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CHAPTER |. CARDONA GOESON DUTY

T ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) ) )

The spacious lobby of the Olympia Hotd presented an interesting study to the man who viewed it from a
corner chair. No longer a pretentious establishment, the old hotel at least gained its share of patronage.
Nearly dl of the chairs and lounge seats were filled, and many persons were strolling back and forth near
the desk.

The man who was watching from the corner had chosen a pot which was quite inconspi cuous.

Hunched in the chair, watching from a gloomy spot, Detective Joe Cardonawas effectively avoiding
recognition, and at the same time taking good measures to spot anyone whose features he might know.
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The ace of New Y ork deuthswasliving up to his reputation.

Cardona's watchful eyes picked out asmall group of men who entered through arevolving door. The
detective's quick glance settled upon oneindividud - a heavy-built man of more than average height,
whose chief item of attire was an expensive astrakhan coat. Asthisarriva strode acrossthe lobby, he
half turned his head in Cardonas direction. Grinning a a companion's remark, the man displayed a
glimmer of gold in histhick-lipped mouth.

Cardonaneeded no further sgn of recognition. Thisglitter from afull, heavy face was the identifying mark
of Goldy Tancred. Thiswas the man whose coming the detective had awaited.

AS Goldy and hisfriends crossed the lobby and entered an elevator, Cardona remained more watchful
than before.

At length, satisfied by hisingpection, Cardona arose and strolled toward the revolving door. Heturned as
he neared it, tracing his steps so that only his back could be seen from outside.

Shifting the position of his derby, the detective dowly changed his course, so that it neared the row of
elevators.

Waiting for acar, Cardona spotted the outer door from the corners of his eyes. He saw another man
enter and go to the seat which was now vacant at the edge of the lobby. Just the trace of a satisfied amile
flickered on Cardonas lips. Thisarrival was another detective who had come in response to Cardonas
sggnd at the revolving door.

"Ballroom floor,” announced Cardona, asthe elevator ascended. "Which way to the Mohawk meeting?’
"Over to theright, gr," responded the operator. "The meeting isin the Blue Room."
"The Blue Room?" quizzed Cardona. "l wastold that the crowd met in the Red Room."

"They used to," explained the operator as he brought the car to a stop, "but they changed it for this
meeting. Go down to the right; turn at the end of the corridor. Y ou'll see the door."

Reaching the Blue Room, the detective looked in through the door at an angle. He spied awaiter and
beckoned to the man. He drew the attendant out beyond the screen.

"I want to speak to Mr. Tancred,” explained Cardona. "He just came in afew minutes ago. Wearing a
fuzzy coat. Tell him afriend's out hereto seehim.”

The waiter nodded. He went into the Blue Room.

Two minutes passed, then a head was thrust from the doorway. Cardona recognized the face. It was that
of Bowser Riggins, aman who had comein with Goldy Tancred.

"Huh!" greeted Bowser. "It'syou, eh? O.K."

He turned and waved to someonein the room. A moment later, Goldy Tancred appeared in person, to
display his shining molars when he saw the detective.

"Wait insgdefor me, Bowser," ordered Tancred.

Dressed in Tuxedo, the gold-toothed man made an imposing appearance despite the hardness of his
heavy face. He joined Cardona outside the screen, and walked afew paces dong the side passage. Then
with aquizzica frown, heturned to the detective.



"What's up?'
"You know what," Cardonaanswered. "I've heard the boys are out to get you. What about it?"

"Ligten, Joe," Goldy was serious, "that'sal hooey - that talk about them being out to get me. I'm not in
any racket. Never carried agat in my life. Take alook, now. Do you think I'd beasap if | wasin
danger?'

He spread the sides of his Tuxedo jacket, offering the detective an opportunity to frisk him for a
weapon.

Cardona did not accept the invitation. Instead, he made another comment.

"Y ou've got Bowser Rigginsaong with you," remarked the deuth. "He sticks pretty close most of the
time, doesn't he?'

"Sure he does," admitted Goldy. "But he doesn't pack arod, either. I'll bring him out. Look him over.
He'sapa, Joe, not abodyguard. Maybe he does a strong-arm job for me oncein awhile - but it never
amountsto much.”

"Haveit your own way, Goldy," remarked Cardona, with a shrug of his shoulders. "Just the same, I'm
daying around awhile.

The detective strolled along the corridor after Goldy Tancred had gone back into the Blue Room. He
walked toward the elevators, and stared suspicioudly into the vacant blackness of the ballroom.

CARDONA noticed that men in Tuxedos were coming from an elevator and heading toward the Red
Room, at the other end of the corridor. He caught afew snatches of conversation and gained the
knowledge that adinner was being held there by a society of eectrica engineers.

Moving back toward the Blue Room, Cardona began to wonder whether or not he had made amistake
in coming to the OlympiaHotdl.

Goldy Tancred had hit the nail squarely when he had suggested that Cardona must have been listening to
mideading rumors. Pergstent rumors from the underworld had it that Goldy Tancred was going on the

spot.

There was reason in such rumors. Goldy Tancred was abig shot deluxe. Informants kept him posted
regarding the doings of racketeers. He found waysto make it difficult for those whose activities bordered
oncrime,

To be successful, aracketeer found it wise to keep in the good graces of Goldy Tancred. Time and
again, soft graft had been smashed because the perpetrators had ignored the big shot. Hence, there were
many who might like to see Goldy Tancred out of the way.

Goldy wastoo wise to be at odds with the police. He could not be branded as a racketeer, for there was
no proof that he engineered schemes of his own. He merdly sat back and watched otherswork. Here,
tonight, he was mingling with agroup of quasi-paliticians, who called themsel ves the Mohawks.

That was part of Goldy's game. He dedlt in protection, giving it or refusing it as best suited his purposes.

Had someone crossed Goldy Tancred? Were important figures of the underworld anxiousto launch a
new scheme of crime free from his clever, tribute taking surveillance? If such were the case, therewas
reason why Goldy'slife might now be threstened.



The detective was not here just to protect Goldy Tancred. He was here to thwart crime that might bein
the making.

With ashrug of his shoulders, Cardona entered the Blue Room. He found achair at a corner table dong
with agroup of lesser politicians. These men, enjoying their first evening with the Mohawks, were quiet in
demeanor. They accepted the detective as another of their ilk, and made no effort to open conversation.

The detective sensed that violent death would be attempted within the walls of the Olympia Hotdl. On
thisvery night. He waited patiently while the Mohawks chattered and burst forth in boisterous song.

At lagt, restless and uneasy, Cardona pushed his chair from the table. He sidied a ong the edge of the
room, and paused as he neared the door. Something told him that danger might lie without. He felt that
the cruciad moment was close a hand.

Then, while the merrymaking was rising to anew height, the unexpected happened. One instant, Joe
Cardonawas watching Goldy Tancred and Bowser Riggins as the pair were laughing at the capers of a
stout, bald-headed palitician. The next moment, the entire scene was gone.

Without awarning, the room was plunged in darkness. Every light, not only in the Blue Room, but
throughout the entire hotdl, was blotted into blackness. With that unfathomable gloom, shouts and
laughter seemed to die away. A black hush lay over dl!

CHAPTER II. MURDER STRIKES

WHILE the Mohawks had been enjoying themselves so loudly in the Blue Room, aquiet dinner wasin
progress at the other side of the Olympia Hotdl. Within the Red Room, some thirty men were listening to
apresding officer at the head table.

This gentleman was Richard Reardon, a prominent member of the Association of Electrical Engineers, the
organization which was assembled here tonight.

On this occasion, he wasintroducing ayoung man who sat beside him. In quigt, convincing terms,
Reardon was telling the assemblage that in Roland Furness, the association possessed a member whose
ability would soon be widdly recognized.

While Roland Furness, red-faced and uncomfortable because of Reardon's praise, was glancing toward
the tablecloth, the darkness came to the Red Room. As promptly asif someone had pulled a hidden
switch, blackness replaced light. The change caught Richard Reardon in the middle of sentence.

After amomentary pause, the president resumed his discourse, in avoice that sounded strangely
modulated in the midst of that impenetrable darkness.

"Weghall wait," he announced, "until the light isrestored. Then we shall be ready to hear from our
associate, Roland Furness.”

A sharp exclamation came from the man beside the president. Roland Furness had risen to hisfeet in the
darkness. Something in the hushing power of the new atmosphere had evidently alarmed him.

He spoke excitedly - dmost gasping - amid the thickened gloom as he turned in the direction where
Richard Reardon had been sitting.

"Something iswrong,” he said, in alow, muffled tone. " Something that | never believed could happen -
something that may mean serious danger to -"



Only Reardon caught the worried words. The president groped blindly and found his companion'sarm.
He could fed Furnesstrembling.

A sudden gleam of light was sweeping through the room. The brilliant rays of a powerful lantern were
focused upon the men at the head table. The diners could see Reardon and Furness, both raising their
armsin surprise asthey were caught within the circle of that terrific glare.

The light was coming from the door of the room. Held by an unseen person, it was a veritable spotlight
that had picked out the two principal men in this assemblage. Furness, open-mouthed, was partly in front
of Reardon'sform.

The bark of arevolver sounded from the darkness. Although its flash appeared behind the light, the shot
had a sound that was almost muffled. The firing was repegted - again - again - again.

Roland Furness staggered. He collgpsed upon the table, hisfaling form clearly revededin thecircle of
illumingtion.

A second later, Richard Reardon dropped. Two men, living but afew moments ago, were sprawled
lifeless before the horrified witnesses!

The powerful glare went out. Stygian darknesswas al that remained.

Not aman in the room possessed the immediate resourceful ness to cope with this unexpected Situation.
Tragedy had happened before their startled eyes; tragedy that was hidden by an amazing blackouit!

APPALLING gloom! The same black hush lay within the Blue Room at the other side of the hotel.
There, Joe Cardona, grim amid the darkness, still stood beside the door, expecting to hear the sound of
shots before him.

But the man who expected did not hear. Those muffled reports from the other side of the hotel had not
reached hisears.

Joe Cardonawaited. A click sounded from hisleft hand. He had drawn hisflashlight, and had pressed
the button. The instrument, however, did not work!

Cardona growled. He could not understand this. He jockeyed grimly with the button while hisright hand
clutched arevolver. Seconds were ticking into minutes, still the torch was useless. The detective cursed
his negligence; he hoped only that he could fight without the aid of light.

Then came unexpected rdief. The Blue Room was suddenly flooded with brilliance. The lights had come
on. For amoment, the detective saw a sea of whitened faces. Then abuzz started as the Mohawks
resumed their interrupted noise-making.

Cardona saw Goldy Tancred. The man was serious and worried in expression; then, dowly, he showed
histeethinasckly but glittering grin. Bowser Riggins, gaining courage from his chief, smiled feebly.

A fdsedam?

That was Cardonas momentary thought. Then, seeing that all waswell here, the detective swung from
the door and entered the corridor. There, asin the Blue Room, light had been restored. No person was
lurking in the corridor, but Cardonas ears caught the sound of wild, terrified shouts.

Responding, the detective dashed adong the corridor to the other side of the hotel. He arrived at the open
door of the Red Room. He dropped his flashlight into his coat pocket and displayed his badge as he



encountered agroup of frightened, struggling men, who were pushing toward the corridor.

The sight of badge and revolver stayed the near sampede. Men dropped into their chairs. They looked
a Cardonafor help. Pointing fingers and excited words directed the deuth's attention to the sight that had
caused this commotion.

SLUMPED across the head table were the bodies of Richard Reardon and Roland Furness. Cardona
needed no testimony to tell him what had happened. His practiced eye knew that the middle-aged
association president and the young eectrical engineer had been dainin cold blood!

Cardona camly closed the door of the room and locked it. He ordered one man to telephone for
assistance. He motioned al who were standing, to chairs. Grim-faced, he took command; then, after
studying the persons present, he walked up beside the bodies.

It was not long before police arrived. Cardona unlocked the door to admit the officers.

The detective had done the best thing possible under the circumstances. Coming through the corridor, he
had seen no one who might have figured in this double murder. He felt sure that the killer had probably
escaped; nevertheless, it had been essentia to hold al who were present. Cardona had done this
effectively.

With policemen to do his bidding, Cardona began aquiz.

Helearned immediately that the shots had been fired from the door; that the victims had been spotted by
apowerful light. No one present - and most were close friends of Reardon and Furness - could suggest a
motivefor thekillings.

Important detailsin the handling of this case required time. Ingpector Timothy Klein arrived; more men
came onthe job. At last, with testimony taken and witnesses examined, Joe Cardonafound himsdf done
in an emptied room. He went out into the corridor and walked owly to the other side of the hotel. He
looked into the Blue Room.

The Mohawk meeting was il on. Paliticians, highly convivid, were il at their merrymaking. They had
not heard the news of murder. Cardona saw Goldy Tancred and Bowser Riggins enjoying themselves at
the head table.

THE detective went back toward the Red Room. He met Inspector Klein. His superior noted the serious
expression upon Cardonas face.

"What isit, Joe?" inquired Klein.

"Therésamesting in the Blue Room." responded the detective dowly. "That's on the other side of the
hotel. The Mohawk Club."

"What about it?"

"It used to be held in the Red Room."

"Y ou think that has something to do with this-"
Cardona nodded.

"Yes" hesaid thoughtfully, "it probably haslot to do withiit. A gang killing, ingpector - onethat didn't
dick."



The pair started toward the lower lobby. Cardona paused a moment at the head of the stairs. He wanted
to seeif there was any trace of aman who had comein thisdirection.

He drew hisflashlight from his pocket, remembered suddenly that it was out of order, then stopped and
uttered a puzzled exclamation.

Theflashlight was turned on! It had been gleaming in Cardonas pocket! The switch wasjust asit had
been pressed; the instrument that had failed to function in atime of need, was now cagting rays of useless
illuminetion.

Puzzled, the detective turned the flashlight off and on. He repeated the operation severd times. Thetorch
worked perfectly.

With agrunt, Cardona extinguished the flash light and thrugt it back into his pocket. Even though it
appeared to bein perfect order, he would get anew one. No useto rely upon aflashlight that had failed
oncea acrucid moment.

There was important work to do now. Cardona wanted to find out who had entered the Red Room and
left, probably scurrying down the stairs and out to the street amid the darkness. He wanted to learn what
had caused the lights of the hotel to fail.

These proved insurmountable questions. When Cardona's investigation was finished, he had gained
nothing. He thought he knew the motive. He understood the style of killing. Those were important
matters. But the clue that he wanted - the cause of the extinguished lights - was something that he did not
manageto gain.

Cardona, when he reached headquarters, was till disturbed because he had not obtained a shred of
evidence that involved the mysterious darkness. He sat at his desk, and scratched his chin. Hefelt
something in his pocket thump againgt the arm of hischair.

Angrily, Cardona pulled out the faulty flashlight and tossed it into awastebasket. He got up from hischair
and sauntered out to report to Inspector Klein. He did not redlize the importance of the action which he
had just performed.

Unwittingly, Detective Joe Cardona had thrown away the only clue that he possessed. That discarded
flashlight wasthe one link that might have led him to the solution of the black hush that had fdlen over the
OlympiaHotd tonight!

CHAPTER Ill. THE SHADOW BEGINS

Headlinestold of the doublekilling at the Olympia Hotel. New Y orkers read of gangland's outrage.
Mingled with bacon and eggs came the cry of murder as breakfasters perused their newspapers.

Richard Reardon and Roland Furness were unfortunate victims. Everyone granted that fact, and agreed
that the perpetrators of the outrage should be brought to justice. But in back of dl the disapprova was
the established ideathat the men had died through amistake.

Detective Joe Cardona had expressed that belief, and it had been accepted. Every journal in Manhattan
was in accord. The case was too obvious for doubt. Even the man who had been missed was known.

Unknown mobsmen, out to get Goldy Tancred, had made a blunder. Somehow, they had extinguished
the lightsin the Olympia Hotd. Under cover of darkness, they had entered the Red Room where they
had believed the meseting of the Mohawks was being held.



Richard Reardon, heavy and conspicuous, had been mistaken for Goldy Tancred. Well-directed bullets
had marked Reardon's form. Roland Furness, also in the danger zone, had been put on the spot aswell.
It was possible that he had been taken for Bowser Riggins.

Newspaper columnswere filled with hectic details which included garbled statements of the witnesses.
Members of the Association of Electrical Engineers, when interviewed, had given varied stories. Such
statements received no more than passing mention.

One man said that the shots had preceded the light; another told the opposite. One declared that he had
seen the light move away; another that it had been extinguished before it moved. One more declared that
thekiller had used an acetylene lantern instead of an dectric flashlight.

But the sum and substance of all the reports was that Goldy Tancred had been dated for the spot. A big
shat, liked by poaliticians, but unpopular among certain gang leaders, had escaped the doom that was
intended for him.

Goldy, himsdf, knew nothing. He was Staying closeto his paatia apartment high up in the Hotel
Marathon. His famous astrakhan coat no longer would be seen a Brindle€'s restaurant. Goldy Tancred -
so reporters affirmed - would prefer to send out for sandwichesin the future.

DETECTIVE Joe Cardona read the morning newspapers with ared relish. His presence a the Olympia
Hotel was universally commended. He had used good sensein watching Goldy Tancred. It was not his
fault that the killers had blundered.

Commissioner Ralph Weston, overlord of New Y ork police, had voiced his approva of Cardonas
tactics. He supported the detective's finding, and he had promptly deputed Cardonato handle the case.

Among the newspapermen who were active on the story was Clyde Burke, areporter for the New Y ork
Classic. A veteran news gatherer, Clyde believed that Cardonawas right. Secretly, however, he
wondered what the outcome of this affair might be. For Clyde knew, from experience, that there was
someone who could deal with gangland's dayers even when the most ardent police measuresfailed.

Clyde Burke was thinking of The Shadow. For Clyde Burke, himsdlf, was a secret agent of The
Shadow!

In aroom at the Metrolite Hotdl, another young man was pondering upon the same matters that
concerned Clyde Burke. A resident guest of the hotel, Harry Vincent was scanning the day's headlines.
Like Clyde Burke, Harry bdlieved that Joe Cardona had the correct information. Nevertheless, Harry
was wondering what would follow. He, too, was an agent of The Shadow.

In an office of the huge Badger Building, a chubby-faced man also studied the morning newspapers. With
careful shears, he clipped the columnsthat carried the story of the double daying at the OlympiaHotel.
By profession, this placid individua was an investment broker. His name was Rutledge Mann, and his
many acquaintances knew him merely asa specidist on financid advice.

But Mann, who held no opinion regarding Cardona's theory, was a so wondering about the future. Like
Clyde Burke and Harry Vincent, Rutledge Mann served The Shadow. Where the others were active and
frequently in thefield, Mann acted as a contact agent. He supplied information and data that might be
required. These clippings, that he was gathering today, were being prepared for ddivery to The

Shadow.

His compilation completed, Rutledge Mann put dl his clippingsin an envelope. Heleft his office, took a
taxi to Twenty-third Street, and entered a dingy building. On an upstairs floor, he stopped at the door of



adeserted office which bore the name " Jonas' on its cobwebbed pane. He dropped the envelope in the
mal dit.

Mann'swork was done, until later orders might be received.

The mail dit wasthe delivery box that enabled Mann to reach The Shadow. Compl ete reports on the
Olympiaoutrage were now posted to the master mind. Whatever the sequel might be, Rutledge Mann
would be ready to obey ingtructions.

Clyde Burke's reportorial work - Harry Vincent's perusa of the newspapers - Rutledge Mann's clipping
service - dl these were productive of an important aftermath. A strange, unseen event occurred
somewherein New Y ork and its beginning was a click that sounded in a secret room.

INTENSE blackness was suddenly ended by abluish light that appeared in the corner of ablack-walled
gpartment. An uncanny glow was focused upon the polished surface of atable, directly benesth the
shaded circle of ablue-bulbed light.

In only one place could this phenomenon occur. That spot was The Shadow's sanctum. Away from all
the world, the very location of his secret room unknown, The Shadow, master of darkness, planned his
warfare againg the hosts of evil.

Two hands appeared benesth the bluish glow. They were long hands, with tapering fingers that combined
smoothness with strength. There was no mistaking the hands of The Shadow, for upon afinger of the left
hand rested the identifying token of the master.

Thiswas a gleaming gem that shone with achanging hue that symbolized mystery. The Shadow's girasol -
afireopd unmatched in dl theworld - glistened like a sparkling eye in ever-changing hues.

From azure, the girasol took on the shades of arich purple. Its glowing depths became a brilliant
crimson, only to change to a degp maroon that gave the stone an appearance of unlimited depths. All the
while, theillusion of sparks persisted. Flashes of flames seemed to leap upward toward the light.

The white hands produced an envel ope and removed its contents. Rutledge Mann's clippingslay in view.
Theright hand brought forward a pen and a sheet of blank paper. While hidden eyes studied the reports,
the hand began to write.

Brief, pointed facts appeared like thoughts. As the hand rested, eyes from the dark visualized those
statements. Bluish ink dried, then disappeared. The memory of the vanished words remained, locked in
the brain.

Could Joe Cardona have seen those inscriptions, he would have been amazed. For The Shadow, step by
step, was shattering the detective's theory! He was tracing avery definite connection between the big
shot and the murdersin the Red Room!

Where Cardona had pictured Goldy as aman who had escaped a menace. The Shadow saw the big
shot as one who had known of a designed murder. Goldy Tancred - threatened - wasthe last person
whom the police could suspect of complicity. But The Shadow deduced otherwise.

The change of the Mohawks mesting from Red Room to Blue Room - the holding of the affair on the
same night as the meeting of the electrical engineers - those had been accepted as mere coincidence. To
The Shadow, however, such an obvious conclusion was not to be accepted.

Cold-blooded mobsmen who attacked beneath a barrage of blackness were not the onesto make so
clumsy an error. The Shadow, versed in knowledge of underworld tactics, was quick to regject Cardonas



theory.
Richard Reardon and Roland Furness: one - perhaps both - had been marked for death.
Why?

They were not men of crime. Y et the explanation must exist. From a study of the past, and an
observation of the future, the reason could be discovered.

CRIME wasimpending - crime that bore the mark of genius. The secret of mighty schemeswas
unrevealed, yet there were ways to reach it. Where the police were content to look for unknown
murderers, The Shadow intended to follow other courses.

The Shadow wrote:
Goldy Tancred.

A soft laugh came through the gloom of the room. 1ts whispered tones awoke pul sating echoes. The hand
inscribed terse comments beneath the name that it had written. Goldy Tancred must be watched. There
was away to do it. The Shadow was making his plans.

Two other names appeared upon the paper. Side by side, The Shadow considered them.
Richard Reardon - Roland Furness.

Again, the hand began its comments. The careers of these men must be traced. Somewhere in the events
of ther livesmight lie an item of evidence.

Earphones did across the table as the hands reached beyond to obtain them. The Shadow spokeinto a
mouthpiece. Hislow tones were passing over aprivate wireto alistener as secretive as himsdlf.

"Burbank spesking.”

The quiet voice over the wire was that of The Shadow's hidden contact man. Always ready for the
Shadow's bidding, Burbank dwelt in obscurity and kept up atelephonic communication with The
Shadow's agents. Words that came to Burbank were relayed back and forth between The Shadow and
hismen.

"Clyde Burke on duty," responded The Shadow, in an even monotone. " Commence observation on the
activities of Goldy Tancred -"

The voice continued. Burbank listened. While The Shadow spoke, his hand was writing. Every word that
he gave to Burbank was inscribed in blue upon ablank sheet of paper. The statements, however, werein
code.

The Shadow concluded his orders. As he told Burbank to stand by, he folded the paper before the
writing had reached the vanishing stage, and placed it in an envelope. Thiswasto go to Rutledge Mann.
The writing would not disappear until after the investment broker had learned itsimport.

"Harry Vincent on duty,” The Shadow went on. "To cooperate with Rutledge Mann in uncovering facts
regarding Richard Reardon and Roland Furness-"

The voice continued; the hand wrote and closed its message. The earphones did acrossthe table.
Instructions to Burbank were ended. The ordersto Rutledge Mann, sealed in separate envelopes, were
carried away by The Shadow's hands.



Thelight clicked out. Invisible within thewals of hiswindowless sanctum, The Shadow laughed again.
Weird echoes of amocking cry reverberated from the hollow space. The Shadow's work had begun.

During the future, his eyes would watch the activities of Goldy Tancred, the man who had escaped.
Meanwhile, delving into the pagt, hisinvestigating forces would discover facts regarding Richard Reardon
and Roland Furness, the men who had encountered desth.

Somewhere, between the affairs of the big shot and the dead engineers, lay crime of an ingidious nature.
Goldy Tancred, feigning a connection with small-fry politicians, was seeking to cover up the game.

Clearly, The Shadow saw that Goldy's pretensions were a bluff; that he was using the unsuspecting
Mohawks as an dibi. Just as plainly, The Shadow knew that there had been a definite purposein the
killings of Reardon and Furness.

