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CHAPTER |. A GENTLEMAN OF CRIME
"UXTRY! Uxtry! Read about the big bank holdups!”

I B S B B B S I R I I R S I S S R I A BEC RO BN N

Graham Wellerton stopped as he heard the newsboy's cry. He proffered afew pennies and received the
find edition of aNew Y ork evening newspaper. He glanced at the headlines as he walked along in the
bright illumination of Forty-second Street, then thrust the sheet under his arm as he entered a subway
kiosk.

While he waited on the platform for an uptown loca, Graham Wellerton again surveyed the headlines.
Hiseyesran rgpidly down the columns.

After afew short minutes of swift perusal, the man quickly learned that no new clews had been gained by
the police relative to the crimes that had struck at noon that day.
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Subway riders were reading their newspapers with avid interest when Graham Wellerton boarded his
locd and took aseat in acorner. His own newspaper tucked under his arm, Graham surveyed the
composite crowd in the car and wondered what their varied reactions might be concerning the chief news
of the day.

For New Y ork sensation seekers had been treated to a contrast. The columnsin the evening journals
were, in themsealves, food for agrim debate on crime.

Was crime profitable? One news account said no; the other said yes.

Two hordes of bank bandits had struck at noon, in different parts of Manhattan. Those who had invaded
the Parkerside Trust Company had been routed in a spontaneous fray which had |eft half adozen
mobsters dead and wounded. But those who had entered the Terminal Nationa Bank had gained swift
success. With the aid of tear gas, they had eliminated tellers and bank patrons. The robbers had escaped
unscathed with thousands of dollarsin currency.

STUDYING hisfdlow passengers, Graham Wellerton placed them in two definite classes. One group,
hefdt, conssted of thosewho gloried in the victory over crime - who gained high satisfaction inthe
outcome of thefray at the Parkerside Trust.

The others, Graham decided, were those who held a secret envy for robbers who had looted the
Terminal Nationa and had made so perfect aget-away.

Idly, Graham played a game of human anadysis. He noted the people who were reading about the
thwarted robbery. Most of them possessed an air of stability. Those who were eagerly perusing the
accounts of the successful raid, however, were curious, bitter-faced individuals who seemed to gloat in
the knowledge that wrongdoers had gained amomentary triumph.

In considering those whom he thus classified, Graham Wellerton adopted an odd neutraity so far ashe
himself was concerned. Had he included himsdf, he would undoubtedly have placed himself in the select
category. In dress, appearance and manner, Graham was the most distinctive occupant of the subway
car.

Tal, handsome and dressed in perfectly tailored clothes, Graham had the appearance of a polished
man-about-town as he sauntered from the car when the train stopped at an uptown station.

But the smile upon his face was reminiscent. Not so many hours before, Graham Wellerton, in another
subway car, had represented an opposite class of society. Then he had been wearing baggy trousers,
heavy sweater and checkered cap.

Graham was till smiling as he tossed his newspaper into atrash receptacle. The accounts of the bank
holdups had included descriptions of just such individuas as he had been at noon this very day. Evening
had brought the present transformation.

So far as the bank holdups were concerned, Graham's neutrality was one of balance. He was pleased
that the attempt upon the Parkerside Trust had failed; he was glad that the Terminal Nationa robbery had
been successful. For Graham knew something that the police did not suspect: namely, that both raids had
been ordered by one master of crime.

Two lieutenants had been employed, each the leader of aband of marauders. One - "Wolf" Daggert -
had failed at the Parkerside Trust. His minions had been overpowered, his own escape had been a
matter of luck.



The other - Graham Wéllerton - had succeeded at the Terminal Nationd. By cool strategy and swift
action, he had gained his end without the loss of a single henchman.

No longer the rowdy that he had appeared to be by day, Graham Welerton, in his gentlemanly guise,
hailed a taxicab as he stepped from the subway.

Lounging in the back sest, he lighted a cigarette and, amid the puffs of smoke, emitted soft chuckles.
From aposition as alesser gangster, he had risen to alieutenancy which equaed that of Wolf Daggert.
Today, he had shown his superiority over Wolf.

Graham Wédlerton was anxious to hear what the big shot would have to say. That was his mission tonight
- avigt to the big shot. From now on, Graham would rate above Wolf Daggert. The big shot liked
smooth workers.

