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CHAPTERI. THE MAN WHO SMILED

"STOP beyond the corner, driver.”

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

The taximan swerved toward the curb as he crossed Sixty-sixth Street and stopped free of the
Broadway traffic. The passenger, leaning forward with his face beside the window, smiled as the cab
halted at the designated spot beyond the corner.

Opening the door, the man dighted and paid the driver. He was till wearing hissmile. Thetaxi driver
noted it in the dim light, and gazed askance at the sdlow face. There was something about the
passenger's smile which the driver did not like.

Asthe man pocketed his change, the driver pulled the cab from the curb and glanced back. His
ex-passenger was still stlanding by the corner, waiting for the flow of traffic to cease.

Even from the distance, the taximan fancied that he could see the ugly leer upon the fellow'sface. The
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driver shrugged his shoulders, and let the cab roll on. After al, the man had been just another passenger;
yet even this hard-boiled jehu felt a sense of rdlief to know that hewasrid of thisfare.

BACK on the corner of Sixty-aixth Street, the smiling man stepped from the curb. A red light had
stopped traffic. The man strolled across the wide thoroughfare, turned toward the nearby avenue, and
walked dong until he reached the portals of an unpretentious hotel.

Anilluminated sign proclaimed the identity of the establishment: Hotel Garonne. The strolling man entered
the lobby and followed an inconspicuous course to an obscure grill room.

There, he approached a secluded booth, and sat down at the table. An owlish-faced man, sested
opposite, looked up from amenu, then nodded nervoudy as he recognized the arrival.

The sdlow-faced man no longer wore hisleering smile. Without it, his visage showed no evil trace. There
was acertain brisknessin the arrival's manner, and he addressed the waiting man with aquick, low-toned

gresting.
"Hello, Clussg," hesaid. "I'm glad to see that you arrived on time.”

"| try to keep my appointments, Veldon," returned the owlish individua, as he peered serioudy through
large-glassed spectacles. "Y ou said that it was urgent - that | must be here promptly at seven thirty. So |
came abit ahead of time."

Veldon nodded. A waiter was approaching, so the sallow-faced man picked up amenu and gave his
order. The waiter nodded to Clussg, and the bespectacled man pointed out items on the bill of fare.

As soon asthe waiter had departed, Veldon again turned his attention to his companion. He drew a
folded newspaper from his pocket, and dapped it on the table.

"What's the idea of this?' he demanded sharply. "I told you to keep out of print, yet you go ahead and
givethisinterview."

Clussig grinned sheepishly as helooked at the headline. The heavy-typed words were terse and
commanding of interest. Veldon snorted as he read them aoud:

Research Expert Predicts Era of Electrical Wizardry
"If that'sawisething to put in print, | can't seeit.”

"Therés nothing harmful inthe article,” protested Clussg. "I merely told the reporter that many of the
long-predicted eectrica developmentswere already perfected, and would soon be introduced to the
public. I said nothing of my own improvements; in fact, | did not even mention the matter of rays-"

"Not inthisinterview," interposed Ve don. "But what about the next one? Don't you redize what you've
done?Y ou've put the name of Merle Clussg into the news. Some smart reporter will start to pump you,
and you'll give away thefact that you are associated with Eric Veldon.”

"No! No!" returned Clussig. "I'll never do that, Veldon. | understand the need for secrecy.”

"Yes?' Veldon eyed his companion coldly. "Well, Clussig, | can read between the lines of this newspaper
gtory, and | don't likeit. I know your purpose. Why try to deceive me?’

CLUSSIG became nervous. His whole manner showed that V eldon had made a pointed remark. Clussg
gazed away while the waiter stepped up with the first course. Then he caught Veldon's steady stare, and



becameill at ease.

"Let's be frank about this" suggested Veldon. "I know your trouble, Clussig. Y ou're becoming impatient.
Y ou want results. Am | right?"

"Yes" admitted Clussig. "Veldon, I've placed alot of confidencein you. | gave you al my uncompleted
electrica inventions - any improvements on X-ray apparatus - my development of the heat-ray tube - the
screenswhich | devised to prevent the injurious effects of such rays-"

"And | attended to the proper mechanical congtruction,” interposed Veldon camly. "Not only have | kept
your devices secret; | have arranged for their promotion. Y ou were broke; | have given you sufficient
money to live comfortably. What more do you ask?!

"l want results!” blurted Clussig. "My devices are worth alarge amount of money. Why should their
promotion be delayed longer? Y ou promised results.”

"S0," said Eric Veldon, in asarcastic tone, "you decided to force theissue. Y ou deliberately thrust
yoursdlf into print, knowing that a campaign of that sort would gradually bring you into the limdight.”

"Why not?' questioned Merle Clussig nervoudy. "Y ou have kept me buried too long, Veldon. Y ou have
my inventions, you are negotiating with some wealthy person who iswilling to back them. Why should |
be kept in the background? Why?"

Eric Vedon waited patiently while the waiter changed the dishes. The sallow man was gazing sernly a
Clussig; and the bespectacled inventor saw the faint traces of asaturnine smile that appeared upon
Vedon'slips.

Clussig sensed that he had invoked the promoter's compl ete displeasure. He was apprehensive, for he
feared an outburst. Veldon, however, showed no further trace of anger; on the contrary, his manner
became disarming.

"Y ou must not be anxious," purred VVeldon. "Remember, Clussig, that the mere perfection of aninvention
or mechanica device does not assure the regping of amonetary harvest. Effective promotion is
accomplished only by waiting for the psychologica time.

"l have been paying you what congtitutes aretainer'sfee. | have been exercising an option on your
inventions. | have not told you the identity of the man with whom | am dealing, nor have | named you to
him.

"l have promoted other inventionsin the past. | intend to handle new onesin thefuture. | am the
important link between the inventor - who thinks oddly in ideas - and the financier - whosetrend is
commercid. Direct contact between you and the man of wealth would be disastrous, at present.”

VELDON paused emphaticaly when he had completed his statement. Clussig found himsdlf nodding
unconscioudly. The inventor was forced to agree with Veldon's persuasive words. Nevertheless, he put
forth one last feeble protest.

"l understand,” he said, "but | cannot forget that you have been telling me this same story for many, many
weeks. | have been congtantly looking forward to a satisfactory completion of negotiations, yet the find
result gill seemsto be distant. Inactivity and obscurity have long been troubling me. That iswhy | took
advantage of an opportunity to assert mysdf.”

"Very fortunately,” returned VVeldon smoothly, "you have kept the cat in the bag. Y ou have talked only of
your past experience with no mention of your present activities. That iswhy | called you and arranged



thisimportant appointment. | see how your little newspaper story can be turned to great advantage.”
"How?' Clussg was agog.

"By suiting it to circumstances,” replied Veldon. "By ared coincidence, | have arrived at apoint in my
negotiations which will enable me to introduce you to the man who intends to finance your improved rays
and screens.”

"When?'
"Tomorrow night.”
"Who ishe?'

"| shdl tell you then. Thereis, however, one proviso. Y ou must work with meto create the impression
that | wish to give the financier with whom we shal deal. There must be no false step between now and
tomorrow night."

"l understand.”

"Y ou must understand in full," asserted Veldon. "Y ou must follow my indructionsto the letter. Firdt, |
want you to prepare a complete outline of your past activities.”

"| can do that tonight.”

"Exactly. At the sametime, | want you to avoid al communication with newspaper reporters.”
"That will beesasy."

"I can count upon you for such actions?' questioned Veldon, in aserioustone.

"Absolutely," Clussig assured. "l shdl go directly to my gpartment when | leave here. There, inmy little
study, | shall prepare acomplete and accurate account of al my previous experience.”

"Andif reporterscall?

"| shall be out. | promise you that, Veldon. It iseasly arranged a my gpartment house. | shdl leave word
downgtairsthat | am out."

"Very good," approved Vedon. "l am relying upon you, Clussg, for everything isnow at stake. | intend
to vigt our financier thisevening, and to arrange tomorrow night'sinterview. But | warn you, heisakeen
man; if he should gain any notion that you were talkative, he would shy away from the investmen.
Secrecy, Clussig! It isessentid!”

Clussg nodded wisgly as he peered through histhick lenses. He wasfinishing hismedl, and he arose to
leave, apparently impressed by Veldon's pleafor careful action and restraint. VVeldon stopped Clussig's
departure with awave of hishand.

Glancing idly at hiswatch, the promoter began to speak in an easy, genid tone. He taked with the air of
asuave slesman. His purring words brought a glimmer of enthusiasm to Clussig'sdull eyes.

VELDON was painting a picture of wedth and fame - abrilliant rainbow which lay just beyond the
horizon. To Clussg, the portraya was fascinating. During his months of dealing with VVeldon, Clussig had
constantly been swayed by promises, backed with small advances of cash. Never before, however, had
Veldon been so convincing.



Once again, the promoter glanced at hiswatch. The timepiece registered afew minutes before nine.
Pocketing the watch, Veldon arose and extended his hand to Clussig.

"Tomorrow night," he remarked, "'l shal meet you here at seven o'clock. Y ou will have the complete
outline of your past creations ready for me?”

"Certainly," returned theinventor. "1 shall go directly to my apartment and work upon it there.”

"Asfor money,” purred Veldon, "if you need some now" - theinventor paused as he drew forth aroll of
bills, then replaced the cash in his pocket - "ah, wdll, why should we worry about that until tomorrow?
The ded will be settled then. Wedth will be yours - with whatever advance you may require. Let us
postpone negotiations until that time.”

"Gladly," exclamed Clussg.

The two men walked from the grill room. Clussig, shoulders stooped, but head erect, displayed an
eagerness which was uncurbed. Veldon, spesking softly, till talked suavely of the immediate future.

At the portas of the hotel Garonne, the two men parted. Clussig, after another handshake, scuffled along
the avenue, hisfootsteps turned toward the side street, which led to his apartment house, nearly amile
away. Veldon, aone, watched the departing inventor.

It was then that the evil smile again digplayed itsalf upon the promoter'slips. A sneering chuckle came
from Eric Veldon'slips. Turning, the sallow-faced man went back into the hotel, and entered an obscure
telephone booth.

Ve don'swatch was dangling from his fingers. The hands upon the dial now denoted the hour of nine. A
low chuckle ended as Veldon raised the telephone receiver; but the promoter's smile still remained.

Despite the expressions of friendliness which he had given, Eric Vel don, now unobserved, showed plainly
that enmity was the dominating factor in hismind. The maice which was evident in hisexpresson
foreboded no good for Merle Clussg.

Indeed, Eric Veldon had dl the semblance of an evil plotter, who possessed complete confidencein his
ability to complete the vile scheme which dominated hisbrain.

CHAPTER II. A TRAVELER RETURNS
NINE o'clock - the same evening, but the scene wasamansion in New Jersey.

The chimes of an antique clock were ringing forth the hour from the mantel piece above thefireplace, ina
sumptuous living room. Asthe clear tones ceased, the doorbell rang. A uniformed servant legped to his
feet and hurried to answer it.

Opening the front door, the servant stepped back to admit an expected visitor. Into the light stepped a
tall man, whose face was momentarily obscured until he had removed his hat and handed it to the waiting
servant.

"Good evening, Mr. Cranston,” said the uniformed man, making a bow.
"Good evening, Richards," replied the arrival. "Has everything gone well during my absence?’

"Yes, dr," said the servant. "It will be much better, though, now that you have returned, sir."”



"l am glad to hear you expressthat thought, Richards. Hereis Stanley. Help him with the luggage.”
The servant stepped forward to assist a uniformed chauffeur who was entering with apair of heavy bags.

As each man started upstairs, Cranston strolled across the halway, entered the living room, and seated
himself in acomfortable chair. He smiled as he heard the distant tones that were passing between
Richards and Stanley. He knew that they were talking about this homecoming.

Whenever Lamont Cranston returned to his New Jersey mansion, hisarriva congtituted an important
event in the affairs of the large household. Lamont Cranston, multi-millionaire and globetrotter, dways
maintained his pretentious establishment even during his absence.

His departures and returns were invariably unexpected. Tonight had been no exception. A telegram
received by Richards, the valet, had caused Stanley, the chauffeur, to set out for the Newark airport with
just time enough to meet the millionaire traveler with thelimousine.

LAMONT CRANSTON, in appearance, was quite as remarkable a character as his habits would
indicate. He wastall and well proportioned. His hands, though dender and supple, possessed alatent
drength in their long, well-formed fingers.

The most remarkable phase of the millionaire's appearance, however, was the distinctive countenance
which Lamont Cranston possessed. Hisface wasimmohile; its features, as though molded by a sculptor's
kill, held afirm, unchanging expression that rendered them dmost masklike.

The dominating characteristic was an aquiline nose below a strong, high forehead. From the sides of this
hawklike beak peered eyesthat were stern and unflinching. Lamont Cranston's countenance was more
than impassve; it wasinflexible.

While Cranston sat motionless, enjoying the environment of hisluxuriousliving room, Richards appeared
from upstairs, bringing alarge envelope. The va et approached the millionaire and placed the letter in
Cranston's waiting hand. The vaet bowed and retired.

While the clock on the mantel ticked away its minutes, Lamont Cranston opened the envelope. Fromiit,
he drew forth folded sheets of paper. These bore blue-inked notesin what appeared to be a code.
Cranston read them rapidly; when he had finished each note, the writing disappeared from the paper
word by word.

With the notes was a newspaper clipping. Thiswas the same item that Eric Veldon had discussed with
Merle Clussg in the Hotel Garonne. It referred to the inventor's interview concerning the dawning era of
eectrica wizardry.

A soft, whigpered laugh came from Lamont Cranston's chisded lips. Like Eric Vedon, the millionaire
was able to read between the lines. He could tell that Clussig'sinterview had been given with the definite
purpose of creating interest; yet with the definite intention of concealing something more important and
specific than the generdities which were mentioned.

The laugh which had been uttered; the keenness which had been displayed - these were indications of a
persondlity which differed from that of theidle, blase millionaire. These were the revelaions of a
well-concealed identity. This personage who caled himsdf Lamont Cranston was actualy The Shadow!

The sighing laugh died. Only theticking of the clock could be heard. The long hand marked the exact
time as seven minutes after nine.

Lamont Crangton arose from his chair. Histal figure threw along, grotesque silhouette across the thickly



carpeted floor. Swiftly, thistransformed being passed through a door, and entered asmall darkened
room. He picked up atelephone.

The quiet, dmost lazy tones of Lamont Cranston gave the number. Brief silence followed. Then camea
moderated voice from the other end of thewire:

"Burbank spesking.”

No longer did the voice of Lamont Cranston occur. It was the whisper of The Shadow which responded
to Burbank'simmediate announcement of identity:

"Ingtructionsto Burke." The Shadow'stones were weird, delivered in apeculiar tone, which no one
could have counterfeited. "Go immediately to the home of Merle Clussg, inventor. Request an interview
concerning eectrica inventions. Burke to represent himself as Classic reporter.”

"Ingtructionsreceived,” was Burbank's reply.

Thereceiver clicked. The Shadow laid the telephone aside. He stood in total darkness, asthough his
present identity craved such somber surroundings.

Quick, deductive thoughts were passing through that acute brain. The Shadow, master of mystery, had
returned from one of his strange journeys. During his absence, his agentsin New Y ork had been on
watch for the unusud. That wastheir duty, whenever The Shadow was away.

RUTLEDGE MANN, aman who posed as an investment broker, but who served as agent for The
Shadow, had spied the unusua clipping which pertained to Merle Clussig. He had forwarded it - with
reports from other agents of The Shadow - to Lamont Cranston's home.

The fact that The Shadow had displayed a prompt interest in the clipping was proof of Mann's capable
sarvice. Divining that Merle Clussig'sinterview might be asincere effort to attract public notice, The
Shadow had lost no timein action. He had called Burbank, his hidden contact man.

Burbank, in turn, would notify Clyde Burke, reporter on the New Y ork Classic, to form immediate touch
with Merle Clussg. Clyde Burke, in his capacity as news gatherer, was an active and useful agent of The
Shadow.

A soft laugh sounded in the darkness. That laugh was expressive of The Shadow's thoughts. A master of
darkness who fought constantly with crime, The Shadow possessed the uncanny capability of sensing
when matters were amiss.

Rutledge Mann had probably clipped that news paragraph because he knew The Shadow wanted all
facts concerning new scientific developments. But The Shadow had seen more in the clipping than Mann

could possibly have supposed.

The guarded mirth ended. The Shadow stepped from darkness. He entered the living room. He was no
longer The Shadow. He was Lamont Cranston, multi-millionaire, who found life a bore save when he
was traveling abroad.

Richards was at the door of the drawing room, near the hallway. The valet saw his master approaching.
He stared in surprise as Cranston spoke to him.

"l am going out, Richards" declared the millionaire. "Tdl Stanley to bring the limousine to the door. |
intend to runinto New Y ork."



"Yes, dr," gagped Richards. "But you have just arrived home, Sir” - the valet was Staring at the clock -
"just ten minutes ago, Sir -"

"I know," interposed Cranston camly. "But | have some mattersto which | must attend. | am going to
New York."

While Richards hurried away to give the order to Stanley, Lamont Cranston entered acloset in the hall.
Hedrew asmdl key from his pocket. He unlocked a pand that was practically invisible at the end of the
closet. From this hiding place he drew out abrief case.

Just after Cranston emerged from the closet, Richards returned through the front door to announce that
Stanley was ready with the limousine. Cranston walked from the house, entered the car, and was driven
away. Richards went back into the house, shaking his head.

THE vaet could not understand the master. He could appreciate Lamont Cranston's love for travel; but
this habit of coming home unexpectedly, and leaving with such swiftness, was something which Richards
had never been able to fathom.

There was another fact which perplexed the valet. He sometimes felt that Lamont Cranston must be two
beings. Therewas aquiet, lazy Lamont Cranston, who kept his affairs to himsalf, but who never
displayed rapidity of action. There was athoughtful, taciturn Lamont Cranston - asimpassive asthefirst -
who seemed to respond to sudden inclinations.

In histerm of service, Richards had noted that the old Mr. Cranston - whom he remembered from long
ago - was invariably the same. The new Mr. Cranston, however, had away of gazing at people with eyes
that sparkled as though imbued with sudden light. Thiswas the Cranston who had returned tonight, and
who had so characterigticaly decided to make aquick trip to Manhattan.

Two men - yet both one. That was the decision which held Richards.

The vaet had gained only an inkling of the truth. Actudly, there were two masters whom he served. One
wasredly Lamont Cranston. The other - a personage who calmly took his place when the real Lamont
Cranston was absent on aworld tour - was The Shadow.

At present, the redl Lamont Cranston wasin Abyssnia. The pretender wasin hisplace, livingin his
home, posing asthe millionaire. He it was who had gone away for ashort trip by plane, to return tonight.
He it waswho had just departed in the limousine with Stanley. The false Lamont Cranston - an
impersonator so capable that his assumed identity had never been suspected - was The Shadow.

The clock on Lamont Cranston's mantel was chiming the quarter hour. In the brief space of fifteen
minutes, The Shadow had entered the mansion, and had again departed. He had answered the cal of the
mysterious. His keen intuition had gained an inkling of some hidden motive which savored of impending
crime,

Thelimousinein which the fase Lamont Cranston had set forth wasrolling dong asderoad that led to a
New Jersey highway. Immersed in the darkness of the rear seat, The Shadow was contemplating what
lay ahead.

Clyde Burke would soon be at Merle Clussig's. There the reporter would talk long with the inventor.
Before the interview was ended, The Shadow would be there to view the Situation.

Perhaps this night's episode would be productive; possibly it would offer nothing. Y et The Shadow had
an uncanny ability to scent the unusud. He had spotted it tonight, through the newspaper clipping



received from Rutledge Mann.

Long white hands opened the brief case which lay by The Shadow's side. Deft fingers drew forth the
folds of ablack garment. The spreading edges of ablack cloak moved through the darkness. The
flattened shape of adouch hat was fitted to a head. Hands gripped the cold stedl of two automatics, and
did the weapons beneath the surface of the cloak.

The features of Lamont Cranston were obscured. The millionaire had vanished. In his place was an
invisble being who could move with the sllence of faling night. When the limous ne reached Manhéattan,
that amazing form would glide forth into darkness.

The Shadow was playing the part that had become himself. Cloaked in blackness, shrouded in mystery,
he was ready for the adventure which lay ahead. He had assumed his own identity.

He was The Shadow!
CHAPTER II1. DEATH UNOBSERVED

I'T was seventeen minutes past nine when Merle Clussig entered the lobby of his apartment building. The
inventor had walked swiftly for awhile after leaving Eric VVeldon, then the pace had tired him, and he had
continued at adower gait.

This gpartment house - the Starleigh - was an antiquated place, which had falen into second-class ways.
The lobby was fitted with chairs which were chegp and uncomfortable; only one of the two elevatorswas
in operation. All the guests who resided benegath the fourth floor preferred the stairway to the elevator.

There was alittle booth in the corner, where an operator took incoming calls. The service was none too
good, for the girl a the switchboard aso performed secretarid dutiesin the gpartment office, which
adjoined the lobby. However, when Clussig entered, the young lady was at the switchboard.

The girl observed Clussig's approach. Before the inventor had a chance to speak, shereferred to a
scrawled ligt of pencil marks, and offered information.

"Therewasacal for you, Mr. Clussg," shesaid. "'l rang your apartment, but there was no answer."
"How long ago wasthe cal?" inquired Clussg anxioudy.

"It camein at seven o'clock,” replied the girl.

"Who wasit?' asked theinventor.

"It wasaman calling,” returned the operator, "but he left no name or message. He asked meto ring your
gpartment, which | did. He said he might call later."

"Wasit a newspaper reporter?' Clussg's tone was gpprehensive.
"l don't think s0," said the girl, with asmile. "Were you expecting one?’

"One!" exclamed Clussg. "More than one. Severa, perhaps. It is very important that no reporters should
see metonight. Do you understand? None at all.”

"I'm sure that this man could not have been a newspaper reporter. Suppose he calls again. Will you bein
your gpartment?"

"| shdl bethere. But tell al reportersthat | am out. If that man calls, find out who heis, and notify me. |



can tell you whether or not | want to seehim.”

"Mr. Clussig isout,” said the operator emphatically, as she marked the words on adip of paper.
"So far as newspaper reporters are concerned,” added Clussig.

The inventor started up the stairs. The girl watched him. A perplexed look appeared upon her face.

Indl histerm of residence at the Starleigh, Merle Clussig had scarcely spoken more than a dozen words
to the operator. The girl had not read the newspaper interview which Clussig had given. Hence shewas
at alossto know why the man had suddenly turned to statements regarding newspaper reporters.

MERLE CLUSSIG, as he climbed the stairs, was apprehensive. The inventor had gained a peculiar Sate
of mind. Eric Vedon'sing stence upon the maintenance of slence seemed well advised, yet there had
been something in the promoter's manner that now caused Clussig worriment.

In reviewing his engagement with Veldon, Clussig saw where he had committed certain errors. First, he
should have ing sted upon learning the identity of the financier with whom Vedon had opened
negotiations. Second, he should have ingsted upon money from Veldon when the promoter had been on
the point of offering it.

Suppose something should go amisstomorrow night! Veldon might then declare dl negotiations ended.
That would mean no more money, and Clussig was dependent upon the funds which he had been
receiving from Vedon.

Thisthought was darming. Clussg was grumbling to himsdf as he reached the third floor, and paused to
puff after the steep and tiring climb. Clussig turned toward the short corridor at the left. It terminated in a
turn; at right angles was the long passage which led to the inventor's gpartment.

Merle Clussig gaped. He stared perplexedly through his thick-glassed spectacles.

Coming directly toward him was one of the oddest men whom he had ever seen. Thisindividua was
short and stocky; his clothes were plain, He had the heavy hands of a brute; his face was coarse, and the
most conspicuous feature was a heavy, protruding jaw that bore pocklike scars.

Y et the man's expression was more startling than his physiognomy. His eyeswere dull; they were staring
straight ahead. The color of hisface was an unnatural white. The waxen countenance gave the man the

appearance of aliving corpse.

Moreover, this stranger's stride was mechanica. His body, though erect, was leaning forward. To
Clussg, the man seemed ahuman gorilla, with powerful hands ready to grip the throat of any who might
block his path.

For amoment, the inventor was parayzed; then, responding to an ingtinctive desirefor flight, he turned
and sidled adong the corridor at the right. Glancing over his shoulder as he neared the angle in the
passage, Clussig saw the apelike man enter the doorway that led to the staircase. He waited until he was
sure that the intruder had descended. Then, with furtive footsteps, Clussig hurried to his own gpartment.

Once he had reached hislittle living room, Clussig shuddered. He felt safe behind the locked door;
nevertheless, the recollection of that corpsdlike fellow in the hall was something that troubled him.

Clussig was poditive that he had never seen the man previoudy. Perhaps he was anew tenant who had
only recently taken an gpartment on thisfloor. The thought brought anew shudder. Clussig did not relish
this proximity to such amurderous-looking brute.



The inventor went into asmall room that adjoined the outer portion of his apartment. He turned on the
light, and breathed asigh of relief.

It seemed good to be back here - back in thislittle chamber where he could forget the outside world,
and devote himsdlf to asincere review of hislong experience in the devel opment of eectrica appliances.

THE room was by no means orderly. Itsfurniture consisted of alarge desk, three broken-down
bookcases, and afew chairs. Papers were scattered over the floor. A wastebasket was overturned
beneath the desk.

Yet Clussig liked this disarray. He closed the door and bolted it. He raised the shade of the single
window, stared out into the blackness of the courtyard, and smiled.

The window was barred. Thiswas customary with all the court rooms of the Starleigh, where trouble had
been experienced with tenants throwing objects into the court. The bars crisscrossed to form a sort of

grating.

Clussig lowered the shade. He liked the bolted door and the barred window. They gave him the fedling
of arecluse. He was ready, now, to work.

The inventor went to asmall closet found astack of notebooks, and brought them to the desk. He
picked up asheet of paper, and thrust it into the roller of an antiquated portable typewriter. He began to
tick the keysintermittently, referring to a notebook as he proceeded.

MINUTES went by. Merle Clussig did not sense the passage of time. He was wrapped in the details of
his present work, yet at moments he paused to consider amediey of thoughtsthat persisted in hisbrain.

Eric Vedon, suave and convincing - somehow, Clussig doubted the man's sincerity. He felt that he would
liketo talk to Veldon here; yet that would be impossible, for the promoter had no headquarters where he
could be reached.

Merle Clussig recaled how he had met Eric Veldon. The promoter had found him working on electrical
inventions. Clussig had been trying to obtain funds to keep on with hislittle workshop. X-rays of great
intengity, heat tubes of remarkable power; these had been the dangerous devices with which Clussig had
dedlt. Because of the danger involved, Clussig had developed his screening devices.

The meanswhich he had adopted to prevent injurious results without decreasing the intengity of therays,
had been Clussg's greater work - so the inventor believed. Eric Ve don had voiced the same opinion.
The promoter, himsdaf an expert in thefield of scientific research, had inssted upon experimenting with
Clussg'sdevices.

Veldon claimed to have alaboratory. Where wasit? Clussig did not know. Veldon stated that he had put
across other inventions. What were they?

Clussig could not answer. He knew only that Veldon was able to tap some source of ready money, cash
which had comein most handily.

Worked amost to death, wearied and in need of rest, Clussig had gained temporary respite through his
association with Eric Veldon. He had taken this apartment, and had led alife free from worldly care.
Lately, restlessness had begun to dominate the inventor's mind. With it had come amistrust of Eric
Veldon.

Wasthe promoter athief - one who stole inventive ideasin return for mere subsistence? Clussig felt sure
that there were other men depending upon Veldon to market their inventions. Were they experiencing the



same delay?
Veldon had been talking with a backer. Was he deceiving the moneyed man aso? - Clussig wondered.

