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CHAPTER |. THE SHADOW'S QUEST
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A swift, repeated ticking was audible amid atotal darkness. But for that sound, intense silence would
have pervaded the thickness of absolute gloom. It was not until a sharper noise occurred that any sign of
ahuman presence was revealed.

A click came from a spot above theticking. A blue light suddenly cast an eerie glow downward upon the
surface of a polished table. There, beneath the rays of the strange, shaded lamp, appeared theticking
object.

It wasaclock of curious construction. Set at an angle upon the table top, this timepiece showed no
hands upon itslarge face. Instead, it had three circles, the innermost marked with twelve numbers; the
outer circlesdivided with sixty.

From grooves on the outer edge of each circle extended rings, so designed that they surrounded only one
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number at atime. Just asthelight came on, the rings of the outer circles moved. The extreme ring made
another jump asecond later; but the intermediate one ill remained congtant, like the one in the center.

A clock that moved with intermittent precision, this odd dial was designed to mark the passing seconds
by its outer circle; the minutes by the second one; and the hours by the center circle. Although the
mechanism was regular in sound, the indications came at definite intervas, with an unusud psychologica
result.

To the eyesthat watched this clock, asingle second seemed like a prolonged space of time, not asan
idly moving series of moments. Each minute, formed of sixty such intervas, was episodic. An hour, as
shown upon this clock, was atremendous stretch of time that alowed for limitless accomplishment.

SUCH wasthe clock that rested in The Shadow's sanctum. The weird blue light that glistened upon the
circled dial existed only in that secret room. Thiswas the abode where the master who fought with crime
reviewed his plans and formed new strategy.

The appearance of the light marked the presence of The Shadow himself. He, aone, visted thismystic
room, located in some unknown section of Manhattan. In the midst of strenuous campaigns, The Shadow
could always seek the seclusion of this sanctuary, there to mock his enemies and devise new waysto end
the schemes of malefactors.

To gangdom, The Shadow was known only as a powerful being whose unseen hand reached
everywhere. There were mobsmen who claimed to have seen him - but only at adistance. Those who
had met The Shadow face to face no longer lived to assert their claims.

Dying gangsters - toughened characters of the type who died grimly - had coughed out their lives through
trembling lips, gasping the name of The Shadow. Time and again, sneering big shots had been struck
down just asthey were about to regp the profits of some heinous crime. Here, again, the hand of The
Shadow had intervened.

None knew the identity of The Shadow. It was something that the underworld had long sought. All rats
of crime were eager to diminate The Shadow. His power had caused consternation in other citiesthan
New Y ork - both in Americaand abroad - yet none had ever balked his might.

It was known that The Shadow must be amaster of detection, for he had uncovered the most ingenious
of crimes. It was known aso that he could travel swiftly and unseen, for he had frequently appeared in
the heart of an enemy's camp.

Asfor hisindomitable purpose - that was understood. The Shadow showed no mercy to those who did
not deserveit.

It was believed that The Shadow was amaster of disguise. That, alone, could account for some of the
amazing partsthat he had played. It was also believed that he sometimes employed the aid of trained and
skillful agents, for the magnitude of his activities had shown that capable men had been present when
needed.

Y et The Shadow had aways managed to protect histemporary identities unknown; and his agents
remained within the cover of the shroud of mystery that constantly blanketed The Shadow from the eyes
of hisfoemen.

Despite the efforts of those who sought to thwart him; despite the fact that he never invoked the aid of
the police in his own behaf; The Shadow roamed at will in his untiring search for men of evil. None had
ever managed to discover thelocation of his sanctum; in fact, the existence of such a spot was regarded



as doubtful by those who discussed its possibility.

Thus The Shadow found complete seclusion in that corner of the black-walled room where blue light
shone upon atable top and a strangely dided clock marked each passing second with along, gripping
throb.

THE light and the clock were not the only tokens of The Shadow's presence on thisnight. Into the circle
of illumination crept two objects that seemed like living creatures detached from the body to which they
bel onged.

The hands of The Shadow!

Long and white, they showed a combination of velvety smoothness and great muscular power. These
were the hands that had fought so well against crime; and one of them bore the token, which wasthe
positive symbol of The Shadow.

This mark was a gleaming gem which shone from the third finger of theleft hand. It was The Shadow's
girasol, ararefire opd, unmatched in al the world. Its color was amingling of hues; the glowing depths
of the stone changed from brilliant blue to dull crimson, and al the shades between.

From the girasol came splashes of fiery light, like the glimmer of living sparks. A dying ember, ever
emitting itsfind darts of minute flame - such was The Shadow's girasol.

The hands moved in afashion that portrayed ease of operation. An envelope cameinto view; fromit a
thin bundle of papers. The fingers unfolded a sheet; the hidden eyes behind the light made a brief perusal;
then that paper was replaced by another.

Despite the ease of the hands, their speed and precision were amazing, when judged by the clock upon
the table. An observer would not have believed that those indications on the outer circle of the dial were
mere seconds. It seemed as though The Shadow, even when engaged upon the routine procedure of
summarizing the reports from his agents, could hold back timein its passage.

The smple scene in the sanctum was an explanation of The Shadow's uncanny ability to come out best in
hiswars with men of crime. He was abeing who dedlt in split seconds when he worked!

Another envelope - athird. Papers removed, read, and replaced. Clippings, aso; and when The
Shadow's summary was complete, afew remainders were left for careful perusal. Report sheets and
newspaper items - the white hands spread them upon the table top.

Every one of these papers dedlt with asingle subject. Theright hand of The Shadow appeared with a
pen. Upon a sheet of blank paper, it inscribed a phrase which summarized it in onetitle:

THERED BLOT

Theink which The Shadow used was crimson. It shonein vivid contrast to the light above. Eyes from the
dark viewed the words; then the poised hand gave the pen a shake.

A large blob of ink spattered upon the white paper. It soread irregularly until it formed agrotesquely
shaped blotch of drying fluid that looked like a huge drop of blood.

No action could have been more significant. The words meant nothing now. There, beneath them, was
the very sign which had been mentioned - acrimson mark that illustrated thetitle,

TheRed Blot!



WHILE theink still dried beneath thelight, alow, sinister laugh came from the darkness. Thet tone - the
mocking voice of The Shadow - was the feature of the master's presence that had struck stark terror into
many an evil gangster's heart.

Thelaugh of The Shadow! It came asachalengeto al maefactors.

The pen waslaid asde. Thefingersifted the report sheets and the clippings, one by one. Alike, these
itemstold astory of unsolved crime. Here, in New Y ork, subtle evil wasin progress.

A bank messenger shot down in open daylight. A chase of dusive assallants, who disappeared after a
cordon of police had closed in upon them. A huge blot of crimson upon the sidewalk at the spot where
the man had been dain.

The messenger's blood? That had been the theory, until the second crime!

Three masked marauders had entered a club where gambling wasin progress. They had extinguished the
lights; with flashlights, they had covered the players and threastened them with guns. They had regped a
harvest of cash.

While they were robbing their victims, police had arrived. The crooks had fled and, despite the closeness
of the chase, had made an escape so effective that they might have actualy melted. Upon the green baize
of the central card table in the club was discovered a huge dab of dulled crimson - again the red blot!

A third crime - the theft of apainting valued at many thousands - had been perpetrated at the home of a
New Y ork millionaire. Servants had arrived as the criminas were departing with the painting that they
had cut from itsimmense frame. Two servants had been shot; one mortally wounded.

Again, the evil raiders had escaped. Behind them, in the empty frame, they had |eft their mark - ared
blot!

THE RED BLOT!

In the underworld, it was believed that amaster mind of crime had chosen that mark. The Red Blot was
aname - not asign. Some supercrook had assembled asquad of daring gangsters, who would stop at
nothing.

The police had advanced the same theory. The newspapers had taken up the cry.

Then had come the fourth crime. A big-time fight promoter - supposed to carry abankroll of morethan a
hundred grand upon his person - had been found strangled in his gpartment. Upon the starched front of
the victim's dress shirt was that same dread sign of spattered crimson - the mark of The Red Blot!

Men of weslth - from legitimate commercia baronsto those who dedlt in hazardous enterprises - werein
trepidation. The newspapers had called upon the police to gpprehend this supercrimind. The police had
not gathered asingle clew.

Underworld and socid swim dike - neither reveded the presence of amaster mind to whom these
crimes could be attributed. Police, with their stool pigeons at work, had covered al of gangdom's daring
workers, the ones who might be logically picked as henchmen of the supercrook. They had not brought

inasingle suspect.

The Shadow, too, had been seeking traces of The Red Blot. His agents had been a work. Their reports
were barren. These crimes which had emanated from the underworld, and had struck in higher places,
left notrall.



But The Shadow's way was not to follow crime when it bore the mark of well-linked continuity. He had
been seeking the forebodings of crime that he might anticipate the next stroke of The Red Bl ot.

The clock upon the table was more important than al these clippings and reports of frustrated effortsto
line up the cauise of past outrages. The Shadow, through his own investigationsin the underworld, had
been watching for an impending stroke.

Even whispered inklings had been lacking. Until tonight, each crime had given no prdiminary sign. Often
had The Shadow thwarted crooks by prying into their games before the lid had been raised.

Now, amid the quiet of the underworld, he had caught the words he wanted. Here, he was biding his
time until the proper second for his ca culated plan.

Theticking of the clock went on. A long second seemed to hover; then the indicatorson all three dias
moved a once, That fina second marked the completion of a minute which, in turn, showed the end of
an hour.

Before the second indicator moved again, The Shadow's hand had swept up the scattered bits of paper.
A dlick sounded from the lamp. The room was plunged in darkness. Something swished through the
gloom.

Then came aped of laughter. The Shadow's mirth rang ghoulishly through the blackness. Ashisinvisble
form moved toward the secret door of the sanctum, the master of the night sent forth his mocking
chalengein chilling tonesthat foretold disaster to evil brainsof crime.

Blackened walls caught up the merriment. Weird reverberations sounded as cries from goblin throats.
Corridors of space seemed to open with whispered answers to The Shadow's taunt.

Those strange, terrifying sounds perssted long. When the last echo had faded into nothingness, only the
smooth, quick ticking of the clock was audible.

The Shadow had departed upon his quest.
CHAPTERII.WITHIN THE SAFE

IT was exactly ten o'clock when The Shadow departed from his sanctum. A half hour later, astrange
phenomenon occurred at the intersection of two obscure streets on the lower East Side.

A moving patch of blackness passed along the sidewalk beneath the glare of a street lamp. It was one of
the many shadows that had crossed that spot during the evening. But in one respect, this moving splotch
differed from all others. There was no sign of the person who cast it.

A long sireek of darkness, which terminated in a perfect slhouette. Thiswasthe only mark that betrayed
the presence of The Shadow. Somewhere in the darkness of the brick wall beside the sdewalk, the
being whom the underworld so grestly feared, had passed unseen.

Some fifty feet from the corner stood a dilapidated brick building of three-story height. Beside it ran an
obscure dleyway. This structure, apparently an old residence that had seen better days, was actudly a
most important adjunct to the decrepit neighborhood.

Three golden balls glimmered faintly above the dim front door. Blackened windows showed the outlines
of heavy bars. Thisbuilding housed the pawnshop of Timothy Baruch, one of the oddest characterson
this section of the East Side.



Old Baruch's place was known throughout the underworld. The man had been a pawnbroker for many
years, and it was an adage among thieves and burglars that Baruch's bids on stolen goods could be
accepted asreliable.

Baruch was not the usud type of "fence," who disposed of stolen articles. His place was termed a"hock
shop," even by those who had dealt with him under cover.

For Timothy Baruch was a canny individua who had ways of assuring police and detectivesthat his
transactions were legitimate; and the greet proportion of hisbusinesswasin keeping with the policies of
better-class pawnshops.

The old pawnbroker was unpretentious. He made no great show of worldliness. Nevertheless, it had
been noised about that his safe contained pilfered jewels and other rarities of great vaue.

These rumors had never gotten back to Baruch's ears, hence the old man dwelt in security. He was sure
that his pretense of poverty would suffice to keep maefactors from his property. Moreover, herelied
upon his connection with the underworld and the security of his safe as positive protection.

Underworld connections might fade; but the fame of Baruch's safe would remain. The huge strong box
was the one thing in which Baruch had invested heavily.

Various gangsters had viewed it; and they held to the opinion that there were but two safe crackers
skilled enough to open it. One was "Tweezers' Darley, at present retired from active practice; the other
was "Moocher” Gleetz, no longer in Manhattan.

Perhaps Timothy Baruch knew of theinactivity of these two safe crackers; at any rate, his safe remained
inviolate, despite the fact that his barred doors and windows were not as formidable as they might have
been.

THE SHADOW now stood in front of Baruch's pawnshop. There, within the fringe of darkness cast by
the old building, histal form wasinvisble. No motion, no sound, betrayed The Shadow's presence ashe
glided into the entrance of the dleyway.

Theinvisble vistor did not continue to the rear of the building, the spot where access would have been
most likely. Instead, he stopped beside the wall and began a strange upward ascent in the midst of amost
total darkness.

A low, squidgy sound wasthe only token of The Shadow's progress. It continued until the unseen figure
reached the second floor.

Here, the windows were barred with gratings only. Working in the darkness, The Shadow easily
removed the barrier from one window. His lithe figure entered aroom on the second floor.

Silent ingpection showed the room was empty. A tiny flashlight gleamed. Itsluminous spot, no larger than
adlver dollar, performed severa functions.

Fird it glittered about the room to show aclosed door that evidently led to ahdlway. Then it gleamed
upon four peculiar, cup-shaped objects of rubber that lay upon the floor. These disappeared into
darkness as The Shadow with a black-gloved hand placed them benesath his cloak.

These were the devices which The Shadow had used to facilitate his precipitous climb - rubber suction
cups capable of supporting considerable weight with safety.

Findly, thelight twinkled upon the did of awatch. The time was twenty minutes of eeven. A low whisper



crept through the room and stirred up vague, mocking echoes. The Shadow was ahead of schedule.

Thelight went out. A few moments|ater, the room was empty. Only the occasiona glimmer of the flash
reveded The Shadow's progress down astairway to the ground floor. When the light finally regppeared,
it shone upon the blackened front of Timothy Baruch's safe, in aback room on the ground floor.

Seventeen minutes of eeven. Again that whispered laugh. The flashlight, set upon some hidden object,
displayed awider range of illumination as the gloves dipped from the hands of The Shadow.

Long, sengditive fingers began their work upon the dids of the safe. The burning girasol sent forth its
amazing sparks while the hands were operating.

The safe was, indeed, formidable. The turning dia's seemed to defy The Shadow's probing touch. Sowly,
carefully, the fingersworked, while keen earslistened for the sound of faling tumblers. Minutes drifted
by; at last, asound from the blackened door of the safe told that The Shadow's task was successful.

Thelight glimmered upon the watch. Eight minutes before eleven. The Shadow had accomplished his
work in nine minutes. A finger touched the wetch significantly.

The numbersthat it indicated upon the face showed that The Shadow had planned to begin at ten
forty-five and end at ten fifty-five. Starting two minutes ahead of schedule, he had gained another minute!

A hand turned the knob. The door of the safe moved dowly outward. Within The Shadow's grasp lay the
contents of this treasure box.

Why had The Shadow cometo obtain it?

There could be but one reason. The close adherence to a scheduled routine proved that The Shadow
was not here to commit crime himself; his purpose wasto forestall the efforts of crooks who were soon
due!

SURPRISE would bein store for those who attacked this strong box. Instead of wedlth, they would find
only what The Shadow might choose to leave for them. The Shadow had anticipated crime tonight. He
wasto view the contents of this safe before the others saw it.

The door was open. The Shadow's light glimmered into the interior of the safe. It paused motionless, its
glarereveding an amazing Stuation that brought amomentary period of inaction. Even The Shadow had
not expected the surprising sight which his eyes now saw.

No money; no jewels, no articles of value. Theinterior of the safe was a blank, save for asingle object.
Y et that one article was more sartling than any dazzling array of hoarded gems.

A piece of white paper lay upon the bottom of the safe. It contained no writing; but in its center wasa
sgnature more potent than any inscription could have been. Its crimson hue and its grotesque shape told
by whose order it had come there.

The sheet of paper which lay in therifled safe bore the crimson splotch of crime - the mark of The Red
Blot!

CHAPTERIII. THE SHADOW SPEAKS

THE flashlight moved again. Its probing ray was swift, yet thorough, as the keen eyes of The Shadow
commenced an ingpection of theinterior of the safe. A hand, now covered with ablack glove, lifted the
crimson-spotted paper from the floor. The flashlight's gleam moved beyond the sheet so that the paper



became transparent.

Every detail, even to texture and watermark, was observed by The Shadow. At last, the hand replaced
the paper exactly where it had been found. The door of the safe moved sullenly shut. The flashlight shone
upon the front of the strong box; then dong the floor.

Clewswere here - for The Shadow - yet there was no evidence of sufficient importance. The previous
crimes engineered by The Red Blot had not been covered well; in every instance, the dusiveness of the
evildoers had been their chief forte.

The Shadow had come here to anticipate crime. The misdeed had aready taken place. Nevertheless,
The Shadow remained. Histiny light showed the surface of the watch. Eleven o'clock. The glimmer
disappeared. The Shadow ill remained.

Why?

The answer came afew seconds after the light was out. A vague, scratching sound began lessthan a
dozen yards from the place where The Shadow stood. The noise was from outside the building.
Someone was trying to enter.

A curious paradox! The Shadow had scheduled hiswork to be finished by eleven o'clock, the time that
the crooks were due to arrive. He had found traces of completed crime; yet here was indication that the
criminals had not been present until this hour!

Silence reigned before the closed but rifled safe in Timothy Baruch's pawnshop. The outside scratching
continued. It changed to a series of muffled thuds. A pause; then boards creaked. The marauders were
within the building.

The beam of apowerful flashlight swept acrossthefloor. It kept avay from thewalls, whereitsrays
might have shown through barred windows. Henceiit failed to reved thetall, motionless figure that stood
in acorner. The Shadow had become a shadow.

The torch was focused upon the front of the safe. Two hardened faces cameinto view. While one grim,
square-jawed ruffian held the lantern, the other, sharp-faced and blinking, thrust out a hand and grasped
add.

THE identity of these men was plain. Any mobster would have recognized the pair, well known in the
underworld. One - the man with the lantern - was Hurley Brewster, a dock-walloper, who had
abandoned a safe-blowing career to organize gangs of mobsters. The other - the man whose hand was
on the safe - was Tweezers Darley, whose skill at opening strong boxes was so widdly recognized.

"Takeit dow, Tweezers," urged Hurley. "Remember - you ain't been doin' thiswork for sometime.
Them tumblersistricky."

"Leaveit tome, Hurley," growled Tweezers. "I hope the bulls think the same asyou - that aguy gets
dow when helays off awhile. Then they won't ask me any questions.”

"They won't be askin' nothin'," snorted Hurley. "When | set thetime fuse, thisold box will blow flooey
after we've cleared out. Keep busy, there, bozo."

"Lessnoise" retorted Tweezers. "I'll have thisthing done insde an hour, if you leave me done.”

That ended the conversation for awhile. Minutes dragged by while Tweezers worked on. Half an hour
elapsed before the safe manipulator paused.



"Say, Hurley" - Tweezerssvoice wasirritable - "this sureisatough baby. I'll bet you Moocher Gleetz
couldn't make any better speed. I'm right back at the beginning.”

"Maybewell haveto blow it."
"No. Give metime. Y ou know what they've said. Moocher or me - we're the only ones.”
"And Moocher ain't around.”

"Yeah?' Tweezersstone wasasnarl. "Maybe if he had been around, you'd have taken himin on thejob
instead of me?"

"l an't sayin' that,” returned Hurley. "Stick with it, bozo! I'm countin’ on you!"

Tweve minutes more of slence while Tweezers worked. Suddenly the sharp-faced man emitted alow
cry of satisfaction. He placed his hand upon the knob of the safe.

"Got it, Hurley! he asserted. "WEll pull open the door and mop up the gravy. | told you it wouldn't take
meafull hour. I'd like to see anybody do it inlesstimethan | took! Y ou won't find the guy in New Y ork,
I'mteling you!"

Hurley Brewster offered no argument. Tweezer Darley's boast stood. Y et even then, within fifteen feet of
the safe openers, stood one who had completed Tweezers's forty-two minute job in nine minutes by the
watch.

The door came open. The torch gleamed. A snarl came from Hurley Brewster. The dock-walloper was
staring at the paper on the floor of the safe.

"The Red Blot!" Hurley'swords were a harsh growl. "He's beat usto thislay. Look at that, Tweezers!
Can you best it? Say -"

The square-jawed man pulled back from the safe. In sudden gpprehension, he swung hislight toward the
sde of the room.

At the sameingtant, adight click sounded, and the glare of another torch met that which came from
Hurley Brewster's hand.

Hurley and Tweezers alike caught the glimpse of astrange, black clad outline - the figure of abeing who
had advanced from the wall. One black glove held the flashlight; the other gripped a huge automatic.

It was Tweezers, thistime, who uttered astartled cry of recognition. Where Hurley had growled in anger
at the sght of the red blot, Tweezers gasped in fear when he saw the form that loomed ahead.

"The Shadow!"

BOTH ruffians were armed; but they made no attempt to reach for their weapons. Their hands went up,
and Hurley'storch clattered to the floor, then rolled to a stop.

With backs againgt the opened safe, the crooks faced the glare that betokened The Shadow. The
expressions upon their evil countenances showed plainly the effect which the arrival of The Shadow had
created.

A low, sinigter laugh crept through the room. The Shadow held these men of evil a hismercy. He had
captured them in the act of crime, and both knew the reputed methods of The Shadow when he dedlt
with crooks such as themsalves.



"Y ou fear mel" The Shadow's tone was ascornful whisper. "Y ou have cause to fear The Shadow! |
came here to thwart you in the act of crime. | found the trace of one beside whom you are mere
novices"

"The Red Blot!" blurted Tweezers Darley.

"The Red Blot," announced The Shadow, in his awesome tone, "has been here beforeyou. That is
fortunate - for you. The Red Blot isthe one whom | seek.”

"I don't know nothin'," gasped Hurley Brewster, "Honest - we ain't workin' with The Red Blot! Ain't that
empty safe enough - with al the gravy gone? Before we got here?!

"Y ou planned this crime,” The Shadow, invisible, was spesking sternly, "in adive called Red Mike's. You
st the hour at eleven o'clock.”

Tweezersthrew a scared look at Hurley. Neither man would have believed that their conversation could
have been overheard. The ears of The Shadow! How had they listened in? Tweezers and Hurley
exchanged stupefied looks.

"Therefore," ruled The Shadow. "I have questions which you must answer. Where el se did either of you
discussthis planned crime? Who could have heard you?”

Blank looks were exchanged between the two ruffians. Both understood the purpose of The Shadow's
demand. The safe had obvioudy been opened earlier in the evening. It was the work of the unknown
crimina known as The Red Blot. Through indiscretion on the part of either Hurley Brewster or Tweezers
Darley, the master plotter could have learned this game.

It was Tweezers who spoke, staring sidelong at Hurley; then toward the light which The Shadow held.
Tweezersswords came like a confession, drawn forth by hisfear of the invisible enemy who had
questioned him.

"SOMEBODY must have got wiseswhen | caled Hurley," said Tweezersin asulky tone. "You
remember, Hurley" - Tweezerswas looking furtively toward his companion for corroboration - “the night
after we made the dedl? | wasto call you to make surethe lay wasadl right - and | may have said too
much.”

"Wheredid you cdl from?' came The Shadow's demand, in atone that carried no interrogation, atone
that gangstersfeared.

Hurley was glowering at Tweezers. The square-jawed ruffian recaled the incident. He wasincensed
because his companion was squeding to The Shadow.

"l - 1 - don't know." Tweezers had caught Hurley's ook, and was hedging. "Let's see- it waswhen | - "
"Answer the question!™

The command came in a shuddering tone that made Tweezers Darley cower. Hurley Brewster, defiantly
facing thelight, chewed hislips, and lost his nerve as he heard the sardonic sound of The Shadow's
words.

"At the Black Ship," blurted Tweezers.

"Name those whom you saw there," ordered The Shadow.



"l didn't know any of them," pleaded Tweezers, "none except old Louie, who runsthe joint. Therewasa
little, rat-faced guy hanging around, though. Louie couldn't have heard me on the phone, but the little guy
might have. Kind of a hunched-up fellow - looked like ahop head -"

Tweezers threw another glance toward Hurley. The square-jawed dock-walloper was staring toward
him no longer. Instead, Hurley's eyes were directed toward a point to the left of the glaring light.

As Tweezersfdtered in hisadmission to The Shadow, he saw a sudden look of determination appear
upon Hurley'stough face. Although Hurley made no move, Tweezers knew that something unexpected
had occurred - something which Hurley aone had noticed.

Trapped by The Shadow, forced to listen to his companion's blurted words, the hard-faced
dock-walloper was looking for abreak which would enable him and Tweezers to engineer an escape.

The Red Blot had beaten Hurley and Tweezersto their job; The Shadow had surprised and captured
them; now, ancther factor was about to enter into this curious series of events.

Tense, yet wisdly restrained, Hurley saw the break coming. Tweezers caught the situation, also. Had The
Shadow been unwary, his position would have been aserious one. But The Shadow worked in split
seconds.

His keen eyes were watching Tweezers Darley. They saw the look of sudden interest that appeared upon
the safe cracker's peaked face. Instantly, The Shadow noted Hurley Brewster's steady gaze - the
expression which had caught Tweezers's attention.

Like aflash, The Shadow swung to face the direction in which Hurley was staring. Historch cut a swath
asit spread its glare toward the front of the room.

The glow reveded agroup of uniformed policemen; the fraction of a second later, the powerful
illumination of abull's-eye lantern filled the entire room.

The Shadow'stal form was only momentarily revesled. Thelight in the gloved hand went out; the figure
in black seemed to fade asit made awhirling glide toward the side of the room.

Revolvers barked asthe invadersfired at the spot where they had seen the light. Futile bullets plastered
themsalves againg thewall. The police werefiring at blankness. The Shadow was gone - so rapidly that
no one had caught more than a fleeting glance of his sable-hued shape.

But amid the echoes of revolver shots came the rippling sound of avague laugh - atone of undefinable
mirth that seemed to hover at the spot where The Shadow, himsdlf, no longer stood.

CHAPTERIV. THE LAW DECIDES

To Hurley Brewster and Tweezers Darley, the intervention of the police was opportunity. Raiding
bluecoats had fired at the light. They had failed to clip The Shadow - had failed, even, to recognize the
elusive personage whom they had mistaken for an enemy.

The Shadow had been forced to meet the emergency; his swing toward the wall had carried him straight
through the door that led to the stairway. Wisely, The Shadow had posted himsdlf at that Strategic spot.

With the raid directed toward the door, Hurley and Tweezers dropped toward the floor in front of the
safe, drawing their revolvers as they sought this protection.

A policeman saw them and opened fire. Crouching and sidling hastily toward the door that led to the rear



of the building, the crooks returned the shots with gusto.

A policeman fell, wounded. Others dropped behind odd articles of furniture that were in this back room.
A filing cabinet was cover for one; another entrenched himsdlf behind alarge chair. Two officers jumped
behind the opened door through which The Shadow had gone.

The man with the lantern was crouched by the front door of the room. The police had entered through
the pawnshop itself. Thisfellow kept thelight in action; for the odds lay with the police. But Hurley
Brewster was atough customer with the gat.

"Clear apath through the back door,” he growled to Tweezers. "I'll take care of these bimboes.”

The dock-walloper opened fire as he spoke. He had drawn a second revolver, and his huge smoke
wagons sent whizzing bullets toward the barricaded raiders.

He had but one purpose; to keep the officers under cover. He succeeded. Then, with amalicious snarl.
Hurley aimed point-blank toward the wounded policeman on thefloor.

Tweezers was shouting from the door, crying that the way was clear. Hurley ignored the call for the
moment. He was et to ddliver death to ahelpless victim. The other policemen recognized their
comrade's desperate position. but they were too late as they sprang from their places of safety. Hurley's
finger was dready on thetrigger.

Then came a shot from the blackened doorway across the room - the exit through which The Shadow
had departed! Unerring am found its human target. As Hurley Brewster's lips mouthed a curse, the
dock-walloper's arm dropped, and his body sagged. Both revolvers dropped from numbed fingers.

The Shadow had winged aleaden messenger straight from the muzzle of his automatic into the crook's
black heart!

POLICEMEN wereraisng their guns. They werefiring now - adding bullets to Hurley's toppled body.
Each thought that one of his companions had fired the first good shot. Only one man knew what actualy
had happened.

Tweezers Darley, just beyond the rear door of the room, had seen the blaze of The Shadow's automatic.
He knew who had dropped Hurley Brewster; and with eager frenzy, he made aquick effort to gain
revenge. Behind the doorway, he thrust out his revolver and aimed straight toward that blackened area
where he knew The Shadow must be.

The automatic roared again. Thistime itstarget was not abody; it was ahand - the fist of Tweezers
Darley. A cry followed The Shadow's second shot. Tweezerss gun fell. Grasping his mutilated fingers,
the safe cracker staggered away, rendered powerless by The Shadow's skillful stroke.

Bluecoats were surging through the room. Some were hel ping their wounded comrade. Otherswere on
thetrail of Tweezers, firing after the fleeing safe cracker. More were piling through the doorway from
which The Shadow had fired those telling shots, seeking vainly for one who had vanished in that
direction.

A tal, powerful man in plain clothes strode into the room. He came from the front doorway; and he
pressed awall switch which brought lights and made the bulls-eye lantern unnecessary. He was joined by
another plain-clothes man - the one who had handled the lantern.

At the same time, astoop-shouldered old fellow came into the room through the door from the stairway.
With fatering step, Timothy Baruch hastened to the open safe, and emitted a cry of anguish when he saw



that it was empty. He turned to face the big man who appeared to be the leader of theraiding crew.
"Baruch?" questioned the big fellow.
The old man nodded.

"I'm Detective Hembroke," returned the other, "from headquarters. Got atip-off there was something
going on here tonight. Camein through your front door. Don't you ever lock it?!