Y et the smile of triumph upon Graham's face was sour &t the corners. Despite the proficiency which he
had shown in crime, this handsome young man was not overpleased with his caling.

THE cab pulled up a a huge apartment house. Graham Wellerton, hisface no longer showing traces of
satisfaction, dighted and paid the driver.

Wellerton strolled into the [obby, approached the doorman and inquired if Mr. Furzman were a home.
The doorman asked the visitor's name, made a short cal over the apartment telephone and ushered
Graham to the elevator.

The car stopped at the fourteenth floor. Graham stepped out and approached a doorway at the end of a
short corridor.

The door was gar. A stocky, iron-jawed individua opened it without asingle word. Graham Wellerton
entered and waited until the door was closed.

"Hello, Gouger," he said to the stocky-faced man. "'Is King Furzman ready to see me now?"

Gouger nodded. He opened a door at theright of the little anteroom in which they were standing, and
motioned the visitor to enter. Graham walked through the doorway; Gouger followed and closed the
door behind him.

The anteroom remained silent. A small, gloomy chamber with three doors, it served only asan entry. It
was the appointed spot where Gouger, bodyguard to "King" Furzman, awaited vistors who were
announced.

Now that one visitor had entered, there was no occasion for Gouger to remain until another call came
from the downgtairs [obby. But during that interim, an unexpected visitor was due to make his

appearance.

Scarcely had the door at the anteroom closed behind Gouger and Graham Wellerton before the knob of
the door from the corridor began to make adow turn. Something clicked softly in the lock. The door
moved inward.

A figure entered the anteroom. The door closed behind the silent vigitor. Within the range of light stood
thetal form of aspectrd vistant who had entered here despite the fact that the door was securely
locked.

This being was completely clad in black. His principa garb was along, flowing cloak, that gave hisform
agrotesgue shape. The upturned collar of the cloak obscured the stranger's features.



Above the cloak, the sllent visitor was wearing abroad-brimmed douch hat which completely hid his
forehead. The dull light of the anteroom showed only the eyes of the mysterious arrival. From beneath the
hat brim, apair of blazing orbs shone with sinister gleam asthey peered toward the two doorsthat led
into the apartment.

Like an apparition, thisweird stranger had followed Graham Wellerton into King Furzman's abode.
Merged with the darkness at the far end of the corridor, the black-cloaked phantom had been waiting for
someoneto arrive.

Neither Graham Wellerton nor Gouger had detected his uncanny presence; neither was aware that The
Shadow, master of the night, had observed their meeting at the opened door!

THE SHADOW!

Spectra figure of darkness, he was one who sought the spots where crime was fostered. A master of
mystery, hisvery name wasterror to the underworld! A lone wolf who battled the hordes of crookdom,
a superdeuth whose prowess of investigation knew no equal, The Shadow had entered hereto learn
facts concerning bold crime.

The gleaming eyes spied the door upon theright. A soft, whispered laugh came eerily from unseen lips.
Thetal form glided across the carpeted floor and reached the closed door. A black-gloved hand dowly
turned the knob. The door yiel ded.

Peering through anarrow crevice, The Shadow spied an empty room, which was dmost totally dark.
The one source of illumination came from anarrow archway which was hung with heavy curtains.
Beyond that was aroom lighted by floor lamps - a condition which signified that someone was present
there.

The Shadow entered the gloomy room and silently closed the door behind him. Histal form wastotaly
obscured asit clung to darknessin its path toward the heavy curtains. Only the dight swish of the black
cloak was audible.

The Shadow hated when he reached the curtains. Hisweird shape merged with ahanging drapery.

The eyes of The Shadow peered into the room beyond. They spied one man - Graham Wellerton. The
vigtor, his coat, hat, and cane laid aside, was seated in an easy chair, smoking a cigarette.

A handsome face, above the peaked points of a Tuxedo collar - that was the visage which The Shadow
saw. Graham Wdllerton, tonight, was agentleman of crime. As such, he was awaiting the arrival of the
big shot - the man whom he called King Furzman.

Graham Wéllerton's eyes, steady despite their idle gppearance, were fixed upon adoor at the opposite
Sde of this reception room - the spot from which the young man knew King Furzman would enter.

Intent in thought, Graham Wellerton gave no attention to the draperies a the archway. He did not seethe
blotting patch of darknessthat crept dowly inward from the other room and became an unmoving blotch
upon thefloor.