He began to make new notations. VVeldon had promised an interview tomorrow night. Clussig decided
that it would be best to make an impression when he met the promoter's wealthy client.

Then came anew disturbing thought. That fellow in the hallway! What had he been doing here?

Within thelittle room, Clussig began to fed ahorror of the waxlike face that he had seen. He wondered if
it would be best to inquire who the man might be. The inventor decided to find out. He stopped hiswork,
leaned down beside the desk, and reached for the telephone which was standing on the floor.

A peculiar dizziness came over Merle Clussig. With hisleft hand, the inventor gripped the edge of the
desk. With hisright he fumbled for the telephone. His fingers became listless. Asthey touched the metal
instrument, they clutched weekly.

Clussig'sleft hand gave way. Theinventor logt dl grip. Tumbling heavily from hischair, he crumpled to
thefloor.

New minuteswent by. Merle Clussig did not move. His body had become apitiful figure. Hisface was
ghastly. Over it was cregping a gruesome darkness. In this room, adone and undisturbed, the inventor had
fdlenvictimto ahorriblefate.

Unobserved, unableto cry for help, this man had been struck down by someinsidiousforce that had lost
no time in accomplishing its nefarious end.

Merle Clussig was dead!
CHAPTER IV. THE SHADOW SEES

WHILE Merle Clussig, alone and unobserved was experiencing the prelude to death, Fate was playing
itstricky hand in thewhole affair. Clussg himsdf had signed his desth warrant when he had told the
telephone operator to admit no reportersto his apartment.

Down in the lobby of the Starleigh, avisitor waswaiting to see Merle Clussg. Clyde Burke, reporter
from the New Y ork Classic, had arrived less than five minutes after the inventor had gone upgtairs.

Seated in one of the uncomfortable lobby chairs, Clyde was puzzling over certain incidents which had
attended hisarrival here. At the Classic office, the reporter had received atelephone call from Burbank.
He had been ingtructed to look up Merle Clussig and obtain an interview.

Clyde was areporter who could exert the privilege of choosing his own assignments. He had | ft the
Classc office promptly. He had arrived at the Starleigh in ataxicab. Something had occurred
immediately.

Approaching the gpartment house, Clyde had observed a man coming out. The fellow had walked dong
with apeculiar gait. Clyde had seen hisface benesth the light of astreet lamp. The sight of that
countenance had caused the reporter to stop in wondering amazement.

Asapolicereporter, Clyde had come openly in contact with certain persons of the underworld. Asan
agent of The Shadow, Clyde had aso encountered such individuas on other occasions. Clyde seldom
forgot aface, and, thisone was familiar to him. That square jaw, with its pock-marked chin, wasthe sgn
of recognition.



"Spud" Jagron, small-time racketeer, who had disappeared some time ago - he was the man whom
Clyde Burke saw upon the street. Spud, Clyde recdled, had incurred the enmity of more influentia
racketeers, and it was generaly believed that he had paid the price of indiscretion.

Nevertheless, as Clyde had seen the man pass around the corner of the apartment building, he felt more
convinced that the fellow was Spud Jagron. He decided that the racketeer must be laying low, livinginan
obscure gpartment at the Starleigh.

IN the lobby of the gpartment house, Clyde had encountered his second surprise when he had
approached the little booth where the switchboard operator was stationed.

In responseto hisinquiry for Merle Clussig, the girl had asked if Clyde was areporter. When Clyde had
answered in the affirmative, naming the Classic asthe journd for which he worked, the operator had
stated that Mr. Clussig was not at home.

Instead of leaving, Clyde had decided to wait awhile. Time had rolled along. No one had comein or
gone out. The reporter had become impatient. His thoughts had been directed more toward Spud Jagron
than to Merle Clussg; now, with ten o'clock approaching, Clyde had decided that it was uselessto waste
further time.

The reporter approached the operator's booth. The girl looked up and spoke sharply.

"| told you that Mr. Clussig was out,” she stated. "1 do not know when he will return. Probably not
tonight.”

"No?" inquired Clyde, as he noted the girl'stone. "I had an ideathat he would be here. Would you mind
ringing histelephone to make surethat heisout?"

"I know that heisout,” asserted the girl.

"How do you know that?' quizzed Clyde.

"Because hetold me so," said the operator. "He told me that he was going out - that he would be out -"
"So far as reporters were concerned?” interposed Clyde.

The girl became impatient. She stared at Clyde Burke, and the reporter met her gaze with asmile.

"l understand,” he said. "'l should have known it in thefirst place. Mr. Clussig told you not to ring his
telephone - which meansthat heisout - if any reporter caled. Isthat it?!

"I have my ingtructions,”" snapped the girl. "That's enough.”

"Did Mr. Clussig give any reason for hisaction?' queried Clyde. "Did he state why he did not wish to see
reporters?!

"No," admitted the operator.

"That makesit different," asserted Clyde. "I have an ideawhy Mr. Clussig might not want to see
reporters. He wishesto avoid an interview. | came here for adifferent purpose. | have abusiness
proposa which might interest him. Signed articles, under hisown name. It isto his advantage to seeme.”

The operator hesitated. Clyde became convincing in manner.
"Suppose,”" he suggested, "that you cal Mr. Clussig. Simply tell him that Mr. Burkeis here, and would



like to speak to him. Mention that | came from the Classic, but do not refer to me as areporter.”
"If I cal him," declared the girl, "will you agree to leave in case he decides not to see you?”'
"Yes," replied Clyde.

"All right," said the operator.

Thegirl plugged the switchboard, and rang Clussig's gpartment. There was no answer. Again sherang;
il no reply. She looked toward Clyde in perplexity.

"He must bethere," said the operator. "He said positively that he would bein. That is, except to
reporters. Heis an odd sort of aman. | - | wonder if anything could have happened -"

"ToMr. Clussg?'

"Yes. | am surethat he did not go out. There was a stranger who came down the stairsjust after Mr.
Clussig went up. A terrible-looking man - hisface was ghastly. | wondered what he was doing here.”

"Did Mr. Clussg seem apprehensive when he went upstairs?”

"Yes," decided the operator, nodding. "He seemed quite worried. Heis not answering my ring. Do you
think -

Clyde Burke was prompt. He saw a sure way of reaching Merle Clussig. He responded with awise nod
of his head, and turned the operator's thought into a definite suggestion.

"It would be best," he declared, "to learn if Mr. Clussigisin his apartment.”

THE operator |eft the booth and went to the office. She returned with aman in shabby uniform, evidently
an attendant who served as both janitor and elevator man. She was explaining the Situation. The janitor
beckoned to Clyde Burke. He conducted the reporter to the elevator. They ascended to the third floor.

The janitor rapped on the door of Clussig's apartment. When no response was received, he unlocked the
door with a pass-key.

They found Clussg'sliving room deserted. Thejanitor knocked heavily at the inner door. Therewas no
response. The door refused to budge when the janitor tried it.

"He'sinthere," asserted thejanitor. "It's bolted from the other Sde. Say - thisguy Clussigisaqueer
duck. Maybe something's the matter with him. | don't want to cal a copper, but | guess|'ll haveto."

"How about a detective?' questioned Clyde.
"That's better," decided the janitor. "Comeon."

Heled the way across the hall to a deserted apartment. He called the operator and told her to get
detective headquarters. The janitor then handed the telephone to Clyde Burke.

The reporter heard a voice from the other end. He recognized the tones of Joe Cardona, ace detective of
the New Y ork force.

"Hello, Joe," volunteered Clyde. "Thisis Burke, of the Classic. Up at the Starleigh Apartmentsto
interview an inventor named Clussig. He'slocked in hisroom, and won't reply. Something may be
wrong!"



Clyde hung up the receiver and turned to the janitor. The reporter nodded.

"Detective Cardonawill be hereright away,” he said. "In the meantime, let's bang again. Maybe we can
get some answer."

It was not long before Joe Cardona arrived. The detective was not done. There were two men with him
- one, another detective, the other a police surgeon. Thiswas proof of Joe Cardonas confidencein
Clyde Burke's judgment. The detective knew that when the Classic reporter scented trouble, it waslikely
to exist.

"In that room?" queried Cardona, pointing to the locked door.
"Yes," returned Clyde. "Bolted from the other side.”

Cardonalooked carefully about him, to study the situation before he proceeded. He drew a blackjack
from his pocket, and dedlt avicious blow against the panel of the door, just above the knob. He repeated
the action. The panel cracked; then broke. Cardona thrust his hand through the opening, drew the bolt,
and swung the door inward. He held out arestraining hand as the others crowded forward.

MERLE CLUSSIG'S body wasin full view. The inventor's face was turned toward the door. It had a
blackened appearance. There was no question: Clussig was dead.

After ashort pause, Cardona strode into the room and went directly to the window. He raised the shade;
then, noting that the sash was locked, he smashed the glass to admit a current of fresh air without
disturbing the condition of the window frameitsdlf.

The police surgeon approached the body. He did not stoop over it until he was assured that the air in the
room had cleared. Then he began an examination.

He turned to Detective Joe Cardona.
"Carbon-monoxide poisoning,” he declared.
"Y ou mean from the door and window being closed?’ asked the detective. "The ar supply giving out?'

"No," returned the surgeon. "Thisis not a case of death by suffocation, produced smply by the
exhaugtion of oxygen in the air. Carbon monoxide gas has been admitted to this room."

"I've handled garage suicides," returned Cardona, "but they have dways been due to the exhaust from the
engine. What isthere around herethat could do it?"

"I do not know," admitted the surgeon. "Thisroom isjust about ar-tight. The carbon monoxide must
have risen from thefloor, until it overcamethisvictim.”

"If it'sbeen piped in here," declared Cardonagrimly, "well find out how."

Leaving his assstant in charge, Cardonawent down to the lobby. Clyde Burke accompanied him. There,
the detective cdled headquarters for more men. Clyde went to call the Classic office. Instead, he
telephoned Burbank. He reported what had happened.

It was when Clyde was returning across the lobby that he saw something which made him stop short.

The stairway beside the elevator was dimly lighted. Projecting from its edge was astreak of blackness
that lay aong the floor. Although that patch was motionless, Clyde knew its meaning. It indicated the
presence of an unseen being.



The Shadow had arrived!
"Burkd"

Cardonawas caling from beside the switchboard booth. Clyde moved in answer to the detective's
bidding. He found Joe talking to the operator.

"Thisgirl," announced Cardona, "states that a man came down the stairs and went out after Clussg had
gone up. She describes him as short and stocky - about my build - and saysthat he had abig, heavy jaw
that looked scarred. Y ou came in afew minutes afterward. Did you see any man who answered the
description she has given?”

"l did," returned Clyde. "I saw the man outside here. | thought | recognized him."
"Who?"' queried Cardona.

"Do you remember Spud Jagron?' asked Clyde. "The small-fry racketeer who got out of a couple of
jams, and thought he was abig shot?’

Clyde paused. Cardona, smiling sourly, was shaking his head. Evidently he doubted Clyde's recognition.

"Guessagain, Burke," said the detective. " Spud Jagron took the bump. | got it straight from three
different stool pigeons. Somered big shot sent him for aride. He never came back.”

"Maybe | waswrong, Joe. | thought | recognized Jagron, though.”

"I don't blame you, Burke. The girl's description sounds alot like Jagron. But Jagron got hisagood while
ago. No doubt about it.

"We've got agood tip, though. There'slots of boys on the force who know Jagron's mug, and if they're
out to find aguy that looks like him, they'll have agood gtart."

Cardona strode toward the elevator. Clyde followed. The reporter's eye swung toward the stairway.
Clyde saw the streak of blacknessfading asit drew away. He knew that The Shadow had heard.

THE wheezy devator was dow in its ascent. There was trouble opening the door. When Cardonaand
Clyde stepped out on the third floor, the reporter knew that there had been ample time for any oneto
come up by foot.

Ingtinctively, Clyde looked toward the opening to the stairway. Again, be saw a projecting blotch of
black.

The Shadow was herel

When Cardona reached the room where Clussig's body lay, he began a careful study of the place. He
closed the door to thelittle room, and noted that the barrier came against araised strip on the door sill.
No one could possibly have inserted any device beneath that door.

Cardona examined the window. The lock was strong. Through the broken pane, the detective tested the
bars. They did not yield.

Cardona strode from the inner room and examined the outer door of the gpartment. Itslock wasin good
order. Asthe detective returned to the center of the living room, Clyde looked beyond him to the hall.

There, the reporter saw an unnatura patch of blackness - amost a silhouette that rested againgt the wall.



Again, the reporter, secret agent of The Shadow, knew that his chief was close at hand.
Cardonas swarthy face was grim. The detective looked a Clyde Burke and spoke.

"Heresthe story," he declared. "Clussig came into his apartment. Someone could have entered, but it's
obvious that Clussig found the place empty. He went into the inner room and bolted the door. He began
to work at the desk. He died from carbon-monoxide poisoning.

"That gas couldn't have been there when Clussig camein. It generated while he was here. Somebody
arranged it. Therés only one answer. The gas must have been piped into the place. Wait until my men
arive. Well find out.”

I'T was not long before the detectives appeared. Their arriva was preceded by adistant clang of the
elevator door. Clyde Burke knew well that The Shadow would glide from the outer door when he heard
that noise. The deuths, when they reported to Cardona, said nothing of having seen any one.

"We're going to go through thislittle room," explained Cardona. "Take everything apart - dl the books
comedown - but it dl goes back like you found it. Get going.”

Clussig's body was removed. Clyde Burke watched the work that followed.

Detective Cardona had the status of an acting ingpector. He performed hiswork with unfailing method. In
the course of one hour, detectives had completely dismantled the room. All the objects moved had been
replaced. Nothing had been neglected. Even the desk, at Cardona’s order, had been taken apart. Y et
Cardona stood dgjected as he surveyed the reconstructed scene.

"We haven't found athing," he said, as he shook his head. "All weve learned isthat there was no
possible way for that deadly gasto get in here. It beats me, Burke."

The ace detective went over by the desk, and moved afew notebooks to the correct position in which
they first had been. As he stepped back, he noted the wastebasket standing benesth the desk.

Hetipped it onitsside, pointing inward a an angle - theway it had been when he had first seenit.

"That'sdl," decided Cardona. "I'm coming back here, Burke, to look for clews. But I've missed the one
thing | was sure must be here - either jets or atank. How that carbon monoxide entered this placeisa

mydery."

Motioning to his crew, Cardonaled the way from the apartment, after closing the inner door and bolting
it by reaching through the pandl. He locked the outer door, and the squad followed the chief. Clyde
Burke went with the detectives.

The reporter threw asidelong glance toward the dim blind end of the hall behind him. There he fancied
that he once again saw aformation of preternatural blackness - the indication of ahidden, spectra

shape.

Mystery had surrounded the death of Merle Clussig. Clyde Burke had watched the thorough search for
hidden gasjets. Like Detective Cardona, the reporter was baffled. Y et Clyde knew one fact that
Cardonadid not.

All during this exhausgtive search, hidden eyes had been watching. Where clews could escape the
cleverest of detectives, they could not elude the keen eyes of that superdeuth known as The Shadow.

The gpartment of desth was empty. It had been rearranged inits original condition. The Shadow had



seen the work; now it would be The Shadow's turn to ingtitute his own investigation.

Crime had struck tonight. Clyde Burke was confident that The Shadow, emerging from blackness, would
find agtarting point to war againgt the ingdious brain which had so amazingly designed the degth of Merle
Clussg!

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW'S DISCOVERY

SHORTLY after Clyde Burke had departed with the detectives, a shape moved at the end of the
corridor outside of Merle Clussig's gpartment. Thetall figure of The Shadow camein view. It seemed to
emerge from darkness like amateriaized form. Even in the light, The Shadow's appearance savored of
theincredible.

A being clad completely in black; one whose visage was invisible benesth the brim of adouch hat; a
personage whose hands were incased in gloves of inky hue - The Shadow appeared only as a mass of
darkness shaped to human form.

The black cloak swished asitswearer advanced. A lining of deep crimson flashed momentarily. The
Shadow stopped before the door of the apartment; metal clicked as his hand pressed a pick into the
lock. The door opened. The black form glided through. The door closed.

Within the gpartment of death, The Shadow produced asmdl flashlight. A bright spot of illumination - a
flickering disk of slver-dollar sze - pointed the way toward the room where Merle Clussg had died.

The Shadow's hand crept through the broken pand and drew back the bolt. A few moments later, this
mysterious investigator stood within the second room.

Thelight, flickering intermittently, traveled throughout the room. Sharp eyes peered from darkness,
studying the various spots where the detectives had made their search. The brilliant rays centered upon
the desk; they showed the chair in which Merle Clussig had been seated when he had met his doom.

With abrief ingpection, The Shadow had observed that Cardonas search had been a thorough one. Had
special pipes or hose apparatus been responsible for the injection of the deadly gas, the detectives would
certainly have discovered it. Until the mode of gaseous influx had been ascertained, there could be no
beginning of aclew.

The Shadow's purpose was to solve this problem, to learn whether the plotters of Merle Clussig's death
were merely clever contrivers at concealment or ingenious persons who had discovered some baffling
method of releasing carbon monoxide.

The flashlight continued to glimmer in the region of the desk. Cardonahad dismantled that piece of
furniture. He had discovered nothing within it. In such action, the detective had unwittingly followed the
course of reasoning which The Shadow now was taking.

The closer the outlet to the victim, the more surely and more rapidly would the deadly gas accomplishiits
effect. With thisfact in view, The Shadow began amethodica examination of the spot where Clussig had
been.

Thetiny light shone on the telephone; it passed to the surface of the desk, then to the chair; findly, it
flickered beneath the desk. It revealed the overturned wastebasket. A black-gloved hand cameinto the
gphere of light. The Shadow drew the wastebasket from beneath the desk.

The wastebasket was of meta construction. It was an ordinary trash container, with no possibility of



special compartments. Empty, the basket showed solid walls.

The keen eyes, asthey viewed those metal sides, spied something which Joe Cardona had completely
falled to notice. The walls of the basket were marked with ablackish stain.

The eyes of The Shadow studied the evidence that lay before them. It wasimpossibleto believe that an
open-topped wastebasket could have contained a quantity of free carbon monoxide. There was nothing
which could have retained the deadly gas. Y et the soft laugh which came from the hidden lips above the
light was one that indicated a sudden understanding.

Theflashlight disappeared. The wastebasket clicked as an invisible hand replaced it benesth the desk. A
dight swish was the only sound which marked the passage of The Shadow from the room.

What had The Shadow learned that would prove of vaue? Only The Shadow knew. His keen brain had
gained aclear inkling to the method whereby Merle Clussig had been so effectively murdered. The
aftermath was to come.

SOME time later, aclick sounded in adarkened room. A bluish light shone upon the polished surface of
atable. The hands of The Shadow - no longer gloved - appeared beneath the light. Upon the third finger
of the left hand glimmered a mysterious gem of deep, color-changing sparkles.

This stone, afire opa of unique value, was the symbol of The Shadow. It was arare jewel known asa
girasol - the only adornment which The Shadow carried.

The hands of The Shadow were living things of detached action as they moved upon the table. Long
fingers produced a pen and wrotein ink of vivid blue upon asheet of paper. The Shadow's thoughts
appeared in terse inscriptions - words which faded after they had been written and observed.

Methodicaly, The Shadow was tracing the course by which Merle Clussig had been dain. His statements
emphasized the fact that a death trap had been laid for the eectrical wizard. Someone - astranger who
had departed - had placed a sure snare for Clussig; and so effectively had the work been done that no
clew had remained for the police.

The hand of The Shadow wrote a name: the one which Clyde Burke had given to Joe Cardona. It was
that of Spud Jagron, the ex-racketeer who the detective had stated was dead. A soft laugh came from
The Shadow'slips as the name vanished.

Joe Cardona was acquainted with affairs of the underworld, yet The Shadow knew well that the star
detective was not always correct in hisfina assumptions. The Shadow had overheard the conversation
between Cardona, Burke, and the switchboard operator. He had his own way of learning what had
taken place in gangdom.

With quick strokes, The Shadow prepared a coded note. Astheink dried, his hands folded the sheet of
paper and placed it in an envelope. With another pen - one that inscribed aless vivid blue - The Shadow
wrote the name:

Clifford Mardand

The envel ope contained a message which would disappear after itsrecipient had perused it. It was anote
to Cliff Mardand, The Shadow's agent who operated in the bad |ands. Through Cliff, a capable worker
who was accepted by criminas as one of their ilk, The Shadow would learn the detail s of Spud Jagron's
fate.

The second note which The Shadow prepared was to Clyde Burke. It did not mention Spud Jagron's



name. Instead, it set forth definite ass gnments which the reporter, through his connection with the
Classic, wasto undertake.

Once again, The Shadow had gone a step beyond Joe Cardona. The detective had left Clussig's
gpartment with thoughts of hidden pipes and mechanica artifices. The Shadow was going directly to the
cause. Hisingructions to Clyde Burke ordered the reporter to look up data concerning experiments
which had been made with carbon monoxide gas.

The Shadow knew that he was dedling with asupermind who relied upon more than mere mechanical
means. Clussig's death, by carbon monoxide, meant that someone acquainted with the possibilities of that
gas had chosen it to ded desth.

Any schemer might well have pumped alethal flow into a closed room, but one who placed the gaseous
substance without the aid of mechanica contrivances must surely possess an advanced knowledge of the
chemicd qualities of carbon monoxide itself.

Why had Merle Clussig sought publicity? Why had he been dain? How had he been lulled to a sense of
security when anefarious scheme of desth dready threatened him?

These were questions which now confronted The Shadow. The master of deduction was still working in
the dark. He had divined that some discontent was rankling Clussig prior to the stroke of degth, yet no
clew existed to its cause.

Wheat part had been played by the stranger whom Clyde Burke had recognized as Spud Jagron? The
Shadow suspected that the man had placed the snare. Y et the whole plot savored of ascheming brain
behind it. The mystery of a supposedly dead gangster being in the vicinity of adesth trap aso showed the
presence of asupermind of crime.

THE SHADOW'S laugh sounded hollow beyond the circled range of light. There were problems
involved that made Merle Clussig's death gppear as but asingleincident. The Shadow knew that this
obscureinventor could be no morethan alink in alonger chain.

Where inventions were concerned, supercriminals could rise high by acquiring them. Inal of hisweird
wars with crime, The Shadow had encountered the most amazing situations when he had dealt with
scientific plotters. Murderous gangsters were men who could be met with bullets, but subtle perpetrators
of unknown purpose were ones who must be met with varied measures.

Tonight, The Shadow stood upon the threshold of startling adventures. Wl did he know that new and
unexpected developments were to be anticipated, that the playersin this drama of life and death had so
far been but partialy reveaed.

The demise of Merle Clussig was but the prelude to insidious Situations that would soon devel op.
Strategy would prove essentid, swiftness of action would be anecessity. New deaths might occur before
The Shadow could intervene; yet once the master had gained the key to the threatening power, he could
prevent the run of future crime.

The hands of The Shadow raised the two addressed envel opes and placed them in alarger one. Upon
thiswrapper, The Shadow inscribed the name and address of Rutledge Mann.

Through the contact agent, the messagesto Cliff Mardand and Clyde Burke would be delivered in the
morning.

The blue light clicked out. The laugh of The Shadow sounded in the darkness. It bore no mockery; it



carried no mirth. That laugh was agrim note of mysterious knowledge - a sound that indicated a struggle
of the future. Eerie tones echoed from the black-walled rooms of The Shadow's sanctum. Uncanny
reverberations died; then came silence. The room was empty.

NOT long afterward, Stanley, Lamont Cranston's chauffeur, was startled to hear his employer'svoice
gpeaking from the rear seat of the limousine. The car was parked on a side street near Times Square.
Stanley, watching those who were passing by, had neither seen nor heard his master enter the
automobile.

"Drive back to New Jersey, Stanley,” were the words of Lamont Cranston.

The chauffeur detected awearied note. Evidently Lamont Cranston had found nothing of interest in
Manhattan. So Stanley thought.

Little did he suppose that he was chauffeur for The Shadow - that tonight his master had aone gained the
clew to a crime which would excite New Y orkers on the morrow, when they read Clyde Burke's
journdigtic account of its baffling detaild

CHAPTER VI.VELDON SMILESAGAIN

ERIC VELDON was seated in the corner booth of the Garonne grill room. It was exactly twenty-four
hours since he had dined with Merle Clussig. Singularly, Vel don was keeping his gppointment with the
dead inventor.

A newspaper lay in front of the promoter. It contained another story relating to Merle Clussig; tonight,
however, the inventor's name was emblazoned in front-page headlines. The deeth of Merle Clussig had
crested asensation in the daily journds.

An evil amile crept over Veldon'slips. The promoter seemed to take acynica joy in the report that he
was reading. Only once did his mdicious leer fade. That was when he noted the statement that a man had
been seen leaving the Starleigh Apartments shortly after Clussig had arrived there.

Thefact that the police believed the intruder might be identified with the underworld seemed to displease
Veldon. The sneering lips regained their smile, however, when Ve don finished the brief account. There
was no mention of any name in connection with the man who had been seen at the apartment building.

A footstep sounded on the stone floor. Veldon looked up to see a sober-faced individua standing beside
histable. Lessening his smile, Veldon motioned to the other man to sit down. The arrival obeyed. He
took the same seat which Merle Clussig had occupied the night before.

"Good evening, Dusdtin,”" greeted Veldon. "1 am glad to seethat you are on time. | have an important
matter to discusswith you."

"So | supposed,” returned the other man. ™Y ou seemed very serious when you telephoned methis
afternoon.”

Veldon laid the newspaper aside. He noted that his companion looked toward the printed sheet. Veldon
studied Dustin warily. He suspected that an odd thought was in the man's mind. He put his opinion to the
test.

"Y ou have read about the Clussig case?' quizzed Veldon.

"Yes" nodded Dudtin. "'l don't likeit."



"l don't blame you," responded Veldon. "It shows that someone may have struck upon one of Wycroft
Dudtin'sorigind idess.”

"One of my ideas?' echoed Dusdtin.
"Yes" replied Veldon suavely. "Y ou recdl that dry ice which you manufactured with carbon monoxide?”

"That was your idea, Veldon!" exclaimed Dustin. "1 would never have thought of it if it had not been for
your suggestion!”

"Y ou performed the experiment,” reminded VVeldon. "After dl, you deserve credit for theinnovation. Itis
one of your own contributions to chemical research.”

WY CROFT DUSTIN'S face grew stern. This man was different from Merle Clussig. He seemed more
bus nesdike than the dead inventor, athough hisface bore the placidity of atypica experimenter.

"Thereisno usein arguing it, Veldon," asserted Dudtin. "Y ou talked with me regarding my experimentsin
neutralizing the effects of carbon monoxide. Y ou suggested that it might be possible to make dry ice-
which contains harmless carbon dioxide - with adeadly gas, namely carbon monoxide.

"| developed the idea purdly to have carbon monoxide available for my neutralizing experiments. My new
dry ice was successful - too much so. Its evaporation produced a much greater quantity of carbon
monoxide than | had anticipated. | never repested the experiment. | gave you the formula, however."

"Soyoudid," declared VVeldon thoughtfully. "I had forgotten that fact. Do you know, Dustin, this Clussig
death could have been brought about by that medium?”

"Certainly," returned Dustin serioudy. "The newspaper reports alarmed me. It would have been quite
possible for that unknown visitor to Clussig's apartment house to have | eft a quantity of dry ice containing
carbon monoxide. | read the news account only afew hours ago. | had thought about informing the
police of my concluson.”

"Very inadvisable," asserted VVeldon.

"So | decided," admitted Dustin. "1 redlized that | was actudly the experimenter who had produced a
deadly form of dry ice. | feared that the police might connect me with this unfortunate death. | have been
wondering, Vedon' - Dugtin's tone became amost gpologetic - "if you had ever met thisman Clussig.”

