I've got to tell you. It's murder, Tom, and we've got the man that did it;
but that won't help you. Cuthbert Davenport is dead, and 0 is- soisyour wifel™

Gagps of sympathy came from the group. Tom Rodan's face never flinched. Hislipswere straight; his
eyes stared ahead. He till gripped the sheriff's hand, but Seaton could fedl the tension of the grasp
relesse.

The momentary pause seemed endless. Then Seaton spoke again, thistime addressing the other men
who were present.

"Perry Davenport did it," he explained. "Camein there after Fitz and | had taken Tom out with us. One of
the servantswas killed, too. They've got Perry - drunk as usual. I've got to go over there.”

"I'm going with you," declared Fitzroy.
The sheriff nodded.
"L ook after Tom, boys," he said solemnly.

Seston released his handclasp. Heturned on his hedl and walked to the door. Glade Fitzroy joined him.
Tom Rodan rose mechanicaly from thetable.

"Wait," hesad, in hisdow, eventone. "I've got to go along. | can't stay here. I've got to go with you."
Seaton looked at Fitzroy. The latter nodded.

Walking steadily, Tom Rodan joined histwo friends. A solemn trio, they left the house and entered
Fitzroy's car.

Not aword was spoken during the ride to Cuthbert Davenport's home. The three entered the front door
wordless - that door which they had left not long ago, chatting in anticipation of the evening that had lain
ahead.

George Seaton glanced at Tom Rodan. The man was bearing up. The sheriff knew that hisfriend could
meet the ordedl.



The three walked across the hall and stopped at the living-room door. Police were in attendance.
Solemnly, Tom Rodan gazed at the dead body of hiswife, Sonia.

Rodan's face remained emotionless, but both Seaton and Fitzroy could picture the mental anguish that
was sweeping through his brain. Their sympathy was with their friend.

The people in the room were watching them - those who had come to the rescue and the police who had
arrived. The only one not watching was Perry Davenport, who was seated with bowed head. Now, the
prisoner sensed that new arrivals were here. He glanced upward. His bleary eyes sighted Tom Rodan.

BEFORE his captors could restrain him, Perry was on hisfeet, scrambling across the room toward his
brother-in-law. His eyes were gleaming with amurderous fury.

"I'll kill you, Rodan!" raged Perry Davenport. "I'll kill you for thigl"

Men were seizing him now. Despite his helplessness, Perry was il trying to struggle forward. The sight
of death had sobered him. His mind was furious, but clear. None could stop the words that he uttered.

"Let meget him! Let me get him! He did thisl Heisthe murderer! Look at him standing there- Tom
Rodan - the man who killed my father and my sster! Why is he freg?'

Breathing heavy gasps, Perry looked about him and saw none but antagonistic looks. His hectic rage
changed to earnest pleadings.

"Don't you understand?’ he questioned. "Tom Rodan did this! | wasin my room, when he came there.
He wanted me to come with him. He drove me aong the lane out back; then he walked me to the front
door. I saw himkill! That'swhy he brought me here - so he could kill, and place the blame on me!”

Not abdieving eye met Perry's. The young man's fury returned with desperation. Bresking free from
those who held him, he plunged forward with clenched fiststo attack the silent man whom he had
accused.

Sheriff Seaton intervened. Stepping swiftly between Rodan and the attacker, the sheriff swung aquick
upward punch that reached Perry Davenport's jaw. Perry folded on the floor. It was a perfect
knock-out.

"Gentlemen,” said the sheriff quietly. "I wish to make a tatement to those of you who have heard this
cowardly accusation.

"Tonight, Mr. Fitzroy and mysdlf called at this house and talked with Cuthbert Davenport and his
daughter Sonia, while they were ill dive. Tom Rodan was with us when we left. He has been with us
every minute since. He was playing cards with us when the news of these crimes was phoned to me,

"Tom Rodan was area son to Cuthbert Davenport. He took the place that this scoundrel” - the sheriff
indicated Perry Davenport - "had failed to fill. Tom Rodan is suffering now, on account of Perry
Davenport'swork. To have him accused of something he would never have done - of crimesthat he
could not possibly have committed - istoo much!

"I'm glad that I'm Tom Rodan'sfriend. I'm glad that Glade Fitzroy ishisfriend. We are both here to
protect him against a blackguard's accusations. There on the floor" - Seaton shook hisfist at Perry's
crumpled form - "isayelow, lying hound. He isthe murderer, and his attempt to wrong an innocent man
isanew proof of hisguilt. Take him away!"

A buzz of affirmation followed the sheriff's outburst. His dynamic words had spiked the belated



accusation that Perry Davenport had made. In the eyes of al, Perry Davenport was amurderer of the
worst type.

It was only the sheriff's conscientiousness of duty that made him add a short remark. Seaton could sense
the fervor that was brewing; the hatred for Perry Davenport that he had aroused.

"No talk of lynch lav!" he warned. "That yellow hound deservesto be strung up, but the State will take
careof it. Put himinjail and watch him."

Rough hands dragged Perry Davenport from the room. The police arranged for the removal of the
bodies. Tom Rodan turned away and walked to another room, followed by George Seaton and Glade
Fitzroy. These two spoke afew words of consolation to their bereaved friend. Then, as Rodan sat
wearily in achair, and turned his head toward the wal, they waked away to leave him with his grief.

As soon as the other men were gone, Tom Rodan allowed atwisted smileto curl itsalf upon his puffy
lips. That smile brought an expression of hideous evil to hisface. Had hisfriends seen him a that moment,
they would haveingtinctively believed the accusations that Perry Davenport had uttered. For Tom
Rodan's features were the symbol of an evil soul.

All anguish had been feigned by Tom Rodan. His secretly concedled emotion was one of gloating
triumph. His plans had reached their culmination. Cuthbert Davenport was dead. Soniawas dead. The
family wedlth was scheduled to reach Tom Rodan, the son-in-law.

The only living person who might have fought to bresk the wills was Perry Davenport - and hewas
blackened as the murderer of hisfather and his Sster!

Y et Perry Davenport was not amurderer. Tom Rodan knew that. He held the secret which none could
possibly suspect. He knew why Perry had accused him. He was triumphant because well-laid plans had
succeeded. With Fitzroy and Seaton to support him, no one could possibly implicate him with these
murders.

Like other men of evil, Tom Rodan possessed a perfect dibi. The law would take its course. Perry
Davenport would pay the penalty for the murders he did not commit. In the meantime, the Davenport
wealth would come to Tom Rodan - through asimpler process of the law itself.

Who could prevent it? Rodan's mind went back to anight when he and others had been riding northward
across amesguite-studded plain. That night had brought the inspiration from which this plan had
developed.

A name had been mentioned on that night. Somehow, the name had stuck in the mind of the man who
had come to Daltona as Tom Rodan. He could hear the name whispered now - as the leader of a band
of six had pronounced it.

The Shadow!

Who was he? What could he do? Nothing! No onein al theworld could divine the secret which Tom
Rodan shared with other silent men. Evil was dueto triumph over right.

The Shadow!

Tom Rodan ill held histwisted smile as he thought of that empty name. Where hard-headed men had
been deceived, shadows could not prevail. Tom Rodan was one of six, headed by aleader who had
evolved aperfect regime of crime. All werefreeto act asthey had individualy planned. All wereimmune
from danger. Why worry about an unknown person called The Shadow? He - The Shadow - could not



even begin to sugpect this chain of supercrime!

Had Rodan known more, the smile of evil would have faded from his crooked lips. Already had The
Shadow suspected crime like this; another link was al The Shadow sought. The wild accusations made
by Perry Davenport might reach unlistening ears; but there was one whom destiny had provided to
fathom their true meaning.

That one was The Shadow!
CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW FINDS

WITHIN his sanctum, The Shadow was a work. The girasol glimmered beneath the Strange blue light.
White hands were moving across the polished table.

Benesath the supple fingers were report sheets from The Shadow's agents. Harry Vincent and Clyde
Burke had reached their destinations. From Tilson and Barmouth, these two capable men had sent their
findings

The written reports were negative. They had served only to substantiate opinionsthat existed in the towns
where Vincent and Burke had gone.

InTilson, lllinois, no one held any doubt regarding the high reputation of Earl Northrup. The man hed
been vindicated by hisdibi. Carl Waton wasto be prosecuted for the murder of Moser, the servant,
and hewas aso charged with theft of bonds belonging to hisemployer, Anthony Hanscom.

The same situation existed in Barmouth, Maryland. There, the status of Harold Thurber, chairman of the
Civic Relief Committee, was higher than ever. Hisfriends had laughed at the ridiculous charge that he
was respongble for the disgppearance of the rdief funds.

All were positive that Sherman Brookswasthered culprit. The cashier had been caught in flight. He hed
made awild accusation that had only served to prove his guilt. His case was being scheduled for court,
and there could be no doubt as to the outcome. Sherman Brooks was unanimoudy classed as quilty.

An identity between the reports of The Shadow's agents was agpparent. Since the Tilson and Barmouth
crimes, both Earl Northrup and Harold Thurber had led serene, unruffled lives. They had gone about
their usud affairs with no thought of the past. Neither one had moved from his own town. They werefree
from suspicion.

There was nothing to show that either Northrup or Thurber could have had contact with each other. In
fact, al evidence pointed the other way. These men seemed content to remain within the sphere of their
own locdlities.

One coincidence was manifest, however. Vincent's report of Northrup, when compared with Burke's
account of Thurber, showed that each man had come to his respective town on gpproximately the same
date, nearly one year ago.

IN preparing their reports, both Vincent and Burke had encountered a certain difficulty. When Vincent
had sought for a photograph of Northrup, he had been unable to locate one. In the same way, Burke,
looking for apicture of Thurber, had had no luck.

Both agents had persisted. Vincent had visited alocal photographer, and had, through artifice, gained
accessto abatch of photographs taken in different parts of the town of Tilson. Among these was the
picture of agroup gathered in front of Anthony Hanscom's home. One of the men in the group was Earl



Northrup.

Burke, visiting the local newspaper in Barmouth, had presented himself asaNew Y ork newspaperman
interested in the Civic Rdief Committee and its work. The newspaper had no photograph of the
committee; but they referred Burke to a printer who had prepared a pamphlet, outlining the purpose of
therdief fund.

Obtaining acopy of thelittle pamphlet, Burke had discovered that it contained a picture of the Relief
Committeein agroup, with Harold Thurber asthe centrd figure.

On The Shadow's tabl e rested the two pictures. Vincent had indicated Northrup; Burke had marked an
arrow pointing to Thurber. A pair of tiny scissors gleamed as The Shadow cut out the separate
photographs and placed the pictures of Northrup and Thurber side by side upon a sheet of white paper.

Now the hands of The Shadow held a magnifying glass. Benegth its powerful lens, the photographs were
enlarged so that eyes from the dark could compare them. A short laugh came from the gloom beyond the
bluelight.

The features of Earl Northrup and Harold Thurber were identical! From flat nose to doping chin, cheeks
and forehead, each was a counterpart of the other! 1t was remarkabl e that two such men should look
exactly alike; it was more remarkabl e that each should be aman who could boast a perfect dibi!

Here was an answer to crime. Wasit possible that Earl Northrup and Harold Thurber had worked
together, each one serving as an dibi-maker for the other?

A skilled deuth, with this evidence before him, would have legped easily to such aconclusion. Yet The
Shadow paused.

His keen mind was considering the time e ement. Between the bond robbery and the bank theft, there
had been sufficient time for two such men to have traveled from Illincisto Maryland. Y et therewas a
reason why such action could not have been taken.

That reason lay in the report from Harry Vincent. It Sated clearly that Earl Northrup had made no move
from Tilson since Hanscom's bonds had been stolen and Mosier dain.

It wastrue that VVincent had not arrived in Tilson until after crime had struck in Barmouth; yet Vincent's
inquiry had been acareful one, and he would surely have learned if Northrup had taken a sudden trip
immediately after the affair at Hanscom's,

It was obvious that Northrup had stayed close to base - a sure protection for hisdibi. So far asthese
two men were involved, the only point againgt them was their identity of appearance. That could not
auffice as conclusive evidence of collusion between them.

The Shadow's hands pushed the photographs aside. They remained motionless, asthough the brain that
controlled them was perplexed. Then the hands produced alarge envelope, opened it, and dropped out
abundle of clippings. These were new items from Rutledge Mann.

With keen fingers, The Shadow went through the clippings. There was a certain conviction about The
Shadow's touch, as though he expected his probing fingersto find adip that he required.

At lagt, the hands became motionless. A piece of newspaper dropped upon the table. The eyesof The
Shadow were reading.

Crime had come to the peaceful town of Datona, Georgia. There, the newspaper report Sated, Perry



Davenport, disnherited son of Cuthbert Davenport, had dain hisfather, hissster, and aservant. The
surviving member of the Davenport family was Tom Rodan, son-in-law of Cuthbert Davenport.

News of the murders had been brought to Rodan at the home of Sheriff George Seaton. He had goneto
the Davenport home, there to be falsely accused of crime by Perry Davenport.

The report added that Perry Davenport had been under the influence of liquor, and that his useless
accusation had been immediately disproven by reliable witnesses who testified that Rodan had beenin
their company.

The laugh of The Shadow sounded low amid the gloom of the silent sanctum. In this single report, chosen
with keen decision, The Shadow had found a clew that he desired. His hand was active now. It was
inscribing names upon a sheet of paper. These names formed a column:

Earl Northrup
Harold Thurber
Thomas Rodan

The hand of The Shadow paused. Beneath the lit, it added an interrogation point. Its significance was
plain. The symbal indicated that thetrail did not end here; that others might well beinvolved in this
strange course of repested crime.

Now the hand was drawing lines, one from each name, and one from the interrogation point benegth the
list. These lines converged to theright of thelist. They formed acircle, and in the sphere The Shadow
inscribed another interrogation mark.

WITH keen intuition, The Shadow had traced the probable procedure that had aided the operations of
the men involved in crime. Earl Northrup, Harold Thurber, and Thomas Rodan were fixtures - each a
man established in asmal community. The question mark benegath their namesindicated that there might
be more than these three.

But with such men asfixtures, how could the crimes be staged? The question mark at the right wasthe
answer. It indicated the possibility of another crimind - awandering fiend engaged in around robin of
pillage and murder!

Northrup and Thurber looked aike. What of Rodan?

That was something to be learned. If The Shadow's suspicions were correct, Thomas Rodan, of Daltona,
Georgia, would bethethird in alist of identica men!

The writing had disappeared from the sheet of paper. Only blankness challenged The Shadow now.
Long silence followed while the hands were resting. Then came alaugh asthe hands withdrew into
darkness. Out clicked thelight.

The solemn, echoing mirth of The Shadow swept through the sanctum, presaging his departure. The
slence of empty blacknessfollowed. The Shadow was gone.

Later that night, amonoplane took off from an airport in New Jersey. Thrumming itsway southward, the
huge, man-made bird swept swiftly across the moonlit countryside. Flying low, the planeswingscast a
swiftly moving shadow on the ground benegth.

That shadow symbolized the identity of the man who piloted the ship. The Shadow was headed for



Ddtonal
CHAPTER X. THE FORCED CLEW

ON thefollowing morning, a gentleman entered the lobby of the Southern Hotel in Daltona, and
approached the desk to register. The clerk noted the name that he inscribed. It was that of Lamont
Cranston, from New Y ork.

After ingtructing the bell boy to carry the guest's luggage to his room, the clerk happened to glance up.
Then, for thefirst time, he noticed the gppearance of the man who had registered.

Lamont Crangton's face was astudy in impassiveness. It was afirm, chiseled countenance from which
two eyes shone with burning gaze. Asthose eyes turned upon the clerk behind the desk, their steadiness
seemed to fade. Nevertheless, the clerk experienced a peculiar magnetic attraction gripping him. It was
asif he had been caught by some mysterious power, whose force had been purposdly lessened by the
man who controlled it.

Blinking, the clerk watched Cranston pass across the lobby. He marveled at the bearing of this
mysterious guest. Tall, dmost motionlessin stride, Crangton formed a strange figure as he walked toward
the elevator.

When he had entered the lighted lift, the clerk till stared toward him; then, suddenly, the man behind the
desk found his gaze moving toward the floor. There, projecting from the doorway of the elevator, the
clerk saw amost singular shadow. A long, grotesque blotch of black, its presence seemed uncanny.
Glancing upward, the clerk caught alast glimpse of Cranston's burning, hawklike eyes. Then the door
was shut, and the car had gone on its upward course.

There was areason for this amazement on the part of the observant clerk in the Southern Hotdl. In
viewing thisman who caled himsdf Lamont Cranston, he had encountered the personality of another
personage. He had seen the eyes of The Shadow!

In hishotel room, Lamont Cranston walked to the window and stared forth over the city of Datona. He
had come here on adefinite mission - the tracing of Thomas Rodan. So far, there was no conclusive
connection between Rodan and such men as Earl Northrup and Harold Thurber; nevertheless, this man,
known as Lamont Cranston - otherwise The Shadow - had cometo test the truth of his own keen
intuition.

Lamont Crangton'sfirst action was to consult the loca telephone book. There he discovered the name of
Thomas Rodan, listed as aredltor. Cranston laughed softly as he picked up the telephone, and called the
number of Rodan's office.

Hewasinformed by the girl who answered that Mr. Rodan had not yet come to the office; but that he
was expected before noon. Cranston gave his name, and announced that he had important businessto
discuss with Rodan. His statement that he had just arrived from New Y ork impressed the girl.

"Mr. Rodan can find me at the Southern Hotel," was Cranston'sfind statement. "1 shal bein the lobby."

IT was shortly after twelve when Tom Rodan walked hurriedly into the hotel and approached the desk.
Heinquired for Mr. Cranston. The clerk pointed out a gentleman seated by the window, whose face was
turned toward the street. Rodan, evidently curious asto the identity of the visitor, approached.

"Mr. Cranston?' he questioned.



The man arose and turned. Rodan shrank momentarily as he caught the glare of burning eyes. Then his
courage returned as the glimmer faded. Lamont Cranston held out his hand.

"I am Mr. Crangton,”" he said, in addiberate, even voice. "l presumethat you are Mr. Rodan?"
As Rodan nodded, Cranston continued:

" Suppose we lunch together, Mr. Rodan? | have some important matters to discuss with you - involving
red estate”

For amoment, Rodan was on the point of claiming that he had another appointment; but there was
something in Crangston's attitude that restrained him.

Never, in al hislife, had Rodan seen aman who impressed him as did Cranston. The persuasive words,
the firm face, and, moreover, the strange, hypnotic eyes, brooked no refusa of the invitation.

Inwardly, Tom Rodan wasill at ease. With that fegling, he had a definite urge to learn more concerning
this mysterious stranger.

Who was this man who had suddenly appeared from New Y ork, with some important businessto
discuss?

The two entered the dining room of the hotel. Rodan faced Cranston across asmal table. Both men
were impassive and expressionless; but where Rodan's mind was filled with wonder, Cranston's
contained the knowledge that it sought.

For in the odd features of Thomas Rodan, Lamont Cranston saw the identica characteristics that had
marked the faces of Earl Northrup and Harold Thurber!

Here, staring toward him, was the third man in a chain of those who looked aike, and whose recent
histories had been subject to Smilar circumstances.