The echoes of The Shadow'slaugh perssted. At last, like dying whispers from invisible ghogts, they
faded into nothingness. Only impenetrable darkness remained within the sanctum.

Strange darkness! Like a shroud it had veiled the presence of the master mind. From that darkness, The
Shadow had goneinto light. He would find darkness again - for The Shadow struck best from Stygian
gloom.

Thistime, however, acurious anaogy remained. Out of darkness had The Shadow gone. Into darkness
he must come to deal with the hidden foe.

For The Shadow, now, was dedling with strange fighters who a so had used blackness to mask their
crimed

It was darkness that The Shadow sought. It was darkness that he would find. That strange black hush
that had fallen over the Olympia Hotel would spread its blanketing depths again.

Itssnister folds would envelop The Shadow aong with fiends of crime. The Shadow had begun his
campaign against the menace of the black hush!

CHAPTER IV. FROM THE TOWER

In contrast to the impenetrable gloom that always pervaded The Shadow's sanctum, the light of day till
shone above theidand of Manhattan. It was waning afternoon and the city streets were darkening, but
the sun gave sparkling brilliance to the offices of great skyscrapers.

Glinting rays of light were reflected by the polished walls of futuristic buildings. Most congpicuous of
these was the new Judruth Tower, which lifted itsjutting shaft ninety-five storiestoward the sky. A
pinnacle that formed atribute to modern engineering, this structure added a new spectacle to Manhattan's

y line.

The highest office floor was the ninety-third. There, in aprivate office, a bespectacled stout man was
studying the afternoon edition of aNew Y ork daily. Behind hisflat-topped mahogany desk, hewas
reading rewritten accounts of the tragedy at the OlympiaHotd.

A knock at the door. The stout man laid the paper aside, ordered the person to comein. A stenographer
entered; the man at the desk peered toward her through his gold-rimmed glasses.

"It isafter five o'clock, Mr. Fawcett,” said the girl. "The office force has|eft. | am going now, unlessyou
have some additiond letters that must be mailed.”



"Quitedl right to leave,” responded Fawcett. "1 intend to wait for Hobbs. He couldn't get back to town
intimefor the sales conference thisnoon."”

The stenographer nodded and I eft. Then, with asmile upon hislips, Fawcett went from his corner office.
He entered another room, and closed the door behind him. The glass pand of his private office bore the
name

HECTOR FAWCETT
President

Continuing, Fawcett reached another door, and stepped through it to an anteroom where arow of
elevator doors greeted his eye. The door behind him bore another legend:

CLIMAX CORP.
ELECTRO-THERAPEUTICAL EQUIPMENT

The elevator doors were heavy-metd barriersthat completely closed this anteroom from the outside
world. Hector Fawcett smiled in satisfaction. His eye ran dong the doors. All but one were stopping
points at the ninety-third floor. The sole exception was a specid shaft which ran exclusively to the
observation floors above.

SURE that no one was loitering in the anteroom, Fawcett returned to his offices, leaving the door
unlocked behind him. Thiswould be an invitation to the expected visitor. In the meantime, the president
of the Climax Corp. began ashort tour through his suite of offices.

The entire space of the ninety-third floor was occupied by the one enterprise. Fawcett strolled from
officeto office. Each corner of the floor had a private office like the one which the president occupied.
But with the exception of Fawcett's own room, these were devoid of desks and chairs. Instead, they
served as display roomsfor eectro-therapeutical equipment and many kindred devices.

Sun-ray machines, health devices, other items designed for treatment of illness - these made up agadaxy
of shining apparatus. Hector Fawcett's business was in keegping with the times. People were ready to
purchase mechanicd inventions of thistype. The business was one that afforded tremendous profit.

Hector Fawcett continued to an inner office. Thisroom, its door locked, served as a storage place for
new items of equipment. Fawcett, himself, had the only key. He opened the door, turned on the light, and
looked over the assemblage of electrica apparatus.

Mogt of the machines were duplicates of items on display in the corner offices. Therewas one
noteworthy exception. Thiswas an oddly shaped device mounted on rubber whedls. It consisted of a
cylindrical box with a curved door in the front. Above it, mounted on athick post, was a burnished
projector that resembled a searchlight.

There was a control switch at the Sde. There were also focusing levers and pivoting arrangements. These
were oddly designed, but they were not the chief item of peculiarity. That lay in the glazed front of the
searchlight itsdif.

Theface of the projector was solid black!

An amazing paradox - adevice that seemed designed for the issuance of light - yet it was coated with a
surface which light could not penetrate!



HECTOR FAWCETT'S smile became alaugh. The corporation president turned on his hed and left the
storeroom. He closed and locked the door behind him. He went back into his own office, and picked up
the telephone from the desk. In amethodical voice he gave anumber. He recognized the tone that
responded.

"Hello," greeted Fawcett. "Yes... Waiting now... Y es, I've been reading the newspapersright here...
Exactly aswe expected... No reason for delay now."

Fawcett was moving toward the window of the office; stlanding there, he till talked on the telephone
while he stared outward and downward.

"Yes," he continued, "I've made the observations. It's up to Hobbs now... No... No... A test is
unnecessary... Just the sighting at the correct hour... I'll call you later.”

Hector Fawcett hung up the receiver. He stood by the window and studied the vista of the city below.
Afternoon was waning, even a this height, where the fina rays of the setting sun lingered.

Hector Fawcett chuckled.

This dtitude gave the bespectacled man a sense of vast superiority. The feding would have been judtified
from even acommercia standpoint: the thought of salesmen who had issued forth from hereto find
limitless sources of revenue among the thousands of potentia customersin those buildings.

But Fawcett'sideas were of avaster scheme. Commercid enterprise meant nothing to thiswatcher. To
him, those buildings were masses of ore, among which were veins of profitable materid.

Within ahuge radius from the Judruth Tower, that source of wealth was workable. From this office -
from the other corner rooms - Hector Fawcett could point hisfinger at the spots he wanted; then, when
the proper time arrived, he could arrange the action that would bring prompt results.

A promoter of experience, Hector Fawcett was now in back of a schemethat could mean millions.
Completed planswereready. Thefirst test had been made and, with it, the way had been paved toward
SUCCESS.

Crime? What of it?
Murder? It had proven necessary.

Such consderations did not restrain this man. Hislonging for gain surpassed dl else. Behind an exterior
that denoted abusiness man of integrity, the real Hector Fawcett was an individua without conscience.

Therewas reason for hissmile. In al hisformer schemes of promotion, Fawcett had carefully masked al
unscrupulous activities. He knew how to obtain the prestige that went with successful business. President
of the Climax Corp., hisaffairswould pass the closest scrutiny.

Like Goldy Tancred, Hector Fawcett was aman who had avoided crime. But Fawcett had not even
alowed himsdlf to dedl with shady enterprises. Like Goldy, Fawcett had watched his actions purely
because he knew therisk involved.

There were easier ways to make money, but when crime could be perpetrated with the dangers
minimized, that altered the aspect. It was the attainment of such acondition that had turned Hector
Fawcett to his present schemes.

High above the world, safe from observation, he felt positive that his actions were dso free from possble



detection. Seuths could do their utmost, they would never reach this stronghold.

Many opportunities had come to Hector Fawcett. Thiswasthe time that he had engaged in the
promotion of anew and aluring enterprise - that of crime. Here was crime that would be fool-proof;
crimethat had stood the test; crime that would increase in power with each succeeding effort.

The sky was darkening now. In the gloom of his office, Hector Fawcett turned away from the window,
where Manhattan lay helpless before his eyes.

He had heard the sound of an opening door. Hisvisitor had arrived. Turning on the light, Fawcett took
his seat behind the desk just as another man entered the room.

Hector Fawcett smiled in greeting. Thiswas the person he had expected. Known to the office as Hobbs,
accepted by others as atraveling salesman who spent most of the time on the road, this visitor was
actually Hector Fawcett's associate in stupendous crime.

CHAPTER V. BURKE REPORTS

Goldy Tancred was seated in the living room of hisluxurious suite at the Hotel Marathon. Bowser
Riggins, the man whom he called apal, and others termed his bodyguard, waslolling in acorner by the
window.

A heavily built man entered the room and turned a sour, motionless face in Goldy's direction. Although
dressed in abusiness suit, thisfellow had the manner of a servant who had come to make an
announcement.

"What isit, Curry?' questioned Goldy.

"Reporter outside to see you," answered Curry. "Guy named Burke. Comes from the Classic. Wantsan
interview."

Bowser Riggins offered an objection before the big shot could make reply.

"Say" - the bodyguard's expression was agrowl - "ain't there no end to those guys? There's been haf a
dozen up to see you, Goldy -"

The big shot waved his hand for silence.
"Show himin, Curry," he ordered. "I'll talk to him. | know Burke."

The big shot held out his hand when Clyde Burke entered. Although he made no effort to rise, Goldy's
clasp was cordia as he received the reporter's handshake. Burke took a chair that Goldy pointed out to
him, and drew the seat dlongside that of Goldy's.

"Listen, Goldy." Burke was serious as he took up the conversation. "Y ou know what I'm after. A story.
Theboysared| wise. What's the use of kidding them?"

"Wisetowhat?' queried Goldy suavely.

"Wise that somebody's out to get you,” returned Clyde. "Why don't you give us something to work on? If
you know who's on your trall, it won't hurt to spill the news."

"No?" Goldy's question came with a smile that showed his shining dental equipment. " Say, Burke, you're
no nitwit, like mogt of these news hounds. Y ou don't think I'm asquawker, do you? If | was' - Goldy



indulged in acontemptuous leer - "1'd have been pushing up posieslong ago. Squawkers don't go, that's
al"

"Murder has been committed," said the reporter gravely. "If you have any way of rectifying it - of bringing
justice againgt the killers - you should take the opportunity.”

Goldy Tancred leaned back in his chair, and loosed along horse-laugh. He looked toward Bowser
Riggins, then pointed at Clyde Burke.

"Ligten to that, Bowser," chuckled the big shot. "This column-filler talks like Joe Cardona. Remember the
line he passed out when he dropped in here thismorning?”

Bowser grinned and nodded.

"Say" - Goldy was speaking to Burke now - "if | couldn't tell Cardona anything, you don't think I'd have
any dope for you, do you?'

"No," admitted Burke. "But when Cardonatalked to you -"

"l told him thetruth,” interposed Goldy. "I told him that | didn't know of any rat that had nerve enough to
try to get me. | admitted there were alot of boobs who might have it in for me because | had queered
their cheap rackets for them. But | didn't need to name them.”

"Why not?'

"Because Cardona aready had the list. What do you think he paysalot of stool pigeonsfor - just to hear
them tell funny stories? Listen, news-hound. If any guy was after me last night, Cardona has just as good
achance of guessng who hewasas| have.

"Therésthewholelay. It'seaser for Cardonato locate the bird he wants. I'm not worried. I'm not going
around to look for trouble. It'sapolicejob; let him doiit. It'shisbusiness.”

Goldy smiled more pleasantly when he saw Clyde Burke nod in agreement to his statement.

"Murder," said the big shot, becoming somewhat serious. "That'swhat it was, Burke - cold murder.
Cardonaisasmart detective. Asamatter of fact he's beginning to convince methat they were redly after
me - but at the sametime, I'm not sure enough to say <.

"Now suppose that a pot shot had been taken at me. Suppose that Bowser, here, had taken a dose of
lead trying to protect me from some sap who had more bullets than brains. Well, it would be different
then, Burke. I'd be forced to admit that they were on my trail.

"But asitis, I've got no proof. If I come out and try to place the marker on some bozo, I've got to mark
every onethat | think issore at me. What would that mean? I'll tell you - it would give me adozen
enemies - maybe two dozen.

"Instead of aflock of rats, I'd have atroop of foxeson my list. Y ou know how those small-fry mobsters
work. They hide out and run away until they think they'rein for something. Then they get nasty. So I'm
just sitting back and saying nothing. That'sdl. No names. Not one.”

"Wdl," volunteered Burke, "if Cardonais satisfied -"

"Satisfied?' came Goldy'sinterrupting quiz. " Say, boy, he saw the light mighty quick. Y ou want to know
why?I'll tell you - provided that you don't useit in your paper.”



"Go ahead," said Burke.

"Cardona," explained Goldy, "figuresthat the birds who bumped these eectrica engineerswon't be
satisfied until they take another crack a me. He believesmewhen | tdl him | don't know who the killers
are.

"So he'slaying quiet, like | am. Why should he stir up alot of other rats or forcemeto do it? Therésa
bunch might take the trouble to come after meif they got worried. Then Cardonawould be stuck. He
wants the guys who killed the engineersto show themsalves again.

"I'll tell you what I've donefor Cardona. I'm laying low, playing possum, acting dmost like I'm scared.
That'sagood come-on, isn't it? Of course. I'm playing safe, even though thistalk of danger may be
hokum. But if these tough bimboes want to waltz into trouble of their own making, I'll be satisfied. So will
Cardona."

Goldy Tancred grinned and clasped one hand with the other to demonstrate an illustrative shake. It was
an effort to explain the entente cordia e that existed between Goldy and Joe Cardona.

Clyde Burke smiled.

"Thanks, Goldy," he said. "Y ou've explained what was puzzling me. Therésno story init - but it may
mean that something will bregk alot quicker.”

Despite his expression of new understanding, Clyde Burke had actualy learned nothing which he did not
know before. Thisunofficid arrangement between Cardonaand Goldy Tancred wasalogica procedure.
Infact, it was possible that the detective and the smooth racketeer handler might have checked up the
names of certain gangsters.

Clyde's conversation had been intended as astall. He wanted to stay in Goldy's suite aslong as possible.
That was not part of hiswork for the Classic. It was aduty that had been ordered by The Shadow.

WHILE Clyde wasthinking of someway to prolong the visit, the telephone rang on atable at Goldy
Tancred'ssde. The big shot lifted the receiver. Clyde caught a gleam of the gold teeth as Goldy talked
acrossthewire.

"Hello... Yes..." Goldy seemed intensdly interested. "Y eah... All right. It's settled, then... Hobbs will be
there? Good... Good..."

Intense interest had entered Goldy's eyes. Now, upon sudden thought, the big shot had apparently
remembered that avistor waslistening to histalk. Perhapsit wasthe fact that he had mentioned the
name of Hobbs. Whatever the cause of Goldy's change might have been, the result was immediate.

"That'sdl right,” continued Goldy in anoncommittal tone. "Glad you caled. Sorry | can't be a the
party... No, I'm feeling pretty good, but I'm sticking around the apartment for the time being... Sure - I'll
tell himwhen | seehim... Yeah, I'll call you some day soon..."

Goldy looked toward Bowser Riggins as he lowered the receiver.

"Just been finding out I'm nothing but abig playboy,” he remarked. " That's about the tenth guy that has
caled me up to go on anight-club party. Bunch of chorus girls and other malls. They can leave me out of
the night lifefor awhile”

The pretense was well done. But Clyde Burke sensed that Goldy Tancred had sought to cover up a
message of real importance. The reporter remembered that name that Goldy had mentioned - Hobbs.



Rising from his chair, Clyde Burke cast a glance about the room. He noted the eegant furnishings, and his
eye fell upon acorner by the window. A bookcase, set at right angles to the window, jutted out until it
reached a hanging curtain that draped to the window ledge. Beyond the window, Clyde espied the brass
railling of abacony.

"Solong, Goldy," said the reporter. "Maybe I'll drop in again.”
"Wait amoment,” suggested the big shot. "Bowser will ride down with you, Burke. HE's going out.”

The bodyguard joined the reporter. They descended to the hotel |obby, and left by the same door.
There, their paths separated.

Ordinarily, Clyde Burke would have gone directly to atelephone to communicate with Burbank. The
proximity of Bowser Riggins restrained him on this occasion.

Clyde covered severa blocks before he dropped into a drugstore and entered a phone booth. He
obtained his number quickly, and talked with Burbank. In short, low sentences, Clyde stated that Goldy
Tancred had received a suspicious call, which involved the name of Hobbs. He added the fact that he
had noted concerning the proximity of abookcase to a bal conied window.

When Clyde Burke | eft the store, he called ataxi and directed the driver to take him to the Classic office.
The reporter's only regret was that he had lost fifteen minutes between the time of his departure from
Goldy's apartment, and hisarriva at the telephone booth. On the contrary, he felt sure that he had
escaped dl observation.

In that thought, the reporter was wrong. From the time that he had Ieft the Hotel Marathon, askulking
figure had followed him aong the opposite Side of the street. That same follower had waited outside the
drugstore, and had heard Clyde order the taxi man to take him to the Classic.

Now, afox-faced, dark-sweatered gangster came into view, and scurried away along aside street. The
appearance of Bowser Rigginswith Clyde Burke at the door of the hotel had been this skulker'stip to
take up thetrail.

Such was Goldy Tancred's game. Secretly, the overlord of racketeerswasin league with forces of the
underworld. He had forces at his disposal, but he kept them hidden.

A big shot deluxe, Goldy Tancred, like Hector Fawcett, was a power in the menace that was now
impending. The black hush that had preceded murder at the OlympiaHotel had been no mystery to
Goldy Tancred!

Clyde Burke, agent of The Shadow, had gained apartia inkling of that fact. Soon The Shadow, himsdlf,
would vigt the abode of Goldy Tancred!

CHAPTER VI.IN GOLDY'SAPARTMENT

Hardly had Clyde Burke left Goldy Tancred's apartment before Curry entered to speak to his master.
The servant's expression was quiet. Histone was confidential. He was announcing another visitor.

"Ping Satterly,” heinformed.
"Bring himin," ordered Goldy.

A short, squat, hard-faced man was ushered into the room. With the frame of an orangutan, avisagelike
achunk of hewn rock, and hands that looked like mallets, Ping Satterly looked like what he was - the



toughest gang leader in the underworld.
"Helo, Ping," greeted Goldy.

"How'reya?" returned the gang leader. " Say - 1've been stickin' around on the floor below, waitin' to hear
from you. Well - what's the news?'

"All st
"Yeah? Well, leave therest to me. I'll pull thisonelike | did that job at the Olympia.”
"Yourelaying low?'

"Say - I'm like adead log, Goldy. There ain't nothin' cregpin’ out, neither. There ain't nobody knows
what's comin' - even the mob I've got. They're waitin' for the word; an' they're kegpin® mum while they
walt.

"I'm just nobody - see? They think I'm through - al tough looks an' no punch. That'sthe way they're goin'
to say. | mean the guysthat ain't in the know. I've got my mob trained dl right.”

"Stay away from here," warned Goldy, "until | send for you. That won't be until after we pull the job.
Youresurethat it'sall set?'

"Just theway we want it, Goldy. Douse the glims, an' | don't careif there'sahundred bullsin the place.
How about the bump-off a the Olympia? Good, eh?

"Perfect,” admitted Goldy.

Ping Slatterly's huge chest swelled. The evil-faced gang leader leered. He sauntered toward the door,
with Goldy Tancred following, and turned to deliver his parting expression of assurance.

"They'll al be closeto me, see?" he concluded. “"When | shoot on the bull's-eye, therest iseasy. Each
guy has his place. Teamwork. Fast pick-up and aquick get-away. Y ou've got it set for fifteen minutes,
huh?'

"That'sthetime"
"Soft. Nothin' to it. Wait and see”

Curry gppeared at Goldy Tancred's call. The servant went with Ping Satterly down aflight of Sairs. He
was taking the gang leader to a service elevator on alower floor. A dumb operator, an exit at the rear of
the hotd - that was the course which Ping Slatterly took when he visited the big shot.

BACK inhisliving room, Goldy Tancred strolled about, smoking a cigarette. Histeeth gleamed in
occasond smiles. At last, with abored expression, the big shot sauntered from the room.

Minutes drifted by. Not asound came to this gpartment high above the street. Then, so dowly that its
motion was amost unnoticesble, awindow sash began to rise. Through the opening came along, black
slhouette that projected itsalf across the floor.

Something blotted out the reflecting surface of the raised window pane. The sash moved downward. The
slhouette advanced acrossthe floor. Seemingly from outer darkness, atall figure materidized. It
developed into the shape of abeing clad entirely in black.

With cape reaching from his shoulders, with hands encased in thin black gloves, his features obscured by



the turned-down brim of adouch hat, The Shadow stood within the confines of Goldy Tancred'sliving
room!

A soft, whispered laugh came from invisible lips. The black-hatted head tilted upward. A pair of burning
eyes studied the scene. Those glowing optics turned in the direction of the bookcase, close besidethe
window.

The position of the heavy articles of furniture answered Clyde Burke's description to Burbank. The
Shadow stooped, a small object showed in his hands.

With cam precision, the strange visitant moved the bookcase dightly away from thewall and attached a
small instrument. The bookcase moved back. The Shadow's hands urged athin wire behind the curtain.
Then continued to draw the connection toward the window.

Suddenly, the worker stopped. Stepping half behind the curtain, he became entirely motionless. Not even
the dightest rustling of the hanging betrayed his presence. Thelong silhouette till stretched its black
shape acrossthe floor, but it did not waver.

Curry had entered the room. The servant was closing the place for the night. He walked directly to the
window, passed within inches of The Shadow's hidden form, and tried the sash to find it locked.
Whedling, Curry went back toward the outer door and extinguished the light.

Departing footsteps faded through the halway beyond the room. The Shadow's laugh camein asinister
whisper. By absolute tillness, thisweird investigator had completely avoided discovery. That was The
Shadow's purpose on this night.

The window sash moved upward. The Shadow reached the balcony. Invisible, he lowered the sash so
subtly that it seemed to creep downward of its own accord, inch by inch. A stedl instrument entered
between the sections of the sash. An unseen hand rel ocked the window from the outside, so perfectly
that no trace of the deed remained.

The free end of the wire dropped from the bal cony and hung down the darkened wall of the hotel. The
Shadow's phantom figure moved to the end rail, then stretched itself upward and outward. Long, strong
fingers caught the projecting cornice of awindow above. Climbing like ahuman fly, The Shadow reached
hisgoa and entered an gpartment.

This place was occupied, but no one was awake. The Shadow's cloak swished dightly asits wearer
made hisway to an outer door. Silence lingered after The Shadow had departed.

TEN minutes afterward, awindow opened in an apartment a few floors below Goldy Tancred's domicile.
Aninvisble hand stretched out into the night, and caught the end of the dender, hanging wire. A tiny
flashlight threw adollar-size disk of light upon thewall of the gpartment where The Shadow now was. A
gloved hand drew the end of the wire to the bell box of atelephone that was set against the wall.

There, The Shadow attached another mechanism. The operation here required amultitude of detalls.
When it was completed, The Shadow stepped back and viewed the completed job with the light of his
tiny torch.

Thiswas a private telephone, and the owner of the apartment was away. Upgtairs, in Goldy Tancred's
living room, The Shadow had attached one end of a dictograph connection. Here, he had hooked theline
with the telephone.

Through a perfected mechanism of his own invention, The Shadow now had the communication that he



desired. It merdly remained for Burbank to cdl up this gpartment. The ringing of the bell would do the
rest. The call would apparently be completed; actudly, a connection would be formed with the
dictograph line. Thismeant that Burbank could listen in at will to whatever was said in Goldy Tancred's
place.

By hanging up his own receiver, Burbank would complete the supposed cdl. Thus The Shadow's hidden
agent could follow everything at adistance, whenever the occasion might require. There would be some
long cdls over thiswire during the next few dayd

The flashlight went out. The Shadow swished through darkness. The closed apartment was once more
empty. The Shadow's work was done.

Impending crime! Could The Shadow learn its secret? Would his efforts frustrate the schemes of
evildoers?

Tonight, Clyde Burke had gained an inkling. The Shadow, athough too late to witness Ping Slatterly's
visit, had accomplished something that would reved to him dl teephone cdls and conversationsin which
Goldy Tancred might be concerned.

Wl had The Shadow planned! His eyes had seen; now his earswould hear. Important contact formed.
The Shadow held a great advantage.

Only onefactor served to spoil The Shadow's measures. Tonight, Goldy Tancred had completed plans
S0 effectively that the big shot had decided to abandon al communicationsfor the present.

Unwittingly, Goldy had acted with great wisdom. The black hush was dueto fal again - in aplace other
than the Olympia Hotel. Where it came, crime would follow. Until then, Goldy was preserving silence.

The ingenuity of The Shadow had aready been counteracted by the man who did not even suspect its
presence.

CHAPTER VII. THE SHADOW MOVES
"BURBANK spesking!"

Thiswasthe statement that came over the wire. The reply, made from atelephone booth, was uttered in
the quiet voice of The Shadow.

"Report.”
"Nothing."

Therewas atinge of helplessregret in Burbank's final word. The Shadow's hidden agent, usualy
unemotiond in his conversation, had redlized his present inability to help.

The receiver clattered in the telephone booth where The Shadow stood. Silence followed while The
Shadow planned.

Two days had passed since The Shadow's visit to Goldy Tancred's apartment. In that space of time, not
onereport of consequence had come from Burbank. Night had come once more, and with it, anew
threat of unknown action by dangerous men of crime.