That single sign of The Shadow's presence was motionless as The Shadow waited. Aninterview wasin
the making - an important conference between Graham Wellerton and his superior, King Furzman.

The ears of The Shadow would listen, unsuspected, to whatever might be said; and in the meantime, the
eyes of The Shadow were gazing sternly upon Graham Wellerton, the gentleman of crime!



CHAPTERII. THE BIG SHOT

THE door a the opposite side of the room opened. A stout, dark-haired man stepped into view.
Graham Wdlerton arose from his chair and smiled in greeting. The other man grinned broadly and gave
acknowledgment with adight wave of hishand. Graham sat down and the stout man took achair
oppostehim.

Graham Wdlerton, gentleman of crime, was face to face with King Furzman, racketeer and big shot,
whose word was law to skulking hordes of evil mobsters.

King Furzman, like hisvisitor, was dtired in Tuxedo. But where Graham's clothes were smoothly fitting,
Furzman's, despite the efforts of the big shot's tail ors, were rumpled and misshapen. Furzman's ftiff shirt
was bulging and hisfat bull neck stuck turtlelike from hisupright collar.

The differencein the faces of the two men was apparent. Graham Waellerton did not have the expresson
of acrook. King Furzman, though he sought to maintain afrank and friendly expression, could not hide
the bruta, selfish characteristics that were alatent part of his physiognomy.

This meeting was one, however, that could have but a single outcome - an expression of gpprova on the
part of King Furzman. Confident in that knowledge, Graham Wellerton adopted an attitude of easy
indifference and waited for the big shot to begin the conversation.

"Good work, Wellerton," began Furzman. "Y ou pulled a clean job today. The best part of it was the way
you dipped the swag to Gouger, where he was waiting for you. He could have walked herewith it."

"Certainly," agreed Graham. "We made a perfect get-away. | could have come here with the dough
mysdlf - but you wanted meto passit to Gouger instead, so, | did."

"Well, it'stucked away here" returned Furzman, "and you'll get your cut of the dough any time you're
reedy for it."

"Better hold it for me," said Graham nonchaantly. "I'm not broke - and | can collect later on.”

"Y ou've got me besat, Wdlerton," admitted the big shot. "Wolf Daggert dways hollered for his split right
after the job was done. Y ou don't seem to worry about it."

"Why should 17" questioned Graham. "I've got good enough security.”
"How?'
"The cash that's coming in the next job," replied Graham suavely. "1t will be bigger than thisone.”

"Say" - Furzman's growl voiced his gpproval - "that'sthe way to talk. | liketo hear it because | know you
mean it. Wolf never talksthat way; howlsfor hissplit - that'sall he does.”

"But hewon't howl tonight," asserted Graham.

KING FURZMAN scowled as he heard the words. His face showed disapprova of Graham
Welerton's comment. After amoment of consideration, the big shot voiced histhoughts.

"What'sthe idea of that crack, Wellerton?' he questioned. "The way you spoke, it sounded as though
you're glad Wolf Daggert flopped on the job today. Have | got you right?”

"You have," retorted Graham, in adirect tone. "The sooner you find out that Wolf Daggert is a has-been,



the better it will befor you - and therefore for me. Figureit out for yoursdlf, King. | pulled a swest job
today - Wolf Daggert made atotd failure."

"All right. What about it?"

"Wolf hashisgang. | have mine. Both outfits are yours. Therefore, there is a connection. Some of my
crowd may know the fellowswho were killed down &t the Parkerside Trugt. Isthat going to improve my
chances of future success?'

"No," admitted King Furzman.

"You'reright it'snot!" declared Graham. "What's more, it's put acrimp in the whole works. Bank tellers -
watchmen - cops - they'll dl be chesty now. They'll talk about the way the mob was stopped at the
Parkersde Trugt."

King Furzman began to nod. Graham Welerton had gained his point. Y et the big shot was not entirely
satisfied.

"Wolf Daggert isan old hand,” he remarked. "He pulled some good jobs on his own - and he started out
well when he began to work for me. | don't like to give him the gate, just because of thisflop."

"Woalf isinefficient,” asserted Graham, risng to hisfeet. "I knew it when | worked with him. Hewas lucky
to get by aslong as he did. He counted on meto help him, but never gave me the credit that was coming
to me. Y ou found out where | stood. Y ou gave me my own mob. Y ou've seen what | can do.