Amazing and fantastic though the Stuation was, Lamont Cranston betrayed none of the thoughts that
werein hismind. Instead, he camly turned the talk to the proposed purchasing of land in the vicinity of
Datona Tom Rodan listened solemnly.

It devel oped that Lamont Cranston was aman of great wealth; that he had decided to invest in redl
edtate; that through some source - Cranston could not recall the exact circumstances - he had been
advised to consult with Thomas Rodan.

Inal thisdiscussion, Lamont Cranston failed to display any knowledge whatever of the unfortunate
events which had so recently entered Rodan's career. Coming from New Y ork, atota stranger in
Daltona, it was only natural that Cranston should know nothing of the murders which had been
committed in the Davenport home.

THE fact that the degths of hiswife and father-in-law were important in Rodan's mind was evidenced by
the man himsdlf. Shrewdly, Rodan suspected some connection between Cranston's presence and the
degths. He wanted to test Cranston, and he chose a suitable opportunity.

Cranston had reached the point of expressing areadinessto buy subdivision properties on the outskirts
of Daltona. He was ready to be sold. That was where Rodan found his chance.

"I should like to do business with you, Mr. Crangton,” he remarked. "However, | have beeninavery
troubled state of mind recently. | had the misfortune of losing both my wife and father-in-law - and



through amost regrettable accident. Their desths have disturbed me grestly.”

Rodan was looking directly at Cranston as he spoke. Hiswords were carefully phrased and well chosen.
Rodan was watching Cranston's eyes; but he could trace no change in them. Y et, when Cranston
responded by word, there was a cryptic Sgnificance in his statement.

"My sympathy,” said Cranston, "is dways extended to those who have suffered the loss of thosewho are
dear to them.”

The tone was sincere, but the impersona phraseology offset it. The words could be interpreted so they
did not reply to Rodan. They |eft the man wondering more than he had before.

Thus, by action, Cranston had given no indication that could arouse Rodan's suspicion; while by word, he
had obtained exactly the opposite effect.

Asaresult, Rodan made another shift of decison. He had planned to postpone any pending business
matters that Cranston might propose. Now, he was desirous of continuing the battle of wits.

"Supposethat | drive you around abit,” suggested Rodan. "We can look over some desirable properties
outside of thetown limits. Frankly, Mr. Crangton, | have temporarily laid business aside; but since you
have come here from New Y ork, | fed that it would only be the part of courtesy to accommodate you."

Crangton called for the lunch check. Drawing awallet from his pocket, he searched the interior until he
discovered aten-dollar bill. Rodan, watching, noted that most of the bank notes were of five-hundred
and one-thousand-dollar denominations.

Outside, Rodan invited Crangton in his car, and the two visited the outskirts of Daltona. Cranston
showed akeen interest in the most desirable sites. Time and again, Rodan artfully turned the conversation
toward matters that concerned himsdf; but Cranston invariably avoided such subjects. It waslatein the
afternoon when they returned to the hotel.

"l am quiteinterested in Daltona, Mr. Rodan,” said Cranston, as he dighted from the car. "In fact, | have
learned much that | wanted to find out. | intend to return to New Y ork tonight. In fact, | shal leave
before eight o'clock. Y ou will hear from me later - perhaps unexpectedly.”

Cranston extended his hand. He looked squarely at Rodan. It was then that Rodan again saw that
peculiar light in Crangton's eyes - the gleam that carried amesmeric glint.

Try ashe might, Rodan could not withdraw his gaze until Cranston turned and stepped away. Rodan
gripped the whed before him, and drove up the street toward his home.

As he neared the Davenport house, Rodan laughed nervoudy. He realized now that he had been
undergoing a nervous tension. Hefelt amarked sense of relief. But after that feeling had faded, a
pronounced worry took its place.

RODAN redlized that he had been matching wits with aman of cunning. Not once had Cranston made a
false move; but he had betrayed a subtle antagonism that Rodan had detected. Asaresult, Rodan's
worry began to increase; and each moment brought him into deeper perplexity.

Who was Lamont Cranston?

The man had stated that he was amillionaire. The money that he had so subtly exhibited was possible
proof of the statement.



A few months ago, Rodan would have been highly pleased to have met a prospective customer like
Cranston. Now, with the settlement of the Davenport estate pending, Rodan had no such fedling. He
regarded Crangton chiefly in thelight of amenace,

Herein Daltona, not oneiota of suspicion remained attached to Rodan's name. Everywhere, he met with
heartfelt sympathy. It had remained for astranger from New Y ork to arouse Rodan's qualms.

Since the murders at the Davenport home, Rodan had lived there in seclusion. He had hired a
housekeeper, and had made a practice of dining done. Tonight, in the large, empty dining room, Rodan
found himself thinking more and more about Lamont Cranston.

Some peculiar influence controlled Rodan's mind. All histhoughts returned to those eyesthat had
watched him. At times, atwisted smile began to appear upon Rodan'slips - asign of half-hearted eation
because he had been keen enough to suspect Cranston as aman who had come here with a secret

purpose.
Then, the smile faded quickly as Rodan redlized that his suspicions brought him nowhere.
Who was Cranston? A detective?

The thought seemed ridiculous. Why should some stranger have come hereto investigate a case that had
been proven groundless?

No. To al appearances, Cranston was what he claimed to be - a prospective investor in rea estate.

Rodan's mind could not change from the one subject. He began to wonder if Cranston had been a
cregture of hisown imagination. After dinner, as he walked from the dining room, Rodan felt astrange,
unaccountable dread. He began to fancy that his nerve wasleaving him.

As he entered the living room, Rodan paused. He thought he heard a sound from the front door. He
turned quickly, half expecting to see someone there. The door was closed.

Rodan stared into the gloomy hall. For amoment, he was on the point of probing its shadowy recesses.
Then he laughed coarsely and continued into the living room.

The moment that Rodan's back was turned, something moved in the darkness of the hall. A tall,
black-clad form came into being. It materidized itsdlf into the figure of aman - aweird personage, whose
sable garments were a cloak and hat.

Two bright eyes gleamed asthis mysterious visitor noiselesdy crossed the hall and stationed himsdlf
outsde the living-room door.

Tom Rodan seated himsdlf in achair. For amoment, he was nervous, then hisevil smile gppeared. A
man of iron nerve, he believed himsalf to be. Why should he be troubled by foolish worries?

Hewas ready to forget Lamont Cranston - on the point of deciding that the man was merely achance
vigtor to Daltona, when something occurred that caused him to clutch the arms of his chair and stare
about him in unrestrained terror.

"MURDERER!"
Theword camein alow, mysterious whisper. It was like the voice of conscience.

Rodan was sure that he had heard the accusation; yet he could see no one in the room. Rising, he walked



quickly into the hall and reached the front door. He stopped there; and while he waited, his back was
turned s0 he could not seethetall form that came batlike from the wal beside the living-room door.

When Rodan went back to the room that he had |eft, the unseen figure had entered there before him.

Rodan paced nervoudy back and forth. At times, he stopped to listen, fancying that he had heard an
echo of that mysteriousvoice.

A single word from unseen lips. Could that be the explanation?

Rodan shook his head and shut his eyes. He saw, mentally, theimage of Cranston'sface. Then, to
Rodan's ears came arepetition of the sound he had heard before.

"Murderer!"

Rodan leaped madly to hisfeet. He caught himsalf and uttered amumbled growl. Never before had
imagination affected him thisway. Rodan steedied himsdlf and tried to laugh.

Why should he fear this voice? He was not amurderer! He smiled maicioudy as he gazed at the floor
where he had seen three dead bodies afew nights before.

Some one else was the murderer. But the secret was Rodan's. That was the cause of hisworries, hefelt
sure. The secret was the factor that made him weaken. The presence of an unknown man, Lamont
Crangton, had started a chain of hectic thoughts.

This condition could be counteracted. Rodan began to see the way. He walked to the telephone, and
called the Southern Hotel. He asked to speak to Lamont Cranston. He was informed that the man had
checked ouit.

Rodan wondered.

Had Cranston returned to New Y ork, or was he till herein Datona? Whichever the case might be, one
course was advisable. The present situation constituted an emergency. There was someone whom Rodan
mugt inform.

Walking steadily across the room, Rodan reached awriting table and drew forth pen, ink, and paper. He
sat in momentary speculation, and as he rested there, he was forgetful of the room behind him.

Something was taking place - something that Rodan did not see. From the darkness of the wdll, atall
figure cameinto view.

Silently, and with gliding tread, The Shadow moved directly toward the seated man. Like a phantom of
vengeance, he gpproached until he was but afew feet away. He stood there, his burning eyes focused
upon Rodan. Then, from unseen lips came a softly whispered word.

"Bewarel"

The sound was scarcely audible; but it reached Rodan's ears. The seated man did not move. Hiseyes
were bulging, staring at the table before him. The Shadow glided into afringe of darknessformed by a
tiny acove.

Rodan swung around in his chair. He stared toward the hal, believing that the sound had come from
there. Then, with agrim laugh, he turned back to the writing table.

Upon asheet of paper, heinscribed a mysterious symboal. It consisted of acircle, with two crosdinesin



its center. Above it, Rodan marked a crescent, with the points turned downward. Below, he made the
same symbol, pointing the same way.

While the paper lay beside him, Rodan addressed an envelope. The name that he wrote was Eastern
Specialty Company; the address a street number in New Y ork City.

WHILE Rodan was thus engaged, a silent motion took place behind him. The Shadow emerged from his
hiding spot. Histall form glided forward. His brilliant eyes peered over Rodan's shoulder. They saw dl
that the man had written.

Rodan stared suddenly at the envelope. He rubbed his eyes.

A splotch of blackness was upon the writing desk; the envelope was covered by a strange shadow. Then
the hallucination ended.

Rodan picked up the envelope; he folded the paper and thrust it into the wrapper. Holding the envelope
haf hidden in his hand, Rodan turned again and gazed across the room.

His eyes passed over a shadowy projection that extended from the acove close beside him. He did not
seethedlent slhouette that lay dmost at hisfeet.

With agruff laugh, Rodan stamped the envel ope and thrust it in his pocket. He went to the telephone. He
caled Sheriff George Seston.

"Hello, George," said Rodan. "Busy tonight?... No? That's good... Think I'll drop over to say hdllo.”

Rodan felt somerelief as heleft the house and posted the air-mail letter in abox at the nearest corner.
His car was standing before the house. He entered it and drove away.

A low laugh from the darkness of the lawn followed Rodan's departure. A tal, sllent shape cameinto
view; then faded quickly in the darkness.

The Shadow had won the game. He had found away to cope with the plans of an unknown supercrook
to whom Northrup, Thurber, and Rodan were underlings.

The Shadow knew that three crimes had been timed; that each had required a secret communication to
the chief. With crimes completed, the local malefactorsin Tilson, Barmouth, and Datonahad no need for
further communication with their leader - o far as crime was concerned.

But The Shadow had divined that a superplotter would have arranged for contact afterward, provided
that any of his underlings might suspect the presence of danger. As Lamont Cranston, The Shadow had
deliberately aroused the suspicions of Thomas Rodan. Then, a phantom in the darkness, The Shadow
had stimulated Rodan'sfears.

The result had been a secret message of warning, posted to the place of contact in New Y ork.

The Shadow was through with Rodan for the present. He had bigger game - the tracing of the master
mind.

Three crimes dready. Would there be afourth? A fifth? Or more? That was the problem which
confronted The Shadow. He had taken measures to mest it. He was off to find the source of crime.

A fast arplane speeding northward through the night now bore The Shadow on hismission. A letter had
been sent; its destination was known to The Shadow. He would be there to intercept the man who would



recaveit!

The cryptic symbol, dispatched as awarning to the master mind of crime, wasthe clew which The
Shadow had forced from Thomas Rodan. Upon that clew, The Shadow was to form the campaign that
might doom the schemes devised by men of evil!

CHAPTER XI. THE MESSAGE DELIVERED

EARLY the next evening, a stoop-shouldered man was sdling dong asqualid street of Manhattan. There
was something shifty in hisgait, and hisfurtive footsteps seemed aimlessin direction. At times, theman
paused momentarily, as though suspecting that someone might be watching him.

One of these stops was near the entrance of an aleyway. Here, the man's face came into the light of a
street lamp. It was awhitened, wizened face, from which a cigarette drooped listlesdy. The man paused
to remove the cigarette from his mouth. He noted that the sump was unlighted. He drew amatch from
his pocket.

During the act of lighting the remains of his cigarette, the wizened-faced man glanced shrewdly back
along the street which he had followed. Seeing no one, he threw the match away, turned suddenly, and
entered the aley. So artfully did he duck out of sight that only the most careful observer would have
noted the action.

Silence continued in the gloomy street; then, afew seconds after the stoop-shouldered man had
disappeared, anew figure arrived in the glow of the lamplight. A tall, sinister form was momentarily
revedled. Then, it, too, vanished in the darkness of the aleyway.

The Shadow was stalking his prey. Here, in New Y ork's bad lands, he was on thetrail of alesser
gangster. Despite the care which the stoop-shouldered man had displayed, The Shadow had followed
him totaly unobserved.

A door opened at the side of the alley. A faint light showed as the gangster entered. The door closed and
the wizened man stood in ahdl that waslighted only by aturned-down gasjet. Ahead of him lay a
rickety flight of steps. The gangster ascended, confident that he was free from observation. He did not
see the front door dowly open before he had reached the top of the stairs.

Thelittle gangster tapped on an upstairs door. He followed this signal with awhispered statement:
"It's Pagty."

"Comein," wasthe response from the room beyond the door.

"Pagty” entered to find athickset man seated by the window of a gadighted room. The shade was drawn
and the occupant was alone. Pasty, whaose flour-white countenance showed the origin of hisnickname,
grinned as he extended an envelope and a post card.

"Hereyou are, Boots," he solid. "I picked these up at the office like you told meto.”

"BOOTS" examined the post card. On the front, it bore the address of the Eastern Specialty Company,
but it carried no message. The back of the card showed the picture of aNew Orleans hotdl.

Boots made no comment. He merely tossed the card on the table beside him. He examined the envelope.
It was al so addressed to the Eastern Specialty Company, and it was post-marked Daltona, Georgia.
Boots dropped the envelope with the post card.



"Thanks, Pasty,” he said. "These don't mean nothin'. Just the same, | thought you might aswell get ‘em for
me an' bring 'em here to the hideout. Nobody saw you snegkin' in here, did they?”

Pasty shook his head.

"Nobody seen me," he responded, "but | ain't sure nobody wasn't watchin' me somewhere aong theline.
Y ou know how | am, Boots. | can spot anythin' that's wrong before it begins. Seemsto melike there
was someone hangin' around that office where you sent me. D'yathink there could've been any one layin’
there?’

"Up there?' quizzed Boots. "Nah! Forget it. You'rethe only guy | ever sent up there. That place ain't got
nothin' to do with the racket. | just wanted you to go up so | wouldn't have to dide out of here. That'sall.
Just so long as nobody seen you doin' asneak in here, it's O.K."

"Well," responded Pasty, "there'salot of gorillaswho'vegot it in for Boots Marcus. It ain't abad ideato
be careful "

"Well," growled Boots, "I'm hidin' out, ain't I? Y ou don't think I'm scared, do you? The only thingis, I'm
wise. Kegpin' in here savesme alot of trouble. That'swhy | use you as a go-between.

"Y ou make agood messenger boy, Pasty. When therés anythin' doin', then'swhen | step out with the
mob. Believe me, Pasty, theré'salot of bozos who wouldn't be pushin’ up posiesif they'd been aswise
aslam.

"Sure enough,” agreed Pasty.

"O.K.," responded Boots. " Scram. Stick around with the mob an’ come let me know when they're ready
to go out. Remind methen that I'll have aletter to mail.”

"You'reagreat guy, Boots," commented Pasty. "Here the mob has ahangout half a block from your
hideout, and they don't have no ideawhere you're layin'. It makes me laugh sometimes -"

"Can that hokum!" regoined Boots, with agrowl. ™Y our businessisto do what | tell you, an’ quit thinkin'
too much. Go on, now. Scram!”

Pasty grinned and opened the door of the room. He waved a scrawny hand in parting; then closed the
door.

Boots Marcus picked up the post card and the envel ope.

IN the underworld, Boots Marcus was known as the tough leader of aflock of trained gorillas. He and
his gang had aracket of their own - blocking the plans of would-be big shots. Asaresult, Boots, though
fearless when at the head of his pack, considered it the part of discretion to keep away from the live
spots of the bad lands.

Pasty, who cut but little figure in the underworld, was, as Boots had remarked, the gang leader's
messenger. He was the go-between who kept up contact with the mob. But of late, Boots, guarding
himsalf more closely than usud, had given Pasty anew duty. Thiswasthejob of visiting asmall, deserted
office on an uptown street, to bring back any mail that might be there.

Communications to the Eastern Specidty Company were comparatively few. They were chiefly picture
post cards, like the one Boots now held. On other occasions, Boots had received envelopes. These he
forwarded instead of keeping.



Tonight, in conformity with his method, Boots Marcus produced alarger envel ope than the one that had
come by mail. Upon its face he wrote the name of Craig Kimble. He looked at the picture postcard, and
used the name of the New Orleans hotel as the address on the envel ope which hewasinscribing. Then
he inserted the | etter that Pasty had brought, and sealed the large envelope.

As he completed the duty, Boots Marcus shrugged his shoulders. Opening adrawer in thetable, he
tossed the post card within.

After affixing astamp, Boots placed the envelope in his pocket. He arose from his chair and walked
away from the window. He glanced upward in an absent-minded fashion, and stood stock-ill.

Facing him, from just within the door, Boots Marcus saw aman clad in black. Tdl, weird, and imposing,
this personage might have come through the floor, so unnoticed had his entrance been. A long, flowing
cloak hung from the visitor's shoulders. A broad-brimmed hat obscured hisfeatures. Only hiseyeswere
visble asthey shone with penetrating gaze.

It was not the eyes alone, however, that impressed Boots Marcus. In an outstretched, black-gloved
hand, the stranger held a huge automatic. The muzzle of the weapon yawned like the entrance of atunnel
asBootsviewed it with darm.

The gang leader never budged when he saw that he was covered. The only change that came over him
was apalor that swept hisface.

For Boots Marcus, man of the underworld, knew that he was in the power of The Shadow!

I'T was an axiom in the bad lands that a meeting such asthis was a sure forerunner of death. Boots
Marcus, engaged only in wolfish battleswith others of hisilk, had felt himsdf somewhat immune from The
Shadow's wrath.

But it was aso known that the ways of The Shadow were mysterious. He seldom gave areason when he
struck. Hence, Boots Marcus, petrified by sudden terror, felt the sign of approaching doom.

A low, soft laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips. Whatever doubt Boots had entertained regarding
the identity of this phantom being were now dispelled. That laugh carried an unearthly echo.

Boots had heard talk of The Shadow's laugh. Now he had heard the chilling tones themselves. The gang
leader shuddered.

"Go back to where you were," came The Shadow's voice, in solemn, whispered tones. "Sit down - by
the window. | have questionsto ask you."

Boots Marcus obeyed mechanicdly. For the first moment since he had seen The Shadow, he felt atouch
of relief. The eerie whisper was fearful; but itswords at |east offered a chance for parley.