The door of the phone booth swung open. It was not, however, atdl black figure that emerged. Instead,
the huddled form of a shifty, capped-and-sweatered gangster made its appearance.



The Shadow, master of disguise, was garbed as aruffian of the underworld. While Burbank waited,
hopeful for news tonight, The Shadow, himself, had penetrated into gangdom'sterrain.

Thiswas the second successive night upon which The Shadow had visited the underworld. Denizens of
the badlands, unaware that their common foe was among them, had accepted the disguised visitant
merely as an unrecognized gangdter.

Thoroughly familiar with every feature of the underworld, The Shadow was undertaking aswift and
methodica process of eimination. Hisanalysis of approaching crime had connected Goldy Tancred with
the activities of some gang leader. One by one, The Shadow had visited the hang-outs where
representatives of different mobs were wont to appear.

His keen eyes, obscured by the visor of awrinkled cap, had studied the bloated faces of a score of
sordid mobsmen. His sharp ears had listened for snatches of conversation. Y et the cause had been
fruitless. The Shadow had learned many facts; but none of them gave evidence of a connection with the
case that now needed his attention.

In the middle of adarkened dley, the shuffling figure paused and turned to descend aflight of broken
stone steps. His hand pushed open arickety door. With hunched shoulders, the visitor entered an
underground den where some two dozen mobsmen were assembled benegth the glare of two large
incandescents.

TOUGHENED gunmen turned toward the doorway as the newcomer appeared. They saw agrimy,
suare-jawed visage beneath the cap visor. Somewhat suspicioudy, they accepted this stranger as one of
their own ilk. Not one man present suspected that he was viewing The Shadow.

No mobsman could truthfully boast that he had ever seen the face of The Shadow. There were afew
who claimed that they had seen his mysterious shape, and dl descriptions agreed that The Shadow was a
tall being, habitually garbed in black. Had this stoop-shoul dered gangster announced his true identity, no
onein thisdive would have believed hiswords.

Thiswas one underworld hang-out that had no exact title. Once it had been caled Gorky's Joint, in
honor of its proprietor. But Gorky's period of ownership had terminated amid a barrage of gun play that
had counted him avictim. Since then, three proprietors had taken chargein turn.

The unknown gangster drifted over to atable at the sde of the room. He flung acrumpled dollar bill in
front of him, and agrimy-faced waiter brought in a bottle and a glass. The unknown poured out along
drink, but let the glass stand idle while he stared glumly toward the barren wall.

Drifters of the underworld were here tonight, but among them were afew who looked like regular
mobsmen. The Shadow, in choosing histable, had picked a spot close by apromising pair. Now,
gpparently indifferent to what was going on about him, he was listening to the conversation of these
gunmen.

"It'snearly ten o'clock,” came agrowl.
"Yeah," wasthereply. "Wait'll | have another drink. I'll be goin' with you.”

"Y ou'd better be. Ping ain't the guy that'll stand for hokum. It'salong jump from here up to the old
Windsor Thester, an' we've got to do a snesk into the back aley when we finally get there -"

The conversation broke as the gangsters prepared to leave. The Shadow, however, had learned al that
he needed to know. The objective of the gangsters could not be the Windsor Theater itself, for the old,



closed playhouse offered no attraction to men of crime. But the mention of the dley dong Sdewasa
give-away. A fashionable apartment house was located next door to the theater, and it could well be a
lure to smart crooks.

THADDEUSHARMON lived in that building. New Y orkers had heard much of him during the past few
weeks. A millionaire whose name was frequently in the news, Thaddeus Harmon had expressed his
gopprova of vauable gems as an investment.

He had spoken of important purchases which he had made through diamond merchants, and it was a
known fact that he had invited wealthy friends to see the collection of resplendent gemsthat he brought
back and forth from storage vault to gpartment.

Until now, The Shadow had been unableto lay hisfinger upon the exact type of crime which might be
impending. Murder - cold and exacting - had been the toll at the OlympiaHotdl. More murder -
racketeering - blackmail - al these had been possibilities.

But the connection of two sullen-faced gangsters with arendezvous in a deserted dley between the
Windsor Theater and the next-door apartment was a definite clue that pointed to unusual crime.

The men had spoken of one whom they caled Ping. The Shadow knew of Ping Satterly - agang leader
who had recently dropped out of sight. The fact that these rowdies were connected with so formidable
an evildoer was important. Whether or not Ping Satterly was Goldy Tancred's unidentified associate, it
was in kegping with The Shadow's palicy to impede the progress of impending crime.

Such opportunity was here. The Shadow had gained a definite mission. With other possibilities
exhaugted, the investigation had tapered down to a point where dmaost any definite warning of crime
could be regarded as a clue to Goldy Tancred's enterprise.

The Shadow knew their destination; he had knowledge of their possible god. Nevertheless, he could
accomplish most by following them. Often, in the past, The Shadow had thwarted the schemes of
malefactors by suddenly appearing in the midst of their trusted cohorts.

Once these men were clear of this dive, The Shadow could trail them with ease.

The pair had |eft through the door by the time The Shadow was standing on the floor. With the leisurely
shamble of a purposdaess mobster, The Shadow moved dowly toward the exit.

His perfect disguise now served him well. Many eyes were upon him, but none suspected him to be other
than an unimportant toady of some lesser mob.

There were two stone steps up to the door. On one side was the wall; on the other, anironrail. The
Shadow reached this point. With bowed head and sullen lips, he grasped therail.

His departure was timed to perfection. But for the intervention of chance, he would have been outside of
the dive within the next few seconds.

AN unexpected occurrence stopped The Shadow's plan. As hisforward foot reached thefirst of the
stone steps, the door of the speakeasy was flung open. A huge, broad-shouldered, beefy-faced man
stood glowering into the underground dive. His bulky form blocked The Shadow's path.

A buzz swept through the room. The newcomer was known to the assembled crowd. Hewasa
hard-boiled gangster who went under the name of Smash Harlow; directly behind him was the stocky
figureof hispa, Bozo Guckert.



Glancing downward, Smash Harlow saw the disguised figure of The Shadow. He observed aface that
wastough and grimy.

In bullying fashion, Smash expressed an immediate didike toward the person who blocked his path.
"Out of the way, dopey," he growled. "Whatchatrying to do - hog the whole doorway?"

Guffaws came from mobsterswithin the dive.

"Poke him one, Smash," came an urging cry. "He doesn't belong in thisjoint, anyway."

Smash continued to glower. When he saw that the figure before him did not move away, the bullying
mobster did more than try apunch. With aquick jerk, he pulled alarge revolver from his pocket, and
thrust the muzzle directly toward the hawk-like nose that was before him.

Finger on the trigger, Smash was ready to shoot down this small-fry mobster who had no friends.

Then came swift action. The stoop-shouldered figure seemed to lengthen. The Shadow'slong left arm
shot directly upward, and caught Smash Harlow'swrist. Asthe beefy man fired, the bullet took an
upward course, and crashed againgt the stone ceiling.

Smash Harlow had no opportunity for another voluntary action. The Shadow's right arm had caught him
now. Raised by the crouching form that wore the sweater, Smash was lifted clear from the steps.

With aterrific upward snap, his assailant threw him headlong. The big man's body whirled asit swept
over the cap which The Shadow wore. Smash Harlow's revolver sailed from his grasp and clattered
againg the wdl; amoment later, his bulky form landed prone upon the floor.

Bozo Guckert was drawing hisrevolver. He never had achanceto useit. Straightening forward with
incredible swiftness, The Shadow made a sideswipe with hisleft fist. The blow knocked the revolver
from Bozo's hand; then with a continued motion, The Shadow's right arm swung.

A figt like atrip hammer caught Bozo Guckert on the chin. The powerful punch lifted the mobster over
therail beside the steps. Bozo Guckert landed back downward upon atable where two gangsters were
gtting. The flimsy piece of furniture crashed beneath hisweight.

In the midst of the confusion, the unknown gangster who had so ably defended himsdlf made a swift
departure. Gunsflashed into view. Shots were fired at the spot where The Shadow had been. The bullets
of the excited mobsmen found no target other than the closing door.

Nevertheless, the chase was on. Smash Harlow and Bozo Guckert were popular in thisdive. Half a
dozen gangsters legped to their feet, ready to avenge the downfall of their friends. The snarling mobsters
swarmed to the exit. They reached the dley and fired pot shotsin the dark asthey spread out in different
directions.

They could not find their man. Somehow - somewhere - he had dipped from view.

WHIL E the mobsmen were hustling dong the dley, the soop-shouldered figure which The Shadow had
chosen as his disguise appeared from between two buildings on another strest.

Swift, stealthy and spectacular, The Shadow would readily have met his pursuersin hand-to-hand
combat. But, on this occasion, he could not afford the time. The encounter with Smash Harlow and Bozo
Guckert had consumed va uable minutes. The two gunmen whom The Shadow was following had gained
too great a headway. There was only one course now: to make for the destination which they had



named.

This offered obstacles. The Shadow, still using the pose of a shambling gangster, was forced to choose a
circuitous course in order to avoid the mobsmen who were prowling in search of him. He could not
afford to waste precious momentsin purposel ess combat.

At last, his scurrying figure appeared upon a street which bore the appearance of arespectable
neighborhood. Away from the borders of the underworld, The Shadow was free to make al speed.
Stooped and hurrying, he approached a powerful coupe that was parked beside the curb.

It was then that new eyes saw the huddled figure. A chalenge came from acrossthe Street, asa
policeman hurried up to find out what this sweatered individua was doing beside the expensive
automobile.

Quickly, The Shadow dipped within the car. His cap dropped to the floor beside him. The swesater
seemed to ped itsdlf from hisbody. It fell, so; and from the back of the seat came a crushed opera hat,
which popped open and reached The Shadow's head just as the officer arrived.

White hands came up and pressed against the grimy visage. They seemed to be wiping away the traces
of dirt; and with it, they were forming amolding process. The action continued asthe officer circled the
coupe. Just as the policeman thrust aflashlight into the open window, the white hands dropped to the
steering whed of the car.

"Hey, you!" came the policeman'sgrowl. "What are you doing in this car -"

The officer's challenge ended with the Sight of a surprised man attired in full-dress clothes and wearing an
opera hat. Questioning eyes were staring at the open-mouthed policeman.

"What isit, officer?' cameacdm voice.

"Guess | madeamistake, dr," returned the policeman. "Thought | saw atough-looking rowdy fooling
around this car. There wasn't anybody trying to get in, wasthere?"

"l saw no one," responded the gentleman at the whedl. "Perhapsif you look around abit, you might find
the man you observed.”

LAMONT CRANSTON'S lipswore asmile as his hands turned the whedl and the car pulled away. The
Shadow had worn a double disguise tonight. Benegth his swester and baggy trousers was a closaly
tailored full-dress suit. He was kicking off the trousers now. The officer had not seen them in the dark.

The bloated gangster face had changed to adignified countenance asif by magic. The difference had lain
partly in expression; partly in grimy make-up which had been quickly wiped away with skillful motions.

The Shadow was now playing the part of Lamont Cranston, millionaire clubman, well knownin
Manhattan. It was one of hismost effective guises. Whirling up Fifth Avenue, The Shadow was bound
for the gpartment house which adjoined the old Windsor Thester.

Now, however, The Shadow's smile was grim. Two delays. one at the dive; the other with the officer -
these had obstructed his plan of action. There was no chance to overtake the mobsters who had gone on

duty.

Only one possible course could be taken. As Lamont Cranston, The Shadow would appear at Thaddeus
Harmon's apartment, playing the part of an unexpected guest.



That was The Shadow's move. It was the method that he must now employ to cope with crime.
CHAPTER VIII.IN THE PENTHOUSE

THADDEUS HARMON was entertaining in his penthouse, atop the roof of the gpartment house which
adjoined the old Windsor Thesater.

Perched upon abuilding of some twenty storiesin height, Thaddeus Harmon's penthouse formed an
isolated spot. The millionaire had chosen it for that very reason. Here, tonight, he could entertain wedlthy
guestsin absolute seclusion. In fact, Harmon was commenting upon that very fact.

Standing in the middle of asumptuous living room with along, thin cigar clipped between hisfingers, the
millionaire was addressing a dozen guests who were seated about the room. While he talked, Harmon
waved his cigar toward an oddly shaped cabinet that stood against the wall. Strong and bulky, thisarticle
of furniture had a heavy, broad-hinged top.

"Thereyou are," remarked the millionaire. "Nearly haf amillion dollars worth of gems undernesth that
lid. The cabinet isunlocked. All | haveto do israisethelid, and the jewelswill be accessible to anyone
who wants them.”

The millionaire paused to smile while he drew afew long puffs upon his panatela.

"l am mentioning afew facts," he continued, "'because certain of my guests have expressed apprehension
regarding the safety of my vauables. They have wondered why | run what they consider tobearisk -
bringing these jewd s up here, and leaving them apparently unguarded.

"Let meinform you that this penthouse isimpregnable. Were it Stuated upon the top of the Rock of
Gibraltar, it could be no safer than it is at the present moment.

"Whenever | bring my vauables here for display, | have detectives stationed in this penthouse, and a'so
on the ground floor of the apartment building. They are private men, al capable and ready for any

emergency.

"There are two ways to reach this penthouse. By devator, the way which al of you came, and through
the fire tower. Both routes terminate on the ground floor. In thisroom, | have aspecid darm. Itis
operated on asystem of itsown. With it, | can immediately notify the men downgtairs. Thereisaso the
telephone, but it is not necessary to rely uponiit.

" Should any dangerous persons enter here - and entrance would not be difficult - they would find it quite
atask to capture the jewels, with my men on guard. Should they succeed, they would find escape the
great problem. The sounding of the darm would enable the men below to trap them.

"No matter what might occur, my men below will remain at their sationsin thelobby until they hear the
gpecia aarm, which cannot fail to work, or receive adirect telephone cal from this penthouse. So be at
ease, everyone. My possessions are quite secure.”

The guests seemed pleased at Thaddeus Harmon's assurance. They had al |earned that detectiveswere
present; it was easy to pick out the quartet of deuthswho were stationed in the room. The additional
precautions, however, came as an interesting revelation.

"When therest of my guests arrive,”" declared Harmon, "I shadl show the gemsto the entire company.
There are only two or three who are not yet here. | expect them shortly.”

A few seconds after the millionaire concluded, the telephone rang. Thaddeus Harmon answered it



himself. He repeated names of persons who were announced from the lobby. Then a pleased expression
came upon hisface.

"Ah!" heexclamed. "Y ou say that Mr. Lamont Cranstoniscaling? Yes, indeed! Tl him to come up
with the otherdl"

Hanging up the receiver, Harmon announced that the final guests were now on their way to the elevator.
He added that another visitor was coming up with them.

"Y ou will enjoy meeting Lamont Crangton,” he stated. " The man is a connoisseur where vauable gems
are concerned. He has aremarkable collection of hisown, and every jewd isunique. A greet traveler,
Cranston. | did not know that he had arrived back in town.

"His presence will be most welcome as | have acquired two diamonds which he may be able to identify.
Wonderful legends attach themselvesto certain gems. To me, such stories, when verified, are quite as
valuable asthe stones themsdlves.”

Thaddeus Harmon motioned to two of the detectives. The men strolled across the living room and
stationed themsel ves beside the cabinet which contained the collection of jewels. The other pair of deuths
took positions near the outer door.

Thiswas evidently thefind precaution. As soon asthe late guests had been welcomed, the curiosity of
the vistors would be satisfied. With the jewe s under competent guard, the collection would be viewed in

sfety.

Thaddeus Harmon turned toward the door of hisliving room, and glanced out into an anteroom which
served aso as an devator corridor. He could just see the bulky door of the fire tower, past the row of
eevators.

The millionaire's gaze turned toward the devator shafts. His manner seemed expectant. In fact, Harmon
was as anxiousto reved hisgems as his guests were to see them.

Soon one of those heavy eevator doors would open to admit the final members of the privileged group
whom Thaddeus Harmon had invited here tonight.

A vertica row of tiny incandescents were set beside each eevator. Harmon noticed the lowest light of
onerow. The bulb flickered; the one above it lightened. The indicators changed in dow successon. This
elevator was coming up. It was bringing the fina visitors - with them Lamont Cranston.

Puffing his panatel a, Thaddeus Harmon serenely watched the indicated progress. A quiet, gray-haired
gentleman, the millionaire had ahabit of forgetting al about him while he watched something that
consumed hisinterest. He was entirely obliviousto the conversation of his guests as he counted the floors
that the elevator was passing.

"Sixteen - saventeen” - Harmon's lips were silently forming the numbers - "eighteen -"

The count ended. Without an instant's warning, the penthouse was blanketed in complete darkness. Even
the lights of the elevator indicator went out asthe pal of gloom fell.

WITH dl the thickness of acloudy, blackened night, afearsome darkness seemed to tell of impending
disagter. Even the windows of the apartment were blotted out completely.

Impenetrable gloom had taken full command. The entire building was wrapped in a shroud that prevented
the entrance of even adistant glare!



Y et the completeness of that dark was not fully comprehended by those who were within it. Other
phenomena had occurred aswell. With that stroke of blackness, not only the eectric lights, but every
other current-controlled device within the entire building had failed!

Therisng elevator was staled midway between the eighteenth and the nineteenth floors. Telephone
service was automatically ended. The specid darm between the penthouse and the ground floor was
rendered worthless!

Gasps of surprise and fright seemed muffled asthey came from the lips of Thaddeus Harmon's guests.
The sensation of achoking, suffocating power gripped everyone. The darkness had the redlity of asolid
substance. It menaced; it throttled; it brought afear of blindness.

Those within the pall scarcely dared to move. Hands clawed feebly at chair arms. Persons arose to grope
their way to aless dreadful spot; then dropped back to their seats, awed by the terrible sensation.

Caught by hideous darm, Thaddeus Harmon spent every ounce of effort as he managed to move dowly
back into the living room. Thiswelird darkness savored of the unknown. Itsterror caused the millionaire
to tremble.

It was the strangeness of the thick gloom that produced this effect. Actudly, those within it were free
agents; yet the unbelievable condition of absolute dark could not be combated by these personswho
were experiencing it for thefirg time.

A menace shrouded the atmosphere of the penthouse. The black hush had come; and in itswake, crime
was dueto follow!

CHAPTER IX. THE ROBBERY

INVISIBLE men were moving through thick darkness. While slence still persisted in Thaddeus
Harmon'sliving room, theinvasion of crimewas on itsway. Issuing from the door of the fire tower, Fing
Satterly and his group of henchmen were coming through the gloom.

The sound of the advance had not reached the group in the penthouse living room. There, Thaddeus
Harmon was groping hisway to the darm switch.

Detectives were trying to get results with their flashlights - dl in vain. Even these gppliances had
succumbed to the strange force of the black hush.

A match flickered; itsillumination did not carry far. Even the face of the guest who had ignited it was not
digtinguishable. It needed greater light than that to pierce thisthick haze of blackness.

The light came. From the doorway, the glare of abull's-eye lantern flashed suddenly into view. Supplied
by acetylene, thisinstrument of illumination brought astrange brilliance throughout the living room. Guests
and detectives were staring at the bright spot through amurky atmosphere.

A voice spoke from behind the lantern. Itstones were uttered in aharsh growl that was plainly audible,
despite the muffling effect that pervaded the air.

"Weve got you covered” - Ping Satterly wastaking - "and the first one that moves gets bumped. Do
you savvy that? Stick up your mittd”

Thaddeus Harmon yanked the darm just as Satterly spoke. Then the millionaire backed againgt the wall,
with arms upraised. His action was followed promptly by his guests. The detectives, in turn, sullenly
obeyed Ping's command. The suddenness of the attack had caught them completely unprepared.



"We're not worryin' about that darm,” informed Ping, in hisharsh voice. "Yank it again, if you want. Try
the telephone, too. It won't do you no good.”

Hiswords were followed by an order to his henchmen. Two roughly garbed invaders stepped into the
glare of the acetylene light. Between them, they were carrying a double-handled bag. These men were
masked. It wasimpossible to identify them as they moved straight toward the cabinet againgt the wall.

While the detectives remained hel pless under the threat of unseen guns, one of the mobsters opened the
top of the cabinet. Grimy hands dipped into the large jewe chest. Out came sparkling gems which were
dropped into the bag in glittering array.

THADDEUS HARMON forgot caution. The sight of hisvauable collection of precious stones, taken
openly before his eyes, was too much for the maddened millionaire. He made no attempt to attack the
robbers, but he did follow the advice which Ping Slatterly had suggested.

Seizing the telephone, Harmon raised the instrument from its hook and tried to establish a connection.
The experiment convinced him that the leader of the invaders had spoken the truth. The telephone was
dead.

Ping Satterly laughed. His workers were completing their job in rapid time. The top of the cabinet
descended with athump that sounded muffled in the gloom. The gang leader saw a detective shift
uneesily. He growled an order.

A revolver spoke through the darkness. Its suppressed roar was awarning. A bullet flattened itsalf
againg the wall above the detective's head. The threat was sufficient.

"Remember" - Satterly's tone followed the abbreviated echoes of the revolver shot - "thefirst guy that
moves getsdrilled. Were leavin' you - but well be back quick enough if anybody triesto make trouble.
It won't be safe to try anythin’ until the lights come on again. Forget these sparklersif you know what's

good for you. Savwy?'

The men were backing away from the cabinet. One was lugging the bag; the other had arevolver in his
hand, and wasturning it menacingly in al directions.

Thaddeus Harmon groaned at the thought of his plight.

This unexplainable situation was one for which he had not provided. Fully did he realize the helplessness
of the present conditions. The dimination of light throughout the apartment house would mean nothing to
the men Stationed on the ground floor. There was no reason for them to suspect trouble in the penthouse
unless they received a summons by telephone or heard the specialy wired darm.

Theinvaders had come from the fire tower. They would depart by the sameroute. In thisamazing
blackness, which only the acetylene torch seemed capable of penetrating, they could make a swift
escape. Already they had captured the jewds. Half amillion dollars was dipping awvay unhindered!

Pursuit?

Harmon redlized that it would be impossible until after the crooks had made good their escape. They
could easily barricade the door of thefire tower behind them. A hurried flight down the stairway of the
tower - that would conclude theraid.

The millionaire knew that the elevator service, like lights, telephone and darm had been interrupted.
Harmon and his detectives were trapped here in the penthouse. Until the black hush ended, they could
not move.



PING SLATTERLY, 4ill out of sght behind the glare of the acetylene light, was emitting agloating
chuckle. He knew that hiswarning would be heeded. No one would dare move until complete
illumination returned. It would be suicida, even after the acetylene lamp had been extinguished. Ping's
threat of lurkersin the dark was too potent to forget.

Events had passed swiftly since the invaders had arrived. The purloining of the gems had been arapid
action. Less than four minutes had el gpsed since the black hush had fallen, up to the time of thewarning
shot that had ended al thoughts of resistance, or attempted recovery of the stolen wealth.

Ping Satterly had estimated that the descent through the fire tower would require no more than four
additional minutes. Thisalowed for acompl ete escape before anyone outside of the penthouse could
possibly know that trouble had occurred here.

Until the black hush was lifted, these people would be helpless. Knowledge of that fact wasthe only
reason why Ping had desisted from murder. This fiendish gang leader would gladly have massacred the
hel pless detectives, but he was under orders to concentrate upon the removal of the gems.

All that he wanted was a good excuse to shoot some hel pless victims. The warning shot had shown the
tendency of Ping Satterly'sevil brain toward killing.

Giving the command to retire, Ping began to back away from the door of the penthouse living room. With
his men crouching backward with him, the malefactor engineered a steedly retreat until he was standing
close beside the door of thefire tower.

A growl from ahenchman told Ping that the barrier was open. The way was ready for the swift escape.
Ping Satterly paused. He rasped an order for the othersto stand by.

The glare from the acetylene searchlight till illuminated the entire living room. Through a peculiar, dusky
haze, faceswere visble in strained whiteness. Frightened guests - sullen detectives - Ping viewed them
with disdain.

The gang leader's gaze turned toward Thaddeus Harmon. The millionaire, done uncowed, wore alook
of defiance. His expression aroused Ping Satterly's compl ete antagonism. The gang leader sneered inthe
gloom.

I nstructions flashed through Ping's hostile mind. He had been told to get the jewd s, to make an effective
getaway; and to stay hisgun until its use proved necessary. Murder was Ping Slatterly'sforte; he saw
good occasion for it now.

Only one man among the helpless people in the room seemed capable of planning action againgt the
crooks. That one was Thaddeus Harmon. Why not diminate him?

In moments of quick thought, Ping saw the advantage. To Harmon, the jewelswere of prime importance;
to the others, the welfare of the millionaire wasthe chief consideration.

If Thaddeus Harmon fell, riddled by bullets, a second before the acetylene light made its exit, the only
thoughts of the remaining people would be the fear of desth. That terror would persist; and when the
penthouse lights returned, confusion would occur at the sight of Thaddeus Harmon's dain body.