"Thefront door?' queried Baruch, in adazed tone. "Sure, it waslocked - on theinsde -"

"Not tonight,” returned Hembroke shortly. "Unless these birds camein that way, or opened it after they
werein here”

Timothy Baruch held hishead in his hands. He stared at the dead form of Hurley Brewdter.
"Y ou got that fellow?" he queried. "Arethere any more?'

"Two," said Hembroke. "One went out the back way; the other headed upstairs. Well get them. My men
are after them.”

The deuth's assurance was gratifying to Baruch. The old man had heard of Merton Hembroke, the New
Y ork detective whose swift and effective action had won high commendation. It was noised about that
this new crimetrailer was gaining precedence over Detective Joe Cardona, hitherto regarded asthe ace
of Manhattan deuths.

Policemen were coming in to report to their leader. One brought the informeation that the man who had
run from the back door had been plugged; that he could not be far away. Officers were scouring the
neighborhood for traces of him.

The others, however, had abarren report. They had been upstairs and down cellar; yet had found no
trace of the man who had dived through the side door of the room.

WITH men close beside him, Hembroke strode to the rifled safe. He noted the sheet of paper lying upon
thefloor. He picked it up and held it to the light. A stern expression appeared upon the detective's face.

"The Red Blot!" exclamed Hembroke. " So that guy'sin again, en? Well" - Hembroke laughed gruffly -
"we did better than Cardona's ever done. We nabbed one of The Red Blot's workers. | know that

mug!"

Still holding the paper, Hembroke was staring at Hurley Brewster's body. The detective pondered a
moment, then laughed again as he gave the dock-walloper'sidentity.

"Hurley Brewster," stated Hembroke. "But who were the birds with him?”

Asif in answer to the deuth's question, two policemen appeared at the rear door, carrying theinert form
of Tweezers Darley. They deposited their burden on the floor. Tweezers, like Hurley, was dead.

"So that's the guy,” snorted Hembroke. "Tweezers Darley. I've got the lay now.

"Good work, men - I'm glad you plugged him. Tweezers Darley, the only safe cracker in New Y ork who
could have opened this box. Working for The Red Blot - he and Hurley Brewster.”

Turning, the detective put a savage question to the officers who had searched the house.



"What about the other man?' he demanded. "He's the one that must have grabbed the swag! Whereis
I,EI?I

"He couldn't have got out of the house," returned a policeman. "But heisn't in here, either.”
"That's no answer!" growled Hembroke. "He's either here, or heisn't here. Whichisit?'
"He'snot in the house," inssted another searcher.

"All right," declared Hembroke gloomily, "then he must have made a get-away. That's tough, men. Sorry,
Baruch." The detective turned toward the old man, who was seated pitifully in alarge chair. "Wedid the

best we could. Thetip-off didn't arrivein timefor usto prevent the robbery. Nevertheless, we've landed

two of the crooks and maybe well get the third.”

The old man made no response. Hembroke noted the tired look upon his drawn face. Half clad, in
trousers and shirt, Timothy Baruch had evidently arisen hadtily after hearing the commotion.

"Help him up to hisroom," ordered the detective. "He'sdl in."

Two policemen responded. They conducted the old man up the stairs. When they returned, afew
minutes |ater, they completed the entire raiding squad, for al others had assembled for new orders.

Hembroke was studying the bodies of Hurley Brewster and Tweezers Darley. He made no comment.
The otherswaited for hisdecision.

During thisinterim, they heard the front door open and close heavily. Before anyone could make amove,
a stoop-shouldered man came wild-eyed into the room. Hewas clad in hat and overcoat. Hembroke
uttered a surprised gaculation as he recognized the face of Timothy Baruch.

"What has happened here?' the old pawnbroker gasped. "I go away thisevening. | think that al iswell -

Baruch spread his hands and uttered a shriek as he saw therifled safe. Perplexed |ooks passed among
the policemen. Baruch had gone upstairs - now he wasin from the outside!

It was Hembroke who supplied the solution. The detective gave it in the form of ashouted order.

"Get upstairs!" he cried. " Grab the old man that's up there! He's the one we want - afake, playing the
part of Baruch!”

TWO policemen galloped to the steps. Hembroke, after a moment's hesitation, followed at their hedls.

The officers reached the room where they had left Timothy Baruch. Their flashlights played upon an
empty bed; then toward the open window.

That wasthe new god. The flashlights flickered from the window to the aleyway benegth. They showed
blankness.

In the space of afew minutes, the pretended Timothy Baruch had made a prompt departure. Some
amazing master of disguise had not only evaded capture, but had actualy been present to hear Morton
Hembroke's comments; for this eusive being had played the part of Timothy Baruch prior to the redl
pawnbroker'sarriva.

Nothing in the aleyway; yet to the ears of one policeman came afaint echo that seemed likeaweird
whisper in the night breeze. It was the strange tone of amocking laugh - the triumphant cry of The



Shadow.

The policeman did not recognize the strain, for it came from a considerable distance. Morton Hembroke,
by the bed in the room, did not hear the eerie cry. The detective and his men knew only that they had
been cleverly tricked by astranger who had vanished into the night.

The Shadow!

No longer playing the part of Timothy Baruch, he had again become the creature of darkness. Garbed in
thefolds of hisblack cloak, he was wending his slent, unseen way from thislocality.

A whispered laugh lingered in a deserted street. The Shadow had played a part tonight. Too late to
forestal The Red Blot, who had acted at an early hour, The Shadow had found other men of crime and
had stopped them from deeds of murder.

From sullen lips, he had gained an inkling of the scheme behind tonight's odd episode. A bunched-up little
fellow, one with the features of adope addict - Tweezers Darley - before he died, had spoken of such a
man. Thiswas the person whom The Shadow now would seek; for that individua was, in dl probability,
a sy for the master mind who used the sgnature of a crimson spot.

Many denizens of the underworld might answer to the description given by Tweezers. The Shadow
would eiminate them one by one, until he found the one he wanted. The Red Blot's purpose? The
Shadow had divined it.

Some secret spy had informed The Red Blot of the work which Hurley and Tweezers had planned. The
Red Blot had ordered his minionsto grab the swag. The police tip-off had been given later, so that
Hurley and Tweezers would be grabbed at the empty safe, where the sign of The Red Blot aready lay.

The Shadow'slaugh sounded vaguely in the darkness. When The Red Blot struck again, The Shadow
would be there to meet his minions. The Shadow had trapped Hurley Brewster and Tweezers Darley
before the police net had falen.

He, The Shadow, held the clew he needed. It would not take him long to pick out the secret spy whom
The Red Blot had planted in the underworld!

The Shadow knew.
CHAPTER V.PLOTTED CRIME

EARLY the next evening, aman emerged from a subway kiosk on the East Side, and strolled dong until
he reached a cross street. He turned into that thoroughfare and continued his progress through a
neighborhood that became more and more disreputable.

Underneath the massive structure of an elevated line, into an ill-kempt street that was scarcely more than
an aley, down anarrow space between two crumpling buildings, and into adirty doorway, he went.
These maneuvers brought the man to aflight of tumble-down stairs. At the head of the steps he knocked
twice upon adoor that needed painting.

The portal opened. The visitor entered aroom that was lighted by asingle gasjet. Another man drew
back and grinned as he recognized the arrival. The visitor sat down upon a battered chair; his host took a
seat upon aflimsy cot that had an inverted bucket propped under one corner in lieu of aleg.

There was amarked contrast between the two men who were holding this meeting in the squalid room.
The visitor reveded a square, determined face that possessed a decided ugliness. Puffy lips, mean eyes,



and coarse, rough-shaven cheeks, betrayed the identity of a man well known in the underworld - " Socks'
Mallory, murderer long wanted by the police.

The owner of the room was alittle man, in comparison with powerful Socks Mallory. Seated on the cot,
he made abunched-up figure, his pitiful frame rendered more pathetic by the weakness of hisface.

Pesty, rétlike in expresson, with dl the characteristics of adrug addict, this skulking creature was one
who furtively roamed the underworld, too unimportant to gain more than contempt from the average
mobsman. In the bad lands, he was known as " Spider” Carew.

There was a sgnificance about this meeting. Both men were wanted. The police had long been searching
for Socks Mallory, one-time racketeer, who was now known to be a murderer. But Socks Mallory had
not been found in Manhattan.

Spider Carew, in turn, was wanted; but not by the police. He was wanted by The Shadow. For, within
twenty-four hours of eiminating effort, the master of darkness had come to the firm conclusion that The
Red Blot's spy could be only Spider Carew himsdlf, and none other.

BOTH Socks and Spider seemed quite a ease in the obscure hide-out where they were now located. In
fact, Socks Mallory was gloating in expression, and Spider seemed to reflect the big man's satisfied air.

"How about last night?" questioned Socks, in agruff voice. "It worked out O.K., didn't it, Spider?"
"Surething," grunted the pasty-faced individud. "1 gave you thelay, didn't 17"

"Y eah. But that wasn't dl of it. When Hembroke and the bulls made the raid; they fixed everything jake,
though they didn't know it."

"What was the idea, Socks? You didn't tell me-"
"About the raid? Why should 1?1'm working for The Red Blot - not for Spider Carew.”
"I know that, Socks - ain't | workin' for The Red Blot, too? But what | meanis - thisis different -"

"| get you, Spider," nodded Socks, leaning back in hischair. "It don't pay to be curious, but snceyou're
that way, I'll let youin ontheidea"

"Y ou know the set-up. Y ou know that I'm working for The Red Blot. Y ou know that I've got a gang of
red guysthat beat any crowd of gorillas. Every man in my ouitfit" - Socks swelled proudly - "iswanted
by the bulls. Wanted bad, too. Like mysdlf. They think we've dl scrammed. But you know where we are
- right herein New Y ork - but in aplace they'll never find us.”

Spider Carew nodded.

"All right," continued Socks. "When we pull ajob, it's soft. We pick alay - bust in - clean up and make a
Qetaway.”

"How?' queried Spider Carew eagerly. "Where? That's somethin' | ain't been able to figure out!"
"Youll learn tonight, Spider," interposed Socks. "Just keep quiet while I'm talking.

"As| was saying, we pull the jobs perfect, and we know how to duck out after were through. Every time
wework, we leave the sign of The Red Blot.”

“Why?



"Because this stuff we've been doing is nothing compared with the big jobs ahead. Nothing! Savvy that?
We want to make The Red Blot so important that well have people scared right. Weve doneit, too!™

Socks ddlivered a smile which showed an ugly toothed mouth in a grotesgue contortion.
"But last night," suggested Spider, "you worked different. Y ou ain't told mewhy."

"I'm getting there!” growled Socks. "Listen, and I'll tell you! First of al, old Baruch's hock shop wasn'tin
the location we wanted. When you tipped us off that you heard Tweezers Darley talking to Hurley
Brewster over the phone, we were dl set to do something about it. But we figured a smooth, quiet job
was the best. So we pulled it - long before Tweezers and Hurley were due to show up.

"Who do you think worked the main spring? Who do you think we've got in our outfit who would crack
that safein Baruch'sjoint?"

"Moocher Gleetz," returned Spider.
"Good guess,” rejoined Socks, with abroad grin. "Well, where is Moocher supposed to be right now?"
"Out in the sticks somewhere."

"Sure. Wdll, if the safe had been found cracked, with The Red Blot to blame, the cops would have
figured one of two guys - Moocher Gleetz or Tweezers Darley. We wanted them to figure Tweezers -
and nobody dse.

"So, after we pulled thejob - when we knew that Tweezers would still be working on the safe, with
Hurley dongside of him - we phoned a nest tip-off to Merton Hembroke. Told him what was up.

"He traveled there with a squad - down to Baruch's. He found the front door open, like wed left it for
him. Y ou know the rest. The bulls got Tweezer and Hurley. The Red Blot got the swag!”

SPIDER CAREW nodded; but his wan face expressed anxiety. Socks Mallory noted it and grunted.
"Getting cold feet, Spider?' he queried. "Turning yelow?"

"Don't say that, Socks!" protested the stoop-shouldered gangster. "I ain't yellow. But | got aright to be
worried, an't 1?7

"Wdl - what'sthe worry?'

"Theselays |'ve been givin' you. Look &t last night. Say - there's plenty of gorillaswho'd croak meif they
knew | wasin on the frame-up that wound up by Tweezers and Hurley takin' the bump!”

"Nobody's going to know. Those mugs are dead. They can't talk."
"They can't,”" greed Spider, "but there's other guysthat may. If | keep spyin' for you -"

"That'sdl over," assured Socks. "We're ready for the big works now. I'm using you tonight, Spider, and
when the job isfinished, you travel dong with us. Say - we've been coming out of cover and getting back
again, haven't we? Well, after tonight, were going to stay under cover al the time, and do the jobs, too.
What do you think of that?"

"It can't be done!"

"It can't, eh? Well, you'll seeit done - and you'l be helping us. Y ou'll know plenty, Spider. Y ou'll know



everything!"
Socks Mallory sat back and laughed. He seemed to enjoy his companion's bewilderment.

"The Red Blot issome smart guy,” commented Spider, in awondering tone. " Some mighty smart guy.
That'sdl I'vegot to say.”

"Here'sthelay for tonight,” declared Socks, in abusinesdike tone. "Y ou know where the old East Side
Bank is. Well, therésasort of aley runsaongsde of it. Straight across from the aley isan old building
that's not worth anickel. Y ou can get in there and watch from one of the windows - but be close to the
door while you watch.

"We're coming up the dley from the opposite direction. We're going to smash into the bank. You'll seeus
doit. Then well come out again - the same way we went in - and that's where you join up. Cut across
the street and run with us. Stick with the mob - you'll be O.K."

"Say" - Spider'stone was gpprehengive - "you ain't chancin' that, are you, Socks? Therell be an alarm
when you bugt in - ther€lll be dl kinds of cops down there -"

"Sure," interposed Socks. "WEll be making the get-away when they show up. They'll beall around us-
likeanet - and that's where wéelll fool them like we did before.”

"But there won't be enough dough to make it worth while!™

"Listen, Spider,” interrupted Socks gruffly; "1 know what I'm doing. First of dl, the East Sde Bank isan
old crib. Easy to bugt into, though we can't dodge the darms. All right. Weve got the system for the
get-away.

"Maybe somebody would have tried it before - except that the East Side Bank isadump that don't do
big business. But right now, theresalot of dough piled in that joint - cash that nobody knows about
except The Red Blot. It'sa set-up. Savvy?'

SPIDER nodded to show that he had aglimmer of understanding. Asthe secret spy of The Red Blot, he
knew that the master crook must be aman of great resourcefulness.

"So you bethere," repeated Socks, "just like | told you. Scram when we scram. Then you're one of us.
Maybe" - amdicious amile came upon Malory's sullen lips - "maybe I'll take you aong with me
tomorrow night when | pull the under-cover job. It'sgoing to be sweet.”

Rising from hischair, Socks leaned close to Spider's ear and whispered harshly.
"Tomorrow night," he said, "I'm going to bump off Tony L oretti!"

"The big guy that runsal the night clubs?' gasped Spider. "Say, Socks, he'sabig shot! If you go after
him, ther€lll beamess!”

"Don't | know it?" queried Socks. "Wasn't Loretti's racket my idea? Didn't | run the Club Janeiro until he
muscled in and chased me out?'

"That was my joint, and I'm going to get it back! The Red Blot wants meto do it - theres areason why.
So Tony Loretti gets histomorrow night.”

With thisthrust, Socks laughed hoarsely and arose from his chair. He nudged Spider Carew with a short,
friendly punch; then turned toward the door.



"I'm going back," informed Socks. "I'll be getting the mob ready. Well be at the East Side Bank inside of
two hours. Y ou know whereto be. That'sdl."

The door closed upon Socks Mallory's departing form. Spider Carew remained seated upon the cot.
The pasty-faced ruffian's countenance went through a series of curious contortions. Through Spider's
mind was passing al that Socks had said.

For weeks, Spider had been Socks Mallory'slistening post. All that happened in the bad lands;
comments which concerned the activities of The Red Blot; other forms of useful news - these had been
given to Socks by Spider whenever Socks paid his scheduled visitsto Spider's hide-out.

Secure because of his unimportance, Spider had prowled through the underworld, peering into every
hangout, overhearing what was going on. His duties had been amplified; he had been deputed to watch
for opportunitiesthat The Red Blot could use.

Thus, Spider Carew had been responsible for The Red Blot gaining the spoils from Timothy Baruch's
pawnshop safe. But now, Spider redlized that he was no more than atrifling member in The Red Blot's
aray of crimind talent.

A tip-off to Merton Hembroke! That had been nervy. A raid upon the East Side Bank! That would add
to the prestige as well as the gain which The Red Blot had acquired.

Who was The Red Blot? Spider Carew did not know. He redlized only that anyone who could govern
such powerful mobsters as Socks Malory and Moocher Gleetz must, indeed, be a supercrook.

Immunity! That was The Red Blot's gift. Capable men of crime, handicapped by the fact that they were
wanted, had managed, somehow, to dwell in Manhattan, and to operate in security aslong asthey
followed The Red Blot's bidding.

Spider could fed the lure. Hewasfearful, now that he had betrayed Hurley Brewster and Tweezers
Darley. The desths of those two men weighed heavily on Spider's mind.

Not that Spider Carew had a conscience. He merely knew the law of gangdom and redlized that he had
disobeyed it. He, too, wanted immunity. Socks Malory had promised it, beginning with tonight.

SOME time after Socks had gone, Spider Carew stirred. He arose from the cot, donned a shabby coat
and cap, then extinguished the gadight. With skulking progress, the hunched mobster descended the
rickety stairway. He reached the aley and shuffled a ong toward the street where the elevated ran.

Tonight, Spider thought, would be hislast in this sector of the underworld. So believing, the shifty
gangster headed toward the Black Ship, to look in on whatever might be doing.

Furtively, with eyes frequently looking back over his shoulder, Spider pursued histimorousroute. His
shadow made apeculiar, huddled blot, as it passed benegth the glare of a street lamp.

Spider Carew still looked back over his shoulder after he had |ft the illuminated area. If anyone wason
histrail - Spider always suspected such - the follower would be apparent now.

No human form gppeared within the range of light. Spider grinned sheepishly.

Strangdly, with dl his caution, Spider was deceived. He had seen no sign of life beneath the street lamp,
yet the indication was there. While Spider stared, along streak of darkness glided across that zone of
illumination. It was the dongated silhouette of aliving person, yet Spider, looking for asolid body, did
not seeit.



Spider Carew went dong hisway. He did not look backward again. His hunched form threw its huddled
blotch at every light; shortly afterward, that same long silhouette put in itsinevitable appearance.

That patch of moving darkness had a sinister meaning. Silent and unseen, it wasthe sureindication of the
presence which every skulking rat like Spider Carew feared above dl others. The Red Blot's spy would
have been filled with trepidation had he known who was following him.

The Shadow, master of darkness, had picked up thetrail of Spider Carew!

Where Spider went tonight, there would The Shadow be! Plotted crime was dueto strike again. This
time it was not from Spider's suggestion, but the secret spy would be there to watch it.

Trouble loomed for The Red Blot's minions. Unwittingly, Spider was acting as aguide to the scene of
crimel

CHAPTER VI. THE BANK ROBBERY

WHEN Spider Carew |eft the dive known as the Black Ship, he headed off into atwisting course that
eventualy brought him in the neighborhood of the East Side Bank. Following the sidewalk just below an
elevated structure, Spider made afina turn, and sneaked along aside street until he came to the building
opposite the bank.

Thiswas an old house which had been empty for many months. Spider found a space at the side and
wiggled through awindow. A few minutes later, he was peering through agrimy pane at the front of the
house.

Back at the spot where Spider had |eft the sdewalk, a gloomy patch of blackness showed strangely on
the paving. There seemed to be no reason for that splotch of darkness. Motionless, it indicated nothing.
Nevertheless, it was the mark of aliving presence.

The Shadow, invisiblein the semi-darkness, was studying the path which Spider Carew had taken.
Keen, burning eyes were looking toward the window which the shuffling gangster had entered.

The Shadow knew that there could be no cause for crime within that dilapidated building. He reedily
divined that Spider's only purpose could be that of ahidden watcher.

Thefront of the East Side Bank showed upon the other side of the street. The building was a brick
sructure that had the appearance of ajail. An antiquated ingtitution, the East Side Bank till continued to
do business with large wholesde concerns, which found its location a convenience. At the sametime, the
directors had not seen fit to modernize the building. Of al the banksin Manhattan, this one was least
equipped to withstand aforay of accomplished burglars.

Spider Carew's presence in the building across from the bank was a good indication that the bank itself
was intended as atarget for crime. The Shadow, moving slently along the street, below the leve of
Spider's vision, spotted the space between the bank and the adjoining building.

Picking a strategic point, the being of darkness crossed the street so artfully that his passage was
indicated only by aflitting splotch upon the asphat. Gaining a place some distance below the bank
building, The Shadow worked hisway backward toward the entrance of the aleyway.

SPIDER CAREW did not see The Shadow. Peering from hiswindow, the squeamish little gangster was
too engrossed with what he was viewing at the sde of the bank.

Dim light glimmered through from the street ablock away; and againgt that glow, Spider saw the outlines



of human forms.
Socks Mdlory and hismen! They were here now.

As Spider watched, he saw the raiders turn toward the side of the bank. The surprise attack had begun.
No timewasbeing lost. A little door, set in an areaway that opened from the passage, was the spot
which had been picked by the attackers.

Spider Carew thought that he, aone, was viewing these operations. He was wrong. The Shadow had
reached the entrance of the passage. His keen eyes were viewing the activity. Y et The Shadow, aslent,
unseen shape, remained motionless; then glided dowly away in the direction from which he had come,
moving rapidly from the beleaguered bank.

Keenly, he had sensed that an attack upon the mob would drive the criminas back along their chosen
avenue. In flight, the gangsterswould head for that distant street. That was where The Shadow would
foresd| them.

Spider Carew could hear the muffled sounds of abreaking door. Stedl jimmies had done quick work.
The henchmen of The Red Blot were breaking through. The dull ringing of abell cameto Spider'sears.
The aarm was sounding.

Spider knew the efficiency of bank aarms; and the quickness with which police could respond. Socks
Madlory and his marauders had entered. They would be returning shortly. It was nearly timeto join them.

The little mobster unlocked the sash of the old window and raised it, ready to drop out into the Street.
Then, asthe report of an automatic reechoed through the space opposite, Spider dropped back to a spot
of shelter, and peered over thesill in front of him.

A flash of flame from down the dleyway. Another reechoing shot! Someone had entered from the farther
block, to open fire upon the men who were guarding the broken door! Spider could hear awild cry rising
- passed dong by those on watch!

Revolver shots burst forth. Spider Carew watched an amazing conflict. A squad of mobsmen were
tumbling into the space besi de the bank, opening fire upon this unexpected enemy who had entered the
path which they had |eft open for retredt.

THOSE within the bank had heard the surprise. Their work unfinished, they were coming to aid, thinking
that the police had dready arrived.

Well had The Shadow planned! He had waited until the crooks had broken through, and had started the
aams. Now, by swift attack, he was harassing them while the law was on the way!

Spider Carew saw one mobsman collapse; then another. The rest were clinging close to the edges of the
passage, seeking refuge in the space that led into the rear of the bank, firing vainly a an invisible fighter
whose very presence seemed eusive.

Blasts from the automatics came at unexpected intervals. When mobstersfired at aspot, The Shadow
was no longer there. The strange battle continued; then came the clang of a palice car, swinging from the
distance.

The mobsters under Socks Mallory could not have heard that noise, but their leader must have sensed
that police intervention was imminent. Spider Carew saw half adozen revolver bursts at once; then
another outpour; then a pause.



The answer?

Powerful blasts from the automatics wielded by the hidden fighter at the other end of the passage. The
mobsters began a sudden retreat toward the street from which Spider watched. They fired blindly; then
broke into arun. One of their number tumbled forward, to be dragged aong by two of his companions.

The police car was coming down the street. Spider could seeits lights. He saw the mobsters scatter.
Socks Mdlory was among them, asthey ran down the street, firing back at the police car asthey fled.

The automobile jammed to astop directly in front of the bank building. A mobster jumped up from
nowhere; leaping upon the hood of the car, he aimed straight through the windshield. Spider saw aflash
of flame from the very entrance of the space between the buildings. Simultaneoudy with the roar of The
Shadow's automatic, the gangster on the hood took along, sprawling dive to the Street.

Four officerswere out of the car. Two were running for the side of the bank. They passed the very spot
where Spider had seen the automatic flash. The other pair of officers were chasing Socks Malory and his
flesing men.

Then, by amere chance, Spider saw the sght that chilled hisblood. In the midst of the momentary quiet
that reigned about the abandoned police car, atal, mysteriousfigure cameinto the fringe of the light
which the head lamps cast.

Spider saw that shape and recognized itsidentity. The Shadow, garbed in black cloak and
broad-brimmed douch hat. He was the being who had ddlivered that counterstroke to rout Socks
Mallory and his crowd of mobsmen!

The Shadow! Spider Carew crouched in fright as histrembling lips formed the name of the dread
avenger. Sickening terror gripped the cowering crook who had served as The Red Blot's spy. Spider
realized that his own plan was blocked. He could not join Socks Mallory now!

The dread figure of The Shadow disappeared with amazing swiftness. Spider knew where it had gone.
The Shadow was doubling back through that passage to the other street, to again deter the mobsmenin
their flight!

SPIDER could see four motionless forms; these men had falen from The Shadow's fire. Others had been
wounded, but were keeping on with Socks Mallory. Spider could offer no aid. His own skin was hisonly
thought.

Stumbling through darkness, Spider reached aback window of the old house, He tumbled through and
landed heavily on cement. He did not mind the bruising fall. He saw an opening between two houses at
the rear, and scurried through. He had only one design - to reach his hide-out before The Shadow could
take up histralil.

Meanwhile, The Shadow was dill in action. The black-clad fighter had doubled back through the
passage. Reaching the street behind the bank, his keen vision caught the sight of fleeing gangsters at the
next corner. The automatic roared in timeto clip one of the running men.

Revolver shots sounded in the street. The Shadow dropped back out of sight. New police werein the
game. Had they not arrived, The Shadow could have carried on; now, with the officerstaking up the
chase, his presence was not needed.

The noise of pursuit died in the distance. Revolver shots echoed from near-by blocks. Socks Mallory
and hismen werein ajam. Their crime had been frustrated; their escape had been delayed.



Policemen, entering the space by the front of the bank building, stopped as they heard astrange cry
which reverberated through the narrow passage. The tones of atriumphant, mocking laugh - aweird
burst of mirth that seemed to come from another spherel

The laugh of The Shadow!

The policemen did not recognizeiit, but the cry filled them with alarm. Hesitating, they turned sirong
flashlight beams down the open space. The glare revealed nothing. The only token of aliving presence
was the persistent throb of sobbing echoesthat had not yet died away.

The Shadow was gone. He had met the hordes of The Red Blot, and had routed them in their grim game.
They had fled, likerats, for cover, behind their desperate leader, Socks Malory.

Thwarted crime! That had been The Shadow's accomplishment tonight. A police cordon was closing
about the areawhich surrounded the East Side Bank. It might suffice to trap Socks Mdlory and his men;
it would never snare The Shadow.

Like aphantom of darkness, theinvisible warrior had departed.
CHAPTER VII. OVER THE WIRE

RALPH WESTON, police commissioner, was seated in asmall office which waslocated in hisluxurious
apartment. Here, twenty-four hours after the battle near the East Side Bank, he was studying the reports
of thwarted crime.

Weston was a dynamic sort of man. He had been a success as police commissioner because of his
persstent effortsto get at the roots of crime. To him, the menace of The Red Blot had been quite asredl
and as horrifying as the newspapers had chosen to makeit.

Weston was grim this evening. On two successive nights, the police had encountered unusua crime.
Weston was gpprehens ve about tonight. He knew that the law had gained success; yet victory had been
barren.

Two nights ago, Detective Merton Hembroke had made an effective raid. With a squad of police, he had
entered the pawnshop of Timothy Baruch. Two criminas - Hurley Brewster and Tweezers Darley - had
been surprised at an opened safe. Both had been dain.

That was good; the unfortunate part was that Baruch's safe had been rifled, and the crimson splotch upon
asheet of white paper had signified the evil hand of the unknown master mind called The Red Blot.

Last night, a squad of mobsters had attacked the East Side Bank. Police, responding to the darm, had
driven them off. Five gangsters had fdlen; others, wounded, had kept on. Two dead men; three who had
died from their wounds - of the latter not one had spoken. Sullenly, they had kept sedled lips regarding
The Red Blot.

No crimson splotch had appeared last night; yet Weston was sure that The Red Blot was in back of it.
All five of the dead mobsters had been men of crime whom the police had believed were out of New
Yolk.

Commissioner Weston picked up an afternoon newspaper. His own picture appeared upon the front
page, together with his statement that The Red Blot must be found. Weston, in fact, had issued words
which savored of immunity to anyone who would put the police on the direct trail to the master crook.

WESTON began to pace hislittle office. He had talked with Inspector Timothy Klein not long before,



the subject being the proper handling of these new crimes.

Detective Joe Cardona, dubbed the ace of the New Y ork force, was il investigating the first casesin
which The Red Blot had appeared. In the meantime, another deuth had sprung into active prominence.
Merton Hembroke, whose surpriseraid at Baruch's had marked the first success against The Red Bl o,
was working on the affair at the East Side Bank.

Commissioner Weston had amarked respect for Joe Cardonas ability. At the sametime, he was
disappointed at the ace's lack of results. On certain occasions, in the past, Weston had been harsh with
Cardona. Every time, Joe had come through in the end.

Tonight, Weston had the same problem, but there was chance for anew solution. Instead of relying upon
Cardona, he could depend on Hembroke. No doubt about it: Hembroke was a comer. Klein had just
reported that Hembroke was at headquarters, sticking there, hoping for some break that would lead him
closer to The Red Blot.

Theringing of the telephone interrupted Ralph Weston's soliloquy. The police commissioner picked up
the instrument and grumbled ashort "Hello." A pause; then came aresponse in awhining tone that
Weston did not recognize.