"I never heard of him before," said Ve don, with ashake of hishead.

"l am glad to hear that," remarked Dugtin, in ardieved tone. "1 knew that you promoted various forms of
inventions; | thought possibly that you might have been acquainted with Clussg.”

There was a short pause, while VVeldon again shook his head. Then Dustin spoke againin an
apprehensive tone.

"Y ou have always been interested,” he said, "in my dangerous discoveries. The sedative gaswhich
produces harmful effects; the powder which causes|ethal vapor; this dry ice with carbon monoxide - you
have the formulasfor al -"

"Forget them," interposed Veldon. "What | want, Dustin, isthe opportunity to promote your neutraizer.
Imagine the money to be made if every garage used it to offset carbon monoxide from exhaust pipes. |
could get big business men interested in such a product.”



"l am looking forward to results,” returned Dustin, becoming enthusiadtic. "My testswith palladium
chloride have been improved to make amore effective measurement of carbon monoxide when it exists
in the atmosphere of aroom. But so far asaneutraizing agent is concerned, | have not accomplished al
that | intended.

"I have followed the old method used in purifying the air of an oversurcharge of carbon dioxide, namely
by the use of sodium peroxide, which has the absorbent property which gives off an equivaent amount of
pure oxygen. Carbon monoxide, however, isingdious. Its neutralization must be accomplished with a
certainty -

"l understand,” interrupted Veldon. "However, | am interested in learning exactly what you have
accomplished. | believethat | can undertake a profitable promotion. Would it be possible, Dustin, for
you to make apecia experiment this evening?'

"For what purpose?'

"To ascertain, by careful measurement, the exact results which you have gained in neutralization of carbon
monoxide."

"I can do that,” nodded Dustin. ™Y ou understand, Veldon, that | have been prompted by two plans. One
isto eliminate carbon monoxide by the replacement of an equivaent amount of pure oxygen. The other is
to surcharge carbon monoxide with an additiona supply of oxygen, thus producing carbon dioxide,
which, lacking the poisonous qualities, would prove harmless unlessit occurred in alarge amount.”

"Givemedl your results” decided Veldon, "after you have made definite experiments tonight. Y ou can
return to your laboratory this evening?'

"Certainly,” said Dugtin. "I have aman there at present. The place will be open.”
"Good," said Veldon.

THE discussion was forgotten as the two men ordered their dinner. Wycroft Dustin was completely
ignorant of the fact that Eric Veldon had dined here with Merle Clussig on the preceding evening. There
was astrange similarity in the two occasions. On each, Veldon had acted asthe host; he had also
suggested specid work for his guest to perform during the evening.

Strangdly, Dustin's conversation again reverted to Merle Clussig. The chemical experimenter, asheae
his meal, began to talk of the dead inventor. The cause of Clussig's death was preying on hismind.

"I should notify the police,” Dugtin told Veldon. "I redly fed that it ismy duty. Suppose that the carbon
monoxide ice had been planted in that room, Veldon! It evaporates asrapidly asiceformed from carbon
dioxide. I can pictureit in my mind. Ice formed of carbon monoxide - hidden in that room, giving off its
terrible vapor!™

"Perhaps you areright, Dustin,” said Veldon. "However, the thought is not a pleasant one. Suppose we
forget it until tomorrow night. Y ou can meet me here for dinner. We can then discuss your tests. After
that, we can take up the matter of Clussig's unfortunate desth.”

"I note that the detectives searched for gas pipes,” perssted Dustin. "They found none, Veldon. That
makes me fed positive that someone has duplicated my experiments. Just think of it! Thedry ice could
have been carried in a compact rubber container -"

"Y ou seem to have aplotting mind," chuckled VVeldon. "Y ou must not forget your cdling, Dustin. You are
an experimenter, not a detective - or" - Veldon paused, and asmileflickered on hislips- "acrimind.”



Dustin was startled by the final words. The suggestion added to hisworriment. He wanted to make a
protest at Veldon's artful remark. He redlized that he, Wycroft Dustin, had actually produced a substance
which could be used by criminasfor the perpetration of abaffling crime.

Silence persisted as the men continued eating. Dustin was till worried. Veldon adopted a saturnine
expresson which did not dlay the chemigt's anxiety. When the meal was ended, Dustin stalked gloomily
from the grill room with VVeldon beside him. They parted outsde the hotdl.

"Y ou are going directly to your laboratory,”" reminded Vel don.
"Yes" promised Dudtin. "I shall meet you here tomorrow evening.”

The men shook hands. Wycroft Dustin entered a cab and gave adestination to the driver. Eric Veldon
retired to the quiet lobby of the hotel. There, the sallow-faced promoter entered a telephone booth and
made acall. When he again appeared in the lobby, hisface was gleaming with itsevil smile.

Ason the night before, Eric Veldon had adopted the countenance of afiend. Twenty-four hours had
elgpsed since his hideous smile had presaged doom for Merle Clussig. Tonight, that same smile boded
disaster for Wycroft Dugtin!

CHAPTER VII. THE SHADOW LEARNS

A SINGLE light was shining in asquare-walled room. Itsrays were reflected by glistening walls of
shining black. Even thefloor had the appearance of polished ebony; the furnishings of the room weredl
of the sameinky hue.

Standing in thisroom, so motionless that he seemed to be a part of the somber setting, was the Shadow.
Garbed in hishabitua black, he formed a sable-hued statue. It was not until his gloved hands appeared
from the folds of hisblack cloak that The Shadow became an object of life,

The gloves which The Shadow wore were formed of thick rubber. The master investigator wasin his
private laboratory. Before him, on ajet-black table, rested a polished black box. The Shadow opened
this object. The action revealed what appeared to be ablock of ice.

Vapor ascended in acurling smoke. A tiny heater was located close beside the box. Attached to it was a
thermometer. Simulating the temperature that had existed in Merle Clussig's gpartment, The Shadow was
watching the evaporative effect of acake of dry ice.

Thisamazing investigator had struck upon the truth. The dry ice which he was using was of the harmless
variety, being of the usud carbon dioxide formation. But through his observation of its effects, The
Shadow was learning what must have happened in Merle Clussig's room, where carbon monoxide
crystals had without any doubt been used.

The vapor from the box was showing aheavy emission of gas. In proportion, awastebasket filled with
dry ice of deadly formation could easily have produced Merle Clussig's death. The Shadow was putting
histheory to the test.

A light glimmered on the wall. The Shadow reached forward and picked up apair of ear phones, objects
which had lain amost invisibly upon the black-surfaced table. The Shadow spokein alow, weird
whisper. A familiar voice came over thewire:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report.”



"Word from Burke. He has|ocated an experimenter in the chemica neutralization of carbon monoxide.”
"Hisname."
"Wycroft Dudtin.”

"Telephone.”
"Apparently unlisted. It will beinmy file of unlisted numbers.

The Shadow's whisper became a sinister sound. The black-clad speaker was giving Burbank definite
ingtructions. Thiswork ended, The Shadow replaced the ear phones on the table. The light went out.
With his gloved hands, The Shadow raised the black box to watch the effects of the evaporation.

Definitely, The Shadow was getting to the cause of Merle Clussg's death. He had made atremendous
step in deduction; yet even his remarkabl e intuition had not brought him past the present conclusion.

MERLE CLUSSIG had been murdered by that deadly gas, carbon monoxide. Through its release, from
concentrated form in the shape of dry ice, the subtle death had been accomplished. Only a capable
experimenter could have prepared the killing substance.

The direct evidence, however, pointed to some chemist as being the deviser of the means by which
Clussig had been dain. Wycroft Dudtin, through Clyde Burke'sinquiries, had been spotted asthe
possible experimenter.

Still, the evidence did not go beyond Dustin, should he prove to be the man. There was nothing as yet to
prove Eric Vedon's connection with the monoxide case.

Thus Wycroft Dustin could logically be picked as aman responsible for Merle Clussig's death - but not
as aman whose own life was now being threatened. When The Shadow dedlt with subtle murderers, he
wove a perfect mesh about them. At present, his study of dry-ice evaporation was a necessary step;
hence he was intrusting other work to Burbank while he concluded thisimportant experiment.

Time passed. The bulb glistened on the wall. The Shadow's eyes turned from the box, wherethe dry ice
had nearly completed its process of evaporation. The black-clad experimenter picked up the ear phones
and spoke. Burbank answered.

"Cdll to Wycroft Dudtin," came Burbank's quiet tones. "His laboratory is open. His assgtant isthere. He
expects Dustinin an hour. | have given him the return number.”

The Shadow placed the ear phones on the table. The light went out. For long, tense moments, The
Shadow stood in concentrated thought.

Burbank had called Wycroft Dugtin's laboratory. He had |eft areturn number. That number was a booth
inthe Grand Central Station. Located at a nearby spot, Burbank would be watching the booth. A ring
there would indicate that Wycroft Dustin had returned to hislaboratory, and had called the number given
his assgtant.

Burbank would not answer the cdl. No one would answer it. Calsto public phone boothsin alarge
terminal invariably went unanswered. Burbank, however, would ingtantly notify The Shadow that Dustin
had returned to hislaboratory.

Should Dustin, by any chance, choose to look up the number which had been given hisassstant, he
would gain no clew whatever to Burbank's location. The Shadow had used this subterfuge in the past. It



invariably worked to perfection.

The Shadow, however, was not thinking of Burbank's arrangement. His keen brain was responding to a
new clew. Histhoughts were passing beyond Wycroft Dustin as a perpetrator of crime. The Shadow
was drawing adistinct paralle between Wycroft Dustin, now living, and Merle Clussig, who was now
dead.

Clussig had been an inventor. Dustin was an experimenter. Last night, Clussig had gone to his gpartment
to draw up alist of hispast inventions. Tonight, Dustin was returning to his laboratory, presumably to
engage in work.

Was there a connection between these similar courses? The Shadow saw one. He sensed the possibility
of anew crime that might be impending. When The Shadow gained such inklings, he resorted to one
definite method - swift action.

THE rubber gloves did from the long white hands that wore them. The girasol glittered on The Shadow's
finger. Sharp eyes, that shone vividly asthe gem, stared toward the tiny bulb upon thewal as The
Shadow donned another pair of gloves.

With aswift motion, The Shadow swept toward the end of the little laboratory. Histal form made a
contrasting splotch of blackness asit moved dong the polished floor. The Shadow's hand pressed a
switch. Theroom was plunged into Stygian darkness.

The echoes of agrim laugh sighed within the room. The eement of mirth waslacking, yet therewasa
grange tonein the shilant utterance.

The Shadow, in his report from Burbank, had received a statement of where Wycroft Dublin's laboratory
was located. The assistant had expected his employer back in an hour. There wastime for The Shadow
to reach that destination firg.

Until afew minutes ago, The Shadow had been seeking for aman engaged in crime. His purpose had
changed. Hisintuitive brain had pardleled two cases. The Shadow's mission wasto prevent another
stroke of crime.

Although he had gained no clew to the hidden perpetrator of evil, The Shadow knew that another victim
was entering the subtle toils of amurderer.

Merle Clussig had died; the jaws of doom were opening for Wycroft Dustin!
CHAPTER VIII. DEATH WINSAGAIN

A TAXICAB pulled up in front of an old building near Tenth Avenue. Wycroft Dugtin dighted, paid the
driver, and entered a doorway that showed in the sde of adingy wall. The chemist ascended aflight of
gloomy stairs and reached the top.

Here the scene changed. The ground floor of the building was a dilapidated place; the second story was
modern and well equipped. Wycroft Dustin had chosen this spot for his experimentd aboratory; he had
gpared no expensein planning it to suit his needs.

In the first room which he entered, Dustin encountered a peaked-faced little man clad in awhite coat.
Thiswas Garfield, Dugtin's assstant. The aid looked up in surprise when he saw his employer.

"I had not expected you so soon, Mr. Dustin,”" said Garfield. ™Y ou told me that you would not return until
after half past nine"



"I changed my plan, Garfield,” replied the chemigt. "Has anything occurred during my short absence from
the laboratory?"

The assstant glanced at alarge clock on thewall. It registered half past eight. Garfield nodded
thoughtfully.

"Therewas atdephone cdl,” he said. "Not more than ten minutes ago.”

"Fromwhom?"

"I do not know, sir. The man who called | eft areturn number, and wanted you to call immediately upon
your ariva."

"Cdl him, Garfield. When you get the number, summon me and | shal speek to the person. Wasthere
anything ds=?"

"Nothing important, sir. A man came to collect those old beakers and bottles. | helped him pack themin
theinner laboratory. An odd-looking chap, Mr. Dustin; he gave methe cregps. A funny-jawed face and

sary eyes-"

"Never mind the detalls, Garfield,” said Dustin. " Cdl the telephone number. | am starting work in the
inner laboratory.”

The chemist walked through a doorway and came to a bench in the inner room. The bench was | ocated
inasort of acove; eectric incandescents projected from three walls and the celling. Wycroft Dustin
turned on the lights one by one. Two bulbs refused to glimmer. Dustin merely ignored them. The
illumination was more than sufficient.

Thiswas Wycroft Dugtin's chosen spot. At this bench, he conducted dl hisfina experiments and tests.
Dustin was exacting in dl his methods, and he had adapted this acove to his use chiefly becauseit
offered the best place for complete illumination.

THE brilliant bulbs produced consderable heat. Dustin did not mind that fact. Hewasused toit. He
good in aglare that rivaed the Kleig lightsin a motion-picture sudio.

Equipment for thefinal testslay close at hand. Wycroft Dustin, as he began to set up apparatus, recalled
that he had worked here once in Eric Veldon's presence, and that the promoter had expressed his
admiration for the excellent arrangements.

All that Dustin now needed were compressed gas tanks that he kept in aside room. Garfield could bring
them later; at present there were preliminary detailsthat required atention.

Dustin arranged arow of hydrometer tubes,; he examined avaporizing device, and found it clogged.
While heworked to clear this piece of apparatus, Garfield entered the room.

"I have called the number, Sr," informed the assstant. "Thereisno reply.”
"Try it later on," ordered Dugtin.

Garfidd departed. Dudtin finished hiswork with the vaporizer. The chemigt felt annoyed. Garfield should
not have allowed the piece of gpparatus to remain in aclogged state. The assistant had evidently been lax
inone of his gppointed details of ingpection.

Wycroft Dustin mopped his forehead; it was becoming quite warm, herein the dcove. The chemist



looked at the brilliant incandescents, and turned out two of the offending lights. Thus made four blank
bulbs dtogether.

Dustin wondered at the heat. He had never been troubled by it before. With four lights out, however, he
should experience no further trouble.

Asthe chemist reached for a beaker, his hand wavered. Dustin gripped the edge of the bench. He had
been here no more than ten minutes, yet the heat from the accustomed lights had suddenly reached
mammoth proportions. Dustin's brain began to burn.

The man became incapable of action. He wobbled as he clung to the bench. He felt his hands dipping.
He reached out wildly and knocked two glass containersto the floor. The crash of the breaking jars
brought Garfield on the run.

"What's the matter, Sr!" exclaimed the assistant. "What has happened to you!"

Dustin'sform was dowly sinking. Garfield appeared ludicrous as he attempted to support the heavy
weight of his crumpling employer. The effort was too greet; Dugtin, leaning upon Garfield, caused the
ass stant to stagger backward.

Together, they moved away from the alcove. Out in the center of the room, Dustin collapsed completely,
and dipped from Garfie d's grasp.

Thelittle assstant stared into his employer'sface. Dugtin's eyes were staring. His face was dripping with
beads of perspiration. Hislipswere dry and parched. They moved weskly.

"Water!" he gasped. "Water! Bringit -"

Garfield bustled away and returned with aglass of water which he placed to Dustin'slips. The chemist
choked as he gulped thefluid.

"Morel" he gasped.

Garfidd brought up another glassful. Dustin trembled as he tried to seize the tumbler. Half of theliquid
contents poured over the chemist's face. Dustin sank prone upon the stone floor of the laboratory. He
panted fiercely and stared with glassy eyes.

"Youareill, Mr. Dugtin!" cried Garfield.
The chemist offered no reply. His breath was coming in long, wheezy groans.

Redlizing that he could do nothing further to aid his stricken chief, Garfield hurried to the outer room and
seized the telephone.

When Wycroft Dustin had chosen this building for hislaboratory, he had made arrangementswith a
physician who lived only afew blocks away. The doctor was prepared to render emergency service,
should an accident occur in the [aboratory.

Garfiedld was cdling the physician. He received a prompt response across the wire. Quickly, hetold the
medical man that Wycroft Dustin had met with an accident. The doctor promised to come at once.

Garfield went back to Wycroft Dustin'sSde. He did adl that he could to aid his stricken employer. He
shoved arolled-up burlap bag beneath the chemist's head. Dustin seemed in aterrible state of agony. His
dry lipsformed a single word, which he repeated soundlesdy.



"Burning,” he gasped. "Burning - burning -"

Each minute increased the man's misery. It seemed to Garfield that he could fedl atremendous hest that
emanated from Dugtin's body.

The assstant brought anew supply of water. Dustin was too week to even reach for it. The pupilsof his
eyeswere dilated. He was staring toward the ceiling as though picturing strange and terrible fantasies.

FOOTSTEPS made Garfield turn. He recogni zed the physician whom he had summoned. The doctor
had arrived promptly. He knelt beside Dustin, and placed his hand upon the man's forehead. With an
expression of amazement, the physician tared at Garfield.

"Thisisbeyond belief!" he exclaimed. "I never experienced a case of such terrific fever -"

A hoarse scream came from Wycroft Dugtin'slips. Vainly, the stricken man clawed at the stonefloor.
With amighty effort, he raised his body from the floor. He stared at the men beside him, asthough his
wild eyes pictured them as demons. Then, with a spasm of agony, Dustin sprawled hisbody sdewise,
and crashed to the floor. He did not move again.

The physician was bending over the chemist's body. Garfield, weakly and anxioudy watching, put forth a
question.

"Isthat - isit agood sign, doctor?' asked the assistant. Do you think we can get him to ahospital ?*
The physician raised his head and looked &t the assstant.

"Thereisnothing we can do," he declared. "The manisdead.”

"Dead!" cried Garfidd.

The physician's face was serious. Garfie d's expression showed intense amazement. While the two men
who had witnessed death faced each other, neither thought of turning toward the door. Hence they did
not see the strange phenomenon that occurred at that spot.

A figure had appeared at the open doorway. Tall, black, and spectrd, it had arrived at the moment of
Garfield's cry. Had ether the assstant or the physician seen that form, they would have takeniit for a
ghoulish mongter from another world, cometo view the passing of ahuman life.

Silently, The Shadow had reached his destination. He had sought to prevent the death of Wycroft Dustin.
He camein time to witness the death of the man whom he had arrived to save.

Fate had tricked The Shadow. Wycroft Dustin had returned an hour early; he had stepped into the
ingdioustrap which had been arranged for his doom.

The stone-floored laboratory; the knegling men beside the inert form of the dead chemi<t; the brilliant
lights shining from the little a cove which housed the workbench - these were the sghtswhich The
Shadow viewed.

The cloaked form stood motionless. Keen eyes surveyed the scene. No laugh came from hidden lips.
Grimly, The Shadow sought an explanation of Wycroft Dustin's sudden and unfortunate demise.

When the physician arose and beckoned to Garfield to follow to the outer room, the spectral shape of
The Shadow no longer stood on guard. The master of darkness had stepped away from view. Y et his
presence dill gaveitssgn.



A long splotch of blackness projected upon the floor of the outer room, coming from the doorway that
led to the dingy stairs. The physician was using the telephone to call the police. The law would study the
Strange degth of Wycroft Dusdtin.

After that, The Shadow's turn would come. Asin the case of Merle Clussig, The Shadow would seek for
methods too subtle for Joe Cardona to detect.

CHAPTER IX. CLEWSARE LINKED

DETECTIVE JOE CARDONA had arrived on the job. He was standing in Wycroft Dugtin'sinner
laboratory, turning his attention from the dead man to the living persons with whom he was speaking.

"What isyour opinion, Doctor Gregory?' questioned the detective, turning to the physician who had seen
Dudindie.

"Dustin died from afever," returned the doctor. "It was the most extraordinary casethat | have ever
witnessed. | had no opportunity to take histemperature. The symptoms, however, were obvious.”

A police surgeon who had arrived with Cardona voiced his agreement with Doctor Gregory's statement.
The detective appeared puzzled.

"It looks like a case of naturd death," he decided.

"Naturd, yes," said Doctor Gregory, "but dmaost beyond belief. Unless Dustin dready had an
extraordinarily high temperature when he cameinto the laboratory, | cannot understand how it increased
to such intensity within so short a space of time."

"You saw him comein," said Cardonato Garfidd. "Did he seemiill at thetime?"

"No," replied the assstant. "He seemed atrifle annoyed, that was dl. | wastelling him about the junkman
coming to get old bottles and beakers. | began to describe the fellow, and Mr. Dustin cut me short."

Cardona, like Dustin, gppeared to have no interest in the matter of the man who had come for bottles.
The detective was eyeing the dlcove with itsrange of brilliant lights. He walked in that direction, and
stood beside the workbench.

"It'shot here," was hiscomment. "Do you think that al of these lights could have had an effect on
Dudin?'

"Not unless histemperature was dready high," returned Doctor Gregory. "The excessive hest could have
added to his discomfort. It could not have produced afever.”

"Mr. Dustin turned out two of the bulbs," remarked Garfield. "Two were aready burned out, and | had
not replaced them because it was seldom that Mr. Dustin used dl thelights."

Joe Cardona clicked theindividua switches of the different incandescents. As Garfidd had stated, two
were burned out. Cardona extinguished one of the illuminated bulbs, and produced a handkerchief which
he used on his hand, while he removed the incandescent from the socket.

The detective walked from the warm a cove, and placed the bulb on atable. He saw that it was an
ordinary article. The detective shook his head as he turned to the men about him.

"| shal make areport of Dugtin'sdeath,” he stated. "1 think it would be advisable to take the body to the
morgue. From what you have said, Doctor Gregory, regarding theintensity of the man'sfever and the



sudden deeth it produced, | shall make astudy of Dustin's past activities. It might be possible that this
fever was put into his system before he came here tonight.”

"That isquite possible," agreed Doctor Gregory.

Wycroft Dustin's body was removed. The bright lights were extinguished. Garfield turned aswitch in the
outer room which plunged the entire laboratory in darkness. The men departed.

Joe Cardona had rejected any theory of death dedlt in the laboratory.

SILENCE remained. Then came afaint swishing sound. Someone wasin the laboratory. A form was
coming from asmall side room that adjoined the outer chamber. A tiny light flickered.

The Shadow had been stationed within hearing distance during the entire police investigation. His turn had
arrived. He was going over the ground which Joe Cardona had rgjected. Theflickering disk of light
approached the acove.

A soft laugh whispered in the gloom. Even in the act of approach, The Shadow had made adiscovery. It
lay within the confines of the acove.

One incandescent in the three-sided row was set at the edge of the acove. It was least conspicuous of
al. It could be seen only from within the alcoveitsdlf. Thiswas one of the burned-out incandescents.
Here, in darkness, it produced a strange phenomenon.

Through the frosted surface of the bulb glowed the dim rays of abluish light. The Shadow'storch threw a
steady flicker. The dull glow of the incandescent was no longer apparent. The Shadow's light, however,
revealed another fact.

Running down the inner corner of the acove was athin wire, visble only when viewed under the sharp
light of the torch. This passed beneath the workbench, into awooden box. The open top of the box
showed only cotton waste and crumpled pieces of paper.

The Shadow's light went out. The dead incandescent still showed itsfaint bluish glow. The hands of The
Shadow drew the box from the dcove. The dull glimmer of the incandescent vanished. The Shadow's
light showed the cause; the remova of the box had disconnected that tiny wire which ran up to the row of
lights

Another matter manifested itsalf benegth the probing flashlight. The remova of the box had broken a
connecting cord between the box and afloor plug under the bench. The cord remained, adhering to the
wall socket.

Theflashlight glimmered on the waste materid in the box. The Shadow's free hand removed the crumpled
paper and the mass of cotton. Embedded in this usdless material was asquare electrical transformer,
congtructed of black-painted metd.

The Shadow laughed. He knew the answer. He could reconstruct exactly what had happened. A man
had come to collect old bottles and beakers. That man had brought some boxes with him. Garfield had
aided him to pack up the junk.

Garfied, however, had not been watchful. The supposed junkman had accomplished a purpose other
than the collection of old bottles.

During convenient moments, probably when Garfield had unthinkingly gone to the outer laboratory to
look for more old bottles, the insdious visitor had placed this specid box beneath the workbench.



He had plugged its projecting cord into the wall socket. He had run its specia wire up to the row of
incandescents. He had inserted what appeared to be a burned-out bulb in the end of the row.

Rising, The Shadow turned hisflash-light's rays upon the incandescent which was now dead. He
unscrewed the bulb from its socket. The little wire dropped, dmost unnoticeably, to thefloor.

Again, The Shadow laughed.

Thiswasingenious. The mere remova of abox of waste; the smple act of unscrewing aburned-out
incandescent - these were sufficient to destroy dl evidence. Only asmal piece of wirewould remain
upon the floor. Waste and bulb would be thrown away. Nothing could remain to show the cause of
Wycroft Dugtin's degath.

The Shadow's flashlight flickered across the laboratory. It disappeared dtogether. From then on, The
Shadow's course was invisible. When next his presence became apparent, it was in the room which he
had |eft earlier in the evening - the black-walled |aboratory.

THE light switch clicked to reved The Shadow in his garb of sable hue. Upon the table, The Shadow
placed two objects, one was the transformer which he had removed from the box of waste; the other
was asmall package wrapped within a broad strip of rubber.

Donning hisrubber gloves, The Shadow unwrapped this and produced the incandescent which he had
taken from Dugtin'salcove.

Swift preparations followed. Soon the bulb was resting in an upright socket; to thiswas attached the
transformer. The Shadow screwed the bulb in place.

Therewas no sign of activity until the black-gloved hand pressed the light switch of the room. Darkness
came; withiit, the bluish-violet glow within the incandescent.

On came The Shadow's flashlight. A hammer poised above the incandescent. A short, quick stroke. The
glass was shattered. The bluish glow remained. It came, not from the bulb itsdlf, but from ashort tube
that was within the frosted glass of the incandescent.

The Shadow detached the transformer. While hisflashlight still focused its rays upon the discovered tube,
The Shadow'slaugh crept fantastically through the darkened laboratory. The weird investigator had
learned thefind details.

The tube within the bulb was the creation of some highly inventive mind - an intensified emanator of a
fever-producing ray. Its like was aready known to science, but this hest-causing apparatus was
obvioudy of greater power than any which had been previoudy produced.

Glowing within what appeared to be a dead incandescent, emitting its powerful raysthrough the aid of
the transformer, this tube had brought desth to Wycroft Dudtin. The chemist, standing steedily within its
unscreened range, had succumbed to itsterrific force.

Who had developed thisray?

The Shadow knew. Merle Clussig must be the man responsible. Clussig had died, through the use of dry
ice containing carbon monoxide, a deadly substance designed by Wycroft Dustin. Each victim had
unwittingly been responsible for the other's desth!

Some unknown schemer had played one against the other. No trace of hisevil identity had been |eft.
Merle Clussig could have reveded his name; so could have Wycroft Dustin. These men were dead, and



the fruits of their inventive and research genius belong to the plotter who had designed their doom!

What other secrets had been gained by this murderer? That question could not be answered until The
Shadow had gained the key to the unknown'sidentity. Well did The Shadow know that neither the
plotter nor his agent - the tool who bore aremarkable likeness to Spud Jagron - would return to the
scenes of crime.