With cool deliberation, the evil gang leader raised hisrevolver. Ready to loose unexpected deeth, he held
the brilliant lantern steedlily in hisleft hand, taking aim with the wegpon in hisright.

"Hold it," growled Ping to his clustered companions. "Wait until | cut loose with this smoke wagon. Then
well scram.”



With find deliberation, Ping Satterly belittled the consequences. He could explain mattersto his
associates. Murder did not matter, so long as the robbery had been completed. Success would stifle
criticiam.

Thaddeus Harmon's life was hanging in the balance. The crime of deeth wasto follow lawless entry and
theft. Ping Satterly gloated as he prepared to day the helpless millionaire. One minute more; then the
enveloping shroud of the black hush would close upon a scene of murder!

CHAPTER X. SHOTSFROM THE SHAFT

PING SLATTERLY'S powerful light had carved a beam through the blackness that pervaded the
penthouse. The awesome pall of the black hush had not, however, been dispelled e sewhere. Within the
elevator that was bringing guests upward, asolid block of impenetrable gloom had struck with amazing

power.

The car had come to a stop midway between two floors. The startled gasps of the passengers had died
upon frightened lips. After the first seconds of astonishment, amuffled terror had gripped quivering
hearts.

Among those passengers, so suddenly invisible to each other, was one to whom the coming of blackness
had brought no awe. This person was the unexpected guest whom Thaddeus Harmon had been so eager
to welcome; namely, Lamont Cranston.

Within the darkness of the elevator, Crangton'sfirst action wasto press his hands against the interior wall
of the car. Probing fingers found a crevice. They wedged ametal implement into it.

A hushed click in the gloom was unnaticed by the terrified passengers, who were mumbling incoherent
comments to each other. The side of the car, when it came dowly inward, disturbed no one.

The Shadow, working in the darkness, had opened the emergency door in the side of the car. This
barrier was designed for the removal of passengers from one elevator to another. At present, it was
uselessfor this purpose; there had been no opportunity to bring a second car up aongside the stdled lift.

The Shadow, however, used the opening for another purpose. Hisinvisble form did through the
unlocked side of the car. The door closed and clicked behind him as he clung to the outside of the
eevator. Then, with cam precision, he clutched the front wall of the shaft, and raised hislong body
upward.

While Ping Satterly and his men were effecting the robbery in the penthouse, The Shadow, silent and
unknown, was ascending the interior of the elevator shaft, fighting hisway upward through the deep
gloom of the al-pervading hush of blackness!

Strangely, the progress of thisinvisible being was timed with Ping Satterly's actions. At the very moment
when the gang leader paused with his men at the open door of the fire tower, the hand of The Shadow
clutched the door of the elevator shaft on the penthouse level!

While Ping was giving hisfind orders, The Shadow's hands were working with the barrier. The heavy
door moved dowly open. The gleam of the acetylene light greeted The Shadow's eyed!

THE door of the shaft was outside the range of Satterly's specid searchlight. Thethick gloom of the
black hush covered dl of The Shadow's actions. Ping Slatterly could not see the phantom form emerging
through the door of the shaft; nor could The Shadow observe Ping's outline behind the glare of the
acetylenelantern.



Nevertheless, The Shadow's actions were identical with those of the gang leader. While Ping Satterly
was drawing and leveling hisrevolver, the hand of The Shadow was bringing forth an autometic, to
handleit with deadly aim!

Each had adifferent target. Ping Satterly's objective was Thaddeus Harmon; The Shadow's was the
gleaming lantern that hung from Ping Satterly's|eft fist!

Trigger fingers poised, unknown to each other. A man'slife was momentarily at stake. In that tense
moment of decision, the chances seemed equa that Ping or The Shadow would firefirgt.

Onedement of menta reaction alone decided the result. Ping Satterly, confident and firm in the belief
that Thaddeus Harmon was ahdplessvictim, let hisfinger linger. The Shadow, knowing that the cowed
group in theliving room were at the mercy of lawlessinvaders, did not pause.

A shot rang out in the darkness. The powerful roar of an automatic forced its mighty sound through the
repressing gloom. With that shot came ametallic crash as The Shadow's bullet shattered the lanternin
Ping Satterly's hand!

The lantern was extinguished. Down came the pall of the black hush, like adropping cloud of ghostly
darkness. A second shot broke the tension. The Shadow delivered a pot shot in the direction of hisfirst.
Thistime he had no target, but hisaim was limited to the smal| area by the fire-tower door.

Ingtinctively, the peoplein the living room scrambled for safety. They had lost their awe of the black hush
in face of the gunfire menace. Ping Satterly and his gangsters began afrenzied attack with their revolvers
asthey clustered toward the exit.

Smudgy flashes of flame from gangster revolvers gave The Shadow the targets that he needed. Each
spurt from the fire-tower door gave The Shadow anew opportunity. With each burst of hisautomatic, he
dropped back into the shaft, only to emerge for anew response.

Shots came from the living room. The detectives were crawling forward to action. The Shadow was
forced to stay hisfire.

The devator door closed shut; bullets battered againgt it. The deuths, not knowing from whence aid had
come, were firing toward the el evators aswell asthefire tower.

HAD the detectives not intervened, The Shadow, by his skillful tactics, might well have stayed the flight
of the ganggters. The new turn of events, however, compelled him to withhold hisfire. With no new shots
coming from the eevators, the detectives directed al their efforts toward the corner exit.

Coming through the darkness, firing as they advanced, they sumbled over prostrate forms. Then the
heavy door pressed shut. The deuths beat vainly at the barricade. The gangsters had fled, leaving some
of their companions on the floor.

A revolver spurted from awounded gangster'sfidt. It brought a frenzied response from the detectives
guns. Fearing stabbing bullets from the floor, the deuths emptied their revolvers.

Who had escaped? Who remained? Where were the jewel s? These were questions that the gloom
withheld. Then, one prowling detective made an accidental discovery as he ssumbled over an object on
thefloor.

Thejewd bag!
The deuth's blurting cry cameto his comrades ears. They gathered round about him, clutching at the bag



to make sureit had been recovered.

Fashlights were gtill usdless. Matches glimmered feebly and cast an insufficient glare. In the confusion, the
elevator door was forgotten. No one could hear its muffled opening. Obscured in the total darkness, The
Shadow arose from the floor and closed the door behind him.

Hisform moved slently into the living room. There, when the lights came on, he would be among the
guests.

L et the detectives blunder on; there was no need to aid them now. Some of the mobsters had escaped,
but The Shadow knew that their purpose had been thwarted.

Soon the black hush would lift. Then, amid restored light, the result of The Shadow's might would be
reveded!

CHAPTER XI. THE HUSH LIFTS
"ONE minute longer.”

The voice of Hector Fawcett was speaking in the corner office of the suite in the Judruth Tower.
Ninety-three stories above the street, the president of the Climax Corp. was staring from the opened
window.

Theroom was dark, save for the dight glimmer of chromium-plated apparatus close beside him. The
strange machine from the storeroom wasin use. A breathing sound denoted the presence of another man
at the control switch.

Thelamp-like portion of the odd mechanism was turned at adownward angle. From it extended a
conica widening beam likethe ray of apowerful searchlight. But this shaft was different from any
projected illumination.

Instead of light, the machine was focusing blackness downward toward the city! Through the dim glow
that showed from the lights of Manhattan, a shaft of complete darkness was spreading its mysterious

ray!

Just asthe glare of asearchlight might carve through the night and spread acircle of bright illumination
upon its objective, o did thisamazing beam do itswork in direct opposition. Thelights of buildingswere
glimmering below, but the spot where the black ray ended wastotaly dark.

Differing from among neighboring structures, the entire surface of the gpartment house beside the old
Windsor Thester was blotted out from view!

Focused darkness - abeam of night - black light! Thiswas the power that was in operation tonight. It
was the force that had laid the strange lull of the black hush throughout Thaddeus Harmon's penthouse!

"Good work - Hobbs -"

Hector Fawcett chuckled as he paused upon the name by which he had addressed his companion. There
was sgnificance in Fawcett's tone. It indicated understanding.

Only these two men were witnessing the distant effect of the strange demonstration of new science. From
their towering vantage point, they were cregting amysterious result.

One edifice in Manhattan was blackened; not only wasit in total darkness, but the tremendous force of



this gloom-projecting beam had aso wreaked temporary havoc with al dectrical equipment inits path.

Hector Fawcett consulted the luminousdia of hiswrist watch. Time was up. The man lingered, however,
to enjoy afew more seconds of this sight which intrigued him. Fawcett's eye followed the spreading
wedge of darkness; it dwelt approvingly on the splotch of blackness that indicated the position of the
hushed gpartment house. Then, in aregretful tone, the corporation president gave the fina order to the
man at the controls.

"Timesup."
The man by the machine pressed alever.

The effect was magical. The black beam disappeared. Where complete obliteration had marked the
presence of abuilding, ahost of twinkling lights sprang into being.

BELOW theindirect glow of the grest city, the outline of Thaddeus Harmon's penthouse showed atop
the gpartment building. Windows shone, indicating the position of the living room. Hector Fawcett
chuckled.

He had seen this phenomenon before. With his same companion, the man whom he addressed as Hobbs,
he had observed the effect of the black beam upon the Olympia Hotel. Once again, abarrage of
darkness had been laid and lifted so that atime space for swift and effective crime might be created!

There was confidence in Hector Fawcett's chuckle. 1t was answered by a pleased mumble from Hobbs.
Both men knew the al-pervading force of the power that they had loosed. Projected on a perfectly
arranged schedule, the black hush had given full opportunity to men of crime.

Gleeful thoughts were humming through Hector Fawcett's cunning brain. He wasinspired by the surety of
evil now accomplished; he was consdering the confusion that must surely reign in the place from which
gemsvaued at hdf amillion had been stolen.

THE scenein the penthouse was, however, quite different from the mental picture which Hector Fawcett
had created. The restoration of the lights came with amazing suddenness. Blackness, then dazzling
illumingtion.

Blinking, wondering eyes of frightened guests were staring at the strange results which had occurred in
Thaddeus Harmon's penthouse.

People were spread dl about; in corners, behind chairs, in other spots of safety. But the guests paid no
attention to each other. The place of interest was the corridor outside the living room. There lay the
results of unwanted crime.

The bodies of two gunmen were huddled upon the floor. Both men were dead. The Shadow's bullets had
brought them down amid the darkness. The detectives, fearing that the men were till in ambush, had
riddled them with shots.

Two deuths were sill pounding at the closed door of the fire tower. The other two were crouched upon
thefloor, grasping the bag which had fallen from the hand of the robber who had hed it.

Thaddeus Harmon sprang forward with acry of ddight. He knew that his precious jewels had been
saved. The other guests, relieved in turn, were crowding close behind him.

The telephone began to ring. The pulled darm switch was functioning now. Tiny lightsflickered by the
elevator shaft. The staled car had resumed its progress. The meta door opened, and the delayed guests



surged forth, pleased at their release from bondage.

Amid the chaos, atal, dignified gentleman stepped camly across the corridor and joined the cluster of
people who had come from the elevator. Thaddeus Harmon, guiding the detectives back into theliving
room, jostled againgt his new group of guests. Turning, he spied Lamont Cranston; for it was he who had
just joined the others from the elevator.

Singling Crangton as the most important of the newcomers, Harmon extended ahand in greeting and
began a series of explanations. Cranston and the others who had been in the eevator listened with intense
interest.

"Burglard" exclamed Harmon. "They must have done something to the eectrica equipment. They threw
out everything - lights, telephone, darm!

"They were getting away with my collection of gems! Fortunately, | had detectives on hand. My men
were afraid tofire, for fear of bringing areprisa. But when the burglars started to shoot of their own
accord, our detectives entered into it.

"Welanded two of the crooks. The rest managed to escape. It was wonderful work! Wonderful! The
criminals were forced to drop the bag in which they had the jewels. The ones that €luded us fled down
the fire tower.”

"CONGRATULATIONS, Mr. Harmon," remarked Lamont Cranston, in aquiet tone. "Y our detectives
are to be commended. We were unfortunately unable to assst. We were stranded in the elevator afew
floors below -"

"Itiswdll that you were not here," observed Harmon serioudy. " The Situation was very dangerous. Y ou
were fortunate not to be present, Mr. Cranston.”

Thefaint trace of asmile appeared upon Lamont Cranston's thin lips as Thaddeus Harmon moved away.
Little did Harmon redlize that he had been talking to the one person whose timely stroke had saved a
fortune.

Wl had The Shadow conceded his hand tonight. Asfor the detectives, their presence was amatter of
regret. Without their interference, The Shadow might have gained a complete triumph over Ping Satterly
and hismobsmen.

The Shadow, master of darkness, had used the black hush to his own advantage. It had been the
covering shroud from which he had brought down two desperate crooks - one of them thejewe carrier.
Now, as Lamont Cranston, The Shadow strolled to the spot where the bodies ay.

He studied the faces of the dead gangsters. He recognized immediately that neither was Ping Satterly.
The leader was among those who had escaped.

The menace of new crime gtill loomed in full intengity, for Ping Satterly was unquestionably the only one
of tonight'sinvaders who could be regarded as a cogwhed in the schemes of those who controlled the
weird black hush.

LAMONT CRANSTON joined the peoplein the living room. The jewelswere back in their cabinet.
Guedts, ill quivering from excitement, were gradudly regaining their composure. Lamont Cranston idled
whilethe confusion died away.

Time drifted by; at last, the door of an elevator opened and a stocky, swarthy-faced man stepped forth.
One of the private detectives noticed him and went to greet him. He brought the arrival to Thaddeus



Harmon.
"Detective Cardona, from headquarters,” was the announcement.

Thaddeus Harmon shook hands with the star deuth. Cardona began a questioning. He turned to men
who were with him and sent them to investigate the fire tower. He called downstairs and ordered the
manager of the apartment up to the penthouse.

Only afew guests ill remained when Cardona had completed hisinvestigation. The star detective, about
to leave, paused to speak with Thaddeus Harmon.

"This shows you how crookswork," vouchsafed Cardona. "A couple of nights ago, some gangsterstried
to put Goldy Tancred on the spot. They managed to get a the main switch in the OlympiaHotd. Then

they bungled by killing the wrong men.

"Now here comes another gang that's out for burglary. They heard about the stunt at the Olympia. They
knew we hadn't spotted anybody monkeying with the switch. So they tried the same gag when they came
after your jewes."

"But the telephone - thedarm” - Harmon's reply wasingstent. " They managed to diminate those, dso -"

"They werejust more thorough, that'sdl," interposed Cardona. "Weve gone over the whole works;
we're going to make another electrical ingpection. Well find out -"

A puzzled frown appeared upon the detective's brow. To Cardonas ears had come a strange,
mysterious sound - awhispered echo from the past. The sibilant note of afaint laugh - amirthful tone that
the detective recognized.

The laugh of The Shadow!

What did it mean? Cardona knew that laugh. He had heard it under strange circumstances. He knew that
it meant doom to crooks; that it had intervened more than oncein his own behaf. Whence had the laugh
come?

Cardonaturned quickly. He half expected to see the sinister shape of atall, black-garbed being. He
dared at thewalls- at thefloor - amost believing that The Shadow would materialize from nowhere.

But the only person whom Cardona noted was a dignified man who was standing afew paces away.
Cardona glanced at this person's face. The detective had never seen the visage of The Shadow, but he
did know the power of The Shadow's eyes.

No, this man could not be The Shadow. Cranston's gaze was mild, despite its steadiness. Cardona
shrugged his shoulders as he turned away and headed toward the elevator. The detective tried to
convince himsdlf that he had imagined those faint echoes of alaugh.

The effort was difficult, for as Cardona strode aong, he fancied that hidden eyes were watching him. The
detective did not turn; instead, he tried to forget this new effect that was disturbing him.

HAD Cardonaturned; had he again studied Lamont Cranston's face, then would he have known that
facts, not fancy, were at work. An amazing change had come into Lamont Cranston's eyes. Those mild
orbswere burning with aweird, uncanny light.

The eevator door clanged behind Joe Cardona. Lamont Cranston stood aone by the door of Thaddeus
Harmon'sliving room. A soft laugh came from thin, unmoving lips. Itswhispered echoeswere an eerie



aftermath to that stirring hush which had so recently pervaded his penthouse.

There was knowledge in The Shadow's laugh. The strange mockery that had derided Cardonas decison
was something that spoke of higher deduction. By hand, The Shadow had thwarted crime; by brain, he
was seeking an explanation of the protection which had so effectively aided the burglars up to the time of
hisarrival.

Where Cardona had overlooked the minor facts, The Shadow, in the guise of Lamont Cranston, had
sudied clues. He had heard one of the private detectives commenting upon the fact that his flashlight had
failed to function in the darkness.

The deuth, however, had forgotten the matter as promptly as Cardona had disregarded the insufficiency
of hisown flashlight on the night at the OlympiaHotd.

To The Shadow, thiswas an important clue. It brought him the knowledge that he needed. The finger of
The Shadow was on the throbbing pulse of mystery. Inspections of the electrica equipment in the
gpartment building would be usdess.

The Shadow knew that some blanketing force had counteracted all éectric devices during the invasion of
crime. He had felt the lull of the black hush; he had detected in it a strange significance of the unknown.

To find the mysterious, scientific power that had produced the unaccountable phenomenon wasthe
mission that lay ahead. The Shadow knew that the source of crime must liein the secret of the black
hush!

That weird force had lifted, but it was dueto fal again. Not here, where crime had failed, but at anew
spot where its menacing power would cover the perpetration of another lawless outrage.

Wherever the black hush might strike next, there must The Shadow be to mest it.
The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XII. NEW ORDERS
"PING'S outside."
"Show himin, Curry."

Goldy Tancred's teeth were glittering when he gave the order, but it was not asmile that displayed those
shining molars. An evil scowl showed on the big shot's face when Ping Satterly entered.

"WdI?' questioned Goldy harshly.
"Thingswent flooey," growled Ping. "That'sdl. It wasn't my fault, Goldy. It wastoo tough ajob.”

"Maybe you weren't tough enough to spring it!" ragped Goldy. "Did you try to figureit out from that
agle?'

"It wasdl in the bag, Goldy," protested Ping. "All inthe bag -"
"But you |eft the bag there, en?" interposed the big shot, with asarcastic leer.

"l didn't leaveit," declared Ping. " Somebody winged Goofy Zelleno. He had the bag in hismitt. | thought
he had scrammed. Some dick plugged the light. Then we had to dive out in the dark.”



"So that'sthat,” commented Goldy. "Wdll, I'm giving you abreak, Ping. You've got themob dl set - so
you can do anew job tomorrow night.”

"Surething.”

Goldy Tancred produced a sheet of paper from the jacket of his showy dressing gown. He unfolded the
paper and handed it to Ping Satterly.

"Read it over," ordered the big shot. "That gives you the whole layout of the new job"

Ping Satterly studied the document. A dow grin appeared upon hisugly lips. Hefinished his perusd and
gave the paper back to its owner.

"Say, Goldy," heexclamed. "that'sared lay. The New City Bank -"

Ping's voice stopped as the gang leader caught a scowl on Goldy Tancred's face. The big shot sneered
contemptuoudy. Bewildered, Ping looked for an explanation of the action.

"Smart, aren't you?" quizzed Goldy. "Why do you think | gave you thiswritten layout? I'll tell you why -
because | didn't want you to open your mouth about it. Thefirst thing that you do isbeginto talk.”

"| didn't get theidea," responded Ping, in asullen tone. ™Y ou aways used to talk about what you wanted
done."

"Not any more, Ping."

Wearing acryptic grin, Goldy Tancred struck amatch and ignited the paper which bore the plansfor the
next crime. He let the sheet burn nearly to hisfingertips; then blew out the flame and et the ashes drop
with the charred remainder into ametal wastebasket.

"There's been some double-crossing around here," remarked Goldy. "I don't know who's responsible for
it, but I can show you the result. Come here.”

HE led thisvisitor to the corner by the window. The bookcase had been drawn afew feet away from the
end wall. Goldy pointed to the half of arubber ball, which was adhering to thewall like asuction cup.

"What isit?' questioned Ping Satterly.

Goldy Tancred held hisfinger to hislips. Fing nodded that he understood the command for sllence.
Goldy pulled the rubber hemisphere from the wall, and reved ed the microphone attachment. He covered
the gpparatus with the improvised muffler, and pressed the haf bal soit stayed in place again.

"A dictograph,” declared Goldy "It's been here a couple of days at least. That'swhy I'm playing mum.
Just to get in the habit. They can't hear anything over thelinesince | covered it up with the silencer |
invented.”

"A good stunt,” commended Ping. "But say, Goldy - who put that thing in here - and where doesit go?"

"That'sthe trouble,” said the big shot. "It's got me guessing, Ping. | figured maybe it was some gag
Cardonaworked up - just to seeif he could find out who was after me. But when | traced the line, what
do you think | found?'

"Somebody at the other end?"
"No," snarled Goldy. "If there had been, it would have been too bad for the guy. It's smarter than thet,



Ping. Thisthing is hooked up to atelephone in an empty apartment. | can't trace it from there on.”
"Why didn't you rip it out?" queried Ping.

"And let the guy know I'mwise?" scoffed Goldy. "No, sir. | keep it covered up, except when | talk with
Curry onceinawhile. Then | takethelid off; if anybody islistening, they don't hear anything important.
Curry was the one who found the thing.”

"How?'

"Happened to be shifting the bookcase. Spotted the hook-up. Now, listen, Ping. Y ou've got your orders.
Y ou remember what | showed you on that paper. Be ready; that'sdl. Lay low, until theright time. I've
got the rest fixed."

Ping nodded.

"What's more," added the big shot, "I don't want you to take any chances coming in here. Cardonais still
squawking that there must be somebody trying to get me - and he thinksit's the same bozo who bumped
off those two dectrica engineersat the Olympia

"It wouldn't be funny, would it, if he spotted you around here? He might think you were the bird he
wanted and in away, held beright. Y ou never were after me; but that wouldn't matter if Cardona
suspected you of that double killing -"

"Say" - Ping'sinterruption came as a protest - "what's the use of goin' back to that, Goldy? | thought you
said that we were goin' to keep mum around here."

"Thedictograph is covered,” smiled Goldy. "Nevertheless, you'reright about it, Ping. I'm glad | worried
you some - it won't do you any harm. That'sal. Y ou know thelay. Do your fadeout.”

Ping Satterly laughed and strode toward the door. Curry met him there, and went long with him to the
usua route on the floor below.

Goldy Tancred picked out a comfortable chair and sat down to light a cigarette. While puffing away, he
looked up to see Bowser Riggins at the door.

The bodyguard nudged his thumb toward the bookcase. Goldy laughed and nodded.

"Got it muffled,” he said. "Pull off the cgp, Bowser. Then well tak alot of foolishness, and let them listen
into nathing.”

THE bodyguard went to the corner and removed the rubber hemisphere. He started chatting with Goldy
and the big shot responded. None of their talk had any bearing upon current crime. Goldy seemed to
enjoy thefarce of providing adistant listener with uselessinformetion.

Curry appeared a the door. He made a gesture that indicated anew visitor. Goldy raised his eyebrows,
asthough questioning Curry about the importance of the person outside.

"It'sthe reporter,” explained the servant. ™Y ou know the one | mean - thisfellow Burke, from the
Classc."

"Show himin," ordered Goldy. "No - just aminute, Curry."

While the servant paused, Goldy signaed to Bowser to again cover the gpparatus on thewall. The big
shot had decided that some turn of the reporter's conversation might prove troublesome. Goldy never



placed too much confidence in any newspaperman.
CHAPTER XIIl. THE SHADOW SPEAKS
"HELLO, Burke," greeted Goldy Tancred, when the reporter appeared. "Why the vist? Anything new?"
"Nothing new," returned the reporter. "That'swhy I'm here."
"Yeah?' laughed Goldy. "Well, you've cameto the wrong place. | told you dl | knew the other night.”

"Listen, Goldy" - Clyde spoke in aconfidential tone as he drew up achair - "I've been taking to
Cardona - sounding him out abit - on the subject of that list you said he had.”

"That'sahot idea, Burke," remarked Goldy. "Cardonawon't tell you what he thinks, so you come
around to me. You'reworking in circles. Trying to pump meal over again, trying to make alot of
trouble”

"Not at all," returned the reporter who served as The Shadow's agent. "Figureit thisway, Goldy. | get
around places; and | hear alot of thingsthat Cardona doesn't. All right. If somebody istrying to put you
on the spat, it won't hurt for meto find it out, will it?"

"| get theidea," said Goldy, as his smile became unpleasant. ™Y ou want me to take you on as astool
pigeon. Isthat it? Fine work for anewspaper reporter!”

"Put it that way if you want," returned Burke. "Just the same, it'sonly part of my job. Look here, Goldy;
if I can spot the fellow who killed Reardon and Furness, it will be a scoop for the Classic. It won't do
you any harm; maybeit will do you some good.”

"Nothing doing," growled Goldy. "I'm out of it - see? That's dl I've got to say.”