"l ain't done nothin' againgt you," began Boots, in a choking, fear-tinged tone. "What d'ya got againgt me?
| ain't never even as much astried to buck The Shadow -"

A repetition of the laugh curbed the pleathat Boots was making. Thelaugh was sinister now. Its
foreboding tones made Boots decide that silence wasin order.

"Y ou have recognized me." The Shadow's words came in aweird monotone. "That is excdllent. It will
enable usto terminate our business promptly.”

The Shadow was approaching the gang |leader. The automatic was directly before the eyes of Boots



Marcus. The hard-boiled mobster quailed. Then The Shadow's free hand was extended.
"Give methe envelope that isin your pocket," demanded The Shadow.

Boots fumbled for the envel ope and produced it. The Shadow took it from him. The envelope
disappeared beneath the black cloak.

"Now those postdl cards," added The Shadow. "The cards with which you placed the one that you
received tonight.”

Boots gasped as he redized that The Shadow must have entered immediately after Pasty had departed.
The Shadow had seen the post card that went in the drawer. He had seen other cardslying there.

Still fumbling, Boots produced the post cards. He handed them, in asmall bunch, to The Shadow.

Holding the cards within his gloved left hand, The Shadow, with asmooth, skilled motion, spread them
so they formed awide fan. He raised his hand so that he could look at the cards, and <till watch Boots
Marcus.

With one glance, he noted that the addresses of the cards were identical. Turning hishand over, The
Shadow viewed the reverse sides. Every one of the cards bore the picture of ahotd in adifferent city.

With another short note of mirth, The Shadow dipped the post cards beneath his cloak. His automatic
followed. With folded arms, The Shadow faced Boots Marcus.

The gang leader gasped. The Shadow had deliberately put away hiswegpon! Could this be a gesture of
friendliness? It seemed incredible!

IN his pocket, Boots had arevolver. He redlized that it would be possible for him to draw it now. But
deep in hisdulled brain, the gang leader knew that he could never beat The Shadow on the draw. His
only relief came from the fact that temporarily, at least, The Shadow had granted arespite.

"Whois Craig Kimble?' questioned The Shadow.
Boots Marcus hesitated. He eyed his questioner for afew moments; then responded:
"l don't know."

The Shadow laughed. His black right hand dipped out of view. Boots sensed the menace of the
automatic. He chewed hislips nervoudly.

"I know the game, Marcus," declared The Shadow coldly. "I entered that office before thismail camein.
It isplain what those post cards mean. | am giving you your chanceto tell al that you know. If you do
not -"

The sentence ended with alaugh as The Shadow's hand swept into view. The muzzle of an automatic
pressed itself against the forehead of Boots Marcus.

"I'll - I'll squawk!" whined the cowed gang leader. "1 ain't goin' to bluff you. But if | squawk, will you cdll
it quits?’

"I make but one promise,”" announced The Shadow, in his chilling whisper. "If you fal to tell meall that
you know, you will die. Speak - unlessyou prefer death.”

Marcus cringed away. He nodded as he felt the pressure of the automatic leave his forehead. The gun



disappeared. The Shadow's arms were once more folded. The threat however, still remained. Boots
gtared with blinking eyes and chewing lips.

"It don't mean nothin' to me," he began. "'l ain't goin' to try to hold out on you. If Charley had told me you
was mixed inthis, I'd have laid off. | don't think 1'd have touched it anyway if it hadn't been because
Charley had me buffaloed -"

Boots paused, asthough in find effort to keep from telling what he knew. He fancied that he saw a
motion of The Shadow'sright hand. A sudden fear swept over the gang leader. If that automatic should
appear again, it might mean the end of The Shadow's patience.

"Gimme achance!" pleaded Boots. "I don't know much, but I'll tell you the whole works. It's Charley
that'sto blame - not me. Charley Kigtelle. | used to work with Charley before he scrammed. That was
nearly acouple of years ago. | don't know why Charley cleared out.”

"CharlesKigélefled," declared The Shadow coldly, "because he feared me."

Boots nodded unconscioudly. A sudden understanding told him that by betraying Kistelle, he might save
hisown hide. It was Kistelle whom The Shadow wanted!

"I - 1I'll tell you Al 1 know about him," repeated Boots. "I thought that Charley” - he paused suddenly, his
eyesstaring - "l didn't know that Charley was in wrong with The Shadow. | know you're The Shadow.
Y ou've got me - thereain't nothin' I can do.

"If I had my mob with me, | could put up a scrap; but there ain't no chance of nobody comin' hereto help
me. That'swhy I'm goin' to talk. If the mob knew what was goin' on, they'd come here to help me. But
thereain't no use-"

Boots Marcus stared directly into The Shadow's eyes. He cringed before their gleam; but in his heart, he
felt asecret eation. He knew that he could stall no longer; The Shadow's glance told him that. But Boots,
by his sudden change of tone, had accomplished something that he was sure The Shadow could not

Suspect.

In hisbrief moment of hesitation, Boots had seen the door of the room move dightly. Heredlized that
Pasty had returned. Hiswords of pleading had been a secret warning to the little gangster. Pasty, crafty
and skulking, had taken the tip. The door was moving no longer now.

"Proceed.”

The Shadow's single word spoke volumes. Its tone showed that further stalling would not be
countenanced. Boots Marcus knew that he would suffer if he taxed The Shadow's patience.

"I'll come clean,” said the gang leader. "Herésthe whole lay -"

With eyes half closed, Boots began his squed er's story. He was betraying the man whom he called a
friend - CharlesKigtelle; but Boots had a purpose in the action. He was doing more than attempting to
save his own skin. He was holding The Shadow here until his mob arrived!

CHAPTER XI1. GUNSIN THE DARK

"I THOUGHT Charley Kigtelle had taken the bump,” explained Boots Marcusto The Shadow. "Then dl
of asudden he calls me up, pretty near ayear ago. | knows hisvoice when | hearsit. He wantsto see
me. | had this place then, an' | told him to meet me here.



"When he comes, he taps on the door an’ says hello. | knows hisvoice again, see? But when hewalksin,
itaint Charley Kigdle! Atleast | didn't think it was.

"When | seen Charley before he went away, he was aguy with agood-lookin' mug. But thiswasn't the
Charley that 1'd used to how. He has around, moony face, an' he's grinnin' like amonkey.

"When | askswhat's happened to him, he just keeps on grinnin’. Says he's fixed himself so's nobody can
figurewho heis. Sayshe'sgoin' around to square things even with some guys he don't like. Hewants me
to help him out. That's when he tells me about the office an' gives me akey to the place. All | had to do
was go up there an’ pick up the mail.”

Boots Marcus paused to sare directly at The Shadow. The gang leader was using every effort to
convince the blackclad master that he was telling the whole truth.

"Charley didn't say nothin' about you bein’ on histrail," continued Boots. "He just asks meto help him out
by sendin’ him any lettersthat comein. He saysto use the name Craig Kimble, which was enough like his
own moniker so's| could remember it easy, without any chance of it givin' him away.

"He never writes nothin' - just sends post cards showin' the picture of the hotel where he's stoppin' at the
time. You picked up thelast one. That'sall thereistoit.”

"Except the letters,” declared The Shadow.

"Yeah," agreed the gangster quickly. "There was some | etters like the one that comein today. | never
opened none of 'em; just put 'em in the new envelopes an' sent 'em on to Charley. | don't know what he
wanted 'emfor.”

"How many letters have you forwarded to Kistelle?' inquired The Shadow coldly.

"Just afew of 'em," began Boots. Then, as he saw The Shadow's piercing eyes, he added: "L et's see.
There was one - two - three - this one was number four since Charley went away. Y ou see, hewas
around here alot of the time. It was pretty near three weeks ago he started out the last time. Before that,
he'd go away oncein awhile, an' just send me post cards. There weren't any |etters before these begin to
come.”

"Where were the letters from?"

Boots acted as though he wanted to evade The Shadow's question. The gang leader resented the
domination which was being exerted over him. He was on the point of pretending that he could not recdl
any more concerning the letters; but he suddenly changed hismind.

"Seemslike one was from somejoint out in Illinois" he mused. "Then there was one from ahick townin
Maryland. These last two - the one you got and the one | sent to Charley Kigtelle - was from the same
place, sometown in Georgia. | ain't even been up to the office” - now that his story wastold, Boots was
trying to disclaim connection with Kistelle - "because I've been layin' low. | sent another guy up there to
get themail. It didn't mean nothin' to me."

The Shadow stared coldly at the gang leader. He knew that Boots Marcus was asyellow arat asthe
underworld could boast. Boots half-grasped The Shadow's thoughts. He edged backward in his chair.
Avoiding The Shadow's gaze, he stared at the door beyond the form in black.

UNLESS hismob had failed to move through fear of The Shadow's presence, they should be there by
now. Ready for asurprise attack, they would be awaiting asigna from their leader. The time wasripe for
it now.



Boots knew that hisfate rested, at this moment, with The Shadow. He sensed that from now on he could
be of no useto The Shadow's plans.

Infact, astraitor to Charley Kistelle, Boots Marcus would be better dead than dive, so far asThe
Shadow was concerned. Living, Boots could double-crass The Shadow by communicating with Charley
Kigelle. Dead, he could not interfere with any of The Shadow's undertakings.

There was no timeto lose. Boots must tip off the mob; or, better, take a chance that his men were
outside, ready to help him. Acting shrewdly, the gang leeder tried to give asigna without betraying his
intention to The Shadow.

"I've given you al the dope,” whined Boots. "I ain't tried to keep nothin’ from you. Y ou got me without
my mob. If the boyswas here, they'd help me. | wish they was here, right now -"

The door was dowly opening. Boots Marcus could seeit as he stared past The Shadow. The manin
black was looking at the gang leader's eyes. A laugh came from the lips that were hidden by the collar of
the black cloak.

In histense eagerness, Boots Marcus had betrayed the game. The Shadow's form turned suddenly. It
whirled toward the door, just asthe barrier swung inward. One man, peeping in, had seen The Shadow's
back. He had waved the others forward.

The rush was a split second too late. The Shadow's hands were moving as he swung. His automatics
blazed - one from either hand - while histall shape was till revolving. Staccato shots marked the bursts
of flame.

The bodies of two gangsters sprawled headlong through the door. Revolvers clanged upon the floor. The
Shadow had met the surprise attack.

Reversng histurn, The Shadow swung toward Boots Marcus. Springing from his chair, the gang leader
had drawn hisrevolver.

The Shadow had timed the action to the ingtant. His right-hand automatic covered Boots as the gang
leader's finger was about to pressthe trigger of the revolver. The automatic spoke again. Boots Marcus,
like his henchmen, had been too late to meet this marksman who dedlt in split seconds.

Quick victory had been The Shadow's; but the fight had just begun. From those lips benegath the hat brim
came aburg of taunting mirth. The laugh of The Shadow rang out its defiance to the forces of the
underworld.

With one swift mation, The Shadow extinguished the light. A second later he wasin the halway; there,
his automatics broke forth, blazing atrail of lead dong the walls. The bright splashes of light reveded the
formsof lurking gangsters. Somefdl from the bullets; others dived to the floor to escape the barrage.

Through the dark, The Shadow swept back into the room. He reached the window and swiftly opened it.
There was a darkened courtyard benegath. There, in the dimness, men were waiting, ready to cut off this
avenue of escape. Shouts echoed through the hdl; they came from the stairs below. They showed that
others were blocking the normal exit from this place.

The Shadow never hesitated. Histall form wastotdly invisible asit stood by the open window. It
emerged, closeto thewall of the building. Clinging batlike to the bottom of the window. The Shadow
lowered his body over the edge.

A flashlight gleamed from below. Its glare revedled the outline of the form in black. Wild, eager cries



arose. Then came revolver shots. Thetal shape was dropping from its perch beside the window!

ONCE again, The Shadow had deadlt in timed split seconds. It wasthe light, not the shots, that had
caused him to drop to the narrow court below. The bullets came while he was faling. They were
flattened against the brick wall. Not one was discharged in time to reach the body of The Shadow.

The spotlight came swinging downward. Before its gleam had reached the place where The Shadow had
dropped, an automatic roared through the night. The man with the flashlight staggered. Another shot
clipped one of the gunmen beside him. Desperately, other gangsters dived away. The Shadow was till in
action!

Now alight gleamed from above. A gangster had dashed into the room vacated by The Shadow.
Leaning from the window, he played the rays of historch downward, hoping to reveal The Shadow to his
pasbelow. Instead, he reveded himself.

A shot barked from near the entrance of the court. Moving swiftly, The Shadow had gone directly
toward his enemies. He had answered the challenge of the light. The proof of his marksmanship came
when the man with the torch toppled headlong and thudded in the court. The faling torch was shattered
asit struck the paving beside him.

Then came a desperate struggle at the spot where the court started from the aley. Here were the gunmen
who had ducked. Now they sprang forth desperately to prevent the escape of the man whom they could
not see. Had The Shadow fired at any one of them, he would have revealed his position. Instead, he
worked in glence.

Unseen in the darkness, two powerful arms swung up and down. Invisible hands wielded heavy
automatics with unrelenting force. Caught in the narrow space, the bewildered gangstersfell before The
Shadow'sfury. Inthe dim light of the dley, atdl form broke loose from futile, yielding clutches.

It was then that The Shadow chose the unexpected objective - the front door of the house where the fray
had begun. Stationed there were half a dozen gangsters. At firs, they had started up the stairs; now they
were returning.

Had The Shadow taken to flight, pursuers would have been on his heds. But such was not The Shadow's
course. He conquered danger by mesting it.

Asthe reenforcing mobsters came toward the door, The Shadow encountered them face to face. His
automatics broke loose with al the lead that they still contained. Charging men toppled forward. The last
advancing mobster made a mighty legp and fdll writhing a The Shadow's feet.

A long burst of weird mockery sounded through the darkness. It came asthe knell of doom to the ears of
dying mobsters. Not asingle shot answered it. The Shadow, aone, had silenced the guns of the gorillas
who served Boots Marcus.

Inthe leyway, thetall form appeared once more. The hands of The Shadow thrust the emptied
automatics beneath the black cloak. They emerged with two new weapons. Swinging toward the street at
the end of the alley, The Shadow emerged and stepped into the lamplight.

"The Shadow!"

The cry came from less than thirty yards away. The man who uttered it was the only member of the
Marcus mob who had escaped. Pasty, the wizened gangster, who had brought the now-conquered
horde, had reached the street during the conflict, and had run to summon new aid. He had encountered



haf adozen mobsters.

To them, the newsthat the Marcus gang wasin trouble brought no incentive toward arescue. But the
word that The Shadow was on hand was sufficient to stir al black-hearted killersto action.

This crowd was coming toward the dley. They were running forward, with Pasty in the lead. Asthelittle
gangster cried hiswarning, he made adive for cover. His shrewd eyes had sighted the form beneath the
lamplight.

One hasty revolver shot sounded the hogtilities. It was the only burst that preceded The Shadow's reply;
and it failed to clip the black-cloaked fighter.

The Shadow's automatics roared their answer. Mobsters staggered back. Onefell as hefired afutile
shot. Another sprawled, kicking at the paving of the street. The others scattered in wild retredt.

Pasty, crouching by thewall, was holding arevolver in his nervous clutch. He was aiming toward The
Shadow, waiting for a chanceto fire accurately. Then, as he saw the others take for cover, thelittle
ganggter logt his nerve. He fired wildly; once, twice, hisam wavering through fear. He pressed the trigger
for thethird time; but the shot that was heard did not come from hisrevolver.

The Shadow, spotting the revolver flashes, had responded. It was the roar of his automeatic that sounded
thefina shot in this hectic struggle. A whistling bullet found its mark in the body of Pasty, the cringing
gangster who had sought to thwart The Shadow. The last of the Marcus mob had fallen.

Complete silence followed the throbbing echoes of that |ast report. Thetal black shape glided from the
gphere of lamplight. A long, triumphant peal of laughter echoed aong the narrow street. Blackened
windows crackled back the gibing cry.

The Shadow had merged with the night. He had wiped out one of Manhattan's toughest mobs of human
wolves. Justice had gained atriumph. Y et this achievement was but a step toward The Shadow's distant

god.

He was after bigger crime, seeking to thwart the schemes of men who worked by master methods.
Tonight, The Shadow had made new progress. He had learned the identity of the man who had planned
for perfect crime.

Boots Marcus, the key to the superplotter, was dead. And so was Pasty, the one underling who might
have held an inkling to the dedlings with Kistelle. None remained to block The Shadow's course!

CHAPTER XIIl. THE RESEARCH

THE SHADOW'S sanctum was dight. A mellow bluish glow spread throughout the entire room. The
pale, mysterious hue ended abruptly asit reached the unreflecting walls, which were jet-black in color.

Even the floor was black. The Shadow, as he stood in the center of this mysterious chamber, had the
appearance of aliving silhouette - a projection of black that extended from the darkness that surrounded
him.

Lessthan an hour had e apsed since the man of the night had battled with desperate denizens of the
underworld. Phantomlike, he had disappeared into gloom, to pursue a path which was untraceable.
Now, in this spot whose existence was known to him alone, The Shadow was returning to the task that
lay ahead.

The weird figure moved across the room. A motion of one arm beside thewall caused a parting of



enshrouding curtains. A row of massive volumes were displayed, niched in aportion of the opened wall.

These were the archives of The Shadow - those complete and detailed records that listed every event in
The Shadow's ceasdess war on crime; from minor skirmish to extended battle.

The black-clad figure shrank dmost to nothingness as it stopped to consult one of the heavy bound
books. The black-brimmed hat was raised. Not only the gleaming eyes, but the face beneath them
appeared visible. In this sanctuary, there was none to see the hidden features of The Shadow.

His study ended, The Shadow replaced the volume that he had consulted. Another curtain opened and
displayed a cabinet. From adrawer, The Shadow removed afolder. He carried it across the room to the
polished table above which hung the work light.

Hidden switches clicked. The room was in darkness save for that single corner where only ashining
tabletop received illumination.

From asingle tome among his archives, The Shadow had gained the records that he wanted. The folder
which now appeared in the light contained the details. Its contents - carefully prepared reports - did into
view. Before the eyes of The Shadow lay the facts that concerned the checkered career of Charles
Kigdle.

Among the crooks whose schemes had been thwarted by The Shadow, Charles Kistelle was unique. His
course of crime - so the records showed - had been limited, yet smooth.

Kigtdle had come within The Shadow's sphere of action, due to his connection with other criminas. He
was aman who had chosen to remain in the background until opportunitiesfor evildoing came hisway.

WHEN The Shadow had met and demolished Kistell€'s associates, this lurking crimina had seen the
writing on the wall. Through pure coincidence that had worked in hisfavor, Kistelle had been saved from
destruction with the others.

A minor figurein agigantic schemethat had failed, Kistelle had taken advantage of opportunity. He had
fled, leaving thefidd to The Shadow.

Others had donethis before; but invariably they made the mistake of believing that The Shadow would
forget them. Kistelle had been too wise for that. He had not only stayed away from his old associations,
he had been clever enough to avoid New Y ork entirely. In an effort to bury himsalf completely, he had
enliged in the United States army under an assumed name.

Y et the hand of The Shadow, reaching everywhere, had plucked forth data that showed the course
Kigelle had taken. Thisinformation had been gained too late. Records showed that CharlesKistelle,
dlias Charles Kitchener, had deserted d ong with others, when stationed near the Mexican border.