The overturned wastebasket at Clussig's, the trash-buried transformer, and the burned-out incandescent
- these were clews which Joe Cardona had failed to discover. The murderer, however, had not reckoned
with The Shadow. The master of crime detection had found the clews and had linked them!

THE SHADOW'S |aboratory was empty. A light now glimmered in the sanctum. Bluish rays upon a
shining-topped table - white hands with their sparkling girasol sending back itsvivid flashes. The
Shadow's fingers were inscribing inked thoughts.

How had the murderer formed contact with Merle Clussg and Wycroft Dustin? Therewas only one
logicd answer.

He had unquestionably offered them possibilities for financia gain through the development of their
inventions. Both had intrusted him with their devices. By diminating both parties, he had gained al usage
for himsdf.

What promises had he made? Promotion was the answer. This unknown individual was undoubtedly a
man with recognized financia contacts. Possibly he had previoudy brought gain to inventors and research
pecidids.

The Shadow's hand was writing swiftly. Coded words appeared in vivid blue. Before the drying ink

could vanish, the hands closed the note and sedled it, in an envelope. Upon this, The Shadow inscribed
the name and address of Rutledge Mann.

Cliff Mardand was dready searching the underworld for clews to the disappearance of Spuds Jagron.
Tomorrow, Rutledge Mann would begin an investigation in The Shadow's service. Where Cliff was
working by stedlth and cunning, Mann would be open in his methods.

Asan investment broker, with awide range of activity, he would offer opportunities for those who might
be interested in the purchase of newly developed inventions. Through this course, Mann would learn the
identity of financiers mogt likely to seek such offerings.

The Shadow had correctly visoned atriangle of circumstance. Merle Clussg and Wycroft Dustin
represented two points; the third was some man of money who they believed was ready to cepitdize the
results of their ability.

Somewhere within that triangle lay the hidden murderer. He had dain the two creators who knew his
identity, but the moneyed man with whom he had negotiated had evidently not been touched. Perhaps
that man'slife was a so threatened; perhaps not. At any rate, The Shadow sought the financier - through
him to learn the identity of the superdayer.

With the aid of his capable agents, The Shadow was reaching out to avenge past crime, and to prevent
the stroke of greater evil that might lay ahead. It was The Shadow's am to thwart a dangerous crook
before the villain could launch afierce campaign of terror.

To date, The Shadow had not encountered Eric Veldon; yet the master of darkness was directly on the
trail of the man with the fiendish smile. Eventudly, their paths would meet. The Shadow had linked the



clewsthat wereleading to that meseting!
CHAPTER X. THE FIRST REPORT

TO the underworld, The Shadow was known as alone wolf who battled crime. None had an inkling to
his methods. There were those who had sought to thwart The Shadow. They no longer lived.

The eyes of The Shadow were dways focused upon affairsin gangdom. So uncanny was The Shadow's
ability to learn the facts of impending crimethat it was generally conceded that The Shadow visited the
bad lands himself whenever the occasion demanded.

Thus mobsters were constantly on the lookout for The Shadow. Reward and fame awaited the skulking
gunman who could terminate the career of thisterrible being who was caled The Shadow.

The Shadow, however, was ever eusive. He never appeared until crime was dueto break. Then he
arrived, conquered and departed.

No onein the bad lands had ever solved the full secret of The Shadow's strategy. There were timeswhen
the master deuth prowled the underworld at random, but those times were few. While crime waslatent in
gangland, The Shadow devoted his attention to other matters.

How, then, did he gain an inkling of approaching deeds of desperate crime? Mobsters did not know.
Those who did know were The Shadow and his agents. For The Shadow, as a preliminary to hisown
operations, frequently sent trusted men on errandsin the underworld.

Of the Shadow's agents, the one most suited to gangland investigation was Clifford Mardand. Thisman
had had a picturesque career.

Cliff had served timein Sing Sing for a crime which he had not committed. Only The Shadow knew that
fact. He had taken Cliff into hisservice. Cliff, in turn, had preserved his own reputation among crooks.
Hewasknown as akiller - afreelance mobster of enviable repute.

Cliff Mardand dways had abank roll. He never appeared anxiousto throw in hislot with the mob
leaders who wanted his services. Cliff knew the big shots; he gave ddliberate consideration whenever he
was offered alieutenancy.

Thiswas proof of The Shadow's Strategy. The stool pigeons whom the police employed as agents were
skulking smdl-fry, easily spotted if they tried to learn too much. But Cliff Mardand, the man who spied
for The Shadow, was recognized as asuperior type of crook. Whenever he was absent from the haunts
of gangland, it was presumed that he was pulling some big job. Cliff dways returned with plenty of
money in pocket.

ON the night after Wycroft Dustin's strange death, Cliff Mardand was present at a gangster hang-out
known asthe Black Ship. Thiswasthe third successive visit that he had made to that notorious dive.
Two nights ago, Cliff had dropped in from nowhere. Last night, he had arrived a second time.
Apparently, hisonly purpose was the renewal of old acquaintances.

Seated at acorner table in the Black Ship, Cliff was spied by a scrawny, hunch-shouldered mobster who
chanced to enter. Thefdlow came sdling in Cliff'sdirection and his mealy mouth formed an ugly smileas
he seated himsdlf opposite. Cliff Mardand, cam-faced and stolid in demeanor, gave adight nod ashe
recognized this old acquaintance.

"Héllo, Punks" said Cliff.



"Hdlo, Cliff," returned the mealy-mouthed gangster. "Where you been keepin' yoursdlf?*
"Out of town," replied Cliff in anoncommittal tone.

Thiswasthe regular form of greeting that Cliff had given to other old acquaintances. Every timea
mobster had accosted him, he had let the fellow do the talking. This particular denizen of the underworld,
"Punks’ Gumbert, was no different from many of the otherswith whom Cliff had exchanged brief words.

"Ain't seen you often since we was out of the Big House," asserted Punks. "Guess you've been doin' like
| have - playin' aclose game."

Cliff nodded. Punks Gumbert had beenin Sing Sing during Cliff'sterm of resdence a that indtitution.

"l @n't askin' none of your business,”" continued Punks, "'becauseit's your business - not mine. But | ain't
got no reason to keep mum on my own layout. I'm runnin’ with Duke Scurley, an' it'sagresat racket.”

Cliff had heard of "Duke" Scurley. The man was aformer mobster who had turned to racketeering.
Scurley had amob, and Punks Gumbert was evidently atypica henchman.

"If you ain't doin' nothin'," resumed Punks, in afriendly tone, "I can square you in with Duke Scurley.”

Cliff gave no sgn of being interested in the offer. He did, however, make a comment which brought agrin
from Punks Gumbert.

"Short-handed?' questioned Cliff. "What does that mean - isthe racket spreading out or have some of
the gang taken the bump?"

"Both," responded Punks. " Say, you figure things quick, Cliff. Y ou know how the racketswork. Oncein
awhile some guys get theirs.”

"From the bulls?' questioned Cliff camly.

"Naw," Punks shook his head, "Y ou don't think I'd be in the graft if there was trouble with the bulls, do
you?| don't want to go back up theriver."

"So| thought.”

"There'swise guysthat mooch in every racket, Cliff. That is, guysthat think they're wise - until they bump
up with Duke Scurley. He shows 'em different.”

Cliff shrugged his shoulders. The gesture indicated that he was not interested in the affairs of Duke
Scurley.

The action made Punks Gumbert more anxious to explain himself.

"Dukesadl right," asserted the gangster. "He don't take nobody for aride, except the guysthat havetried
to double-cross him. | could tell you how Duke works."

"The same as every one else, probably.”

PUNKS GUMBERT leered. He looked about him to make sure that no one was listening. Leaning
across the table, he spoke in a hoarse whisper.

"Ligten, Cliff," were hiswords. "Duke Scurley ain't no douch. He's awise bimbo. When he puts'em on
the spat, they just dide out. Savvy?!



"They dl dide out anyway,” commented Cliff.

"Not like Duke doesit," retorted Punks. "Say - he don't leave no corpses layin' around on dump heaps.
Where they go - well, Duke's the guy that knows. Listen - maybe you've heard about afew smart
gazebos who went for rides and never came back. But you don't know what's become of ‘em.”

"No." Cliff'smanner became derisive. "What are you doing, Punks? Handing me riddles?*

"l an't kiddin', Cliff," protested Punks. "Y ou've heard of Sailor Cook, ain't you? He went for aride,
didn't he? Did they ever find him full of lead?Y ou bet they didn't. I'll tell you another guy's name, too.
Spud Jagron. Did you ever hear of him?”

Cliff had. His purpose here in the underworld was to gain traces of Spud Jagron. The Shadow's agent,
however, gave no sign of interest in the name. Cliff nodded dowly, as though the mention of Spud Jagron
had brought up dim recollections.

"Duke Scurley took both of them guysfor aride," declared Punks. "1 waswith him. | seen what
happened to them. That'swhy | know how wise Dukeis."

"What does he use?' snorted Cliff. "Gold-plated bullets? To make them fed good when they're going
out?'

"He don't do nothin' to 'em!” returned Punks, triumphantly. "He leaves that for some other guy. He takes
‘em for aride dl right; but he drops 'em off and some other bimbo picks ‘em up to do the dirty work.”

"Taking chances, ian't he."

"Have they come back? None of 'em. Listen, Cliff. Duke has got aracket that has me buffaoed. He gets
rid of them eggs that he doesn't want - and that ain't dl of it. I'm puttin’ you wise because | know you.
Duke Scurley get'sagrand for every one of them guys he getsrid of "

"Have you gone goofy, Punks?' questioned Cliff. "I didn't know you played theloop joints. Let's see
your arm - | want to look for needle points.”

"Think I'm kiddin' you?' laughed Punks. "Wel, | ain't. I'vetold you thelay. Listen to therest of it. I'min
right with Duke Scurley, see? One night, | hear him gettin' aphone call. Says O.K. to somethin' - and
wants to know about the dough.

"After that, we grab Sailor Cook and take him for aride. We got him tied and gagged. Duke drivesway
uptown somewhere - | don't know where the place is, because I'm in the back seat shovin' agat into
Salor'sribs.

"We pull up by alittle dleyway, outside of an old empty house. We dump Sailor inthe dley. We go out
and wait. After about five minutes, Duke takes alook. Says O.K. Weride away.

"Y ou know what happened? Somebody grabbed Sailor Cook and took him out the other end of the
dley.

"We done the same thing with Spud Jagron. And there's other smart wisenheimersthat have gonethe
sameroute. A grand, Duke Scurley gets, for each of 'em - for gettin' rid of guys he don't want.”

"A chegp racket,” commented Cliff.
"That ain't Duke'sracket," protested Punks. "That's just asideline. Say - Duke needsagood guy like



you for hismob. Stick along with me, Cliff - youremy pal, see?1'll get you in the money - and if you
don't believe this story 1've been handin' you, come dong and seeit for yoursdf.”

"What is Dukesregular racket?' quizzed Cliff.

"A protective association,” explained Punks. "Y ou know the idea. He shakes down warehouse owners.
If they don't come across with dough, weraid their vans. Thetroubleis, guyslike Sailor Cook and Spud
Jagron get the idea of startin' aracket on their own. When Duke seesthat, he getsrid of ‘em. Savvy?"

Cliff Mardand considered. He gave no sign of being interested in Punks Gumbert's proposal. Yet he
made no refusal of the offer; and that fact caused Punks to become urgent. The mealy-mouthed gangster
began an account of racketeering operations. He pointed out soft waysto make money.

"Get with Duke Scurley," advised Punks. "I'll put you wise to the way to work with him. Y ou'll bein soft,
Cliff, 'mtdlin you -"

"All right," decided Cliff. "When do you want to take me to see Duke?"
"Tomorrow night," returned Punks.
"All st," sad Cliff, risng from thetable. "I'll meet you here, Punks."

THE scrawny gangster grinned as Cliff departed. Punks Gumbert saw a prosperous future. It would fix
him well with Duke Scurley to bring in so capable aworker as Cliff Mardand. Moreover, with Cliff ashis
pa, Punkswould gain higher statusin Duke's outfit.

Punks, in reviewing his conversation with Cliff, thought that the most important phase had been the
conclusion. Punks, in his description of what had happened to Spud Jagron, had been merely
endeavoring to excite Cliff Mardand'sinterest.

To Cliff, however, the preliminary discussion had decided his plan of action. Cliff had cometo the Black
Ship on three successive nights, hoping for some break that would give him aclew to how Spud Jagron
had been bumped off. He had gained the break - and with it the knowledge that Spud Jagron might till
bedivel

If s0, where was Spud Jagron now? The gangster with the scarred jaw had not been seenin the
underworld. Police and gangsters, dlike, believed him dead. There was mystery here - and the key to it
lay through contact with Duke Scurley.

Cliff Mardand had read the accounts of two deaths; he knew that the police regarded Merle Clussig's
end as murder and that strange circumstances shrouded the demise of Dustin.

Cliff knew nothing of what The Shadow might have learned. At the sametime, he redlized that somehow,
Spud Jagron must be connected with one or both cases.

The situation seemed incredible. How could Spud Jagron till be alive - and yet not seeking vengeance
against Duke Scurley, who had taken him for a one-way ride?

Was Sailor Cook aso living?

The answers were unfathomable to Cliff, but they would not be to The Shadow. Cliff Mardand's report
would weld another link in the chain which was being formed to reach the source of strange crime.

Cliff knew wdl what his next ingtructions would be: to join with Duke Scurley and to learn the spot where



the gang leader took hisvictims.

With athousand dollars waiting for each gangster that he delivered, Duke Scurley would soon send
another victim aong the route which the others had followed. Cliff Mardand, as Duke's underling, could
gain insght into what had happened to Spud Jagron. That, Cliff felt sure, would lead to someone higher
up - the crime master whom The Shadow sought!

The deaths of Merle Clussig and Wycroft Dustin were linked with the strange fate of Spud Jagron. That
was something which Cliff Mardand knew must be true - something which hitherto, only The Shadow
hed known!

CHAPTER XI. A STRANGE VISIT

THE SHADOW wasin his sanctum. Before him, on the illuminated table, lay areport from Cliff
Mardand. One day had eapsed since Cliff's meeting with Punks Gumbert. During that time. Cliff had
communicated with The Shadow and had received ordersin return. This message was the assurance that
tonight Cliff would certainly meet Duke Scurley, the racketeer who had put Spud Jagron on the spot.

Another report gppeared between The Shadow's hands. Thiswas from Rutledge Mann. The investment
broker had followed ingtructions, but so far had received no repliesto his attempt to interest financiersin
new inventive products.

There was grimness in the whispered laugh that come from The Shadow's unseen lips. The Shadow
knew that he was dealing with amaster plotter - aman who moved with convincing precison. Merle
Clussig - Wycroft Dustin - both had known the identity of the supercrook; both had died.

Would Duke Scurley aso prove ablind clew? The future alone would tell. It was probable that the
unknown plotter behind the game of ingdious murder had been cagy in his dedlings with Duke Scurley.

Much depended upon Rutledge Mann. If the investment broker could discover afinancier linked in any
way with either Merle Clussig or Wycroft Dustin, adefinite step would be taken.

Again, The Shadow laughed. Hisweird mirth betokened afurther thought. The unknown plotter had
duped both Clussig and Dustin, because they possessed scientific skill which he required. Werethere
other persons, of amilar ability whose services had a so been turned to usage?

The Shadow was seeking to uncover such persons. A new report appeared as evidence of that fact. This
was from Clyde Burke. The reporter had been accumulating al the data that could be gained through the
Classc office. Hisligts, however, were apparently of no importance.

A typewritten column gave the names of various men whose scientific accomplishments were recogni zed.
Columned besde these were the particular branches of work which these individuals had performed. It
was not in the lists themselves that The Shadow gained the thought which ingpired his next action. It was
inthelack of datathat he found the inspiration.

Across the bottom of the typewritten sheet, he wrote two wordsin ink:
Medica Developments.
The words dried, then faded.

Their meaning was plain. In his quest for data which might be useful to The Shadow, Clyde Burke had
uncovered news of no scientific devices which might be used in crime; dso, however, he had produced
no information referring to recent developmentsin medica science.



Ear phones appeared. A tiny light flickered from darkness. Burbank's voice quickly responded as The
Shadow spoke.

"Ingtructionsto Burke," ordered The Shadow. "Obtain names of al phys cians who have produced new
methods or theories. Report complete data as soon as obtained.”

Darkness pervaded the sanctum. When this order had been accomplished, The Shadow would have at
his disposd thefind details that would enable him to eiminate dl possible fields wherein the hand of the
master plotter might be found.

Somewhere in Manhattan, isolated from discovery, might be athird dupe who shared the knowledge
which Merle Clussig and Wycroft Dustin had possessed, namely, the ability to point out the evil man
whom The Shadow sought! Until the last possibility had been eiminated, The Shadow would seek for
such anindividud.

EVEN while The Shadow's keen brain was working on this problem, definite proof of histheory existed
in another section of Manhattan. A tall, dark-haired man with furrowed brow was nervoudy pacing back
and forth within the confines of a sumptuous living room.

A phonebdll jingled. Thetal man strode to atable and picked up the receiver. He spokein short,
brusque terms:

"Thisis Doctor Joseph Barratini," were hiswords. "Who?... Oh. Yes. Y ou say Doctor Rupert Sayreis
waiting downgtairs?... Very good. Tell him to come up immediately.”

Doctor Barratini hung up the receiver and walked over to thewindow. From thisroom, highupina
mammoth Manhattan gpartment building, he could see the myriad lights of the vadt city. Somethingin the
scene made him shudder, as though he feared hidden places among those lights.

There was aknock at the outer door. Barratini steadied himself with an effort. Hisface became
composed. He strode across the room and opened the door to admit a serious-faced young man who
gave afriendly nod and extended his hand.

Thiswas Doctor Rupert Sayre.
Barratini invited hisguest to Sit down. Cigars were lighted; the visitor looked quizzicaly toward his host.

There was areason for Doctor Sayre's attitude. Although he had gained an enviable reputation asa
practicing surgeon, Rupert Sayre was far younger than Joseph Barratini. He wondered why he had been
cdled here a Barratini's urgent request.

The older man seemed to understand the other's mental question. Y et Joseph Barratini was|oath to
gpeak. He arose from his chair, strolled to the window and peered out toward the lights of the city, while
Rupert Sayre wondered. At length, Barratini swung and gazed steadily toward the young physician
before him.

"Sayre" hesaid, inathick voice, "I called you here this evening to discuss amatter which is of vitd
importance to my welfare. It involves a question which cannot be considered purely from an ethicd
standpoint.

"I want to talk to you. | want to ask your advice asafriend. Let usforget that we are medical men -
except for the fact that you may understand certain impul ses that guided me under unusua circumstances.
So | have your confidence?"



Barratini'stone, more than hiswords, caused Sayre to nod his head. It was evident that the elder
physician was troubled. His frank statement was one which Sayre could not follow by refusal.

Barratini seemed rdieved. He sat down.

"Y ou know my reputation,” began Doctor Barrtini. "Despite the fact that ill fortune has followed me
throughout my medica career, | have gained internationa fame through my accomplishmentsin brain

surgery.

"I made afortune during the regime of the Russian czar. | lost it when the empirefell. A refugee, | found a
suitable abodein Spain. There | gained new wedth until the monarchy ended and King Alphonso went
into exile. A royaist by necessity - for my practice depended upon the support of the nobility - | was
forced to flee the country. | went to South America; findly, | reached New Y ork."

RUPERT SAY RE had heard the story of Joseph Barratini's misfortunes. To him, thisinternationa
surgeon was a man who deserved admiration. Barratini, with his knowledge of medical science, had
awaysfound his servicesin high demand and had adways managed to recoup his losses.

"Inthe course of my travels" resumed Barratini, "l found varied cusomsin different lands. | saw
specimens of our race who could scarcely be classed as higher typesthan gorillas. | learned to hold
contempt for individuals of brutish caliber - the type which condtitutes the average American criminal.

"Herein New Y ork, where freedom of speechisprevalent, | advanced atheory which | long had held:
namely, that brain surgery performed upon criminaswould be judtified by itsresults. Others had
advocated the same practice; yet my recommendation was greeted with disapproval. Americans, it
seems, are governed by a maudlin sentiment, even where science is concerned.”

Rupert Sayre smiled. He knew of Barratini's statements, of the furor they had created in limited surgical
circles. There had been antagonism toward Barratini; he had been advised to keep his suggestion to
himself. Under this protest, he had refrained from further discussion of the subject.

"One man, however," resumed Barratini, "gppeared interested in my suggestions. It was dueto his
reactionsthat | became involved in the strange circumstances which now entangle mein their mesh.”

"A physician?' questioned Sayre.

"No," replied Barratini, lowering histone. "The man'snameis Eric Veldon. Heisapromoter of scientific
inventions

"l never heard of him."

"Probably not. Veldon isvery secretivein dl hisactions. Heis something of ascientist and an
experimenter. His knowledge of medicine - and surgery - issurprising.”

"Veldon took to your theories?!

"Y es, He came hereto my apartment. He talked persuasively. He stated that he had taken in acriminal
who had been serioudly injured; that an operation upon the man would be necessary. He asked if | would

performit.”
"And you agreed?"

"No. | smply agreed to vigt theinjured man. Veldon ingsted that | wear ablindfold whilel rodein his
car, | agreed, purdly because of my curiosity. | have aways enjoyed adventure; and | could understand



why Ve don wanted to keep the subject's hiding place a secret. That, Sayre, was the beginning of the
network which has entangled me."

Barratini arose from his chair. He drew long puffs on his cigar as he paced the room. He wore the
expression of aman who feared he had said too much; then, observing Sayre's sympathetic countenance,
Barratini paused to resume hisstory.

"WE arrived at an isolated house," he sated. "I believethat it is somewhereon Long Idand. Thatisal |
know. | took no instruments for asurgical operation. It wasto be an examination - that was all.

"Imagine, Sayre, my amazement when | reached Veldon's unknown place. He took meinto acompletely
fitted operating room. There, bound to atable, was the crimina. The man was uninjured, Sayre! He was
in aperfect date of hedth!”

"Veldon had deceived you!" exclamed Sayre.

"Exactly," resumed Barratini. "That was not al. He proceeded to thresten me. He drew arevolver and a
fierce expression of maice appeared upon hisface. He told me that he had listened to my theories - he
repeated many of my statements word for word. He ordered me to operate - or die."

"For what purpose?’

"To reduce the criminal to the state of amere human mechanism - to perform the miracleswhich |
believed were possible through brain surgery. | was called upon to remold abrain to its primitive Sate.”

"You refused?"

"That wasimpossible. Veldon could have killed me. | saw that | must accede to his demands. Then,
Sayre adeep interest seized me. | waswilling to proceed, that | might test the proof of my theories. |
regret the desire - exceedingly - yet the circumstances offered me no choice. | performed the operation.
Veldon drove me, blindfolded, back to New York inmy car.”

"And after that?'

Sayre's question had amarked effect upon Barratini. Thetall physician dumped into his chair and
pressed his hands againgt hisforehead.

"Sayre," he whispered, "I heard nothing for two weeks. Then, one evening, there was arap upon my
door. | opened it. Imagine my amazement to see the very man upon whom | had operated!”

"Thecrimind?'

"Yes, but acrimina no longer. An automaton - afigure who moved with grim, mechanica determination,
a creature who approached me with staring eyes. The man gave me an envelope. | opened it. Within, |
found one thousand dollars.”

"Payment from VVeldon.”

"Y es. But the man remained. He looked at me with steady eyes and said oneword: 'Come.’ | shrugged
my shoulders. The staring man produced arevolver. He would have shot me where | stood had | not
promptly obeyed his order.

"I accompanied this transformed crook to the street. There the human automaton pointed to alarge
automobile. | entered. The door shut. | could not openiit. | could not see through the windows. Sayre, |



was a prisoner!”
"Amazing!" exclamed Sayre.

"That isnot al,” resumed Barratini. "The car sarted. | knew that the automaton was at the whed!. | found
alight and illuminated the interior of the car. When the journey ended, the door opened and | found
mysdf a Vedon's house. He was awaiting me. He wore hisvicious smile. Hetold me that therewasa
new task. Another operation.”

"Another crimind?'

"Yes. | performed the operation. Thefirst man drove me home. Two weeks passed. Then came an
unexpected vigitor - the second man.

"Imagineit, Sayre - to seethisliving proof of how effective my skill had been - acriminal, possessing dl
hisintuition and ingtinct, but lacking dl initiative other than that supplied by hismaster, Eric Veldon!”

"Incredible!" gasped Sayre.

"That was not the end,” said Barratini in aweary tone. "More operations followed. Alwaysthe same
procedure. Each subject appeared in person, bearing my payment, to summon meto anew task. | was
afraid to disobey. | feared Veldon's enmity. Now, Sayre, | have reached aterrible dilemma.”

"Has Ve don made new demands?'

"No, but | have cometo afearful redization." Barratini paused. He picked up anewspaper. "1 have read
of two strange deeths. An dectrica experimenter named Clussig has been murdered. A chemist named
Dustin died mysterioudy. Can these deaths be the work of Eric Veldon?'

"Possbly," admitted Rupert Sayre. "From what you have told me, the man must possessfiendish traits.”

"Heisafiend," asserted Barratini. "1 must learn the location of hishiding place. Sayre, | am counting on
you to help me-"

Barratini'slow whisper died on hislips. The black-haired physician stared at his companion with bulging
eyes. Rupert Sayre heard the cause of Barratini's darm. Someone was knocking at the door. Raps were
coming in steady, rhythmic beats.

"It isthe summong!" whispered Barratini. "Another victim has cometo Eric Veldon's abode. Help me,
Sayre! Help me!”

CHAPTER XIl. A TRAP CLOSES

THERE was a pause in the rapping at the door. Then came heavy thuds, repeated with a stern, impatient
stroke. Joseph Barratini turned to Rupert Sayre. The older man's face was aghast.

"Answer it!" whispered Sayre. "Answer it - after | have hidden.”

Springing to hisfest, the young physician moved hurriedly toward adoor at the Sde of theliving room.
Doctor Barratini, trembling, gripped hisarms and followed.

"What shal | do?" he questioned hopelesdy.

"Go with him," ordered Sayre. "My car isout front. | shall follow. After you have returned we can
discusswheat to do."



A look of elation appeared upon Barratini's face. He clasped Sayre's hand; then turned toward the door
where the heavy rapping was continuing its ceasal ess bedt.

"Just amoment!" caled Barratini. "Just amoment, outside therel”

Reaching the door, Barratini paused long enough to see that Rupert Sayre was out of sight. The
black-haired surgeon opened the door and stepped back.

A thin, cadaverous man stalked into the room. With swinging hand, he closed the door behind him and
approached Barratini with an ugly, steady gaze.

Rupert Sayre, eyeing the Stuation through the crevice of the Sde door, was horrified by the ghastly
scene. To the young physician, this exceeded the description which Barratini had given him.

The arriva was unquestionably thefina criminal upon whom the famous surgeon had operated. There
was recognition in Barratini's eye, and Sayre could see him shrinking away from the corpsdike visitor.

This creasture was amongter - and Barratini might well be the one who had created him. Fear and
remorse were registered upon the eminent surgeon's face, and Sayre could see his body tremble. For a
moment, the young doctor was ready to spring forth and grapple with the hideous visitor; then, likean
automatic figure, the man stopped, and his threatening gestures ended. Drawing ahand from his pocket,
he thrust an envelope toward Doctor Barratini.

The surgeon received the envelope. He fatered as he opened it. Crisp bank notes cameforthin
Barratini's hands. The physician sdled across the room and inserted the money in atable drawer. The
cadaverous man stalked dowly after him. Barratini turned to face this vigilant automaton who was

dogging his footsteps.
"Com n

The ugly creature uttered the summonsin a harsh voice. His hand again moved toward his pocket. Sayre
could see that whatever the brain-riddied crimind had lost in initiative, he had gained in purpose, under
the direction of Eric Veldon, the fiend who had sent him here.