"Helo!" demanded the commissioner. "Whoisit?'
"Areyou Commissioner Weston?' camethe query.
"The commissioner spesking,” said Weston.

"Say" - the voice was nervous - "isthat straight dope you was givin' tonight in the paper? If therésaguy
that's got somethin' on The Red Blot - you'l treat him squareif he squawks?'

"Do you know something?' challenged Weston.

"Yeah," said thevoice. "But | ain't goin' to talk unless| can seeyou. | don't trust the bulls. | ain't -*
"Isthisahoax?' demanded Weston.

"l antkiddin', commissioner," perdsted thevoice, in anew, plaintivetone.

"Say - I'll give you some dope over the phone - right now - if you'll give me a chance to come up to your
place. Y ou can have the bullsthere. I'll tell you who | am before | come, if only you'll promiseto give me
the chance."

COMMISSIONER WESTON was asage individua. He sensed that he had ared informant on the
other end of the wire. To darm the man might end the call; to give him too much assurance might mean a
change of mind on the fellow's part. Tactful and practical, Weston decided to learn what he could while
the opportunity was here.

"If thisisno hoax," he said, inacam voice, "I am quite ready to talk with you. It does not matter if you
have participated in crime which involves this man they cal The Red Blot -"

"l @n't done nothin', commissioner,” the voiceintervened. "L et me give you the low down. Areyou
ligenin'?'

"YS,"

"I've been tippin' off aguy, understand? Takin' with afellow who worksfor The Red Blot. He wanted



meto go along with him - get the idea? | was scared.”

"The Red Blot'sgoin' to pull somethin’ big, commissioner. Y ou can't sop him, but theresaguy that's
goin' to make trouble for him. The Shadow - that's who, commissioner! The Shadow isout to get The
Red Blot! I've seen him - The Shadow!"

Commissioner Weston repressed a snort of disdain. He had heard of The Shadow - a strange phantom
garbed in black who warred with crime. One of Joe Cardonas pet beliefs - The Shadow.

Thisawed voice, spegking from somewhere in the underworld, was adding new testimony to prove the
existence of The Shadow, athought which Weston had constantly tried to belittle.

"If The Shadow gets The Red Blot" - the voice seemed more scared than before - "helll go after the
wholeworks. Hell get me, maybe, because | know about The Red Blot. That'swhy I'm tippin' you off."

"Tipping me off?' queried Weston tedtily. "Y ou haven't told me anything yet."

"You've got to believe me," complained the voice. "Listen, commissioner - put this down and you'll know
I'm right. There'saguy named Socks Mallory. He's supposed to be out of New Y ork. He's here - he
wasin onlagt night's job. He's out to get abig shot named Tony Loretti -"

"Yes Yed" Weston spoke eagerly asthe voice broke off.

"l can't tell you no more," pleaded the informant. "I've got to see you. If Socks Mdlory knew that | was
squedin’, hed get me, sure.”

"Listen, commissioner. I'll come up thereif youll let me. I'll tell you how I'll come - and you can cover me
al dong theway. Send dong somedicks- they'll know me, an' they can stick closeto me.”

"Go ahead," ordered Weston. "I'll agreeto seeyou.”
"An hour from now," said thevoice, in arelieved tone. "Say - youreon the level -"
"Absolutely.”

"O.K., then. I'll get on the Lexington Avenue sub at Fourteenth Street, an hour from now. Tdll the dicks
to cover me. Spider Carew - that's me. They'll know Spider Carew. I'm alittle guy, wearin' acap, an'
sweater under acoat. I'll get onaloca to Thirty-third Street. Off there an’ over to your place. Let the
dickstrail me- but if they grab me, | won't talk. I've got to see you, commissioner.”

"That's exactly right, Carew," said Weston, in a soothing tone. "Come right long. Y ou will not be
molested. That ismy promise.”

"I'm goin’ back to my hide-out,"" informed Spider. "Then I'll do aquick sneak over to the sub. I'll play
draight, commissioner!”

Thereceiver clicked. The call was ended.
COMMISSIONER WESTON lost no time. He caled Inspector Klein.

"One hour from now," Weston told the ingpector, "aman named Spider Carew will enter the Lexington
Avenue subway at Fourteenth Street. Heis coming here. | want him trailed, but heis not to be arrested.”

Klein'sreply of acquiescence came over thewire.



"Heisasmdl man, Klein," explained Weston. "He wears acap, and a swester undernesth his coat. He
will take aloca train to Thirty-third Street; from there he will walk here.”

Weston hung up the receiver after Klein had promised to make the arrangements promptly. A few
minutes |ater, the bell rang, and the commissioner again heard the inspector's voice.

"| told Detective Sergeant Markham to cover Spider Carew,” explained Klein. "He wasto leave with
three men. In the meantime, Hembroke came into my office.”

"Good!" exclamed Weston. ™Y ou put him on the job dso?

"Yes" returned Klein, "He gave me avaluable suggestion. The detectives will leave here separately; each
will arrive at Fourteenth Street within thirty minutes. They will post themselves so that they can watch
each other. When one spots Spider Carew, al will follow the lead."

"Excdlent," decided Weston. "That is better than sending them as asquad.”
"Anything ese, commissoner?"
llYall

Weston recdlled his conversation with Spider. Normaly, the commissioner would have mentioned the
names of Socks Mallory and Tony Loretti; but another name crowded those from hismind.

"Thisman Carew" - Weston's tone became abit ironical - "said that he feared The Shadow. | am telling
you that, ingpector, but thereisno need to mention it to our men. Y ou know my opinion regarding The
Shadow. He may beamyth for al | know. That isal, ingpector.”

The cdl ended, Commissioner Weston sat at his desk. He now recalled the names of Mallory and
Loretti, and jotted them on a pad. These could wait. Spider Carew had committed himsalf, and would
surely come here now. Direct questioning would bring more detailed information about The Red Bl ot.

AsWeston pondered, he found himself thinking of The Shadow. Despite hisdisbelief in the activities of
that mysterious being who fought with crime, the commissioner could not forget the awed tone of
Spider'svoice.

The Shadow! Weston was doubting his own opinions. Spider Carew had said that he had seen The
Shadow. That would be one subject upon which Weston would examine the informant, when Spider
Carew arrived for his gppointment!

CHAPTER VIII. ON THE SUBWAY

APPROXIMATELY one hour after he had telephoned to Police Commissioner Weston, Spider Carew
arrived at the Fourteenth Street station of the East Side subway. The dinking gangster was more furtive
than ever. He looked about suspicioudy, haf expecting someone to accost him.

Detectives were here, Spider was sure. He feared that they might not play the game. Spider was worried
about the double cross that he was perpetrating on Socks; yet Spider felt sure that there was nothing to
fear from the gang leader who served The Red Blot.

The great menace in Spider's mind was The Shadow. That fear dwarfed al others. Nothing - so Spider
was convinced - could stop the wrath of The Shadow. The little mobster feared that the black-garbed
avenger might dready beon histrail.



Down the steps of the subway, to the platform where both local and express trains stopped on their way
uptown, Spider went. Forty or fifty people were here. Spider clung to alittle cluster. He tried not to
notice anyone.

Men were watching Spider Carew now. Detective Sergeant Markham, Detective Merton Hembroke,
and three other deuths - dl five kept up astern vigil. A locd rolled into the station, Spider Carew sidled
into the third car. Hembroke, watching, saw three detectives follow. Then Hembroke boarded the train
adso.

Where was Markham? Hembroke, always keen, looked back to the platform. He saw Markham till
waliting. The detective sergeant was moving dong the platform.

Hembroke frowned. Working independently, Markham had decided to stay for some specia purpose.

The locd pulled out. Hembroke shrugged his shoulders. He set an example for the other detectives by
keeping away from Spider Carew. Therat-faced little gangster was hanging on to a strap, staring out
through an open window.

BACK on the Fourteenth Street platform, Detective Sergeant Markham was staring suspicioudy at a
man who was resting against a post which bore a chewing-gun machine. As Markham glanced in the
fellow's direction, the man turned his back and began to make a pretense of dropping acoininthe dot.
Markham was sure that he had seen this man before. Tall, heavy - someone connected with crime -

Markham's thoughts broke off as an express roared into the station. He saw the man start dowly for one
car; then, on an impulse, hurry down the platform and board the train at another spot. The doors were
closing. Markham leaped aboard, two cars away from hisquarry.

Asthetrain started, the detective sergeant was on his way to the car where the other man had entered.
There were four watching Spider Carew; it would be well to watch thisfellow aso. There might be some
connection, Markham decided.

The detective sergeant reached the car where the man was just as the express was passing the Eighteenth
Street loca station.

Then came the unexpected. Before Markham's eyes, adramaof crime crept into actuality, so subtly that
the detective sergeant did not realize what was about to happen until the actual deed occurred.

First, Markham recognized the profile of the man whom he was watching. A pair of bloated lips, a pudgy
nose, abulging forehead; these and roughly shaven cheeks awoke the detective sergeant's recollections.

Socks Mallory! One-time racketeer - owner of the Club Janeiro - aman wanted for murder! That was
the fellow whom Markham had followed on a hunch!

Theloca train had pulled out of Eighteenth Street, and at the very moment when Markham made his
discovery of Mdlory'sidentity, the express was overtaking the local. The detective sergeant caught a
peculiar gleam in Mdlory's eye. He redlized that the man was watching for something as he stared from
the window.

Markham looked in the same direction. He was near the front of the car; Malory just beyond the center.
Thus, asthe express dowly moved past the speed-gaining local, Markham was the first to spy the
occupants of thethird car in the other train.

Spider Carew was gripping a strap. Hembroke and the three other detectiveswere al at least ten feet
away from him. Markham noted the anxious look on Spider'sface.



The express moved dowly by; Markham looked through his own car, and suddenly realized that Socks
Mallory was on adirect line with Spider Carew.

Thetransweretraveling a dmost uniform speed. In the loca, the detectives who were watching Spider
saw a hunted look come on the stoop-shouldered gangster's face. They looked into the express. They,
like Markham, saw Socks Mdllory!

The hard-faced gang leader yanked arevolver from his pocket. With asure, determined motion, he
leveled the wegpon through the open window before him, and covered Spider point-blank.

With the roaring trains sde by side, in the midst of terrific noise, Mallory had a perfect shot at arange of
no morethan six feet!

The flash of the revolver was accompanied by aroar that was scarcely heard above the rumbling of the
trains. A second report followed immediately afterward, as Socks Mallory made sure.

THE second bullet was not needed. The first found its mark; the next caught Spider Carew as he was
toppling away from the strap.

The detectivesin thelocd pulled out their revolvers. Markham, in the express, duplicated the action.

Socks Madllory wastoo swift. Hisnext deed diminated dl but Markham. With hisfree hand, the killer
reached up and yanked the emergency cord which ran through the car. The air brakeswhistled. The cars
of theloca swept along in rapid succession as the express cameto ajolting stop.

Socks Mallory was springing toward the end of the car. No one moved to stop him. Markham could not
fire; too many people werein the way. By the time the detective sergeant had reached the end of the car,
Socks had opened the door between the cars, and was leaping to the local track.

Markham dedlivered bullets that flattened themselves againgt a post between the tracks. He legped from
the train to follow the escaping killer. Somewhere aong the tracks, heading back toward the Eighteenth
Street dtation - that was the way which Socks had taken.

Markham kept grimly on. Socks Mallory waswell ahead; the detective sergeant could see no trace of
him. It took Markham some four minutes to reach the Eighteenth Street station; meanwhile an uptown
local and roaring downtown trains had forced him to stick to the uptown express track.

At sght of the lighted station platforms, Markham paused. He redlized that Socks could have scurried by
this point; but he knew that the killer would have been seen had he clambered up ether platform.

Markham waited afull minute, undecided whether to keep on, or to take to a ation platform. Suddenly
aflashlight glared from the uptown station. Markham heard avoice shouting his name. Cautioudy, the
detective sergeant went acrossthelocal track and raised hisarms, to be pulled up to the platform.

It was Merton Hembroke who had caled. The detective was explaining how he had arrived back at
Eighteenth Street so suddenly.

"Saw the express stop,” he said. "L eft one man at Twenty-third Street when the local reached there.
Another to get on the telephone. Brought one man here with me. He's on the platform opposite. Man on
the wireistdling headquartersto cover Fourteenth and Twenty-eighth.”

"The emergency exits?' queried Markham. "1 passed one on the way here, but | didn't seethe man | was
after.”



"Couple of policemen at Twenty-third," responded Hembroke. " Sent them to cover the emergencies.
They're getting others. Headquarters will take care of it. | came herein ataxi - inahurry. Say, Markham,
| saw the guy. | thought | recognized him. Do you know who he was?"

"Socks Mdlory," returned Markham. "Wanted for murder.”
"That'sthe bird!" exclaimed Hembroke. "I know him now! Say - I've got to pass that word aong quick.”
"Go ahead," said Markham. "'I'll take charge here and dong theline. Leave it to me, Hembroke."

THE detective was momentarily piqued a Markham's assumption of command; then athought occurred
to him. He spoke in the tone of asubordinate, even though his words were a suggestion.

"Suppose | hop up to the commissioner's,” he said. "After I've passed aong the dope on Socks Mallory.
The commissioner was waiting for Spider Carew to show up - and Spider's dead.”

"O.K.," agreed Markham.

Detective Hembroke hurried to the street. He encountered two policemen as he reached the top of the
steps. He flashed his badge.

"Detective Sergeant Markham in charge,” said Hembroke. "Socks Mallory isthe man were looking for."

As Hembroke paused upon the street corner, apolice car sirened up to where he stood. Inspector
Timothy Klein dighted. He saw the detective. Hembroke stepped forward and gave the information
regarding Socks Mallory; then added that he was on hisway to Weston's, at Markham's approval.

"Very good," agreed Klein. "Hurry dong, Hembroke."

All dong the avenue, police and detectives were coming to the search for the escaped killer. Socks
Mallory's daring deed had been quick in its execution. The response of the law had not been lacking.

Detective Hembroke smiled grimly as he boarded a cab and gave Weston's address. Socks Mallory was
underground. Every exit of the subway for blocks was covered. Whether or not the killer was captured,
nothing but commendation could be made for Detective Hembroke's promptitude.

CHAPTER IX. THE SHADOW'S CLEW

WHILE policemen and detectives were engaged in the swift and thorough search for Spider Carew's
murderer, another quest was under way - one which Spider had dreaded, and had taken drastic
measuresto forestal.

The Shadow, moving through the underworld, had reached the end of atrail. He was at the threshold of
the secret hide-out which Spider Carew had so recently abandoned.

Theturn of last night's events had forced The Shadow to abandon his origina course. The Shadow had
used Spider as ameans of locating the spot where the minions of The Red Blot were to perpetrate their
plotted crime. Then, in order to rout the marauders, he had given no further heed to Spider.

After his battle with Socks Madlory's mobsters, The Shadow had again been forced to give up the chase.
He had | eft that to the police; they had failed. The Red Blot's henchmen had made another mysterious

disappearance.
Two courseslay before The Shadow. One wasto study the vicinity of the East Side Bank; the other was



to locate Spider Carew's hide-out. The Shadow had chosen the latter. Spider Carew, spy and informant,
was aconnecting link with The Red Blot's evil hand.

The Shadow, however, was confronted with amost difficult quest. He had picked up Spider'strail
outside the hide-out. To discover the placeitself meant a deductive process beginning with the spot
where he had first seen Spider.

The Shadow knew the bad lands well. He had waited until afternoon; then, in the guise of an obscure
mobsman, he had begun his survey. Gradually, he had diminated different digtricts until he had centered
upon severd blocks. In one of these, The Shadow was sure, Spider Carew must be located.

Fate had played strange tricks that evening. Spider Carew, seeking to avoid The Shadow, had left his
hideout while The Shadow, himsdlf, wasin the vicinity. By pure accident, Spider had taken a street which
The Shadow had just abandoned; had made his phone call, and had doubled back to the hideout.

Leaving again, he had once more prowled alucky course that had enabled him to escape The Shadow's
search. Lessthan three minutes after Spider had gone from the dley by his hide-out, The Shadow,
unseen in the garb of black that he had adopted after nightfall, had cometo that exact locality.

Spider, to avoid The Shadow, had pleaded by telephone with Commissioner Weston. Hisinterview
granted, Spider had given little thought to Socks Mallory. He had felt sure that Socks would never know
hisgame. But in eluding The Shadow, Spider had falen prey to Socks Mdlory'skilling hand!

THE SHADOW understood the psychology of Spider Carew'silk. He knew that the stoop-shouldered
skulker would prefer his hide-out as the best place of security. That was exactly where The Shadow
would have found Spider; but for the freakish ideawhich had entered the little mobster's mind - the odd
thought of communicating with Commissioner Weston.

Thus, with Spider dead, with the hue and cry out for Socks Mdlory, The Shadow was till on his set
task. Gliding weirdly through the dleyway, this master of darkness paused when he came to the battered
door which marked the entrance to Spider's hide-out.

This place impressed The Shadow because of its obscurity. Softly, the black-garbed phantom entered
the doorway and flickered histiny flashlight upon the rickety steps. There, he saw signs of use: aboarded
holein one step halfway up the flight. The Shadow ascended.

Intotal darkness, theinvisible investigator tried the door &t the top. It opened; The Shadow's light again
glittered. It fell upon the gasjet. A match flickered; the room was illuminated. The Shadow, hisform
grotesque and Sinister in the wavering light, viewed Spider Carew's hiding place.

A newspaper lay on the cot. A sheet of paper was resting on the chair. A black-gloved hand plucked up
the second object. Keen eyes read a note which Spider Carew had scrawled. It wasthe little mobster's
effort to lull Socks Mdlory, should the gang leader come here during the absence of Spider Carew.

The keen eyesread awarning:

Look out. The Shaddo iswise. | seen him last nite. He meens
trouble for you. I am goin to scramm so he cant find me. | dont want
him to folow me becuz if he got here he mite get on your trale. Wach

out when you go to get Tony. The Shaddo may be thare.



The Shadow studied thislaborious letter. On the surface, it appeared to be a genuine bid by Spider to
give Socks Mdlory ahelpful tip. However, The Shadow knew that it lacked sincerity. It would have
deceived Socks Mdlory, but not The Shadow.

Where would Spider have gone? This obscure hide-out was the most logical place for him to have
remained. Knowing that The Shadow had spotted him, Spider would not have made a change. He was
the type to rely upon the security that he aready possessed.

What was in Spider's mind?

The last two sentences were full of meaning to The Shadow. They were unnecessary - these words that
mentioned a specific event. There was but one excuse for them. Spider Carew had areason of hisown
to expect trouble for Socks Mallory when the latter went to get the person called Tony. A coward,
Spider wastrying to square himsdlf in advance.

A soft laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips.
Tony! Therewas one Tony whom Socks Mdlory would liketo get. Tony Loretti.

Perhaps Spider had fled to seek Loretti's protection. Keenly, The Shadow divined that Socks had
revedled to Spider that he intended to bump off the night-club racketeer.

Again the laugh. The Shadow had reected the theory that Spider had gone to warn Loretti. Had he
chosen such acourse, Spider would not have mentioned the big shot's name. Double-crossing Socks,
Spider would have wanted the gang leader to enter atrap unsuspecting.

No; there must be some other destination which Spider Carew had chosen.

The Shadow's gaze fell upon the newspaper. It was folded; and as the gloved hands lifted it, the keen
eyes saw the crumpling marks of thumb prints. Spider Carew had gripped this newspaper lightly while he
had read words of importance to himsaif.

THE photograph of Police Commissoner Weston; the statement which the high officia had made: these
were the factorsthat had inspired Spider Carew. Again, The Shadow laughed. He had found the answer
to Spider Carew's absence.

Spider Carew had squealed to the police commissioner!

Nothing more than a pawn in the game which The Red Blot backed, Spider had realized that the law
would welcome hisrevelations. His part as Socks Mallory'sinformant - even though it had been spy
work for The Red Blot - was not sufficient to put him behind prison bars. Spider Carew had decided to
become a stool pigeon.

Thewarning note was his ruse to keep in right with Socks, should Weston ordain that Spider must return
to the underworld to glean new information. By now, Spider would be telling what he knew - provided
that nothing had intervened to balk his plan.

The Shadow held the clew to The Red Blot's next stroke. The master plotter was using Socks Mallory as
hisright arm.

Murder wasin the offing. Tony Loretti wasto bethe victim.

Wasit to satisfy Madlory's grudge against the big shot? Or was there a hidden purpose behind the
contemplated deed?



Again, The Shadow's soft laugh made strange whispers come in tremors through that little room. The
gadight flickered as though the ghoulish reverberations had swayed the flame. The purpose did not
matter. The Shadow's object was to meet The Red Blot's minions.

A black-gloved hand extinguished the gas. Softly, The Shadow departed from Spider's hide-ouit.
Newspaper and note lay in darkness, at the exact spots where The Shadow had found them. There was
no token remaining of The Shadow's visit.

A slent figure hovered aong the darkened stret. It crossed athoroughfare benesth an elevated line.
Nearing a more prosperous avenue, the weird form paused beside a parked cab. The door opened so
quietly that the deepy driver did not noticeit.

Thetaxi man'sfirst knowledge that he had afare came when a solemn voice spoke through the window.
The driver sared in sartled amazement; then grinned when he heard the uptown address which the
speaker gave.

A long ride ahead; agood fare to collect. That satified the driver. He nodded as he heard the final
ingructions from his unexpected passenger, thinking only of the fare.

"There are two entrances," explained the even voice. "One on the avenue, the other on the Side street
above. Go past thefirst. Turn the corner. Stop at the second. Y ou will see the words 'Club Janeiro’
above the door."

The Club Janeiro! There, tonight, The Shadow would make use of his newest clew. At that pleasure
palace, the master of darkness would await the next stroke of The Red Blot!

CHAPTER X. THE CLUB JANEIRO
"Y ou say the murderer escaped - with five of you thereto seize him?"

The question came from Commissioner Weston. The police officia wastaking to Detective Merton
Hembroke.

"One of uswasthereto seize him," responded Hembroke laconicdly. "Four of uswerein thelocd;
Markham wasthe only onein the express.”

"Inefficient!" growled Weston. "Very poor judgment on the part of Markham.”

"Markham did quite well tonight,” rejoined Hembroke. The detective seemed to be completely at easein
his mild correction of the commissioner's statement. "He suspected trouble on the express. That'show he
happened to be there. He didn't prevent the murder; but he recognized the man who killed Spider
Carew."

"That's good!" exclaimed Weston.

"Moreover," continued Hembroke, calmly seating himself on the opposite Side of the commissioner's
small desk, "the man who killed Spider was aready wanted for murder.”

"Ah!" Weston looked up in surprise. From the moment that Detective Hembroke had arrived at the
gpartment, there had been one sartling statement after another. Merton Hembroke was an unusua
deuth. He had the faculty of whetting alistener'sinterest; and he was unfolding a keen description of the
subway shooting, which Weston was accepting with eager ears.

"Wanted for murder,” repeated Hembroke. "A former racketeer - supposed to be somewhere other than



New York. A crook known as Socks Mallory!"

The name brought a prompt response. Weston was on his feet, pounding his desk. His voice sounded
loudly inthat little office as he seized a piece of paper and thrust it into Hembroke's hands.

"Socks Mallory!" cried the commissioner. "Look at that, Hembroke! That's the name Spider Carew gave
me over the telephone! Socks Mdlory - working for The Red Blot!"

"There are two names here," remarked Hembroke.

"Certainly!" exclamed Weston. "The other isthe man whom Mallory isout to get. Carew told methat,
aso.”

"Tony Loretti!" Hembroke whistled. " Say - you know who heis, don't you, commissioner?'

"Herunsanight club,” returned Weston. "I've been to the place. A shady character, thisLoretti - but one
who seemsto keep clear of crime.”

"Yes" agreed Hembroke, "but thereé's moreto it than that. Tony Loretti put Socks Mallory out of the
running, so far asthe night-club racket was concerned. No wonder Socksis out to get L oretti!”

"Where could wefind Loretti?'

"Up at the Club Janeiro. That's his headquarters. Socks Malory tried to run that place until Loretti
chased him out. But Loretti is safe enough tonight, commissioner.”

IIWW?I
"Because we've got Mallory bottled up in the subway. Maybe they've caught him by thistime.”

Commissioner Weston shook his head as he heard Hembroke's words. It struck him that thistimethe
detective might befar from right.

"Suppose Madlory has made his escape?’ suggested Weston. "He doesn't know that Spider Carew told
me about Loretti. If Mdlory isfree, the Club Janeiro will be the place where he will go. That'swhere
were going, Hembroke. Right now!"

The detective smiled and nodded in response.
"Youand |," added the commissioner, "and five men from headquarters.”

"Just one thing, commissioner,” objected Hembroke cautioudy. "If Socks has made aget-away and is
heading for the Club Janeiro, it wouldn't be wise to have too big acrowd laying for him when -"

"Don't worry about that," returned the commissioner grimly, as he picked up the telephoneto call
headquarters. "'I'm taking charge of this expedition, Hembroke. Y ou're my right-hand man tonight. Well
post our watchers properly.”

TWENTY minuteslater, Commissioner Ralph Weston and Detective Merton Hembroke aighted from a
taxicab at the Club Janeiro. They strolled through the front door.

Asthey entered the huge centra room of the gay night club, the commissioner's quick eye noted five
detectives posted at tablesjust within the door. Motioning to Hembroke, Weston moved toward another
table.



Hardly had the two seated themselves before a head waiter approached and spoke to Commissioner
Weston in alow, careful tone.

"Good evening, commissioner,” said the man. "Mr. Loretti told meto welcomeyou here. Heisin his
office, should you careto seehim.”

Weston glanced sourly at Hembroke. The detective responded with asmilar expresson. Coming here
unannounced, Weston had been discovered immediately.

"What about it?' Weston asked the detective.
"We might aswell see Loretti," returned Hembroke. "He knows were here."

The commissioner nodded to the head waiter. The man conducted Weston and Hembroke to the rear of
the large dining room. Thetrio passed through an archway. A short passage; then a corridor that led off
in both directions.

Thewaiter kept on, however, until he reached a door at the end. He knocked; avoice responded. The
man opened the door and ushered Weston and Hembroke into afair-sized room that had the
appearance of an office.

There were two persons here. One was amiddle-sized, dark-faced man with black hair, who showed
gold teeth when he grinned. The other was a black-haired woman attired in a gorgeous Spanish costume
- clothes which betokened her nationality.

The smiling man arose and bowed. He extended his hand to Ralph Weston, and nodded to Merton
Hembroke.

"It pleases me to welcome you here, commissioner,” hesaid. "'l am Tony Loretti. Thislady is Senorita
Juanita Pasquales. She hasfull charge of the Club Janeiro.”

"How did you know | was coming here?' demanded Weston.

"Very smply," responded Loretti. "About five minutes ago, my head waiter reported that two detectives
had come into the Club Janeiro. He heard them say something about watching for the commissioner. So |
ingtructed my man to await your arriva and to invite you here.”

Weston was forced to smile. He studied Tony Loretti carefully.

The man's career was known to the police. Tony Loretti had muscled into the night-club business - the
old racket of offering protection againgt crimind activities,

Loretti had been successful in his enterprise, and had managed to make it appear quite legitimate. Where
other racketeers had picked established business upon which to prey, Tony had wisdly chosen aform of
business which really needed some sort of protection.

Night clubs had been overrun by trouble-making mobsters until Tony Loretti had taken hold. Since then,
these gay spots had known aperiod of real prosperity, with Tony Loretti assuming the proportions of an
overlord.

Juanita Pasguales owned and operated the Club Janeiro. Other persons handled different night clubs.
Tony Loretti, having chosen the Club Janeiro merely as aheadquarters, let his subordinates make the
rounds and take a percentage of the profits.



"I PRESUME," purred Loretti, while Weston sill watched him, “that you are intending some sort of an
investigation? If that isthe case, Mr. Commissioner, | shal be pleased to aid you."

Weston shook his head solemnly. He decided that Loretti must be in ignorance of the red reason for the
police vist; therefore, the best plan would be to give him the correct information, and note his response.

"We have come here to protect you, Loretti,” announced the commissioner. "A certain murderer isat
large. We intend to capture him. We have learned that you are intended as his next victim.”

A raucous laugh came from Tony Loretti. He turned to Juanita Pasqual es, who responded to his mirth
with aquiet amile,

"'Someone out to get me?' queried Loretti, in an increduloustone. "That isimpossible! Tell me - do you
know the name of this man who wants to make trouble for himself?"

"Yes" stated Weston. "The man is known as Socks Mdlory."
"Madlory! Loretti's brows narrowed. "Is he herein New Y ork?"
"Hekilled aman tonight,” returned Weston. "Murdered hisvictim in the Lexington Avenue subway."

"Socks Mdlory!" Tony Loretti pronounced the name with asneer. "Heisatough customer. He
threatened me once before, but lacked nerve to take a shot at me. Let me thank you, commissioner, for
thisinformation. | shall assure you that if Malory comes here tonight, he will do me no harm. | need no
police protection.”

"Perhaps not,” said Weston dryly. "Neverthdess, you'll takeit, Loretti. Isthis office your headquarters?”
"Yes" admitted Loretti sullenly.
"These other rooms?" Weston pointed to the doors.

"My private officeto theright,” returned Loretti. " Senorita Pasquaes has the office on the left. Thisis sort
of areception room.”

"Come on, Hembroke," ordered the commissioner.

The two investigators entered each officein turn. The rooms were smal ones. The one used by L oretti
had a mahogany desk and severd chairs. The office which belonged to Juanita Pasquales was furnished
with table, chairs, filing cabinet, and broad, shelved cabinet with glass doors. The shelves showed only
stacks of newspapers and scattered magazines.

"All right," announced Weston, when he returned to the centra office, "we're going to watch this place,
Loretti."

"Suit yoursdlf, Mr. Commissioner,” wasthereply. "L et mewarn you, though, that it can only make
trouble. I know how to look out for mysdlf. I need no police protection. If Mallory iscoming here, youll
only scare him away."

"Theréslogicin that, commissioner," declared Hembroke.

"l know it," agreed Weston. "That's why | wanted to make sure that no one else was in these rooms.
There'sjust one entrance to this suite. Y ou will be here, Loretti. Stay here.”