A photograph cameinto view upon The Shadow'stable. It was a picture of CharlesKistelle as he had
been. It bore no resemblance to the three men who looked dike: Earl Northrup, Harold Thurber, and
Thomas Rodan. As Boots Marcus had stated, Charles Kistelle had returned to New Y ork a completely
different person.

Since Kigtelle had changed; since he had adopted the new name of Craig Kimble, there was one
important inference. Thiswas, namely, that the other three were new men aso.

The Shadow's laugh was evidence that thisfact impressed him asintriguing. In al the mad orgies of crime
that The Shadow had encountered in the past, none reached the fantastic heights of thisone.



Four men who looked dike! Each an individua with an odd, but distinctive physiognomy that made him
conspicuous to those who knew him. The situation seemed unbelievable; but to The Shadow it brought
only further thoughts. Nights before, herein this very sanctum, The Shadow had foreseen afurther

possibility.
With two, three, four men whose strange facia characteristics were identical, what could prevent the

possibility of more? Why not five - or sx?Why not adozen? Until the answer to the perplexing riddie
could be gained, The Shadow must hold that assumption.

Behind this very thought lay the explanation of The Shadow's extraordinary encounter with Thomas
Rodan, in Datona, Georgia. Three crimes had been perpetrated. How many more wereto follow? The
only course wasto travel ahead of crime - not to be behindiit.

The hand of The Shadow began to write. It was inscribing the thoughts of The Shadow's brain. Short
words shone on paper. As each sentence faded, another replaced it. Step by step, The Shadow was
developing the course of crime as Charles Kistelle had planned it.

KISTELLE wasthe crime-maker. Through some amazing circumstance, he was plotting and perpetrating
mighty schemeswith the aid of men who looked exactly like him. In Tilson; in Barmouth; in Dadtona-
each place a crime protected by a perfect dibi. Such men as Northrup, Thurber, and Rodan were mere
indrumentsin the hands of this daring crook.

Now, The Shadow knew Kistelle€'s identity; knew where he could be reached. Kistellewasin New
Orleans, waiting for word from some unknown source, biding histime until anew crime would be ready
for itsculmination.

Boots Marcus had said that three |etters had come to Charles Kistelle by way of the blind office. The
Shadow knew the significance of those letters. Each had been a summons - acall to the daring master
crook, telling him that the stage was set for the perpetration of a perfect crime.

The fourth letter!

It came from The Shadow's cloak; it lay there, initsorigina envelope - that message which The Shadow
had seen Rodan prepare. Thiswas not asummons. It was awarning. Should it reach Kigtelle, it would
indicate the advisability of caution.

This message would not arrive as Rodan had intended. In Daltona, now, Rodan's qualms had ended. The
man was probably chiding himsdlf because he had fancied Lamont Cranston to be amenace. Hewould
send no further warning to Kigtelle.

In New Orleans, Kigtelle was serendly waiting. He might move to some other city; if he should, word
would come to the empty office of the Eastern Specidty Company. Picture post cards would artfully
discloseKigdl€esitinerary.

There, too, would come the letter presaging the next crime. Boots Marcus was dead. Pasty was dead.
All communicationswould lie unreceived, unless-

The Shadow's laugh rippled softly through the sanctum. No - Kistdl€e's | etters would not go unreceived.
So far asthe crook would know, Boots Marcus would still be on duty. But the red recipient, the one
who would take over the dead gang leader's contact work, would be The Shadow!

THE hand of The Shadow inscribed the name of acity upon the paper before him.

New Orleans.



The brilliant ink spoke unwritten meanings. It showed the trend of The Shadow's thoughts.

There was asimple way to ded with Charles Kistelle. Tonight, The Shadow could set forth to meet the
master crook faceto face. That would end the crimina career of CharlesKistdle.

But, asthe name of the city faded, The Shadow's hand inscribed another word.

No.

This negative announcement aso had itsimportant meaning. It wasfollowed by the listing of three names:.
Carl Wdton.

Sherman Brooks,

Perry Davenport.

These three were held for crimes that they had not committed. Should The Shadow, acting as avenger,
eliminate Kigtelle, what would be the outcome? It might prove beneficid, so far asthe future was
concerned; but the grave danger existed that it would aso obliterate the traces of the past.

Three innocent men were helpless. Unless the action of the Shadow could clear them, they would pay the
pendty for the crimes of the supercrook and hisaibi henchmen. The Shadow'slaugh was grim. It
showed that he knew Kistelle must be temporarily neglected. The man could be reached when needed.

When would that be?
The hand reveded the answer:
Thenext crime.

Therewasthe solution! If Kistelle were awaiting another summons, its arriva would be The Shadow's
opportunity. Then, striking from the dark, he could catch Kistelle and an underling in the act.

But, as the words faded from the paper, The Shadow's hand ddliberately inscribed alarge interrogation
point.

When would the next crime be? What proof was there that more than four men existed who looked dike
with such aremarkable resemblance? Would another crime occur?

There was but one answer. The Shadow, to dedl fully with thiscrimering, must first know al. Could he
discover the cause of the amazing coincidence that had brought the same strange facid resemblancesto
these crooks, he would be capable of striking with certainty.

Delving into the past was the only course. Through it, The Shadow could learn the total number of these
men. To date, he had worked on theory. Now, he needed facts. Where were they to be found?

The hands held Kistell€'s record. Beside it lay the photograph of the man as he once had been. Some
time - during that period when Kistelle had disappeared - a change had come over the physiognomy of
the supercrook. Where had Kistelle been when the change had transpired?

THE SHADOW laughed. He knew. Kigtelle had fled to Mexico. He had unquestionably been joined by
othersthere. Where had they gone? What had happened to them?

The hands of The Shadow ripped open the envel ope that Rodan had addressed to New Y ork. Out



dropped the folded paper. The Shadow spread it and studied the cryptic sign.

A circle, with crossed center. Above it and below it, crescents, with their points turned downward. A
primitive inscription desgned by some ancient race.

The white hands of The Shadow turned the paper in different directions. Which was the top of the sheet?
Were the crescents pointing up or down?

The Shadow knew, because he had seen Rodan inscribe the symbol. Now, examining it closdly, he saw
theindicating mark.

The verticd line that formed the upright of the cross mark did not touch the circle at the bottom. Thislack
of completion was al that the symbol required to prove its purpose.

The Shadow copied the cryptic sign upon a blank sheet of paper. Then he turned the paper upside
down, and performed the same action. In each instance, he left the vertica line incomplete at the bottom.

Now he had two symbols; one indicating down-turned crescents, the other upturned.

The logic was evident. Since Rodan's symbol had been carefully designed to show that the crescents
were down, there must be a different meaning if the crescents were up. The Shadow laughed. Below
Rodan'ssgn, a the left, he wrote:

Stay away
Undernesth his own cryptic symbol, he marked:
Come here

Thiswas surely asign of primitive hieroglyphics. A crude, smpleform of writing that dealt in opposites.
The two symbolstold their silent story as they shone from the paper with The Shadow's trandation
benesth.

Then the markings vanished; the one at the left passing out before the one at the right.

Again, The Shadow laughed. He knew what to expect - if his conjecture of further crime was correct. A
symbol signifying "Come here" would arrive for Charles Kigtelle. It would lead the master plotter to a
new and carefully prepared scene of operation.

Kisgtelle would receive that message; but not until after it had passed through the hands of The Shadow.
When he answered the cdll, Kistelle would find The Shadow awaiting him.

This course of delayed action had obvious advantages. But in the interim, what would The Shadow do?
It was not the palicy of this master mind to remain dormant. The hands of The Shadow were fingering the
paper which bore Tom Rodan's mysterious message. There was a degp significance to The Shadow's
action.

Kigtdle and hismen of evil had not designed their symbolic code. It was evident that they had learned it
from some persons whom they had met. Where? In Mexico!

The Shadow laughed. His hands disappeared. When they returned, they carried a sheaf of loosaly bound
pages. These, The Shadow spread upon the table.

The glossy sheets werefilled with photographs and symbolic sgnsthat dedlt with the Aztecs, those
Indians of Mexico who had developed adegree of civilization before the Spaniards had conquered



them.

Here, in The Shadow's possession, lay detailed information on the Aztecs - descriptive matter that
included recent findings. The pages turned with precision, indicating that The Shadow had studied Aztec
lore. Tothe eyesin the dark, these facts were familiar ones. But in al this accumul ated data, The Shadow
saw no symbols like the one Rodan had sent Kistelle.

AT the back of the loosely bound pages, The Shadow's finger paused upon awritten paragraph. This
hed reference to thelost tribes of Aztec origin. It mentioned how offshoots of the mgjor race had,
because of their obscurity, escaped the conquest of the Spaniards.

Succeeding paragraphs attempted to classify these hidden tribes. Each was reputed to possess a source
of great wealth - treasure that had been harbored through centuries. Each paragraph listed a different
tribe, with speculative data concerning its customs.

"Zdtapec.”

The word stood out before The Shadow's eyes. It was the name of a place in the mountains of northern
Mexico. There were Indians who lived thereabout, and they had talked of Zeltapec, but none of them
hed given its exact location. They only knew that it rested in one of the hidden gorges of ahigh mountain
range. So far, explorers had been unable to penetrate the fastnesses of the mighty hills.

The Shadow's finger paused upon another paragraph. The words referred to the supposed customs of
the tribe that dwelt at Zeltapec. It stated that they were moon worshipers.

The crescents!

The Shadow laughed as his hands carried away the loose-sheaved papers. A short while later, the hands
regppeared and unfolded amap of northern Mexico that spread over the entire table.

For long, dow-moving minutes, the hidden eyes pored over the large chart while The Shadow's fingers
pointed out certain spots within a mountain-studded radius. Gradually, the fingers reduced the area. They
chose the region that was most vaguely mapped, and rested upon that part.

A hand reached forward and drew a set of ear phones from the darkness. A tiny spot of light shone- a
sgnd that telephonic communication had been established with someone.

"Burbank spesking.”

The quiet voice sounded over the wire. Burbank was an agent of The Shadow. Passive and efficient, he
was dways a The Shadow's bidding. He was the contact man whom The Shadow kept unseen. When
plans were forming; when campaigns were atheir height, Burbank was awaysin readiness.

The voice of The Shadow whispered its orders. They referred to Harry Vincent. Both Harry and Clyde
Burke had returned to New Y ork, and were available for duty. Now, The Shadow's instructions made it
plain that Harry wasto visit the blind office to intercept al mail that camethere.

The conversation ended. Thetiny bulb no longer glowed. Beneath the blue light, the hands of The
Shadow folded the map of northern Mexico. A piece of paper cameinto view. Theleft hand held it; the
iridescent girasol gleamed in mystery. Theright hand wrote asingle word:

Zeltapec.
Thewriting faded. Thelight clicked out. A long, weird laugh swept through the darkness. Dying echoes



were repested with convulsive shudderings, as though ahost of ghoulswerejoining with gruesome
mockery.

Then dtillness. The Shadow was gone. His plans were made. Charles Kigtdlle could wait in ignorance
until the next summons reached New Y ork. In the meantime, The Shadow had anew and amazing
purpose; away to meet the problem that he faced.

The last word that the mysterious hand had written was filled with important significance. It told the one
thought that wasin The Shadow's mind.

There was a place that he must find. Swiftly, with no delay, The Shadow had set forth to anew
dedtination. Later that night, a swift plane winged its way southward, at a speed exceeding two hundred
milesan hour.

The Shadow was heading for a Texas airport. There, awaiting him, was aspecia type of ship that had
been reserved by wire - a the order of aNew Y ork millionaire named Lamont Cranston.

Texaswas not thefina goa. Thered objective was beyond.

The Shadow was seeking the lost city of Zeltapec!
CHAPTER XIV. THE MOON MESSENGER

THE crescent moon was rising above atowering mountain summit. The sky was dtill bright with the glow
of the setting sun. But within the secluded valey of Zdtapec, apremature gloom announced the coming
of early evening.

A drange surviva of an ancient day, the village of Zetapec bore untarnished traces of the Aztec
civilization. Adobe buildings rested againgt the sides of the valley. Robed Indians, with firm, bronzed
faces, stood in clusters outside their homes.

The Aztecs had been known as ferocious warriors. These survivors of their race had softened. Their
faces fill showed the sternness of the Aztec race; yet in their bearing, the natives of Zeltapec were quiet
and mild-mannered. Protected by the high mountain walls about them, they had drifted from the ways of
warfare.

The dull, monotonous beat of tom-toms sounded weirdly through the gloom. It wasthe call thet the
Indians were awaiting. Slowly, thelittle groups turned toward the center of their valley. There, upona
broad, flat area, stood the leaders of their clan.

The space provided for the mystic riteswas alarge, raised square of table rock that measured fifty feet in
each direction. Those who stood upon this spot were gathered at the edges. In the center, like agiant
bull's-eye thirty feet in diameter, was a perfect circle, painted white upon the flattened rock.

This circle was marked with cross lines, and outside its sphere were thin, crescent-shaped designs, four
in number.

To the Aztecs of Zetapec, thiswas asacred spot. To tread upon it would mean instant punishment.

The chiefs of Zdtapec, men clad in gorgeous robes, were the only ones who dared step upon the tabled
rock. But even they were guarded in their actions. They carefully avoided any contact with the circle or
the crescents. They stalked about the edges of the flattened area.

Asthe people assembled and took their places below the rock, the chieftains, who were also the priests



of the tribe, acted with definite procedure. Each took his spot at one side of the sacred rock. Four in
number, these tall, imposing men stood with folded arms, each gazing steadfastly at the crescent that was
inscribed before him.

The most impressive ceremony of Zeltapec had begun. It was the welcome to the crescent moon.
Beating tom-toms, chanting voices - both ascended through the increasing gloom, and in the midst shone
the glistening rock, with its whitened, painted surface.

THE people of Zdtapec were moon worshippers with areason. To them, the changing positions of the
sun were not gpparent. But the moon, rising high above the secluded vale, seemed lifdikein its phases.
They regarded it asasign of the world beyond - a chariot in which some god rode forth to gaze benignly
down upon his chosen folk.

The appearance of the crescent moon was of vast importance to the natives of Zeltapec. It wasasign
that the moon god had returned.

With wild, savage fervor, the tom-tom men best forth their welcome. The peoplejoined in asweling
chant. Thefour silent leadersraised their heads and stared skyward.

Some day - s0 the legend said - the power that controlled the sky chariot would send forth amessenger
to visit the people of Zdtapec. For centuries, the Indians had perssted in this belief.

Story had it that once such amessenger had come; and then returned. Ever since, the people had beenin
readiness. They were determined that should the messenger arrive again, he would not find their welcome
lacking.

The four tall leaders were chanting now. Their powerful voices arose above the cries of the people. The
tom-toms ceased to begt. The populace was stilled. Four men aone were singing forth the welcome to
the crescent moon that glimmered in the darkening sky.

The Indians were watching their leaders. Only the four were staring skyward. Then, suddenly, the people
looked on in wonder. S multaneoudly, the four had ended their chant, and were gazing agape above the
mountain pesk.

Never before had the ceremony broken at this point. Instinctively, the people raised their heads and
followed their leaders gaze. In the degp hush of the valey, anew sound manifested itsdlf faintly from the

y.

Hovering about the mountain was a birdlike object that had appeared directly beneath the moon itsdlf. It
was singing athrobbing tune. Aboveit, wondering eyes could detect the whirling of afanlike whed.

Thisobject looked likeawindmill in horizonta flight; to these Indians, who knew nothing of the world
beyond, its appearance was incredible.

Almost mationlessin the air, the strange ship remained in congtant view. Then cries of exultation arose
spontaneoudy from the crowd below. The creature of the air was descending to the valley of Zeltapec. It
was the answer to rites of centuries - the messenger from the moon!

The valey of Zetapec offered no safe landing place for even the most skilled pilot of an ordinary plane,
But this ship of the air, which the Indians had first mistaken for a huge bird, was an autogyro. The man
who piloted it had seen the space below. The glistening rock, with itstarget center, was a perfect spot for
agyrolanding.

Awed gasps were uttered as the descending autogyro became more plain. With its huge, revolving wing



whirling with terrific speed, the ship dackened its descent and came straight downward.

Its objective was plain. The autogyro was heading for alanding in the exact center of the sacred table
rock.

The motor thrummed, and its unfamiliar tone gripped the waiting Aztecs with terror. They had longed for
this strange visitant; now they werefearful lest its purpose be wrathful. As the autogyro landed squarely in
the sacred circle, even the chieftains trembled.

THE landing was a perfect one. The whedls of the gyro scarcely turned upon the rock. The noise of the
motor ceased. The people looked toward their four leaders. These imposing men had falen on their
faces. Even they dreaded the presence of the moon messenger.

A figure loomed from the cockpit of the autogyro. Piercing eyes studied the mass of cringing Indians.
Those gleaming objects saw the four prone chieftains.

Then, from that rising form came along, weird laugh. Itsterrible echoes cried back from the silent
mountainsides. Thefigure stepped from the autogyro. It was the shape of atal, black-clad being, whose
face was obscured by the down-turned brim of a hat.

The Shadow had found the valey of Zetapec. Intrepidly, he had flown by autogyro, from Texasinto the
mountain fastnesses of northern Mexico. He had discovered the spot he sought. With no fear of what
might lay below, The Shadow had descended.

His black-gloved hands were benegth the folds of his cloak, gripping apair of automatics. Now, those
hands emerged weaponless. The Shadow understood the awe that hisarrival had created. Peering into
the gloom, he could distinguish the forms of the bowing leaders. He knew that these were the men whom
the mob would obey.

Extending his arms, The Shadow motioned toward himsdf. The nearest of the four men saw the action.
Fdtering, he arose and stared. The othersfollowed his example. Then they cautioudy watched as The
Shadow, turning about within the painted circle, still continued his gesture.

The leaders moved forward. They paused at the edge of the sphere into which to step was deeth. Still,
The Shadow called them toward him. One man crept onward. The others duplicated his act.

A low murmur of awe came from the multitude. Their |eaders had been alowed to enter the space which
belonged to the god of the moon!

With bowed heads and folded arms, the leaders stood before The Shadow. Their keen eyeswere
watching him. The Shadow laughed softly, and the whispered echoes of his mysterious mirth cast aweird
spell that reached the gloom beyond. The Shadow spread his arms; then folded them.

One of the leaders understood. Thiswas the messenger from the moon. Now arrived, he was awaiting
the wel come that was his due. The leader turned and uttered a hoarse cry. There was a confused mumble
in the crowd; then four tall men advanced, carrying arude palanquin. They stopped fearfully asthey
neared the tabled rock.

The Shadow understood their purpose, and he walked directly forward. The four leadersfollowed him.
The men who bore the palanquin trembled as The Shadow solemnly entered the chair provided for him.

With folded arms, he rested upon a crude, grass-woven seat, which was attached to two long poles. The
chairbearers awaited the leaders. These men arrived, and two stepped in advance of the palanquin, while
the other pair remained behind.



A leader uttered a cry; the bearersraised their burden, and the procession began. Asit hewed a path
through the assembled Indians, the murmur of the big crowd became subdued. The Shadow turned his
piercing eyes upon those who were moving back. Gasps of awe came from the nearest Aztecs.

One word alone was uttered by the populace of Zeltapec. The Shadow could hear it oft repeated.
"Chicquatil! Chicquetil!"