Joseph Barratini smiled weakly. He bowed as he picked up his hat from a chair. Accompanied by the
summoner, he walked deliberately from the gpartment. At the door, however, he paused, to throw a
desperate glance toward the door where Rupert Sayre was hidden.

As soon as the outer door had closed behind Joseph Barratini and the corpse-like man, Rupert Sayre
gprang from his hiding place. The young physician redlized the need for caution. He knew that this
transformed man who accompanied Doctor Barratini was evidently under definite ingtructions. It would
be wise not to excite suspicion. The monster might be dangerous, if he saw any one coming to interfere
with Barratini's departure.

The corridor was empty when Sayre reached it. The moving did above an eevator door showed that
Barratini and his conductor were descending. Sayre rang the bell. Another elevator stopped afew
moments later. Sayre reached the lobby just in time to see Barratini and the mechanica man passing
through the revolving door. The young physician hurried ontheir trail, carefully kegping them within sght.

On the sdewalk, Sayre saw the automaton usher Barratini into alarge limousine. The door closed. The
man climbed to the driver's seat. Sayre hurried across the street, and gained his coupe. Thelimousine
was moving as he started the motor. Sayre took up the chase.

The limousine threaded a devious route. Obvioudy the driver had ingtructionsto totaly bewilder the



passenger's sense of direction. The strange pursuit reached an avenue. Traveling in therear Sayre
followed a course toward upper Manhattan. Time and again, the limousine stopped before atraffic light.
Policemen were available; yet Sayre dared not cal them. He remembered his promise to Barratini.

The young physician redlised, as he drove along, that Eric Veldon must indeed be adangerous man with
whom to dedl. It was probably that he wanted Barratini to perform another operation. If so, it would be
best to let this adventure reach its natural conclusion. The more that Sayre could learn, the better could
he aid Barratini to bring Veldon to justice.

The young physician did not approve of Barratini's forced operations; neverthel ess, he respected the
eminent internationa surgeon, and did not fed himself qudified to offer criticiam. He had promised to aid
Barratini asafriend. Heintended to do so.

Furthermore, Sayre could appreciate the menta condition of Doctor Joseph Barratini. He fancied that a
ridein that darkened limousine, piloted by a cadaverous chauffeur who had been resurrected from alife
of crime, could be anything but cheerful. Thoughts of the gruesome monster who had summoned the old
physician made Rupert Sayre shudder.

THE whole chase seemed mechanical, an incredible occurrence in the midst of teeming Manhattan. Sayre
found himsdlf staring straight ahead as he kept his gaze steadily upon the moving limousine. It was with an
effort that he managed to turn his head to note the part of Manhattan that he was traveling. The strange
chase had just reached the upper end of Central Park.

On through amaze of gtreets. The limousine was again following an eccentric course. At lagt, it swerved
into aside street and ran past arow of old, dilapidated houses. Sayre dowed the speed of his coupe. He
eased the car dong until the limousine had turned acorner.

Reaching the corner, Sayre noted that the limousine had stopped a short way up the block. With a quick
twist of thewhed, the young physician kept straight ahead. He brought his car to aquick stop, and
prepared to reverseit. Then another thought struck him.

Wasthisthe end of thetrail? Barratini had said something about a deserted house. The surgeon had
mentioned a spot probably on Long Idand. Perhaps he had been mistaken.

Sayre decided to investigate. He turned off the ignition switch, and extinguished the lights on his coupe.
Pocketing the key, heleft the car and approached the corner. He could still seethetail light of the
limousine,

The street was very dark. Rupert Sayre felt sure that he could reach the limousine undetected. He moved
aong the silent building walls until he had reached the large car. He could see through the side window of
the front seat. The car was empty. The cadaverous driver had evidently left to report.

Cautioudy, Sayre reached the Sde of the limousine. He listened intently to make sure that no onewas
near by. He placed his hand upon the handle of the rear door. He noted, as he stared at the glass, that it
reflected only blackness. It looked like an ordinary car window, except upon close inspection; then
Sayreredized that it was opaque.

Sayre hesitated. He knew from what Barratini had said, that the door would not open from theinside. If
the knob should function from the outside, however, it would be possible to effect Barratini's release,
should the surgeon now desire to escape. Sayre resolved to try. At least he could assure hisfriend that he
was on thetrail, and aso give him the location of the neighborhood which they had reached.

The knob turned. The door opened. A sharp gasp came from Rupert Sayre'slips. A flood of illumination



camefrom theinterior of thelimousne.

Had that been dl that Sayre saw, the young physician would quickly have closed the door. But there was
something € se which made Rupert Sayre stand motionless.

Doctor Joseph Barratini till occupied theinterior of thelimousine. But the light which came from the
ceiling showed a complete change in the surgeon's appearance.

Sprawled upon the cushions of the rear seet, Barratini was Staring straight upward. His hat had fallen
from his head. His black hair, disheveled, was strewn downward upon his ashen face.

A TRAINED physician, Rupert Sayre forgot al other than the stricken man who lay before hiseyes. He
legped into the car and bent over Doctor Barratini's body. He redlized rapidly that the celebrated surgeon
was dead.

Then came a sound from the sdewalk. Sayre turned quickly, but too late. In the glare of the domelight,
he caught aglimpse of the leering, cadaverous face of the man who had summoned Joseph Barratini to
his death. Sayre made alegp for the door. It dammed before he could reach it.

Rupert Sayre, like Joseph Barratini, wasin ablack-walled prison. Vainly, the young physician shouted
and begt at the surrounding glass. The limousine began to move. Sayre redlized that his cries could not be
heard; that this shatter-proof glass would resist every effort that he applied to break it.

The limousine swung around a corner. Barratini's body came toppling aong the seat. Sayre wasjolted
down besdeit. He gave his atention to the form of the dead physician and found that hisfirst surmise
was correct. Barratini was stone dead.

What had killed him? Stark terror came over Rupert Sayre. The mysteriousforce - whatever it might be
- that had dain Barratini could still be present in the car! Would he, Rupert Sayre, become avictim also?

Asthe thought flashed through his mind, Sayre began to experience an unaccountable dizziness. Joseph
Barratini's body went dumping to the floor. Rupert Sayre made no effort to stop it. Thelight was
dimming before hiseyes. A whirling sensation possessed him. The limousine seemed to be climbing
tremendous mountains, then sinking into limitless depths.

Rupert Sayre sank gasping upon the seat. Hislistless body began to respond to therolls of the big car.
His staring eyeswere livid until the lids closed over them. Rupert Sayre's breathing became apainful,
mechanical process.

Two victimslay within the rear of the limousine. One was Joseph Barrtini, dead; the other was Rupert
Sayre, unconscious. These two physicians, who had so recently discussed the insidious schemes of Eric
Veldon, had paid the pendty for their attempt to pry into the evil devices of that master plotter.

MILES passed. Thelimousine cameto astop. The door opened. Thelight from the inner dome showed
agravelly driveway. Then, into that zone of illumination, came aface.

It was not the cadaverous visage of the human automaton who had summoned Doctor Joseph Barratini;
it was the evil countenance of a personage more terrible than that man who looked like aliving corpse.

Eric Vedon, the man who plotted murder, was surveying the bodies that lay within the limousine. Joseph
Barratini, dead, came under hisleering inspection. Rupert Sayre, dive, but in complete stupor, aso
commanded Eric Vedon's attention.

Thefiend'slipsformed asnarling smile. Stepping back from the open door, Veldon uttered a short



command. Two men, moving with the mechanica sride of automatic figures, stepped forth from the
darkness. They lifted the dead form of Joseph Barratini and carried it away.

A few minutes |ater, they returned. They raised Rupert Sayre's limp body and bore it into darkness. Eric
Ve don'sevil face surveyed the emptiness. The smile still showed upon the plotter'slips, as Eric Veldon
extinguished the light within the limousine.

Another man had died - another whom Eric Ve don had used as a dupe - another who could have
reveded theidentity of thisliving fiend.

Doctor Joseph Barratini, like Merle Clussig and Wycroft Dustin, was no longer of useto Eric Veldon.
Degath wasthefind award that the superfiend had given him.

Rupert Sayre il lived. What fate awaited the young physician? That rested, a present, in the hands of
Eric Vedon, to whom human livesweretrifles!

CHAPTER XII1.WORD TO THE SHADOW

Two days had e apsed since the eventful evening when Doctor Joseph Barratini had died and Doctor
Rupert Sayre had fdlen into thetoils of Eric Veldon. The evanishment of the two prominent physicians
had become Manhattan's newest mystery.

In an office Situated high in the towering Badger Building, a chubby-faced man was busy at hisdesk. The
great buildings of upper New Y ork formed an amazing sky line when viewed from the window by the
man's Sde; but thislethargic, dow-moving individua paid no attention to the scene without. He was
entirely occupied with anewspaper, clipping long paragraphs fromiit.

A stack of items formed alittle pile upon the desk. The chubby-faced man dipped them together and
inserted them in an envelope. Just as he was abouit to sedl this, there was arap at the door. In response
to the man's query, the voice of the stenographer announced that avisitor was outside.

The lethargic individua showed unusua haste as he dumped the bulky newspapersinto a wastebasket
and laid the envelope at the side of the desk. He arose from his chair and opened the door into the outer
office. A tal, bluff-faced man arose to meet him.

"You are Mr. Rutledge Mann?" inquired the stranger.
"Yes," acknowledged the chubby-faced man.
"I am Holbrook Edkins" explained the vigitor.

"Ah, yed" exclamed Mann. "The gentleman who isinterested in inventive invessments. Comein, Mr.
Edkins. Comein."

Seated in the inner office, Edkinslooked quizzically at the investment broker. He expected to hear Mann
begin asdestak. On the contrary, theinvestment broker opened conversation along a different trend.
He seemed anxious to learn something about Edkins.

"Y ou have made previousinvestments of this nature?" inquired Mann. " Specifically, have you ever
financed inventions which offered definite possibilities?”

"A rather unusud question,” laughed Edkins. "I hardly see what that has to do with the present matter.”

"A great ded," explained Mann, serioudy. "Y ou must understand, Mr. Edkins, that | usudly ded in



gilt-edged securities. | would not recommend my present proposition to any one who isunfamiliar with
the risksincurred in purchasing rightsto new inventions.”

"Very fair of you," agreed Edkins. "However, Mr. Mann, | can satisfy your gpprehensions upon that
point. | have aready successfully invested money in variousinventions.”

"Thisone," announced Mann, "relates to certain X-ray deviceswhich may revolutionize the present
gppliances used in hospitals. | have dready interested one client -"

The investment broker stopped short. Holbrook Edkins was offering an interruption. Mann's statements
had apparently aroused his entire interest.

"X-rays?' queried the prospective investor. "Can you be more specific, sir? 1 am very much interested in
developments of that sort.”

"Ah! Y ou have dready investigated that fidd?"
"I have received recommendations of certain X-ray appliances.”
"Indeed,” said Mann. "1 did not know that other investment brokers were offering such propositions.”

"This did not come through abroker,” explained Edkins. "In fact, | am not &t liberty to state the complete
details. | can explain the Situation in afew words, however.

"I am worth more than amillion dollars, Mr. Mann. | made my money through wise choicein the
development of useful inventions. | formed contact with certain promoters who had accessto different
inventions. Through one of these men, | recently learned of anew and practica X-ray device. | have
advanced money toward its completion.

"Naturdly, | am interested in any other device of the sort. | cannot name the promoter with whom | have
been talking. Nevertheless, | should like to consider the merits of any device which might duplicate, or
parald, the effects which this promoter promised.”

"VERY fair," decided Mann. "I think, Mr. Edkins, that it would be wisefor you to meet my first client -
the one who has aready expressed an interest in the new proposition.”

"Who ishe?'
"A gentleman named Lamont Cranston. A multi-millionairewho livesin New Jersey.”
"I have heard of him. A gresat traveler, ishe not? A member of the Cobdt Club?

"Y es. Mr. Cranston holds an option for one haf of the new stock issue. | would prefer to have you talk
with him. Heisinvesting in the X-ray - not promoting it. He understandsits merits. Hisenviable
reputation...”

"| should be glad to meet Mr. Cranston,” interposed Edkins. "Very glad. | have heard that he has been
highly successful in unusud investments. Y our suggestion isagood one, Mr. Mann. When can this
mesting be arranged?”’

"Mr. Crangton will bein New Y ork thisevening,” returned Mann. "Will you be a home, Mr. Edkins?"
"Certainly," said themillionaire, "Could you arrange to have Mr. Crangton cal a my residence?!

"| shall telephone the Cobalt Club,” assured Mann, "and have him communicate with you, Mr. Edkins."



The interview ended, Rutledge Mann returned to his desk and began to prepare areport. Hisrole of
investment broker was ended. He was acting as The Shadow's agent.

Seding his report in another envelope, Mann picked up the one that contained the clippings and seded it,
aso. He noted by hiswatch that it was nearly five o'clock.

The investment broker took a cab to Twenty-third Street. He entered adingy building and went to an
upper floor. He stopped before a deserted office, where adirty, cobwebbed glass panel bore the name:

B. Jonas

Mann deposited hisenvelopesinto asmall chute. He left the building. The dot that alowed the passage
of messagesinto an empty office constituted The Shadow's letter box. All data deposited there reached
The Shadow himself. No one had ever been seen to enter or leave the locked office; but Mann knew
well that The Shadow had ready accessto the place.

LESS than one hour after Rutledge Mann had visited the office on Twenty-third Street, alight clicked in
adarkened room. Within the confines of his sanctum, The Shadow placed two envel opes upon histable,
Hislong fingers opened the firgt; out fell the clippings which Rutledge Mann had accumulated.

The Shadow studied these items swiftly. They related to the new and baffling mystery, the disappearance
of Doctors Barratini and Sayre. They included a statement regarding the discovery of Rupert Sayre's
coupe, upon an obscure street in the northern section of Manhattan.

The Shadow's hands produced alarge map of New Y ork City. While the girasol glittered beneath the
bluish light, keen eyes surveyed the chart and along finger marked the spot where the coupe had been
found.

Again, The Shadow had recognized the insdious hand of the fiendish enemy whom he was seeking, but
whose identity he had not yet learned.

A typewritten paper fell upon thetable. It was alater list from Clyde Burke; in it appeared the name of
Doctor Joseph Barratini, the noted brain surgeon. This data had been gained too late. Burke had learned
of the eminent physician's presence in New Y ork on the morning after Barratini's strange disappearance.

The Shadow's laugh was grim. In al his career, the master of detection had never encountered amore
stubborn foeman than this hidden fiend who struck with superskill.

An abandoned coupe in northern Manhattan; that was the only clew. No trail led on from there. It was
known that Doctor Sayre had called upon Doctor Barratini in the | atter's apartment. It was assumed that
the two had gone out together.

The Shadow had not been idle. He had been to the spot where Sayre's car had been discovered. He had
noted an alleyway off the sllent street. That place jibed with the description that Punks Gumbert had
givento Cliff Mardand.

The Shadow was relying upon his agent in the underworld. Cliff was with Duke Scurley's gang. When the
word came to put some new victim on the spot, Cliff would learn the exact locality where gagged
gangsters had been turned over to other hands.

Would that be the same dleyway as the one near the corner where Sayre's car had been found? The
Shadow believed it was. Hiskeen study of the maze of crime showed anew link between the
disappearance of the two physicians and the deaths of Merle Clussig and Wycroft Dustin.



In the face of circumstances, however, The Shadow was playing awaiting game. Whatever the fate of
Joseph Barratini or Rupert Sayre, the best way to meet the superfiend was when he moved once more.
That time would come when anew summons arrived for Duke Scurley, the gang leader.

THE fingers opened the second envelope. In carefully coded writing appeared the report of Rutledge
Mann'sinterview with Holbrook Edkins.

The paper remained motionlessin The Shadow's hands. Its vivid writing - inscribed in the disappearing
ink which characterized all messages between The Shadow and his agents - vanished word by word.

Ear phones clicked across the table. Burbank's voice came over the wires asatiny light bulb announced
the connection. The Shadow's whisper gave important instructions to the hidden contact agent. Burbank
announced his understanding.

The bluish light went out as The Shadow clicked the switch above the shade which surrounded it. A pesl
of strident mirth reechoed through the total darkness of the sanctum. The Shadow's mockery rang forth
with agnister tone that announced the turn of battle.

In Rutledge Mann's message, The Shadow had grasped the key. He had found thefind link. The chain
was completed. Tonight, as Lamont Cranston, he would learn the identity of the supercrook behind the
crime.

Word to The Shadow - word that proved the keenness of The Shadow's methods - word that rewarded
the patience which the black-garbed investigator had shown in his difficult campaign againgt an enemy
whose ways were deep and subtle.

Such word had come from Rutledge Mann. The investment broker, by following The Shadow's
ingtructions, had uncovered the financier whom The Shadow sought - the innocent person who, The
Shadow knew, must exist as a pawn in the game which the concealed foe was playing.

Tonight, Holbrook Edkinswould receive aguest. He would talk to Lamont Cranston, multi-millionaire,
regarding the merits of eectricd inventions. Edkins had said but little to Rutledge Mann. He would say
much to Lamont Cranston, for he would be degling with The Shadow - not the master's agent.

Weird echoestook up the cry of the taunting laugh asit broke into a sibilant spasm of merriment.
Sobbing ghouls seemed to hurl back their answer from limitless corridors of space that were shrouded in
the gloom. When the last dying jibe had ended, deep silence reigned throughout the black-walled
sanctum.

The Shadow, master of vengeance, had departed. Tonight, his hand would stretch forth to grasp ahidden
murderer and end the long regime of unrequited crime.

CHAPTER XIV. MILLIONAIRESMEET

HOLBROOK EDKINS lived in an old brownstone house among the Nineties. From the outside, the
place was unpretentious, within, it was sumptuoudy furnished. The millionaire had atered the ancient
mansion to suit his requirements.

The downdtairsliving room contained agorgeous array of ornate furniture of Louis Quinze style. Edkins,
as hewalked among agalaxy of fragile, gilded chairs, looked like the proverbia bull amid a collection of
chinaware.

A doorbell rang dully. Edkins glanced at hiswatch. It showed nine o'clock. Thiswas the hour for which



he had set his gppointment with Lamont Cranston, through acdl to the Cobalt Club. A plainly dressed
manservant entered the room and spoke to the millionaire.

"Mr. Lamont Crangtoniscaling, Sr.
"Show himin!" exclamed Edkins

A few moments|ater, Holbrook Edkinswas shaking hands with Lamont Cranston. The host invited his
guest to take a chair; the servant appeared with abox of imported cigars. Meanwhile, both men took a
menta survey of each other.

Lamont Cranston's keen eyes summarized Holbrook Edkinsin rapid fashion. Edkins, tall and overweight,
was evidently aman who enjoyed comfort rather than luxury. He was somefifty years of age, atrifle
bald, and inclined toward paunchy cheeks and double chin. While Edkins appeared to he aman who
might have his own peculiar prgjudice, his countenance betokened anaturd friendliness and honesty.

When Edkins looked toward hisvisitor, he was quick to observe that Lamont Cranston was amost
extraordinary man. Tall, lithe, and attired in ablack suit, Cranston presented a somber appearance which
was increased by the calmness of hisface.

Holbrook Edkins had never seen so immobile a countenance. Cranston's hawklike nose, his sharp,
penetrating eyes - these were features that impressed Edkinsimmediately.

I'T was Edkins who opened the conversation. The bluff-faced man felt atrifleill a ease. He decided that
it might be the forma environment of the austere living room. He made a suggestion to hisvisitor.

"Supposewe go up to my den,” he said. "That'swhere liketo talk business. This showroom ismy wife's
idea. Shelikesfancy furniture. It makes mefed uncomfortable.”

Cranston responded to the suggestion. He followed Edkins up the stairs. They reached an isolated room
and entered thelittle gpartment which Edkins called his den.

The place was not tidy, but it appeared comfortable. Edkins motioned Cranston to alarge armchair.

"l understand you haveinvested in anew X-ray invention," said Edkins. "I was talking with your broker,
Rutledge Mann. A good chap, Mann.”

"I have made no investment,” returned Cranston. "1 merely hold an option for a part interest in the device,
pending its promation. | did not careto finance it entirely upon my own."

"So Mann informed me," remarked Edkins, chewing the end of hiscigar. "Have you seen the device, Mr.
Crangton? Do you know exactly whet it will accomplish?’

"No," replied the calm-faced visitor. "The terms of my option are entirely dependent upon my fina
satisfaction. | merely took Mann'sword for it that the invention has reached a satisfactory stage of
development.”

Holbrook Edkins made no immediate reply. Cigar smoke was becoming thick in the little room. Edkins
coughed, walked over to the fireplace, and drew back the screen. He threw the half-consumed perfecto
into the pile of ashes. He opened a box that lay upon atable and produced a cigarette.

"If you prefer these," he remarked, "help yoursdlf. | occasiondly find cigar smoke too heavy.”

"Does my smoke annoy you?" questioned Cranston.



"Not at dl; not at dl," assured Edkins. "There are other cigarsif you want them. Or cigarettes, asyou
prefer. Regarding the X-ray, Mr. Crangton, | am anxiousto learn more."

"You arefamiliar with X-ray devel opments?’

Crangton's question was adirect one. It came just as Edkins was lighting his cigarette at an electric
lighter. Edkins|looked sharply toward his guest. He caught the steady expression of Cranston's eyes. He
hesitated on the point of saying, "No."

"I am somewhat familiar with dectricd gppliances," declared Edkins. "Infact, | have financed the
development of certain successful inventions. On amoderate scale, you understand.”

"Henceyou areinterested in alarger propostion.”
"Exactly. | would like to be sure of its merits, however."

"I hold the same opinion,” announced Crangton quietly. "That iswhy | wanted this discussion with you. |
am anxious to condder the proposition from theinvestor'sangle. So | am particularly desirous of learning
whether or not there are other X-ray devicesin the course of development.”

Edkins puffed his cigarette thoughtfully. There had been no question in Cranston's tone, but those steady,
penetrating eyes were demanding in their glance. Edkins had finished no more than half of hiscigarette;
nevertheless, he went to the fireplace, pulled back the screen, and nervoudy tossed the buitt into the
ashes. Immediately afterward, he took another cigarette from the box and lighted it.

ALL thewhile, Cranston remained silent. The visitor was evidently awaiting some comment from Edkins.
The host was considering what he should say. At length, he spoke cautioudly.

"l understand your apprehensions;” he said. "It would be unwise to invest in some device that might be
quickly superseded. That has been my problem for severad months."

"Regarding X-ray devices?'

Crangton's question was camly interposed yet its tone was now gpparent. Holbrook Edkins redlized that
he had said exactly what be had not intended to discuss so soon. He had intimated that he had already
been considering the possibilities of an X-ray device.

"Not exactly," he said, hoping to correct the error. "1 have been concerned more with a screening device
- acontrivance to counteract the injurious effects of X-raysof high intensity."

"Necessary, | suppose,” rejoined Cranston, "with improved X-rays of greater power than those now

"Yes." Holbrook Edkins paused suddenly. He threw his second cigarette into the fireplace. He turned to
meet Cranston's steady gaze. He could not tell whether or not those eyes were challenging.

Edkinsrecdled that he had mentioned negotiations with a promoter during his conversation with Rutledge
Mann. Had Mann passed that fact to Cranston? Whatever the case, Edkins had just admitted an interest
in pending X-ray developments. He redlized that Cranston, though silent in hisinquiries, was gradualy
forcing him to bring up the subject.

"I have had dedlings,” asserted Edkins, suddenly, "with a promoter whose name | have promised not to
reved. He has shown me modd s of X-ray machines which are dready developed. He representsthe
inventor. | have made severd substantial cash advances.”



"Indeed,” remarked Cranston quietly. "Then, Mr. Edkins, you are probably not interested in the invention
which | have promised to finance. Under the circumstances -"

"No, no!" exclamed Edkins, as he saw hisguest risng to leave. "l am intensely interested, Mr. Cranston.
It would be most unfortunate if either one of us should be investing money to afutile purpose.”

"Eventswill show that," decided Cranston in hiseasy tone. "I have no desire, Mr. Edkins, to cause you
financid loss. Nevertheless, | fed that my position ismore desirable than yours. | am dedling with a
legitimate speciaigt in investments. Rutledge Mann has no desire to concedl his name. Y ou, however, are
concerned with awild-cat promoter who prefersto keep under cover. | cannot compliment you on your
choice, Mr. Edkins, however, | wish you al possible success."

Therewas a sting to Cranston's words. They made Holbrook Edkins uncomfortable. Mechanicaly,
Edkins gripped the hand which hisvisitor extended. Then, as Cranston turned toward the door, the
bl uff-faced man bounded forward.

"Wait!" he exclamed. "We must talk this over. Perhgps | have made a serious mistake. | may need your
advice, Mr. Cranston. Y ou have opened my eyes."

"Any one," returned Cranston quietly, "makes amistake in deaing with a person who prefersto keep his
identity secret. Naturally, | do not ask you to aborogate any agreement which you have made with this
unknown individud. | prefer to terminate our own negotiations.”

"Let metalk to you," pleaded Edkins. "1 want you to hear the circumstances, then give meyour fair
opinion. This means much to me, Mr. Crangton!”

WITH adight smile, the visitor consented to remain. Holbrook Edkins nervoudy lighted afresh cigarette.
Then, in an eager voice, he began hisstory.

"Thisman," he said, "offered me an opportunity to invest in a patented invention which seemed good. |
did so - more than two years ago - and made money. He repeated with asimilar offer, one year ago. It,
too, resulted in financia gain.

"Findly, this promoter offered me anew propostion. In thisvery room - in fact, Ve-" Edkins caught
himsdlf. "This promoter was seated in the very chair which you are occupying. He gave me the details of
an X-ray which he clamed would revolutionize dl existing gppliances.

"| agreed to the preliminary financing. It was hisjob to coax aong the inventor - whom | have never met.
Matters have been progressing nicely, but dowly. The promoter has visited me occasondly; infact, |
expect to hear from him either tonight or tomorrow. Meanwhile, | learned of the invention which Rutledge
Mannis placing on the market.”

"l understand,” rejoined Cranston. "Neverthel ess, your story does not change the circumstances. | il
fed that you are making amistake in dedling with so speculative apromoter.”

"Themanisconvincing," declared Edkins. "He has other inventors on his private list. He states that he will
pyramid each enterprise, until thefina one, financed by money which | have accumulated, will exceed dl
others.”

"Why does he not propose them now?"

"Because | am the only person who has shown the willingnessto invest in what he termsfuturistic
enterprises. My capitdl issomewhat limited. If | could pool my resources with other men of vison -"



Edkins paused suddenly as he caught the gleam which gppeared in Cranston's brilliant eyes. The
bluff-faced man did not know that hisvisitor's expression was afeigned one. Edkins thought that
Cranston had given asign of intense interest in the proposition which was now being discussed.

"Perhaps,” ventured Edkins, "you might be interested in such enterprises, Mr. Cranston. Would you like
to meet the promoter whom | have just mentioned?’

"Scarcdly," returned Crangton in alanguid tone, hisfeigned interest suddenly waning. I am not
accustomed, Mr. Edkins, to holding conference with persons without knowing their names before | meet
them.”

"l cantell you thisman'sname," assured Edkins, "provided that you will not mention it to any other
person. Y ou understand, of course, that my negotiations have adl been secret. If | have your assurance -"

Cranston appeared reluctant; then, with an air of indifference, he nodded dowly. Edkinstook the sign as
one of agreement. In hisanxiety to impress Cranston, he gave the information.

"The promoter's name,”" he announced, "is Eric Veldon. Beyond that, | know nothing concerning him.
Thereisno place where he can belocated. | expect to hear from him; when | do, | shdl tell him that you
would liketo meet him."