"l dwaysdo," returned Loretti suavely.



"And you, Miss Pasquales?’ questioned Weston. "Where do you intend to be this evening?'
"Onthefloor," returned the woman. "The show goes on in about fifteen minutes. It will last one hour.”

"Good," approved Weston. ™Y ou will come out with us, Miss Pasquaes. Loretti, I'm going to post men
in those two side corridors just beyond the door of this suite. Therewill be others - including mysdf - in
the big room of the night club. If Socks Malory comes here tonight well trap him.”

A gleaming smile gppeared upon Tony Loretti's lips. The night-club governor approved this plan.

"All right, commissioner,” he said. "Those side passages go to the dressing rooms, and they serve as
exits, dso. If your men lay low, it will work out, maybe."

"Hembroke," said Weston, to the detective, "I'm putting you in charge of those corridors. Teke three
men. Make surethat al the entertainers have gone out to the floor. Y ou and one man take a corridor; the
other two men stay opposite. I'll keep the extraman with me. Get busy!"

HEMBROKE nodded and | eft the office. It was severd minutes before he returned to announce that all
was ready.

The commissioner nodded to Juanita Pasquales. The senoritaleft the office, and Weston watched
through the half-opened door as he saw her conduct atroop of entertainers out through the archway to
the main room.

Hembroke had disappeared; now, while Weston still waited, the detective came from the corridor on the
|eft to announce that the dressing roomswere clear.

"My men are posted,” he added. "Wait about two minutes, until | get set. Then you can go out to the
main room, commissioner. Look down the corridors asyou go by. Y ou'll seethat werewdll out of sight.
Weems - he'sthe extraman of the squad - isat atable just past the archway.”

Commissioner Weston waited the required period. He glanced a Tony Loretti, and the man smiled
confidently. Weston left the office, and closed the door behind him. At the crossing of the passages, he
looked firdt to theright; then to the left.

The side corridors were gloomy. No one was in sight. The detectives must be hiding at the ends, beyond
the dressing rooms. Weston smiled in satisfaction. He went through the archway .

A screen hid the main room of the night club. Weston sidled past the edge and looked about for Weems.
He saw the detective at anear-by table. The man was watching the screen that concealed the archway.

The commissioner strolled past the table and paused to speak in alow tone.

"Keep watching, Weems," he ordered. "I'm going to take a table of my own, where | can watch, too. If
theré's any trouble, jump past the screen.”

Weems nodded.

Looking for avacant table, Weston found himself in aquandary. He felt that more men should have
come; but it would be unwise to summon them now. Weemswas the only deuth covering that archway.
Weston redlized that he, the police commissioner, might have to do serviceif trouble occurred.

The thought made Weston smile; nevertheless, he was il atrifle worried. Hembroke and the other
detectives were posted. It was too late to make new arrangements. Ralph Weston glanced around, and



in that moment observed atall man entering through a side entrance of the Club Janeiro.

INSTANTLY, Weston recognized the newcomer. That hawklike countenance, stern and impassive;
those keen eyes, and thin, determined lips! Here was a man whom Weston had met before; aunique
character among the wedlthy residents of Manhattan.

Lamont Cranston, millionaire adventurer, globe-trotter, whose travels had carried him to the wilds of
Tibet; aman to whom big-game hunting in the African jungle was amere pastime!

The head waiter of the Club Janeiro was not far from where Weston stood. The commissoner moved
over and spoke to him.

"Do you see the man who hasjust entered?’ questioned Weston. "His nameis Lamont Cranston. Go
quickly. Bring him to my table."

"Yes, ar," returned the head waiter.

Weston took a seat at a vacant table and waited. A few minutes later, he saw Cranston approaching.
The millionaire betrayed no expression of surprise. He merely came to Weston'stable, drew back a
chair, and sat down, as though he had been expected.

"Good evening, Crangton,” said the commissioner.
"Good evening," responded the calm-faced millionaire.

Cranston was immeaculate in evening clothes. He picked up amenu, gave an order to awaiter, and
looked quizzicaly at Weston.

The police commissioner smiled and picked up a card himself. He gave an order, dso. He looked
around, saw that no one was close by, and spokein an admiring tone.

"You'reacool one, Cranston," declared the commissioner. "How did you know that | didn't want you to
show alot of enthusiasm over meeting me here?!

"| seldom express enthusiasm,” responded Cranston quietly. "Moreover, | knew that the police
commissioner would not care to appear conspicuous at the Club Janeiro. What has brought you here,
Weston?'

"Crangton,” returned the commissioner, in alow whisper. "we arelooking for amurderer tonight. A man
caled Socks Mdlory. Heis scheduled to make an attempt upon Tony L oretti, the big shot of the night
clubs™

"Interesting,” commented Cranston. "Whereis Loretti a present?’

"In hisoffice," answered Weston, "past that screen. | have four men posted in Side corridors. That man
four tables away from usis another detective. He and | are watching this end. There may betrouble. |
could use another man.”

"Meaning -"
"Y oursdf."

A faint smile gppeared upon Cranston'slips. The millionaire bowed his head in acknowledgment of the
compliment.



"I have two automatics with me," whispered the commissioner. "If you careto assist, oneisready for
you. Under thetable -"

"Passit," said Cranston camly.

The automatic changed hands. Commissioner Weston sat back in hischair with asatisfied smile. The
waiter came with the order. Weston and Cranston began to est, conversing quietly while they watched
the screen.

New confidence held the commissioner. Hefdt that he could rely upon Lamont Cranston. There was
something about Cranston's manner that made Ralph Weston redlize that he had chosen an intrepid aid.

THERE was cause for theimpression. Had Commissioner Raph Weston known the identity of this
person who had agreed to aid him, he would have been amazed beyond recall. Had he known Lamont
Cranston's purpose here tonight, he would have been doubly astonished.

This calm-faced personage had come to the Club Janeiro for the same purpose as Commissoner
Weston and his band of deuths. He was here to encounter Socks Mallory. The features of Lamont
Cranston were aguise that he had adopted to serve him for the occasion.

Beneath that full-dress coat were two automatics, compared to which Weston's guns were puny
weapons. The police commissoner was dining with The Shadow!

Again, the mysterious warrior had been forced to change his plans. Alone, he could have watched Tony
Loretti, unseen. But with police on hand, with Commissoner Weston calling upon himfor aid, The
Shadow found it necessary to bide histime.

In the guise of Lamont Cranston, he waited. He, The Shadow, was the aid of Commissioner Ralph
Weston - the police officid who believed The Shadow to be a myth!

CHAPTER XI. AGAIN THE BLOT

IN the center office of his suite, Tony Loretti was serene. A quarter of an hour had passed since Police
Commissioner Weston had |eft. The strains of music were coming in muffled tones from beyond the door.
Thefloor show was on.

Strolling into his own private office, Loretti opened a desk drawer and pulled out arevolver. He handled
the shining weapon with a smile, then replaced it, but |eft the drawer open.

Tony Loretti recaled that he was under police protection tonight. Officers of thelaw might question his
possession of arevolver, should they enter unexpectedly.

Commissioner Weston's statement that Socks Mdlory was in Manhattan was not a cause of great darm
to Tony Loretti. Some months ago, Mallory had started the night-club protective racket, beginning with
the Club Janeiro as his headquarters. Loretti had appropriated the idea; his power had driven Mallory
out of the game.

Attempting retaliation, Socks had encountered gangsters secretly employed by Loretti. After ashort fight,
Socks had fled in ataxi. He had killed the driver at the end of theride; and was now wanted for murder
while Tony Loretti dwelt in security.

Loretti had henchmen in the Club Janeiro tonight. He could have summoned them to stay on watch for
Socks Mallory. But, since the police commissioner had chosen to interfere, it would be discreet to rely
upon the law. Afterward, Socks might still be amenace. He could be dealt with then.



Tony Loretti laughed. He was positive that Socks Mallory would make no attempt tonight. Socks was
shrewd enough to spot the presence of the police commissioner and five headquarters detectives.

Nevertheless, Tony Loretti was arasca who played safe. The revolver in the opened drawer gavehima
feding of complete assurance.

Consulting alarge sheet of paper, Tony read over the figuresthat told of the present week's receipts.
Night clubs were doing well. Those under Loretti's wing were managing best of dl.

Tony's cut was a moderate one, considering the power that this racketeer possessed. That was the part
of wisdom. It kept the night-club proprietors from becoming antagonistic. They were getting off cheap.

Engrossed in his study of the figures, Tony Loretti did not hear the cregping sound that came from the
centra office. When helooked up, in sudden startlement, he acted too late. Loretti's hand stopped on its
way to the desk drawer. Just within the door were three men!

HARDENED ruffiansthey were; and the leader, afew pacesin front of the others, was grinning as he
covered Loretti with alarge revolver. A gasp of recognition came from the big shot'slips.

"Socks Madlory!"

"Glad to see me, eh, Tony?" snarled Socks. " Get up out of that chair! Back to thewall. Comeon -
move!"

Loretti complied. Socks grumbled ordersto his men. With pale face, Loretti was standing acrossthe
room, his hands up beside his head, his eyes staring beadily as Socks Malory advanced.

"Thought | couldn't get you, en?' grinned Socks. "WEell, I'm here. I've got you. Let's see you take it!"
Fendishly, Socks pressed the trigger. The revolver boomed quick, successive shots.

With thefirst discharge, Tony Loretti tumbled. Socks Mallory, driving the muzzle downward after each
recoil, pumped lead into the big shot's body.

Six bullets - each delivered with equa venom. They were not directed with careful aim. Socks Malory
knew well enough that Tony Loretti would not survive this cannonade. Asthe final report echoed through
thelittle office, Socks Mdlory's men switched out the lights.

Tota darkness persisted through the suite, until one man opened the door that led to the corridor, and
fired wild shots like a paean of triumph. Thiswas by Socks Malory's design. He wanted the world to
know that he had given Tony Loretti the works.

Music ended in the night club. Screams of women sounded from the big dining room. Then came shouts
in the darkened corridors. Answering gun shots, delivered by detectives, came in response to the
challenge which Socks Mallory had ordered.

Beyond the screen, Police Commissioner Weston had heard the first echoes of the cannonade. The
officia legped to hisfeet and watched as he drew his automatic.

Weems, at the other table, also pulled arevolver and stood in readiness. Lamont Cranston, however,
was the one who acted with most promptitude.

Rising with easy swiftness, the millionaire swept toward the screen and hovered there; holding the gun
which Weston had given him. His keen eyes peered down the corridor, where the new series of shots



were now in progress. With amotion of his hand, Cranston beckoned the police commissioner forward.
With Weems at his hedls, Weston hurried to the spot.

Detectives were in the corridor. The door of the suite was open; Merton Hembroke was standing in the
central office. The detective had turned on the light. L ooking back, he spied Weston and called to the
commissoner.

"It sarted in here!” was Hembroke's cry. "They must have gotten L oretti! Come on!™

Detectives flocked to Hembroke's aid. Commissioner Weston, with Lamont Cranston beside him,
entered the centra officeto find that the detectives had spread into the other rooms of the suite. Another
cdl camefrom Loretti's office. Weston headed in that direction.

WITH Crangton till beside him, Weston found Hembroke leaning over the prone body of Tony Loretti.
Thebig shot was dtill dive. Hislipswere moving.

"Who got you?' demanded Hembroke.

"Socks - Socks Madllory," came Loretti's gasping words, "He - he and - some others. They - they -"
Choking, hisdark face twisted, the big shot coughed out hislife. His body shook with afina tremor.
Tony Loretti was dead.

"There'snobody in here," came avoice at the door. It was Weems. "Where did they go, Hembroke?'
"Search everywhere!" ordered Weston. "The corridors - the dressing rooms. Spread, men!”

Detectives hurried to do the commissioner's bidding. Weston snatched up the telephone from Loretti's
desk. He put in acdl for headquarters. Within two minutes, he was talking to Inspector Klein.

"A sguad of men up to the Club Janeiro," ordered Weston. "Just amoment, Klein - what resulted in the
subway? The search there... Yes... No results, eh? Well, the answer ishere... Yes, here at the Club
Janeiro... Socks Mallory came here after his get-away... Hes murdered Tony Loretti... Get the men up
here! | have Hembroke in charge!™

Hembroke had | eft the desth room during the commissioner's cal to Klein. The detective returned to
discover Weston till beside the telephone.

Loretti's body lay unwatched upon the floor. Lamont Cranston, calmly smoking acigarette, was standing
inacorner of the office.

"It beats me, commissioner," admitted Hembroke. " Socks and whoever waswith him have made aclean
get-away. | thought we had them sure!”

"What happened in the corridors?" inquired Weston.

"Wewere posted at the ends," explained Hembroke. "Two of us one way; two the other, so we could
keep tabs on the outside. We heard the shots. We headed down together; had everything covered
right.”

"l wasthefirst one on thejob; | saw someone at the point where the corridors cross. | fired; but | had to
be careful not to hit my men coming from the other direction.”

Commissioner Weston nodded.



"I figured,” continued Hembroke, "that the killers were heading out into the night club. | ordered the
othersto go that way, while | camein here. Then | saw you and Weems - and this gentleman who was
withyou."

"We camein from the night club,”" explained Weston. "No one got away in that direction.”

"It beats me," repeated Hembroke. " Socks Mallory got out of these offices. We covered every way ouit.
He may have headed for the night club; then doubled back and taken one of the Side passages. That'sthe
only explanation.”

"But how did he get in?" questioned the commissioner. "We searched this place; you looked through the
dressing rooms before you posted your men.”

"I know it," admitted Hembroke.

"At the sametime," went on Weston, "thisis no more startling than the subway mystery. Mdlory was
trapped there this evening; yet he came here and killed L oretti!"

SILENCE followed. Cranston puffed his cigarette while Weston and Hembroke stood in puzzlement.
The other detectives were still searching outside and trying to restore order in the night club. Thisroom
where desth had struck was like an oasisin adesert of confusion.

Weems camein to announce that the entertainers wanted to get back to the dressing rooms. Senorita
Pasgual es was anxious to learn what had happened, Weems said.

"L et them into the dressing rooms," ordered Weston. "Y ou take charge outside, Hembroke. Keep the
senoritaout for awhile. Wait for Klein and his men; they will be here any minute now."

Hembroke and Weems departed. Commissioner Weston turned to Lamont Cranston.
"Thisisamazing!" exclamed Weston.

In reply, Cranston passed the extra automatic to the commissioner.

"l shdl not require thisany longer," remarked the millionaire.

"An amazing mystery,” repeated Weston, as he took the automatic from Cranston's hand. " Socks
Mallory wanted revenge. He had agrudge against Tony Loretti. | wonder, though, if there could bea
further motive -"

"Perhaps,” interposed Cranston, "it would be wise to examine that sheet of paper which islying beneath
your left foot. Y ou brushed it from the table when you seized the telephone.”

Commissioner Weston looked in the direction indicated. He picked up what appeared to be a blank
piece of paper. When heturned it over, he saw that it was a page of figured tabulations. But the cash
receipts of Tony Loretti's racketeering were not the cause of the startled cry which came from Weston.

In the center of the sheet, the commissioner saw an inky, crimson blotch. It was the Sgnature of new
crime plotted by a supercrook.

"The Red Blot!"
Weston uttered the name with a gasp. The hand of the hidden fiend wasin back of this new murder.

Grimly, the commissioner recalled Spider Carew's words across the wire. Socks Mallory was working



for The Red Blot! Here was the proof of the dead informant's statement!

"Crangton,” declared Weston solemnly, as he turned the paper so the millionaire could seeit, "'l advise
you to stick to big-game hunting. Thingslike this are severe blows to those connected with the law. This
isthe sgn of amaster crook, an unknown crimina who has been called The Red Blot."

"We must investigate this. It will mean long, hopelesswork. Y ou have probably read in the newspapers
how The Red Blot has been working. He has reached his zenith, tonight.”

"Interesting,” was Cranston's quiet comment. " Of course, Weston, | would not dispute with onewho
knows crime aswell asyou. But if you asked for my opinion -"

"It would be?"

"- that any crook clever enough to have perpetrated tonight's crimeis merely at the beginning of his
schemes. Keep that paper, Weston. Seeif | amright.”

Lamont Cranston extended his hand as afriendly token of departure. During that final grasp, he repeated
his cold opinion.

"The Red Blot," remarked the millionaire, "will strike again - soon - and his next stroke will he more
formidable than this or any that has preceded tonight's murder!”

COMMISSIONER WESTON found himsalf nodding as Cranston departed. Therewasafirm
conviction in the quiet tone to which Weston had listened. The words of Lamont Cranston awoke vague
dread in the commissioner's mind.

When Inspector Timothy Klein strode into the room afew minuteslater, he found Commissioner Raph
Weston il holding the ledger sheet which bore the mark of The Red Blot.

"Ingpector,” ordered Weston, "post men here, and keep them on duty. Quiz every waiter; every one who
might know anything. That includes the orchestra and the entertainers.”

"Socks Mdlory isthe murderer - so Loretti said when he was dying - but The Red Blot isin back of this
crime”

Outsde the Club Janeiro, Lamont Cranston, in evening clothes, was strolling along the side Street. In
leisurely fashion, the millionaire flicked his cigarette over the curb; then stopped at awaiting taxicab. The
driver grinned and opened the door.

"Keep theten dollarsthat | gave you," remarked Cranston quietly. "1t will cover the ride uptown and the
time that you have been waiting.”

"But theré's more than five dollars comin' back to you -" The cab driver, hesitating, redized that mention
of the money might cause him to lose the handsomettip.

"Never mind the change," smiled Crangton. "Drive meto Forty-ninth and Broadway; then turn west, and
continue to Ninth Avenue. The ten-spot will be yours.”

The driver nodded. Cranston entered the cab.

While the vehicle rolled down Broadway, the passenger undertook a surprising transformation. Lifting the
rear seat of the cab, he drew out black folds of cloth and the crushed shape of adouch hat. The cloth
became acloak asit dipped over Cranston's shoulders. The hat, implanted upon the millionaire's heed,



completely concedled the rider's features.

Black gloves completed the metamorphosis. Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow. Thetall form
rested in darkness; the cab appeared to be empty. It was empty, shortly after the driver swerved west on
Forty-ninth Street.

Asthe cab dowed for traffic, the door on the right opened softly. A fleeting figure moved through
darkness and dropped free of the cab as an invisible hand closed the door.

A coupe was parked on the side street. With three long strides, The Shadow gained it unseen; afew
moments later, he was behind the whedl of the automobile.

WHEN the cab driver stopped a Ninth Avenue and Forty-ninth Street, he was amazed to discover that
his passenger was gone. Meanwhile, atrim coupe was wending its way southward down Eighth Avenue.

A whispered laugh came from the unseen lips of the personage who drove that car. An echo of the past,
The Shadow's mirth carried a strange foreboding. It might have been awarning for those who dedlt in
crime.

The Shadow knew what Commissoner Weston did not know; that the crimes of The Red Blot must be
dependent upon some plan of action that was unknown in the annals of New Y ork police experience.

There was purpose behind each crime; this mysteriouskilling of Tony Loretti was more than amere feud.
How was Socks Mallory evading the police so successfully? Where was Moocher Gleetz? The Shadow
wanted the answers to these questions.

Working in darkness, The Shadow had ignored The Red Blot in order to search for Spider Carew's
hiding place. He had found that spot too late. Once again, The Shadow would take up thetrail of one
who would lead him to the source.

Socks Mdlory! Hewas The Shadow's quarry now. Histrall had ended at the Club Janeiro; from that
spot, The Shadow would take it up once the police surveillance had lifted.

New crimes might occur in the meantime, but The Shadow would not abandon this definite quest.

Again The Red Blot! That supercrook had become a colossus of the underworld. His identity was
unknown, even to The Shadow; but his hand could be detected.

The Shadow, past master in the war against crime, was ready to deliver acounterthrust!
CHAPTER XII. THE RED BLOT SPREADS

THE menace of The Red Blot had become ahideous redlity. The next day's newspapers were filled with
accounts of the daying in the subway and the murder of Tony Loretti.

The two crimes had been linked; and the appearance of The Red Blot's crimson symbol at the Club
Janeiro was sufficient proof that the master crook had ordained the death of Spider Carew. For in each
instance the police knew the identity of thekiller - Socks Mallory.

Public opinion seemed to grasp the very thought that Lamont Cranston had expressed to Police
Commissioner Ralph Weston. The crimes of The Red Blot had merely passed the preliminary stage.
Some great outrage was due to occur soon.

The methods of The Red Blot were modern. Established as the most insdious crimina that New Y ork



had ever known, he had spread apall of terror throughout Manhattan. His crimes had been swift and
varied; none knew where he might strike next.

Speculation wasrife. Men of important affairsfelt unsafe. Some great crime was brewing, and the
versatility of The Red Blot was a pressing threat. Wherever people discussed current events, mention of
The Red Blot was made.

"Read about de Red Blot! Tony Loretti moidered by de Red Blot! Police still hunting for de killer!™

A newsboy's cry cameto the ears of two men who wereriding up Broadway in ataxicab. One of the
hearers - an ederly, gray-haired gentleman, turned to his young companion and asked a question:

"What is The Red Blot, Crozer? That is the second newsboy who has been shouting about it.”

"The Red Blotisacrimind, sir," responded Crozer. "The New Y ork newspapers have been filled with
accounts of hisactivities. | was reading the latest news while we were coming in on the Limited this
afternoon.”

"I have not |ooked at today's newspapers,” remarked the elderly gentleman. "But | do not recall any
mention of The Red Blot in the Chicago journdsthat | read yesterday.”

"That isreadily explainable, Mr. Woodstock," rejoined the young man. "There were two bold murders
committed last night by aman believed to bein The Red Blot's service. It is sensationa newstoday, Sir.”

The elderly man nodded; then his thoughts drifted to more important matters. Y et he could not help but
draw acontrast between what the newspapers accepted as news, and the factors which they ignored.

While an unknown crimind - The Red Blot - was receiving tremendous headlines, Sdfridge Woodstock,
leading financier of the Middle West, had arrived unannounced in Manhattan, accompanied by his
secretary, to arrange aseries of building operations that would involve one hundred million dollars.

Sdlfridge Woodstock smiled. Long after The Red Blot had been forgotten, the people of Manhattan
would gtare in admiration at the tremendous structures created through the financia genius of this builder
from the Middle West.

I'T was evening on Broadway. Early lights were blazing at Times Square when the taxicab turned right
and rolled toward amassive building which occupied an entire block. Crozer, the secretary, spoketo his
employer.

"Thisisthe Hotel Gigantic, Mr. Woodstock," remarked the young man. "It isthe latest building erected
by the Amagamated Builders.”

"An excdlent place to hold our meeting,” smiled Woodstock, as he dighted from the cab.

Within the gorgeous |obby of the Gigantic, Crozer made an inquiry at the desk; then announced to
Woodstock that the meeting was being held on the twenty-fourth floor. The two men entered an eevator
and rode swiftly upward.

On the twenty-fourth floor, they turned aong a corridor and followed it until Crozer stopped at adoor
near the end. A knock; the door opened; and the visitorswalked in to receive awelcome.

A tal, gray-haired man in agray suit gave Sdfridge Woodstock afriendly smile and handclasp.
Woodstock had met this chap before. Dobson Pringle, the virile president of the Amagamated Builders
Association. Pringle introduced Woodstock to agroup of directors.



There was only one who impressed the Chicago man. That was Felix Cushman, chairman of the
directors. Cushman was a stocky, black-haired man with quick eyes and a protruding lower lip.

Therewas alarge table in the center of the room. Pringle and Cushman together ushered Sdlfridge
Woodstock to the principa chair, and the rest of the group seated themselves.

Pringle, glancing about, noted a quiet, white-haired man who had been standing at the side of the room.
He beckoned and introduced thisindividua to Woodstock.

"Mr. Carlton Carmody," announced Pringle. "Our chief architect. A very capable man, Mr. Woodstock.
Very capable.”

"l am pleased to meet you, Mr. Carmody,” said Woodstock, in afriendly tone. "Any man responsible for
the plans of so excellent abuilding asthis great hotd isindeed worthy of commendation.”

"| did not desgn the Hotel Gigantic,”" remarked Carmody, with asmile. "It wasthe work of Hubert
Craft."

"Indeed, yed" exclaimed Woodstock, turning to Pringle. "I remember now. A wonderful architect, Craft.
I nteresting chap, too, though eccentric. | understood he died afew months ago.”

"Hedid," informed Pringle. "Overturned in a pleasure boat on Long Idand Sound. Poor old Craft - he
was our chief architect for more than seven years. Long experience before that. He was connected with
the city for many years.”

Fdix Cushman was tapping lightly on the table. His dark eyes were directed toward Pringle. The
president of the association nodded.

"Thisisadirectors meeting,” declared Cushman bluntly. "Our timeis very vauable tonight. Y ou will
excuse meif | seem brusque, Mr. Woodstock. | believein efficiency. Y ou have our prospectus there,
Pringle? Will you read it, please?’

Dobson Pringle brought out alarge document from his portfolio. He began to read aoud. Sdlfridge
Woodstock listened thoughtfully, hischin resting in hishand. Felix Cushman, firm in gaze, watched the
old financier intently.

THE document concerned the reorgani zation of the Amalgamated Builders A ssociation, dependent
entirely upon the cooperation of interests controlled by Selfridge Woodstock of Chicago. With the
support of the Western financier it would be possible to ingtitute a building campaign on avaster scale
than any previoudy atempted.

When Pringle had finished hisreading, Selfridge Woodstock turned to his secretary. He asked for notes
which Crozer had been making. Referring to these, Woodstock put forward questions.

It was Felix Cushman who gave answer. One by one, the chairman of directors defined the clauses, while
Crozer made new notations. When this discussion had been completed, Selfridge Woodstock eyed the
black-haired man squarely and put an important question.

"What," he asked, "are the available funds of the Ama gamated Builders Association?!
"Theligt," said Cushman to Pringle. The president produced it. Woodstock studied the figures.

"Fifty million dollars,”" declared Woodstock. " These are ready funds - at |east negotiable securitieswhich
can be promptly liquidated?’



"Positively," announced Cushman.

"Thatisal | careto know, gentlemen,” decided Woodstock. " Crozer, how much time do we haveto
catch the Bar Harbor Express?

"Thirty minutes, gr."

Then Sdlfridge Woodstock arose and smiled. He noted the anxious look on the faces watching him. His
smile broadened.

"l am going to my Mainelodge tonight, gentlemen,” he said. "This appointment was planned as alittle
stopover on the way.

"Perhaps you may be surprised to know that | do businessin such short time; but that happensto be the
way of my choice. Y our proposition suitsme. | shal be glad to invest thefifty million dollarswhich you
require to proceed with the new enterprise.”

A gasp passed around the group.

These men had expected arefusal from the financier, so quickly had his decision been made. Insteed,
Sdlfridge Woodstock had accepted their terms without question!

Words of gppreciation were coming from al sides. Selfridge Woodstock, donning coat and hat with
Crozer'sad, was still smiling at the sensation which he had created. He shook hands around the group;
then added afew words.

"My word ismy bond, gentlemen,” declared Woodstock. "1 shal bein Maine one week; then to Chicago
by way of Canada. Send the papersto my office there; send your representative. | shall go through with
the dedl exactly asyou have proposed it."

Nodding his good-bye, Selfridge Woodstock |eft the room, accompanied by Crozer. Thefinancier'slast
glimpse was one of beaming faces, among which those of Dobson Pringle and Felix Cushman
predominated.

SELFRIDGE WOODSTOCK chuckled as hewalked along the silent corridor with his secretary. When
they reached the elevators, Crozer pushed the button, and smiled at his employer's good humor.
Sdfridge Woodstock loved the eement of surprise, and he utilized it even in the most important
transactions.

"They didn't know," said thefinancier, "that | was sold on their proposition before | came here. Fifty
million dollarsl No wonder it took their bregth, Crozer. They have that amount themsaves, but it
represents the investment of several moneyed men.”

A man had stepped from another corridor while Selfridge Woodstock was speaking. His hat was pulled
low over hisfeatures. His hands werein his pockets.

The metal door of the elevator shaft did open. Woodstock and Crozer boarded the car; the stranger
followed them. The door did shut. The stranger brought his hand from his coat pocket. Something
glimmered as he delivered aferocious blow to the back of the operator's head.

Asthe attendant fell, the ruffian turned and covered Woodstock and Crozer with the weapon he had
used. It was alargerevolver.

Ingtinctively, thefinancier and his secretary raised their hands. They saw afierce, unshaven face



confronting them - features which marked this man asthe daring crimina whom the New Y ork police
now sought - Socks Mdllory, right arm of The Red Blot!

With hisleft hand, Socks managed the elevator control. The car shot down the shaft, floor after floor.
The swift descent decreased in speed. Socks Mallory brought the car to a stop and opened the door.

Woodstock and his secretary found themsel ves staring into the muzzles of three more revolvers. They
realized, from the darkness outside the car, that they were at the very bottom of the shaft,

"Get out," growled Socks Mdlory, thrusting hisgun forward. "Makeit fagt!"

The two men waked from the car, stepping down to acement floor. A small opening yawned aheed of
them. With mobstersjostling them with guns, the prisoners were thrust into a narrow, descending

passageway.

They could hear Socks Mdlory taking to another man behind them. The gang leader was giving
instructions. There was a grunted response; afew seconds later, the elevator door shut.

Fashlights glimmered, to show a passageway through solid rock.
With Socks Mallory prodding from in back, the prisoners were hurried forward.

The Red Blot had spread tonight. The minions of that mighty crook had spirited away the richest financier
of the Middle Wegt, from the midst of the Hotdl Gigantic!

CHAPTER XIIl. THEULTIMATUM

THE departure of Selfridge Woodstock and his secretary had |eft the directors of the Amalgamated
Builders Association in high fettle. Felix Cushman, the sharp-visaged chairman of the board, was prompt
to state the importance of what had occurred.

"Gentlemen,” he said, "this means absol ute success to our projects. By acquiring the cooperation of
Sdfridge Woodstock, by gaining his consent to duplicate the amount of our resources, we have assured
oursalves against unexpected competition. Our president, Mr. Pringle, can tell you that."