The meaning of the termswas not evident. Y et that word seemed to creep from lipson al sides.
Whatever chicquatil might Sgnify, The Shadow knew that it was definitdy connected with hisarrivad in

Zeltapec.

Raising hiseyes upward, The Shadow observed the crescent moon. He knew well that his coming had
been timely. Outside Indians had spoken to explorers of the Aztecsin this unlocated valley, whose
worship involved the crescent moon.

Straight ahead lay the open door of what appeared to be atemple. Asthe paanquin neared it, the
bearers et down their burden. The leaderstook their place. They bore the moon messenger in triumph
through the open gate. Others closed the door from the outside.

Through the temple stalked the dignified leaders, until they reached a closed doorway at the other end.
There they lowered the palanquin. Two of them stood at the barrier ahead. The others, bowing, urged
the moon messenger to enter.

Rising, The Shadow stepped from the paanquin. With folded arms he walked directly to the
double-doored gate where the Aztec leaders stood. The men drew back the gates. The Shadow walked
into the room beyond.

A weird green glow pervaded the Aztec shrine. The cause of it lay glittering before The Shadow's eyes.
There, upon apedestd in the center of asmall room, lay ahuge emerad - ajewd of unmatched beauty.

"Chicguatil!”

The word was uttered from the doorway, and The Shadow understood its meaning. That was the name
these peopl e had given to the pricel ess gem that rested within the inner temple.

The Shadow's eyes detected high ditsin the vaulted sides of the room. Through these, the filtering rays of
the crescent moon were caught and reflected by the emerald. This explained the glow that filled the
room.

Straight ahead lay a vacant throne. The Shadow never paused. He walked to the high stone seat and
took his place there. The leaders of the Aztecs, uttering low murmurs of gpproval, came and stationed
themselves by the throne - two on either side.

The Shadow's eyes stared steadily at the glowing gem. They raised and looked beyond. There they
became fixed at the object which they saw for thefirst time. A soft, Snister laugh came from The
Shadow'slips.

Squatting on the floor beyond the emerald was ameta statue of life-size form. It was ahideousidal,
molded with clawlike hands and feet. Its body was atwisted, grotesque shape.

It wasthe face of theidol, however, upon which The Shadow fixed his stolid stare; it was that metal
countenance that had brought the sardonic laugh to hishidden lips.



The Shadow had seen that face before. The features of the idol were a perfect replica of the countenance
of Thomas Rodan - the face possessed by every member of the evil band whose crimes The Shadow
had set forth to foil!

CHAPTER XV. THE AZTECSTELL

AN hour had passed since The Shadow had entered the inner shrine of the secret temple at Zeltapec.
During that time, he had witnessed a strange chanting ceremony by the four who had brought him here -
the greetings of the Aztec chieftains to the messenger from the moon.

Now, asthe four stood silently before the throne, The Shadow knew that they awaited his bidding. With
dow, careful gaze, he studied the faces of the Aztec leaders. Then, signding one, he gestured to the man
to approach.

Until this moment, The Shadow had not uttered asingleword since hisarrival at Zetapec. Listening to
the ceremony which had been conducted in his honor, he had distingui shed the meaning of certain
phrases.

The Shadow's reference to Aztec information, before embarking on ajourney to Zeltapec, was evidence
that this mysterious man knew much concerning the language and customs of the ancient peopleswho
had inhabited Mexico. Now, hiswords werefitting proof of the fact.

By applying his previousy gained knowledge, The Shadow phrased a question that resembled the didect
of the Zetapec chief. The man understood the words. The messenger from the moon was asking him
why the strange, base image rested within this shrine.

Fearfully, the Aztec |eader began his explanation. His words were gpologetic and The Shadow sensed
thelr theme.

The chief referred to the metal image as Colpoc, agod of evil. With fervent gesticulations, hetold the
moon messenger that Col poc had been placed here asawarning.

Backing away from the throne, the chief pointed to the glittering emerald.
"Chicgquatil!" he exclamed.

He made agesture asif to lift the beautiful gem; then shrank away in horror. A fiendish look came over
hisface. He pointed to the image of Colpoc while he babbled in his native tongue.

He signaled to one of his companions. The other man went to the idol and picked up astack of objects
that lay besideit.

These, the second chief brought to The Shadow's throne. Bowing, he began to separate a nested pile of
curved, metal sheets. A gleam cameto The Shadow's eyes.

There, laying upon the floor before him, was arow of meta masks, each areplica of the face of Colpoc!
One chief lifted asingle mask; another shrank away, but hisfellows were upon him. Despite hisfeigned
protests, they applied the mask to hisface.

They clagped meta bands behind the fellow's head. With fierce gesticulations, they showed how tightly
the crushing mask would fit. Releasing their prisoner, they removed the fa se front from hisface and
brought it to The Shadow.

The Shadow received it in his black-gloved hands and inspected it closely. The mask had holesfor eyes,



nostrils and mouth. Itsweight and firm solidity were noticesble.

Herelay an explanation. Applied to ahuman face and kept there under pressure, this mask would mold
the features of the victim into aform that would be its own!

Theinterior of the mask contained avery peculiar, sticky substance. This, gpparently, added to the
effectiveness of the mold. Holding the mask upon his lap, The Shadow raised one hand and asked adow
guestion in the Aztec tongue.

"Thisyou have used?’

The chief whom The Shadow had sel ected as spokesman bowed and nodded. He began to relate a
story, adding expression with motions of his hands, while The Shadow listened. The details of the chief's
account were plain to the silent personage upon the throne.

No onein Zeltapec, so the chief explained, would have dared to enter thistemple to touch the chicquatil.
But dways had there been afear of Strangers.

It wasarule of thetribe that al men should be welcomed here. Centuries ago, the belief had been
established that the moon messenger might come in some disguise. Hence visitors - though they seldom
appeared within the walled valey - were treated with the utmost respect.

Not many moons ago, so the chief related, strange men had wandered into the valley through anarrow
defile in the mountains. The Indians had received them well.

The men had traded with the natives, giving them peculiar objectsin return for articles of gold - for that
metal was common here among the people of Zeltapec.

These men had brought with them some strange animals - the chief gave a graphic description of ahorse
- and had loaded them with the gold that they had received. But, somehow, the visitors from the outside
world had learned about the hidden shrine wherein rested the emerald called the chicquetil.

They had entered here by stealth. They had been surprised. They had been caught in the act of
attempting to purloin the chicquatil. Upon them had been forced the punishment provided.

These men acted like Colpoc, the god of evil. So like Colpoc they must remain. Upon them had been
pressed the face of the Aztec image. Then, since punishment had been received, they were dlowed to
depart from the valley of Zeltapec.

None of the gold that they had received had been taken from them. These Indianswould not recdl agift
that had once been conferred. They were merdly driven forth upon their horses. Wherever they might
meet men, al would know that these outcasts had acted like the god of evil.

The smplicity of the Aztecs was apparent. These people of Zeltapec believed that their god of evil,
Colpoc, was known everywhere. They did not redize that Col poc was recognized only within this
secluded valley, where asmall remnant of an Aztec faction had survived dl others of itskind.

Listening, The Shadow had learned the truth about the men of evil. He had received the explanation of
how four men could look alike and thusindulge in supercrime. Now, he had a question which was of the
utmost importance.

"These men?' The Shadow asked. "How many?'

Solemnly, the chieftain raised the fingers and thumb of hisleft hand. Then he raised the thumb of the



right.
The Shadow's question was answered. Charles Kistelle and hisfellow plotters were six in number!

THE SHADOW placed his hand in front of the Aztec's face and made amotion of gpplying ameta
mask.

"How many moons?" he demanded.

The chief held up fivefingers of hisleft hand and three on hisright. It had required gpproximeately eight
monthsfor the Sx men to complete their orded.

The chief was gesticulating; he was explaining the treetment that had been accorded the prisoners. He
was showing how they had been fed through the mouth-holes of the masks; he was pointing out the spots
where they had been kept, here in the temple, always under guard.

Each night, it developed, they had been forced to stare for two hours at the glittering green gem that they
had cometo stedl.

The other Aztec leaders were joining in with gusto. They were portraying the fear that the prisoners had
shown; how the sight of the green jewe had become an abomination to them; how the chicquatil would
never again be sought by those men who had been driven from the peaceful valley of Zeltapec.

The Shadow arose from histhrone. His eyes sparkled fiercely in the green light. The chieftains cowered.
They bowed in humility asthey heard the tones of The Shadow's whispered voice.

This shrine had been defiled. The image of Colpoc did not belong within it. The watchers should never
have alowed strange thieves to enter. Raising his hand, The Shadow pointed upward, to show that he
intended to return to the sky.

Humbly, thetribal chiefswithdrew. Standing beyond the huge green emerald, one of them pointed to the
stone and begged the moon messenger to accept the chicquetil as a gift from the people of Zetapec. The
Shadow raised hishand in refusal.

All the chieftains began to plead. Their words werefilled with terror.

For centuries that stone had been kept in thisresting place - atribute to be sent to the moon god by his
messenger. Should the leadersfail to have the gift accepted, they would no longer hold the confidence of
the people. They would be carried to the top of the towering mountain; then hurled into the depths
below.

The Shadow raised his hand; thistime his motion indicated acceptance. Moving forward with gliding
tread, heraised the emerdd from its resting place and held it in hisright hand. Without aword, he turned
and walked toward the outer door.

The chieftains hurried to unclose the exit, The Shadow entered his palanquin. He was carried from the
temple. There, the waiting bearers took the palanquin while the Aztec leaders formed their pairs.

"Chioquatil! Chicquatil!”

The glad cry was echoed by the throngs of Aztecs who stood about the temple. The moon messenger
was returning to the sky. With him, he was taking the gift of those who dwelt in Zeltapec.

The Shadow |eft the litter at the table rock. He walked adoneinto the sacred circle, holding hisright hand



high above his head. The huge emerad glistened like amammoth green eye in the moonlight, its solendor
dazzling the eyes of those who saw it.

The Shadow stepped up into the cockpit of the autogyro. The green light vanished as he placed the
emerad benesth his coat. The motor began itsroar. Therewas arush of air asthe huge fan above the
ship beganitsrevolution.

The autogyro moved. Forward it rolled; then upward in an dmost vertical ascent. It rose higher and
higher until it was but a black shape in the moonlit sky. Up toward the crescent moon - out of sight
beyond the mountaintop. A tiny speck in the sky, it headed northward toward Texas.

The Shadow had found the lost city of Zeltapec. There, he had learned the secret held by six men of evil.
Hewas on hisway to deal with them now; and in his possession was the green chicquatil.

Six men of evil had come to Zeltapec to stedl that matchless gem. They had been thwarted; and they had
been marked with the face of Colpoc, the image of evil. The Shadow, here alone, had gained the
magnificent jewd asadgift, in soite of hisown protests!

The Shadow was returning now, to put an end to crime. There were Six men - so the string of outrages
was not ended. Other crimes were even now in the making as The Shadow's plane rushed him back.

CHAPTER XVI. THE FOURTH PLOT

THE lobby of the SalinaHotd was virtudly deserted. Thiswas not unusual. The SdlinaHote was one of
the oldest and |east-frequented in Fargo, North Dakota. Business at thisinn was so light that there was
not even aclerk in constant attendance. Guestsrang aloud bell on the desk and waited for someoneto
comein response.

On this particular evening, the man who entered the hotel 1obby seemed pleased to note that no one was
there to observe him. He walked past the desk, ascended aflight of stairs and walked aong adim
corridor until he came to aroom which bore the number 206. There he stopped and tapped softly.
Leaning close to the door, he whispered acountersign:

"Chicguatil!”

The door opened. The man entered a darkened room. The door closed behind him. A light clicked on, to
reved the fact that the window shade was drawn. Thelight also snowed the features of the visitor and the
man who wasthereto receive him.

Both of these men were dike in countenance. Their expressionless features doped avay from their flat,
pudgy noses. Wordless, the two men smiled. The sinister, twisted curves of their lipsformed identical
expressons.

More than that, their grotesque leers produced another effect. Each of these men became the exact
image of Colpoc, the god of evil whose hideous statue wasin the Aztec temple at Zeltapec!

The grinning host waved hisvisitor to achair. The two sat down and began alow, important
conversation. They becametotally obliviousto their secluded surroundings.

"Nobody saw me comein, Charley,” declared the visitor. "Y ou picked a great spot here. | got your
postal card three days ago, but | didn't want to come over from Sharport until | wasall set.”

"That's the stuff, Horace," responded Charley. "It was best to wait afew days before we got together. |
did that with the others. No one suspects anything about alittle trip out of town - afew days before the



fireworksbegin."

The men were no longer smiling. Their expressions were solemn and impassive. It was curious that there
should be two men so exactly like. Horace, the visitor, seemed to redlize the fact as he gazed
reminiscently a Charley.

But Charley, the host, was quite indifferent. For to him, thiswas but another meeting. Within the past
severa weeks, he had hald three such consultations with other men who were his doubles. The fact
suddenly impressed itsalf upon him and he mentioned it to hisvistor.

"It does seem funny,” he declared, "to have you speak to me as Charley Kigtdlle. | don't look any more
like mysdlf than the man in the moon.

"Thisisagreat game - being someone else. Back in Tilson, lllinais, | was Earl Northrup. In Barmouth,
Maryland, | was Harold Thurber. In Daltona, Georgia, | was Tom Rodan. Here, I'm going to be Horace
Fenwick.

"Y ou know, Horace, | thought | was going to hear from Eddie before | did from you. HEsdownin a
town called Riviere, near New Orleans. Y our |etter was sent there from New Y ork, so | hopped up here
to Fargo. It'sonly about twenty milesto Sharport, isn't it?"

"Twenty-two," responded the man called Horace Fenwick. "So | edged in ahead of Eddie, eh?

"Yeah," responded Charley Kigtelle. "He's got agood lay down therein Louisana. Calls himsdf Edward
P. Montague. Nice moniker he's picked. | don't think Eddie will be ready for me for another week yet."

Kistelle paused reflectively. He was staring at Fenwick. His eyeswere away from the window. Hence
Kigelle did not notice a peculiar phenomenon that occurred there.

Thewindow shade was moving very dightly, asthough the soft raising of the sash beyond had caused it
to flutter. Then the window shade was ill, its bottom afew inches from the sll. Y et through that smdll
space, ashaft of blackness was projecting. The stunted outline of a phantom shape was moving inward
upon the floor. Then the unnoticed motion ceased.

ALTHOUGH neither Charley Kistelle nor Horace Fenwick redlized it, someone was beyond that shade.
There, in the outer darkness, someone was listening.

That someone must have been a veritable creature of the night, for not asound betrayed his hidden
presence. Only the unmoving blotch upon the floor could have served as evidence to declare the
presence of The Shadow!

"You see," declared Charley, "everything has been pulled without adip. I've got aman posted in New
Y ork. He attends to the forwarding of the mail. Y our case has worked just like the others, but it took a
little longer, as| wasn't expecting you just yet.

"When | wasin New Orleans, | sent ahotel card to New Y ork. So when your letter blew in, it was
forwarded to me. | hopped herein ahurry and sent acard air mail from herein Fargo. As soon asthis
jobisfinished, I'm moving south. Probably St. Louis or Kansas City. There I'll send in another card to
New York."

"What if Eddie'scal comesin and is sent here?' questioned Fenwick anxioudy.

"What of it?' responded Kigtdle. "I'll notify this hotel where I'm gone. They'll forward it. Suppose any
one should seetheletter? That Aztec signal won't mean athing. The only point isthat | haveto get



notification from you fellows far enough in advance. I've counted on al of you to have a perfect job ready
for me"

Fenwick laughed.
"I've got acorker," he responded. "Ready any time - if | kegp watching. Listen, while | spill the works."

He looked anxioudy about him. Noticing that all seemed well, Fenwick lowered hisvoiceto abuzz and
began asoft, careful story, to which Charles Kistdlle listened with understanding nods.

"| get you, Horace," he said. "Old Dagwood will go down to the jewe er's shop any night you suggest it.
Isthat theidea?’

"Surething,” responded Fenwick.
Kistelle arose and paced the room. He glanced at hiswatch. It showed half past eight.

"Listen, Horace," he said suddenly. "It'salong jump from here to New Orleans. I've got the lay here
perfectly. Why should we wait? How about tonight?"

"I think we can doiit," returned Fenwick. "Thisis Saturday. The jeweler stays open until ten. Dagwood is
at home. But I'll have to head for Sharport pretty quick. | wouldn't want to call Dagwood from Fargo.”

"Get going then,” ordered Kistelle. "I've got acar. Bought it yesterday over the phone. It'swaiting for me
at agarage. Leave the rest to me. When you come out of that jewelry store, with Raymond Dagwood,
givethe crescent sign. I'll bewatching. Y ou say it takes ten minutesto go from the jeweler'sto
Dagwood's?'

"Right."

"Y ou can get to the sore at haf past nine," declared Kigtdle, thoughtfully. "Then, after you're gone with
Dagwood and the jeweler, | canwait until just before closing time at ten.”

Fenwick nodded, and Kistelle pointed toward the door. Fenwick arose; then hesitated. He curved his
right thumb and fingers so they formed a crescent. Pointing them upward, he said:

"All dear.”

Then, turning his hand so that the crescent points were down, he added:

"Lay low."

Kistelle laughed and again pointed to the door. Fenwick departed.

Kigelewaited severa minutes, then picked up his suitcase and strolled down to the lobby.
The clerk was not at the desk. Kistelle printed some words on acard:

Craig Kimble checked out. Will notify you of forwarding address | ater.

Kigelewas chuckling to himsdlf as he walked dong a street toward the garage where a car was waiting
for him. He had paid his hotel bill in advance. He was through with Fargo now.

AT the garage, Kistelle found the proprietor. Keeping hisface turned away as though looking for the car
that he had bought, Kigtelle introduced himself as Henry Adams and asked about the car.



The owner led him to the rear of the garage. There Kistelle saw asmall coupe. He put hisbag in the
back, peded off two hundred dollars in twenty-dollar bills and paid the money to the garage man.

Then the new purchaser drove his car out to the street. He stopped to let the garage owner fill the tank.
After that, Kistelle pulled away.

Asthe coupe rolled aong the dim side street from the garage, afigure emerged suddenly from a
darkened front of adeserted building. Like aliving phantom, it swept through the dowly moving coupe.
With aswift legp, it landed silently upon the rear of the coupe and nestled down within the tire rack.

To al gppearances, thisliving being immediately became nothing more than alarge, dark bundle jammed
upon the back of the automobile. Charles Kistelle had no suspicion of what had happened behind him.
He did not redlize, as he headed aong the road to Sharport, that he had gained a mysterious passenger.

Infact, Charles Kistelle was so engaged in a chuckling soliloquy that he had very little thought of anything
except the road ahead. He was talking, half-aloud, asthe car rolled aong.

"Another swell job tonight,” were his elated words. "There's nobody can spoil this game. Nobody - not
even The Shadow!"

The mention of that name brought a contemptuous sneer to the lips of CharlesKistelle,

"The Shadow!" he repeated. "That's the guy that was after Charley Kistelle. Fine chance he has of ever
finding me now. Thisisthelast place hewould ever be- on my trail!"

Kigelle's chuckle sounded above the roar of the speeding motor. Little did the evil plotter suspect that he
was not aone - that the very man whose name he had ridiculed was riding five feet behind him.