Thefinality of the big shot's tone indicated that the interview was ended. Clyde Burke smiled and
shrugged his shoulders. He arose and turned toward the door.

"Solong," said Goldy, resuming his affable tone. " That meansyou, too, Bowser. Scram. I've seen enough
of you tonight."

The bodyguard joined Clyde Burke, but as he strolled to the door, Bowser caught a glimpse of Goldy
Tancred'sright hand. The big shot holding hisfirst two fingers crossed.

Bowser knew the meaning of the signal. He wasto repedt it at the door of the hotel 1obby. Seen by a
lurker acrossthe street, it was asign that Burke should be followed until further orders.

Something in the reporter's manner had excited Goldy's suspicion. Perhapsit wasthe fact that Burke,
while conversing, had stared directly across the room toward the bookcase. At any rate, Goldy was
inclined to consder Burke as a menace. The big shot picked up atelephone, called anumber, and
conducted a short conversation with aparty at the other end.

THERE was reason for the big shot's suspicion. Clyde Burke had overplayed his part tonight. He had
come here with a purpose other than hisinterview. As an agent of The Shadow, he had been sent to
sudy Goldy Tancred'sliving room.

It was Clyde Burke who had informed The Shadow of the convenient bookcase by the window wall.
The Shadow, in turn, had installed the dictograph. Burbank, however, had reported poor results.



The hidden listener had noted interruptions in various conversations. This had been dueto Goldy's system
of capping the microphone and uncovering it a intervals. Even tonight, Bowser Riggins had not covered
the mechanism until after Clyde Burke had arrived. Therefore the voice of the reporter had not passed
over thewire despite the fact that he had been definitely admitted to Goldy's living room.

Such incidents during the past days had led Burbank to believe that the apparatus had been discovered.
The hidden contact man had forwarded that information to The Shadow; in return, he had been instructed
to send Burke to investigate.

Had Goldy Tancred known that Clyde Burke was an agent of The Shadow, he would have taken
prompt action to eiminate the inquisitive reporter.

The big shot, however, had taken adifferent avenue of thought. Burke's mention of Cardonahad led
Goldy to believe that the reporter might be working with the star detective. Cardona, wise and taciturn,
was the type of deuth who would employ adictograph in his detecting work.

The telephone bell rang after Burke's departure. Goldy Tancred picked up the receiver and heard the
voice of Hector Fawcett. With the dictograph covered, Goldy was free to speak, but he was sparing and
cautiousin hisremarks. He passed off last night'sfailure, as he stressed the importance of tomorrow's
action.

"Hobbsisready. He will be here"
I'T was not long before a creeping splotch of blackness appeared upon the floor beside the window.

Once again The Shadow was paying a secret visit to Goldy Tancred's abode. The blackness stretched
and wavered; above it, materiadizing beside the curtain, appeared the tall, phantom form in black.

Silently, The Shadow moved toward the wall beside the bookcase. His sharp eyes spied the improvised
rubber cap. His hidden lips emitted a sibilant, whispered laugh.

Turning, The Shadow noted aradiator on the opposite side of the window ledge. Going to the spot, The
Shadow stooped and attached another microphone. Heran athin, invisible wire along the base of the
wall, then up behind the draped curtain near the bookcase.

Wedging the origind wireinto a crack beside the window ledge. The Shadow connected the new one,
guiding his operation by occasiona flashes of histiny light. When he had finished, he stepped back
toward the radiator and spoke in alow, hushed voice.

"Connection completed,” announced The Shadow's monotone. "Burke off duty until recalled.”
Those words went to Burbank. They were followed by The Shadow's laugh.

The Shadow had come here a second time to cunningly counteract Goldy Tancred's accidental discovery
of the origind microphone. The first connection was ended. Goldy, fully confident of his capping device,
would never suspect the new ingallation.

But The Shadow, by asmple rearrangement of the circuit, had planted anew listening apparatus. Goldy,
when he talked, would be heard. Even if the big shot again went over the line, clear to the gpartment

bel ow, he would not discover that neat connecting wire that camein at the crack beside the window
ledge.

Nevertheless, desired contact had been lost temporarily. What had happened during the interim? Did any
evidence exist that would aid The Shadow in his quest?



Thetdl figure glided across the room. Searching eyes missed no spot that might furnish aclue. The
Shadow's gaze rested upon the wastebasket. The charred remainders of Goldy Tancred's written
ingructions showed within the metal container.

A black-gloved hand dipped into the wastebasket. It brought out atiny fragment of scorched paper. The
eyes spotted a portion of awritten word. The same hand carefully gathered ashes, while the other hand
produced a sheet of paper.

Working upon a convenient table, The Shadow laid out these remainders of Goldy Tancred's message.
The ashes rested upon The Shadow's sheet. Thetiny flashlight clicked. A spotted glare showed traces of
writing in the ashes.

The inspection went on amid complete silence. At last the hand of The Shadow raised the sheet of paper,
and let the fragments of Goldy's ingtructions drift back into the wastebasket. Thetall figure swung toward
the window. The blank paper that had served as a background dipped out of sight beneath the cloak.

A shilant, whispered laugh - scarcely audible; yet it brought eerie echoes. That wasthe token of The
Shadow's departure. The phantom shape merged with the darkness of the window.

Severa minutes afterward, Curry entered the room. The servant noted the wastebasket and took it out
for emptying.

Littledid Curry supposethat aslent visitor had been in the room tonight. The servant did not redlize that
his delayed action of asmple duty - the emptying of the wastebasket - had enabled a powerful foe of
crimeto gain aninkling of Goldy Tancred's scheme.

For among the ashes in the wastebasket, The Shadow had learned broken facts concerning the next
crime on the schedule. There he had read the words "New City" - the name of the bank which Ping
Satterly wasto attack when the black hush fell again.

Amid the next pal of blanketing darkness, the hand of The Shadow would be present. How did the
measter intend to meet the Sinister menace?

Only The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XI1V. AT HEADQUARTERS

THE next night found Detective Joe Cardona seated at his desk in headquarters. The star deuth was
going over astack of paperswhich referred to the interrupted raid on Thaddeus Harmon's gpartment.

Cardonalooked up from his desk as a man entered. He nodded as he caught sight of Detective Sergeant
Markham, the aid who had been working on this case with him. Markham took a chair; Cardonaswung
tofacehim.

"Any new clues, Joe?" questioned Markham.

"Not athing,” responded Cardonagruffly. "Nothing but ahunch” - he paused to smile - "and thishunch is
based upon what happened up at Harmon's."

"What isit?'
"That the same crookswho did those killings at the Olympia were the ones who raided Harmon's."

"| thought you figured differently, Joe. Y ou said first that it looked like one crowd had picked up the idea



from another."

"That'swhat | told the reporters,” grinned Cardona, "and | gave them theideal had at the time. Now,
I've picked adifferent dant. | haven't told anyone about it yet."

"l get you." Markham caught on. "Two perfect jobs mean the same method and that connectsthe first
with the second.”

"Right." asserted Cardona.

"It sounds reasonable to me, Joe," declared Markham. "But why haven't they gone after Goldy again?
That wastheir first objective.”

"I'll tell youwhy," said Cardona, wagging hisforefinger. "They know that Goldy is smooth. They're afraid
he will get wise to them and demand a cut to keep mum. That's Goldy's racket. So they went after him
firgt, but they're afraid to chance it again because he'slaying low.

"They figure, too, that Goldy isafraid of them. Maybe heis. So they're going right ahead with aregular
schedule of crime. Thismess up at Harmon'swas just thefirst job on their list. Theré's others coming.”

"That's bad, Joe."

"Sureit'sbad. That'swhy I'm keeping tabs on Goldy. They may take another shot at him; if they do, welll
find out who they are. At the sametime, Markham, I'm |etting the newspapers hold the old idea. It may
help fool these smart crooks.”

"Ligten, Joe," said Markham suddenly, "you've given me athought there. | was over by Goldy's
gpartment house last night. | saw areporter coming out of the place. Maybe -"

"Who was he?' questioned Cardona sharply.
"Burke, the fdlow on the Classic,” returned Markham.

"Clyde Burke, en?' Cardonastone was andytical. " Say, Markham, he's been on both of these cases.
Maybe he's been trying to get Goldy Tancred to talk."

"Not much chance," said the detective sergeant. ™Y ou quizzed Goldy. He claimed hetold you al he knew
- which wasn't much.”

"Y eah, but Burke may have something."

With hisfinal statement, Cardona reached for the telephone. He caled the Classic office. He was
connected with Clyde Burke. The detective requested the reporter to come to headquarters.

CLYDE BURKE arived in Cardonas office with the air of a man who expected information. He
expressed surprise when the detective began to question him.

"Sure, | was up to see Goldy," asserted Clyde. "I thought the same as you, Joe. Maybe Goldy would
know who was trying to get him, and would spill it. But hewaslikeaclam.”

"All right, Burke," returned the detective. "If you run into something, let me know. It would help if | could
find out who was after Goldy."

Clyde Burke departed. Detective Sergeant Markham followed aminute later. When the reporter reached
the street, the deuth was on histrail.



Off duty, with nothing more important than a quiet evening at the Classic office, Clyde Burke strolled
along the street, totaly unconscious of the fact that he was being trailed by the detective.

There was dso another incident that Clyde failed to notice. A prowling figure was moving up the street
ahead him. He had been followed from the Classic office to headquarters; now, the lurker who had
trailed him was preceding him.

Detective Sergeant Markham, keeping well in back of the reporter, had no suspicion that a creature of
the underworld was moving ahead of the reporter. Y et this odd condition of affairs was dueto bring
unexpected conseguences.

The prowler neared a corner; there he stopped to greet aman who wasidly waiting. Quick words
passed between the two. Then, as Clyde Burke approached, the pair began a conversation. The reporter
did not hear it until he had passed. He hesitated as he caught the louder words.

"He'sgoing to get Goldy, en?’
"Y eah - I'm meeting him down at Jerry's-"

A buzz; then, as Clyde paused to light a cigarette, he heard the mention of a street addressina
disreputable neighborhood. As he flicked the match away, Clyde turned dightly and saw the backs of the
men asthey moved aong the Stret.

Clyde Burke's decision was a prompt one. Like dl of The Shadow's agents, the reporter was expected
to use hisown witsin atime of opportunity. He thought no more of the two men, he Ssmply decided to
head for the spot that they had mentioned, and see what was happening there.

As Clyde quickened his pace toward a subway entrance, Markham aso increased speed. The detective
sergeant was some distance behind the reporter; he had not observed that Clyde had overheard the
conversation between thetwo idlers.

Markham simply decided that Burke must have an important destination. Tailing anewspaper reporter
was anew experience for the deuth, but under the present circumstances, Markham felt that the trail
might lead somewhere.

That had been Joe Cardonasidea, and the ace detective ill held to it. Back at his desk in headquarters,
Cardonawas smoking a cigar while he continued to pore over the accumulated dataiin hope of anew
hunch.

Methodically, Cardona placed papers aside when the phone rang. He growled ahdllo into the
mouthpiece. A quiet voice replied. Cardonalistened.

That voice brought back recollections. Cardonawas sure that he had heard it before. It was not the
voice of The Shadow - astrange, sinister tone that Cardona had sometimes heard - but the calmness of
this voice brought up strange connections that concerned the master of the night.

There was areason for Cardonasimpression. The ace detective was listening to the voice of Burbank,
The Shadow's hidden agent. In accordance with specid instructions, Burbank was tel ephoning detective
headquarters at an exact time appointed by The Shadow.

The cdl finished, Cardona dammed the receiver on the hook and leaped to hisfeet. He bellowed to men
who were in another office. They responded to his summons.

"Everybody on thisjob!" exclaimed Cardona, in aquick but steady voice. "Were making up araiding



squad. We start inside of five minutes. We're going to stop arobbery at the New City Bank!™
CHAPTER XV.ON THE ELEVATED

CLY DE BURKE stopped in front of adilgpidated building. He glanced at hiswatch, illuminating the dia
with alighted match. It was not quite haf an hour since he had |eft Cardonas office.

This was the destination which he had heard the men give on the street corner. Nevertheless, Clyde was
not sure that he had heard aright when he had listened to the naming of the location. He had expected
"Jarry's' to be some meeting spot of the underworld. Instead, he was viewing the end house of a quiet
row - astructure which was bounded on one side by an aleyway.

As he glanced across the street, Clyde thought that he saw another man on the opposite side of the
thoroughfare.

Hiseyeswereright; they had glimpsed the form of Detective Sergeant Markham. But, like al quick
glances, this one faded under direct surveillance. As Clyde watched closely, he could see no further trace
of anyone.

Clyde moved toward the entrance of the aley way. It was darker there, he decided; less chance of being
seen when the men who had talked kept their rendezvous.

It never occurred to the reporter that he had been lured to this spot; that Goldy Tancred had given
ingtructionsfor henchmen to seize him, should he pay avisit to detective headquarters.

Joe Cardonas telephone call had actually been an unwitting death warrant for Clyde Burke. The
reporter, in turn, had made two serious blunders. The first had been hisfally in believing that two
gangsters would talk over plans so close to detective headquarters. The second had been hisfailureto
cal Burbank.

Had Clyde been on duty for The Shadow, he would have communicated with the contact man. But since
he was afree agent for the night, Clyde had gone out on his own. In so doing, he had ddliberately placed
himsalf beyond the sphere of The Shadow's protection - amistake which no agent of The Shadow
should have committed.

Just as Clyde moved dowly into the darkness at the sSide of the building, he caught a sound ahead of him.
He stepped back as he raised his hands.

A MAN sprang forward from the darkness. A swift arm came downward as it swung a blackjack. Clyde
did not see the blow, but he anticipated it. Swinging his own arm upward, the reporter deflected the
groke. The man'sform fell upon him, and Clyde shot out to the sdewalk as helocked in aquick

sruggle.

Thiswas just the beginning. Three more men scrambled from the darkness and |egped forward to the
fray. Fully engaged with his one antagonist, Clyde Burke would have fared ill but for the presence of
Detective Sergeant Markham across the sireet.

The sound of the attack, the sight of dim forms hurtling to the sdewalk - these told Markham that Burke
had met with unexpected foemen. The deuth pulled hisrevolver, and fired at the front of the building
above the heads of the men who had emerged from the aleyway.

The effect was instantaneous. Figures scattered. The man who was fighting Clyde Burke wriggled free
and dived for the shelter of the aleyway.



Markham fired again. Dodging, the gangsters drew their own revolvers and returned the shots.

Clyde Burke, prone upon the sidewalk, rolled toward the house and crouched in the shelter of some
stone steps. The move was just in time. Gangster bullets spattered at the spot where the reporter had
been. The mobsters were making alast effort to riddle their quarry, whom they had been ordered to kill.

Markham's shots zipped dangeroudly close to the scattered attackers. One bullet winged agangster's
shoulder, and the wounded man's cry brought consternation to the rest. These rats were merely paid
assassins, not gorillas of adoughty cdiber.

Asthe wounded man fled, clutching his shoulder, the othersfollowed suit. Markham sent two shots down
the alleyway as a parting thrust to the men who had disappeared in that direction; then, coming from his
position of vantage, the detective sergeant hurried across the street, and reached the place where Clyde
Burke was huddled.

"All right, Burke?' growled Markham.
Clyde recognized the voice, and responded as he arose from beside the steps.
"That you, Markham?' he asked. "Say - | didn't know you weretailing me. Thanks, old fellow."

"Lucky | didtail you," said Markham gruffly, as he began to rdload hisrevolver. "Got yoursdlf into a
pickle, didn't you? What was the idea?’

"Listened in on what some gang boys had to say," replied Clyde camly. "Heard them talking about a
get-together in this neighborhood. Thought I'd find out what it was about.”

"Fineidea," snorted Markham. "Well, you nearly found out too much. Come dong. The gun'sloaded up
again. I'm going to cal Joe Cardona, Burke. Maybe hell want to talk to you after this."

"Suitsme," responded Clyde, in an indifferent tone. "l was just after astory - that's al.”

THEY reached asmall store ablock away from the spot of the short fray. Markham entered a telephone
booth. Burke watched the detective sergeant phoning. He saw an excited look appear upon Markham's
countenance.

Hanging up the receiver, Markham plunged from the booth and gripped Clyde Burke's arm. Without a
word, he led the reporter hagtily along the street. They came to an elevated station and the detective
sergeant hurriedly ascended the steps, with Clyde il in tow.

The pair entered atrain. The car was amost empty. Markham thrust Clyde in acorner seet, and gave a
low, grim laugh.

"What'sup?' panted Clyde still winded from that mad rush. "Where are you dragging me, Markham?'

"Started to tell Cardonal had you with me," Markham explained. "Before | could tell him what had
happened, he gave me new ingructions. He was just leaving with araiding squad. Were going to join
them - at least | am. Y ou can hang back and watch."

"Where?' questioned Clyde eagerly.
"It'sthe New City Bank, Burke. Somebody's going to try to crack it tonight.”
"Whew!" exclamed Clyde.



The gaculation masked the sudden thought that had occurred to the reporter. Was the hand of The
Shadow connected with thistip-off? The mysterious master of the night had warned Cardona of other
contemplated crimesin the past.

Only one station more! The train was rumbling rapidly aong the elevated platform. Clyde could see that
Markham was eager to join with the raiders, even though the man was maintaining acam expresson.

Then came blackness.

Without warning, every light in the elevated train was extinguished. The carsdid to agrinding stop.
Halted midway between Sations, they rested amid astrange slence that fell from nowhere.

Neither Clyde Burke nor Detective Sergeant Markham understood the significance of that sudden,
gppalling gloom. They did not redize that the mysterious power of the black hush had once again been
projected upon a designated spot in the midst of teeming Manhattan!

That was afact that only The Shadow knew!

CHAPTER XVI.OUT OF THE VAULT

THE same pdl that had stopped the train on the elevated had accomplished another purpose. It had cast
its strange blackness upon the polished face of the low-storied New City Bank.

Ascompletely asif an invisible hand had siretched forth to wipe it away, the white marble front of the
strong-walled edifice had been blanked into oblivion by a powerful ray of superdarkness.

Joe Cardona and hisraiding squad had not arrived in thislocality. While they were still hurrying to the
spot, the first stroke had come. Amid a barrage of total gloom, men of crime were advancing to attack
the vault of the blotted bank.

A tremendous hush lay over thisone low building. It formed perfect coverage for the unseen men who
were moving up to the side of the New City Bank.

Zoom!

An explosion made the side of the bank building tremble. But even that blast which blew the door clear
of itsfastenings was no more than alow rumble. The blanketing effect of the hush seemed to ifle dl
soundswithin itsenveloping folds.

Mobsmen pressed forward. They were entering a building equipped with al the most modern of darm
devices, but tonight they did not fear these mechanica sentinds. Every eectrica gpparatusin the entire
bank had gone out of order when the black hush had struck.

Watchmen?

They were powerless, too. Telephonic communication was ended. Fashlights and powerful dectric
lanternswould not avail. Ping Satterly thought of that fact with relish as heignited the strong acetylene
torch which wasto play so important apart in thisraid.

Immune from interference, the strong gleam lighted up the interior of the bank. A watchman scurried
away as gangster shots were directed toward him. With his men forming a protecting cordon to meet
stray shots from the darkness, Ping Satterly headed for the vault which he had cometo crack.

THE acetylene light shone upon the vault. Ping lowered the gleam so that his safe-blowers could prepare.



Thiswould be ajob as quick asthe one at the outside door.

The gang leader gave amuffled laugh. The outside explosion could not have been heard very far avay
due to the sound-stilling gloom. This blast would not be heard at all. It required alarger charge, but the
walls of the bank would aid the black hush in its sllencing power.

"Reecly?

Ping's voice had ahushed sound in the midst of that strange scene, where even the downward-turned
gleam of the lantern was forced to penetrate amurky haze.

Growls of assent were the reply to Ping's question. The men moved forward. Ping Satterly turned his
lantern up to the big door of the vault. An audible gasp escaped the mob leader's thick lips.

Impelled by apower from within, the door of the vault was swinging open. Asit moved wide, from the
interior came aglare asforceful asthe one from the lantern which Ping Satterly carried.

Some being from within the vault was meeting the rays of the acetylene lantern with another illuminating
device of the sametypel

Ping Satterly could not see the person behind that light, but the other could see him, for the light within
the vault was focused with even greater power.

Moreover, the strange, unexpected intruder was able to observe Ping's gang of followers. In the misty
illumination, every one of theinvaderswasin plain view.

Thelight was astonishing in itself. Blinding, it came as aterrific counteragent to Ping Satterly'sfirst
wegpon of attack. But another token of aformidable presence within the vault brought dread
congternation to the gang leader and dl hisband of ruffians.

From the hollow interior of the vault came a sound that no man of the underworld could fail to recognize.
It was alaugh that broke with rising echoes - asinister burst of derisive mirth that seemed to shatter the
spell of the black hush.

The laugh of The Shadow!

Cognizant of the plansto raid the New City Bank, knowing the hour for which the attack had been
arranged, The Shadow had entered this building long before - while the bank had till been open.

Keeping in seclusion, he had managed to dude discovery by the watchman. Familiar with every ingenious
contrivance of vault protection, The Shadow had worked upon that massive door, and had opened it
without detection. He had chosen it asthe vita spot from which he could strike against the crooks when
they appeared.

The Shadow's method had proven its worth. He was here to meet the enemy. He had caught Ping
Satterly and his gangstersflat-footed.

The opening of the door; the gppearance of the powerful light; the mighty laugh of The Shadow - these
acts of gangdom'’s greatest enemy had been timed to exactitude.

MEANWHILE, unknown to Ping Slatterly and his henchmen, forces of the law were coming to this
bel eaguered spot. The Shadow's purpose was to meet the crooks with a surprise attack, and drive them
inflight into the toils of Joe Cardonal



An amazing scene - this meeting between The Shadow and the hogis of crime. Whilethat ringing laugh
hurtled from the vault, the gang leader and his men stood like petrified figures, unmoving charactersin a
sordid tableau.

So had The Shadow planned; now, he acted with full precison. A shot burst from the vault. Likethefirst
stroke which The Shadow had ddlivered at Thaddeus Harmon's penthouse, this one was again directed
at the acetylene lantern in Satterly's hand.

The bullet reached its gleaming target. Ping's lantern was shattered. The gang leader dropped back,
unwounded by the deflected bullet.

Revolver in hand, he cried to hismen to reply in kind. The Shadow's lantern made a shining bull's-eye.
Behind it was The Shadow himself!

So Ping Satterly had reasoned. The gang leader, however, had not reckoned with the wisdom of The
Shadow.

That lantern was not in The Shadow's hand. It was propped upon a stack of boxesin the vault. Below it,
prone upon the floor, lay The Shadow. Hisform was protected by araised ledge of stedl that ran dong
the bottom of the vault at the very front!

AsPing Satterly pressed finger to revolver trigger, The Shadow's automatic roared. Loosing his
powerful .45s, The Shadow directed one squardly toward Ping Satterly, while the other began a
Sweeping motion about the semicircle of mobsmen.

Ping Satterly fell, an oath upon hislips. The sight of their leader dropping, the spatter of bulletsaimed in
their direction - these were tokens that threw the mobsmen into confusion. One gangster paused to fire at
the lantern in the vault. His shot went wide. He never dispatched another. Like Ping Satterly, he
crumpled as an automatic roared. The other mobsmen were scrambling to shelter. They dashed for the
protection of marblewalls, seeking to avoid the glare that outlined them. The Shadow's shots, quick asa
warning, were intermittent as the gunmen fled.

The Shadow knew where they would go - out through the broken door - into the forces of the law that
awaited them there. Histask wasto dedl first with those who attempted resistance to his might.

Ping Satterly - a second mobster - these had fallen. A third, turning to crouch on the verge of the area of
light, fell wounded as a bullet from an automatic shattered hisrevolver arm. The man screamed ashe
dived after his companions. His hoarse cry was strangely suppressed by the blanketing hush.

Again camethe laugh of The Shadow! This magter fighter who struck from darkness, had beaten back
theinvaders by hisirresistible might. Not one shot had reached that glowing lantern which gave The
Shadow his advantage over his enemies. He had beaten a dozen and more men of crimeto thefirst
shots.

Asthelast of the defeated invadersfled from the room where Ping Slatterly lay before the opened vaullt,
The Shadow arose from his place of protection. The light moved forward as he gripped it. The door of
the vault svung shut.

The Shadow's ambush had succeeded. Now, with one automatic in his hidden right hand - afresh
wespon which had come from benesth his cloak - The Shadow moved forward in steedy pursuit of the
fleeing mobsmen.

The glaring acetylene headlight cut amisty swath through the smudgy gloom. Its penetrating rays,



reaching every cranny, were seen by the last of the fleeing mobsmen, now well ahead in the darkness,

The moving threat impelled every departing rat to scurry to the only exit that seemed to offer safety - that
opened door which Ping Satterly had so boldly blasted from its mighty hinges.