Pringle was nodding solemnly.

"Yes" he asserted, "thereis every reason to believe that Woodstock intended to put his money into
building operations, herein New Y ork. | have dedlt with Woodstock before; | knew him to be a man of
quick and definite decisons. We have gained Woodstock's support; moreover, we will not lose him, now
that he has decided to go with us."

"We have made millions here tonight,” added Cushman. "Pringle saysthat he will not lose Woodstock. |
tell you that we cannot afford to lose him. We have large resources, but they would not be large enough
to offset any combination that might be formed to compete with us. Woodstock, however, has settled
everything in our favor.

"| tdll you again, gentlemen, those few minutes that he was here were worth millionsto al of you who
have large holdingsin Amagamated Builderd™

The directors, men of many millions, responded warmly to these statements. Cushman, the wedlthiest of
al, cameinfor strong approvd. Pringle, too, was given his share of commendation. Although a
comparatively small holder of Amalgamated securities, Pringle's position as president made him
important.



Pringle had for years been connected with New Y ork building promoters. He had, in away, been
inherited by Amalgamated Builders when asmadler concern had been absorbed by the large association.

Next to Pringle, Amalgamated had possessed Hubert Craft, the celebrated architect who had designed
the most modern of the buildings which Ama gamated had promoted.

Pringle, now, made reference to the dead architect, in athoughtful tone.

"Thiswould have been glorious for Craft," remarked the president. " Gentlemen, our new projects will
include some of the finest structuresthat will appear upon Manhattan's ky ling!™

"We can count on Carmody," mentioned one of the directors.

Thiswasthefirst reference to the architect who now served as successor to Hubert Craft. Still standing
by thewall, Carmody acknowledged the compliment with a short bow.

A retiring, noncommittal sort of man, Carmody had plodded on to his present position of importance.
Nevertheless, hisability in building design had gained him merited recognition.

A TELEPHONE began to ring. Noting that the directors were again engaged in conversation, Carmody
answered it. Tak ceased while the others listened to the architect's words.

"Mr. Pringle?' queried Carmody. "He's here... Yes... | understand... Wait amoment - you say it has
been waiting for him, and should be ddlivered now... At the desk... One moment, please..."

Carmody covered the mouthpiece and turned to the men at the large table.

"An odd message for you, Mr. Pringle," the architect announced. " Someone saysthat he left amessage
for you a the desk, in the lobby; but it was not to be delivered until you cdl for it."

"Whoison thewire?' questioned Pringle.

"I don't know," returned Carmody. "A voicethat | never heard before. Ingsting that you get the message
at thedesk.”

Pringle arose and came over to the telephone. He took the instrument from Carmody, and began to
speak. He heard avoice cut off at the other end.

"ThisisMr. Pringle," the presdent sated. "Who are you?"'
No reply.

Pringle looked puzzled. He jiggled the hook. The hotel operator responded. Pringle began to complain
that his call had been cut off; then changed to tell the operator to give him the desk.

"Hello," he said. "Thisis Dobson Pringle. Y ou have a message there for me?... Very good... | wasto call
for it, en?... Send it up to the twenty-fourth floor... Y es, where the Ama gamated Builders Associationis
holding its directors mesting."

PRINGLE put down the telephone and went back to the table, He resumed his conversation with the
directors. Between three and four minutes later, there was aknock at the door. Carmody answered it,
and received asquare envelope. He tipped the attendant, dismissed him, and brought the message to
Pringle.

The building president uttered an gjaculation of surprise, as he showed the envelope to Felix Cushman.



Although it bore the name of Dobson Pringle on the wrapper, it was aso marked in the corner, with
underscored words:

For the Directors.

Both Pringle's name and this notation were inscribed in red ink. The president opened the envelope and
spread a sheet of paper on the table. He stared at red-inked lines.

With Felix Cushman looking over his shoulder, Pringle dowly read these words, in an astounded voice:

"To Dobson Pringle and those concerned with the management of the Amagamated Builders
Association:

"Y ou have just completed afifty million-dollar agreement with Sdlfridge Woodstock of Chicago. You
hold the agreement; but | hold Woodstock.

"Hewill not be released until you have made the arrangementswhich | require. My agent will call a your
conference room in the Ama gamated Building tomorrow night at half past nine.

"At that time, you will ddiver to him the sum of five million dollars, in cash or negotiable securities of
which no record has been kept. In return for this payment, Selfridge Woodstock will be rel eased.

"The presence of police officidsin the conference room, or any attempt to violate the terms provided
above, will mean an immediate ending of negotiaions”

Dobson Pringle stared aghast as he completed the reading of the message. The otherswere on their feet,
asking excited questions.

"What isthe Sgnature?’ came one query.

Neither Dobson Pringle nor Felix Cushman answered. Asthough in reply, Pringle let the paper flutter
from hisfingers. It became atarget for anxious eyes asit rested upon the table. Astonished gasps
followed.

Beneath the red-inked lineswas no signature; yet the paper contained asign of identity that every witness
recognized. Splattered there was the crimson blotch of which al had heard - the Sign of The Red Blot!

MEN looked at one another in bewilderment. This amazing message, coming so soon after the departure
of Sdfridge Woodstock, was averitable bombshell. It was Dobson Pringle, the voluble, gray-haired
president of the association, who first broke the tenson with a statement that expressed the fedling of
most of the men.

"This must be ahoax!" he asserted, with aweak attempt at abdlittling laugh. " Selfridge Woodstock was
herewith usonly afew minutesago -"

"Hoax or no hoax," interjected Felix Cushman sternly, "it is both athreat and ademand. It may mean
danger for Woodstock. He should be informed about thisat once!”

With mingled anger and gpprehension upon his sharp-featured face, Cushman strode to the telephone
and caled the desk. The otherslistened to hiswords.

"Felix Cushman cdling,” the man said. "Chairman of the Amagamated Building directors, meeting on the
twenty-fourth floor... Yes, thisis Mr. Cushman himsdlf... A gentleman hasjust |eft our mesting... Yes,
going down in the devator. His nameis Sdlfridge Woodstock, of Chicago... Accompanied by his



secretary. He may bein the lobby now... Tell him he must return at once. Page him immediately!™

Stll maintaining his anxious expression, Felix Cushman faced the other men while he sood with the
telephonein his grasp. Long minutes moved by; there was no further response acrossthe wire. It was
obviousthat the paging of Selfridge Woodstock was bringing no result - the man was gone!

Thefeding of uneasiness was becoming an expression of darm. Worried looks passed among the
assembled group. These men redlized that some unseen enemy might be at work; that on the eve of
successin tharr fifty-million-dollar negotiation, they faced utter ruin of al their plans.

Ingtinctively, eyes were lowered toward the table. There, with itsingdiousinscription, lay the message
that had caused this congternation.

A hoax?

None believed it now. With the increased tenson of the dragging minutes, every man redized that the
crimson-penned note was an ultimatum from The Red Blot!

CHAPTER XI1V. THE CRIME UNSOLVED
"PAGING Mr. Sdfridge Woodstock!"

The bell boy's repeated cry was passing through the huge lobby of the Hotel Gigantic. It was echoed,
now, by other calers; for the urgency of Cushman's request had caused the clerk to use every possible
effort in finding the Chicago financier.

The paging was unnoticed by a short, solemn-looking man who was standing in acorner of the lobby.
Although it was thisindividua's duty to watch for unusud eventsin the hotel 1obby, he saw nothing out of
theway in abell boy's call. The solemn-looking man was Belville, senior house detective of the Hotel

Gigantic.
"Hdlo, Bdville"

Thisquiet gregting was more important to the house detective than the loud paging of Sdfridge
Woodstock. Turning, Belville recognized the keen, firm-chiseled countenance of Detective Merton
Hembroke.

"Hello, Hembroke," returned Belville. "How come you're here tonight?'
"Still looking for Socks Mdlory," confided Hembroke.
"Thekiller that'sworking for The Red Blot?' queried Belville, in an awed tone.

"That'sthe guy," answered Hembroke. "I've got a hunch, Belville, that he'sliving high. Joe Cardonas
after him, too; but he's got stools working in the East Side. That's not my idea. | figure that Socks

Mdlory isplayingritzy."

Belville nodded. He held a gresat respect for Merton Hembroke, coming ace of the New Y ork City
detective force.

"Thisisn't thefirst swanky hotel |obby I've beenin tonight,” added Hembroke. ™Y ou can believeit or not,
Belville; I'm going to cross Socks Madlory's path one of these nights.”

Bevillegrinned approvingly.



"Paging Mr. Selfridge Woodstock - Mr. Selfridge Woodstock -*
Hembroke noted the cry and turned to Belville with aquestioning air.

"What's going on?" he asked. "They were paging that fellow Woodstock when | came into the lobby.
Rather unusud - adl thisracket - isn't it?"

Asif in answer, abell boy approached and spoke to the house detective. Belville was wanted at the
desk. Hembroke followed as the houseman went in that direction.

"Something's happened,” the clerk told Belville. "Wejust got acal from the twenty-fourth floor to get
hold of aman named Selfridge Woodstock. Now there's areport that Elevator No. 9 is stopped on the
eghth-"

Belville nodded and started toward the eevators. Hembroke kept with him. Another house detective
joined them in an empty elevator. Belville ordered the operator to make for the eighth floor in ahurry.

WHEN thetrio stepped from the car, they found four hotel guests clustered in front of the open door of
Elevator No. 9. They were holding the limp form of auniformed operator.

"What's happened?’ demanded Belville.
"Saw the boy lying here," responded one of the guests. "Knocked out. Look at him."

"Take care of this, Belville," ordered Hembroke, "I'm going up to the twenty-fourth to find out about this
man Woodstock. Get in touch with me right away."

The detective entered the waiting e evator and was whisked upward. One minute later, he strode into the
room where the directors of the Amalgamated Builders Association were till gathered. He spied Felix
Cushman &t the telephone.

"Y ou're calling about a man named Woodstock?' queried Hembroke.
"Yes," returned Cushman anxioudy. "Have you traced him?'

"No. There wastrouble on an devator. I'm Detective Hembroke from headquarters. What's the
trouble?"

Dobson Pringle, stepping forward, handed The Red Blot's note to Hembroke.

The detective's eyebrows furrowed. "The Red Blot!" he exclamed. "How long ago did Sdfridge
Woodstock |leave here?’

"Not much over ten minutes,” informed Pringle.
"Wherewas he going?' quizzed Hembroke.
"To the Grand Centra Station,” declared Pringle, "To take the Bar Harbor Express.”

Hembroke sei zed the telephone. He jiggled the hook, gained the operator's attention, and put in acall for
detective headquarters.

"Abduction suspected at Hotel Gigantic,” said Hembroke tersdly. " Selfridge Woodstock, of Chicago, on
way to Grand Central to get the Bar Harbor Express. Cover there at once... "



He paused to gain aquick description of Woodstock from Cushman; aso to learn that the financier was
accompanied by his secretary.

"... Elderly man," added Hembroke, over the telephone. "Gray hair... Accompanied by young man...
Secretary ... Send squad to Gigantic Hotd ... Elevator operator found unconscious.”

HEMBROKE'S call wasthe beginning of aswift investigation. One hour later, the directors of the
Amagamated Builders Association till sat in sesson; but anew man was at their head. Police
Commissioner Ralph Weston had taken this room as histemporary headquarters.

Three other representatives of the law were present. Inspector Timothy Klein, full-faced and solemn, was
seated beside the commissioner. Detective Merton Hembroke, dert as ever, was standing near the table.
A new figure had appeared: that of a stocky, swarthy man whose visage was firm set and determined.

Thiswas Detective Joe Cardona, whose reputation as a go-getter was fading in favor of Merton
Hembroke.

The door of the room was closed. Police Commissioner Weston spoke fredly as he fingered the
red-inked message which had come as an ultimatum from The Red Blat.

"Thereis no doubt about it, gentlemen,” asserted Weston frankly. " Selfridge Woodstock has been
abducted by The Red Blot. The elevator operator has given usfull proof of that. He was struck down
when Woodstock and his secretary entered the car on the twenty-fourth floor. He was unconscious
when he was removed from the stopped car at the eighth.

"We have searched every floor of the hotel, from basement to roof garden. The searchistill on, but we
have gained no trace of Sdlfridge Woodstock. In spite of Detective Hembroke's fortunate presencein
this very hotel, and the promptness with which this case was handled, we are forced to admit that The
Red Blot has baffled us.

"This, gentlemen, isaterrible climax to aseries of bold crimes. Nevertheless, its very magnitude has given
us an opportunity to treat with the supercrimina who is known as The Red Blot. The abduction of
Sdfridge Woodstock isbut hisfirst step. According to this message, he plans another - the collecting of
five million dollarsfrom your association.”

The commissioner paused to read over the terms of the ultimatum. Then, in aserioustone, he set forth a
definite propogition.

"Gentlemen,” he said, "The Red Blot demands that you hold a meeting in your conference room
tomorrow evening at ninethirty, thereto ddliver the required sum to his agent. That meeting isas
important to thelaw asit isto you. Before | decide upon my action, let me ask what you would intend to
do abouit it."

Weston looked from one director to another. He singled out Felix Cushman and Dobson Pringle asthe
oneswho would naturdly act as spokesmen. Cushman wasthefirst to respond.

"Fivemillion dollarsisalarge sum, commissoner,” he said. "Neverthdess, it isbut ten per cent of the
amount which Sdlfridge Woodstock intends to supply to us."

"With Woodstock, we gain fifty million; without him, we lose that amount. Somehow, The Red Blot
knows our situation. If we could guarantee Selfridge Woodstock's release, | would say that the
accomplishment would be worth the payment of five millions.”

Audible gasps followed Cushman's statement; nevertheless, the directors were forced to give their nods



of approval.

"Cushmanisright,” declared Dobson Pringle. "Heisright, so far as monetary consideration is concerned.
But how are we to assure oursalvesthat thisis not a hoax; that Woodstock will actualy be rel eased?’

COMMISSIONER WESTON drummed the table thoughtfully. At last, he spoke in adecided tone.

"Thiscase," he announced, "involves the most amazing method of demanding ransom that | have ever
known. Usudly, people are told to put money in some outlandish spot. But hereisacrimina who
announces hisintention of sending his representative to a scheduled business meseting.

"Obvioudy, The Red Blot's agent will walk into atrap. | would suggest that you assemble to meet him, as
required. We, the police, can take care of therest.”

"An excellent suggestion,” observed Dobson Pringle. ™Y ou mean that you will have men stationed close
by.

"Exactly," afirmed Weston. "We shdl make no attempt to scare away The Red Blot's agent. Y our
asociaion will fulfill thetermsrequired.”

"Regarding the money?' questioned Pringle.
"Hardly," smiled Weston.

"One moment," objected Felix Cushman. "Please read that |ast paragraph, commissioner. Remember
what | have said; that we must assure the rel ease of Selfridge Woodstock. If we assemble without the
money, we will not be fulfilling the required terms. That - according to The Red Blot's statement - will
mean the end of negotiations.”

"Y ou are prepared to have five million dollars?' questioned Weston, in astonishment. ™Y ou would place
that sum in jeopardy -"

"l would not careto do s0," interposed Cushman. "Nevertheless, | adhereto my origina statement. The
release of Sdlfridge Woodstock would be worth that sum to our association.”

"Gentlemen” - Cushman spoke to the directors - "we all know that Selfridge Woodstock isaman of
immense wedlth. His release would not only assure the success of our enterprises; it would also gain us
the heartfelt thanks of the man himself. To Sdfridge Woodstock, five million dollarsis not animmense
um.”

"At the sametime" - Cushman was back to Weston - "it would befolly to deliberately sacrificefive
million dollars by placing it into the hands of The Red Blot."

The situation seemed to be reaching the stage of adilemma. Commissioner Weston tried to offer new
assurance.

"Y our meeting tomorrow night,” he declared, "will bewell protected. | have aready advised that you
meet The Red Blot's agent. | do not approve of the delivery of ransom money. Still, | would like to have
these negotiations bring results - not only the arrest of The Red Blot's agent, but the capture of the
crimina himself. If he should appear - the agent, | mean - and you could treat with him.”

"He might demand to seethe money," interposed Cushman.

"Exactly,” decided Weston. "Therein lies the difficulty. On the contrary, if you could demand to see



Sdlfridge Woodstock -"

"Why not?" exclaimed Dobson Pringle, legping ahead of the commissioner's suggestion. "L et us havethe
money for the agent. Cash - or securities - to the extent of five million. Perhaps the agent will be
prepared to produce Selfridge Woodstock then. At least, we could sound him out.”

"Themoney will bein jeopardy!" warned Weston.

"What about your police?" questioned Cushman angrily. A few minutes ago, you told us they would be
prepared to seize The Red Blot's agent. Would they be pardyzed if the man tried to run away with our

money?'

"They would not!" retorted the commissioner, rising to hisfeet. Then, inaquiet tone, he added "Thereis
nothing to be lost by the action which you suggest. | have advised the meeting tomorrow night, under the
conditions which are proposed in this demand from The Red Blot. | did not expect that you would have
the required amount available; if you are willing to take chances with five million dollars, | have no
objection.”

"Itisadragtic step," remarked one of the directors.

"Dradtic, yes," agreed Cushman. "But | favor it. Our conference room is an isolated spot. | can readily
see how some emissary - unknown to us - can come there. We could not possibly recognizehim as The
Red Blot's agent until he demands the money. That moment, | believe, will be the vital one to our hopes.
We can arrange to have the funds on hand - but if you disapprove, gentlemen, | am willing to forgo the

plan.”

While the directors sat in consideration of the proposal, Dobson Pringle interjected a severe note of
disstisfaction.

"l am the president of this association,” he asserted. "It seemsto me that you are taking too much upon
your own shoulders, Cushman. Suggestions, in this matter should come from me, not from you!"

This outburst of persona objection had an dectric effect upon Felix Cushman. The dark-haired man
faced Pringle with blazing eyes.

"So far aswe are concerned,” he retorted, "you are nothing but afigurehead, Pringle! The appropriation
of fundsliesin the hands of the directors - not the president. Y our duties concern actua building
operations. Objectionsfrom you are not likely to be sustained. | trust that the directors will remember
thet fact.”

Cushman turned to the directors as he finished speaking. Commissioner Weston saw immediately that
this man held the whip hand over the others. Pringle'sinterjection had awakened what appeared to bea
feud over the ownership of power.

THE result was an immediate reaction on the part of the directors. One by one, each voiced his approva
of Cushman's plan. When the vote had been taken, Dobson Pringle arose and spoke with a subdued
Soirit.

"| accept your decision, gentlemen,” he declared. "It was merely my desire to offer sound advice. | stand

rebuked; therefore, | shal cooperatein full. Nevertheless, | till fed that we are running too great arisk,
now that | have given the subject careful consderation.”

"Y our gpology isaccepted, Pringle,” returned Cushman testily. "As chairman of directors, | shdl arrange
the appropriation of five million dollarsto have on hand tomorrow night. | shall confer with you,



Commissioner Weston, so that we may have the funds brought to our conference room under police
guard."

"If we search the premises before the money is brought in; if we have every outlet guarded so that no one
can leavethe place, | can seenorisk involved. The primary objectiveisto effect the release of Sdlfridge
Woodstock."

"Nothing must be said about this arrangement,” warned Commissioner Weston. "I shall attend to the
detals. | shal cometo your officesin the Ama gamated Building tomorrow morning, and make the
necessary drategic arrangements.”

Thus camethefind arrangementsfor the next night. With five million dollars asthe bait, Commissioner
Weston was ready to lay the snare that would enmesh The Red Blot's emissary!

CHAPTER XV.IN THE LAIR

A MAN was seated in a curious, stone-waled office. The room was windowless, asingle light hung from
the ceiling between the door and a desk on the opposite side. The man's back was toward the door; he
was reading a newspaper spread upon the desk.

A buzzer sounded. The man at the desk folded the newspaper. He arose and turned toward the light.
The action reveded hisface. It was the hard-featured, unshaven countenance of Socks Madllory.

Opening the door, Mallory stepped into a narrow, stone-walled passage. This corridor, likethelittle
office, had but asingle light. It terminated in steel doors - one at either end. Malory went to the door at
theright end, pulled alever, and opened the barrier.

A lanky and sde-jawed individua stepped through the opening. His greeting to Mdlory was atwisted
orin.

The newcomer's face was one well known in the underworld of New Y ork, athough it had not been
seen therefor along time. The visitor was Moocher Gleetz, the cracksman.

Socks Mallory closed the steel door and conducted Moocher into the little office. The visitor spied the
newspaper and emitted an eager grunt.

"Say," be exclamed, "whered you get this? The gang has al been wanting to lamp a paper - ever since
last night -"

"Let themwait awhile," growled Socks. "L ook it over, Moocher. It's got good news."
"How'd you get it?" inquired Moocher, as he picked up the sheet. "Y ou been taking with The Blot?'

"What do you think I'm doing in here?" queried Socks, with arough laugh. "Playing solitaire? Sure, I've
seen The Blot. Tl the gang that everythingisO.K."

Moocher read the headlines and began to devour the story beneath them. He chuckled as he perused the
details of the unsolved mystery at the Hotel Gigantic.

"Fvemillion bucks" he exclamed. "The news hounds got that part of it, didn't they? But look here,
Socks; there's nothing here about the delivery of the dough. Y ou told me that was fixed -"

"The police managed to keep that part out,” grinned Socks. "Weston thinks he's going to pull afast one
onus. Don't worry. I'll pick up that dough, in person - tonight! | just need a couple of the gang to help



me, that'sall.”

"OK., Socks. That'sal | want to know."

"Five million tonight, Moocher. The other big job comes tomorrow night. After that, we can blow.”
"How'sthe big boy from Chicago?"

"Resting nice, up a the other end of the hal. But he's not going home, just yet. He knows too much of the
game, now."

A TICKING clock on the desk showed eleven. Thiswasindication that it was the morning following the
episode at the Hotdl Gigantic. Moocher Gleetz finished his study of the newspaper, and turned to Socks
Mdlory.

"Say," he questioned, "am | going with you tonight? Maybe it wouldn't hurt to have medong.”
"Not you, Moocher," interrupted Socks. "'l want you to watch the Club Janeiro.”
"The bulls have |eft there," objected Moocher. "They didn't find anything.”

"I know that. They moved out thismorning. But | got a note from Juanita- and if she's got the right dope,
we'd better keep watching that place.”

"Y ou mean the bulls may be wise?'

"No. They're dumb. But there was aguy in the place last night who may be smart. Y ou know that the
police commissioner was there two nights ago, when | knocked off Tony Loretti. Wdl" - asneer
appeared upon Mdlory's ugly face - "he had afriend with him - ahigh-hat guy named Cranston. HeE'sthe
bird werre watching. He was at the Club Janeiro last night.”

"l get you. One of those smart babies that thinks he's an amateur dick, eh? Going to wise up to something
that fooled the commissioner.”

"Right. That'sthe way we figure him. Just the sort of bird who might fal into something. Well, were not
taking any chances, Moocher. The placeisclear now; and if he snoops around tonight, well get him
ure”

"I'm to watch for the signa?"

"From theingde. Dynamite Hoskinsis coming through tonight. Well need him for the big job. HE's got
three gorillaswith him, and they're going to join up - but they'll follow him. They'll hold back; and if this
bird Cranston snoops, you'l get the sgna from Juanita.”

"Whichwill put the smart Aleck in between."

"You guesd it."

Moocher Gleetz strolled toward the door; then paused to light acigarette.

"Say, Socks," he remarked, "maybe you pulled aboner knocking off Tony Loretti."
"Yeah?' queried Socks. "That's my business, Moocher. What would you have done?!

"Let him ridefor awhile"



"That shows just how much you don't know. Loretti was awise guy, Moocher. He had Juanitaworried.
Shewas afraid hed find out the lay. That'swhy The Blot said | could bump him. | wanted to get him,

anyway.”
"O.K.; but it brought the bulls to the Club Janeiro, didn't it?"

"What of it? They've gone away, haven't they? They're thinking about the Hotel Gigantic instead. Don't
be dumb, Moocher. When | started this racket with The Blot, the Club Janeiro was our best bet. It was
the joint where we could get the gang to make the dive under cover when we needed them.

"Along comes Loretti. Musclesin on my night-club racket - | was going easy onit, too, because it was
only ablind - and he grabs off the Club Janeiro. Then | got into trouble.”

"Here, tonight, were waiting for Dynamite Hoskins. He had the date dll set, long ago. He's been out of
New Y ork. His orders were to come to the Club Janeiro and get the instructions there. | can't give them
to him - but Juanita can. Suppose Tony Loretti was there tonight? How would we tip off Dynamite?"

"l get you now, Socks."

"It'stimeyou did. | handled thingsright when | gave Loretti the works. Slide dong, Moocher. Tell the
moab I'll be out there soon. We've got them in agood humor. Let's keep them that way."

"No trouble about that, Socks. There's nowhere for them to go, Say - thisis agreat racket. Wouldn't Joe
Cardona and Mert Hembroke go goofy if they knew our lay?!

"Sidedong, Moocher. I'll be seeing you."

AFTER Moocher had departed, Socks Mdlory went to the left end of the corridor and opened the stedl
door that was located there. The gap revealed a passage that led to the right; also, a steep flight of steps
that led downward until they disappeared in blackness. Socks followed the steps. He returned severd
minutes later, closed the corridor door, and went into the stone-walled office.

From adrawer in the desk, Socks produced afolded sheet of paper. He spread it out before him. It was
alarge map of Manhattan; upon it were traced linesin inks of different colors. Socks gave a satisfied
grunt as he surveyed this chart. Finally, he replaced the map in the drawer, asatisfied look on his
features.

A buzzer sounded; its note was different from the one which had announced Moocher Gleetz. Socks
picked up atelephone from beside the desk. He was eager as he placed the receiver to hisear.

"Hdllo," hesaid. "Yes... Sure, | wasjust talking to Moocher... Y eah - hélll take care of the Club Janeiro
tonight... Right. I'll stick hereal day - any timel go out, | won't be gone more than three or four
minutes... Y eah, | can count on Moocher. He was O.K. the time we got the lay on Spider Carew. He
passed the word to me quick that time."

Socks Madlory hung up the receiver. He leaned back in the chair, and grinned as he lighted a cigarette.
Thiswasthe cal he had been awaiting word from The Red Blot - the master mind whose identity Socks
Madlory knew.

All st for tonight. That had been the message. Much might happen between now and then, yet Socksfelt
no aarm. Success had been the watchword for The Red Blot's crimes; once only, during theraid on the
East Side Bank, had the schemes of the supercrook been offset.

There was only one person who could have been responsible for that partid failure - The Shadow. Since



then, however, there had been no further intervention. At last - Socks Malory relished the thought -
crime had been devised that was too much for even The Shadow to fathom!

Moocher Gleetz, asquad of wanted men, dl able criminds - they were The Red Blot's mob. Under the
direction of Socks, they had proven themselves a scourge. "'Dynamite” Hoskins wasjoining them tonight,
as another of Socks Mallory's subordinates.

Socks enjoyed alaugh as he thought of how little these mobsmen knew. To them, Socks Mallory was
the leader, dthough they understood that an unknown chief - The Red Blot - stood above.

Socks Mdlory - The Red Blot'sright arm! But The Red Blot was not one-handed in his strokes against
thelaw. He had aleft arm also - another aid, whose identity was not even suspected.

Socks relished that thought, aso. While he ddlivered the open blows, the man who served as | eft hand
was used for secret thrusts. Therein lay The Red Blot's might!

Right and | eft - they had worked together. They would do so again, tonight. Should emergency arise
before them, those aids of The Red Blot would cooperate whenever their services were required.

Socks Mallory was wearing an air of gloating triumph when he left the little office and headed for the
door at theright of the corridor. Satisfaction dominated his malicious mind. He was thinking again of the
only menace whom the underworld feared - yet one who had failed to thwart The Red Blot.

Socks Mallory was thinking of The Shadow.
CHAPTER XVI. THE SHADOW PREPARES

AT the very timethat Socks Mallory was thinking of such important personages as Raph Weston and
The Shadow, avisitor was being ushered into the office of the New Y ork police commissioner. Weston,
seated behind the huge glass-topped desk in his downtown office, was looking up to meet the keen eyes
of Lamont Cranston. The millionaire was an unexpected caller.

"Hello, Crangton,” greeted Weston briskly. ™Y ou caught me a avery busy time. What can | do for
you?’

"Nothing, Snceyou are busy," returned the millionaire, with aquiet smile. "I merely dropped into learn if
you could lunch with me at the Cobalt Club. | have not forgotten” - Cranston's voice had areflective
monotone - "the interesting events of our last meeting.”

"At the Club Janeiro," responded Weston, " Quite a difference between that place and the Cobalt Club. If
you crave the unusual, Cranston, | should advise you to choose amore likely spot than an exclusive
meeting place such as the Cobalt Club.”

"The Hotel Gigantic, for instance?" queried Cranston.

Weston smiled grimly, Cranston had given akeen refutation to the commissioner's suggestion. The
reputation of the Hotel Gigantic adlied it more closely with the Cobalt Club than with the Club Janeiro.

From aman other than Lamont Cranston, Weston might have resented the inference. The police
commissioner, however, had arespect for Cranston; and aso recalled the aid which the millionaire had
given him only two nights ago.

"Y ou have methistime,” admitted Weston. "Frankly, Cranston, this matter of The Red Blot isonewhich
may crop out anywhere. Nevertheless-"



Weston paused. He was on the point of discussing affairswith Cranston. The police commissioner had
just returned from avisit to the offices of the Amalgamated Builders Association. He had warned dl
concerned to preserve absol ute secrecy regarding tonight's arrangements.

Lamont Crangton was lighting a cigarette. His keen eyes, peering past the illuminated lighter in hishand,
were reading a penciled notation that lay upon the commissioner'sdesk. A clever ruse, this. With the
flame between himsdlf and Cranston's face, the commissioner could not detect the direction of the
millionairés gaze.

"We may be getting somewhere," remarked Weston, in anoncommittal tone. " Doubtless, you have read
of the latest outrage perpetrated by The Red Blot. Thistime, we are awaiting a definite follow-up on the
part of the crimind.”

"Collection of the five-million-dollar ransom?"