Charles Kigtdlle was starting out to commit a perfect crime. The Shadow was accompanying him! The
fourth plot of the evil men was destined to encounter unexpected consequences!

CHAPTER XVII.INTO THE NIGHT

SARGON'S JEWELRY SHOP was the most pretentious store in the prosperous town of Sharport,
North Dakota. On Saturday night, when the main street of Sharport was crowded, the store stayed open
until ten o'clock. Occasiondly, worth-while business camein just before closing time.

This night, James Sargon, the proprietor, was seated in the little office back of the store when Maurice
Cotter, histrusted junior partner, camein to inform him that Raymond Dagwood and Horace Fenwick
had come to the shop.

"Show themin!" exclamed Sargon, in a pleased tone.

The two men entered and Sargon, rising to greet them, rubbed his hands with enthusiasm. He proffered a
box of expensive cigars and sat down at his desk after the visitors were seated. Cotter, the junior
jeweler, remained at the open door so that he could see the visitors and the outside shop aswell.

James Sargon, the jeweler, was a prosperous-looking man who had donewdll in hislong term of
business. He was elderly and of obsequious manner. His understudy, Maurice Cotter, was ayoung man
who aped his superior. Both were servile in the presence of Raymond Dagwood, who was reputed to be
the most wealthy man in Sharport.

Dagwood was a stout, imposing individua who wasfilled with self-importance. Most of the natives of
Sharport lived in awe of him.



Horace Fenwick, who had come to Sharport less than ayear ago, was one of the few who managed to
work up areal acquaintance with Raymond Dagwood. Hence, Dagwood, like so many puffed-up
persons of histype, had made Fenwick one of hisreal confidants and the two were on the most friendly
terms. Dagwood felt that those whom he favored should be accorded the same respect that he gained.

"Good evening, Sargon,” said Dagwood, in a condescending tone. "Mr. Fenwick was at my homethis
evening. Dropped in to see me and we began talking about those diamondsthat | have considered buying
from you. | should like to have Fenwick seethem.”

"Certainly, Mr. Dagwood,” said the jeweler with abow. "1 shall be glad to show them to you. A
wonderful collection, Mr. Fenwick. Wonderful!"

He arose and opened adoor at the rear of the office. It led to a strong room. The visitors entered,;
Sargon followed. Maurice Cotter went back to attend the shop.

James Sargon opened alarge safe and brought forth flat boxes which he placed upon atable. He opened
them one by oneto display acollection of glittering diamonds.

As he had said, the gems were of high value. Dagwood pointed out certain pieces to Fenwick.
"Hereisthelist," remarked Sargon, taking asheet of paper from the safe.

Fenwick nodded. He glanced at the list of items and gave it back to Sargon. Finishing abrief ingpection
of the gems, Fenwick sgnified that he was satified.

"What do you think of them, Mr. Fenwick?' questioned Sargon, as he began to replace the boxes.
"Quite good," responded Fenwick. "I fancy that they are worth the amount that you have asked."

Sargon laid the list in the safe with the boxes and closed the door of the strong box. He turned to
Fenwick and spokein aconvincing tone.

"They are worth every bit of three hundred thousand dollars!" he declared. "Indeed they are, Mr.
Fenwick, indeed they are! Y ou know ther history - they came from the Davis estates and | obtained
them in hopesthat Mr. Dagwood would buy at least a portion of them. | shall hold them for awhile
longer, because | am sure that Mr. Dagwood will buy.”

"I haven't made up my mind yet," returned Dagwood, brusquely. "Nevertheless, you can count upon at
least apartid sale, Sargon.”

"Thank you, Mr. Dagwood," bowed the jeweler, "thank you. | am keeping these while | await your
decision. The diamonds are safe here" - he looked about the room approvingly - "because | havefitted
thisroom with every device for security. Only Cotter and myself can enter here. We have spared no
painsin assuring the best of protection.”

"I waslooking at Mr. Dagwood's present collection of gems," remarked Fenwick, in amatter-of-fact
tone. "Hetells me that he has never gonein for jewelsto any great extent.”

"| fancy that my gemswould bring about thirty thousand dollars,”" interposed Dagwood. "I should
scarcely cdll it acollection, Horace."

"Y ou have someniceitems,” replied Fenwick, "and it was my suggestion” - he turned to Sargon - "that
Mr. Dagwood should have hisown jewels appraised carefully before going ahead with this contemplated
purchase. Suppose, Sargon, that you look them over?”



"Gladly! Gladly!" responded thejewder. "Any time, Mr. Dagwood. | should indeed be pleased to
appraise your jewels-"

"We are going back to your house," suggested Fenwick, turning to Dagwood. " Of course, Mr. Sargon
can not well leave here-"

"Indeed | can,” interposed Sargon, quickly. "It isnearly closing time and Cotter isin charge here.”

"A good idea," declared Dagwood. "Come aong, Sargon. My car isoutside. Y ou can ride up to the
house with us. I'll have you look over my jewdry right away. | might dispose of someitemsin connection
with the purchase of these diamondsthat you have.”

The three men left the strong room, Sargon carefully closing the door behind them. The jeweler spoketo
Maurice Cotter and explained where he was going. The three men Ieft by a side door which locked
automaticaly after they had departed.

Asthey passed under adim street |lamp, Horace Fenwick raised one hand. He made a dight motion as
he formed his thumb and fingersinto a crescent sign. The thumb and fingers were turned upward.

A car was parked in the darkness across the sweet. A man, seated at the whedl, made no response. But
he had seen that Sgn. CharlesKistdlle - for he was the watching man - smiled grotesquely in the
darkness.

At the same moment, afigure detached itself from the side of Kistelle's coupe. Moving silently, it reached
the sdewak and followed the three men who were walking along the street to Raymond Dagwood's
limousine. The phantom form attached itsdlf to the rear of the big car.

When Dagwood's limousine arrived at the wealthy man's mansion, ten minutes later, it stopped directly
behind Horace Fenwick's small sedan. Raymond Dagwood alighted, accompanied by James Sargon and
Horace Fenwick. The chauffeur drove up the drive, avoiding Fenwick's car.

Dagwood, Sargon and Fenwick entered the mansion. Not one of them turned to look back. None saw
the phantom shape that followed noisdlesdy. The three entered the house. Dagwood was speaking as he
led the way through the door.

"Weshdl goright upgtairs,” hesaid. "'l have thejewesin asafein my bedroom. Y ou can look at them
right away, Sargon.”

Fenwick wasthe last to enter the door and he paused suddenly. He fancied that he had heard his name
whispered in the darkness. He seemed to recognize the voice of Charles Kistelle. He paused on the door
gll.

"Chioguatil!”

The whispered word startled Fenwick. It was the countersign that he had given Kistdlle tonight in Fargo.
In an instant, he decided that something must have gone wrong; that Kistelle had hurried here to intercept
him.

"I'll be with you in amoment,” he called to Dagwood, who, with Sargon, was hafway acrossthe
ground-floor hall. "I just want to seethat my car isdl right. | may haveleft thekey init."

"All right, Horace," called back Dagwood.

Fenwick stepped outside and closed the front door. He moved into the darkness toward the spot where



he had heard the whispered word. He stopped - acry of surprise caught upon histwisted lips.

Two burning eyes were staring from the darkness. The muzzle of an automatic was rammed against
Fenwick'sribs. He had walked into a perfectly laid trap.

llcomll

The command was uttered in a sepulchral whisper that made Fenwick's limbs quiver. He did not know
the identity of this person in the dark; but, ingtinctively, his mind legped back to anight, long ago, when
he had been riding northward to the border line of Mexico.

"The Shadow!"

CharlesKigtdlle had uttered that name on the last night - and the strangetitle had stuck in Fenwick's
mind. The Shadow - the only man whom Charley Kistelle had feared. Could this be the weird personage
who had driven the master crook into obscurity?

THE man who cdled himself Horace Fenwick did not know. Heredlized only that he had met his magter;
that he was walking mechanicaly toward the driveway & the bidding of an invisible being, who had
materiaized from nowhere to overwhelm him with fear such as he had never before known.

They were going toward the car. The whispered voice was stern and sinister. It was ordering Fenwick to
take the whedl. The crook obeyed. The threatening automatic still pressed against Fenwick's body. The
eyeswere glaring; but Fenwick did not see them. He was staring straight ahead, obeying The Shadow's
command.

The whisper gave the destination. Fenwick nodded shakily and started the car. He could do nothing but
obey, for he redlized that a moment's hesitation would mean his doom. He was going back to the jewelry
store, at The Shadow's bidding.

Fenwick uttered a scarcely audible groan as he followed the route toward the place from which he had
30 recently come. A distant chime was striking ten. They were going back into the night - Horace
Fenwick and The Shadow - to the spot where the master crook was now at work!

CHAPTER XVIII. THE SHADOW STRIKES

TEN o'clock. Maurice Cotter extinguished the lightsin the jewelry store. He walked back into the office
for afew moments; then went out to leave by the side door. Everything wasin perfect order.

The young man stopped suddenly. He could hear alight tapping against the smal window of the Sde
door. He stopped and peered through. He saw awhite face pressed against the glass. Drawing a
flashlight from his pocket, Cotter turned it to see who was there. He breathed asigh of relief ashe
recognized the odd features of Horace Fenwick.

Freed from worry, Cotter opened the door and admitted the man who was waiting. The explanation of
Fenwick'svist wasimmediately forthcoming.

"l got herejust in time, Cotter,” the visitor declared. "I thought | could make it before you left. Sargon
wantsthat list describing the diamonds. | think he's going to make asale tonight.”

"Good!" exclaimed Cotter with enthusiasm. "Comein, Mr. Fenwick, comein!"

He closed the door and conducted the visitor through the darkness. Cotter turned on the office light and
operated the mechanism that opened the door of the well-protected strong room. Another light came on



and Cotter went to the safe.

"We gppreciate your interest, Mr. Fenwick," he declared, as he turned the combination of the safe. "The
listisright here with the diamonds. I'll giveit to you right away. Mr. Dagwood has ared opportunity in
buying these diamonds, but he has been very dow about making up hismind. | amindeed glad that heis
consdering adecision tonight. Hereisthelist -"

Cotter'swords ended. Hisjaw dropped. Turning, he had found himsdlf staring into the gleaming muzzle
of arevolver, held in the hand of Horace Fenwick. A hideous, twisted grin was on the face before him.

"Hand over those diamonds!" ordered Fenwick, in asneering tone. "Wait - move over that way. I'll get
them mysdf."

Cotter, surprised, obeyed stupidly. Covering him with one hand, the robber used the other to draw forth
the boxes contai ning the valuable gems. With thistask completed, he swung sharply upon Cotter.

Theyoung jeweler could not understand this situation. He knew Horace Fenwick to be atrusted friend of
Raymond Dagwood. He had never imagined such an event as this could occur. Gasping, he raised his
voicein fatering protest.

"You - you'll pay for this, Fenwick!" he exclamed. "Y ou - you can't get away withiit! | should never have
letyouinandI'll - I'll seethat you -"

The evil smilewas playing over the face of Fenwick. The bold robber stared coldly at the young jeweler.
Then, in adow, cold tone, he spoke the words that added to Cotter's bewilderment.

"Y ou are the onewho will pay for this, Cotter," camethe evil voice. "Y ou opened the safe. Sargon will
believe that you took the diamonds.”

"I'll tell thetruth!™ protested Cotter. "I'll name you, Horace Fenwick. Youll pay -"
"Fenwick will not pay,” wasthe leering reply.

A sudden enlightenment dawned upon Maurice Cotter. This man before him - this daring robber who
looked like Horace Fenwick - was not Fenwick at al! Therewas adight difference in the tone that
Cotter would not have noticed, but for the words that had been said.

CHARLESKISTELLE continued to smile. He had played the role of Horace Fenwick in order to get in
here and obtain the diamonds. It would be easy to wound Maurice Cotter and make a quick get-away,
leaving the junior jeweler to tell ahopeless story.

But there was areason why Kigtelle planned this crime differently than the ones he had performed
before. He had decided that with Maurice Cotter, the truth would be the most efficient method. For
Fenwick, in his conference with Kistelle, had mentioned amost vitd fact.

"I am not Horace Fenwick," declared Kigtelle, boldly. "Horace Fenwick is at present with Raymond
Dagwood and James Sargon. Therefore, when you tell the world that Horace Fenwick came here, you
will make ahopel ess accusation. Dagwood - most important man in thistown; and Sargon - your own
employer, will testify againgt you.

"Before you came here, Cotter, you lived in Chicago. There, severa years ago, you had plenty of trouble
with the police-"

"l did nothing wrong," objected Coitter. "l was arrested - yes - because of theftsin the store wherel



worked; but | waslet free-"

"And discharged from your position,” added Kistelle with aleer. ™Y ou came here and managed to get
another start. Y ou worked in with Sargon. He never looked up your past. But" - Kistelle's smile twisted -
"Fenwick did!"

Whitening, Cotter redlized the game now. He had talked occasionally with Horace Fenwick, who had
been afriendly customer at the jewelry shop. He had given Fenwick threads to the past. Fenwick had
followed them and had prepared this game!

Cotter knew that the Situation was hopeess. The man before him was Fenwick's double. Who would
believe that there was such aman in Sharport. Cotter groaned; and Kistelle smiled.

"The blame will be on you, Cotter," declared Kigdlle, in atone of findity. "Tell your story. It will not
hold. The past will be learned. Y ou will go to prison, unless' - the speaker paused - "you get avay from
here before the theft is discovered.”

Cotter saw the answer. He had but one chance; that was to flee from Sharport. If he choseto remain, he
would be as certainly condemned asif he had fled. He redlized that he could not shatter Horace
Fenwick's alibi. He could only say that a man who looked like Fenwick had duped him. Who would
believe such aridiculous story?

"That isyour one chance," declared Kigdle, cdmly. "Will you takeit, or must -"
"I'll takeit!" gasped Cotter.

Kistelle laughed. The holdup was easy, now. He reached forth to gather the boxes that contained the
diamonds. He would make a get-away, leaving Cotter to shift for himself. If Cotter should flee, as
Kigtelle believed he would, he would be blamed; if he stayed, Fenwick could use the perfect dibi.

With eyes il steady upon Cotter, Kistelle noted a sudden shift in the direction of the young man's gaze.
Cotter was gtaring in new bewilderment toward the door that led to the office.

Ingtinctively, Kigtelle turned to look. To his amazement he saw Horace Fenwick standing just within the
door!

WHAT was Fenwick doing here? Kistellé's evil smilefaded. The master crook was as bewildered as
Maurice Cotter. Kistelle had been playing upon the effectiveness of aperfect dibi. For aningtant he
thought that Fenwick must have gone mad to come here.

Then came the answer to the mystery - an answer that caused Kistelle to tremble in unrestrained fear.

A low, sinigter laugh rippled through the room. From the obscurity just beyond Fenwick appeared the
outline of aweird, black-garbed form. Two automatics showed in black-gloved hands. One was trained
on Fenwick; the other covered Kigtelle.

That laugh brooked no resstance. The revolver dropped from Kistdles trembling fingers. Tonight's game
was ended by the master trapper. It was The Shadow who stood before Charles Kistellel!

Thetal form moved to the center of the room. Three men stood agape. The bewilderment of Maurice
Cotter was equd to that of the two men who had sought to ruin him by their dibi plot. The automatics
moved and in answer to their silent order, both Kistelle and Fenwick backed away to a corner, with
arms upraised.



The Shadow's eyes shone upon Maurice Cotter. A whispered voice came from hidden lips.

"Go into the office, Cotter," was The Shadow's order, "and cal Dagwood's home. Say that you have
trapped two crooks. Then call the police."

Cotter obeyed like aman in adream. He walked into the office and phoned Dagwood's home. He heard
himsalf asking for James Sargon; heard himsdlf telling the jeweler that he had trapped two crooks. Then
mechanically, Cotter hung up the receiver. He lifted the receiver again and called the locd police.

The Shadow's voice brought Cotter from his daze. In obedience to a new command, he came into the
strong room. The spectra tones of The Shadow were telling him what he should do. Cotter picked up
Kigele'sgun and used it to cover the cowering rogues.

The Shadow's automatics dropped from view. The man in black moved silently toward the doorway. His
sharp eyes showed him that Cotter, awakened to new determination, held full control of the two men of
evil - those two who peered with solemn, terrified faces - both replicas of the hideousidol Colpoc.

"Upon the desk" - The Shadow's voice whispered weirdly in Cotter'slistening ear - "istheinformation
that will convict these men. Giveit to the police - for there are otherslike these." Cotter nodded. His
mind was clouded with fantasy. He could only keep his eyes glued upon the two faces before him; those
facesthat were o grotesquely identical.

The Shadow stepped into the office. He placed a sheet of paper upon the desk. It was aclosaly
typewritten report that named the others of thisevil crew and exposed their crimesin terse words. At the
bosom of the statement, The Shadow inscribed the name of Edward Montague - the last of the Six,
whom Kistelle had mentioned earlier thisnight.

THE SHADOW paused; then swept suddenly to the door of the strong room. He saw Kistelle and
Fenwick dowly shifting forward as though to leap upon Cotter. The Shadow laughed and with his
mockery, he brought his automaticsinto view. The rogues cowered back against thewal of the room.

The gibing tones of The Shadow's laugh reechoed through the close-walled room. That laugh sounded as
akndl of doom. Itsrecurrent mirth reverberated in taunting cries that might have been uttered by the
wallsthemsdves.

With this triumphant taunt, The Shadow made an end to any thought of Struggle againgt hismight.

The sound of asiren camefaintly to the room. The police were nearly here. The Shadow's form faded
away into the adjoining room. Moving beyond, he passed into the darkened store.

Men were at the side door. They found it open - for so The Shadow had |€eft it when he had picked the
lock to bring in Fenwick.

Seeing the light from the inner room, the police dashed in that direction. A few moments later, Raymond
Dagwood and James Sargon arrived, to follow the path the others had taken. It was then that The
Shadow stepped from the darkness of a counter to gain the outer darkness,

CharlesKigtelle, master plotter, was in the hands of the law. The Shadow had captured him and one of
his underlings tonight. He had |eft evidence to incriminate the others.

The schemes of six men of evil had been frustrated. The path was open to deprive them of their ill-gotten
gains. The clearing of innocent men could now be consummeated.

The Shadow had |eft vengeance to others, soldly becausein the elimination of the evil men, it was



necessary to clear the names of those who were now wrongly held as criminds. The Shadow had
invoked the law - but even now he waited. Strong though the law might be, The Shadow had often seen
it fail!

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW STRIKESAGAIN

CHARLESKISTELLE and Horace Fenwick were prisoners. Glaring maicioudy &t the two police who
held them covered by their guns, they waited helplesdy while Maurice Cotter tried to tell his story.

The junior member of the jewelry firm was half dazed by al that had happened. He poured out his
accusation againgt the men whose very looks incriminated them. He could only explain that some
mysterious stranger had intervened to aid him; but he could offer no further information.

Suddenly Cotter remembered The Shadow's words. The paper on the desk! When Cotter spoke of that
document James Sargon rushed out to get it. Back in the strong room, in the presence of Raymond
Dagwood and three policemen, the elderly jeweler read forth the statements that The Shadow had | eft.

As Sargon named the other members of the evil band: Northrup, Thurber, Rodan and Montague, afierce
glare came upon the face of Charles Kistelle. He was hearing his own crimes exposed. That paper was
an indictment for murder!