"Ligten, King. When a crowd goesin to stick up abank, everything depends on teamwork. It's a matter
of seconds. Y ou get the jump on the people there or they get the jump on you.

"The Parkerside Trust should have been a set-up today. The tough job was the Termina Nationd - |
that'swhy Wolf let metakeit. The odds were with him - the odds were against me. | came through and
Wolf didn't."

"The tear gaswas agreat stunt.”

"Certainly. Wolf could have used it on hisjob, but he didn't show any brain work."

"l can't et Wolf out."

"I'm not asking you to. But I'm telling you this, King: while Woalf isworking in New Y ork, I'm not!"
The big shot surveyed hislieutenant narrowly. Hisfat lipstook on an ugly leer.

"Y ou're thinking of quitting, eh?" questioned Furzman. "Figuring maybe you'd better take it soft -"

"Forget that stuff," interposed Graham. "1'm not through. I'm going somewhere else - that's dl. Some
place where the pickings will be as soft asin New Y ork - some place where Wolf Daggert can't crimp

my game.”

King Furzman drew afat cigar from his pocket and bit off the end of the perfecto while he continued to
dare at Graham Wellerton.

"All right," growled the big shot. "Where are you going?"

"I'll tell you tomorrow night,” said Graham. "I've got a couple of citiesin mind - and I'll decide &fter I've
thought it over.”



"Yeah?How do | know youll be sticking with me?”’
"Your menwill bewithme."
"Wdll - that'sapoint -"

"And you've tucked away your security. Y ou owe me asplit, don't you? All right; | won't ask for it until |
come back with some more.”

King Furzman began to nod again. Graham Wellerton's arguments had been effective. The young man
watched the big shot and waited for the psychologica moment to speak further. Thetime came.

"King," said Wédlerton quietly, "you're cagy. Y ou've got to be, in your game. Y ou dedl with an ordinary
lot of crooks, like Wolf Daggert. But I'm different. | didn't choose crime as a profession. It wasthrust on
me.

" liketo talk man to man. | know how you're situated, even though you've never told me. Y ou prefer
racketsto crime - but the rackets were getting you in trouble. Not with the police, but with other
racketeers. So you went in for crime.

"Y ou're backing a bunch of bank robbers. Y ou took on Wolf Daggert. | came with him. Y ou figured |
could run acrowd of my own and double up on the gravy.

"Y ou're covering up very neatly. Y ou don't want to quit. | don't blame you. Y ou've trested me square
enough - because it's profitable. I'm sticking because I'm in the game of crime. I'm working for you -
therefore I'm thinking of your interests.

"I want afree hand outside of New Y ork. It will be better for you because I'm at adistance. It will be
better for me because I'll be clear of Wolf Daggert.”

HAD an ordinary henchman talked in this manner, King Furzman would have boiled over in rage. But he
sensed from Graham Waellerton's tone that the lieutenant was working for a sensible understanding.

The big shot's scowl dowly disappeared; nevertheless, he made no statement of approval. Instead, he
tried questions on another tack.

"Y ou say you didn't choose crime?’ he asked. "How did you cometo get into it, then?'

"I could make along story out of that," responded Graham, with asour smile, "but | can giveit to you
briefly, just aswdl. My father had alot of money. | landed inajam. | had to raise dough to hush things
up. | raninto Wolf Daggert, herein New Y ork. He tipped me off to some waysto pick up cash.”

"Why didn't Wolf try them for himsdlf?"

"I'll tell you why. He was too yellow to take on the jobs he gave me. He collected a percentage on my
work. Then | left New Y ork and went out on my own."

"How long ago?"
"About three years."
"You hit it good?'

"For awhile - yes. Then | landed back in New Y ork and needed more money. | heard what Wolf was
doing and | worked for him again. | intended to blow later on; then you picked me to head my own mob.



Heel an."

King Furzman pondered. He could see that Graham Wellerton was one crimind in athousand. He knew
that hislieutenant had spoken frankly. Thiswasthe first outspoken conference that Furzman had ever
held with Graham.

The big shot saw that Graham had been working for abreak - for the time when success would enable
him to give his straight opinion regarding Wolf Daggert. Graham had chosen the right time to assert
himsdalf. King Furzman, athough he did not say o, regarded this smooth-working lieutenant asa
henchman far superior to Wolf.