"No," responded Cranston, in asteady tone. "That will not be necessary. | should not like to disappoint
you, if something prevented me from the meeting. Suppose, Mr. Edkins, that you merely arrange to have
Eric Vedon call to see you. Then send meword of the meeting time. | shal be hereif possble. Let my
ariva be hisfirg knowledge of my interest in the matter."

Holbrook Edkins acknowledged the wisdom of Cranston's decision. The bluff-faced millionaire tossed
his consumed cigarettein the fireplace. As he turn to spesk again, there was arap at the door. The
servant entered to announce that Mr. Cranston was wanted on the tel ephone.

EDKINS accompanied Lamont Cranston downstairs. He heard his guest conduct a short conversation.
The words were meaningless; evidently Cranston was receiving some message. This proved to be the
case.

"I must go back to the Cobalt Club," announced Cranston, as he hung up the receiver. "I have just
received acal regarding an important gppointment which | have been expecting for sometime. | shall
hear from you, Mr. Edkins, after you have talked with Eric Veldon."

"Promptly,” assured Edkins.

After a parting handshake, Cranston left by the front door. Holbrook Edkins watched him enter atrim
coupe. He saw the car drive away. But Edkins did not observe what occurred within the automoabile.

In the darkness of the coupe, Lamont Cranston underwent a quick transformation. His hand drew amass
of black cloth from an opened bag upon the seat. The folds of adark cloak spread over his seated form.
A broad-brimmed douch hat settled upon his head. Heavy automatics went beneath his cloak.

Only the eyes of Lamont Cranston remained visble. They were the keen eyes which Holbrook Edkins
had noted; but, from the darkness, they burned with vivid light as they gazed aong the street ahead.

Lamont Cranston had become The Shadow. A weird laugh rippled from his unseen lips. Tonight, The
Shadow had learned the identity of the man whom he sought - Eric Veldon, the superfiend who dedlt in
murder.



More than that, The Shadow had received a message which promised quick activity. He was starting on
amission which might lead him to the hidden lair of the very enemy whose name he now knew!

The coupe traveled swiftly asit reached an avenue. The firm hands of The Shadow were upon the whed .
The eyes of The Shadow glowed asthey looked ahead. The Shadow's cregpy whisper again formed its
shilant laugh!

CHAPTER XV. MINIONS OF THE FIEND

AT the moment when Lamont Cranston was leaving the home of Holbrook Edkins, Cliff Mardand, agent
of The Shadow, was entering the side door of an old garage in northern Manhattan. Tonight, Cliff
expected important devel opments.

He had cometo this spot with Punks Gumbert. Cliff and the mealy-mouthed gangster were to meet Duke
Scurley in the garage, which served as arendezvous for the racketeer's mob.

Fortunately, they had arrived ahead of Duke and his gang. That had given Cliff time to saunter out to a
cigar store and buy a pack of cigarettes. At the store, he had aso telephoned to Burbank.

Cliff wasthinking of the call that he had made. He had been able to inform Burbank of but one potent
fact: Duke Scurley intended to put someone on the spot. The mob - with Cliff asamember - was going
out from the rendezvous. They would pick up some victim and take the unfortunate man for aride which
would end, without doubt, at the spot where Duke Scurley deposited l hisvictims.

Where was the place? Cliff had not yet been ableto learn. He knew that Burbank would relay his
message to The Shadow, but Cliff felt the information would be of doubtful value. Before The Shadow
could reach this old garage, the mob would be on itsway.

This unfortunate Stuation was due to Punks Gumbert. The scrawny gangster had said nothing about the
evening'swork until he and Cliff had neared the rendezvous. It wasthefirgt timethat Cliff had heard of
the garage as ameseting place.

All that Cliff could hope for was abreak that might enable him to trace the course from the garage to the
find degtination, and there pick up some clew that might prove useful to The Shadow.

Hazy forms showed within the garage when Cliff entered. Duke Scurley and his gangsters had arrived. A
growled voice spoke from acorner. Cliff recognized Scurley's tones and approached.

"Hello, Mardand," greeted Duke. "Come over here. | want to talk with you."

Cliff joined the racketeer. Duke Scurley was abig, heavy fellow, whose huge bulk was easily recognized,
athough hisface was not visbleto Mardand.

"We're going on abig job," said Duke, in alow tone. "Out to get aguy that thinks he'swise. Punkstells
me you handle a gat better than any one elsein the crew. Got arod al set?'

"Two of them," returned Cliff.

"Good," declared Duke. "We're going to grab this phony when he don't expect it, see? That'swhy I'm
counting on whether you're ready on the job. Let's see you pull the rods."

Cliff responded. In quick fashion, he produced both his automatics and thrust their barrelstoward Duke
Scurley. Thebig racketeer laughed approvingly.



"Say," heremarked. "Y ou handle them gunstike they were .22s, instead of .45s. Boy! What gats! You're
thefirg bird I've had in my ouitfit that carried smoke wagonsthe size of them. Let's see one.”

Cliff lowered one automatic. He handed the other to Duke Scurley. The racketeer weighted it, turned the
barrdl toward Cliff Mardand; then, with aquick jab, thrust the muzzle against the body of The Shadow's

agent.
"Drop that other rod!" he ordered. "Drop it! Y ou're the guy we're going to get!™

CLIFFSresponse was aquick twist that carried him away from the gun which Duke Scurley held. At
the same time, Cliff swung hisright hand upward to open fire on the astonished racketeer. He would have
turned the tables on Duke Scurley, but for the actions of two members of the mob.

These ruffians had edged forward while Cliff's back had been toward them. They fell upon Cliff, and
gripped hisarm. Cliff's hand went up as hisfinger pressed thetrigger. The bullet shot within threeinches
of Duke Scurley's head. Then Cliff, the automatic wrenched from his hand, went down benesth the two
men who had attacked him.

Other mobsters added the weight of numbers. While Duke Scurley cursed, Cliff was stretched upon the
floor and belts were fastened about hisarms and legs. Punks Gumbert, joining the others, supplied agag
which prevented Cliff from making any outcry.

Thecircling beam of aflashlight showed Cliff Mardand helpless. Duke Scurley, spesking from above,
gpat oaths as he derided the man who had been so suddenly taken prisoner.

"Thought you'd pull afast one, eh?' he demanded. "Wdll, you dipped, smart guy! | thought there was
something phony when you joined up with my mob. Y ou ain't an ordinary gorillalike the rest of the
crew.

"| put the clamps to Punks Gumbert, see? Asked him what the ideawas - bringing you into the outfit. He
figured you thought it was fun to put guys on the spot. Told me held said something to you about the way
wedoit.

"So | figured weld show you. Weve got rid of double-crossers before this, and you looked like another
good one. Maybe you've been wondering about what happens to the guys we take for aride. Well,
you're going to find out."

Chuckling harshly, Duke ordered his men to put Cliff into an old touring car. The mobsters set forth.
Therewere haf adozen in the crew, and they had a battered sedan in addition to the tottering car. Both
automobiles pulled out of the garage on their trip of deeth.

Cliff Mardand, flattened on the floor of the touring car, accepted hislot grimly. He redlized that he had
overplayed hisgame. Thiswasthe result. Duke Scurley had chosen him asthe victim for whom someone
would pay athousand dollars.

Cliff knew that he would learn the destination where he passed to other hands. He redlized, also, that his
journey would not end there. The fate that lay beyond! Speculation on that subject was not enjoyable.

Worst of dl, Cliff felt surethat he could expect no aid. He had fallen into asmpletrap. Instead of being
present to see an unknown victim sent on his mysterious way, he himsdlf was going, without any
possibility of getting further word to The Shadow.

Cliff had assured Burbank that al would be well. When he had made the telephone cal, Cliff had held no
doubt about that fact. These dtered circumstances had proven totally unexpected. Yet, with it al, Cliff



Mardand retained hisnerve.

Danger was part of The Shadow's service. Often, in the past, Cliff had gained miraculous escapes. Y et
he had never lulled himsdlf with the thought that al adventures would have a happy outcome. In fact, Cliff
had aways resgned himsdf to an adventurous career with violent degth asitsinevitable termination.

THE touring car was swerving corners. Duke Scurley himsalf was driving it. The sedan wasfollowing in
the rear. The gang leader was taking a roundabout course to the junction point where he would pass Cliff
Mardand into hands more terrible than his own.

Cliff had no idea of which way the car was heading. He fdlt sure that they were il in northern Manhattan
and that the transfer place would not be far away. That surmise proved to be correct. The touring car
dackened its speed as it struck anarrow street.

The swerve threw Cliff's chin againgt the footrest on the floor. It was abrutal blow; the gangsterslaughed
asthey saw their victim take the bump. To Cliff Mardand, however, the jolt meant good fortune. It gave
him the chance he wanted. As he moved his head from the spot where it had struck, hefelt the gag
loosen between histeeth.

Working grimly, Cliff forced the bandage down upon his chin. He was afraid to tug at the strapswhich
bound him; such action might be noted by the gangsters.

Asthetouring car cameto astop, Cliff gripped the gag between histeeth so that itslooseness would not
be observed.

The mobsters clambered from the touring car. They carried Cliff Mardand aong the sdewak and
deposited him in anarrow aleyway. One of the gangsters added a derisive kick as an afterthought. He
turned to follow his companion.

"Cheeseit!" Cliff heard the first mobster whisper. "Therésacar just pulled up - seeit?- Over there near
the corner.”

"Some guy parking," camethereply. "He's got the lights out. Come on - welll sneak back with Duke.”

Evidently Duke Scurley had aso noticed the car. Cliff heard the gang leader's growl at the end of the
dley.

Dukewas giving ingructionsto hismen.

"Punks has sneaked over to seewho'sin the car,” he Sated. "Wait till he gets back. Well scram after
we're sure everything's O.K."

Tense slence followed. Then Cliff heard someone douch up through the darkness. He heard avoice -
Punks Gumbert was reporting in alow tone.

"Say, Duke!" The scrawny mobster's tone was awed. "There ain't nobody in that car! Honest, there
ant!"

"Areyou goofy?' questioned Duke. "No guy could have got out of there. Y ou started off before the car
was stopped.”

A sudden eation seized Cliff Mardand. He knew the situation. The person who had comein that car was
The Shadow!



Inthe midst of his sudden exhilaration, arapid succession of thoughts gave Cliff an understanding that he
had not gained before. Thiswas the neighborhood in which Doctor Rupert Sayre's car had been
discovered. The Shadow had linked it with Cliff's own report of an abandoned district where Duke
Scurley stowed hisvictims.

The Shadow had come after receiving word from Burbank!

New ideas swept through Cliff's brain. The Shadow was here to see what happened to the man whom
Duke Scurley |eft. The Shadow had not learned that Cliff Mardand, his own agent, wasthe victim.
Hence The Shadow was not here to wage war with Duke Scurley's mob; he was here to watch after they
had departed!

"Well didedong," came Duke's new growl. "That guy must have gonein some house before you got up
there, Punks."

Cliff Mardand grinned. When Duke and his crew departed, The Shadow would arrive. Cliff knew, that
the phantom figure was close a hand, unseen by the watching mobsters. As soon as Duke was gone,
Cliff could whisper out his plight. The Shadow would hear.

"Comeon," decided Duke. "Back to the car. Let's scram away from this place.”

FOOTSTEPS sounded as the gangsters moved away. Cliff listened for The Shadow's approach; he also
waited for the carsto sart away, figuring that The Shadow would be cautious until they had departed.

Then, of a sudden, two men arrived. Coming like vultures, they swooped upon Cliff's body and raised it
fromthe aleyway. Cliff redized ingantly who this pair must be. They were the mysterious men who
carried away Duke Scurley'svictimsl

There was no time for waiting now. Duke and his men were at the cars; The Shadow was advancing
somewhere close a hand; in the interim, Cliff would be gone and The Shadow would be none the wiser.

"Hep!" shouted Cliff. "ThisisMardand - Cliff Mardand! They've got me..."

A loud oath came from beyond the alley. Duke Scurley had been loitering by the car. Cliff's cry was
bringing him before The Shadow!
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Cliff'sfinal shout ended. A hand clapped a saturated cloth to Cliff's nogtrils. A powerful anesthetic took
immediate effect. Amid awhirlwind of scattered ideas. Cliff heard distant shouts. He felt himself being
rushed down the dley by the men who bore him.

The minions of the fiend were carrying away their victim. Cliff Mardand, agent of The Shadow, was
being swept away from the spot where he had hoped for aid. Eric Veldon's mechanical men were
performing the order of their evil chief.

CHAPTER XVI. MOBSTERSFIGHT

DUKE SCURLEY bdieved in action. Cliff Mardand's cry had brought the gun leader on therun. As
Duke hurried toward the end of the aley, he clicked the button of hisflashlight and turned abroad beam
of light upon the building wall. In response, the gangsters who had reached the parked cars shot on the
headlightsto illuminate the scene ahead.

Duke had drawn arevolver. He had one purpose: to day Cliff Mardand where he lay; then to remove



the body with all haste. Duke was ready for the deed the moment he reached the corner of the building.
Hedid not know that Eric Veldon's minions had seized The Shadow's agent. Heraised hishand to firea
quick shot the moment that he spied Cliff'sform.

A sharp cry came from the touring car. Responding, Duke Scurley swung hisflashlight away from the
aley. Asthe beam glared upon the wall of the next building, Duke saw the object which had caused the

ary.

Before him, like asinister specter of the night, stood atall form garbed in black. A mammoth being in that
light, The Shadow was reved ed as an unexpected antagonist.

It was Punks Gumbert who had spied the phantom shape. Approaching the alleyway, The Shadow had
hastened forward to beat Duke Scurley to the god. The lights of the touring car had brought the master
of darknessinto view.

Swiftly did The Shadow act. Had he concentrated upon his nearest antagonist, Duke Scurley, al would
have been ill. The Shadow, however, whirled in the direction from which the warning cry had come.
Punks Gumbert, leaning from the right sSde of the touring car, wasleveling arevolver.

A huge automatic spoke. Its shot came from The Shadow's hand. Punks Gumbert's warning had
sounded his own doom. The marksmanship of The Shadow proved its accuracy before the scrawny
mobster could respond. Punks Gumbert tumbled from the touring car. His mealy mouth coughed bloody
gasps. Therat who had betrayed Cliff Mardand breathed no longer.

Another fighter might have concentrated his fire upon the touring car. Not so The Shadow. Again, his
strategy proved its merit. Punks Gumbert's sudden end had brought a momentary lapse from that
direction. Amid the [ull, The Shadow swerved. Duke Scurley was his next objective.

The racketeer's gun was up. Duke's finger was on the trigger. Just as that finger pressed, the tall form of
The Shadow dwindled. Duke's bullet, amed for The Shadow's glittering eyes, went high. Itshot lead
singed the top of The Shadow's douch hat.

A mocking laugh resounded; with it came aloud report from two feet above the sdewalk. Duke Scurley
staggered with the sound of The Shadow's automatic. The master's aim had reached the racketeer's
heart.

The gangstersin the touring car were stunned. They recognized this phantom fighter. The terrible results
of The Shadow's opening fire brought in them the desire for flight. Punks Gumbert, then Duke Scurley -
those redoubtable marksmen had falen, each from asingle bullet!

SO far asthe witnessing mobsters were concerned, the path to the alleyway was clear. It was the
ignorance of other gangsters that kept The Shadow from his objective.

The men from the sedan were piling forth. They had seen Duke Scurley fal. They had not seen the shape
beyond their leader. With one accord, they leaped to the sdewalk. Dashing past the touring car, they
headed for the dley, firing wildly asthey came.

Crouched againg the wall, The Shadow held hisfire. Hisfoemen had not seen him. They werefiring pot
shotsin the dark. The men in the touring car - the only oneswho knew the Situation, arose to draw their
guns, encouraged by the fact that there was no response. They did not know The Shadow's strategy .

Just asthe gangsters from the sedan came on aline with the touring car, The Shadow raised his
automatics. Two muzzles blazed with full force as The Shadow pressed the triggers. He was aiming



graight for the advancers; his bullets, like an enfilade, were aso directed toward the touring car!

The Shadow had replaced his sharpshooting tactics with a veritable barrage. He was meeting a mass
attack, pouring aleaden delugeinto the ranks of the attackers, with every odd bullet sweeping on to the
massed men in the touring car!

Amazing strategy! One man from the sedan fell before the others redlized the presence of their enemy.
Hot lead ripped through the running ranks. Snarling mobsters sprawled upon the sdewak. Gun-aiming
men sank helplessin the touring car.

One gangster dropped his revolver and leaped to the whedl. The bullet from an automeatic shattered the
windshield. It found itslodging place in the driver's breast. The mobsman dumped behind the whed!.

Those who had fallen on the sdewak thought no longer of return to the sedan. Two were gtill capable of
motion. WWounded by The Shadow's bullets, they rose and staggered to the touring car. They tumbled in
among acrew of groaning victims who had learned The Shadow's wrath.

One man had gained the whedl. Alone unscathed, he shot the car forward. As the automobile passed the
spot where The Shadow loomed, awounded man arose from the back and with atense, amost dying,
effort leveled hisrevolver straight toward the black-garbed avenger.

The Shadow's automatic spoke. Not toward the man who held the gun, but toward the driver of the car.
The automobile swerved asthe driver cried doud. It headed for the opposite curb. The gun-raisng
gangster fired. His shot went wide. The bullet thudded against the wall above The Shadow's head.

The man who had fired made no further effort. All his strength had been spent in that last attempt to
down the dread fighter whose name meant terror to the underworld. The touring car jolted along the
curb; one mobster fell out as the machine bounded back into the Strest.

The wounded driver, athough sinking fast, managed to step upon the accelerator. With wobbly,
serpentine course, the car of beaten gangsters shot ahead until it came to a crashing stop beyond the next
corner.

The echoes of the shots had ceased. A pedl of mocking laughter had replaced them. Thetiny ray of a
sharp-disked flashlight glimmered in the alleyway. The Shadow had gained the spot he sought. Historch
reved ed nothingness!

Out went the light. A phantom shape traveled swiftly through the dley to the Street at the other end.
Againthe quest wasin vain. The minions of the fiend had profited by the delay of beattle. With Cliff
Mardand in their grasp, they had departed, leaving no trail for The Shadow!

Even then, the master of darkness was not beaten. He glided back to the street where the battle had
been fought. Swiftly, he gained his coupe. Headlights showed brilliantly. The car shot forward and turned
the corner.

Though his start might be a blind one, The Shadow intended to take up the trail of those captors who had
wrested his agent from their grasp. Relying only upon intuition, The Shadow was seeking atrail that might
lead him to Cliff Mardand's rescue.

I'T was another unforeseen occurrence that blocked The Shadow's plan. The shrill note of asiren came
to the pursuer's ears. Straight up the street swept a car with glaring headlights, not more than ablock
distant. Police had heard the sound of firing. They were rushing to the scene.

The Shadow swung the whedl of the coupe. The trim, low-balanced car responded. It swerved through a



narrow thoroughfare that showed suddenly before the headlights. With roaring motor, The Shadow took
this avenueto avoid afruitless encounter with the arriving minions of the law.

More srens. The Shadow knew the reason. Thisdigtrict of Manhattan had been heavily patrolled since
the disappearance of Joseph Barratini and Rupert Sayre. With cunning and skill, The Shadow picked a
course which lead him through the network of streets. His coupe passed beyond the digtrict into which
the officers had swarmed.

Along the street where the gangster cars had been, policemen found the relics of The Shadow's béttle.
Duke Scurley lay dead at the entrance of the alley. Punks Gumbert was an inert form. Other mobsters
were sprawled in pools of blood.

In the touring car, some men were moving, others were not. The driver, crippled by The Shadow's fina
bullet, was dumped beneath the whed, hisright hand extending through the broken windshield.

Gang warfare. That was the answer. The policemen who surveyed the riddled touring car were
convinced that this smashing result could have been accomplished only by abarrage of bulletsfrom a
dozen gangster guns. Orders went out to stop all large cars that might appear to contain a squad of
desperadoes.

THE trim coupe was rolling easily aong an avenue, headed southward in Manhattan. Unscathed, his car
untouched, The Shadow was returning from the conflict. His keen eyes were steady asthey watched the
traffic ahead.

A soft laugh came from The Shadow's lips. Partly atone of triumph, partly anote of regret, that laugh
portrayed The Shadow's thoughts.

The master of darkness had proven his skill tonight. Single-handed, he had brought disaster to a
complete mob of snarling ruffians who had deserved dl that they had received.

Y et in hisfight, The Shadow, in dedling with superior numbers, had been unable to accomplish the task
which he had sought. He had heard Cliff Mardand's cry for aid. He had realized, on the ingtant, the
dilemmawhich had falen upon his agent.

Chance had played against The Shadow. Cliff Mardand had fallen into the hands of the enemy. Hewas
in the power of the superfiend; al chance of tracing him tonight was ended. Y et The Shadow's sibilant
laugh denoted confidence.

Cliff Mardand was il dive. Perhaps fate would play the other way in return for its unwarranted trickery.
For The Shadow asked no long delay. He had learned the identity of his master enemy.

By tomorrow night, The Shadow would be face to face with Eric Veldon, the murderous fiend who
toyed with human life. If Clifford Mardand still were living then, The Shadow would surely save him.

Through Holbrook Edkins, The Shadow would reach Eric Veldon. That thought was prophetic. Y et
before it would be realized, The Shadow was once again to learn the treachery of fate!

CHAPTER XVII. THE LIVING SKELETON

HEAVY tires crunched on agrave driveway. A big limousine cameto a stop before an isolated house.
Two men moved through the darkness. They carried alimp body into the building. Laboring footsteps
echoed with mechanical best through the gloomy corridors.

The solemn tread died away. Cliff Mardand, agent of The Shadow, had reached the end of hisjourney.



His captors were bringing him within the portals of Eric Veldon's mansion of mystery.

In an upstairs room, ayoung man was listening to the sounds that betokened Cliff'sarrival. Cam, yet
serious-faced, Doctor Rupert Sayre accepted the rhythmic footsteps as proof that another prisoner had
arived.

The room in which Sayre dwelt was not uncomfortable. On the contrary, the young surgeon had found
many items provided for his comfort. He was a prisoner, in a high-walled room where daylight
penetrated only through an inaccessible skylight. But the burden of confinement seemed less at night.

Onthis particular evening, Sayre was smoking his favorite pipe, which had been in his pocket at thetime
of his capture, and the illuminated room was actualy a homelike abode.

Rupert Sayre had awakened in hisroom. Between his discovery of Joseph Barratini's dead body and the
awakening, there had been a complete |apse. Sayre knew that he had been under the influence of some
soporific vapor. He did not know how long its effects might have held.

In one corner of the room stood a pedestal which held two instruments. One was like a stock ticker, with
its paper ribbon; the other was asmall typewriter which had only capita letters. Sayre had first noticed
the device when it had ticked amessage; he had recognized it as a tel etype apparatus.

Brief instructions had imprinted themsel ves upon the paper ribbon. Some operator, probably in adistant
portion of the house, had warned Sayre to make no effort to escape.

The physician had typed back that he would obey the injunction. That had been the beginning of a
routine. A corpselike man had stlalked mechanicaly into Sayre's room, bringing food. Since then, new
provisions had been furnished.

Y et Sayre knew that this captivity could not go on indefinitely. He wondered why hislife had been
gpared. He sensed that he would soon learn. Tonight, he had heard an automobile set forth; he had heard
it return. Wasthat asign that Eric VVeldon contemplated plans which might involve Sayreswelfare?

WHILE the young physician pondered on this question, the teletype began to tick. Puffing his pipe, Sayre
strolled to the corner and began to read the words that appeared upon the paper tape.

"I AM READY TO CONFERWITH YOU," read Sayre. "ARE YOU WILLING TO OBEY THE
CONDITIONSWHICH | IMPOSE?'

"YES," typed the physician.

"MY SERVANT, ALPHA, WILL CONDUCT YOU TO THE MEETING PLACE," came the next
words. "BE READY TO ACCOMPANY HIM."

"I AM READY," replied Sayre.

No further message appeared upon the tape. Sayre knocked the ashes from his pipe and sat down to
await the coming of Eric Veldon's servant. Shortly afterward, the door opened. A human automaton
entered.

Thisman wastdl and hisfeatures seemed to be molded of apliable substance. In fact, hisface, lifdessin
expression, looked like amass of manila-tinted wax. The man's eyes, though steady, were

expressonless. This human machine stared directly at the young surgeon. The molded lipsformed asingle
word:



"Come."

Sayre arose. The creature stood aside to let him pass. A hand rose like a semaphore signa to point the
way aong acorridor. Sayre came to the head of agloomy stairway. He stopped short. Another
corpsdlike figure was standing there. This one was short; the face of theliving automaton was of a
criminal type. Sayre noted a heavy, pock-scarred jaw.

The man's arm swung up and pointed toward the stairs. Sayre could hear the approaching beat of
footsteps. Alpha, the automaton who had summoned him, was following. Sayre went down the sairs.
There, afew feet beyond the last step, he encountered a cadaverous creature that stood like alifeless
senting.

Sayre recogni zed the monstrosity who had come to Joseph Barratini's gpartment. The human automaton
pointed to a corridor that led to the | eft. Sayre took that path until he found the way blocked by il
another living corpse. This oneraised ahand to stop his progress.

Alphaarrived and uttered asingle, unintelligible word. Thelast of the sentinds stalked away, with dow,
monotonous footbeats. Like echoes, came the sound of other steps. Sayre knew that the men who had
guided him were aso tramping away from their gppointed spots. The physician stood with only Alpha
besdehim.

The sdes of this corridor were paneled. Sayre heard adight whirring sound. He looked just intimeto
see apand dide open. He turned toward Alpha. The mechanical man raised hishand and pointed
through the opening.

"Enter," he gpoke, inadull tone.

SAY RE went into the room. He found himself in asmall chamber with dark-paneled walls. Therewasa
table near one end of theroom; in front of it was achair that faced the wall.

Onthetable, Sayre spied alarge frame with dark glass. These objects were barely distinguishablein the
gloomy, indirect light of the room.

"Wait," ordered Alpha, pointing to the chair.

Rupert Sayre sat down. He faced the dark glass. He heard Alphatramp away. He caught the sound of
the closing pand. Hewas aone.

A hidden mechanism began to thrum. Thelightsin the room went out. Tota blackness prevented Sayre
from observing anything that happened until aglow began to penetrate the dark glass of the frame.
Suddenly, the glow burst into an aura of radiant, violet light. Rupert Sayre gasped in utter amazement.

Framed in the space before him, within reach save for the blocking glass, was aterrifying object. A living
skeleton, its upper ribsin view, was facing him from the other side of the table. Sayre found himself
garing into the eyeless sockets of a skull that grinned monstrous teeth.

Thiswasnoilluson. The creature wasred. Y et Sayre was quick to recognize the truth. He was |ooking
at the skeleton of aliving man. These boneswere visbleinstead of flesh because the person waswithin
the focus of an X-ray machine of extraordinary power. The dark glass formed a screen of fluoroscopic
particles which made the scene possible.

Skeleton hands appeared. Bony arms rested their elbows on the table beyond the screen. The jaws of
the skull moved. Words seemed to grate from the lipless mouth.



"You are Doctor Rupert Sayre," said the skeleton.
"l am,” replied the physician.
" am the master here," asserted the skeleton. "Do you know my name?"

Sayre was prompt with hisreply. He suspected that this bony frame was Eric Veldon, the man whom
Joseph Barratini had mentioned; but Sayre was wise enough not to reved is suspicion.

"No," he declared.
"That isgood,” announced the skeleton. "Tell me. How did you cometo follow Doctor Barratini?'

Sayre made aquick decison. Hefdt that apartia revelation of the truth would enable him to cover up
the factswhich he did not wish to tell. Tersaly and in methodica fashion, he offered his explanation.