Sheer desperation drove Kigtelle into action. With afiendish cry, he legped from the wall and struck
down the policeman who was covering him with arevolver.

The other officer amed directly at Kistelle; but as he pressed the trigger, hisfire was diverted. Horace
Fenwick, acting with quick precision, legped forward just as he saw the policeman turn to shoot. He
struck the officer'swrist just in timeto save Kigtelle.

Confusion reigned. A pair of unarmed men had opened the attack; but they were wild with desperation.
Kigtdle saized the revolver from the man with whom he was grappling and shot the officer through the
heart. Raisng hisarm, he struck down thethird officer.

Then Kistelle and Fenwick were the center of amilling mob. Revolver shots flashed wildly. Men
staggered away. Out of the brief, hectic battle came the master plotter unscathed. With afierce grab he
seized the boxes of diamonds and fled toward the outer door, Fenwick at his heels. Two revolver shots
followed; but the policeman who aimed them missed.

Out into the street dashed Kistelle, squarely into Dagwood's chauffeur, who was standing by the
limousine. Kigtelle swung with his free hand. The man went down.

Hurling the diamonds into the rear of the car, Kistelle legped to the whed. The motor had been left
running. Jamming into low gear, Kistelle started the car forward with a lurch.

Fenwick, too, was present. He legped into the back of the car asit pulled away. Climbing over the sedt,
he joined Kigtelle and pointed out the road to safety.

THE mad escape did not forestall pursuit. A police car was resting near the corner. Itsdriver came
quickly to life. Then two pursuing policemen dashed from the store and leaped into the car beside the
driver.

Simultaneoudy, another car came into action. Thiswas the coupe in which Kigtelle had cometo
Sharport. The crook had left his vehicle some distance down the street.

Almost on theinstant when Kistdle had felled the chauffeur, the motor of that car burst forth. It was



sweeping onward now, passing by the police car. The officers shouted asthey saw it, not knowing
whether it was manned by friend or foe.

A low, gnigter laugh swept from the man at the whedl. The Shadow was driving Kigtelle's car!

The big limousine was a block ahead. Sweeping past atraffic light, it was heading from the open road
that led from Sharport. Behind it came the car driven by The Shadow. The police car wasin therear.

Three minutes after the chase had begun, the cars had gained the countryside. Whirling along acurving
paved highway, Charles Kistelle and Horace Fenwick were hurtling toward freedom with three hundred
thousand dollars worth of jewels.

The limousine was apowerful car. By dl oddsit should have left the pursuersfar behind. The coupein
which The Shadow rode was an old car; the Sharport police car was by no means a swift one.
Nevertheless, as miles sped by, Kigtdlle could still see the lights of the coupe not more than two hundred
yards behind him.

Thewindings of the open road were maddening to Kistelle. They were holding back the limousine every
time that the driver attempted to reach top speed.

The coupe, on the contrary, was driven by aman who knew no caution. Clipping turns, pushing the light
car to its utmogt, The Shadow was clinging to the margin that separated him from the car ahead.

Asthelimousine swept dlong astraight stretch, Fenwick suddenly gripped Kigtelles arm. Directly ahead
wasaralway crossing, itsred lightsflickering awarning.

A grim oath came from Kigtelle. He heeded neither lights nor clanging bell. He shot the limousine squarely
over the crossng while Fenwick stared aghast at the brilliant headlight of alumbering freight locomotive
approaching from adistance of ahundred yards.

"Look back," growled Kistelle. "Look back and see what happens. Watch that guy behind ustakeit!”

Fenwick stared back, expecting to see the lights of the coupe cometo a swerving halt. Instead, he saw
that the car was coming on!

Then the glare of the locomotive threw amid-day light upon the crossing. Into that brilliance swept the
coupe. It jounced upward on the crossing just asthe pilot of the locomotive came black from the night.

Then, with aquick swerve, the coupe shot on, the locomotive bulking behind it. The cars of thelong
freight rattled in succession, no longer abarrier between the fleeing crooks and their pursuers. Fenwick

gasped; then groaned.
"Hegot by!" he cried. "Got by with inchesto spare!”

Kistdlle's response was an oath. He narrowly averted disaster as the limousine rounded a curve.

The pace wastelling on the crook at the whed. Sharper curves were coming and as the man ingtinctively
ground the brakes, Fenwick's tense voi ce warned him that the coupe was gaining rapidly.

A HALF mile more of winding road brought new evidence of The Shadow'sgain. A pistol shot burst
forth from the rear. The bullet shattered the back window of the limousine. Kistdll€'s nerve was sagging.
Well did he know who was on histrail.

The Shadow! Only such a superman could have pushed alight car forward in such achase. Only The



Shadow would have dared that crossing!

Ahead lay atwisting down grade; aturn across a bridge lay halfway to the bottom of the hill. Kigtelle
gave hiscar the gas. Thelights of the coupe dazzled him asthey were reflected in the mirror above the
whed.

Brakes saved Kigtelle from disaster as he took the turn on the bridge. The limousine sped dong the
sraight stretch and reached the end of the bridge as Fenwick saw the coupe make the dangerous curve
at top speed. Another shot came from the coupe, just as the limousine swerved to the | eft.

That shot was amasterpiece. Aimed by The Shadow's unfaltering hand, it pierced arear tire of the big
car. Thelimousine jounced at an angle. It cut acrossthe road. It crashed into a stout fence and shattered
the wood as though it had been paper. The headlights pointed straight downward into a deep gorge, the
bottom a hundred feet below.

Kigelle, the whed wrenched from his hand, yanked at the handle of the door asthe big car twisted onto
itsleft sde. The door broke open just as the limousine hung suspended on the doping edge of theravine.

Fenwick's cry was a piercing shriek. The limous ne plunged nose downward. It turned in its drop and
struck bottom up when it reached the depths. The expensive automobile was shattered into amass of
wreckage.

A few seconds later, the coupe came to a stop beside the jagged section of the fence. Sharp eyes peered
toward the edge of the gorge. A low, solemn laugh came from unseen lips. Therewasno eationin The
Shadow'stone. His laugh was one of retribution, formed by the knowledge that evil had been rewarded
by stern doom.

The door of the coupe opened softly. The Shadow's black-clad form moved through the night until it
reached the fence which was dimly outlined by the light from the coupe. The scrubby, curving bank of the
ravine was plain to The Shadow's piercing eyes.

The rapid chugging of amotor could be heard. Two tiny lights appeared at the top of the hill where the
mead death flight had begun itsfina stretch.

Swiftly, The Shadow regained his coupe. Thelittle car shot away and sped down the road, itstail light
disappearing before the police car had crossed the mid-hill bridge.

The driver of the police car saw the broken fencerail. He came to astop. He and the others scrambled
out and flashed their lights over the edge of the ravine. They saw the wrecked limousine. They knew that
no one could have remained dive within that car.

A long, curving road led down into the ravine and the officers headed for it, so that they might makethelr
inspection of the wreckage. They drove down the highway and turned off at the required point. Silence
reigned over the spot where The Shadow had struck again.

Amid that silence, ahuddled figure cameto life. Out of the scrubby brush that edged the top of the
ravine, aman crawled and walked unsteadily toward the road.

It was CharlesKigtelle. Miraculoudly, the superplotter had escaped the doom that should have been his.

The opening door had dropped him while the limousine had made its momentary hesitation on the brink
of death. Gripping the scrubby bushes, he had lain on the edge of the gorge. He had escaped the
ingpection made by The Shadow because the arrival of the police car had caused the black-clad avenger
to depart.



Only Horace Fenwick had died. The master schemer still remained, and his one thought now wasto
offset the work that The Shadow had accomplished.

CharlesKistelle had escaped, but his perfect plan had been spoiled. He would have to seek elsewhere,
now, to carry out hisevil desires - e sawhere, where The Shadow would not find him!

CHAPTER XX.BEYOND THE LAW

IN the chill of an early evening fog, a man was wending hisway adong anarrow San Francisco stredt.
Ahead of him, towering through the mist, was a strange galaxy of Oriental Sgns. The man had reached
the fringe of San Francisco's Chinatown.

Thisvigtor to the Orientd district seemed to know hisway perfectly. Y et there was something furtivein
his step as he kept to the inner side of the walk, avoiding persons whom he met.

As he reached the bizarre section where East and West were mingled, the man turned from the brilliant
street and sought the seclusion of one of those mysterious dleyswhich are so common in that part of San
Francisco.

The man waked more easily now. Hisgait became along, lusty stride. Using the dim street lamps asa
guide, he stopped before a darkened door that appeared to be the entrance to a closed shop. He
opened this door and came into a narrow entry. There, he rapped upon an inner door.

A bland-faced Celestid appeared. He gazed solemnly at the visitor as though to inquire his purpose.
Therewas abrief pause; then, as the man from the street did not speak, the Chinaman questioned himin

English.
"Who you want to see?'

"Y ou savvy English, eh?' responded the visitor in agrowling tone. "All right. | want to see Tam Sook.
Tdl him Charley Kigdleisout here”

"Charley Kigdle," repeated the Chinaman. "All right. | tell him. Y ou wait here."

The Chinaman disappeared and returned about three minutes later. He pointed to the door and the visitor
followed him. They went up aflight of steps and the Chinaman ushered the man into alighted room.

There, seated at atable, was aman dressed in American garb whose face showed his Oriental ancestry.
This man was Tam Sook, one of the most important figuresin Chinatown. He turned his gaze upward
and hisamond eyes narrowed as he saw the face of hisvigtor.

"You are not Charley Kigtelle," he declared.

The vigtor laughed. Hisface, pudgy-nosed and doping, remained impassive until the lipsbeganto form a
amile

Tam Sook stared increduloudy at the evil leer which spread upon the countenance before him. He was
more sure than before that thiswas not Charley Kistelle. Then came words that astounded Tam Sook.

"Don't look a my face, Tammy," said the vistor, in afriendly tone. "Listen to my voice. That'sdl. Youll
hear Charley Kistdle's voice. That ought to be enough for you."

Tam Sook began to nod. There was something about the voice that he recognized. Y et he could not
connect the voice with the man. Here, Tam Sook decided, was something extraordinary.



"I KNEW you in New Y ork, Tammy," said the visitor, sesting himself in achair. "We worked together
there. When you moved to Frisco, we made an agreement. If | needed you again, | would know where
to find you. So I'm here now.

"A lot has happened since | saw you last, Tammy. Seethisface of mine? Well, | picked it upinthe
meantime. It makes Charley Kigtellelook different, doesn't it?"

Tam Sook nodded. "Y ou are Charley Kigtdle," he said, solemnly. "I know it now. Tell me how you got
your new face. Tell mewhat | can do for you."

"| picked up the facein Mexico," responded Kistelle, with an evil chuckle. "That'salong story. I'll come
to that later. But right now I'll tell you how you can help me ot.

"There are Six of us, Tammy -" Kistelle paused for a correction - "that is, there used to be six of us. Now
thereésfive. Weadl look dike. Sounds funny, en? Well, it'strue. Five of us- al dike.

"So we worked together and we went after some nice hauls. We made three clean-ups, Tammy, and we
were on our way to afourth. Then we hit trouble” - Kistelle's lips formed areminiscent leer - "and we
had to scram. I'll tell you what it was, Tammy. We landed up against The Shadow."

"The Shadow!"

Tam Sook's echo was aknowing one. It was evident that the name of The Shadow held a powerful
effect upon the Chinaman. Kistelle saw Tam Sook's expression and responded with agrowl.

"Yes, The Shadow," he said. "Ancther fellow and | were making a getaway and he queered it. Shot atire
off our car out on a Dakotaroad. We went over the edge of acliff. The car did - withmy pa init - but |
managed to get out intime.”

"Y ou werefortunate," declared Tam Sook.
"You bet | was!" said Kigtelle. "But it put mein abad jam, just the same.
"The only thing that saved me was that The Shadow thought | was dead, too.

"Get this, Tammy. Here were four of my palsstting pretty. Onein Illinois, onein Maryland, onein
Georgia, onein Louisana Each hasamug likemine. | pulled dibi jobs with three of them and the other
guy waswaiting.

"Then The Shadow pops up and queersthe whole lay. The police have al the dope - and I'm out in the
middle of North Dakota. Well, that'swhere | acted smart.

"Way back, Tammy, ayear ago, when | framed al these dibi jobs, | figured that there might be some
need for ageneral scram. So | had each of my pastipped. An emergency signd - by telegram - would
mean to scram. Where to? Ah, that was where | waswise. Get for cover was my order and call on Tam
Sook in San Francisco, ten days later.

"I never thought I'd have to pull therip cord, but | was mighty glad | had it dl set. Out therein Dakota, |
hoofed back to arailroad line and walked amile until | cameto a station. There was aman on duty and a
train coming in. So | sent telegramsto my pas and caught the train west."

"Y ou were lucky to get away," observed Tam Sook.
"It wasabreak," admitted Kistelle, "but you must remember that everybody thought | had been killed,



including The Shadow. Thered break came when | sent the wires. The cops had got the names of al my
pals. But they didn't send out the word until the morning. So my wires landed in ahead and the boys had
achance to scram. So they're coming here."

"When?'

Kigtelle counted on hisfingers. He stopped at the count of eight.

"Today isWednesday," he declared. "They will be here Friday night.”

"And then?'

"We want to get together. Therell be some swag to divvy, and you'l get acut.”
Tam Sook smiled and nodded. He pointed downward with his thumb.

"I havethe place," he declared.

"A hopjoint?' questioned Kigtelle.

"It used to be," informed the Chinaman.

"Great," said Kigtelle. "Well meet there. When each man shows up, send him down. We can make our
plansthen.”

Tam Sook bowed.
"Very good," he declared. "What are the names of these men? How shal | know them?”
Kigdlethrugt hisfaceinto thelight.

"Takeagood look at that," he laughed. ™Y ou won't forget thisface very quick. That'sal you need to
know, Tammy. Any guy with amug like mine getsin and saysin. That's enough.”

Tam Sook bowed again.
"Just onething,” said Kistelle, becoming serious. "'I'm worried, Tammy - worried about The Shadow."”
IIWI,.V?I

"He knows too much about me. Must have melisted in hisbig book, | guess. Hewas on my trail when |
scrammed from New Y ork - before | went to Mexico. If he knows as much as| think he knows, hell
link me up with you. What's more, hélll know where you are. Maybe - maybe not - but The Shadow's
mighty wise"

Tam Sook nodded. He was staring straight at Kistelle. He did not notice the door beyond. There, on the
floor, was a splotch of black. That splotch - had Tam Sook known it - was the sign of The Shadow!

"S0," resumed Kigtdle, "'I'm taking something of achance. Once | get the gang together and split what
we've managed to haul, we can dl scram for Mexico. The boys made a get-away, al right - I've checked
up on that. But the game is up and were marked men. The cops won't be looking for us here in Frisco,
just yet. 1t'll take them too long to trail us. That'swhy we can get avay."

"Friday night, then," declared Tam Sook.
"Friday night," repeated Kigtdlle. "But if The Shadow should come here then -"



Tam Sook smiled.
"L et The Shadow come," he said, quietly.
Kigedleformed hisevil amile.

"Y ou know your stuff, Tammy," he declared. "Y ou aren't in the Tong racket for nothing. | guessyou have
thingsjust theway you want them.”

Tam Sook waved his hand.

"Do not worry," hesaid, "All Chinatown will do my bidding. Let The Shadow come. That isal | ask. He
will find Tam Sook ready."

CharlesKigtele turned to the door. He paused as he heard Tam Sook ask another question.
"Y ou are sure that none will be here before Friday night?" the Chinaman interrogated.

"Not until then,” said Kigtelle, emphatically. "They know the orders. Ten o'clock on the tenth night after
thesigna. They'll go by the rule. Remember, Tammy, they dl look like me. Six of us- | mean five of us-
counting mysdf.”

Tam Sook nodded. Charles Kistelle laughed. The man with the evil leer left the room. Tam Sook leaned
back in his chair and began to inscribe Chinese characters upon asheet of paper before him.

A few minutes later, the splotch of blackness that showed from the darkness of the outer hall
disappeared. Kistdle had gone by without seeing that sgn of The Shadow. Tam Sook had not noticed
it.

The Shadow was gone. Like Kistelle and Tam Sook, he was awaiting Friday night!
CHAPTER XXI. THE SHADOW SPEAKS

I'T was eight o'clock on the appointed evening. Tam Sook, the bland-faced Orienta who affected
American garb, was seated at his accustomed desk. As before, he wasinscribing Chinese writing. For
Tam Sook, despite hisyouth, was one of the most important figures in the Chinese quarter of San
Francisco.

Here, in thisdistrict where Tong warfare often raged, Tam Sook's sanctum was an oasisamid drife. An
intermediary between riva factions, Tam Sook could call upon any to do hisbidding.

This room upon the second floor was innocent in appearance; yet, in redlity, it was a spot of utmost
danger. Tam Sook was aman who cared but little for life. Even his own was of no consegquence to him.
It wasthat fact that had enabled Tam Sook to gain hisimportant position amnong the Chinese.

Tonight, Tam Sook had made arrangements for the gathering of Charles Kistelle and his crew of
evildoers. That, to Tam Sook, was asmple favor to aman with whom he had been friendly.

Tam Sook owed but little to Charles Kistelle; and it was merely the opportunity for substantial profit that
had caused him to acquiesce to Kistelle's request for a meeting-place.

Here, in his San Francisco hideout, Tam Sook lived his sdf-important life and held dl strangersin
contempt. Thinking of CharlesKigtelle now, Tam Sook smiled. Kigtelle had come here asafriend. Had
he been an enemy, he would have found matters quite different.



Thinking of Kistelle brought Tam Sook's mind to The Shadow. He had heard often of The Shadow.
Recalling past events, Tam Sook remembered that The Shadow had carried some of his exploitsto the
Chinatowns of both New Y ork and San Francisco.

CharlesKistelle feared The Shadow. Therefore, The Shadow might come here. Tam Sook remembered
his own words. He had told Kistdlle:

"Let The Shadow come."

Tam Sook smiled blandly as he recdled the statement. There were two men on duty below, placed there
especidly for this Friday night. Let The Shadow try to passthem! What if he should pass them? Then he
would meet Tam Sook in person - Tam Sook who did not fear death and who was prepared to deliver
it!

THERE must have been something telepathic in Tam Sook's thoughts. At the very moment when Tam
Sook was considering the question of The Shadow, a black-garbed figure was entering the anteroom at
thefoot of the sairs.

The Shadow was here, in advance of Kigtelle and his crew. Sweeping slently acrossthe entry, The
Shadow paused and tapped the inner door. With agliding motion, he stepped back into afringe of
darknessjust asthe face of a Chinaman appeared from within.

Seeing no one, the Chinaman advanced into the entry. An ingtant later, powerful hands were upon him.
He collapsed in a heap beneath The Shadow's attack. Black-garbed arms worked swiftly. The Chinese
guard was soon bound and helpless.

While The Shadow gtill bent over hisvictim, the door again opened. The dight sound of the hingewas
audible. The Shadow made a forward sweep as the second Chinaman appeared.

The result was the same as before. The new investigator plunged forward as The Shadow seized his
body, landing the Chinaman half stunned upon the floor. A low laugh sounded as The Shadow bound the
second of Tam Sook's underlings.