Furthermore, there was merit in Graham's suggestions. The big shot, supposedly a racketeer who was
coagting dong on pagt profits, was anxiousto avoid anything that would connect him with crime. Rivary
between two lieutenants was a bad feature.

"All right," said Furzman suddenly. " Take your maob - work on your own - but let me know where you're
going. If Wolf flopsagain, he'sthrough -"

A rap a the door came as an interruption. The big shot emitted agrowl. The door opened and Gouger
poked his head into the room.

"Wolf Daggert isdowndtairs" heinformed. "Shal | tell him to come up?’
"Sure," responded the big shot.

Gouger disappeared. He was going to the anteroom by the other route - through the apartment. It would
only be afew minutes before Wolf Daggert would arrive.

"I'm al s, then," declared Graham Wellerton.
"Yes," agreed King Furzman. "Take your mob wherever you want to go.”

"WEell start out tomorrow night,” said Graham quickly. "I'll have the crew ready. I'll come here and tell
you my plans. They won't know where I'm taking them until were on our way - maybe not until we get
there”

"Good stuff," nodded the big shot. "Y ou're dl right, Wellerton. I've got your ideanow. Y ou know how to
handle amob. Keep them guessing.”

The conversation ended. Graham Wdlerton resumed his chair and lighted acigarette. King Furzman
applied amatch to the cigar which he had been chewing. While neither man was observant, thelong
black patch upon the floor drew dowly toward the curtain at the archway. The Shadow, hidden listener
to al that had been said, wasretiring into a darkened corner of the next room to await the passage of
another visitor - Wolf Daggert.

Whatever might be said after the third man had arrived, The Shadow would aso hear. Thefoe of crime,
this phantom of the night had come to a spot where crime wasin the making.

His presence here amystery, his knowledge velled from those who plotted crime, The Shadow had
heard the plans of Graham Wéllerton. Now he would listen to the pleas of an unsuccessful crook, when
Wolf Daggert faced the big shot.

The Shadow's presence was a proof that he had had a hand in thwarting crime. That presence also
ggnified that The Shadow would have much to say ere crime again struck!



CHAPTER III. THE SHADOW'S PART

GRAHAM WELLERTON and King Furzman looked up as two men entered the room from the
archway. Thefirgt arrival was Gouger. The bodyguard kept on and passed through the door at the other
Sde of theroom.

The second man stopped just within the curtains. He looked from King Furzman to Graham Wellerton,
then back from lieutenant to big shot. Without aword, he tossed his hat and coat upon atable and took a
chair.

Wolf Daggert was a crook whose nickname waswell chosen. His face was peaked and cunning. His
teeth, which showed between sordid, roughened lips, had afanglike appearance that was bestid. The
man's manner was one that made an observer expect asnarl at any moment.

With haf-clenched fists and ugly, sneering grin, Wolf Daggert turned his pae face toward the other men
as though he expected chalenging words. His gray eyes moved restlessy and hiswhole manner indicated
tense nervousness.

King Furzman eyed Wolf Daggert coldly. Graham Wellerton gazed at the newcomer with an air of
indifference.

In this strained atmaosphere, not one of the three men happened to look toward the floor. Hence thetrio
failed to see the streak of blackness which was again moving steedily inward from the curtains.

The dark splotch became motionless. Cold, stedly eyeswere peering from the curtain. The archenemy of
crime was on the watch. The eyes of The Shadow were viewing the scene within King Furzman's
reception room.

"Well," barked Wolf. "Y ou goin' to say somethin'? Let's haveit."

Hisremark was impersond. Either Furzman or Graham could have answered him. The big shot wasthe
one who spoke.

"There's nothing much to say, Wolf," declared Furzman. "Things seem to have gone sour - that's all.
Maybe you didn't plan thejob right.”

"Y ou beentakin’, en?" Wolf glowered at Graham. "Think because your job went through you've got the
edge on me?"

"Lay off that, Wolf!" growled Furzman. "Y ou're talking to me, see? Y ou said you were coming up hereto
tip me off to what queered your game. Spring it."

"Sure, | told you that," agreed Wolf. "Over the phone - after the job was queered and my mob took the
bump. | got plenty to tell you, too - and if this chesty guy had hit what | hit, he'd be cryin’ plenty.”

Wolf indicated Graham as he spoke.

"That'syour way of looking at it, en?' quizzed Furzman. "Wel, Woalf, you've got to show me. The
Parkerside Trust was no tougher than the Terminal Nationa - not astough, for that matter.”