"I was calling on Doctor Barratini," he said. "Someone rapped at the door of the apartment, Doctor
Barratini became alarmed. He asked if | had my car available. | told him yes. He put mein another room
and told meto follow the man who drove him away.

"An odd-looking fellow entered. He gave money to Doctor Barratini, who then went out with him. | saw
them enter alimousine. | followed in my machine. When the limousine sopped, | dighted. | opened the
door and found Doctor Barratini dead..."

The skeleton interrupted with a grating laugh. There was no need for Sayre to continue. The young
physician camly awaited the fate that hisbony captor might pronounce.

"Y ou are asurgeon,” announced the living skeleton. ™Y our work isknown to me. | learned your identity
through cards upon your person. | have work for you to perform. Chance has given you an opportunity.”

RUPERT SAY RE shuddered at the harsh tones of the skeleton's voice. He knew well that thiswas Eric
Veldon. Hefdt that he could foretell what the fiend intended to propose. He, Rupert Sayre, would be
requested to take up the work which Doctor Joseph Barratini, dead, could no longer perform.

"| have servants," declared the skeleton, "who serve me wdl. These minions were once criminas. Doctor
Barratini performed operations upon their brains. The men have preserved their natura capabilities, but
they no longer remember their pasts. They act mechanicaly but efficiently.

"Their old names have been forgotten. They are designated by Greek |etters. The servant who brought
you here was Alpha. He was thefirst of Doctor Barratini's subjects.

"Unfortunately, Doctor Barratini and | disagreed. He fdlt that his operations should be for the benefit of
the subjects; that these former criminals could be allowed to take new placesin society.

"| decided otherwise. It was necessary for meto eiminate Doctor Barratini. | chose the method which he
would least suspect. | summoned him apparently to perform another operation. My minion obeyed two
ingructions: first, he released a quantity of lethd gasinto theinterior of the limousine; second, he stopped
at afamiliar spot to meet another minion who was stationed there.

"I wanted to be sure that Barratini was not followed. Y ou appeared; you stepped into the limousine. My
minions brought you along with Barretini.

"The admission of air into the limousine had thinned the gas. Y ou were overcome by the effects, but you
did not die. I, naturaly, was interested when | learned your identity. | had intended to attempt any future



brain operations mysdlf. It has now occurred to me that you can servein the capacity of operating
surgeon.”

The skeleton ceased speaking. Rupert Sayre stared. He was in an incredible Situation. He wasfacing a
man whose features he could never recognize. Asameans of disguise, Eric Veldon had chosen the
amazing course of appearing as a skeleton.

Suddenly, Sayre redlized that the man was awaiting his reply to the proposd.
"Suppose,” suggested Sayre, "thet | refuse -"
The grating laugh of the skeleton interrupted. Harsh words came from the grinning teeth.

"Y ou havethis choice,” announced the fiend. ™Y ou may operate upon the subjectswhom | provide; or
you may pass that privilege on to me. Should | be forced to play the part of surgeon, you, Doctor Sayre,
will be my firgt experimentd case.”

The thought was gruesome. Sayre thought of the human automata who paraded the gloom of thishorrible
house. The young surgeon fatered at the idea of reducing other human beingsto that mechanical state;
but more terrible was the dternative of becoming one himself!

"I await your decision,” came the discordant voice of the skeleton.

"Thereisonly one possble choice" remarked Rupert Sayre. "That isto perform as operating surgeon.
After dl, thesemen are criminds. | ask only that you provide me with subjects of that type.”

A laugh camefrom theliving skull. Eric Veldon had evidently expected this answer. He was pleased by
Rupert Sayre's attitude. He did not know that young surgeon was working for adelay. Sayre was
discreet enough to feign indifference to the fate of the subjects whom Veldon might provide.

"Y our request will be granted,” announced the skeleton. "'l choose criminas only. They are easy to
obtain. Their minds are better suited to my needs.

"Y ou, Doctor Sayre, shal provide me with ahost of mechanica men. All will be factorsin my schemes.
At my beck, they will aid mein whatever purpose | may choose. They will not turn from crime. They will
commit new crimesin obedience to my mandates. Deprived of past memory, free from their individua
initigtive, they will do as| command!”

With these words, the skeleton began to disappear. The bony form was wiped out by degrees, darkness
moving upward until the entire figure was gone. A few minutes passed; dim lights glowed within the room.
The man who had spoken with Doctor Rupert Sayre was no longer present.

THE physician redized what had caused this evanishment. The pand in thewadll, just beyond the screen,
must be capable of diding up and down. The X-ray machine was behind it. The panel, probably coated
with lead on itsfarther Sde, could stop the reveding rays.

Eric Vedon had comeinto the darkened room through some secret entrance. He had taken achair
beyond the table. He had dropped the pand to come within the focus of the rays. Another operation had
raised the pand dowly, to end theinterview. Veldon had departed.

With Merle Clussg's powerful X-ray machine; with the improved screening that the inventor had devised
to prevent injurious effects, Eric Veldon had accomplished the seemingly miraculous.

Even to Doctor Rupert Sayre, whose knowledge of X-rays gave him an inkling to the method employed,



the gppearance of the living skeleton had resembled afantastic nightmare.

The dide pand of the room came open. A new worry swept through Rupert Sayre's brain. There, at the
opening, was Alpha The servant had come to summon him to anew adventure. The odd, mechanical
cresture was beckoning.

"Come!" wastheword that Alpha uttered.

Rupert Sayre arose, trying to repress the fedling that he could not overcome. He knew that he had made
an agreement with Eric Ve don. He sensed that the fiend was ready to put him to the test!

CHAPTER XVIII. THE COUNTERPLOT

RUPERT SAY RE was not mistaken in his apprehensions. Alpha, the taciturn servant, was leading him to
another portion of the building. Instead of starting back by the corridor through which Sayre had come,
Alpha, with abeckoning motion, drew the physician toward the farther end of thelong corridor.

Alphaopened adoor. Sayre entered. The servant closed the door. Sayre stood aonein alittle
anteroom. Beyond this, adoor stood gjar. It was obvious that the physician was to advance aone.

The moment that he pushed open the door, Sayre stopped short. He had not expected the scene that lay
before him, even though Doctor Barratini's account had forewarned him of what might be seen here.

Sayre was at the threshold of abrightly lighted operating room. Two figures garbed in white were
standing on either side of awheded table. The physician recognized them asapair of Veldon's stolid,
mechanical-moving men. Upon the table was the prostrate form of ayoung man.

Thiswasthe result of Sayre's pact with the living skeleton! The surgeon had expressed hiswillingnessto
operate upon criminas. One had aready been provided! The recollection of the returning car and the
rhythmic pound of feet flashed through Rupert Sayre's mind. Eric Ve don's minions had been returning
with ancther victim!

The situation was grotesque. Former crimindss, reduced to primitive, steady-moving machines, served
Eric Veldon astheir master. With their intelligence brought to amere indtinctive leve, they went forth to
bring in others of their ilk that the fiendish controller might have new servantsin hisretinue.

The two minions stepped aside as Rupert Sayre approached the table. The physician bent above the
outstretched man. He gained a puzzled frown as he surveyed the face of Clifford Mardand.

Cliff was ill under the influence of the anesthetic which Ve don's henchmen had used to stifle his outcry.
Inrepose, Cliff'sface had lost some of the harshness which it usually displayed. When dedling with
mobsters, pretending to be one of their ilk, Cliff dways played a hard-boiled part.

Rupert Sayre had felt a keen reluctance even in faking consent to perform an operation under Eric
Veldon's auspices. Had the surgeon found atough-faced crook awaiting him, he might have fought
againg hisinner fedings, knowing that his own future welfare would be a stake. When he viewed Cliff
Mardand's clean-cut countenance, Rupert Sayre experienced asurging antagonism toward Eric Veldon.
The physician became et in his determination to cause adefinite delay.

THE sound of aticker attracted Sayre's attention. Turning, the physician saw apedestal closeby. It
resembled the tel etype apparatus in the room where Sayre had been kept a prisoner. Going to the
pedestal, Sayre saw |etters forming on the tape.

"PROCEED WITH THE OPERATION," werethewords heread. "I AM WATCHING YOU."



In response, Sayre boldly stretched out his hands to the little typewriter and printed his objection to the
order of thefiend.

"THISMAN," the physician typed, "DOESNOT APPEAR TO BE A CRIMINAL. HISCASE IS
NOT IN OUR AGREEMENT."

"YOU ARE MISTAKEN," cametheticker reply. "I KNOW THE MAN'SHISTORY. HEISA
CROOK WHO DOUBLE-CROSSED HIS PALS. PROCEED."

Sayre walked back to the operating table. He made a brief examination. He solemnly returned to the
typewriter.

"THE MAN HAS SLIGHT INJURIES," was the message he digpaiched. "HE HAS BEEN GIVEN
TOO MUCH ANESTHETIC. AN OPERATION MAY CAUSE HISDEATH."

"PROCEED," came the words on the tape. "REGARD THIS CASE ASAN EXPERIMENT. OTHER
SUBJECTSARE AVAILABLE."

In the face of this order, Rupert Sayre gained a sudden ingpiration. He knew that Eric Veldon, whom he
had seen as aliving skeleton, was aman who had small regard for human life. At the sametime, Sayre
aso knew that Veldon was anxious to assemble the most capable of human machines. The physician
resolved to make an gppedl aong thisline - following a course that would make him appear to bein
harmony with Vedon'swishes.

"THE MAN ISAN EXCELLENT SUBJECT," typed Sayre. "HE ISMORE SUITABLE THAN ANY
WHOM YOU NOW HAVE. IT WOULD BE UNWISE TORISK HISLIFE WHEN A DELAYED
OPERATION WOULD MEAN SUCCESS. HE ISTOO GOOD A SUBJECT TO LOSE."

There was a pause; then came methodical words from Veldon - statements that made Rupert Sayre amile
inwardly.

"YOUR ADVICE SHOWS FORESIGHT," printed theticker. "I| COMPLIMENT YOU UPON IT.
HOW LONG A DELAY DO YOU CONSIDER NECESSARY 7'

Sayre pondered. He wanted to make the time aslong as possible, yet he did not care to arouse Veldon's
suspicion. After athoughtful pause, he typed out:

"FORTY-EIGHT HOURS."
"AGREED," came the response on the tape.

That was dl. Rupert Sayre stood beside the tel ety pe apparatus, wondering what would happen next.
Cliff Mardand was moving weskly.

Turning, Sayre saw the young man's eyes open. The physician stared directly into Cliff'sface; evenin his
groggy State, Cliff sensed that the surgeon was afriend.

Cliff'slips moved. They made no intelligible sound and Rupert Sayre was ignoble to reply, knowing that
Eric Veldon might still be watching from some hidden loophole. The physician, however, gave adight
nod, which served as asilent answer to whatever question Cliff might be asking.

Then came footsteps. Sayre turned to see Alpha entering the room. The servant beckoned to the
physician and pointed toward the door.



As Sayre prepared to leave, Alphagave aguttural word and the other two mechanica men picked up
Cliff Mardand's body to carry it away.

With Alphaat his hedls, Sayre paced through the long corridor and ascended the stairs. He walked
directly to hisown room and entered. Alphafollowed. Framed within the doorway, the minion watched
until the physician had taken his chair. Then he prepared to close the door.

INSTANTLY, Rupert Sayre responded to anew inspiration. Impulsively, he raised his hand and uttered
acommand of hisown. Helooked directly a Alphaas he spoke.

"Wait!" wasthe physician'sorder.

For thefirst time, the automaton showed a definite return of human initiative. The power of theword
seemed to have amarked effect. His own eyes meeting those of Rupert Sayre, the minion seemed to
yield to the physician's superior intelligence.

"Close the door."

Sayre uttered the words in adow, steady tone. Without hesitation, Alpha obeyed. Not once did the
waxen-faced henchman take his eyes from Sayre.

Inatrice, Sayre decided that this must be the system which Eric Ve don used in controlling the
brain-dulled henchmen.

The surgeon was well acquainted with the methods which Doctor Barratini had advocated. With brains
reduced to primitive activity, it would be possible to remold them. Thiswas exactly what Eric Veldon had
been doing; but he had made no effort to obliterate the crimina instinct. Instead, he had turned it to his
own usage.

Did Alpharecognize Rupert Sayre as a master? The physician believed he did. Sayre beckoned. Alpha
approached. Again, Sayre gained an important thought.

Alphawas evidently thefirst of the henchmen whom Veldon had obtained. In dl probability, his
intelligence had returned in afuller measure. He had reached the stage where he served amost as
Veldon's lieutenant. Sayre decided to test the man's response to suggestions.

"Tell meyour name," he ordered, being careful to phrase the sentence as acommand, not as a question.
"Alpha," said the motionlessminion.

"That isyour new name," declared Sayre. "Tell me the old name - the one you had before you came
here."

"| do not remember it."

Thiswas encouraging. The man must have some recollection of the past. If it could be stimulated, Alpha
might be turned into rebellion againgt the domination of Rupert Sayre.

"l am your master," asserted Sayre solemnly.
"Yes," returned Alpha
"Thereisanother man," said Sayre, cautioudy, "who has caled himsdf master.”

"Yau



"Tdl mehisname"
"I do not know hisname."

The monotone of the man's reply convinced Rupert Sayre that there was awide gap between Eric
Veldon and all his henchmen - even this chief lieutenant. It was probable that Alphaand the others
responded to orders but hesitated when they were questioned. Holding this theory, Sayre was sure that
no word of this episode would return to Eric Veldon.

"Tonight," said Sayre cAmly, "l saw aman who isaprisoner here. Remember, Alpha, | am your master.
| wish to seethat prisoner. Take meto him.”

The human automaton hesitated. Sayre wondered what medley of thoughts could be passing through that
befuddled, primitive thinking brain. He repeated the order.

"Take meto the man."

As Sayre arose from hischair, Alphaturned and stalked toward the hall. The physician followed. The
automaton stopped before a door farther down the corridor. He opened it. Boldly, Sayre entered.

Hefound Cliff Mardand seated in a chair. The room was a counterpart of the one which Sayre occupied.
Alphastood within the doorway. Sayre was afraid to dismiss him. Instead, he ordered him to close the
door and remain where he stood. Alpha obeyed.

Taking achair, Sayre seated himsdlf by Cliff. The Shadow's agent seemed wesak, but be had regained
some of hismentd dertness. Sayre lost no time in opening the conversation.

"MY nameis Doctor Rupert Sayre," he explained, in alow tone, talking rapidly so asto ude Alphas
comprehension. "1 am aprisoner here. | am anxiousto escape. | have made some progress with this
jaler. He brought me here; perhaps we can escape.”

"Let'shope s0," nodded Cliff. "My nameisMardand. A gang of mobsterstook mefor aride. | landed
here"

"Were you one of the crew?" questioned Sayre.

"They thought | wasacrook,” admitted Cliff. Then, seeing Sayre's puzzled expression, he added: "'l was
looking into their affairs.

"A detective?"

"No." Cliff was deliberate. "A private investigator. Working on aspecia case.”

"Good," said Sayre. "l can rely upon you. Would you advise our making abreek for it right now?"
"Isthat fellow" - Cliff nodded toward Alpha- "the only one whom you have lined up?’

"Yes," admitted Sayre, "and | don't know just how valuable he will prove to be. He may balk -"
Cliff shook his head.

"Hold it," he said. "Wait until we're sure of oursaves. If we're up againgt it, we can make abreak. But if
thisfelow baks - and with dl the others-"

"You'reright," agreed the doctor. "These men, Mardand, are nothing more than machines. Their brains



have been dtered. They obey commandsto the letter. They are criminas, who have come under the
control of ameaster fiend."

"Hisname?'

Rupert Sayre leaned close to Cliff's ear before he pronounced the name of the master plotter. Hewas
afraid that Alphamight hear the utterance.

"Eric Veldon," whispered the physician.
"His purpose?’ asked Cliff.

"So far asyou are concerned,” said Sayre, gravely, "heis anxiousto have you join his crew of minions.
He ordered me to perform the necessary operation upon your brain.”

"And you refused?

"| gained adelay of forty-eight hours. That means, Mardand, that we must act before that time has
expired.”

Cliff Mardand smiled. In afirm voice, he gave Rupert Sayre new assurance.

"Do not think," he said, "that our capture will be forgotten. Forty-eight hoursisampletime. We shdl be
rescued within that period.”

"By the police?' questioned Sayre.

"Perhaps," rejoined Cliff. "But the one who will cometo our aid hasapower dl hisown. | cannot give his
name. | can only assure you that he will find some way to this place. He will learn the name of the fiend
who hasimprisoned us. He will find some clew that will bring him here.”

Cliff'stone was s0 convincing that Sayre nodded in ingtinctive understanding. The physician redized
suddenly that it would be unwise to prolong this meeting. He arose and turned toward the door.

"l am returning,” he said to Alpha

Asthe servant conducted him to his own apartment, Doctor Sayre felt anew hope. He had talked with
Mardand, hisfellow prisoner. The man's positive conviction that aid was coming made the future seem
somewhat brightened.

At the same time, Rupert Sayre was determined to continue his experiments with Alpha. He believed that
he could gradually turn the minion's dawning intelligence into compl ete obedience.

Back in hisroom, Cliff Mardand, too, was el ated. The short conference with Doctor Sayre had given
him proof that he had, at least, two more daysto live. Within that space of time, The Shadow would be
herel

Cliff Mardand had never 1ot firm confidence in The Shadow!
CHAPTER XIX. THE TRAIL BEGINS

CLIFF MARSLAND had tremendous confidence in The Shadow; that confidence was based upon the
amazing feats which The Shadow had accomplished in the past. Had Cliff, however, andyzed the
difficulties of his own stuation, he would have held grave apprehensions regarding the fate that awaited
him.



The crux of The Shadow's effort had come with that single-handed fight which he had waged with Duke
Scurley's mob. The Shadow had wiped out the gangsters, but he had been forced to lose the great
opportunity of trailing Eric Veldon's minionsto their lair.

Thus handicapped, The Shadow was playing the one trump card that remained - a close watch over the
affairs of Holbrook Edkins. The millionaire had assured Lamont Cranston that word would come from
Eric Vedon and that he would arrange an gppointment without telling the promoter that a stranger would
be present. The Shadow was staking much upon that meeting.

In the meantime, there was the chance that VVeldon, calling in person on Edkins, could betrailed. Hence,
when evening again came to Manhattan, apair of keen, observant eyes were keeping close watch upon
the front of the house where Holbrook Edkinslived. The Shadow, himsalf, was on watch.

With darkness forming a gloomy shroud, a stedthy figure moved toward the house. The Shadow reached
the blackness of aside area. Histall form poised beside the wall. Reaching upward through the darkness,
The Shadow gained a high bay window.

Thelock yielded under silent pressure. The sash lifted. Unseen, unheard, The Shadow entered the gilded
living room.

Here, The Shadow had a vantage point. The room was unlighted. Edkins was evidently upgtairs. If a
visitor arrived, if Edkins decided to go out, The Shadow would quickly learn the fact. Asyet, there had
been no indication of communication between Veldon and Edkins.

It was not The Shadow's usua roleto play awaiting part, particularly when circumstances had placed
one of hisagentsin aprecarious Situation. Y et it was chance, aone, that had tricked The Shadow; and
tonight, The Shadow was playing for the turn. His keen analysis of Eric Vedon's methods had given him
positive assurance that amove could be expected from the enemy.

Merle Clussig - Wycroft Dustin - Josgph Barratini - those three had held a definite association with Eric
Veldon, whose name The Shadow had so recently learned. Two of those men had died; the third had
disappeared. That was proof that Veldon had kept close contact with them.

It was inconceivable that VVeldon would omit the precaution of keeping in touch with Holbrook Edkins,
the millionaire with whom he had conducted important negotiations.

A CLOCK dtruck eight. Scarcely had its chimes ceased before aringing sound came from the hdll. It
was the telephone. The Shadow listened. A servant answered; then went upstairs. The heavy footsteps of
Holbrook Edkins sounded.

The Shadow moved through the darkness of the living room. His keen eyes peered between a hanging
curtain and a doorframe. The hidden being heard each word that Holbrook Edkins uttered.

"Hello," began the millionaire. "Ah! Veldon! | am glad to hear fromyou... Yes, | expected acal last night
- certainly tonight... Y ou should come to see me, yes. It isnot usua for you to telephone...

"l must seeyou, Vedon... Tonight, positively... It concernsthe financia arrangements... No, no. Do not
misunderstand me. | am not impatient. | have larger idess... New capitd... Othersinterested...

"Y ou disapprove?’ Edkins voiced doubt. "Y ou may have your reasons, Veldon, but do not forget that
my money is concerned... No, | have made no agreement with any other person... Certainly, Veldon, |
shall keep your confidence... Wéll, yes- | have been looking for someone else to put up additional

capitd -"



The Shadow's eyes were glistening. Was Edkins about to name Lamont Cranston? It did not matter, so
long as Vedon'sinterest was aroused; yet the less that Edkins said from now on, the better.

"I have done nothing find," Edkinswas saying. "Neverthdess, | see complications - other inventions that
may nullify the onesthat you are developing... Surely, Veldon. That isfair enough... Yes, | shal remain at
home this evening... Alone... Until you arrive. About ten o'clock? Earlier perhaps? Very good. Very
good."

The call was concluded. Holbrook Edkins went upstairs. The halway was empty. Apparently, the
millionaire would abide by his agreement and call no one until after Eric Veldon had arrived.

It was The Shadow's turn for action now.

Coming from the curtain, The Shadow loomed in spectral shape as he approached the telephone and
raised the receiver. His quiet tones were confined to the mouthpiece as he gave the number that he
wanted. Burbank responded from the other end.

A short cdl followed, The Shadow's words being no more than hollow whispersin the deserted hall.
Then thetall figure moved away and merged with the darkness beyond the curtain.

Severa minutes el gpsed. The telephone bell rang again. The servant answered and went upstairsto
summon Edkins. The Shadow watched as the millionaire spoke into the telephone.

"What'sthat?' questioned Edkins. "Mr. Cranston, you say?... Ishethere?... Oh, | understand now...
Coming here... Later in the evening... There must be some mistake. | did not call him at the Cobalt
Club... Isthere anywhere that | might reach him now? No? Very well."

Edkins haf turned as he laid the telephone aside. The Shadow's eyes were watching him. The puzzled
expression which played upon the big man's bluff features were as plain as print on an opened page.

HOLBROOK EDKINS was pondering upon the mistake which wasto bring Lamont Cranston here
tonight. Evidently someone had caled Cranston at the Cobalt Club; Cranston had supposed it to be
Edkinsinviting him to this house and had told a secretary to call up Edkins and verify the gppointment he
had made.

This meant complications, but they were clearing as Edkins consdered them. Lamont Cranston was
anxious to meet Eric Veldon. Holbrook Edkins had suggested such amesting. It wasto be arranged
informaly.

Circumstances now made the meeting possible. If Cranston should arrive before Veldon, Edkins could
introduce Vddon to the multi-millionaire. If Veldon camefirst, Cranston could be introduced to the
promoter.

A smile appeared upon the bluff face. Holbrook Edkins seemed pleased. He had not intended to call
Cranston until after he had talked over the matter with Veldon, but with matters attending to themsdvesit
would be quite an idea to have the two meet gpparently by accident.

It was after eight o'clock. Eric Veldon might arrive any time before ten. Holbrook Edkins decided to
remain downdtairs. Thisthought struck him when he was on the fourth step. He turned toward the living
room.

The Shadow, meanwhile, was gliding into darkness. His eyes, peering toward the hall, saw Edkins
approach. With a soft swish of his black cloak, The Shadow swung over the window silI. His deft hand
lowered the sash with asingle noiseless motion.



When Edkins pressed the switch to illuminate the living room, the eyes were no longer at the window.
The Shadow had goneinto the outer darkness.

Fifteen minutes passed. Aninvisible senting kept watch outside of the Edkins residence. The Shadow
was deliberately delaying the visit of Lamont Cranston until Eric Veldon should arrive.

A coupe pulled up acrossthe street. Its lights went out, then on, then off the second time.

A smplesigna. The Shadow glided noisdlesdy to the side of the car. His hand thrust an object through
the crevice of the window. The driver looked up suddenly as a piece of paper fluttered to hislap.

On camethe dash light. The features of Clyde Burke, New Y ork Classic reporter, appeared in the fringe
of illumination. Clyde had come hereto wait instructions, responding to acal which he had received from
Burbank. He unfolded the sheet of paper. It contained abrief inked note, in The Shadow's code:

Prepareto follow first car that stops at house opposite.
Obey the whispered signal.

Thewriting faded. Clyde extinguished the dash light and waited in darkness. He knew that some
important trail wasto befollowed. If al went wel, The Shadow would follow it himsdlf. Clyde, however,
would be there in case of emergency.

Another fifteen minutes. A limousinedrew up in front of the house. Itslights went dim. Just asthat flicker
occurred, Clyde fancied that he saw abatlike shape move toward the wall of the Edkins house. Clyde
could not see who stepped from the limousine. The Shadow - for he had merged with the front of the
house - did see.

I'T was not Eric Veldon who alighted. The Shadow knew that fact, although he had never seen the master
fiend. The person who aighted was astocky individua who stalked up the steps with the regular motion
of an automatic figure.

The Shadow glided to the side of the house. He reached the bay window. Lifting his body, he pressed
the sash of the window three inches upward. Peering through the narrow space, he saw the servant
entering to speak to Holbrook Edkins.

"The man has comefor the antique clock, Sir," said the servant. "Y ou know the one, Sir - it was delivered
here by mistake, and they promised to call for it."

"Oh, yes," recdled Edkins. "Of course. It is on the mantelpiece in my den. Show him up to get it.”

The servant pointed out the way to a man who appeared in the hal. Holbrook Edkins caught only aflash
of thefellow's face. He was startled by the fixed, waxen expression. Footsteps tramped on the stairs.

Edkinslighted acigarette. He was thinking of the clock. It had been ddlivered here; sometime ago - on
the occasion of Eric Veldon'slast visit. There had been no return address. A telephone cal had come,
sating the mistake. A man had promised to comefor it.

Eric Vddon, Edkins remembered, had admired the old clock, and had set it on the mantelpiece. Edkins,
who seldom disturbed the arrangements of his den, had |ft it there.

A few minutes passed. Thumping footsteps resounded from the stairs. Clock in arms, the messenger was
departing. Edkins strolled to the hall to see the fellow out. Again, he noted the cadaverous phys ognomy
of the messenger.



The Shadow's eyes disappeared from the window. As the man with the clock stumped from the house, a
fleeting figure passed across the street. Just as the limousine was about to move forward, Clyde Burke, at
the whedl of the coupe, heard a single whispered word, so sinister in tone that he could not tell from what
spot it had been uttered.

"Follow!"

The street was aone-way thoroughfare. The limousine moved ahead. Clyde Burke eased off to follow
thetrail. A clever driver, akeen observer because of his newspaper experience, Clyde had asimple task
of keeping the pliable coupe on the track of the cumbersome limousine.

Eric Veldon had not yet arrived. Had the murderer come and departed, The Shadow himself would have
taken up thetrail. But The Shadow had recognized that this mechanica-moving visitor must be no more
than aminion of the superfiend. He had dispatched his agent on thetrail. He, himsdlf, had atask before
him that kept him here at the house.

Thetrail had begun. One of Vddon's automatic henchmen was returning to the lair. The purpose of his
vigt was asyet unknown, but it was obvious to The Shadow that the driver of the limousine was
unprotected againgt followers, because of the smplicity of hiserrand.

While Clyde Burke followed on the trail, The Shadow's figure blended amid blackness, underwent a
change. It cameto view upon the front steps of the house, but it was the shape of The Shadow no more.