Watchmen, saved from destruction, still cowered in spots of safety. They did not know what had
happened; they, like the fleeing mobsmen, aso avoided the acetylene glare. Then, with the same
suddenness with which it had appeared, The Shadow's light went out.

A triumphant laugh stirred up feeble echoes amid the awesome atmosphere of the black hush. Thefina
whispersdied away. The Shadow, lurking in the gloom, was planning his secret departure, timing it with
the confusion which was due to break outside of the bank when the mobsters met the police.

Single-handed, The Shadow had brought disaster to these fiends of crime amid the pall which they had
sought. Once again, the perpetrators of the black hush had been foiled!

CHAPTER XVII. THE POWER OF THE RAY

FROM the window high in the Judruth Tower, Hector Fawcett was again viewing the avesomeray that
symbolized the hidden power of the black hush.

Bathed in darkness, the front of the New City Bank was a blank space among amass of looming
buildings. It was toward that single spot that Hector Fawcett was looking. In hisintentness, the
bespectacled man did not notice that the elevated trains were stopped.

"Time'snearly up," informed Fawcett.

"Good," came the voice of Hobbs.

"Why?" questioned Fawceitt.

"Because of the elevated,” wasthereply. "Thetrains are stopped. It couldn't be helped.”

Hector Fawcett laughed. He was sure that this phenomenon would add nothing to police investigations.
He was thinking only of what was going on within the bank.

"Timesup," exclamed Fawcett, glancing at hiswatch. "Turn off theray."

Hobbs responded. His hand pressed the switch, Released from black bondage, the front of the New
City Bank gleamed anew. Tiny trains began to move aong the eevated.

IN the dwarfed cross section of Manhattan, which was suddenly restored to light, Hector Fawcett
beheld odd signs of activity. He caught glimpses of tiny figures beside the bank building; he saw
automobiles spurt forward. A sudden connection came to his mind.

"The police are therel" he exclaimed to Hobbs. " Those men who fled were our workers! Up the avenue -
beyond the bank building -"

The man at the black-ray machine made no comment. Clicksindicated work that he was doing. The
dark-faced projector was turning. It's front surface was undergoing adjustment.

"Therethey are!" cried Fawcett.

In the gloom of the room, the bespectacled man tried to point out a car that was speeding along the
avenue. He saw it a one cross street; immediately in back of it were pursuing vehicles that flashed into



view. Fawcett thought that he could glimpsetiny figures about to wage battle.

The car turned; it took a side street, and suddenly swung into an avenue that led amost benesth the
Judruth Tower.

The stuation was plain now. Thefleeing car was closely followed. Fawcett could see men on the running
boards of police cars, firing as they chased.

Click!

The black ray was on again. Now its beam was dender, tapering out to acomparatively small circle.
Focused dmost directly downward, Hobbs threw the shaft directly into the avenue behind the carload of

ecaping ganggers.

The pursuers shot into the gloom. Their cars did not reappear. Hobbs wavered the circle dowly forward,
taking account of the momentum which the cars had acquired. Hector Fawcett laughed.

The new maneuver had paralyzed the pursuing police. Their cars were blotted out by darkness. Motors
gtaled, lights gone, the chase could not be continued!

The fleeing gangsters were gaining blocks, but anew menace to their flight had now appeared. They
were coming to an important crossing. Swinging in behind from sde streets were new pursuers, and from
both directions on the wide cross street, other cars were converging!

It was too late now! Fawcett uttered an oath - for he fancied that more than men were in those cars. He
did not know that the fleeing gangsters had failed to make their haul from the coffers of the New City
Bank.

The mobsters would be captured surdly, Fawcett thought, for carswere closing in ahead and from the
rear. He expected Hobbs to widen the ray; to blanket the entire area with blackness, that the fleeing men
might leave the car and run.

Fawcett added a groan to his oath as he saw that the clear avenue traffic was about to be interrupted by
the cross-town flow. Tota darkness would be the only resort now.

HOBBS did the unexpected. The circle of hisray swept forward with amazing speed, a veritable lever
wielded from adistance of athousand feet. It freed the stranded police cars that were now far behind. It
stopped suddenly upon the important intersection toward which the gangster car was fleeing.

Spreading, theray caught the crosstraffic just asit was starting. No blocking car could reach the
intersection.

It was a perfect maneuver, but Fawcett feared that it was futile. The police were stopped on the cross
dreet, but the fleeing car was heading directly into the black circlewith atrio of pursuersgaining onit,
lessthan half ablock behind! Those new chasers had comein from side streets!

Click!

Just asthe gangster car reached the edge of the black circle, the huge spot disappeared. Traveling a a
mile-aminute clip, the fleeing automobile shot across the cleared intersection.

Click!

Hobbs resumed the ray. Clear of the further arc, the escaping car kept on - but the intersection was again



bathed in blackness, which enveloped the police cars asthey came into the range!

"Great work! Great work!" cried Fawcett. "Keep them there! They can't follow now!"

"Not too long," decide Hobbs.

The gangsters had gained half a dozen blocks. Both watchers saw the car swerve into aside Street.

Hobbs pressed the switch. The black hush was ended at the intersection. It had been a matter of broken
minutes. The police chase had begun anew, but now the law would have to guesswhich direction the
escaped gangsters had disappeared.

The Shadow had won hisfight tonight. He had driven back a horde of criminas. He had defeated the
scheme of cunning brains. A handful of the thwarted raiders had escaped; but that fact marked an empty
attainment for those who wielded the strange black ray.

It wasthe belief that Ping Slatterly was fleeing with a mass of stolen wedlth that had caused Hector
Fawcett's anxiety to aid the speeding gangsters. Had Fawcett known that those in flight were traveling
empty-handed without the leader, he would have ordered Hobbsto let them fall into the hands of the

police.
Ping Satterly was the only one who counted. He, alone, had controlled his henchmen. None of the

underlings possessed an inkling regarding the source of the black hush. Ping's contact with Goldy
Tancred had been guarded, even from his own men.

Thus, The Shadow, by his strategy, had not only thwarted the power of the black hush. He had adso
caused the hidden malefactors - Fawcett and Hobbs - to take drastic action which had not been
contempl ated.

With their moving barrage of blackness, the men in the Judruth Tower had revedled new clueswhich
would serve The Shadow wdll in his unceasing efforts to learn the source of the weird black hush!

The power of the ray had been demonstrated in anew way, but it had gained nothing for the men behind
it.

CHAPTER XVIII. FACTSFOR THE SHADOW

AT noon the following day, ayoung man appeared in the outer office of Rutledge Mann's suite. The
stenographer recognized the visitor. She entered the inner office, and announced that Mr. Vincent was
cdling.

Mann ordered the girl to tell Vincent to enter.

This had not been the first conference between these two agents of The Shadow. While The Shadow had
been battling against the crooks who worked with the black hush, Rutledge Mann and Harry Vincent had
been cooperating in an effort to gain information that concerned Richard Reardon and Roland Furness,
the dectrical engineersdain at the OlympiaHotel.

To date, they had made progress. Rutledge Mann, by methodical research, had learned a pointed fact
concerning the past of Roland Furness. In his senior year at college, Furness had been expelled with his
roommate, Don Chalvers. The young men had completed their education elsewhere.

The cause of the expulsion, Mann had discovered, was due to repested experimentsin which the
roommates had indulged. On severd occasions, they had thrown the electrical equipment of the



dormitoriesinto disrepair. This had led the college authorities to request them to continue their studies at
another indtitution.

Roland Furness was dead. He had met his end amid a strange blackness which was significant, for it
linked his demise with his expulson from college.

Rutledge Mann had forwarded these facts to The Shadow. He had been ordered to locate Don
Chavers.

This had proven difficult. Mann had learned that Chalvers owned asmdll, isolated estate in the foothills of
the Catskill Mountains. Independent because of alegacy, the young engineer preferred travel to seclusion
in his home among the wooded hills.

Aided by Harry Vincent's efforts, Mann had traced Chalversto New Y ork City. The whereabouts of
Dan Chalvers had been left for Harry to learn. It was concerning this matter that Harry had cometo
Mann's office today. The investment broker was sure that the active agent had gained new information.
This proved to be the case.

"I'velocated him," announced Harry, when Mann had put his clippings aside.
"Y ou mean Chalvers" returned Mann, voicing hiswords as an agreemen.

"Yes" asserted Harry. "He has an gpartment on Fifty-fourth Street. He's there occasionally; and | caught
up with him at a Broadway night club” - Harry smiled - "at two o'clock thismorning.”

"What then?'

"I introduced mysdlf. Made friends. Pretended to have met him before. Helped him get hometo his
gpartment. I'm dueto drop in there this evening.”

Methodical, Rutledge Mann required precise descriptive data pertaining to Don Chalvers. Gazing
thoughtfully at Harry Vincent, the investment broker put forward careful questions.

"What reaction did Chalvers show when you introduced yourself?' asked Mann.
"He seemed a bit surprised,” declared Harry. "Then he became very friendly.”
"Did hetake your word for it that you were an old acquaintance?'

"Yes. After ashort befuddiement, hefelt sure that he remembered me. He remarked that he had been
many places, and had met many people. He said that he could remember faces, but not names.”

"Where did you say that you had met him?"
"In Bermuda. Our data showed that he had made severd tripsthere.
"Your vigt tonight," observed Mann thoughtfully. "Do you think that it will bring up any complications?’

"Not achance," laughed Harry. "It will be a get-acquainted affair. My only hopeisthat Chaverswill
mention Furness. They were roommeates at college, and close friends after that.”

"All right,” decided Mann. "I'll call you later a the Metrolite.”

WHEN Harry Vincent had left, Rutledge Mann made inked notations, and sedled them in an envelope.
Heturned to hisclippings.



Today's news storiestold of the police rescue at the New City Bank. Led by the intrepid Joe Cardona, a
sguad of policemen and detectives had arrived in time to prevent the cracking of the vaullt.

They had driven back several of the mobsters who were confused in the darkness. The restoration of
light had caught these |awless men just within the side door of the bank. Cardona, leading the advance,
had opened fire.

By force of superior numbers, the officers had quickly won the engagement. Among dead and wounded
mobsters who had staggered in dl directions, the police had discovered one dain man whom they were
sure had headed the expedition.

Thiswas Ping Satterly.

The fact that the eectrical equipment of the New City Bank had been put out of order was an important
item in the story. The newspapers a so stressed the fact that some marauders had managed to extinguish
the street lights at an important intersection, thus enabling the mobsters to escape.

Inthe rapidity of eventsat that point, the drivers of pursuing cars had scarcely redlized the importance of
the other unusua phenomenawhich had occurred. They spoke of stdled cars; of extinguished headlights;
of blanketing gloom. But there was much that they made no effort to explain.

It was known now, however, that some peculiar form of eectrica disturbing power had been utilized, but
the newspapers, ringing with the reports of how the mgor criminas had been caught, gave little atention
to the details of the unsuccessful pursuit.

Joe Cardonawas the hero. Inasmuch as he had been at the bank itself, the ace detective was naturally
concerned with the success of the police raid. He stated emphaticaly that the death of Ping Satterly must
mark the end of these odd crimeswhich had involved the extinguishing of lightsin buildings.

Another item went into Mann's envelope. This pertained to atie-up on the elevated, which had occurred
on the preceding evening. Newspapers had not connected thiswith the foiled bank robbery. But, dong
with his clippings, Mann enclosed a statement from Clyde Burke.

The quick-witted reporter had gained atheory which he had not mentioned at the Classic office.
Traveling with Detective Sergeant Markham, almost at the spot where the bank had been attacked,
Clyde was sure that the ended service on the elevated line possessed a definite significance.

Rutledge Mann sealed the envelope and | eft his office. He told the stenographer that he would return after
lunch. On the street, the investment broker took a taxicab to Twenty-third Street.

Entering the old, dilapidated building, Mann ascended to the blind office which bore the name of the
mythical Jonas. He returned to the street and continued on to his club for luncheon.

It was later in the afternoon when Rutledge Mann, back in his office, received aletter which had been
thrust through the mail chute. He opened the missive after the stenographer had brought it to him. Inked
coded words disappeared following the insurance broker's perusal..

Rutledge Mann smiled wanly as he picked up the telephone and called the Metrolite Hotdl .
Ingtructions had arrived from The Shadow. Harry Vincent wasto visit Don Chaverstonight.

CHAPTER XI1X. GOLDY EMPLOYS STRATEGY
"CALL for you, Burke."



Clyde Burke arose from histypewriter in the Classc office. At the telephone he recognized the steady
voice of Detective Joe Cardona.

"Want astory Burke?'

"Surething, Joe."

"Meet me at Goldy Tancred's, in fifteen minutes.”
"Goldy Tancred'sl What's up Joe?'

"You'll find out when you get there. I'm giving you a bresk because | want to know more about what
happened to you last night. Markham is coming.”

Leaving the Classic office, Burke stopped at a telephone booth on the ground floor. He called Burbank
to inform him of this new development. He arranged to call again as soon as he had learned anything
more.

In the lobby of the Marathon, Clyde found Cardona and Markham waiting for him. Thetrio took the
eevator.

Thethree found Goldy Tancred, garbed in dressng gown, pacing the floor of hisliving room. Goldy was
quizzical when he saw Clyde Burke.

"I want to talk to you, Cardona," he began. "What I've got to say isprivate. | don't want it to leak out too
soon."

"Burke'sadl right,” growled the detective. "He's not reporting tonight. There's another reason for him
being dong."

Goldy Tancred hesitated, then he shrugged his shoulders.

"Joe," announced the big shot, "I'm worried. Y ou've put mein areal mess. It'suptoyouto givemea
chanceto get out of it."

"How'sthat?" questioned Cardona.

"Well," said Goldy, "I know who was after me. I'll be frank with you - | haf suspected it all dong; but |
wasn't sure. Now | know."

"Spill it," ordered the detective. "Whao'sthe guy?!
"Ping Slatterly," declared Goldy.

Cardonawas astounded for amoment; then he began to nod. Busy with details after last night's episode,
the ace detective had forgotten al about Goldy Tancred. Now he saw the obvious connection.

"l guessyou've hit it, Goldy," agreed the detective. "But | don't see why you're worried. Ping's out of the
way now -"

"Sureheis," interposed Goldy. "But he's got friends, hasn't he? That'swhy | wanted to talk with you.
How did you get wisein timeto spoil Ping's game? Who gave you the tip-off?"

"That's my business," declared Cardona.



"That'sjust it," responded Goldy. "That's just why there'strouble for me. There's plenty of tough bimboes
wondering where that tip-off came from. There's plenty who figure that Ping Satterly was after me.
Putting two and two together, they'll think that | was the guy who told you to watch Ping Satterly.”

Cardonawas slent. He saw the logic of Goldy's statement. If Ping Slatterly was not the only powerful
gang leader concerned in the attack upon the New City Bank, his companions would certainly be out to
avenge his death. Cardona began anew chain of conjecture.

"Y ou've given me something to think about,” said the detective, after long consideration. "I'll tell you why
| brought Burke up here, Goldy. Last night, he ran into a couple of thugs who would have got him, if
Markham hadn't been there. Burke had been up to see you, hadn't he?"

"Sure," retorted Gold. "He was here twice."

"Well," resumed Cardona, "I didn't likethe looks of it. | brought him here, so we could hear what you
have to say about it."

"About him coming up to see me?"
"No. About this attempt to gang him."

"Y ou want to hear what | haveto say?' cried Goldy. "I've said it dready - if you could only seethefacts
likel seethem.

"Look here, Cardona. Ping Satterly was pulling ajob last night. He didn't want me to know abot it.
Chances are, he's had guys watching this place like a hawk.

"Burke here" - Goldy pointed to the reporter - "came in to see me. Outside of Bowser Riggins, he'sthe
only visitor I've had. Can't you seeit now, Joe? Those bimboes ganged Burke because they thought he
was working for me. They were some of Ping Satterly's mob. That's easy to see.”

Cardona speculated. Once again, the detective found himsdlf agreeing with Goldy Tancred's Statement.
He nodded automatically, and spoke a dow question.

"What do you want meto do about it, Goldy?" asked Cardona. "How can | help you out of the jam? Got
any suggestions?”

Goldy'sfancy molars glimmered. The big shot studied the detective with an expression that was amost
one of derison. Cardonawondered what the cause might be.

"Y ou want to help me," sneered Goldy. "Then why have you double-crossed me, Joe? Why did you
plant amike herein thisroom?"

"| planted nothing!" retorted Cardona hotly.

"No?' Goldy strode across the room as he spoke. He beckoned to the others as he thrust back the
bookcase. "L ook at this. Didn't you put it here?"

Cardona viewed the microphone after Goldy removed the rubber cap. The detective shook his head.
"I don't know athing about it, Goldy," he asserted, in afrank tone. "Positively, | don't."

THE big shot grunted. He yanked the microphone from thewall, and began to tear away thewire. It
broke in hishand as he came to the spot where the dender line reached the window ledge. Reaching
beyond the broken point, Goldy gave another yank.



It produced unexpected results. Out came the wiring from bel ow the window ledge.

Pulling away in sudden consternation, Goldy followed the opposite direction, and the microphone behind
the radiator snapped suddenly into view.

"Two of them!" exclaimed the big shot. " Say - what isthis? Don't you know anything about it, Joe?"
"Not athing,” insgsted Cardona. "Maybe when wetracethe line -"

"Nothing doing," interposed Goldy. "It runsto atelephone in an empty apartment below. No way of
tracing it after that.”

In sudden rage, Goldy seized both microphones, and dashed the instruments againgt the wall. He began
to tremble. His smile became a pitiful expression. Clasping histempleswith his hands, Goldy Tancred
stalked to his chair and dumped into the cushions.

Cardona hed little sympathy for this high-stepping racketeer; at the same time, the detective saw Goldy
Tancred as nothing more than a prospective victim of the underworld's wrath. It was Cardonas business
to prevent murder. He could not ignore Goldy's plea.

"Y ou want police protection?' demanded the detective.
Goldy shook his bowed head.
"What then?' questioned Cardona.

"Let meget out of this," requested Goldy. "Stick with me, Joe. | want a chance to scram. | can go where
they won't ever find me."

JOE CARDONA pondered. He il felt that so far as crime was concerned, Ping Slatterly's death
marked the end of the recent series of outrages. Goldy Tancred was of no vaue as awitness.

There were good reasons, aso, why Cardonawould like to see Goldy Tancred out of New Y ork. The
man had unquestionably worked for political connections. He was a conniver who could cause greet
troublein Manhattan.

"All right, Goldy," mused Cardona, "I'll let you best it, if you'll let me make sure you've gone-"
"Let you make surel" exclamed Goldy. "Say - Joe - | want you to cover me!™
"How?'

"I'll duck out of here. Up to the Pennsylvania Station - tonight. Train for Horida. If | get on that without
anybody knowingit, I'll be safe. Send aman aong - I'll pay the round-trip expenses.

"But | want you to cover me from here to the station. Follow my cab. See me buy my ticket. Send me
off. It'sdl | ask, Joe. I'm licked. | want to get away."

Cardonasmiled disdainfully. The big shot was proving yellow. The myth that Goldy Tancred wasa
power, no longer existed. The bubble had burst.

"All right," agreed the detective. "Well cover you. Markham and | will travel dong behind you. Buy two
tickets, and I'll have aman waiting at the gate to join you."

The detective turned and motioned to Markham and Burke. The three walked out of the living room,



where Curry met them and showed them to the elevator.

The last glance that Clyde Burke had through the closing door was a picture of Goldy Tancred anxioudy
clasping his hands as he sat worried in hisbig chair. The reporter smiled as he heard Cardona laugh.

"A big ydlow bum," was the detective's sarcastic comment. "Goldy Tancred - yellow asthey make
them!"

THE ace detective would have changed his opinion could he have seen through the closed door of the
gpartment. Back in hisliving room, Goldy Tancred was no longer afigure of dgection.

A cunning, flashy smile had replaced the pitiful expresson on the big shot'slips. Standing in the center of
hisliving room, Goldy Tancred was enjoying alaugh of Slent derison.

His servant entered. Goldy's laugh changed to alow command, which brought aknowing smile from
Curry.

"All right, Curry," ingructed Goldy. "Rig up that funny mug of yours. Slide into the outfit and be quick
about it."

Curry went to atable in the corner. He opened a drawer and brought out severa tiny, glimmering
objects. He dipped them into his mouth, adjusted them, and turned to smile at his chief.

Histeeth capped with gold shells, Curry had gained a grin that was an exact replica of Tancred's favorite
expression. Even without makeup, the servant bore a startling resemblance to his master.

"That's great!" Goldy Tancred nodded. "Keep going, Curry. Hope you enjoy the climatein Florida."
CHAPTER XX. THE DEPARTURE

DOWN in thelobby of the Hotel Marathon, Clyde Burke remarked to Joe Cardonathat he would have
to put inacal to the Classic office.

"Don't say anything about this," warned the detective. "I've promised Goldy -"
"Not aword about it," returned Clyde.

In atelephone booth, the reporter called Burbank. As the Shadow's agent, he gave aterse account of the
happeningsin Goldy Tancred's gpartmen.

Burbank had aready heard the conversation up to Goldy's pleafor ad in hisflight. Then the dictograph
connection had been broken when Goldy had torn the microphones from thewall.

"Report received,” was Burbank's comment.

That meant that word would be given to The Shadow. Clyde Burke eft the booth and returned to
Cardonaand Markham.

It developed that Cardona had adso made a call while Clyde Burke was phoning. An unimportant man
from headquarters had been designated to meet Goldy at the station gate, and accompany him aboard
thetrain.

Markham was watching the elevator steadily. After aquarter hour of waiting, the detective sergeant
spoke to his companions.



"Here comes Goldy now."

A stocky form was emerging from the elevator. The man was wearing a heavy overcoat. The collar was
raised about his chin, agray hat pressed down upon the man's forehead.

Asthe man walked through the lobby, his gleaming grin showed between the peaks of the overcoat
collar. The watching men caught that characteristic expression that so plainly denoted Goldy Tancred.

The man went out through the lobby door. The detectives and the reporter followed. They saw the
supposed Goldy enter ataxicab and drive awvay. Cardona hailed another vehicle, and thetrio followed.

At the Pennsylvania Station, they watched Goldy get histicket, and hand another one to the detective
Cardona had assigned to cover Goldy'strip to Florida. The pair walked down the steps together as
Cardonaremarked that the big shot was on hisway to hide in the Everglades!

CARDONA'Sfirm bdief wasafar cry from the truth. While the detective till good near the train gate,
Goldy Tancred, in the flesh, wasriding up Fifth Avenuein ataxicab, with Bowser Riggins beside him.

"It worked great, Bowser," Goldy was saying. "l pulled the stall about some tough guys being after me.
Cardonafdl for it. So did that news hound, Burke."

"Y ou ought to knock off that bimbo," asserted Bowser.

"Burke doesn't mean anything now," returned Goldy, "Let him ride. Say, Bowser, when Curry was dl
rigged up and showed his grin, he was adead ringer for me. Here's another laugh. Cardonahas put a
dumb dick on Curry'strain - to make surethat | get to Florida."

"That'sgood," laughed Bowser. "Meanwhile, you ducked out through the service elevator. But say -
what was the good of having Cardona send the dick dong?’

"I'll tell you," growled Goldy. "There was a second dictograph hook-up in my living room - under the
radiator. It'slucky | didn't make any phone callslately. I'm going to make one right now, though."”

"Therésabig job right ahead, and I'll bein on thisone, Bowser. Y ou'll be with me. I'm not taking any
chances. | was glad to pay that bonehead's expenses for a soft trip down to Forida along with Curry.

"That dick will be an dibi, Bowser! Whatever happens, | won't be known in it. Those dictographs have
got me worried. Were up againgt some foxy game. So I'm playing it safe; and if Mr. Cardonaisin back
of some smart plan to trap me, he won't get anywhere. He thinks I'm yellow, Bowser! Let him think that
- let him have metrailed to Floridal"

Gligtening gold teeth reflected the glare of atraffic light. The cab stopped. Goldy and Bowser dighted
and went into adingy hotel not far from the corner where their trip had ended.

"I'm going to make some phone calls," remarked Goldy. "Stick here. Bowser. I'm taking aroom upstairs.
Hang around the lobby until | join you again.”

GOLDY TANCRED was gloating over his own cleverness. Just as Joe Cardona had laughed a what he
thought was the big shot's departure, so did Goldy chuckle over the deuth's mistake. No one, Goldy
thought, could possibly have suspected Curry's make-up.

But there was another observer at the station, a man whose presence none of the others had noticed. A
tall personage, whose keen eyes gleamed from either sde of a hawk-like nose, had witnessed the entire
scene.



Merely one of various persons clustered by the gate, this shrewd spectator had gained a closelook at the
face which Joe Cardona and the others had mistaken for Goldy Tancred's. Thetall personage's
observant eyes had spotted a strained expression in the flashing smile that had come from the peaks of
the overcoat collar.

This observer was The Shadow. Guised as achance visitor to the railroad termind, he had followed up
the report relayed to him by Burbank. He, like the trio headed by Cardona, had come to witness Goldy
Tancred's departure.