"Maybe not," admitted Wolf, "but | got double-crossed. That makesit different, don't it?"

"Double-crossed? How?'



"l don't know."

"Y ou mean by one of your mob -"

"I don't know. All I cantell you isthat some guy got wise - and the job was stacked against me."
"Y ou mean the police -"

"No!" Wolf snarled as he leaned forward in his chair. "The cops - bah - if they'd been wise, weld have
knowed it. I'll tell you who queered the job - just one guy - The Shadow!™

WOLFSthrust struck home. Graham Wellerton, staring straight at King Furzman, saw the big shot'slips
twitch. The mere mention of The Shadow's name was enough to cause any big crimina worriment.

"I'mtelin’ you straight,” inssted Woalf. "If the bank waswise - if the copswas wise - thered have been
somethin’ to show for it. But here's what happened.

"Right ingde the bank is an old stairway that goes down to the safe deposits. They blocked it off, see,
when the bank was made bigger. Nothin' but a solid wall down there now.

"The mob goesin. They start to cover thetdlers. Then right out from the rail around that old stairway
comesthe shots. Pickin' the gang off like they wasflies.

"What happens? The customers duck for cover, the tellers an' the watchman yanks out their guns. Half
the mob was crippled - the rest started to scram. The bank boys had the edge. They clipped the ouitfit.”

"The newspapers said nothing about it," interposed Furzman, as Wolf paused. "' According to the
accounts, the bank tellersresisted the attack.”

"Sure," snorted Wolf. "That'swhat they did - after The Shadow started it. None of them bank guys knew
who began the mess. They grabbed the credit when the cops got there.”

"What became of The Shadow?" questioned Furzman.

"How do | know?' retorted Wolf. "He didn't show himsdf. He must have waked out with some of the
customers. He'sasmart guy - The Shadow - | found that out today."

"What do you think of this?" asked the big shot, turning to Graham Wellerton.
"It soundsto melikean dibi," returned the gentleman of crime.
"Yeah?' snarled Walf. "Youthink I'm lyin? I'll fix you -"

""Someone may have caused thetrouble," interrupted Graham camly, "but it couldn't have been The
Shadow."

"Why not?' questioned Wolf.

"Because," Graham responded, looking squarely toward his questioner, "if it had been The Shadow, you
wouldn't have made a get-away without acouple of bullets somewherein your body."

"Yeah?' Wolf was again indignant. "Well, it was The Shadow right enough - you can ask Pinkey
Doremasif you don't believe me. He wasjust insde the door when the shots began -"

"Whereis Pinkey now?"



"Down in Red Mike's place. He got plugged twice - | had to shove himin the car. I've got a sawbones
down thereto look after him - you know, the old doc whao's in wrong an' who comes around whenever
we need him."

Graham Wdlerton was leaning back in his chair, chuckling merrily. Wolf Daggert stopped short to stare
at him. King Furzman angrily demanded the cause of Graham's merriment.

"Do you want to know why I'm laughing?' questioned Graham. "I'll tell you why, King. Woalf isydlow -
up to hisold tricks. He never went into that bank with the mob. He was laying outside and he helped the
only man who managed to get avay - Pinkey Doremas - the one nearest the door when the firing
Sarted!"

WOLF'Slipswere fidgeting. The peaked face gang leader stared angrily at Graham, then glanced
nervoudy at King Furzman. At last he spoke, in awheedling tone.

"l an't yelow," he pleaded. "I wasn't in the bank - but it wasn't because I'm yellow. Y ou know the
getaway counts, King. That'swhy | wasoutside -"

"Wait aminute!" Furzman's exclamation was ddivered in aserioustone. "We're getting & something
now. How far down the street were you, Wolf?'

"About ahundred feet,” said Wolf reluctantly. ™Y eah - just about a hundred feet -"
"Around the corner,”" added Graham camly.

"What if | was around the corner?" blurted Wolf. "It don't matter where | was, doesit? | know how to
manage my mob -"

Graham was enjoying another chuckle at Wolf's expense. The yellow gang leader had admitted his
cowardice. King Furzman, however, saw amore important angle to the situation. It wasthe big shot who
ended the controversy between the lieutenants by injecting agrowled interruption.

"The Shadow wasin t, dl right," decided Furzman. "Y ou can't blame Wolf, Wellerton. The Shadow can
gueer any job when he starts out. Say - thisisbad al around.”