A tal man, dressed in evening clothes, wasringing the doorbel| &t the residence. Lamont Cranston had
arrived to cal upon Holbrook Edkins. He had - for an important purpose - arranged hisvisit ahead of
Eric Vedon.

CHAPTER XX. CRANSTON EXPLAINS

A SERVANT opened the front door to admit Lamont Cranston. As he heard the visitor's name, he
bowed and ushered the multi-millionaire toward the Sairs.

"Mr. Edkins has just gone up to hisden, sir," was the announcement. "He asked that you come up there
upon your arriva."

"I know theway," remarked Cranston quietly.

With incredible swiftness, the tall man ascended the steps. There seemed to be no effort in his pace, yet
he covered the distance in afew scant seconds.

The door of the den was gar. Cranston entered so suddenly that Holbrook Edkins, standing by the
fireplace, turned with an expression of darm.

Edkins smiled as he recognized hisvisitor. Holding his haf-smoked Cigarettein hisleft hand, he extended
hisright to Cranston. After the handshake, Cranston quietly seeted himsdlf in an easy-chair, while Edkins
remained standing.

"Thisvigtisasurprise” remarked Edkins, "and awelcome one. | had not expected you, Mr. Cranston.
It ismost fortunate. | am expecting Eric Ve don - the promoter whose name you agreed not to reved."

"Indeed,” returned Cranston. "I understood that you called me at the Cobalt Club. They said that Mr.
Edkins had asked meto drop in thisevening.”

"No," said Edkins, "I did not call."



"It must have been old Hoskins," remarked Cranston. "He's been bothering me for sometime. Heingsts
that | must see his collection of Maay weapons. He claimsto have picked them up in the East. | doubt it.
| am glad that | came hereinstead.”

"The sentiment ismutud,” laughed Edkins

All during the conversation, Cranston's sparkling eyes had been studying the setting of the room. There
was vacancy on the mantel piece where the clock had been. Nothing €l se, however, seemed out of place.
Cranston had retained a photographic impression of this den.

AsHolbrook Edkins was taking alast long draw on his cigarette, Cranston's stedly gaze went directly
beyond the heavy form of the bluff-faced millionaire. It was then that Cranston acted in aswift, yet
natural, manner - so timely that Edkins never noticed it.

AN open box of cigarettes was lying on the table at Cranston's|eft. Long white fingers - upon one of
which shone asparkling fire opa, plucked a cigarette from the box. Cranston, his eyes upon Edkins,
arose a the same moment. With two long, easy strides, he stepped toward his host just as Edkins drew
back the screen from the fireplace to toss hisfinished cigarette butt into the ashes.

Crangton's cigarette was in his mouth. Hisleft hand shot forward. 1ts swift motion came to agentle stop
asit caught Edkins by the right wrigt, just asthe big man was about to release the cigarette from his

grasp.

The motion of Cranston's right hand explained the action. Easily, hisright fingers ook the lighted buit
from Edkins. Cranston used the glowing end to light his own cigarette.

"Thanks," he said, with aquiet smile, as he turned back toward his chair.

To Edkinsthe occurrence was purdly incidental. The big man did not notice that Cranston, after obtaining
hislight, extinguished the cigarette butt in an ash stand, instead of tossing it into the fireplace. Throwing
cigarettes among the asheswas smply ahabit with Edkins; hisvistors did not dways duplicateit. Edkins
took afresh cigarette, and ignited it with the eectric lighter.

"The mantel piece looks empty," remarked Cranston, in athoughtful tone.

"Yes" laughed Edkins. "A man called for an old clock that had been sent here by mistake. He took it out
just before you camein.”

"The absence of smoke stains on your mantelpieceisinteresting,” said Crangton, in anidletone. "'l takeiit
that the fireplace does not smoke.”

"I burn afire there about once ayear," explained Edkins. "That's why there are no smoke marks on the
mantelpiece.”

"Those ashes arefrom the last fire?' queried Cranston, in surprise.
"Yes" laughed Edkins. "Four months ago.
"Odd," said Crangton. "Those ashes have a smoothness that is unusua. Did your servant rake them?'

Crangton laid his cigarette asde and stepped forward to the fireplace. Edkins was rather puzzled as he
watched hisvisitor remove the screen. Cranston, staring toward the ashes, held up his hand, asasign for
Edkinsto stand back.



"What isit?" exclaimed Edkins.

Cranston moved backward. He grasped his host'sright wrigt, restraining the hand in which Edkins held
hisfreshly lighted cigarette.

"Do you notice those silvery flakes among the ashes?' inquired Cranston. "Y ou can see them - when the
screen isout of theway.”

Edkins did see the sparkle. He was more perplexed than before.
"What do they mean?"' heinquired.

"Weshdl find out," asserted Cranston quietly. "I have seen granulations of that sort before. Come out to
the hallway. Watch from there.”

Cransgton picked up his cigarette and led the way. In the hal, he closed the door until it was but dightly
ga. Holding, his cigarette between thumb and forefinger, he flicked it toward the fireplace with expert
precison. Whilethetiny object was till in the air, Cranston pulled the door tightly shut.

A MOMENT'S sllence. Then, from beyond the barrier came asighing, explosive puff - agigantic sob
that resembled a discharge of a photographer's flash powder. Edkins, alarmed, leaped toward the door.
Crangton held him.

"Keep away!" Cranston's tone was commanding. "Back - to the stairway!"

As Edkins moved bulkily to the safety spot, Cranston turned the knob and pulled the door open. He
sprang swiftly to the point where Edkins stood. Theinterior of the den was revealed.

The room wasfilled with asettling cloud of thick green smoke. The cloudy vapor had penetrated every
crevice of the den. The walls were smudged with blackish stregks.

"Downdtairs," suggested Crangton. "We're away from the danger zone, but it's best to be farther off until
the gas has cleared away."

"What - what isit?' sammered Edkins.

"Poison gas," announced Cranston abruptly. "I know alot about it - through my war experience. It wasa
trap set to kill you, Edkins. One cigarette into that powder which lay in the ashes - that would have been
al”

"A trap - to - to kill me?
"Apparently,” remarked Cranston dryly. "Y ou would do best to cdll the police at once."

Holbrook Edkins picked up the telephone. Bewildered thoughts ran through his brain. He mentioned a
subject that disturbed him.

"When Eric Veldon arrives," he said, "he will wonder why the police are here -"

"You mean if Eric Veldon arrives,” returned Cranston, with aquiet smile. "The possibility, however, is
remote. Eric Veldon has dready come and gone - by proxy. He, himsdf, will not vist this house
tonight!"

Holbrook Edkins did not understand. Dully, he called detective headquarters. Confused thoughts il
dominated hismind. Amid them, he redlized that he owed hislifeto Lamont Crangton'samazing



observation.
CHAPTER XXI. CARDONA'STURN

DETECTIVE JOE CARDONA stood in the room where death had failed. The greenish gashad long
snce settled. Only black-stiresked walls and sooty fixtures remained as evidence of the tragedy that might
have been.

With the detective were Holbrook Edkins and Lamont Cranston. The story had been told. It was
Cranston, now, who was adding pointed comments.

"I noted the ashes accidentaly,” he said. "1 had seen powdered preparations which produced deadly
gases. | suspected that thismight be one. After the test, another thought occurred to me - namely, that
thisman, Eric Veldon, might have been involved.”

"Do you know anything about Veldon?" questioned Cardona.

"No," said Cranston smoothly. "I have never met him. But when Mr. Edkinsfirst told me about Veldon,
and stated that he was a man who played between inventors and financiers, | suspected that the fellow
might be a crook."

"Swindlers are ssldom murderers,” remarked Cardonasagely.

"| am probably mistaken,” admitted Cranston, in an absent-minded tone. "Perhaps, the circumstances
gartled me. | jumped to afantastic conclusion, probably induced - ah, now | haveit - by something that |
read in the papers.

"You see, Mr. Edkinsand | had been talking about X-ray inventions - electrica appliances. The
blackened marks upon the walls brought up the suggestion of carbon monoxide. | remembered
something about an eectrica inventor, killed by carbon-monoxide poison -"

As Cranston's subtle suggestion ended, Joe Cardona's face lighted with sudden understanding. Before
the detective could speak, however, Cranston added another thought.

"X-rays," heremarked, "generate terrific heat. | read another odd item in the newspaper about a chemist
- aman experienced in the study of deadly gases - who died from a strange, burning fever -"

Thistime Cardonas interruption came. The detective brought one fist againgt the open palm of his other
hand, as be saw a connection which he had not previoudy noted.

"Merle Clussig!" he cried. "Wycroft Dugtin! Say - do you think this bird VVeldon knew those men?”
"Clussg?" questioned Crangton, as though the name meant nothing. "Dudtin?’
"Yes," exclamed Cardona. "They were the two whom you read about in the newspapers.”

"I didn't recall the names," said Crangton. "The only name | remembered recently was that of a physician
- aDoctor Barratini -"

"Maybe he was mixed init, too!" blurted Cardona. "L ook here, Mr. Edkins' - he turned to the
bluff-faced millionaire - "can you tel me anything about this Veldon? Where he lives? What he does?!

"Heisapromoter,” said Edkins. "But | never knew where he made hishome. | never had
correspondence with him."



"Areyou sure?'
"We can look through my file of recent letters.”
"Good," decided Cardona "Get them out.”

A SERVANT came into the room. He announced that there was a call for Mr. Cranston from the Cobalt
Club. While Edkins was talking with Cardona, Cranston sauntered downstairs. He spoke quietly over the
telephone. Burbank's voice answered.

"Report from Burke," informed the contact agent. "He followed the car to its destination. Old mansion, at
Turnerdale, Long Idand. Burley Road, west of Graypoint Highway."

No onewasin thelower hal. From his pocket, Lamont Cranston produced a printed caling card. It
bore the name:

ERIC VELDON.

With a pencil, Cranston scrawled the address that Burbank had given him. Pocketing the card, he
grolled upstairs and joined Edkins and Cardona. The detective was going through a pile of papers, which
included letters, paid bills, and other memoranda.

A bill dipped from Cardona's hand. It fluttered to the floor. Cranston's hand dropped to his vest pocket.
Cranston stooped to pick up the bill. Cardonawas amoment late; he did not see the card that was negtly
clipped between Crangton'sfirst two fingers.

As he placed the bill upon the stack of papers, Cranston made another dexterous manipulation. He did
not drop the card directly benegth the bill; instead, he inserted it farther down in the stack of papers.

"I havereceived an urgent call from the club,” heremarked. "1 must run down there; | can return later, if |
am needed.”

"That'sal right,” agreed Cardona. "I'll call you there, Mr. Crangton, if it proves necessary.”

Cranston shook hands with Edkins, and |ft the den. His footsteps died on the airs. Cardona, with
Edkins staring over his shoulder, kept on through the stack of papers. A cry came unexpectedly from the
detective. Edkinslooked at the card which the deuth had discovered.

"Hereitid" exclaimed Cardona. "Say - thisisafind! Vedon'sown card - with hisaddressonit!"

"l don't remember him giving it to me," said Edkins, in apuzzled tone. "1 wonder if it'sthe place helives

"I'm finding out!" asserted Cardona. "It'sdl | want. I'm starting with araiding squad. That fellow sent
another man in here tonight - the one who planted the powder when he took the clock. Maybe there'sa
bunch to dedl with. Well show them, if they're still on deck when we get therel”

TEN minutes later, asren sounded in the street in front of the house. Joe Cardona hurried down the
stepsto join four men in apolice car. The sSiren shrieked again, as the automobile shot on itsway.

Joe Cardonaand his men were heading for the spot on Long Idand. Their car whirled rapidly through the
streets of Manhattan, heading toward an East River bridge. It passed the traffic areas, and shot dong a
clear highway.

Joe Cardonawas following thetrail. He was going to give combat to Eric Veldon, the murderer.



Y et, with al its swiftness, the police car did not overtake a powerful coupe that was burning up the road
ahead.

Sashing onward at aninety-mile clip, hisfirm hands gripping the whed of hislow-built car, wasan
intrepid driver who was certain to best the police to their destination. Unseen in the darkness of hiscar,
the only sign which this personage gave of his presence was amocking laugh that sounded clearly above
theroar of the motor.

Preceding Joe Cardona to the quest was the strange being who had secretly given the detective the
information that he needed - the one who had actually learned the location of Eric Veldon's abode of
horror.

The Shadow, swift and formidable, was speeding onward to begin the final battle with the superfiend. It
was Cardonas turn tonight; but it was The Shadow who had caled the turn!

CHAPTER XXII.WITHIN THE WALLS
"ALPHA" - Doctor Rupert Sayre was speaking firmly - "bring in the prisoner.”

Stalidly, Eric Veldon's chief automaton obeyed. He went from the room where Sayre was located. He
returned two minutes later, with Cliff Mardand.

"Alpha," said Sayre, as the waxen-faced servitor stared solemnly, "you are one of us. With us, you will
go from here. Do you understand?"

"Yes," replied the man.

"Hisintdligenceisincreasing,” explained Sayreto Cliff. "I have simulated it. Heis ours. We can count
upon him."

"Weare unarmed,” reminded Cliff.
"Alphahasarevolver," asserted Sayre. "l can get it from him. Y ou will be the oneto useit.”
"Get it now," suggested Cliff.

"No." Sayre shook his head. "We must be ready to return to our roomsif the odds appear impossible.
Alphawill produce the gun when | demand it. Let's move out and see how thingslook."

Cautioudly, the two men went out into the corridor. Alphafollowed at Sayre's back. Thetrio stopped
when they reached the head of the stairs. They could hear the rhythmic beet of a steady pacing sentinel.
One of Vedon's mechanical men was on duty on the floor below.

"Ligten," whispered Cliff.
New footbeats sounded. Another sentinel had joined thefirst. Cliff shook his head.

"Wed better wait," he decided. "We don't know the way out. That's the trouble. We can't fight if were
trapped. Veldon might show up.”

"Agreed," said Sayre, although histone was rel uctant.

The men did not immediately return to their rooms. They waited, sure that they were safe from
observation. Alpha stood stolidly beside them. He was obedient to Rupert Sayre.



BACK in the room which the three had | ft, a strange phenomenon occurred. A black mass seemed to
gpread upon the floor, as though projected from some outer sphere. It was aflat shape, yet it seemed
imbued with life. The reason for it soon devel oped.

The skylight lifted in the top of the gloomily lighted room. Outer night pressed inward. The splotch upon
the floor moved grotesquely. Then, from the skylight, along form developed. A figure hung momentarily;
it dropped with feline agility. Huddled from thefall, it rose again.

The Shadow, tdl and sinister, had arrived within Eric Veldon'sterrible domain! Garbed in black cloak
and hat, afantastic being whose long body cast a quadruple silhouette, the master of darkness stood
supreme.

Swiftly and silently, The Shadow reached the open door. His peering eyes |ooked down the hallway. He
saw the three men standing &t the stairs. He waited while minutes seemed to move in dow procession.

The rhythmic tramp of feet continued from below. The three men, Cliff Mardand, Rupert Sayre, and the
creature caled Alpha, sill remained on vigil. Two - Cliff and the physician - were hoping for the break
they wanted. Alpharemained at Sayre's command.

The monotony was like the strange quiet that comes before a breaking whirlwind. The Shadow, hiseyes
burning as they watched, was expecting imminent results. The tension broke, of asudden, asanew
sound came from the floor below. Someone was pounding at an outer door! A muffled cry was heard.
Then came ablow, as something smashed againgt the barrier. Cliff Mardand uttered a prompt
exclamation at the sound of the noise.

"Detectived" he said to Sayre. "They have found this place!

Footbesats ended below. Gutturd cries came from Eric Vedon's minions. The ingtinctively guided
automatic men were starting to meet what seemed to be a mass attack.

The Shadow's long right arm extended from the room. His hand gripped an automeatic. The wegpon
covered Alpha Theaction wastimely. A bell wasringing from below. In responseto the darm, Alphas
loyalty had turned.

With a brisk motion, the man whipped out hisrevolver. He turned the gun toward Cliff Mardand and
Rupert Sayre as he backed away from the men whom he had been set to guard. The Shadow's finger
was upon the trigger, but it did not move.

Cliff Mardand had seen Alphas action. With a savage leap, hefdl upon the man and hurled him to the
floor. Alphas gun clattered away. Rupert Sayre seized it.

"Cove thegaird" ordered Cliff. "Look out for trouble from below. I'll hold this man; well need him
|ater!”

"He was responding to the old impulse,” exclaimed Sayre. "Keep him there. We must not kill him unless
he makes trouble. He had turned to aid us."

Alphahad ceased struggling. Under Cliff Mardand's powerful attack, he had been rendered helpless.
The Shadow watched while Cliff Mardand dragged the man to the nearest room. Sayre, redizing the
wisdom of being out of sight, followed, covering Alphaasthey went along.

RESOUNDING blows of battering-ram force were breaking down the door below. The Shadow,
moving with swiftness, now that the corridor was cleared, hastened to the stairway and descended. He
reached the floor below just at the crucid moment.



A huge outer door came crashing forward. With it, Joe Cardonaand his detectives hurtled into view.
With gunsin hands, they faced a menace which they had not expected. Hastily, they raised their revolvers
tofire.

Lined acrossthe wide lower corridor were Eric Vedon's minions. Like statues, these one-time criminas
had been waiting stolidly for the breaking of the door. Each monstrous creeture held a pair of revolvers.
Asthe detectives came in Sght, the ingtinctive reactions of these killerstook effect.

Tried detectives againg transformed mobsmen. Brave men of the law againgt sullen, automatic minions
who did not fear to die. Shots burst forth as both sidesfired, but with that opening attack came roaring
bursgts of flame from another quarter.

The Shadow, a brace of automaticsin his hands, was aiding the cause of Joe Cardona. Timely aid, for
the detectives had plunged headlong into the path of fire. As The Shadow's automatics barked, Veldon's
minions svung inginctively to meet the fire from the rear. Though gangsters once - rats who would then
have feared The Shadow - they did not recognize him now.

But with that fatal motion, the minions of the fiend were doomed. Their fire had been turned; only one of
Cardona's men had been wounded. Detectives blazed from one direction. The Shadow, elevated on the
dairs, fired downward from the other.

Shooting deliberately, Eric Vedon's men began to fal. They did not crumple; they uttered no cries of
pain. Instead, they stood staring in their tracks. Rigid, they plunged dead upon thefloor.

The Shadow was retiring. Dumfounded detectives, excited by the battle, were riddling the fallen minions
with lead. The sght was uncanny; forms that seemed corpsdike more than human had dropped like
tenpins. Cardonaand his men were coming through.

At the head of the stairs, The Shadow merged with the darkness of aside corridor. Footsteps sounded.
Joe Cardona reached the top of the airs. He saw aman awaiting him at the door of alighted room. It
was Doctor Rupert Sayre, calling the detective onward.

The raiding squad reached the room. Doctor Sayre declared hisidentity. He pointed to Cliff Mardand,
who now had the revolver, and was guarding Alpha, a prisoner.

"ThisisMardand," explained Sayre. "He was brought here asavictim. Heand | were planning to

"And thisman?' quizzed Cardona, as heindicated Alpha

"One of Veldon'shenchmen,” said Sayre. "The only intelligent one. He was aiding us to escape when the
attack began. We feared trouble from him, and Mardand overpowered him. He is the one man we need.
Heisthe onewho can tell uswhereto find Eric Veldon."

Cliff Mardand had released Alpha. The dull-faced man was standing on hisfeet. Rupert Sayre was
attending to the wound of the one detective who had been clipped in thefray.

Facing Alpha, Joe Cardona began his quiz of Veldon's minion. Alpha, with eyes steady and staring,
answered each question that the detective gave him.

CHAPTER XXIII. FIEND VERSUS SHADOW
"Y OUR name?"' inquired Cardona.



"Alpha," responded the corpselike man.

"Eric Veldon isyour master?' quizzed the detective.

"Heismy magter,”" responded Alpha, pointing to Rupert Sayre.

"Whereisthe one who was your master?' put in Sayre, to aid Cardona's quiz.
"Heisaway."

"When will he return?' asked Cardona.

"Soon," declared Alpha.

"Show uswhere hewill be," ordered Cardona

Steadily, Alphawaked forward. The detectives followed as the man mechanicaly led the way to the
floor below. He stopped before apanel inthewall.

"Isthisthe place?' demanded Cardona.

"Yes" sad Alpha, staring at the panel he had pointed out.

"Open the pand,” commanded Cardona.

"l cannot,” said the man in his deliberate tones. "Only my old master can open it. From within.”
Doctor Sayre had arrived with the wounded detective. He nodded as he heard Alpha’s statement.

"Veldon'sroom is somewhere near," he asserted. "He has an X-ray device that makes him look likea
living skeleton. If wewait -"

"Quiet, every one," whispered Cardona, with anod. Then, to Alpha: "Does your master summon you
here?"

"Yes." Alphds eyeswere staring wide open. " Soon. He will summon me.”

The group moved back as Alpha approached the panel and stood in listening attitude. Cliff Mardand and
Rupert Sayre were as tense as the detectives.

" think the panel will open,” whispered the surgeon. "We can go in then - and wait until the lights go out.
The skeleton will then appear. It will not be invulnerable. By shooting from the sides of the screen -

"Keep ready,” decided Cardona.

A full minute passed. Suddenly, as Alphastood staring, the panel did open. Cliff Mardand gripped the
minion'sarms. Quickly, the detectives entered the dim room. Cliff and Sayre followed, with Alpha The
minion was completely subdued.

Thelightswent out. Only adight flicker of dull illumination came from the corridor, for the pane was il
open. Then camethe bright glow beyond the screen on the table. The skeleton came into view. Doctor
Sayre gave agasp of dation. He redlized that from the skeleton's seat, one could not see who wasin the
room!

"Get him, ment”



The command came from Joe Cardona. With it, the detective fired. Shots burst from the sides of the
room. The skeleton toppled and disappeared asit fell beneath the table.

"Find alight switch!" ordered Cardona.

A DETECTIVE discovered one with the aid of aflashlight. Another found another switch. Both pressed.
One switch brought illumination to the room; the other caused the radiant light to vanish from the farther
wall. The second switch had raised the leaded panel covering the front section of the X-ray projector.

A cry of amazement came as Cardonarounded the end of the table. Upon the floor, instead of a human
body, lay the crumpled figure of an actua skeleton!

Click!

All eyesturned toward the exit. The pand had shut. With it came the knowledge of atrap. Inthe
confusion, Alpha, the minion supposedly turned to aid the law, had gone from the room!

"Tick - tick - tick -"

A teletype wasworking in the corner. Doctor Sayre sprang to it and began to read the ribbon. Cardona
joined him; so did Cliff Mardand. The detectives stared about them, ready with their revolvers, but
seeing no one a which to shoot.

This message came dong the ribbon:

"YOU ARE TRAPPED. YOU WILL DIE. LIKE CLUSSIG, LIKE DUSTIN. LIKE BARRATINI.
LIKE EDKINS. | AM ERIC VELDON. | AM ALSO ALPHA. ASONE OF MY HENCHMEN |
FURTHERED COMMUNICATION BETWEEN MY PRISONERS TO LEARN HOW MUCH
THEY KNEW. | OPENED THE PANEL BY STEPPING ON THE SECRET SPRING IN THE
FLOOR. | PLAYED THE PART OF ONE OF MY OWN MINIONS. IT ENABLED ME TO KEEP
CONTACT WITH THE OTHERS. THE SKELETON WHICH YOU SHOT ISTHAT OF JOSEPH
BARRATINI. | DESTROYED THE FLESH AND USED THE SKELETON ASA FAKE DEVICE.
IT WASBEHIND THE SCREEN WHEN YOU ENTERED. YOU COULD NOT SEEIT
THROUGH THE SCREEN UNTIL THE RAY S APPEARED. YOU ARE FOOLS. PREPARE TO
DIEWHEN | RELEASE THE DEADLY GAS'"

Theticking ceased. The doomed men looked at one another. They redlized that the extinguishing of the
dull light and the appearance of the rays had been automatic. They weretruly dueto die. Somewhere,
they could picture Eric Veldon, the superfiend, ready to release poison gas through jetsthat lined the
walsof thisterrible room!

The mental image was correct. Outside, by asmall panel which he had opened in the sde of the corridor,
stood Eric Veldon. From hisface, the fiend had clawed away the waxy substance which he had used to
make himsdlf ook like one of his automata.

The evil smile was upon Eric Vedon's features. Hisleft hand was raised to draw the heavy cord which
would loose avast volume of poison gas. In hisright hand - the precaution seemed unnecessary - the
murderer held arevolver which he had picked from behind the little panel.

Murder dominated Vel don's mind. He would day these enemies; after that, he could travel away at will.
With his mechanica equipment packed within the dark-screened limousine, hidden by the specia glass
which Merle Clussig had devised, he could go where he chose, and set up anew home of crime.

His knowledge of Barratini's methods would serve him in the accumul ation of another horde of



henchmen. All theseideas of an evil future swept through Ve don's crime-mad brain. It was some flegting
fancy, only, that caused him to stare along the corridor as his hand prepared to draw the fatal cord.

ERIC VELDON'S evil leer became afixture on hisbloated lips. There, framed in dull light at the end of
the corridor, stood an enemy whom he had not yet met. A tall, sinister being clad entirdly in black, was
garing toward him with eyesthat blazed like living codls.

The Shadow!

Eric Vedon had heard of thisweird enemy of crime. The Shadow had cometo stop hisevil deed! The
Shadow would fail! A fierce hiss came from Vedon'slips as he leveled his revolver toward the phantom
figure and placed hisfinger to thetrigger.

A mighty roar burst forth - not from Vedon's gun, but from an automatic in The Shadow's hand. With
that shot, Eric VVeldon staggered. Hisrevolver fell from his grasp. With adefiant effort, the fiend clutched
the cord, hoping that it would draw as he fell. Again The Shadow's automatic burgt its thunderous

report.

The shot struck Veldon'sleft wrist. Numbed fingers opened. The cord swung back and forth within the
little niche which contained it. A ghastly scream came from Veldon's smile-frozen lips. The superfiend
sprawled dead within the corridor.

With slent tread, The Shadow advanced. He stood above the body of Eric Veldon. His small-rayed
flashlight played upon the features of the dead man. For thefirst time, The Shadow had seen Eric
Veldon's countenance. The man who had €uded him while living, could not escape him when dead.

The Shadow turned. He strode to the end of the corridor, to the spot where the hidden panel made an
entrance to the room where Eric VVeldon had played hisrole of living skeleton. With sweeping stride, The
Shadow found the secret release in the floor. He pressediit.

The pandl opened. Startled cries came from within. Seconds intervened; then the deluge burst forth as
Joe Cardona and his detectives rushed to safety, followed by Doctor Rupert Sayre and Cliff Mardand.

They found Eric Vedon's body. Dead, the fiend was as hideous asin life. The cord, still swinging,
marked his vain attempt to day the men who had battled him. But there was no sign of the mysterious
avenger who had ended the mongter's vile caresr.

The Shadow, mysterious, had vanished. Cliff Mardand, done, knew that it was he who had played the
part of rescuer. Joe Cardona, wise but taciturn, suspected the same fact. The ace detective had seen
evidence of The Shadow's prowess in the past.

A TRIM coupe was speeding toward Manhattan. Sweeping aong the broad highway, it wasfar, far in
advance of the men who were also dueto return to New Y ork. Asthe automobile whirled dong alonely
highway, astrident pea of mirth burst forth from itsinterior.

The Shadow, triumphant, was crying forth hisvictory in tones of strident mockery. That laugh, uncanny in
the chill night air, marked thefinal touch to the battle of justice againgt evil.

Eric Veldon, murderer and fiend extraordinary, was dead. The Shadow's hand had again brought
vengeance to an evil wretch who had deserved his miserable end.

Fend versus Shadow. That had been the climax. The Shadow had gained the triumph.
THE END