"Exactly. That initsdlf, will be another crime - if The Red Blot attemptsit. Until then - whenever it may be
- | amtoo tied up to arrange luncheon engagements. Thanks for theinvitation, Cranston -"

"Don't mention it," interposed the millionaire, risng and extending his hand. " The invitation remains open,
Weston. Let us set it for the day after The Red Blot has been brought to justice - and let us hope that the
day will be soon.”

LAMONT CRANSTON betrayed no smile when he descended in the elevator. The brain behind that
impassive, masklike face was consdering the very definite facts which this casud visit had reveded.

To an ordinary person, the notations on Commissioner Weston's pad might have meant nothing. To The
Shadow - guised as Lamont Cranston - they had supplied al missing information needed in this case.

Abbreviated referencesto "conference room,” "Amagamated Building,” atime notation of ninethirty, the
names of Hembroke and Cardona - these were clews to the very matter which The Shadow wished to
learn a thistime.

Taking acab, Lamont Cranston rode to the vicinity of the Amalgamated Building. Thiswasthe
skyscraper which housed the offices of the Amagamated Builders Association. Of recent construction,
the building was modernigtic in design. Its mighty mass pyramided from the Street, in tapering, set-back
fashion, which was capped by atower-like succession of topmost floors.

Leaving the cab, the millionaire entered the building and rode up to the fifth floor. He entered the
anteroom of the Amalgamated Builders Association. Heinquired for Dobson Pringle. The girl informed
him that the president had gone out to lunch. It was now twelve fifteen, and he had gone out a noon.

The observant eyes of Lamont Cranston were busy asthe girl spoke. Peering through the glass partition
that separated the anteroom from the office itself, Cranston noted the Smple arrangements.

There were many desks upon the floor, and the farther end of the room was divided into smdler offices,
which served for the chief officias of the organization. In the corner directly opposite the anteroom was
the solid wall of aroom which cut a square chunk from the floor space. There was a single door to this
gpartment. Upon it were the words:

Conference Room.

Lamont Crangton idled toward the elevators after remarking that he would call to see Dobson Pringle at
some other time. He rode down to the street and strolled along for half ablock, before he turned to study
the pyramided structure from this distance.



He noted the exact location of the office which he had lft. A thin, wan smile rested upon hislips. Lamont
Cranston suddenly joined the throng of people who were passing. From then on, his course was
untracesble.

SOME time afterward, alight clicked and darkness was dispelled from a solemn, hushed abode. Blue
raysflickered upon a polished table top. White hands appeared beneath the focused glare. The brilliance
of the sparkling girasol threw off constant color-changing flashes.

The Shadow wasin his sanctum. The clock was not upon the table this afternoon. There wastime for
deliberation. Envelopes opened; clippings and reports fell beneath The Shadow's hands.

Most of the latest data dealt with the mystery that had occurred in the Hotel Gigantic. The Shadow laid
these clippings aside. They told the same story - an amazing abduction; ademand for five million dollars.
They cried out the name of The Red Blot, and shouted for the capture of the supercrook.

But not one report carried the essentia information regarding tonight's meeting at the Amalgamated
Building. That had been suppressed by Commissioner Weston.

The Shadow laughed. His hand began to inscribe wordsin bluish ink upon ablank sheet of paper. These
notations were asummary of hisconclusons.

The Red Blot will send hisemissary to collect the ransom. Nine
thirty tonight, in the conference room of the Amalgamated Building
Association. Policewill be thereto seize the agent.

They will not succeed. The Red Blot has planned too well. The
emissary will leave - with or without the five million. In either

case, no injury will be done. To thwart that arrangement would prove
futile. The Red Blot will not appear in person.

Tothe policewill go thetask of following that emissary.

Their work will be unsuccessful. The only way to reach The Red Blot
isto find his headquarters secretly. There, hisarriva must be
awaited. His plans must befoiled at their inception.

Thewordsremained in view for ashort while; then, like fleeting thoughts, they began to disappear. One
by one, in the order of their writing, the words vanished and |ft the pure blank sheet. Again, the
whispered laugh of The Shadow sounded ominoudy in that black-walled room.

The hand inscribed a new paragraph:

The Red Blot has many henchmen. Their ways are hidden. Thereare
avenues of escape which they can follow. These must be discovered.
Livesare at stake; villainsare at large. Theinnocent must be

protected; the guilty must pay the pendty.



The words vanished as The Shadow again indulged in aburst of sinister mockery that came back in
vague echoes from the weird hangings of thewalls.

Another envelope was opened by the hands. It contained a report sheet, written in coded words. The
Shadow read the message as quickly asif it had been in ordinary writing. The blue-inked inscription
disappeared.

That was the way with The Shadow's messages. By use of aspecid fluid, theink, after drying, vanished
from contact with the air. Thiswas anote from Harry Vincent, one of The Shadow's agents.

OLD clippings were handy with the message. They referred to one event: the strange disappearance of
Hubert Craft, prominent architect, whose upset boat had been discovered in Long Idand Sound some
weeks ago.

Harry Vincent, investigating, had learned nothing. Craft frequently went to his Long Idand boathouse and
st forth upon the Sound. One night the boat had gone out. 1t had not returned. Craft had beenin New
Y ork during the evening. He had not been seen since that time.

What had become of Hubert Craft?

The Shadow answered the question in enigmatic fashion. His hand appeared with a pen, and the fingers,
with aquick shake, sent ablob of crimson ink upon ablank sheet of paper. The ominous fluid spread in
grotesgue form, and shone amid the light from above.

TheRed Blot!

The disappearance of Hubert Craft had preceded the appearance of that insidious symbol. The discovery
of The Red Blot, himsdlf, would answer the other question. Hubert Craft and The Red Blot! There was
aninddiblelink between them!

What did The Shadow intend to do?

Mystery had thickened; five million dollars was at stake. Two men had been abducted: Sdlfridge
Woodstock and his secretary, Crozer. This meeting at the conference room of the Amagamated Builders
might hold the secret of theriddle. Would The Shadow be there?

The hand wrote with the blue-inked pen. But the thoughts which it inscribed were in direct opposition to
what might well have been expected. There was no mention of the meeting to be held tonight. The duty of
watching that event could rest with the police.

Instead, The Shadow announced his secret intention of investigating a spot where he had been before; of
going back upon atrail which the law had now abandoned. In carefully shaped characters, the hand
inscribed thisdecision:

Tonight. The Club Janeiro.

The writing remained while sllence perssted. Theinked linesfaded. The girasol sparkled astheleft hand
aone remained upon thetable. The bluish light clicked out.

Amid thethick gloom of heavy darkness came along, eerielaugh. The Shadow's mockery sounded with
its note of sinister understanding. It was atoken of the unexpected; the cry of one who prepared athrust
into the weskest sector of the enemy'slines.

Grim echoes caught up the awesome mirth and lisped the sound in sobbing whispersthat persisted long.



When the last touch of merriment had died, deep, solemn silence reigned undisturbed.

The Shadow, man of the night, had gone. From the depths of this mysterious abode - his unknown
sanctum - he had set forth upon anew adventure.

While others chose to meet the menace of The Red Blot face to face, The Shadow planned a different
course. Where The Red Blot least expected serious difficulty, there would The Shadow be!

Ominous had been the Shadow's laugh. The tomblike stillness of the deserted sanctum carried atouch as
gnigter. A weird lull lay within thisroom. Thewelrd presence of The Shadow had |eft its mystic spell.

CHAPTER XVII. THE PRELUDE

I'T was after two o'clock when Dobson Pringle returned to the offices of the Amalgamated Builders
Associaion. Thegirl in the anteroom informed him that aman had caled, and | eft without giving his name;
but that bit of newswas not regarded asimportant by Pringle. The girl made another announcement, that
was much more vitd; namely that Felix Cushman and a friend were waiting Pringle€sreturn in the
president's office.

Hurrying acrossthefloor, Pringle reached his own room, and found Cushman there. The man with the
chief director was one whom Pringle immediately recognized - Detective Merton Hembroke, from
headquarters.

As soon as Pringle had closed the door, Cushman motioned him to his desk and began to speak ina
tensetone.

"I have brought Hembroke here," he announced. "by arrangement with Commissioner Weston.
Hembroke isthe principa detective on this case; and he suggested that it would be well to make an
indde inspection of these premises prior to tonight's meeting.”

"An excdlent idea," agreed Pringle. Y ou mean that Hembroke will remain here after the officeis
empty?’

"For ashort while," returned Cushman cannily. "Every one will be gone by six o'clock. Hembroke can
stay for an hour longer. But | would not deem it advisable for him to remain after seven o'clock.”

"Why not?'

"Because we must adhere closely to the terms of the demand. | am convinced, Pringle, that an emissary is
coming from The Red Blot. Asthe hour for the meeting approaches, everything must be clear.”

"I can see no harm in Hembroke staying, "declared Pringle, in opposition to the director's Satement.
"Nevertheless, my opinions seemsto be considered of little weight.”

"Thefundsare ariving at haf past eight,” resumed Cushman, summarily ignoring Pringl€s objection. "We
must al be here by then - you and | and the directors. Right there iswhere we have scored againgt this
crimina with whom we are dedling. If his spies are watching outside of this building, we shal be ableto
completdy deludethem.”

"How?' questioned Pringle.
"Commissioner Weston figured it out," broke in Hembroke. "He has agreet idea, Mr. Pringle -"

"Whichis partly your suggestion, Hembroke," interrupted Cushman in acommending tone.



"Credit belongs to the commissioner,” declared Hembroke. "I wasthereto talk it over with him - that's
al. Figureit thisway, Mr. Pringle. How would anyone transport five million dollars?!

"Under police guard, of course.

"That'sit. Wdll, the cash iscoming up - in an armored bank truck. Ther€ll be police al around the place.
Assoon asthe doughisin - away they'll go. That will leave nearly one hour before the scheduled time.”

"But we aren't al going, see? Therell be me and Joe Cardonaand a dozen other detectives dl around
thisfloor. That'swhy | want to look over the layout. So | can arrange the posts.”

"Do you understand, Pringle?" questioned Cushman. "Our directors meeting will bein the conference
room. No policein there at dl. Everything in accordance with The Red Blot'sterms. But unless we get
Sdfridge Woodstock - there will be no negotiations completed. The agent will walk into atrap. The
money will be bait. All will look fair; but wewill be ready to snare him.”

"Well planned, Cushman,” stated Pringle. "Nevertheless, | il persstin my fina decison of last night.
Mark my words, Cushman; and | call you, Detective Hembroke, to be witness. We are placing five
million dollarsin jeopardy. We may lose al, and gain nothing.”

"We are chancing it,” said Cushman shortly, "and the odds are dl in our favor. That'sfina, Pringle.”

"Itisavery good plan,” nodded the president. "It is quite natural that the money should be brought up
under strong guard. Nevertheless, we might use blank paper, instead of real money. However -"

Pringle broke off and shrugged his shoulders as he saw an antagonitic glarein Cushman'seyes. The
chairman of the directors arose and conducted Merton Hembroke through adoor at the side of Pringle's
office. Thiswas a connection with aroom which the directors used as an office.

The door closed behind Cushman and Hembroke. Pringle rang abell for a stenographer.

I'T was half past the hour before Dobson Pringle had finished with amass of detail work. Pringle knew
that by thistime Cushman must have left, with Hembroke remaining in the adjacent office.

Whileresting in hislarge swivel chair, Pringle heard arap at the outer door. He spoke; the door opened,
and Carlton Carmody entered.

The white-haired architect closed the door behind him and sat down in achair by the desk. He looked at
the president with troubled eyes.

"What's the matter, Carmody?" asked Pringle, in akindly tone.

"I'm thinking of your worries, Mr. Pringle," declared Carmody. "Last night troubled me agreat dedl. It
wasn't fair, the way you were overruled by Felix Cushman.”

"That's part of my job, Carmody,” smiled Pringle.

"Thingsaren't right, gr," protested Carmody. "It impressed me that your opinions should at least have
been given more consderation.”

"Cushman holds the whip hand, Carmody."

"I know that, Mr. Pringle. Just the same, this Situation has been bothering me dl day. Of course, | can't
say anything - | was only at the meeting in case Mr. Woodstock had wanted to put questionsthat | could
answer. But | fed that you have been treated unjustly.”



"Forget it, Carmody."

"I'll try to, Mr. Pringle. I've been working on those half-completed plans for the Soudervae Building -
maybe they'll take my mind from dl thistrouble. But it seems asthough | can't think of anything now but
The Red Blot."

"Don't read the newspapers,” commented Pringle dryly. "Rather a hardship, Carmody, but advisable
under the circumstances. Perhapsthistrouble will be settled effectively tonight.”

"I hope so, Mr. Pringle.”

After Carmody had gone from the office, Pringle prepared to leave for the day. The president could not
forget the architect's solicitude. A good worker, Carmody; one who could scarcely hope to be the equal
of Hubert Craft; nevertheless, Carmody's close attention to detail made him avauable man to carry on
the work of one whose labors had been unfinished.

Dobson Pringle's departure before five o'clock was asignd for early leave on the part of the employees.
Usudly the genid president set an example by staying until fivethirty. A gradua emptying of offices began
immediately after five; within half an hour, the place was deserted.

THE door of the directors office opened cautioudly; into the floor space now illuminated only by
emergency lights stepped Detective Merton Hembroke. The deuth strolled about the large central office,
making arather cursory inspection.

A closed door caught hiseye. A light glimmered from benegth it. The door borethetitle:
Chief Architect.

Carlton Carmody was il a work. Hembroke remembered the fellow from last night. A rather
eccentric-looking character, Carmody. Hembroke decided to wait until the man was gone.

Instead of going back to the office where he had stayed in wait, the detective sought the seclusion of the
ante-room and watched through the glass partition.

In his office, Carmody wastrying to concentrate upon the plansfor the new Soudervae Building.
Studying the ground floor, in a space intended for a banking office, he noted a peculiar alcove
arrangement, which was unmarked. Carmody wondered why that extenson wasin the plans.

Could it be aspecid vault space? Such was unlikely. No banking ingtitution had arranged to take the
ground floor of the proposed building. This acove was not conventiona; why had Hubert Craft designed
it?

Thoughtfully, Carmody dipped apen into the red ink with which he was accustomed to mark these plans.
The pen sank deeper than the architect noticed. When he held the lettering instrument above the plans, a
drop of ink fell free and splattered upon the very space that had caused Carmody's perplexity.

The Red Blot!

The splotch of ink resembled the strange signature that Carmody had seen upon the ransom note! The
peculiar coincidence caused astrain of fleeting thoughtsin the architect's bewildered mind.

An unexplained dcovein aground-floor plan; afeature which Carmody, methodical to the extreme, had
been going over with mechanica precison - and now, upon it, gppeared the Sgn of The Red Blot.



Detailsimpressed Carlton Carmody more than important matters. That had been the chief reason for the
architect'sdow riseto prominence. Y et Carmody had hidden qudities of imagination; and this simulus
caused him to picture the menace of The Red Blot in mammoth proportions.

Herecdled last night's episode in the Hotd Gigantic; with sudden impulse, he went to afiling cabinet and
produced the plans of that huge building which Hubert Craft had designed.

Going through the floor plans, Carmody noticed an unmarked spot that made him pause. He dropped the
Gigantic plans upon those of the Soudervale Building.

The Red Blot! Carmody's mind went back to the reports that he had read of Tony Loretti's murder - the
deed that had brought The Red Blot into such tremendous prominence. Loretti had been killed in the
Club Janeiro. The night club waslocated in the Stellar Theater Building - an edifice which the
Amagamated Builders had o erected!

Back at thefiling cabinet, Carmody discovered the floor plans of the Stellar Theater Building, and began
to study the diagrams of thefirst floor. A new impulse saizing him, helaid this plan beside that of the
Hotd Gigantic. With hisred-dipped pen he shook one blot upon each diagram. Grinning wildly, he
stepped back to survey hiswork.

Then, with the eagerness of amadman, Carmody went through the files, until he produced the plans of
the building in which he now stood. He studied the fifth floor of the Ama gamated Building, and placed his
finger tip upon the conference room, where tonight's meeting was to be held. With agleeful chuckle,
Carmody spotted the plan with another crimson blot!

A CLOCK onthewindow sl showed haf past six. Gathering the plans which he had marked, Carmody
clutched them close to his body, and went from the little office. He crept across the large floor until he
reached the door of the conference room. It was unlocked. Carmody entered and switched on the light.

Theroom had a peculiar entrance - a sort of an anteroom of its own - a space much narrower than the
conference room itsalf. The entrance was at the outer corner of the inset square. At the left of the
anteroom was a paneled wall.

Carmody went through to the large conference room. It spread to the left, where the windows were
located. The architect laid his plans upon the large table in the center of the room, and began to spread
them out.

He stopped, looked up, and quickly shoved the plansinto a compact pile. A man had entered after him;
Carmody now recognized the face of Detective Merton Hembroke. The deuth had evidently not
intended to disturb the architect. Now that Carmody was aware of his presence, Hembroke put a
prompt question.

"What'stheidea?' he quizzed. "No oneis supposed to be in thisroom. What are you doing here?’

"I - 1 - 1 have discovered something," ssammered Carmody. " Something very important. Yes- it may be
very important.”

"What isit?'

Carmody hesitated. He did not care to discuss this matter with the detective adone. He preferred to talk
to Dobson Pringle.

Therewas apeculiar chalenge in Hembroke's gaze; and Carmody suddenly repented of hisactionin
dabbing these plans with red blotches. What would a police detective know about building diagrams?



Carmody became suddenly reliant.
"I must talk to Mr. Pringle," he asserted. "It is very important that | should do s0.”

"Mr. Pringle has gone home," returned Hembroke. "I wasjust looking around here to see that the place
was empty. | saw you comeinto thisroom."

"l can cal Mr. Pringle," pleaded Carmody. "Redlly - | must discuss amost important matter with him.
Very important.”

"I'll call him," said Hembroke shortly.
The detective picked up atelephone. He found that it was not connected.
"I'll have to go out to the switchboard,” he decided. "Comedong. I'll cdl Pringle.”

Clutching his precious plans, Carmody preceded the suspicious detective. As he saw Hembroke pick up
the telephone, the architect supplied him with Pringle's number.

"It'sunligted,” he explained. "Cal Mr. Pringle right away. It's very important.”

Hembroke put in the call. Within afew minutes, he was talking with the president of the Amagamated
Builders

"Thisis Detective Hembroke," explained the deuth. "I'm in the office in the Ama gamated Building... Just
ready to leave... One of your men here - Carmody, the architect... | found him in the conference room...
Wantsto talk with you about some plans...”

"Tdl him | must see him before the meeting!" exclamed Carmody, in atensevoice. "l want to seehimin
the conference room!™

"Wants to see you personaly,” resumed Hembroke. " Says he wants to see you in the conference room -
before tonight's meeting... No, he hasn't told me what it's about. He's dl excited, and he's got awhole
stack of diagramswith him... Say - maybe | ought to take this bird down to headquarters... What's that?
No... Yes, | understand... All right, Mr. Pringle... "

Hembroke hung up the telephone and turned toward Carmody with adisgruntled air.

"Thisisapoor timeto gart acting loony," observed the detective, "but your boss givesyou an O.K. Says
he knowsyou're dl right. He's coming down here as soon as he finishes dinner. Saysfor you to wait for
him in the conference room.”

"Good!" exclaimed Carmody, in abreathlesstone.

"I'm leaving here," observed Hembroke. "'I'm supposed to be out by seven. | don't like theidea of you
staying - but it's on Pringl€'s say-so. Come on.”

Hembroke conducted the architect back to the conference room. He pointed to achair by the table.
Carmody seated himsdlf; Hembroke stalked about the room, and stared suspicioudy at every corner.
Satisfied that all waswell, he went out and closed the door of the little anteroom behind him.

The detective paused to listen for afew minutes; then shrugged his shoulders and continued on hisway.
He l€eft the offices of the Ama gamated Builders Association, and took an eevator to the ground floor.

In the conference room, Carlton Carmody waited until he was sure that the detective was redly gone.



Then, with an eager smile, the architect soread the plans on the table before him. His eyes were agog as
he surveyed those charts - each of which now bore a crimson spot.

Minutes dragged by. Carlton Carmody was like aman in atrance as he noted the features of the plans.
He was unconscious of the passage of time, concentrated solely upon the diagrams before him. Forty
minutes passed. It was nearly hdf past seven, and he was till immersed in hiswork.

Suddenly, the lights of the conference room went out. After that event, Carlton Carmody knew no more.

Thiswasthe prelude to crime that wasto follow, e sawhere aswell asin thisvery room.

CHAPTER XVIII. ANOTHER DISAPPEARANCE

IT was precisdy nine o'clock when Lamont Cranston gppeared within the portals of the Club Janeiro.
There was something mysterious about the millionaires arriva. The head waiter, watching the usud
entrances, did not see him until after he was seated at atable far from the screened archway that led to
the offices.

There was areason for this phenomenon. Cranston had comein by one of the side corridors - aroute
which the police had searched in the belief that Socks Malory had escaped by such an exit on the
eventful evening when Tony Loretti had been dain.

In fact, Cranston had done more than smply enter. He had paid a brief visit to the center of the three
offices; there, he had deposited a bundle in an inconspicuous spot beneath a desk.

The millionaire had not lingered long, however. The voice of Juanita Pasquales, spesking over the
telephonein an adjacent office, had caused him to stroll away before the call was completed.

When he noted Cranston, the head water immediately started toward the screened archway. He must
have met Senorita Pasquales before he reached the office, for the man returned quite promptly; and the
proprietress of the Club Janeiro appeared afew minutes|ater.

Five minutes went by; then the events of adowly unfolding drama began their occurrence. The head
waliter, stopping at atable where four men were seated, passed a card to one of them. Thisfellow, a
heavy, full-faced man, who looked like an old-line political boss, nodded his head. He spokein alow
toneto histhree companions.

Lamont Crangton, calmly puffing at a cigarette, observed the happening with an eagle gaze. Impassive,
betraying no interest whatever, the hawk-visaged millionaire understood what was transpiring as clearly
asif he had been one of the distant group.

The bluff-faced man was "Dynamite' Hoskins, aformer denizen of New Y ork's underworld, whose
persstent use of fuse and bomb had caused him to depart for places unknown. Back in Manhattan,
Dynamite was making hisfirst resppearance at the Club Janeiro.

At the end of the interva which followed the head waiter's message, Dynamite Hoskins arose and
grolled past the fringe of tables that surrounded the dance floor of the night club. The spotlight wason
the floor; couples were dancing there; and the passage of this one man was unnoticed - with one
exception.

Lamont Cranston, his keen eye watching through the semi-gloom, saw Dynamite pass behind the screen
that |ed to the office archway. A few moments later, Juanita Pasquales | eft in the same direction.

More minutes passed; then Cranston himsalf arose. Quietly, he strolled to the edge of the screen, paused,



and stepped out of sight.

THE action brought an immediate response from the three men whom Dynamite Hoskins had | eft. They
arose together, dunk toward the side of the big room, and sneaked in file toward the spot where they
hed last seen the departing millionaire.

Short, crouching forms; tight, tough fists that gripped stub-nosed revolvers, these were the three that took
up Crangton'strail. Smooth and shaven faces had given avery flimsy glossto thesethugs. A staking trio,
they were now displaying themselves as hardened gorillas - paid assassins of the bad lands.

Meanwhile, Lamont Cranston had passed the crossing of the corridors. In fact, he had paused therea
moment. Eyes from one halway had seen his standing form. As Cranston went on toward the central
office, Juanita Pasquales dipped into an empty dressing room and pushed back acloak that hungina
corner of thewall.

Hesitating - amost fearful of the deed she was now to perform - the woman pressed the button and let
the cloak fall back in place. Hastening to the door of the dressing room, Juanitawasjust intimeto see
the three stalking gorillas pass the crossing of the corridors.

Lamont Cranston had gone straight into the center office. The three men were on histrail. Juanitastole to
the crossing; she noted the stooped forms waiting at the door down the hal. With trembling step, the
woman hurried toward the archway, back to the night club where the entertainment was scheduled to

begin.

A gorilla's hand was on the door that led into the suite of offices. The barrier moved inward asthe man
turned the knob. Peering cautioudy into the lighted room, yet seeing no one, thefirst of the assassins
beckoned to hisfellows. With gunsready, they sidled through the opening.

The leader of the trio had opened the door with hisleft hand. Peering past the edge, he had |ooked
toward the office which had once been Tony Loretti's, while the others had headed toward the little office
on theright.

Asthefirst man stepped just beyond the edge of the door the barrier was swung shut by the quick thrust
of afigure that had stood behind it. The dam caused the three gorillasto swing in that direction.

Between them and the door was the sinister figure of a black-clad being that had appeared as suddenly
asaghog. A long cloak hung from hidden shoulders; an upturned collar obscured the lower portion of
the face aboveit.

Topped by ablack douch hat, the upper portion of the countenance was concealed by the broad,
turned-down brim. Two blazing eyes - optics that burned with aglaring sparkle - werethe only visible
features of that unseen countenance.

Blazing eyes! Threatening eyes! But they were not the only menace which the startled gunmen faced.
Black-gloved hands projected from the folds of the cloak; each fist grasped a huge automeatic, and the
muzzles of the .45s were covering the trio who had cometo day an unsuspecting victim.

"The Shadow!"

The gasp came from three husky throats; and the echo of those words was awhispered, mocking laugh
that issued from beneath the brim of the douch hat. By aruse assmple asit was daring, the terror of the
underworld had gained the drop on the three armed desperadoes!

THE taunt of The Shadow's mirth was acommand. The gesture of those |ooming automatics brooked no



opposition. Sullenly, the gangsters backed across the room, their armsrising.

The Shadow's back was against the door; his enemies were at his mercy. One second more - his
opponentswould have been totaly helpless.

But in that fleeting instant, The Shadow's keen eyes caught asign that came as a strange satire to hisown
mighty presence. Across the center of the room, The Shadow's silhouette lay in ominous blackness.
Now, from the doorway of the dimly lighted office on the right, The Shadow saw a shadow!

Someone was cregping to the edge of that door; someone lying in wait until the three ns had acted.
The Shadow had no choice. Another moment spent upon the three men before him would mean a
menacing attack from the other room.

The Shadow was prepared. In that split second, he performed the unexpected. His position against the
door was one of clever design. The elbow of aright arm moved benegth the folds of the enveloping
cloak. It pressed the light switch at the right of the door.

Darkness. With it, two men sprang forward from the other room. As quick fingers pressed revolver
triggers, the blackened form of The Shadow dropped into total darkness. That fade-away camejust
before the shots were fired.

Gunsroared, and leaden dugs shattered the woodwork at the spot where The Shadow had been
standing. In response came fierce tongues of flame, and terrific thunder blasts, as The Shadow's
right-hand automeatic cannonaded itsreply.

Asone man hurried forward into the darkness of the center room, the other seemed to crumplein his
tracks. Going down, hetried to rattle off further shots. Histrigger finger fatered after the first wild bullet
was discharged.

Tothethree gorillasin the darkened center office, these amazing events had happened with whirlwind
rgpidity. Accustomed to critical Situations, they managed to respond after amomentary loss of action.

A rescue had been launched and thwarted - al in the space of one long, momentous second. The
Shadow, he who counted timein delayed throbs, had proven his uncanny skill.

Now, revolvers about to dip from yielding fingers were caught with anew grip. Stabs of flame shot
through the darkness as the three gorillas, dropping to the floor, aimed for the spot where The Shadow
had been.

A master of strategy, The Shadow had expected this step. Knowing that his enemieswould fire quickly,
hoping to down him by spreading shots, he had not given hislocation by aleft-hand fire againgt atrio of
revolvers.

Instead, hislithe form had whirled across the room toward the door at the left. Three revolver shots -
four - five - six - had come from gangsters weapons before The Shadow's automatics barked their grim
return.

With two guns, not with one, The Shadow aimed for thosetdltdejets of flashing light. Burning bullets
rocketed through blackness. A scream told that one man had received aleaden messenger; an oath came
asagorilladropped hisgun and gripped his shattered right hand with his|eft.

Quick secondsin which more than a dozen round-nosed dugs had seared their way through that gloomy
atmosphere. Burning powder bore silent evidence of the conflict. Four men were down; each avictim of
The Shadow's marksmanship; yet the phantom fighter remained unscathed.



Not only in the perfection of hisaim had The Shadow succeeded. Thetimeiness of his shotswasthe
factor that had climaxed his success. His speed, his swiftnessin shifting to anew position, had enabled
him to foil hisadversaries.

Wl did The Shadow know thefutility of trying to outdo a bullet's speed; just as certainly did he
understand that the aiming of arevolver was no more than a human action.

In the space that others had leveled their guns at the spot where they believed the blackened target to be,
The Shadow had |eft blanknessfor the bullets that were to follow.

SHATTERING echoes of the shotsdied in quick reverberations. Well did The Shadow know that one
among his foemen was dlill active - one who was crouching in the darkness waiting for The Shadow to
reved himsdf.

There was one way to meet that hidden enemy. The Shadow's hidden form stalked slently until it stood
three paces from the door of the office on the lft.

With hisleft hand, The Shadow fired asingle shot into the room. A burst of flame; hidden behind its
sudden light, The Shadow's form made another fade-away. Not to the left, as the waiting gorillawould
expect; but toward the right - away from the security of the inner office - out in the direction of the door
that led to the night club.

The ruse was doubly effective. Not only did the lurking gunman suppose that The Shadow would dive
back toward the inner office; he had a so accepted the gun burst as aright-hand shot.

Thislast enemy was a desperate marksman. Threetimes his revolver coughed forth its message, directing
well-sprayed shots toward the corner opening, following the course which The Shadow should logically
have taken.

The answer came from the main door - the spot from which The Shadow had begun his original attack.
An automatic thundered the single shot that brought quietusto the last of the three ns.

Threejabs of flame had given The Shadow histarget. A whimpering gasp announced the accuracy of his
final ddivery against the now defeated trio.

The way to escape was open. The Shadow did not take it. Instead, he aimed an automeatic toward the
office on theright - the only spot from which anew attack might come.

Splintering shots crashed into desk and chairs. A lull; the door of the center office opened and closed
with aresounding dam. Silence was the condition that followed.