"How?" questioned Graham.

"The Shadow must have picked up thetrail of Wolf'smob," declared the big shot serioudy. "They say
he's dways snooping around to see what the gangs are doing. He cleaned up the mob today; his next
step will beto get Wolf. That may lead him here - to me - to you -"

"All of which can be avoided,” interrupted Graham.
"How?" quizzed the big shot.

"Let Wolf lay low," declared Graham. "Have him keep away from here - take histime about getting
another mob. Then" - Graham followed the plan that he had suggested prior to Wolf'sarrival - "I can
dide out of town with my mob and work somewhere else. That leaves you clear, King."

The big shot nodded solemnly. Wolf Daggert, thankful that criticism had ceased, said nothing. The
arrangements which Graham Wellerton proposed, came as alogical solution to the al-important
problem.

"That'sthe way well work it," decided King Furzman. "There's no use taking chancesif The Shadow isin



this game. He's dangerous - and since he had crimped you, Woalf, thereés abig chance that helll be after
Wedllerton next.

"You'e laying low from now on - get that, Wolf? Asfor you, W lerton, you can make your own plans.
Stop in tomorrow night and tell me where you're heading. When will you be here?’

"Nineo'dock," said Graham.

The gentleman of crime arose, picked up his hat and coat and reached for his cane. Wolf Daggert eyed
him mdicioudy, then turned to King Furzman.

"What am | supposed to do now?" he asked. "' Scram? On account of The Shadow?"

"Thelessyou're around here, the better," returned the big shot. "Y ou move dong - and stay away until |
cdl for you. That'sdl for tonight.”

Gloomily, Wolf picked up his hat and coat. He prepared to follow Graham Wellerton. King Furzman
arose and went to the door to summon Gouger. Graham and Wolf watched him. Thelong black streak
began to fade away from the floor; dowly, steadily, alarge silhouette dwindled into nothingness.

GOUGER appeared and led the two men to the anteroom. He ushered them out into the corridor; then
returned. Gouger did not see the weird figure that moved stedlthily after he had passed. He did not
suspect the presence of The Shadow.

Onthe sdewak in front of the apartment building, Graham Wellerton and Wolf Daggert parted. No
words of farewell were exchanged between these lieutenants of King Furzman.

Graham surveyed Wolf with aparting smile; Walf, in turn, glowered at the man who had been successful
where he had failed.

Neither noted the tall, vague form that stood within the darkness of the entry to the lobby. Neither knew
that The Shadow had followed them here; that the master of darkness was watching their departure.

King Furzman had spoken facts, not mere possibilities, when he had suggested that The Shadow, after
bresking up Wolf Daggert's game, might trail Wolf to learn who was the man behind the attempted bank

robbery.

The Shadow had heard Wolf's telephone call to King. He had come to observe lieutenant and big shot
when they met.

In so doing, The Shadow had gained another point. He had learned that the successful pillaging of the
Terminad National had aso been ordered by King Furzman; he had learned the identity of the big shot's
other lieutenant - Graham Wellerton.

To The Shadow, askulking rat like Wolf Daggert was one who could be watched by agents, one who
could be trapped the next time he attempted crime in Manhattan. King Furzman, pretended racketeer
who dedlt in robbery, was one whom The Shadow could strike at will.

But in Graham Wélerton, The Shadow had discovered a crime maker of another caliber. Here was one
who dedlt in Strategy; a man who contemplated an expedition to another city; acrook who waswise
enough to dide away from Manhattan when the going became too hot.

From his hidden observation post, The Shadow had studied this young chap who had the clean-cut
gppearance of agentleman, but who dedlt in crime as aprofession. Graham Wellerton, with atrusted



mob at his hedls, was planning crimes that must be stopped at the outset.

As Graham Wellerton and Wolf Daggert walked in opposite directions, The Shadow emerged from the
entry. Histall form became avague outline that moved swiftly and invisbly dong the street, following the
path that Graham Wellerton had taken.

The Shadow was on thetrail of the gentleman who dedlt in crime. Before this night was ended, the
master of detection would learn more - perhaps all - concerning the affairs of Graham Wellerton, bank
robber deluxe.

CHAPTER IV. THE SHADOW VISIBLE

GRAHAM WELLERTON gave no thought to possible followers as he strolled dong the Street to a
subway station. During the ride downtown, he had no ideathat anyone was on histrail.