The Shadow knew what the others did not know. An impostor had left in the big shot's stead. The
disguise of the masquerading Curry had deceived other eyes, but not those of The Shadow.

Goldy Tancred was still in New Y ork. The big shot had goneinto cover. With Ping Satterly no longer
diveto perform desired missions, Goldy was taking up the work himself. New crime wasimpending, and
with it, the ingdious menace of the black hush.

A soft, weird whisper came from the lips of that observer who now stood done by the deserted train
gate. Thelaugh of The Shadow, it betokened grim warfare againgt the menace that <till existed.

The Shadow had one mission now, that was to meet the minds of crime with amethod that they did not
expect, to locate the source of the black hush.

The Shadow knew!
CHAPTER XXI. THE MAN WHO FEARED

HARRY VINCENT was standing beside the living room window of a comfortable gpartment. Before
him, stretched awkwardly in an easy chair, was the man whom he had come to see - Don Chalvers.

It was nearing midnight. Harry Vincent, deciding that it would be unwise to sound out Chalverson his
first vigt, resolved to forgo adiscussion that might lead to some word regarding Roland Furness.
Chalvers seemed too restless; perhapsit was because of his carousing on the preceding night. Harry
noted that the man was weary.

"Think I'll beleaving you," remarked Harry, as he stepped away from the window. "When can we get
together again? Tomorrow night?"

"Busy tomorrow night,” responded Chalvers. "But don't go yet, Vincent. Don't go!"

There was a pleading notein thefina tone. Harry could not withhold a sharp look toward his companion.
He noticed that Chalverswas pae.

"What's the matter?" questioned Harry. ™Y ou don't look well, Chalvers."

"l don't fed wdll," the man complained. "I haven't been feding well. Wait. If you'releaving, I'll go
downgtairs with you, and do aturn around the block."

Harry agreed.

THE pair |eft the gpartment and descended by the automatic elevator, Six storiesto the street. Asthey
gtrolled aong together, Chalvers gripped Harry's arm in the darkness.

"Vincent," he said suddenly. "Come back up to my apartment, will you? | want to talk to you. | haveto
talk to you. I'm worried - terribly worried - and | must talk to someone."



Harry glanced a hiswatch. They were standing by the light of adrugstore. After the short consideration,
Harry expressed willingness to return to the apartment.

"I'll have to make atelephone cdl," he remarked. "There may be amessage for me a the hotdl. I'll go
right herein the drugstore.”

"Cdl from the apartment -"

Chalvers made the statement too late. Harry had aready reached the door. Chalversfollowed him and
watched him enter a booth. While the engineer was buying some cigarettes, Harry made aquick cdl to
Burbank.

"Vincent reporting,” he announced. "Chalvers may be going to talk. I'm going back to his gpartment.
We'rein the drugstore now."

"All well?' queried Burbank.

"Absolutdly," returned Harry. "No possible chance of danger. I'll report through Mann tomorrow morning
unless| learn something of great consegquence.”

With this statement, Harry concluded his cal and joined Chalvers by the door of the drugstore. Together,
they strolled back and ascended in the dlevator.

Chalverswas taciturn now; Harry, however, knew that the man was holding his conversation until they
reached the living room.

Back in the apartment, Chaversflung his hat upon atable. Restlessly, he drew Harry to achair and
began to express histroublesin a breathless voice. All the pent-up worry of the man seemed to break
loose a oncein aflood of emotion.

"Vincent," confided Chalvers, "I'm terribly afraid. Don't ask mewhom | fear. It'swhat | fear that counts.
I'm afraid for my life. Maybe you can hep me."

"Tdl methetrouble"

"It dl goesback to when | wasin college’ - Chalvers was speaking less hastily, while Harry listened
without betraying undueinterest - "and it involves afriend of mine. My best friend, he was, but he's deed
now. Poor Roland!"

"Roland?'

"Y es. Roland Furness. Do you remember, Vincent, that two men were murdered not long ago at the
OlympiaHotel? Two eectrica engineers - the newspapers werefilled with accounts of the crime.”

"I think | did read something of the sort.”

Don Chalvers rubbed his handsin worried fashion. He stared toward Harry, and hisface displayed an
expression that betokened a nervous, hunted man. Harry Vincent remained serene. He was sure that he
was about to gain cluesthat would be of value to The Shadow.

"When | wasin college," confided Chalvers, "Roland Furness was my roommate. Heand | used to
indulgein unusual experiments. We made adiscovery, Vincent - awonderful discovery. I... | don't need
to go into the details now. But it was more than adiscovery; it was an invention. It was aray -"

Chalvers paused and looked about him as though the very mention of the fact might cause him trouble.



He licked hislips nervoudy, then resumed his discourse.

"A ray," heexplained, "that cast blackness. It played hob with eectrical equipment when wetried it out.
We kept on, though, and we got the bounce from college. We never gave the details - smply took the
expulson and said nothing.

"Furness didn't do much experimenting after that. He was too busy getting his degree a the new college,
where we graduated. But | kept on fooling with theidea. Had amodel at my home up in the Catskills. It's
dill there; but -"

Chalvers paused and clawed at the arm of his chair. He looked toward the door, then legped from his
seat and went over to turn the knob and peer out into the hall. Satisfied, he rejoined Harry.

"Somebody has learned the secret,” he whispered. " Someone has perfected an apparatus like ours.
Whoever hasitisusng it for crime. When Furnesswas killed, the Olympia Hotdl was plunged into
darkness. Furness was killed because he knew about the ray - because he might have told!

"| am the only other one who knows. They haven't found meyet, Vincent. I'm practicdly in hiding here.
I'm afraid to tell the police. | don't want it to be known that I'm in New Y ork.

"Look, Vincent" - Chavers pointed to the window - "and see those twinkling lights. The ray could put
them out! It could enter here and grip you and me. It throws a hush, too, Vincent - ablack hush -"

As Chavers pronounced the words, every light in the room went out. Still staring toward the window,
Harry Vincent found hisvison completely blotted. The twinkling flashes of the city weregone. A
blanketing blindness had arrived; with it, atifling pall that made The Shadow's agent utter an inarticulate

gasp.

The suddenness of the happening seemed to pardyze Harry Vincent. Hewasfixed in hischair, unable to
understand this terrible stroke of darkness. Weird silence hung like ashroud. The black hush had fallen.

Grimly, Harry regained his nerve. He started to rise from his chair. But before he reached hisfeet, hands
clutched at hisarms. The surge of a powerful body hurled him back. The chair overturned, and Harry
sprawled upon the floor. Something struck him undernegth the chin.

Blackness surged through Harry Vincent's brain as he succumbed to the attack delivered by men from
the dark!

CHAPTER XXIl. PLANSOF CRIME

HARRY VINCENT opened his eyes. He was no longer in the room where that strange blackness had
falen. Instead, he waslying in the corner of astone-walled chamber, bound hand and foot.

Two men were standing close by. One of them looked toward the corner as he heard Harry stir. The
Shadow's agent caught the gleam of gold teeth that flashed in the rays of the single light which hung from
theceling.

Despite adull achein the back of his head, Harry Vincent sensed who his principa captor was. He had
heard of Goldy Tancred, king among racketeers; and that gleaming face displayed the man's chief mark
of identity.

"Still groggy, eh?" jeered Goldy. "WEell, go to deep again. Don't worry about your friend. Weretaking
careof him. That'sright" - Goldy laughed as Harry's eyes closed - "take my advice. Y ou're going to be
herealong while. It won't do you any good to stay awake."



To dl appearance, Harry Vincent had drifted back to a state of semi-consciousness. This, however, was
apretense. Harry wanted to learn dl that he could, and he knew that his captors might speak more freely
if they thought that he wasin no condition to listen.

"Y ou saw how it worked, Hardigan," spoke Goldy Tancred, to his companion. "Wdll, that'sthe way it
will work tomorrow night. Plunk - al black - and it staysthat way."

Harry Vincent heard the name that Goldy Tancred pronounced. It told him the other man'sidentity.
Clipper Hardigan, dock racketeer, was an ex-gang |leader who had devel oped a powerful influence
which the police had been unable to counteract.

"Yeah," growled Clipper Hardigan. "1t works dl right; but how long can you keep it going?"

"We only needed three minutes, tonight,” returned Goldy. "In fact, we didn't need it at al, but | wanted
you to bein on atest. Did you notice theway it quieted everything? That's why we've called it the black
hush. Keep it going? Just aslong asyou need it."

"I figure about fifteen minutesiswhat well need,” calculated Clipper. "But | can't be sure. That'sthe
trouble, Goldy. Suppose we get caught right in the middle of thejob."

"Not achance," returned Goldy. "Not tomorrow night. Well hold it for the fifteen minutes. Then well lift
it. It will beacinch for usto seeif you're clear. If you arent, well put on the gloom again - in lessthan
ten seconds.

"Sounds mighty good," said Clipper Hardigan, in ameditative growl.
STEP by step, Goldy outlined the plan which he had arranged.

With smooth, convincing tones, he won every point in furthering this new aliance. Clipper's head was
nodding; hislipswere grinning as he gpproved the fina arrangements.

"It'sgood.” Clipper's statement expressed hisfina agreement. "WEell be there - ready for the blackout.
I'm counting on you though, Goldy."

"I'll be at the other end,” assured the big shot.

A knock at the door followed Goldy's words. The big shot growled. The door opened, and Bowser
Riggins entered.

"Got the car ready in the garage,” the bodyguard said to his chief. "All ready to go dong?'
"Right," said Goldy. "Come on, Clipper."

The big shot extinguished the light. Harry Vincent heard the door shut. A key turned inthe lock. Thetrio
had departed. The Shadow's agent was alone, a helpless prisoner.

He knew that his room was underground. He sensed that shouts would be of no avail; otherwise he
would have been gagged aswell asbound. Vainly, Harry struggled with the cords that held him. The
effort was of no avail to him.

Through Harry Vincent's aching head thrummed a series of troubling thoughts.
Hisreport to Burbank; it had been unwiseto tell the contact man that danger would not possibly exist.

Don Chalvers, the young engineer's broken revelations had come just before the attack; Harry was sure



that the hunted man had encountered doom.

But uppermost in Harry Vincent's thoughts came the conversation that had passed between Goldy
Tancred and hisdly, Clipper Hardigan. In that discussion, Harry had learned the enemy's plans. He
knew the details of the crime which was due to strike tomorrow night.

Robbery - murder - those were the contemplated acts which were to accompany a gigantic scheme
which only the black hush would render possible. The outlandish plan was one that police could never

suspect.

Even The Shadow, if hewere dert and ready, would look for crimina activitiesin athousand places
before he would pick the one where crime was due.

Harry Vincent groaned. He wasin the hands of superfiends. His captors were men whose greed
surpassed dl other motives. Tomorrow night, their stroke would fall. After that, they would attend to
Harry Vincent.

The Shadow's agent knew that he could expect no mercy from Goldy Tancred. He knew that the big
shot was holding him merely to question him later; then kill him if he did not spesk. Y et Harry was not
annoyed upon that score.

Hefdt surethat he would be safe until after tomorrow night. Then, with anew crime to work upon, The
Shadow might find clues that would lead to his captured agent. Harry had confidence in The Shadow's
power to rescue him from desperate situations. He had never known The Shadow to fall.

Harry'sthoughts did not dwell upon his own plight, however. The throbs that passed through hisfrenzied
brain repeated the knowledge that he now possessed - the details of the contemplated crime which
Goldy Tancred had so openly disclosed.

If The Shadow only knew! But The Shadow could not learn. Harry Vincent, the onewho could tell The
Shadow al, was buried in astone-walled prison!

CHAPTER XXIIl. THE SHADOW LAUGHS

WHITE hands benesth abluish light; a gleaming gem that flashed amazing sparks fromiits color-changing
depths - The Shadow wasin his sanctum! Upon histable lay clippings and other sheets of paper.
Beneath them was amap of Manhattan that overspread the entire surface of the table top.

Thiswindowless room knew neither night nor day. Amid blackness that was broken only by the blue light
in the corner, the Shadow worked in perfect seclusion. His sanctum was a spot which no one other than
he had ever vigted.

Night had passed outside the sanctum. The light of anew day had arrived. But The Shadow made no
accounting for the passage of time. He was engaged in atremendous task. Three times, heinous crime
had followed in the wake of the black hush. After thefirst occurrence, The Shadow had been ableto

beat back the crooks who had advanced.

But now, The Shadow was seeking greater results. Indifferent to what plans the enemy might hold, the
measter of darkness was striving to reach the source itself. Well did The Shadow know that Ping Satterly
had been no more than atool in the hands of master schemers.

The Shadow had been piecing important facts. Before him lay the assembled reports that told things
which Detective Joe Cardona had failed to even suspect.



The secret of the black hush!
The Shadow was upon itstrail!

A hand moved across the desk. It swept the clippings aside. Brilliant eyes from the dark were focused
upon the huge map of Manhattan. Deft fingers produced white-beaded pins. One by one, The Shadow
placed these markers on important spots.

Firgt, a pin touched the location of the Olympia Hotd. The second pin marked the gpartment building
which was topped by Thaddeus Harmon's penthouse. The third pin rested upon the exact position of the
New City Bank. The fourth entered the street intersection where traffic had been hated to alow the
ecape of fleeing criminds.

After apause, the fingers put another pin upon aline that indicated the elevated. The keen eyesof The
Shadow surveyed the studded surface of the map.

Those pinsindicated an important fact. They showed that the strange blackness of the black hush could
eadly have been projected from asingle point.

Significantly, theforefinger of The Shadow's right hand moved from one pin to another. The markersthus
touched were the ones which showed the elevated and the street intersection.

These were the two places that gave the important clue. At the hotel, the gpartment, the bank - al three
meant nothing more than the manipulation of eectrica equipment within the building themsdlves.

But the elevated line and Street intersection! These spots, where blackness had fdlen, were sure
indications of apall that had descended from the night itself!

With a pencil, the hand of The Shadow traced dotted lines on the face of the map. From the Olympia
Hotel, done, theindicating line might have gonein any direction. With the penthouse as astarting point,
there werelogicd places whereitsline and the line from the hotel should cross.

Thelinefrom the New City Bank produced afurther limitation. The line from the street intersection meant
another narrowing of the search. Y et The Shadow's problem of survey work had not yet been
completed.

One more pin might have solved the calculation. The Shadow's finger lingered upon the eevated-line pin.
That one was usdless, identified with the New City Bank, it gave no additiond aid to him.

The Shadow waited. His keen brain had been wrestling with this problem for hours. The light snapped
off. Within adarkness astotd asthat of the black hush, The Shadow dwelt in solemn thought. A hand
moved forward in the blackness. It found a set of earphones. A tiny light glimmered on the wal beyond
thetable.

"Burbank speaking,” cameavoice over theline.

"Report on Vincent," were The Shadow's quiet words.

"No further report,” Burbank replied.

"Check through Mann," ordered The Shadow.

Thelight went out. When it returned, Burbank opened the conversation:

"No report received by Mann.”



Silence. Then came the whispered voice of The Shadow. It came as a sudden thought of inspiration.

"Call Burke," ordered The Shadow. "Tdl himto call the gpartment house where Chalverslives. Cal from
the Classic office, requesting information on lighting service interrupted there last night.”

Thetiny bulb went out. On came the blue light above The Shadow'stable.

There, intota darkness, The Shadow had gained anew connection. There was no report from Harry
Vincent. The agent might have met with unexpected enemies. If S0, the meeting had possibly occurredin
the apartment of Don Chalvers.

The enemieswhom The Shadow now combated were men who acted under cover of the black hush.
Perhaps that strange phenomenon had occurred last night at the place where Harry Vincent had been
sationed!

Anticipating this chance, The Shadow placed a pin upon the location of the gpartment where Chalvers
lived. He began anew tracing of dotted lines.

Thiswasthe one he needed. It indicated a centra point in Manhattan where al the lines showed perfect
convergence.

Thelittle bulb was gleaming. The hand of The Shadow lifted the earphones from the table. Burbank was
ready, with a prompt report.

"Cdl from Burke," came Burbank's quiet tones. "Report from gpartment house. Lighting service was
interrupted there for afew minuteslast night. Regarded as dynamo failure.”

The bulb went out. The earphones moved across the table. The hand of The Shadow produced a
black-headed pin. Carefully, the fingers placed it at the foca point of the dotted lines.

That pin, with itsjet-black top, marked the location which The Shadow had been seeking. It showed the
spot in Manhattan from which the black ray had been projected.

It was resting exactly upon the building site occupied by the new Judruth Tower!

A full minute passed while the eyes of The Shadow gazed upon the map. The bluelight cast its eerie
flicker. The girasol upon The Shadow's finger seemed to flash triumphant sparks from its glimmering
depths.

Blackness followed as the hand of The Shadow extinguished the light. A long, reechoing burst of hollow
laughter pealed through the confines of the sanctum. Quivering reverberations sent their persistent
shudders through the space of that black-walled room. When those sinister echoes had ended, the
sanctum was empty.

CHAPTER XXI1V.UPON THE TOWER

NIGHT wasfaling upon Manhattan. The outlines of buildingswere ill visble; twinkling lightsin
windows appeared like sparkling jewdsin futuristic settings. From the windy, open observation circle
atop the Judruth Tower, afew late vistors were viewing the splendid vista that ay below.

Among them was asilent watcher whose keen eyes were moving from spot to spot in the scene that
sretched beneath. The Shadow, in the guise of acurious visitor to the observation post, was viewing
each place where the black hush of crime had falen.



The OlympiaHotd was plain with its glimmering windows. Thaddeus Harmon's penthouse was a
congpicuous structure upon its gpartment roof. The white face of the New City Bank looked like atiny
dab beyond the blackened structure of the elevated line.

The intersection of avenue and cross street was close to the base of the building. The observant visitor
noted that point; then turned and located the apartment house wherein Harry Vincent had visited Don
Chavers.

From this pinnacle, The Shadow had corroborated a belief that he had accepted while on hisway to the
Judruth Tower; namely, that the force of the black hush must have been projected from one of the higher
sories of thisedifice. Only from agreat height could the results have been accomplished.

Leaning over therail, The Shadow viewed the bulk beneath. A straight shaft, traveling downward into
dizzy, depths, amammoth crestion of steel and stone that defied the force of the whistling wind - such
was the Judruth Tower.

Somewhere among the windows that were visible lay the source of the black hush. Peering dong the
blackening surface of the building, this silent observer waited for the opportunity that was soon to come.

"All off the tower!" came a cry from an opened doorway. "L ast elevator going down!™

Thetal figure lowered itsdf within the confines of therailed platform. Black cloth swished. When the
figurerose again, it blended with the dusk that now surrounded the pinnacle. Thelast visitor had become
aphantom shape garbed in black cloak and black douch hat.

A metal door clanged. Thelast devator started on its downward trip. The tower had closed for the
night.

But there was one who gtill remained. The Shadow, master of darkness, was a one on the observation
platform of the Judruth Tower, with the whole sparkling array of glittering Manhattan far below him. Like
the brain of amammoth being, he could visudize dl that passed benezath.

WHILE the increasing wind swirled in powerful gusts, this strange phantom began its solitary round of the
platform. Sharp eyes gazed out over Manhattan, then peered down the walls of the building. The
Shadow was studying the city as well as the edifice upon which he stood.

The shape cameto ahat. A weird laugh was caught by the increasing wind. In hiscircuit, The Shadow
had completed important observations. Y et he waited, sensing that time might bring the vitd moment at
which to begin astrange and hazardous course.

Up here, The Shadow was the master. Above the source of the black hush, he could bide histime!

Gazing westward, the eyes of The Shadow saw the strip that denoted the North River. The lights of
many craft were glimmering above the darkened waters. Gigantic linerslooked like toys.

Onevess - Lilliputian from this observation tower - showed as an outline that sparkled with many lights
astiny tugboats, barely discernible, drew it out into the mighty stream.

The keen eyes of The Shadow rested upon that ship. A laugh escaped The Shadow's lips. The vessel
was the Garronic, the latest and most modernized of dl linersthat plied between New Y ork and Europe.

The huge ship was driven by dectric motors. Oncein the center of theriver, it would looseitself from the
tugs that were backing it into the stream; from there on it would proceed under its own power to the
lower harbor.



Why did The Shadow watch that single boat?

There was an answer. Moving backward from the pier, the ship made a conspicuous sight. Of dl objects
visible from thistower, it wasthe most plain.

The passenger list of the Garronic had made it famousfor this coming trip. Among those aboard wasthe
noted Siamese prince, whose vist to the United States had brought blazing headlines. With him, this
celebrity was carrying gems of fabulous value - prized stones that were guarded by histrusted retinue.

The Shadow was dwelling upon that fact. From here, the Garronic had the semblance of atiny toy, which
amammoth hand could pluck from the river and shake of its contents. Such ahand did not exist; but
here, not many feet below, lay apower as mighty asthat of a Gargantuan fi<t.

If ever the black hush could prove of useto crime, now was the opportunity. It was the obviousness of
that fact - so plain from thistower - that caused The Shadow to watch the backward motion of the
Garronic.

Closeto mid-river, the great boat was till under the control of the tugs. They were swinging its stern
upstream. The prow was heading toward the bay.

Thelaugh of The Shadow rose above the wind. Its uncanny mockery was a challenge to foreboding
crime. Weird and mirthless, the laugh broke into awavering sinister tone. With that strange token of The
Shadow's mysterious presence came the stroke that the master mind had expected.

In one quick ingtant, the entire hull of the Garronic disappeared from view. With it went every light. The
tiny tugboats and their sgna s were blotted out from view. Between the great ship and the pier lay a
sretch of complete gloom.

The black hush had falen. Under its spdl lay the huge ship, vanished while The Shadow watched. Wedth
beyond price was at the mercy of the men who were waiting the blotch that was to serve them!

CHAPTER XXV. OUT OF THE RAY
3

SWIFTLY, The Shadow acted. Here, from the observation platform of the Judruth Tower, heheld a
new and amazing vantage point. The black ray lay below him. Its conica projection formed atapering
tube of darknessthat no eye could penetrate.

From below, that darkness could not be observed against the sky. But The Shadow saw it as a swath of
black that obscured the lights of the city beneath its path. More than that, he could detect the starting
point - a corner room two floors bel ow!

Within the circle of the observation platform was the lounge room and the information desk. The door
was close behind The Shadow's form. Turning, the rays of aflashlight guiding his movement, The
Shadow reached the telephone that connected the tower with the main floor of the building. An
operator's voice responded.

"Police headquarters,” ordered The Shadow.

The operator, hundreds of feet below, responded with trance-like precision. A cal from the tower & this
hour! A voice that sounded like the knell of doom.

The Shadow's call was answered. In cold, steady tones, the man from above passed the startling word
that brought news of unknown crime.



"Motor ship Garronic,” came The Shadow's voice. "Attacked by gangstersin the harbor. Crimindsaiding
from post on ninety-third floor of Judruth Tower."

That was dl. The receiver was on the hook. Sweeping swiftly through the gloom, The Shadow reached
the observation platform. With the abandon of aman seeking suicide, he vaulted therall, poising hislong
form above the man-made chasm below!

The Shadow's swing came to an abrupt stop as his body did down thewall of the building, his hands
using the cornice below therail asanew gripping point. A mighty gust of wind swept the building, but its
ferocious blast did not detach the clinging shape in black.

The decorated surfaces below the observation platform were The Shadow's stepping-stones. Poised on
the brink of oblivion, undeterred by the gale that sought to break his unerring-clutch, the black-clad
madter of the night began his death-defying descent.

A thousand feet of nothingness! Y et The Shadow was as cam asif he had been lessthan ayard above
the ground. There were projections that he could grasp, and he found them in the darkness. Blotched
againg the surface of the uppermost heights which the Judruth Tower could boast, The Shadow was
crawling like abeetle toward hisgod - the ray of blacknessthat lay two floors below!

The Shadow had conquered smoother surfaces than this, but tonight, he fought with terrible hazards.
Speed was essentid; and he acquired it, despite the menace of the terrific wind that whirled the folds of
his cloak.

Then, as The Shadow poised above the window from which the blanketed ray extended, he performed a
weird maneuver that brought his body sidewise on alevel with that open spot.

Desth yawned below. Enemieslay within. The Shadow paused. Was he planning to return to the only
spot that afforded the dightest vestige of safety - the observation platform above? Only The Shadow
knew; but others were soon to learn!

THERE were four men within the secret projection room tonight. Hector Fawcett was staring from the
window, yet he could see but little, for the black ray swept close against the side. With Fawcett wasthe
big shot, Goldy Tancred. Behind them stood Bowser Riggins, Goldy's bodyguard.

In keeping with his promise, Goldy Tancred was supervisng this end of the crime, while Clipper
Hardigan did the work below. But the fourth member of the group was as important as anyone present.
In the darkness behind the glittering machine stood Hobbs, the operator.

Silently, this controller of the black ray awaited the orders that were to come. His hand was readly to lift
the pall of the black hush at the end of the appointed time; ready, also, to restore it, should Hector
Fawcett or Goldy Tancred give theword.