A long moment eapsed. Then, from that light on the right, came the figure of aman. Moocher Gleetz
stood outlined in the door frame, above the bodies of hisfalen gunmen. He was asafe cracker, not a
gunman. From the inner office he has ordered his pair of subordinatesto attack from ambush.

Moocher Gleetz scowled. He shoved a body aside with hisfoot, and moved in long strides to the outer
office. He did not turn on the light of the centra office; hence he never saw thetal shape that loomed in
the darkness a scant Six feet away. Moocher softly opened the exit door - the opening which he believed
the victor had taken.

The sound of bedlam was coming down the corridor. Moocher's cautious eye saw figures huddled by the
screen. People were coming here; the quarry had escaped. Now was no timeto linger. With long leaps,
Moocher bounded back into the lighted office.



The Shadow moved. A long arm stretched to the closed door that led to the corridor. A firm hand
slently turned the key; then softly withdrew it. Stooping, The Shadow did the key out along the corridor.

It would be found there - apparently dropped by one who had escaped and fled, locking the door on the
outsde as he | ft!

With an automatic in hisleft hand, The Shadow swept boldly into the lighted office on theright, striding
over the bodies of the men who lay before him. Thiswasthe way that Moocher Gleetz had taken; now,
the room was empty!

The Shadow'slaugh was alow, barely audible whisper. Like a creature from another world, the
black-garbed phantom stalked across the room and reached the farther corner. There, against the wall,
was the cabinet with its shelves. His automatic dropped beneeth his cloak, The Shadow sought for the
combination to this solid-set article of furniture.

PANDEMONIUM was coming from outside the door of the center office. People, in the corridor, were
trying to break down the heavy barrier.

The Shadow's hands reached within the cabinet and joggled the uppermost shelf. It shifted downward.
Pressing firmly, The Shadow pushed the shelf steadily. It descended, taking the next shelf withit. Small
stacks of magazines and papers were compressed between.

The series of shelves, jammed down together, left alarge space above them. Upon this, The Shadow
rested.

A lull was apparent from the corridor. A shouting voice replaced the confused babble of excited
tongues:

"Here'sthe key! Here'sthe key! We don't have to break through! Give me room - stand back!"

A black-gloved hand had gripped the back of the cabinet behind the shelves. With aquick sweep, The
Shadow did thisbarrier to the sde. An opening wasreveded in the wall.

The black form scaled into total darkness. The back of the cabinet did shut; the shelves came up
automatically, now that pressure was released.

Men werein the suite of offices. They were surveying the forms of sprawled gangsters. Two - those who
had come with Moocher - were dead. To meet their desperate attack, The Shadow had fired for their
hearts as they |oomed from the sphere of light.

The other three were wounded. They were the ones who could tell nothing. Crippled, they had known
nothing but confusion after they had falen. They were aids of Dynamite Hoskins. Their leader had gone;
their enemy had gone dso.

Police were coming in to learn the detail s of this new gang feud. The key that had been found upon the
floor of the corridor seemed proof that someone had made a get-away by that route.

Senorita Juanita Pasguales, nervous and approaching hysteria, could tell nothing. She had been on the
nightclub floor when the shooting had occurred.

But in her heart the woman knew that another man had disappeared tonight. Lamont Cranston,
millionaire, had passed from view. Had he escaped? Even though she had signaled for those in ambush to
arrange his certain doom, Juanita hoped that Cranston was the one who had |eft in safety.



The menace of The Red Blot - fear of it had made the night-club proprietress obey the bidding of Socks
Mallory. She knew the secret of that inner office; but she had stood the test of silence.

Police would come as they had come before. Nothing would be learned. Y et tonight, another man had
disappeared. Lamont Cranston had |eft the Club Janeiro. If he had not escaped, he must be dead by
now; dain by those in ambush, and carried through the secret way.

Dead or dive, he had given an amazing accounting for himsdf. Y et Juanita Pasquales felt positive that
Cranston mugt either be avictim of murderers or aflesing man who knew nothing of the mystery which
enshrouded the Club Janeiro.

Senorita Pasguaes did not know that Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow. Not for one moment
did she sugpect that he, as an invisible master of darkness, was now upon thetrail that would lead to the
heart of crime!

The disappearance of Lamont Cranston was of The Shadow's making. The master of detection had not
only won amighty fight. Silent and unseen, he was on hisway to the lair of The Red Blot!

CHAPTER XIX. FIVEMILLION DOLLARS

IT was nearly haf past nine. Far from the areawhere The Shadow's automatics had roared their deadly
retortsto the revolvers of those who had sought to day him, the directors of the Ama gamated Builders
Association were assembled for their crucial test.

They were gathered about the large table of the conference room. Five stories abovethe sireet, ina
secluded corner of amammoth building, they were uneasy despite the security which reason told them
wastheirs,

Theroom was lighted. Upon the center of the table lay along box; benesth its cover wasthe wedlth
which had been brought here by Felix Cushman's order. Like agrim guardian, the black-haired man sat
scowling a one end of thetable.

Dobson Pringle, hisgray hair giving an aged ook to his peaked face, sat at the opposite end of the table.
During thisfind lull when al were tense, he put a question which he had propounded previoudly.

"Where can Carlton Carmody be?' he asked.

"Will you stop asking that question?" queried Felix Cushman. "What has Carmody to do with this
meeting? Heisnot adirector - nor an officer of thisassociation.”

"Hewasto be here," responded Pringle.

"By whose order?' demanded Cushman.

"Mine" asserted Pringle.

"Y ou had noright to tell him to be here," came Cushman's angry retort.

"Let meexplain," perdsted Pringle. "Carmody stayed late this evening. The detective - Hembroke -
found him in the office. Carmody inssted that he must see me - here in the conference room - regarding
plansfor buildings. | told him to remain until we came-"

"Plansfor buildings" snorted Cushman, in contempt. "A finetimefor such trividities. Carmody must be
crazy!"



"From what Hembroke said,” declared Pringle, "the matter must have been urgent. It might have had a
bearing -"

"On tonight? Nonsense. Let us discuss more serious matters. Gentlemen” - Cushman glanced a his
watch and turned to the directors - "it isnearly half past nine. The outer door of this conference room -
through the little entrance there - is closed. Any emissary of The Red Blot must open it to gppear here.”

"Detectives are planted outside. In the offices at the end of the large central room are three men.
Detective Hembroke is one. Others, headed by Detective Cardona, are outside in the long corridor by
the elevators and the stairway.

"They dipped in when the money was ddivered. Commissioner Weston himsdlf iswith them. They are
spread out - peering from side offices. They are dlowing every opportunity for aman to enter - none for
aman to escape.

"We must be calm” - dl attention was now upon Cushman - "and we must treat with The Red Blot's
emissary. | shall be the spokesman. We have the money here; we can rightfully demand the release of
Selfridge Woodstock and - "

Cushman paused to stare at Dobson Pringle. The president of the association was staring beyond
Cushman's shoulder, hisface aghast. Other directors saw hislook; they swung in the samedirection -
toward the entrance from the anteroom. An evil laugh greeted them.

FOUR men, each holding a heavy revolver, had entered the conference room! The leader, who stood a
pace ahead of the others, was a pudgy-nosed, ugly-jawed individual, whose roughened cheeks made his
appearance more formidable.

"Stick 'em up!" camethe man's growl.

A thrugt of the revolver caused dll handsto raise. Gasps came from trembling directors; another growl
slenced these audible expressions.

"No noise, get me?" said the rough-faced man. "If theré's going to be noise, I'll makeit, with thisgat! I'm
the guy you're expecting. Socks Mallory - working for The Red Blot. Shove over that kael™

Before any of the astounded men could respond, Socks acted for himself. He stepped forward and upset
the box; his big paw spread out treasury certificates of thousand-dollar denominations.

"Well count it later,” laughed Socks. "If theres any short of five million, you birdswill pay the difference.
You'l pay hard, too."

He beckoned to his men; asthey approached, Socks replaced the stacks of bills that he had disturbed.
He pocketed hisrevolver, closed the box, and hoisted it under hisarm. With an ugly leer, Sockssidled
away from thetable, carrying his burden of wedlth.

"If you stick where you are," warned Socks, ""nobody's going to get hurt. Weve got the dough - that's all
we want. But we're going to blast our way out of here - and we don't want trouble from the insde. Get
me?'

Socks reached the little anteroom. His men, retreating as a protecting cordon, followed. Thelight switch
was at the door of the conference room. A growl came from Socks. One of the mobsters extinguished
thelights.

Then came shots.



Bulletsricocheted against the walls. The outer door was opened. Heavy fire was breaking loose. Of the
directors, Felix Cushman was the only one who kept his nerve, while the others dived for the shelter of
the table. In the darkness, Cushman leaped to hisfest, pulled out arevolver, and blazed away blindly
through the darkness, hoping to hit any of the robbers who might be forced to retrest.

Cushman reached the door of the anteroom. Beyond, he could hear the shots of the detectives asthey
took up thefire.

Lights came on in the outer office. Cushman saw them as he opened the door. Out at the entrance to the
corridor, Detective Morton Hembroke wasfiring hisrevolver. Answering shots reechoed from the
distance.

"Come on, men!" shouted Hembroke. "They've got to double back thisway! WEell hold it herel™

The other detectives joined Hembroke. Cushman stood grim, while Pringle and the directors came
crowding up in back of him astheir protector. Shots outside; then came the swarthy face of Joe
Cardona, in from the corridor.

"Did you get them?' came his question.
"Get them?" echoed Hembroke. "They broke through thisway -"
"Up toward the other end of the corridor then!" exclaimed Cardona.

Lightswere on in the corridor now; detectives came around the turn at the opposite end. They stopped in
amazement as Cardona approached them on the run.

"Where did they go, Joe?' came the demand.
"Y our way!" cried the ace detective.
"Not thisdirection!" returned a detective.

Police Commissioner Ralph Weston gppeared suddenly from an office doorway. He saw the signs of
confusion, and put forth an angry question.

"What isthis?' he demanded. "A fasedarm?"

SHOULDERING hisway through the detectives, Weston reached the office of the Amagamated
Builders Association. Hembroke was standing there; he joined the commissioner as Weston strode up to
Felix Cushman.

"What garted it?" he questioned. "What began al this shooting at nothing?"

"What garted it?' Cushman raised hisvoiceto asnarl. "I'll tdll you what started it! Four men marched
into this conference room and grabbed five million dollars! What's the matter with your crowd of flatfeet!
Where's the gang that took our money?"

Weston stared increduloudy. He could see by the expressions of the other directorsthat Felix Cushman
was stating smple facts. The commissioner turned to Hembroke.

"What happened out here?' he queried.

"They came out thisway," returned Hembroke. "We were way up at the end - pretty far, but the only
place we could be. They must have suspected we were there. They started shooting toward us. What



about it, boys?"
"Right," agreed the men who had been in the other offices.

"I hopped out,” asserted Hembroke. "Dropped behind adesk - had it al picked - and fired back. The
crooksfired wild, and | shouted to the boysto pile out.”

"Thenwhat?' questioned Weston.

" figured they'd head for the corridors,” resumed Hembroke. "I they doubled back into the conference
room, we'd have them sure. So we came up to cut them off - expecting Cardona would be on the job
outsde. | saw somefiguresin thelight from the window. | kept on firing - so did my men.”

"They didn't double back!" exclaimed Cushman.

"Not abit of it," added Hembroke. "I knew that when | saw you at the door.”

"They |eft the conference room," asserted one of the directors. "They did not come back.”
His companions nodded their absolute conviction of that statement.

Weston wheeled to Cardona

"Therewasalot of fireworksin the hal," said the commissioner coldly. "It looks as though Hembroke
drove the crooks right into your hands, Cardona. What about it?"

"They didn't come my way," returned Cardona. "I had good men posted at the other end of the hallway."

"This hasbeen abig mistake," ssid Commissioner Weston sadly. "Four bandits run out into acorridor.
They are blocked from both directions, and they make aget-away."

"It's not the first time The Red Blot's men have pulled adip likethat," declared Cardona. "1 don't know
how they doiit - but they have away of diding into nowhere-"

"Except the time when Hembroke got two of them in the pawnshop,” brokein Weston furioudy. "I put
the wrong man on the outside; that's dl. Hembroke should have had that job - not you, Cardonal Get
going, men! Through the building! Search everywhere! Y ou'rein charge from now on, Hembroke. Y ou
stay here, Cardonal™

Four armed bandits. Five million dollars. The Red Blot. Such were the thoughts that flashed through Joe
Cardonds brain as he dgectedly heard Commissioner Weston argue the situation with Felix Cushman.

Wl did Joe Cardona know what the result of this episode would be. Once again, he had been totally
tricked by the cunning of The Red Blot. Thiswould be the end of Joe Cardona’s career as a detective.

There were other times when Cardona had experienced failure. But never before had ariva such as
Merton Hembroke shown superior craft. Hembroke had gained some credit tonight. He had done all that
could have been expected. Cardonawas the one who had failed.

The Red Blot!

Cardona felt that he was helpless before the machinations of that supermind of crime. Failure tonight.
Tomorrow, his resignation from the force. It would be expected.

How could one cope with amazing mobsters who vanished within the tightness of a cordon? Cardona



heard Cushman giving Weston the name of Socks Mallory. So that murderer wasin again - and Cardona
had failed to find asingle clew to hiswhereabouts!

Dully, Cardonaknew that he was beaten. There were timeswhen aid had come for him from astrange
source - from a personage in whom Commissioner Weston expressed disbelief, but whom Cardona
knew to bereal - The Shadow.

Thistime, there had been no such aid; could be no such help. The Red Blot was amaster crook beyond
all credible bdief. Even The Shadow, Cardona decided, could not salvage the hopeless cause that now
exiged!

CHAPTER XX. FINAL PLANS

A DOOR opened at the end of astone-walled corridor. An ugly laugh sounded as Socks Mdlory,
chuckling to men whom he had just l€ft, entered and closed the heavy door behind him. The Red Blot's
mob leader was back in the passage that led from door to door with the stone-walled office a the Side.

Under hisarm, Sockswas lugging the box that contained five million dollars. He strode into the
underground office, and plunked the container upon the desk. Then, pushing that article of furniture aside,
he drew a stedl blade from his pocket, and pressed it into a crevice of the stone flooring.

A click; Socks gripped adab with hisfingers, and raised the blocking stone. A large cavity lay beneath;
into it, Socks dropped the box of wedlth. The murderer chuckled as he replaced the closdly fitting dab.

Something was creeping aong the floor; something that Socks did not see. It was not a solid object,
athough it moved as though imbued with life. It was a spreading black blotch that came from the door to
the stone-walled corridor.

That patch of darkness was the token of aliving presence. It told that The Shadow was close by! Socks,
unsuspecting, arose and pushed the desk back into its place. He sat down in the chair and indulged in an
evil chuckle.

A buzzer sounded. It was the signal from the outer door. Socks arose. Before he had turned, that long
stretch of blackness faded with magical speed. It withdrew not only to the corridor; it continued clear to
the end.

Socks, stepping through the doorway, headed in the opposite direction. He admitted two men: Moocher
Gleetz and Dynamite Hoskins. They followed him into the office.

"Everything went great, eh, Socks?' was Moocher'sfirst question.
"Yeah," returned Socks. "It dways goes great with me, Moocher. How about you?'

Moocher Gleetz hesitated. Socks eyed him narrowly. Both men were intent; so was Dynamite Hoskins,
who looked on without fully understanding.

None of the trio noted the phenomenon which had occurred before; the approaching blackness of a
slhouette that crept in from the doorway. "Well," declared Moocher, "here's Dynamite Hoskins."

"| can seethat,” retorted Socks. "What about the guy you were supposed to finish?"
"Not so good, Socks."

"What! Y ou didn't get him?"



"Maybe - maybe not. | couldn't wait to see-"
"Come on - quit stdling! What happened?”

"I went up to the Club Janeiro,” stated Moocher. "I had two gorillas with me. Dynamite came through. |
sent him on ahead. Then came the buzzer. Juanitals signd. | knew that Cranston was snooping, and that
Dynamites gorillaswereon histrail. So | sent my menin.”

"Somehow, that guy must have cornered Dynamite's mob. That'sthe only way | could figureit. First thing
| knew - | was back in the corner - my two men pile through the door, and this guy Cranston shoots
them down. | didnt seehim doiit. | just saw the lights go out - heard the old gat do itswork. Saw them
flop, too!"

"Everything broke loose. Some guy made a get-away out through the door of that middle office. |
hopped out there and started to open the door. People were coming in from the night club. | dived back
to the corner and came through with Dynamite.”

"Fine stuff," gaculated Socks. "Five gorillas againgt one silk hat. Say - the way you talk, you'd think that
guy Crangton was The Shadow!"

"I'm not saying he got away," retorted Moocher. "I'm just saying | don't know whether or not they got
him. He bumped my two gorillas- | know that. But maybe Dynamite's crew got him. Maybe it was one
of those boys that scrammed.”

"Letitride" growled Socks. "If it was Cranston who got away, he's probably still running. HEll be too
scared to come back. Those boiled-shirt boys seem to fall into luck sometimes. | thought you'd bring him
in here, dress suit and all. Welve got agood graveyard for stiffslike him. Forget it; if he shows up again,
I'll get the tip-off from Juanita.”

THE matter settled, Socks Madlory turned to Dynamite Hoskins and gave the full-faced man afriendly
pokeintheribs.

"What do you think of our layout, Dynamite?"' grinned Socks. "Didn't expect it to be as sweet asthis, did
you?"

"Gregtest thing | ever saw," returned Dynamite.

"You'vegot alot to seeyet," declared Socks. "They talk about the underworld. Weve got the real
underworld right here. It'sthe works. Pick your spot - anywhere around Manhattan. I'll tell you whether
or not we can take acrack at it. Say - we've been running the bulls around in loops. I'll bet Joe Cardona
will beready to quit after tonight.”

"What about this guy Hembroke?' questioned Moocher.

"Him?" Socks grinned, then changed his expression to aserious one. "Say - I'm telling you Straight - he's
the one guy who could make trouble for us. But he won't get the chance. Leave that to The Blot, Say -
he knows his stuff, The Blot does.”

After thisreference to the hidden chief, Socks quickly changed the subject. He came down to definite
businesswith Dynamite Hoskins.

"Weve got you infor the big job, Dynamite," declared Socks. "Tomorrow, wéll fix up thelay. You've
heard of Galladay's, haven't you?"



Socks grinned as he made his reference to ahuge jewe ry concern that was known throughout the
world.

"Wadl," continued Socks, "that's the nut we're going to crack. In again - out again; and you're going to
helpus.

"Galladay'd" exclamed Dynamite. " Say, Socks, have you gone cuckoo? Y ou can't crack that joint.
Since they moved into that new Fifth Avenue Building of theirs-"

"That'sjust it," interposed Socks. "It's our gravy - that place. It's going to take two nice socks of TNT,
though - and that's where you comein.”

"Two?" questioned Dynamite.

"Sure," returned Socks. "Oneto get into thejoint; the other to cover up after we come out. Thisisone
time we're going to make a straight get-away - and we're going to leave nothing behind us."

Socks paused to let hiswords sink in. Then, as an encouraging thought, he added:

"Listen, Dynamite Hoskins - you, too, Moocher. Thisisgoing to be up in the millions, thisjob. Galladay's
have got alot of European crown jewelsin that place of theirs. Say - we can dl cdl it quits after this
haul."

"That'sthe way The Blot figures. HE's going to be in on thisjob himsdlf - working with us. Y ou get your
charges set - when The Blot isready, well gart. Then - well, the whole world iswhere well go!™

"What about old Million Nibsfrom Chicago?' questioned Moocher. "Him and the others - like that
felow Carmody you dragged in early thisevening.”

"Therelll be asweet fade-out for them,” laughed Socks. "Don't worry about that. Come on" - Socks rose
as he spoke - "welll go out with the boys. | won't hear from The Blot for awhile yet."

THE long streak of blackness faded from the floor. Socks Malory and his companions left the office,
and went toward the door at the right of the corridor.

It was after their departure that the black blotch again manifested itsdlf. Thistimeit crept farther and
farther inward, until it had assumed unusuad proportions. Then, in the doorway, loomed the figure that had
caused the creeping silhouette.

The Shadow, amazing as a specter, stood within the confines of the stonewalled room. His black cloak
drawn close about him; his features hidden by the brim of the douch hat, the master of mystery was
done.

This room had resounded with Socks Mallory's gleeful chuckles. It was due to reverberate with amore
gnister sound. Weirdly, the laugh of The Shadow cat its eerie whisper among the echoing walls.

Thetal figure moved toward the desk. The Shadow made no effort to push the object asde. The millions
were safe. He had no need to touch them now.

His gloved hand picked up the telephone. The same hand replaced it. The desk drawer opened at The
Shadow's touch. Out came the folded map of Manhattan which Socks Mallory had consulted on the
previous night.

With it were other papers. The Shadow spread them before him. They were the planswhich Carlton



Carmody had brought into the consultation room. The Shadow noted the splotches of red drawing ink
which the architect had applied to certain spots.

The plans went back into the drawer. It was the map of New Y ork which intrigued The Shadow. His
gloved forefinger traced red lines. The pointer stopped on certain spots.

The Shadow was following the very thoughts which Carlton Carmody had expressed. The Stellar
Thesater Building; the Hotel Gigantic; the Ama gamated Building. The Shadow kept on. Hisfinger marked
ared linethat led to the new Galladay Building. Then, with fina action, it pointed to ashort linethat
terminated in aspot some distance from Times Square.

The Shadow knew that |ocation. The Falconette Apartments - one of the most exclusive places on Park
Avenue. Like the Galladay Building, the Fa conette Apartments had been built by the Amagamated
Builders

The Shadow's laugh was like a dying whisper. Its echoes clung to stone walls even after the map had
been folded and replaced in the drawer. Those sounds persisted after the departure of that black-garbed
phantom. They continued when thefina traces of his silhouette had vanished, in cregping fashion, from
thefloor.

The Shadow followed the corridor to the end; not the way that Socks Mallory had gone - that offered
nothing new to The Shadow - but in the opposite direction. The door opened; the black form then
disappeared down the stone steps.

Minutes | ater, the vague swish of a cloak announced The Shadow's return. There was a passage to the
right. The Shadow took it. Thetdl, ghostly shape waslost in the gloom.

Sometime later, aman in evening clothes appeared in the quiet lobby of the Fal conette Apartments. He
carried what appeared to be an opera cloak upon hisarm. Its folds concealed the odd shape of adouch
hat.

Thelightsof Park Avenue glittered in the drizzly night as Lamont Cranston hailed a passing taxicab. A
soft laugh sounded as the passenger entered the vehicle.

The menace of The Red Blot was doomed.
The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XXI. THE RED BLOT STRIKES
"CALL for you, Cardona."

It was Detective Sergeant Markham who spoke from the door of Inspector Timothy Klein's office.
Cardona, standing beside Klein's desk, whirled about angrily.

"I don't carewhoitis" he exclamed. "Tell them there's nobody here by that name -"

"Easy, Jog," interposed Inspector Klein. "Don't give up yet. | haven't had ordersto put you on the diding
board.”

"Some fellow wantsto talk to you pretty bad, Joe," stated Markham. "Funny sort of voice over thewire,
Kind of quiet.”

"Wait aminute"



Cardona sprang from the room and entered his own office. He seized the receiver and spoke quickly in
the mouthpiece.

"Thisis Cardona. Detective Cardona."

The voice that replied came in a strange monotone which made Cardona grip the telephone. He knew
that voice! He had heard it before! The voice of The Shadow!

"Recealveingructions” came the solemn words. "Follow these orders exactly.”
"Go on!" exclaimed Cardona breathlesdy.

"Inform Ingpector Klein," camethe voice, "that you plan afind raid in the underworld. Request him to
have raiding squads ready for your cdl. Tonight.”

A pause; the voice resumed:

"Take three men of your own. Ten o'clock isthe zero hour. Be at the Hotel Gigantic. Occupy Elevator
No. 9. Descend to the level below the basement. Enter passage. Advance one hundred paces. Await
digant flare

"Elevator No. 9" - Cardonawas repegting the instructions - "Hotel Gigantic - ten o'clock -"

"Advance after you see the flare. Reach large central room. Through open doorway. First room on left.
Complete ingructionswill await you."

A click came over the wire before Cardona could respond.

The Shadow's call was ended. But the detective knew that this was no fantastic summons. The Shadow's
ingructions could mean but one thing: that the master of darkness has found the way to offset the terror
of The Red Blot!

WELL did Cardona know the need for secrecy. He glanced at hiswatch. It wasfive o'clock - thiswas
the afternoon following the theft of the five million dollars from the office of the Amagamated Builders.
Five hoursto prepare - then to be at the appointed place!

Assuming a poker-face expression, Cardonastrolled into Timothy Klein's office. Another detective had
comein during his absence - Merton Hembroke. The rising deuth welcomed Cardonawith afriendly
smile. Coldly acknowledging the greeting, Cardonaturned to Klein.

"Well, inspector,” remarked Cardona, "1 think I'll stick it through until 1 get the bounce. If I'm dated for
the skids, | might just aswell make one last effort to redeem myself. | might get abreak.”

"Play for one, Joe," advised Klein.

"I've been doing alot of investigation down in the bad lands," continued Joe; "Never found anything yet.
Just the same, something might come of it if we swooped in on those dives and hangouts.”

"So far, you've advised againgt the dragnet, Joe."

"That'sright, ingpector. | figured The Red Blot was too wise to be anywhere that we might beliable to
get him. But he uses abunch of mobsters who are hiding out. Another shooting up at the Club Janeiro
last night. Talk about Dynamite Hoskins being in town. Socks Mallory isaround - were sure of that.
Maybe the dragnet would make a haul.”



"Go ahead, Joe."
"I'll start out with afew men. Have the raiding squads ready when | givethe cal. That's my suggestion.”
"Approved.”

Klein began to make the arrangements. Cardona stalked from the office. When he reached his own desk,
the detective turned to see Merton Hembroke beside him. The younger deuth had followed him here.

"Say, Joe" - Hembroke's tone was straightforward - I wish you all the luck in the world tonight.”
"Thanks, Mert," rgoined Cardona gruffly.

"I've been lucky," observed Hembroke. "Y ou haven't. But if you think you're on the skids, Joe, | can tell
you that I'm headed the same way. The Red Blot has got me buffaoed. If I'm up against him done, I'm
licked."

Cardona shrugged his shoulders.

"The commissioner caled meintoday,” continued Hembroke. "Told me you were through - thet I'd have
to carry on. | came right back a him, Joe. | told him frankly that if 1I'd been on the outside last night, 1'd
have been the goat - not you."

"Y ou told that to the police commissoner?’

"Sure thing. Why should | try to look big - then be made small afterward? Say, Joe, I'll bet if we'd been
teamed up together from the start, we'd have got The Red Blot by now! Thisindependent working
doesn't get aman anywherel”

"Maybe you'reright, Hembroke," agreed Cardona "1 liketo talk with afellow that's on the level. Maybe
we've both made amistake - going separately to -"

"I got abreak down at Baruch's hock shop,” put in Hembroke, "but what did it get me? Nothing. All |
can say isthat I've been on thejob. But | didn't land my man at the Club Janeiro - or & the Hotel
Gigantic - or last night, for that matter. Say, Joe, | need afelow like you to work with me; and maybe |
could give you adant on some of the problemsthat you've bumped up againgt.”

"That'sfair enough,” commented Cardona. "Y ou were up at the Gigantic pretty quick, weren't you,
Hembroke? Say - what about that elevator mix-up?"

"It began on the twenty-fourth floor. Someone crowned the elevator operator. Then dropped to the
eghth.”

"Where do you think they took off Selfridge Woodstock?!

"Anywhere dong the line. Maybe below the eighth - then up again. Maybe between the eighth and the
twenty-fourth. But we went through that whole hotel, Joe."

"What was the number of the elevator?'

"No. 9. Say, Joe - what's that got to do with it? Have you got aline on something?"
"Wheat are you doing tonight?"

"Off duty.”



"Want to come aong with me?’
"Sure. Where?!
"Tothe Hotel Gigantic. I'm going to look into that elevator business.”

"Say, Joe - Hembroke's tone was eager - "if you're wise to something, let meinonit! I'll giveyou al the
credit. That would fix it great with the commissoner.”

"Tonight, then."

"Why tonight? It you're on thetrail of something redl - say, Joe, have you been up to the Gigantic?"
"I'm going up there tonight.”

"Why not go up now - together?"

"Tonight isthetime. | don't want anyoneto get wise."

"I canfix that, Joe. Through Belville, the chief hotdl detective. Say - | can have Elevator No. 9 off duty -
waiting for us on one of the upper floors-"

CARDONA considered. Here was a chance to prove the authenticity of The Shadow's cdl. Cardona
did not doubt The Shadow; but he did respect The Red Blot's prowess. Perhaps that supercrook knew
that Cardona had received messages from The Shadow in the past. Perhapsthe cal had been acleverly
perpetrated hoax.

"Go ahead," ordered Cardona. "Fix it with Bdville."

Detective Sergeant Markham was coming in the door. Hembroke strolled out and returned in about five
minutes. He gave asign to Cardona. The acejoined him.

"All sat," whispered Hembroke, asthe pair |eft the office together.

They reached the Hotel Gigantic, and took an eevator to the fourth floor. Here they found the door open
infront of Elevator No. 9. There was no operator.

"I'll take care of it, Joe," asserted Hembroke. "I can run this buggy. Which way - down or up?"
"Down."

Hembroke clanged the door and dropped the eevator to the basement level. He turned questioningly to
Cardona.

"Were at the bottom," protested Hembroke.

"Try it," asserted Cardona. Hembroke ran the el evator downward. It descended another level. The
detective whistled. He opened the door and peered into blackness.

"Say, Joe!" gasped Hembroke, "How did you get wiseto this? This must be the only shaft that comes
down here! Thisisthe way they took Woodstock, sure enough!™

"Go easy," ordered Cardona. "WEll only movein far enough to get the lay. Ten o'clock tonight isthe
time we're dueto be here"

Cardona stepped into the passage. Hisflashlight glimmered on the stony flooring. Then, before the ace



detective could emit acry, men were upon him. Stealthy figures crouching in the blackness |egped
forward and fell upon Cardona en masse.