Updtairs, Tam Sook was writing. He finished hisinscriptions and stared at the sheet before him. He
noted, curioudly, that the paper had darkened dightly. He wondered what had caused the blotting
smudge that covered the surface of the table. He looked up and his bland expression became fixed.

Before Tam Sook's table stood afigure garbed entirely in black. Tall, weird and unexpected, it appeared
asabeing that had conjured itsdlf from nothingness.

Tam Sook could not see the face of the mysterious visitor. He noted only two sharp eyesthat glistened
asthey peered from beneath the turned-down brim of adouch hat.

Tam Sook bowed.
"You are The Shadow," he sad.

A soft, whispered laugh came from the phantom shape. Even to Tam Sook, the man who had disclaimed
al fear of The Shadow, that laugh was chilling. But, asthe weird tones died away, the Chinaman regained
his bland composure.

He noted that The Shadow bore no weapon. That was surprising. Having passed the door below, The
Shadow should have anticipated danger here. Neverthel ess, he seemed unprepared.



In asense, Tam Sook deemed The Shadow wise. Had he come with threatening automatics, Tam Sook
might have acted quickly againgt him. Asit was, Tam Sook considered it best to wait.

"Tonight" - it was The Shadow's voice that spoke - "men are coming to this place. They are men whom |

"You will not find them," responded Tam Sook, camly.
"Why not?" questioned The Shadow, in alow, eerie whisper.
"Because' - Tam Sook's tone was dow - "you will not be here when they come.”

The eyes of The Shadow stared steadily at Tam Sook's face. The Chinaman shifted uneasily. He sensed
amenace, even though he knew that he was prepared.

"l have no quarrel with you," declared Tam Sook. "Therefore you had no right to come here. What have
you done with my men below? Have you killed them?

"They aredive," returned The Shadow.

"That isgood," remarked Tam Sook. "If they were dead, death would be your lot. Sincethey are il
dive, | giveyou the opportunity to live. Go - while you are safe.”

The Shadow laughed softly. Hiswhispered mirth brought an instinctive shudder to Tam Sook's shoulders.
The Chinaman felt uneasy. With aquick motion, he pressed his hand againgt the side of the table. Then,
with asmile, he rested back in hischair.

"Thereisno escape now," he said. " Should you attempt to leave this room, desth would be yours. A
single false step toward the door or the window will set forth acharge that will blow this place to pieces.

"Furthermore” - Tam Sook spoke dowly, as though proud of his perfect English - "dl thiswill happen
within five minutes, unless| am diveto prevent it. So kill me, if you wish. | am not afraid to die.”

Tam Sook spoke with assurance. On other occasions, he had used this measure against enemies. In
every ingance, they had pleaded for mercy. Tam Sook was interested to see what The Shadow would
do. He heard The Shadow laugh.

"Your lifefor ming" - The Shadow's words were sardonic - "would be an excellent exchange. Thereis,
however, away to prevent it. | shal show you."

THERE was anote of regret in The Shadow's voice. It seemed to indicate that he would have liked to
end thelife of Tam Sook and then meet the Chinaman's boast. Instead, it was obvious that The Shadow
intended to use asmple, though unexpected measure.

With hisright hand, The Shadow pedled the glove from hisleft. He held the bared hand closeto Tam
Sook's eyes.

The Chinaman stared at the glittering gem that shone upon the third finger of the dender hand. The
gleaming girasol, with its everchanging hues, was, indeed, a marvelous sight. Tam Sook suddenly redlized
that he had set five minutes asthe time for degth. Y et time was moving dowly by and neither henor The
Shadow seemed to fear the gpproach of doom!

"Look!"
As The Shadow spoke, he made amotion with his hand. Theiridescent girasol popped upward, on a



hinge. A cavity was revealed benesth the precious stone.

Within that cavity wasvisble atiny, weird-scrawled figure,

Tam Sook's eyes bulged as he saw the figure. A gasp came from the Chinaman'slips.
"The dgn of Chow Legl" he exdlamed. "Thesign of The Great Onel™

"Yes" camethe werdly-whispered reply, "the gift of those of Chow L ee - those who are even more
powerful than you! Only one man, other than your own, has this sacred symbol. | am that man!™

Tam Sook was dtill staring at the symbol. To him, asto dl important Chinesein America, thesign of The
Great One was asymbol of faith and loyalty. Whatever hates or friendships were made, dl wereleveled
before thismystic symbol. All the leaders of Chinatown respected those who carried it.

Tam Sook wasin adaze. It was The Shadow's quiet voice that aroused him.

"Four minutes have passed,” declared The Shadow. "1t would be wise for you to press the other side of
thetable."

Tam Sook obeyed with wonderment. He redlized, as he did, that The Shadow had divined the modus
operandi of histrap; how one side of the table held the button which set the explosives that prevented
escape; while the other side held the button that would break the contact.

All thistime, The Shadow, with his keen intuition had held Tam Sook at his mercy. He could have killed
the Chinaman and gtill have escaped with ease. That thought was in Tam Sook's mind and The Shadow
knew it. With cam precision, The Shadow spoke the answer to Tam Sook's unasked question.

"I have need of you," declared The Shadow. "Need of you and of your guards below. | have a purpose
tonight and | do not propose to prevent the meeting which CharlesKistelle has arranged.”

Tam Sook was totally bewildered. How did The Shadow know that the meeting had been arranged? The
Chinaman stared increduloudy.

The Shadow knew dll, he believed. Why not? The Shadow possessed the symbol of The Great Onel

Tam Sook looked once again at the symboal just asthe girasol closed over it. Theflashing gleam of The
Shadow's mysterious gem aone remained before Tam Sook's eyes.

The Chinaman arose and bowed again. He motioned to achair beside the table. The Shadow took the
seat. Tam Sook remained standing, in respectful attitude.

"l am here," declared the Chinaman, "to do your bidding. Speak what you wish. | shdl obey."
CHAPTER XXII. FIVE OF THE SIX

IT was after ten o'clock when Charles Kistelle gppeared in the entry at the foot of the Sairsleading to
Tam Sook's abode. The Chinaman who met him did not even inquire his name. He pointed to the gairs,
his face remaining an inscrutable mask.

Kistelle smiled atwisted grin. Thiswas proof that the others - some of them &t least - were dready here.
Evidently the guard had been told to admit al who bore the same features asthe first arrival.

Reaching Tam Sook's sanctum, Kistelle found the bland Chinaman seated at histable. When Kigelle
gpoke, Tam Sook glanced up in recognition.



"Itisyou, Charley,” he said, in asuavetone. "The othersal are here. Four, asyou said. Y ou wereright -
you are dl the same. But your voiceis different. Come."

Rising, Tam Sook conducted Kistelle through a pand that opened in asidewall. Thetwo waked dong a
dim corridor; then down aflight of sairs, that wound into the depths below the building. Kigdlefdt a
chill asthey reached the subcdllar. Thiswas far beneath the leve of the Street.

Tam Sook stopped before adoor that blocked farther passage. He pointed, bowed and retired. Kistelle
opened the door and entered.

The magter schemer found himself in alow-ceilinged, paneled room. A dim light illuminated the place.
Kigtelle recognized the faces that were there to greet him. He should have recognized them - for they
werereplicas of hisown!

The othersroseto greet their chief. Kistelle shook hands and took his placein achair beside the table
where the others were seated. The furniture was of a Chinese pattern and here, in this Oriental setting,
Charley Kigtdle addressed hisminions.

As he addressed the group, Kistelle noted the solemnity which held them. They were anxiousto hear the
details of hisstory. Kigtelletold everything - how The Shadow had foiled hiswell-laid scheme - and how
Horace Fenwick had died while Kistelle himself managed to escape.

Then came the matter of business. A gleam of triumph spread over Kistdlesface ashe drew alarge
package from beneath his coat. Here, at least, were spoils of war. From the package, Kistelle dropped
forth astack of thousand dollar hills.

"Therewe are," he declared. "I collected on two jobs. | converted the bonds from Tilson into cash. Here
isthe dough | landed when | wasin Barmouth. Now, we want to hear from Datona."

One of the men responded. Although he could not be distinguished from the others, hiswords indicated
that he was the one who had gone under the name of Thomas Rodan.

"l TOOK achance, Charley," he declared. "I waited until morning, after | received your telegram, and
grabbed al that | could raise from the Davenport estate. | was lucky to get away. A hundred thousand
wasall that | could find."

He pulled athick folder from hisinner pocket and spread the gold certificates upon the table. Kistelle
gathered them in and began adivision of the spoils. When he had finished, he shoved a stack of money to
each of hiscomradesin crime.

"It's more than a hundred grand each,” he declared. "I figured we were going to make amillion apiece. |
lost the diamondsthat | grabbed in Sharport. | never had a chance to work with Eddie, downin
Louisiana. It'stough that Horace had to take the bump.

"Jugt the same, I'm satisfied. If The Shadow had given me the bump along with Horace, it would have
queered everything. We're marked men now, but weve got a hundred grand apiece. We can head for
Mexico. That lookslike the best bet to me."

"So long as we keep away from Zeltapec,” interposed one of the others.

The staterment brought an affirmative response from the group. The very word Zeltapec seemed to bring
afeding of aweinto the minds of these evil men.

"Zetapec!" exclamed one. " Say, Charley, when you told me to use chicquatil asthe countersign, it gave



me the creeps. | can't forget that place those Aztecs stuck us - with that green light glowing -"

"Lay off," ordered Kigtelle. "Y ou felows have lost your nerve, that'sal! Do you know what I'm going to
dowhen | get to Mexico? I'm going to head for Zeltapec, if | can find theright birdsto go with me. This
time, I'm going to get the green chicquatil. That's something The Shadow don't know about -"

Thewordsdied on Kistdle's lips. He saw hisfellows staring beyond him. Kistelle turned in the direction
of their gaze. Hisblood froze.

There, standing by an opened pand inthewall, was atal, somber being in black. One glancetold
Kigdletheidentity of thearrival. His comrades had aready guessed it.

The Shadow!

BY some mysterious plan, the black-garbed phantom had managed to enter the midst of this group. He,
alone, had divined their meseting place. He was here done to square accounts with them!

No one made amove. The gleaming eyes of The Shadow were focused upon the faces of the five men,
al of whom were the exact image of Colpoc, the Aztec god of evil!

Sowly, impressively, The Shadow advanced. His hands were ungloved. The right was advanced toward
the men at the table.

Kigelle, done, regained his scattered wits. Leaping to hisfeet, the chief of the crooked crew made a
motion as though to draw agun.

The Shadow snapped the fingers of hisright hand. A sudden explosion burst forth from the finger tips.
Theflash of light was directly before Kistelle's sartled eyes. The chief of the plotters staggered back and
dumped into achair.

The others were aghast. They did not know how to respond to this unexpected action. They were haf
stunned by the mysterious explosion which The Shadow had caused. Those chemicals - one upon The
Shadow'sfinger tip, the other upon histhumb - were unfailing in their prompt reaction.

While the five men hesitated, The Shadow performed anew deed. Reaching benegath the folds of his
cloak, he drew forth an object which he held hidden. He walked the few paces that he needed to reach
the table and unclosed his hand.

Ingtantly, astirange green glow filled theroom. All - Kistelleincluded - cried out in startled amazement.
There, on the table before them, rested the green chicquetil!

Inthe midst of that emerald light, these bold fiends of crime weakened. They buried their facesin their
hands. They cried out like so many frightened children.

In one brief instant, The Shadow had worked atotal transformation. He had carried their minds from the
room in which they were back to the temple in Zetapec. They were prisoners again, men with metal
masks pressed on their faces; poor, pitiful crestureswho could see nothing ahead of them but certain
degth!

One - Kigelle - had boasted that he would again go in quest of the mammoth emerald. Hereit lay, upon
the table, within reach. But Kigtdlle, like the others, was helpless. He, too, hid hisfacein his hands.

"Y ou sought the chicquetil," declared The Shadow. "It liesbefore you. Takeit!"



Not aman moved.

"Y ou bear the mark of Colpoc” - The Shadow's tone was a scornful irony - "and Colpoc lives within the
shrine of Zdltapec. His eyes are not blinded by the green light of the chicquatil. Why should your eyes
fal?"

Five plotters were faced by one avenger. They were hel pless. The Shadow's words were jeering. They
stood the taunts without a murmur.

"Perfect crimes” The Shadow's sarcasm continued. ™Y ou see how they have availed against The
Shadow! See how they shdl avail you now! All those upon whom you sought to place crime have been
vindicated. All that remainsisfor you to add your usdless satements.”

FROM beneath his cloak, The Shadow drew forth sheets of paper. He laid these one by one before the
five cowered men. He bade them look and they did. Each statement bore the man's own confession of
past crime, and of the one crime that so far had only been planned. With keen intuition, The Shadow had
singled out each man despite the fact that dl looked dike.

"Sign" - The Shadow was addressing the man nearest to him - "sign this paper with the name that you
assumed - the name of Thomas Rodan.”

A pen dropped on the table. The man picked it up and wrote the required name.
"Sign here," said The Shadow to the next. ™Y our name, too, is needed, Edward Montague.”

Asthe signature was completed, The Shadow moved to the next man. In response to his command, the
name of Harold Thurber was affixed to the paper. Next came the signature of Earl Northrup. The
Shadow moved to the master plotter.

"CharlesKigdle" he ordered. "Sign your paper. Y our full confession lies beforeyou.”

Wesakly, Charles Kistelle gripped the pen. He wrote his name; then dropped his hand. His boasts were
ended. In the presence of The Shadow, he collapsed before the glow of the green emerald - the
chicquatil which he had conspired to steal and now dared not even touch.

The Shadow laughed. His rippling mirth sounded as the forerunner of doom. One by one, he gathered up
the signed sheets. They disappeared benegath the black cloak.

Thewhite hand of The Shadow reached forth and plucked the green emerad from the table. Moving
backward toward the pandl through which he had come, the black-clad master held the pricelessgemiin
full view.

"Living images of Colpoc," he said, in asepulchra tone, "your reign of crimeisended. Y ou are marked
for life. Perhgpsthat will not befor long. The chicquatil is before you. | brought it here, by arrangement
with the man who gave you this meeting place - Tam Sook. When you choose your friends, Charles
Kistelle, you should remember that The Shadow knows!"

In atrice, the green light faded. The chicquetil, gift of the Aztecs to the messenger from the moon god,
had gone beneath the black cloak. The Shadow stood in the dim light of the room, the spectral glow no
longer surrounding him.

There hewaited - and from hisinvisiblelips came the laugh of The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXIIl." THE CHICQUATIL"



CHARLESKISTELLE raised his head from his hands. The chief plotter of the men of evil stared toward
the end of the room, where The Shadow, looming black, stood silent.

The Shadow!
Kigelle hated the very name!

The scheming villain looked about him. He saw hisfour comrades raising their heads. They were
trembling; but in thisdim light they seemed to have lost their pardytic fear. The glow of the chicqueatil was

gone!

A sudden frenzy swept through the brain of Charles Kistelle. He looked adong the table. The piles of
money were no longer there. Kistelle realized what had happened. The Shadow had taken those spoils -
all that the six crooks had fought to grasp.

Under that cloak was afortune of haf amillion. There aso were the confess ons that the cowed crooks
had signed. Moreover, The Shadow held the green chicquatil!

A terrible frenzy seized Kistelle. He remembered how he and Fenwick had arisen to strike down a
superior crowd of enemies. Here was the end of thetrail, unless his nerve would be with him now!

The solemn faces of his companions - facesthat were dl dike - were looking toward him for leadership.
Withrisng fury Kisele gavethe cry.

"Desath to The Shadow!"

Kigelle had heard that cry in the underworld. He shouted it now, and with his exclamation, he leaped to
hisfeet. Not one of the five hesitated. Each had agun in readiness. They were drawing as they rose.

The Shadow saw the action. His hands came suddenly from benesth his cloak. They carried neither
money, confessions nor emerad. Instead, they were armed with two huge automatics.

The Shadow was advancing as he drew; so were his enemies.
Five against one! The odds would have been hopeless, had that one not been The Shadow!

For asthelong white hands cameinto view, the automatics spoke - a split second before the first shot
that came from an enemy’s gun. The cannon roar of the powerful .45's resounded through the
subterranean den.

Vainly, the revolvers splashed their answering burdts of flame. The only hands that fired were the ones
that shot too soon to gain effective aim. Bullets cracked againgt the paneled walls. Others - those fired by
The Shadow - found the marks they sought.

THE roaring echoes died. The smoke-filled room showed blinded, staggering figuresthat wereralling
hel pless on the floor. The Shadow'sfiring ceased. Hisliving targets lay before him. He stood unscathed.

Once again, The Shadow had conquered odds by his perfect formula. He had fired before the others.

Sowly, the black-clad victor approached the motionless bodies. He stooped above them, singling each
from the other. A clamor arose outside the room. Men were besating at the door. The terrific fire had
been heard upon the street. Police were coming to investigate.

Crash!



The closed barrier burst. Asit toppled, The Shadow glided swiftly away. Unseen by the entering
bluecoats, he stepped through the opening in the wall and the panel closed behind him.

Five dead bodies were on the floor. The officers stared about; seeing no one ese, they examined those
who had been killed. A surprised exclamation came from one policeman. It was echoed by others.

Thrust in ahand of each dead man was a sheet of paper - asigned confession of the crime which he had
planned or committed. Flashlights showed the closely typed words - true statements of each individua
contribution to the entire plot.

A wise officer wrote names upon dips of paper and attached them to the correct bodies before he
plucked the confessions from unyielding gasps. The dead formswere carried forth. The one policeman
remained. Upon the table he saw a sheet of paper. He read the words inscribed upon it. Thiswasthe
unsigned confession of Horace Fenwick - the one of the six who had died before the others.

Asthe officer stared, he noted that a name was written at the bottom of the sheet. In lieu of Fenwick's
signature, the paper bore the signed approva of the one who had forced thefina issue. There, in bold
|etters, the policeman glimpsed two words:

THE SHADOW

The writing faded. The confession of Horace Fenwick was blank at the bottom. That one of the six had
escaped the final outcome, only because he had gone to his deserved death ten days before the rest had

paid the pendty.

SIX men of evil were dead - Six men who had started forth in common crime. Exiled with the mark of
Colpoc upon their evil faces, they had not learned their lesson in the shrine at Zeltapec. Instead, they had
used their misfortune to pave the way to the strangest careers of crime that had ever confronted the law.

Six men of evil - whose faces, molded with the image of wickedness, matched their hearts - had done
their utmost to further supercrime. Armed with perfect dibis, they had sought to gain millions and had
followed murder by foisting the blame upon innocent persons.

With their very identities unsuspected, these men would have succeeded under the guidance of the
archplotter, Charles Kistelle, but for the presence of The Shadow. He, alone, had marked the end of
crime and had delivered deserved doom to these six fiends.

Five bodiesin a sunken room - another shattered in the wreckage of aruined limousine. That was the
fate that the six had gained. The green chicquatil had lured them on their quest. Its glare had marked the
end of their strange career.

The room below the street in San Francisco's Chinatown was empty now. The pand in thewall
reopened and sharp eyes surveyed the deserted scene. From the hidden lips came alow, uncanny burst
of mirthlesslaughter - the last token of the doom that had struck down six men of evil.

It was the laugh of The Shadow - the laugh of retribution!
THEEND