Deeming themselves safe from al attack, these fiends were gloating over crime which they were sure
could never fail. The mighty ray of darknessthat hurled forth the black hush had stilled action aboard the
Garronic.

"We can't be stopped tonight,” Hector Fawcett made the comment. "Thisisthejob that can never fail.”

"Beready, though," advised Goldy Tancred. "Watch for the tugboats when wellift it. If they're fill close,
givethem more of the black."

Bowser Riggins chuckled. Asusud, he reflected the opinion of his chief, and Goldy Tancred had spoken
in atone of surety. Hobbs said nothing. Stolidly, this man who controlled the ray was performing his duty



with the same perfection that he had employed before.

"Ten minutes,” announced Hector Fawcett. "That's half the time they want. They're getting what they're
after."

"It'sacinch.” commented Goldy. "Say - look at that black - theway it stretches out -"

Hector Fawcett laughed. He knew that Goldy Tancred was redlizing the power of thisray. Blackness
cutting within blackness, it made aweird and unbelievable spectacle.

"I never saw anything likeit," added Goldy. "Say - if anything ever came out of that black, you couldn't
seeit until -"

The big shot's sentence ended. A gasp came from his startled lips.

The cry caused Hector Fawcett to follow the direction of Goldy's gaze. Bowser Riggins followed suit.
The three men of crime staggered backward in the face of a phenomenon more amazing than the shaft of
gloom which they wereviewing.

Out of the blackness came aliving form. Asif aportion of the black hush had detached itsdlf from the
steady, unerring ray, acreature of another world had materiaized itsalf from that projected gloom.

Like aspirit of darkness, atall form swung over the window ledge, and landed, in huddled shape, directly
infront of the men who watched. Then, ingtead of adwindled form, the Sinister object stretched upward
until it became the semblance of atdl, living being.

With amighty spring, thisweird monster leaped forward with outstretched arms, toward the three men.

Ingtinctively, the watchers broke for the sides of the room. Their cries caused Hobbs to see the object
which had brought them ghastly fear. Grimly, the man at the black-ray machine faced this menace that
had sprung from nowhere.

Through an opened window, nearly athousand feet above the ground; from aformidable blackness that
obliterated dl objectsin its path, had come the superman who had never yet failed in his combats with
fiendsof crime.

Out of the black ray - The Shadow!

His precipitous descent from the observation tower completed, the master of darkness had used the
black shaft to his own advantage. It had furnished him the obscurity which he required to complete this
weird attack.

The Shadow had arrived to take his foemen unawares. His objective was the glittering machine that evil
brains had turned to the service of crime.

The hand of The Shadow was Stretched forth to end the blackness that was now the aid of an attacking
band. He was here - to fight the black hush &t its very source!

Out of theray - The Shadow!
CHAPTER XXVI.BELOW AND ABOVE

ONE light glowed aboard the motor ship Garronic. That illumination came from a powerful acetylene
lanternin thefirm fist of Clipper Hardigan. With water-front mobsters at his hedls, this gang leader was



advancing to an assured objective.

Playing the parts of passengers aboard the vessdl, Clipper and his henchmen had ignored the cry of
ashore. They had clustered close to the rear of the ship, all on the same deck, ready to head for the
objective when the order came.

When the liner had been backed to midstream, the black hush fell. A few seconds later, Clipper
Hardigan's lantern broke the gloom.

Aboard a hdpless ship, on which every means of illumination and power had been diminated, Clipper
urged his men toward the stairway that pointed directly toward the Siamese prince's suite.

The tugboats? They were manned by Clipper's henchmen. Like the motor ship, the smaller boatswere
wiped out of sight.

The stroke of the ray had been reserved for the moment when the tugs were ready to cast off. Y et they
remained; for they were to serve Clipper and hishenchmenin their flight.

Thetugboats had no light now, but their primitive steam engines were not handicapped by theimpelling
force of the black hush. With his acetylene light, Clipper was out to gain the treasure of the Samese
prince; then to blaze atrail dong alower deck that would lead his crowd to the waiting tugs.

That was why Clipper wanted the black hush to stay. Plowing out from its depths, the tugs could steam
away to safety. They would be clear, while confusion still reigned aboard the Garronic.

A perfect game - one which The Shadow was striving to defeat at the one spot where success might
properly be gained; that room in the corner of the ninety-third floor of the Judruth Tower.

Clipper Hardigan and his mob reached their objective. Most of the passengers were on the decks. The
way was clear below. Clipper's men moved with the steedy precision of soldiers advancing behind a
timed barrage.

Stedthily, the black hush aiding in their creeping silence, the mobsters neared the door of the prince's
suite. Here, the glare of the light reveaed an opening.

Startled members of the Siamese retinue had thought the light was friendly. They learned their mistake as
one of Clipper's mab fired an opening shot that implanted itsalf in the doorway.

The door swung shut, but mobsters hurtled forward and thrust it open. Then came resistance.

The prince was not in his cabin; but he had others here besides the Siamese servants. Detectives and
ship's officers, who had been deputed to guard the jewel s temporarily, opened an unexpected fire.

They clipped thefirst gangster who had rushed in front of the light. Mobster shots responded from
outsde the door. A detective staggered; one of the Siamese servantsfell. Clipper and his mob pressed
onward asthe defenders scattered before the overwhelming fire.

THIS suite possessed an inner room - amost a strong-room. Goldy Tancred had gained full knowledge
of the arrangement. Acting in accordance, Clipper ordered his men forward. The brief battle had caused
adelay. Therewas no time for waiting.

The gangsters swept into the main room of the suite. With one accord, the defenders had dived for the
shelter of other rooms. While his men covered the barriers behind which detectives and officers had
gone, Clipper used the acetylene lantern to bathe the entire scene with light.



Trusted lieutenants made for the strong-room. They smashed at the door, bursting it fromitshinges. The
defenders knew that their cause was hopeless; they hung to their places of safety, awaiting the return of
the ship'slights - the only aid which could equdize the Struggle.

The door ahead was open. Clipper could see hismen knocking it aside, as he looked through this murky
haze that his light was penetrating. Success was here; the surety that Goldy Tancred had promised. But
as Clipper's lips emitted a gloating cry, the one thing that he had feared occurred.

The ship'slights came on!

Clipper's men hesitated,; then, a the end of long, tense seconds, the lights went out again. Clipper laughed
amid the muffling hush. Thiswas as planned. The short spell of light had been ended when watchers had
seen that the job was not complete.

Before Clipper's men could continue, however, the lights appeared again! Once more off; then on, off, on
- a the end of the quick succession, the lights remained!

Congternation sei zed the mobsters. Doors opened in the suite, and the defenders fired from ambush.
Retreating gunmen dropped as Clipper Hardigan ordered them to withdraw. New enemies were at the
head the stairs! A red battle had begun!

THE explanation for the sudden turn lay in what was happening in the corner office near the top of the
Judruth Tower. The Shadow, legping to the black-ray machine, had placed his hand upon the switch. But
ashisgloved fist clutched it, Hobbs, with a sudden swing, threw himsalf upon the black-cloaked invader.

The Shadow held no weapon. He had expected to find his enemies without their guns handy. Had
Fawcett, Goldy, or Bowser made effort to draw arevolver, The Shadow would have resorted to an
automatic.

The men had cowered from The Shadow's wrath; the way lay open to Hobbs, least formidable of al. It
was he, however, who put up the resistance. His hand il gripped The Shadow'sfist astheray clicked
back and forth. A black arm swung from the darkness; Hobbs collapsed as The Shadow's free fist
landed on hischin.

That brought the rush. With one accord, the three who had backed away now flung themsalves upon The
Shadow. With awild cry, Goldy Tancred was caling hisrecognition of thisenemy whom al wrongdoers
hed sought to eiminate.

The Shadow's form seemed to collapse before the onrush. Goldy and Bowser drew revolvers asthey fell
upon the huddling shape. They sprawled upon the floor as The Shadow swung clear. Hector Fawcett,
staggering againgt the machine, drew arevolver in histurn.

Shots rang out from Goldy and Bowser. They went wide, for The Shadow was making an elusive shift.
The roar of an automatic responded. Bowser Riggins, in front of Goldy's body, took the bullet. Hector
Fawcett, grabbing with hisleft hand for the control lever, amed hisrevolver a The Shadow. The
bespectacled crime plotter had awonderful advantage, but his attempted double action proved his
undoing.

Missing the switch with one hand, he fired wildly with the other. Then he caught the switch and tried to
shoot again. The Shadow'sfirefelled him.

Hobbswas on hisfeet. Once again, the operator of the ray performed the unexpected. Hurling himsalf
againg the heavy machine, herolled it forward. The Shadow was crouching directly in its path.



The big device thrust him back toward the window. Hefired twice. The bullets ricocheted from the side
of the machine. Hobbs ingtinctively shifted his position; The Shadow stopped the progress of therolling
ray machine.

Goldy Tancred scurried through the door, with Hobbs close behind him. The Shadow, too late to stop
them with his shots, laughed in the gloom beside the window. These men could not escape him; he had
another task more pressing.

Swinging into the room, The Shadow stooped and thrust his shoulder undernegth the machine that no
longer functioned. With a powerful upward heave of amost superhuman strength, he levered the big
device endwise through the window. It glittered there, amost on abaance. A find thrust - the heavy
instrument of crime plunged down to a deserted areaway behind the mammoth building!

Before the crash ascended from the depths below, The Shadow had passed the door of this corner
room. He had hurled the ray machine to its destruction; now he was on thetrail of the fiends who had
triedtoflee.

Goldy Tancred, king-pin of the plotters;, Hobbs, the man behind the machineitsalf - these were the two
with whom The Shadow presently would cope. The door to the anteroom was closed to block The
Shadow's path. It was locked from the other side.

Carefully, ablack-gloved hand introduced a smdl pick into the keyhole. The lock clicked. The hand
gripped the knob; the door swung open as The Shadow did backward into darkness, his automatic
coming up in reediness.

Across the anteroom, an elevator door was diding shut. The criminas had gained alucky outlet. A
foolish, unsuspecting operator had answered their frenzied summons. The Shadow had sent awarning
bel ow; yet this blunder had been perpetrated!

The Shadow laughed mirthlessly. No eevator could be summoned now; for the men of crime had
probably revesled themsalves by threatening the operator with their revolvers. Y et The Shadow had not
faled.

There was areason why he had wanted these men to live. He knew that Harry Vincent lay in their
power. They, done, could show the trail to wherever The Shadow's agent might be imprisoned.

If the police had arrived, the fleeing men would be captured; but The Shadow did not count upon the law
for aid. He, himself, would take up the chase,

Histall form siwung back into the corner room. It moved out through the window. With cloak close about
him to avoid the whirling power of the risng gale, The Shadow began the perilous ascent back to the
observation tower.

TERRIBLE spacelay below. The Shadow ignored it. He paid no attention to the myriad lights of
Manhattan; not even to the distant scene in the river beyond, where the motor ship Garronic lay in
midstream, with lights abl aze.

A mad fight was ending aboard that vessdl. Clipper Hardigan and a handful of unwounded mobsters
were clambering over therail of alower deck, springing to the safety of atugboat that 1ay below. Thelr
goal gained, the mob leader shook hisfist at the men who crowded the edge of the upper deck on the
Garronic. The tug was steaming away, beyond the range of pot shots. Clipper Hardigan and hislast few
henchmen were heading for the safety of the shore.



The gang leader cursed as he heard shrill whistles and saw the lights of small, swift boats approaching the
tug. Thiswasthefinish. The police boats had arrived. The tug could not escape them now.

Jamming cartridgesin hisemptied revolver, Clipper Hardigan prepared to fight. He stared futilely toward
the spire of the Judruth Tower, silhouetted against the Manhattan skyline.

No aid could come from there. Clipper Hardigan did not know why. He could not see thetiny figure of
The Shadow, black in the night, asit reached therail of the observation platform.

There were men upon that circle. They had come up to investigate the mysterious call from this spot.
They had found no one.

Whilethey flashed their lights, The Shadow'stall form swung acrosstherail. It passed between the
searchers and entered the room within the circle.

When the investigators arrived there aminute later, they were surprised to see aclosed door where they
had |eft an open eevator. Stupidly, they redized that the man for whom they had been looking had
chosen that effective means of escape.

The elevator stopped at the ground floor. The door opened dowly. People who had entered the |obby of
the Judruth Tower had rushed back to the door, to observe the results of confusion in the street.

The stealthy form of The Shadow glided across the space. It moved through the outer door and merged
with darkness at the side of the building, unseen by the group that was |ooking toward the street, where
two policemen were aiding awounded comrade.

A whispered laugh sounded eerily in the darkness. The Shadow was gone. He had ended the menace of
the black hush in Manhattan.

One more mission lay ahead. Thetrail that Goldy Tancred and Hobbs had taken must be followed. The
Shadow was ready for that task.

CHAPTER XXVII. PURSUIT ISENDED

A SWIFT touring car shot out of aManhattan garage, not far from the Judruth Tower. The automobile
contained three men. Goldy Tancred was at the whedl. Hobbs was beside him. Harry Vincent, bound
and helpless, wasin the back seat. He had been dragged through darkness by these captors, and hurled
bodily into the car.

The vehicles top was down. Mounted upon the back of the front seat was a post; upon it, what
appeared to be alarge searchlight.

The moment that the car appeared, shoutstold of itsarriva. A policeman at the Side of the garagefired
wildly, and missed histarget.

Goldy and Hobbs had made amad escape by commandeering ataxi and threatening the driver. Goldy
had wounded a policeman, an advance member of araiding squad approaching the Judruth Tower. That
had marked the beginning of the chase. The pair of villains had left the cab and hurried into the garage
where they had picked up Harry Vincent and thrust him into their own car.

A sren sounded as a police car shot up the street in pursuit of the fleeing touring car. Goldy Tancred
clung grimly to the whed. Hobbs, calm in the darkness, clicked aswitch on the peculiar searchlight.

A flood of blackness swept behind the touring car. It filled the street and buried the police car inits



strange darkness. The power of the black hush put the pursuer'signition out of commission. Goldy
Tancred turned a corner, and swung along an avenue.

Another police car was bearing down. Shots burst from it. Hobbs responded with the ray. The new
pursuer was crippled. The touring car kept on its mad course.

Then came aprocession of strange events. Hobbs pivoted the black-faced searchlight so its darkened
rays pointed ahead, throwing apal that began somefifty feet in front of the touring car's headlights.

Traffic was clear dong the avenue. Following a swath of darkness, the speedy touring car continued its
mad pace with nothing ahead to intercept it. Cars were staled by the powerful gloom. Goldy Tancred
picked hisway by the short space of light which the front lamps furnished.

The black ray became intermittent as Hobbs clicked the switch off and on. This system was effective. It
showed the avenue ahead; at the sametime, it brought back the darkness that cleared al that lay in the

path.

PICKING anew course, Goldy found another avenue and again headed northward. Asthe touring car
bowled dong toward the Harlem River, asiren cal resounded. A police car was cutting in behind. Word
of the fleeing men had been telephoned from headquarters.

Hobbs swung the strange searchlight on its movable pivot. A sweep of blackness caught the police car in
its gloom. Once more, a chaser had been thwarted. The touring car shot over abridge.

A clear path! 1t ssemed open now, but as the fleeing automobile whirled dong the light boulevard, anew
pursuer threatened. From above came the thrum of a powerful motor. A police airplane had taken up the
chase!

Muttered oaths came from Goldy Tancred. He threw a hopel ess, sidelong glance toward the man beside
him. This meant disaster. The followersfrom the air could keep pace with the traveling automobile. They
could siwoop down and riddle this car with machine-gun bullets.

It was Hobbs who counteracted the emergency. He, the operator, knew the full power of the black ray.
The black-faced searchlight pointed upward. Its projected darkness suddenly blotted out the lights of the
biplane that was swooping from above!

Thetouring car wastraveling a aclip faster than sixty miles an hour. Gauging this speed, Hobbs coolly
wielded theray at asomewhat faster pace. The police plane was enveloped in awide range of
blackness.

Its motor stopped, the pursuit ship was hel pless. Close to the ground, it banked asits pilot tried to avoid
acrash. Completely obscured by darkness, with ignition out of commission, the Stuation reached a
critica point.

The touring car whirled onward; Hobbslost the focus. Light glimmered above as the biplane was freed
from the power of the black hush. Good fortune, however, came too late. The pursuing pilot managed to
pick avacant space, but his plane crashed in the sudden landing.

Harry Vincent, staring upward, saw the lights of the biplane whirl in thefind spin. The Shadow's agent
closed hiseyes. On through the chilly night - he did not know where he was being carried. He redlized
only that the last attempt to hadt thisfleeing touring car had failed. Cold dmost to a stupor, Harry forgot
the passage of time.

WHEN the prisoner opened his eyes, he found that the car had stopped in front of an old house. They



werein anisolated spot. Harry's captor dragged him from the automobile. They carried him around the
houseto alow, flat building beyond.

Through adoor; then Harry found himsdlf flat upon his back in what seemed to be a stone-floored room.
A light came on; Harry stared at the gloating face of Goldy Tancred. There was no mistaking the big
shat; the flashing mouth betokened hisidentity.

Who was the other? Harry had heard Goldy call his companion by the name of Hobbs. The second man
was turning; to his amazement, Harry saw the pale face of Don Chalverd!

Like Goldy, Chaverswas grinning. Harry Vincent realized that the young engineer's nervousness had
been an affectation.

Wil did Harry understand the reason for the murder of Roland Furness. Don Chalvers, possessor of the
black ray, had found it essential to eliminate the one man who might have betrayed the secret!

"I'm bringing in the projector,” Chalversinformed Goldy. "Setting it up on thisflat roof. If anyone heads
thisway, it may prove useful.”

"Not much chance," responded Goldy. "We shook them right; I'm not worrying.”

Neverthdess, Chavers went about hisduty. Tancred remained, glowering at Harry Vincent. At ladt,
while his companion was still absent, Goldy addressed Harry with ahostile growl.

"Y ou're working for The Shadow, en?'
Harry did not respond to the big shot's quiz.

"Trying to keep mum?"* Goldy's question was sneering. "Well, well find out how to make you tak.
Maybe you think we've been licked tonight. Not us. We lost agood guy - they got Clipper Hardigan,
sure enough. But the brains are still here. Chalversfooled you, eh? Framed you up in his apartment. Well,
hessmartandsoam I."

Harry still preserved silence. Minutes passed. Don Chalvers returned. He and Goldy Tancred held a
conference. The big shot swung toward Harry Vincent.

"Look here" he said. "We're giving you a bregk. We're going to scram, see? Out of the country. I'll tell
you where - to London. Were goin to crack the Bank of England when we get thisray of oursin
operation.

"Y ou think I'm kidding you? Not abit of it. There's only one person who might put acrimp in our game.
That's The Shadow - the one you're working for. So here's our offer. Spill what you know. Stick with us,
and bluff The Shadow into thinking that well kill you if he moves.

"Hell stay out of the game. If it looks best, welll give you achance to send him phony information. Take
him off thetrail. Y oull get your cut out of the swag.”

Harry Vincent remained obdurate. Goldy Tancred watched the captive's face during long minutes. At
last, the big shot turned to Don Chavers.

"Hewon't squawk," announced Goldy Tancred. "He till thinks The Shadow can pull him out of his
pickle. Thereés only onething to do. Givethis hed the works-"

Goldy Tancred stopped suddenly. His gold teeth shone as he scowled. He grasped Don Chalvers by the



arm and the pair assumed alistening attitude.
The reason for the interruption came suddenly to Harry Vincent's ears.

From somewhere, in the distance, the thrum of a motor was announcing the approach of what could be
only aship of theair. That sound brought joy to Harry Vincent. It might mean that the Shadow was
coming to this spot!

But as Harry thought, he could not repress a groan. Don Chavers had made preparation for such an
attack. The Shadow was coming into the power of the black ray!

CHAPTER XXVIII. THE FINAL STROKE

UPON aflat roof, beneath which Harry Vincent still remained a prisoner, Goldy Tancred and Don
Chdverswere standing in ahazy gloom. It was still dark here, close to the ground, but the sky above
was tinged with early dawn.

Beside the two men stood the pivoted projector that could cast its dread black ray. Goldy Tancred,
growling, was staring toward the sky, while Don Chalvers - again playing the part of Hobbs - was ready
with the machine,

"There he comed" snarled Goldy, pointing high above the horizon. "Be ready. When he gets closer, you
can spot him!"

An oddly shaped plane was visblein the pale hues of dawn. Hovering asit approached, the ship
reved ed spinning blades that whirled like awindmill.

That craft told well who piloted it. The Shadow was arriving in his autogyro!

"Good," snorted Goldy. "That ship of his can't move asfast as the biplane you knocked off. Give him the
ray when he gets closer. It's The Shadow - if we get him -"

The big shot did not conclude the statement. He was watching the progress of the ship, and heleft his
companion to understand that the end of The Shadow would mean the finish of al possible attack or
pursuit.

The autogyro came on. Don Chalvers was waiting. He could see that the pilot was picking out the spot
that he wanted.

The Shadow had found the connection between Chalvers and the ray. He knew that the flight which had
baffled the police must have ended here.

Thusthe crimind engineer bided histime. The black-faced searchlight pivoted upward. Still, Chalvers
waited, until the moment when the autogyro would bein perfect range. The ship seemed to pausein air -
not quite directly above the spot where the two villains were waiting.

"Giveitto him!" snarled Goldy.

The autogyro was descending as the big shot gave the order. Lessthan athousand feet above, The
Shadow had picked out the whiteness of the flat-topped building in back of the old house which
bel onged to Don Chalvers.

Click!



The black ray cut awidening swath up toward the dawning sky. Just as a searchlight cleavesthe night, so
did this stream of darkness carve through light. The autogyro was blocked out by the greet circle of
blackness. The thrum of the motor ceased.

"That ends The Shadow," announced Goldy Tancred. "Watch him come plopping out of there the same
way the biplane crashed. His motor's gone!™

The two men waited. Astheir eyes|ooked upward, they could see no result. The autogyro waslost inthe
path of blackness. It was vanished as completdly asif it had disintegrated within the folds of the black
hush.

Seconds went by. Goldy emitted a puzzled growl as he turned to Chavers. In the dimness beside the
black ray, Goldy saw a sudden expression of understanding appear upon his companion'sface.

"He's coming downward in theray!" cried the engineer. "He's guiding himsdlf inside the blackness. That
autogyro needs no power - the blades above it resist the air!™

"He'sheading... here?" gasped Goldy. "Y ou mean... you mean he's dropping straight toward us?*
"Yesl" screamed Chalvers. "We can't stop him now. Hell land - right here -"

Asthe engineer broke away from the side of the black-ray machine, a shape bulged out of the darkness.
Wings and wheedl's smashed downward toward the roof. The body of the autogyro landed forcibly upon
the black-faced projector.

The machine crackled beneath the impact. The black ray ended. Don Chalvers, too late in hisleap for
safety, was smashed benegath the right whedl of the gyro asit jounced away from the apparatus which it
had shattered.

Goldy Tancred saw his companion fall. With an ugly snarl, he whipped out hisrevolver. He saw aformin
black bounce from the right of the thudding autogyro. Goldy fired, knowing that he faced The Shadow.

The big shot missed the swaying body as it douched back into the cockpit of the autogyro. Then, asthe
whedsjoggled the ship back and forth, Goldy raised his gun to shoot again.

An automatic spoke before the big shot pressed the trigger. The Shadow, recovering from the bumpy
landing, had fired in reply, to meet the menace of Goldy Tancred. With asnarling groan, Goldy staggered
backward and sprawled upon the flat roof.

The Shadow, tall and sinister, alighted from the autogyro. He bent above the bodies of the men who had
sought to resst him. Goldy Tancred had a bullet through his heart; Don Chalvers, crushed by the impact
of both whed and jouncing body, was coughing out hislast bregth.

Through the last gloom of early night, aclinging darknessthat held to the ground despite the approach of
dawn, The Shadow descended through an opening in the roof. In the room below, he found the bound
form of Harry Vincent. Quickly, he released his agent and drew Harry up the stairs toward the roof.

Slumped in the cockpit of the autogyro, Harry Vincent could scarcely believe that the rescue had been so
suddenly effected. He heard the motor hum; with spinning fan now motorized, the autogyro rolled across
the roof and took off into the lightening sky.

High above, it seemed to hover. Beneath lay the whiteness of the roof, now visiblein the growing light of
day. Upon it were two blackened, sprawled-out shapes that lay beside the glistening shattered hulk of a
broken-up apparatus.



Theray of darkness would never again be projected by the fiendswho lay beside their shattered
machine. The power of the black hush had been ended.

With the find stroke, The Shadow had brought doom to the last of those who had plotted amazing crime.
Don Chalvers, the creator, and Goldy Tancred, the instigator, were dead.

The secret of the black hush had been solved, and its weird force had been ended through the mighty
strength of The Shadow!

THEEND