Vainly, thedeuth tried to cal for Hembroke. He redized dully that the other detective would be unableto
help him. There were enough antagonists to take care of two as readily as one.

A pungent odor filled Cardona’s nostrils as a chloroform-soaked rag was clapped againgt hisface. All
went black after that.

The Red Blot had struck! Joe Cardonawas in the hands of the enemy.

The ace detective had failed to do The Shadow's bidding. This premature investigation had been against
ingtructions. Joe Cardona had offset The Shadow's craft by his own stupidity!

CHAPTER XXII.ZERO HOUR

I'T was nearly ten o'clock. In thelight of agloomy cavern, ahorde of mobsters were dowly moving
toward a passageway that cut through solid rock. The outlet which they were choosing was not the only
one from this spot. Rounded holes, large enough for the accommodation of ahuman form, led off like
burrows in other directions.

Socks Mallory was in charge of this mob. Back, at the Side of the cavern, were two other men. Asthe
crew of thugs disappeared into the yawning gap, this pair followed.

The Red Blot and his second lieutenant! Both were here tonight. Only their backs were visible asthey
followed the mob led by Socks. Those backs were seen by peering eyes that keenly searched the
cavern.

A hidden watcher was looking from the crevice of a partly opened door. The Shadow was behind the
barrier that blocked off the corridor to The Red Blot's office and the passages beyond. He had come
through from the secret way which led to the Falconette Apartments.

Slow minutes passed. It was precisely ten o'clock. The door opened; thetall figure of The Shadow
stalked across the gloomy cavern and entered a passage opposite the one which The Red Blot and his
hordes had taken afew minutes before.

The Shadow followed this blackened corridor until aturn put him completely out of Sght from any who
might have returned to the central cabin. A tube wasin The Shadow's hand. It clicked. A red flare threw
aweird glow aong the passage.

The sgnd to Joe Cardona and his men, waiting in the cavity beneath the Hotel Gigantic!

Rapidly, The Shadow retraced his course. He crossed the cavern, left the door of the corridor open, and
reached the little stone-walled office. There, he produced the map of Manhattan. Upon it, he placed an
unsedled envelope. Retiring, The Shadow reached the gloom of the corridor and dipped beyond the
door at the farther end. His hidden lips whispered a mocking laugh.

One minute - two minutes - still The Shadow waited in darkness. His keen eyes could see through the
corridor; into the cavern; across to the blackened hole that led to the Hotel Gigantic.

Three minutes.

No sign of the gpproaching detectives. Sufficient time had e apsed for them to be here. The Shadow's
laugh came low and tense. More seconds drifted by; aflashlight clicked behind the door where The



Shadow was concealed.

A disk the size of asilver dollar shone upon the topmost step of the downward flight. The Shadow had
not been here tonight. He knew what was below; now, he had an inkling of adisaster which had falen.

THE black cloak swished as The Shadow swept downward. Hisinvisible form stopped at a heavy
barrier, Thelight focused on a padlock; then moved up to awicket. A gloved hand did thelittle opening
asde.

Light from within revealed agloomy room. The Shadow's eyes, staring through bars, saw the forms of
drowsing men resting upon cots.

The Shadow had noted that collection of prisoners before; now, his quick gaze saw anew addition. On a
cot close to the door was stretched the motionless form of Detective Joe Cardonal

A sted pick worked while the flashlight glimmered on the padlock. A second click - athird - the padlock
gprang open. The Shadow softly did the door into the stony wall. His spectra figure swept into the
dungeon.

Joe Cardonawas thefirdt to redlize The Shadow's presence. Groggy, the detective felt himsdf lifted
bodily from the cot. As other men raised their headsto stare at the spectral form, the figure was bl otted
out behind Cardona's body. The Shadow dragged the half-conscious detective from the prison, and
shoved the door shut. The padiock clicked.

The Shadow had rescued Cardona alone. There were other prisoners, they were safer here at present. In
blackness broken only by asilvery disk that lighted up the steps above, Joe Cardona felt himself being
forced toward the upper regions.

The detective was too groggy to resst. Puffs of fresh air were reviving him; yet he kept on blindly. He
knew that someone was aiding him. Dimly, he thought of The Shadow. Then came thelighted corridor,
as an unseen hand opened the door at the top of the steps.

Joe Cardona wavered. Powerful hands came under his armpits. With rushing stride, The Shadow swept
the detective forward - into the stone-walled office, and plopped him in the chair by the desk. Thejar
brought Cardonato his senses.

Then came amomentary relapse. As Cardona caught himself toppling to the desk, a black-gloved hand
picked up the telephone that rested there. A whispering voice spoke in the mouthpiece.

"Burbank spesking," camethereply over thewire.

"Unavoidable delay," returned The Shadow, to his agent. "'Is connection still established between this
wire and the outside line?"

"Connection established with telephone in Apartment 4-C," came Burbank's response.
The Shadow hung up the receiver and produced asmall vial. He placed it to Cardona's nogtrils.

The detective's frame shook. His grogginess was dispelled. As he gripped the arms of the chair, Cardona
fancied that he heard the sound of afleeting laugh. He turned quickly, but saw only afading splotch of
blackness at the door.

The detective's eyes went to the map upon the table. His fingers picked up the envelope. They toreit
open. With startled gaze, Cardona read blue-inked lines. He dropped the paper and began to tap the



map with hisforefinger.

He referred again to the note. To his amazement, the writing had vanished! The momentary surprise
faded. Cardonadid not need those ingtructions any longer. The map was sufficient!

GRIMLY, the detective saized the telephone. He clicked the hook and heard the operator's response.
He called for detective headquarters. He heard the voice of Inspector Timothy Klein.

"I'min The Red Blot's hide-out!" growled Cardona. "His mob has goneto raid Galladay's jewelry store.
They're after aten-million-dollar haul!”

"Get men there - quick! Surround the place. No... No... Not from the outside... They're blowing their
way up through the cllar... Dynamite Hoskinsiswith them... Smash in from the outside...”

Cardona paused. Over the wire he could hear Klein barking out instructions to detectives who were near
a hand. Quickly, Cardonagave further news.

"Ther€'s places where you've got to block them!™ he exclamed. "Club Janeiro - in the office - an outlet
there. Hotel Gigantic - Elevator No. 9... Got that? Wait... Theré's more... Conference room in
Amalgamated Builders office... Now get this one - most important of dl - emergency exit East Sde
subway, one hundred yards south of Eighteenth Street station... Yes... Yes... Get those places. Hold
them!"

The receiver clattered on the hook. Cardona sank exhausted. There was one spot which he had not
mentioned; that was the lobby of the Falconette A partment. There was an answer. The Shadow's hand
had obliterated that station from the map!

Minutes went by. Cardona's rel gpse was followed by adow revival. Half rising, the detective heard a
sound which brought him to hisfeet. It was adistant blast - the boom of an underground explosion.

The raid had begun! Soon The Red Blot's cohorts would be returning! Cardona had been told to bring
other men with him, that they might hold this spot. Cardonaredlized that he was one! He reached for
his pocket, redizing as he did that hisrevolver must have been taken from him. To hisamazement, his
fingers brought forth an automatic!

On hisfeet, Cardonafound his other coat pocket heavy. He brought out a second automatic! Doubly
equipped, Cardonaknew his duty. He was to defend this outlet! He was to drive the returning hordes
into other passageways, where the police would be ready to stop them!

The Shadow, returned to darkness, had equipped Joe Cardonafor the fray that was to come!
CHAPTER XXIIlI. THE END OF THE BLOT

CROUCHING mobsmen were waiting in awidened portion of an underground passage. The report of
an exploson was il ringing in their ears. Smoke and fumes were dispelling up ahead, where the gleams
of flashlights were focused.

"That'sdl."

The words came from Dynamite Hoskins. They meant that the explosion was over; the way was clear
ahead. Socks Mdlory gave his command.

"Comedong!" he ordered. "Insde there; cover the doorswhile we grab off everything. It will be twenty
minutes before the bulls can beginto crash in!™



The horde followed Socks. Three men remained; Dynamite Hoskins stood in darkness; behind him, the
bomber knew, was The Red Blot and the other lieutenant who ranked with Socks Mdlory.

Littledid thiswaiting trio redize that dready araiding squad of policewas arriving a Gdladay's jewery
store! Joe Cardona’stip-off was to have startling consequences tonight.

Silence perssted for long minutes. Thetrio waited patiently. Then aflashlight glimmered from aong the
passage. A frenzied mobster came staggering forward. He fell as he reached the widening of the passage.
Hisflashlight dropped from his grasp. The man rolled over dead.

A light glimmered from the waiting trio. It was held by the man who stood beside The Red Blot. The
searching rays seemed to ask regarding this sudden return; but the man whose form that light illuminated
could give no answer from his desth-frozen lips

Cries- revolver shots - into the widened space came more men. With them was Socks Mdlory, and the
mob |eader uttered awild shout that told The Red Blot al.

"The bulls!" cried Socks. "They busted in on us! We had to scram! They're coming aong - never mind
the rest of the gang - they've been bumped! Block theway - quick!"

A gtern voice came from the darkness. The Red Blot gave his order to Dynamite Hoskins.
"Pull the switch."
Hoskins responded.

L ess than ten minutes ago, he had released a charge to blow an upward hole at the end of the passage
which curved a hundred feet ahead. Now came his second release.

An explosion thundered in the curving passage. Walls caved in, entombing luckless gangsters who had
staggered, wounded, after those who had escaped.

Powerful fumes, driving dust. The Red Blot and his defeated remnants of a gang staggered away from the
widened space, heading back to the centra cavern. They had effectively stopped any progress on the

part of the police.

SOCKSMALLORY heard commands as they hurried aong. He understood The Red Blot's order. He
was to |lead the dozen men who remained; to conduct them through the best avenue of escape from the
cavern.

"The subway," growled Socks. "We can pick up any way we want from there."

Theword went to the gang. The mobsters hurried ahead, while The Red Blot and his other lieutenant
followed at their leisure. Reaching the centrd cavity, Socks chose one of the passages and ran in that
direction with hismen close behind him.

Thelong drive ended at abarricading wall. Socks turned his flashlight on the crowd. His horde had
numbered nearly twenty; of these, twelve remained. They were ready to do their leader's bidding in this
get-away.

Cdling another man, Socks pried a thewall. It did to the right; the mobsmen scrambled through the
opening. They werein the subway, where they crouched asaloca thundered past. This opening wasthe
back wall of aflight of stepswhich served asthe emergency exit below Eighteenth Street.



"Comeon!"

The subway was strangely silent as Socks and his men invaded it. Had service been suddenly suspended
after the passage of that uptown loca? The train had just had time to get to the next station.

The glares of bulls-eye lanterns swept through the gloomy depths of the subway. Shouts arose from
everywhere. The mobsmen redlized that they were trapped. Leaping for pillars, they began tofire at the
lights.

Bullets whined from echoing revolvers. Leaden missivesricocheted againgt subway walls. Scattering
gangsters spread - up and down along the tracks.

Wil had Inspector Klein responded to Cardonas word. The squad of police and detectives was asmall
one, but there had been time to lay a perfect ambush. The mobsters, clustered in agroup, were spreading
wildly; those who fought for the law were stationed in well-chosen spots.

Groveling gangsters cursed as they coughed out their lives. One group - four together - ran the gamut and
drove on toward the Eighteenth Street station. Asthey approached, policemen leaned from behind pillars
to greet them.

Faceto face, the forces clashed. One officer went down from abullet which ricocheted from a post. But
the mobsters had no chance. One was dropped as he sprang to the safety of thewall. Another fell,
pulling atrigger vainly upon emptied cartridges. A third staggered while legping toward apillar. Only the
fourth, aready wounded by a glancing shot, preserved hislife by dropping hisemptied gun and raising his
handsin token of surrender.

So far as the dozen mobsters were concerned, it was acomplete triumph for the law againgt these
wanted men. There was athirteenth member of the group, however. He, alone, had effected a swift

escape.

THE first to open the door from the secret passage beneath the emergency steps, Socks Mallory had
been the last to leave. When police shots had been loosed, the leader of the mobsmen had chosen the
oneway to safety - back over the route toward that hidden cavern which had served as headquartersfor
The Red Blot's maob.

As Socks scrambled along at top speed, he heard the sound of shots. Stopping at the entrance of the
cavern, he observed the body of Dynamite Hoskins prone upon the ground.

A wisp of smokewas trickling through the crevice of the door that led to the Red Blot's office. Detective
Joe Cardona had downed the first man who had attempted to come that way.

Madly, Socks Mdlory answered the chdlenge. Hisrevolver burst forth toward the crevice. A lucky shot!
It found the opening and clipped Cardonas shoulder. Hearing a sour grunt beyond the door, Socks
Mallory sprang across the cavern and yanked open the door.

It was the gang leader's last deed. Joe Cardona, wounded, still could fight. The detective had staggered
away from the door; but as the barrier opened, he fired a shot with ahand that was pressed closeto his
body. The bullet felled Socks Mallory. The gang leader'sform fell forward, and jammed between the
door and the wall.

Cardonawasin retreat. Hisleft hand supporting his crippled right arm, the detective staggered back into
the office.

Hewasjugt in time. Two figures legped from passageways where they had fled. Together they invaded



the corridor.

Thefirst one stopped at the office door; then entered. Joe Cardona, dumped in the chair, hisright arm
usdless, looked up to face Detective Merton Hembroke.

For amoment, Joe was dazed. He thought that this was a rescue; then he redized that he was mistaken.
Therewas an evil look upon Hembroke's countenance; alook that was by no meansfriendly.

"Thought you'd spring one on The Red Blot, en?" jeered Hembroke. "Wdll, you got away with alot - but
you didn't know | wasworking for him, did you? Socks Mallory and | - we were the boyswho put the
ideaacrossfor him!"

Hembroke held agun, but he made no effort to cover Cardona, who was helpless. Instead, Hembroke
turned to the doorway and pointed to a man who was entering - agray-haired individua, whose eyes
gaed mdicioudy.

Joe Cardona gasped as he recognized Dobson Pringle, president of the Amalgamated Builders
Association.

"Meet The Red Blot!" grinned Hembroke,

Pringle was holding an automatic. Cardonaredized that only his hel pless sate had prevented these two
villainsfrom taking hislifeimmediately upon their entrance. They were now prepared to make up for that

brief lapse.

Cardona's automatic was lying on the table, where it had dropped from his weakening fingers. With a
determined effort to go out fighting, the detective made amad effort. He grasped the gun with his|eft
hand, expecting as he did so, to receive abullet in the back.

Dobson Pringle had stepped within the doorway. He was on one side of the room, Merton Hembroke
on the other. As both men raised their wegpons to end Cardonas life, a strange sound from the doorway
made them turn. A whispering laugh - an uncanny announcement of a sinister presence - this betokened
the arrival of The Shadow.

With an automatic in each black-gloved fist, The Shadow was here to prevent the murder of Joe
Cardona. His powerful guns covered Dobson Pringle - now known as The Red Blot - and Merton
Hembroke, the deuth whose double-crossing activities had aided the master plotter.

With a savage cry, Hembroke hurled himself upon thetall figure at the door, raising hisrevolver to fireas
he legped. Swift, vicious, and determined, the fal se detective hoped to end the menace who had blighted
The Red Blot's schemes.

An automatic spoke, as Hembroke tried to pressthetrigger of hisrevolver. The detective'sleap ended in
collgpse. Half rising to hisknees, Hembroke again attempted to use his wavering finger. The effort wasin
vain. The man sprawled face down upon thefloor.

NOT for one instant had The Shadow's keen gaze lost track of Dobson Pringle. As aplotter, the Red
Blot had shown amazing prowess, asaman of action in thiscrigs, his powers were not so gpparent.
Pringle had hated, counting upon the success of Hembroke's ondaught. Seeing the detectivefall, The
Red Blot backed away, raising his automatic in desperation.

The Shadow had him covered. Tauntingly, the black-garbed master awaited Pringle's action. The
gray-haired man was afraid to fire; he could not beet that |ooming weapon which faced him. But ashe
hestated, another factor cameinto this conflict.



Joe Cardona, his automatic successfully gripped in hisleft hand, rose from his chair and legped toward
The Red Blot.

With aharsh cry, Pringle acted. He legped to the right to gain the cover of Cardonas body. His hand, its
forefinger upon thetrigger, thrust outward, to put an end to Cardonas clumsy effort.

Whether Pringle or Cardonawould have gained the first shot, none could ever tell. For while their fingers
pressed againgt the triggers, The Shadow's automatic sounded in advance.

Itstarget was Pringlesarm. The gun fell from The Red Blot's hand. A moment later, Joe Cardona’s shots
roared forth. Dobson Pringle dropped to the floor and lay face upward.

A sardonic laugh awoke vague echoes. Cardonaturned as he heard the creepy, chilling sound. He saw
no one at the door. The Shadow had departed. The detective bent above the body of The Red Blot.
Dobson Pringle'slips were moving weekly.

"l -1 amdying." Pringlé's gasp came wearily. "'l - | am beaten. Y ou will find - find the millions - inthe
floor - beneath the desk -"

Cardona could see that the man was speaking the truth. Mortally wounded by Cardona's haphazard
shots, Dobson Pringle had lost his malicious expression.

Rising, Cardonathrust himself against the desk and pushed it toward the side of the room, The effort was
weakening. Cardonas head began to swim. He steadied himself and stared at Pringle.

The man who had termed himself The Red Blot was propped upon an elbow. Histrembling finger was
pointing to the crevicein the floor. Cardona saw the indicated mark.

"Therel" gagped Pringle. "Benegth - benesth that stone. Y ou - you have won. The money -"

The exhaudting effort was too much. Pringle's elbow gave way. Faling upon his sSide, the defeated villain
watched the detective claw with hisleft hand at the movable stone.

"Thelever," murmured Pringle. "The lever onthewall -"

Cardona noticed Pringle's attempt to point. The lever which the gray-haired man indicated was just
bel ow the spot which the top of the desk had covered. Reaching up, Cardona pulled the lever.

He heard afiendish chuckle. He stared at Dobson Pringle.

No longer placid and weary in expression, Pringle was glaring with malicious eyes. The evil persondity of
The Red Blot wasin his gruesome stare. Hislips, foaming, spat insdiouswords of hateful triumph.

"Your friends' - The Red Blot's voice was spasmodic in itsinsidious tone - "the prisoners - the onesyou
have |eft - are doomed. Y ou - you have dain them - rats - drowning in adeluge -"

Asthe voice broke off, Cardona could hear the roaring surge of a cataract far below. Heredlized the
malice of The Red Blot's last action. Dying, Dobson Pringle had tricked him into loosing a hidden torrent
of water into the dungeon where The Shadow had |eft the prisoners!

Wasit too late?

Cardona staggered away from thewall. He dipped to his knees, weakened by loss of blood from his
wounded shoulder. He could hear The Red Blot's death rattle - a gargling sound that carried atone of
gee



Asif in answer came awhispering echo - asinister challenge that sounded from beyond the outside
corridor. It was The Shadow's triumph laugh - the symbol of the departing victor. Cardona, resting upon
his left hand, waited, too wesk to move.

A clatter in the corridor. The voices of men. Four persons came into the room. Cardona did not
recognize them; but they knew him.

The detective had been groggy during hisimprisonment in the pit beneath; these men had not. They were
the prisoners, freed from the dungeon - on their way up the steps at the moment when Cardona had
unwittingly released the tide intended for their doom.

Sdlfridge Woodstock; his secretary, Crozer; Carlton Carmody - with them was atall, elderly man, with
pale face and stooped shoulders, whose facid muscles twitched as he observed the scene in this bloody
room.

They helped Cardonato his feet. Then came other rescuers; Detective Sergeant Markham and a squad
which had come in from the corridor to the East Side subway. Markham recognized that these were
friends.

Thetall, eccentricindividua spoke. His statement cleared the confusion as he named hisidentity.

"l can explain everything,” he said. "I am Hubert Craft, chief architect of the Ama gamated Builders
Association - supposed to be dead - actualy held prisoner by thisfiend -"

Craft pointed toward the inert form of Dobson Pringle. Joe Cardona, still game, added the find words.
"The Red Blot," gasped the detective. "Pringle - The Red Blot -"

Dobson Pringle's form was now on its face. Markham raised the body to learn that the man was dead.
Clutching the motionless corpse, Markham stared - the others followed his gaze.

Where Pringl€s body had lain, the floor was stained with apool of crimson blood. Spreading dowly,
gushed forth from awound that still oozed, that fluid formed a grotesque pattern.

In desth, asin life, Dobson Pringle had left the signature which he had chosen for the key mark in his
villainous campaign of crime. That pool of blood remained asthe find signature of The Red Blot!

CHAPTER XXIV. THE COMMISSIONER EXPLAINS
"THE most astonishing case of crimind activity in the history of the New Y ork policel”

This assertion regarding The Red Blot came from Police Commissoner Raph Weston. It was uttered
with emphasis as the commissioner sat with hismillionaire friend, Lamont Crangton, in the grill room of
the Cobalt Club.

They were kegping the luncheon engagement which Cranston had jocularly arranged afew days
previous. When the newspaper had blazed forth the triumph of the law over The Red Blot, Cranston had
telephoned Weston to congratulate him - and to remind him of the suggested mesting.

"l have read the newspapers with great interest,” observed Cranston, after he had heard Weston's
al-inclusve definition, "My own experience - observations at the Club Janeiro - made me understand the
remarkable features of this case -"

"That was but the surface, Crangton,” interposed Weston. "The whole affair wasincredible. The motive



was ardentless schemefor ill gain. A crimind intelligence masked by amost disarming exterior.

"Who could have suspected that Dobson Pringle, kindly and prosperous gentleman, was The Red Blot?
Y et, once the scheme was uncovered, the machinations became as plain asday. Let me giveyou a
summary of it, Cranston.

"Dobson Pringle was aman long experienced in building. He gained accessto old city maps and records;
to facts that had been forgotten. He noted that Manhattan was honeycombed with abandoned conduits,
with blocked-off excavations. Below the surface of the city streets were the nucleusfor aremarkable
underground system of passages - not to compare with the catacombs of Rome or the sewers of Paris,
yet an arrangement that could be put to definite use.

"Pringle wasin aposition to develop that system. He saw in it the making of area underworld. The
Amalgamated Builders Association was erecting skyscrapers, al within ashort radius of Times Square.
By atie-up with Socks Malory, then an enterprising racketeer, Pringle peopled his catacombswith a
squad of wanted men - chosen ruffians who stayed below ground gladly, and who served as the advance
workers. They were The Red Blot's sappers.

"Pringle made Hubert Craft, the architect, his unwitting aid. In the plansfor new buildings, he urged
gpecia arrangements for hidden outlets from the structures. He explained to Craft that these might later
be used for connecting links with other buildings - subways and the like - and that they would prove of
vaueinthefuture”

"Craft was easily duped,” observed Cranston.

"For awhile, only," returned Weston. "Thefirst of these hidden entrances to the cavernous domain was
placed in the office of the Club Janeiro - benesth the Stellar Theater Building - an Ama gamated
enterprise.

"That enabled Socks Mallory to go in and out; to add replenishments to hisworkers. Each new building
had another outlet to be tapped. In the Hotel Gigantic it was an elevator shaft that descended more
deeply than supposed.

"The mogt artful of these secret openings wasin thefifth floor of the Amagamated Building. The structure
pyramids’ - Weston began making a diagram upon the back of an envelope - "and the first set-back
comes above the fifth floor. For fivefloors, there are corner rooms - like the conference room of the
Amagamated Builders, shaped thus. A narrow anteroom alowed for ahidden wall space, likealarge air
shaft. Pringle's hidden workersinstalled an eevator there; one which could be reached through a secret
pand in the anteroom wall.

"Galladay'sjewdry store was neatly designed so that one spot would allow accessto al parts of the
ground floor. That, of course, was protected by installed darm apparatus; but Pringle had made full
alowance. Craft was not suspicious even then - it was when Pringle made him put in a secret entrance to
the ground floor of the Soudervae Building that the architect raised an objection. He knew that the space
would give accessto abanking indtitution.”

"DID Craft spesk to Pringle?" questioned Cranston.

"Yes," alowed Weston. "That was the deed that started The Red Blot into action. M obsters abducted
Craft. Pringle framed what |ooked like a disappearance of the architect. Then trouble broke loose.

"From the central cavern of his underground realm, The Red Blot had taken alarge conduit as a course
to the East Side subway. Other old underground passages, considerable distance from Pringle's domain,



were tapped from spots aong the subway line. To build up areputation, to gain funds which he needed,
The Red Blot launched crime attacks in parts of Manhattan where his men could escape by hidden
outlets to these underground channels. After each raid they returned to their base.

"Besides Socks Mallory, The Red Blot had another capable aid - Merton Hembroke. Where Mallory
served aslieutenant of the underground forces, Hembroke was a secret agent working as a detective.
That wasto provevita in The Red Blot's plans. Aswe have pieced it, here is what happened.

"First: Spider Carew, a henchman of Mdlory, who was stationed above ground, tried to squeal. We sent
detectivesto cover him as he rode up on the East Side subway. Hembroke tipped off Malory to get the
man. Madllory did so and escaped in the subway.

"Then Mdlory dew Tony Loretti, who was amenace to The Red Blot's schemes. Juanita Pasquales has
confessed that she was forced to do Madlory's bidding. Hembroke was present at the affray in the Club
Janeiro. He made it ook as though the killer might have escaped outward. He effectively covered the
secret of thelittle office”

"] seg," gmiled Cranston.

"Then came The Red Blot's magter stroke,” continued the police commissioner. " Socks Mallory dugged
an devator operator and abducted Selfridge Woodstock, Chicago financier, with the secretary, Crozer.
Down to the level below the Hotel Gigantic, in an elevator. There - so we believe - Hembroke took the
elevator up; left it and reached the lobby, where he was on hand to gain credit for aquick investigation.

"Dobson Pringle, as president of the Amagamated Builders, had very little money invested in the
concern. He knew the psychology of the directors. He had afake note. Its delivery caused consternation.
Pringle was ready to urgetheraising of the five million dollars. When Felix Cushman proposed that
radical act, Pringlewisdly played a conservative part.

"Then came an unexpected event. Before the meeting, set in the Amagamated conference room, Carlton
Carmody, architect, who had succeeded Hubert Craft, discovered the faultsin the plans. He was seen by
Hembroke - we have Carmody's own testimony for this - and the fal se detective tipped off Pringle.
Socks Malory came up and seized Carmody, who was held prisoner with Craft, Woodstock, and
Crozer."

"Where?" queried Lamont Cranston, lighting a cigarette in absent-minded fashion.

"THAT'S coming,” smiled Weston. "Madllory raided the directors meeting and took five million dollars.
Again, Hembroke covered by making it look as though the crooks had run out. Hembroke was
commended. All was set for The Red Blot to pull hisfina coup blowing up through Galaday's floor, the
jewel robbery, and an escape al ong a passage which would be blocked after the marauders had

"Strange," observed Cranston, "that such well-laid schemes should fail -"

"Detective Joe Cardona getsthe credit,” interrupted Weston, in an admiring tone. "He investigated the
Hotd Gigantic. He was double-crossed by Hembroke, and was captured. He escaped. He found The
Red Blot's secret office. A gpecia passage - off behind a door that was always closed - led up to the

Fd conette Apartments, where Pringle lived. Cardona discovered amap; it showed al the Strategic points
except that one, which had been obliterated. Cardona aso found a telephone that was hooked up with
Pringle's gpartment.

"Through some lucky freak - how, we have not yet ascertained - the wire of the secret phone was



temporarily connected with an outside line. When Cardona called, he got detective headquarters. Our
men interrupted the robbery of Galladay's. They covered everywhere - and the crooks were shot down

by the police.”
"Odd," remarked Cranston, "that The Red Blot did not escape through his own private exit -

"Cardona stopped him!"™ Weston was triumphant. "' Cardona shot down both Dobson Pringle and Merton
Hembroke. He found the hiding spot of the stolen five million dollars, which The Red Blot had returned
to get.

"Inadvertently, Cardonareleased aflood of water - atapped dry pipe linewhich The Red Blot had
arranged to sweep the dungeon where he kept his prisoners, should he deem their death necessary.
L uckily, they managed to escape through the door which Cardona had previoudy opened.”

Police Commissioner Weston glanced at hiswatch. He arose hastily and announced that he must be back
at hisoffice. He shook hands with Lamont Cranston and departed.

A STRANGE smile appeared upon Cranston's face as he recalled a parting invitation from Weston. The
police commissioner was anxious to have Cranston pay avisit to those underground passages - to see,
for himsdlf, the remarkable catacombs which The Red Blot had fashioned.

It was after the usua luncheon hour; the gloomy grill room of the Cobat Club was empty savefor
Lamont Crangton. By thelight of sdelamps on thewall, the millionaire's body cast along, sinister blotch
upon the floor; his chiseled profile produced aweird, e ongated silhouette.

The mark of The Shadow! That uncanny siretch of darkness was the power which had obliterated The
Red Blot. It betokened the master who had a one detected and conquered the hordes of the
supercrook.

Cardona had been apawn in The Shadow's game; but to the sincere detective, The Shadow, aways
preferring the shroud of darkness, had given the credit.

The shuddering whisper of amocking laugh crept through the gloomy room. Its eerie reverberations
continued as Lamont Cranston, moving forward with steady, even stride, |eft the spot. The ghostly
sounds were heard by awaiter who paused and quivered as he stood at the entrance from the kitchen.
The last echoes of that taunting, spectra sound were terrible to hear.

The room was empty asthe waiter stared. Lamont Cranston had |eft, unseen. Thelaugh of The Shadow
had broken from hisimpassive lips - as arecollection of the story which Commissioner Ralph Weston
hed told.

For The Shadow had triumphed. With that weird being who dwelt in darkness save when he appeared in
unexpected guise, victory was sweet only when obtained by secret action.

The Shadow, Hill unreveded, was ready for new conquests. That find laugh was hislast token of triumph
in the case which he had just compl eted.

The Shadow - with no need for other aid - had obliterated the crimson scourge of The Red Blot!

THEEND