When he emerged from the subway, he walked to the pretentious gpartment building where he lived, and
rode upstairsin an eevator. He entered hisfourth-floor apartment, raised aliving-room window to gain
some cool air, and seated himsdlf in acomfortable armchair.

Idly speculative, the gentlemanly crook gave no thought to events outside that window. The opening was
on acourtyard, not far from afire tower. While Graham sat smoking a cigarette, a silent action took
place upon theintervening wall between tower and window.

Hazy in theillumination from the tower, atdl black form of human proportions stretched out dong the
wall. Clinging to the bricksin batlike fashion, it began a precarious passage toward the open window.

Squidgy sounds, lost in the dull murmur of basement machinery, told of The Shadow's progress. With
rubber suction disks attached to hands and feet, the stedthy intruder was moving steadily dong avertica
wall.

The Shadow's form was shrouded in blackness when it arrived at a spot but afew feet distant from the
open window. Keen earswere listening for any sound from within Graham Wellerton's living room.

The Shadow's head moved forward. His keen eyes were about to peer upon the lighted scene, when a
rap at the door of the gpartment caused Wellerton to arise quickly from his chair. The Shadow esased
back into darkness as Graham approached the window, lowered the sash and drew the shade.

Hardly had the gentleman crook headed toward the door before The Shadow was at work. A
black-gloved hand, freed from the rubber cup, extended itself and pushed the window sash severa
inches upward. Speedily, blackened fingers manipul ated the window shade,

All thiswas done while Graham was walking across the floor. By the time the young man had reached
the door, The Shadow's eyes were peering through a three-inch space between the window sill and the
sash and shade above.

When Graham Wellerton opened the door, he stepped back and hisface cameinto thelight. The
Shadow, keenly observant, saw alook of mingled anger and dismay upon the young man'sface. This
was caused by the unexpectedness of the visitor - awoman - who wore an expensive but gaudy garb.

THE woman possessed a handsome face, yet there was something about her countenance that rendered
it unattractive. Perhapsit was the hardened smile upon her painted lips; possibly it wasthe chalenging
glint that came from her dark eyes.

Whatever the cause, Graham Wellerton seemed annoyed because the feminine visitor had appeared, and



the woman seemed pleased at the man's dismay.

"Not so glad to see me, eh?" was her first question. The toneswere harsh. "Well, it wastime | looked
you up. Herel am!"

"How did you find my apartment, Carma?' questioned Graham angrily.

"That'smy business!" the woman snapped. "I've found you before, haven't I? All right - I'll find you
agan!”

"Perhaps," returned the young man, seating himsdf in achair by the window. "Nevertheless, there was no
reason for you to come here. | told you that | would see you tomorrow - to give you the money that you
want."

"I'll take the cash now, big boy," prompted Carma. "Five grand - kick in."
"l promised you three thousand.”

"l want five"

"I haven't that amount.”

"No?' Carmastone was scoffing. "Say - you must work cheap, big boy. After that Termina National
robbery, you ought to have plenty of dough.”

"What makes you say that?" quizzed Graham angrily. "Where do you get theideathat | wasin onthe
Termind Nationd holdup?'

"| read the newspapers,” laughed Carma. "'l know the kind of work you do. Come on - five grand!"

Irritably, Graham drew aroll of bank notes from his pocket and peeled off fifty bills of hundred-dollar
denomination. His bundle of cash was till a stout one when hereplaced it in his pocket.

"Thiswill do for awhile" volunteered Carma. "But when | want more - I'll get it. Understand?”

Graham eyed the woman as she took achair and lighted a cigarette. The young man chewed hislips, then
spokein aconcerned tone.

"Someday, Carma," he remarked, "thisisal going to end. Y our demands for money are becoming more
and more troublesome.”

"I've got the goods on you, Graham," retorted Carmaharshly. "Y ou'll keep on paying - that'sdl.”

"Let'sbereasonable,” suggested the young man. "It's about time you called quits on the racket.
Otherwise-"

He paused as he caught the woman's glare. Thoughtfully, Graham assumed areminiscent tone as he
changed the subject to a discussion of the past.

"A FEW yearsago," hesad, "you and | were married. Y ou know very well that | was shanghaied into
matrimony. | don't even remember the ceremony. Y ou showed me the marriage license - that was dl."

"Granted,” replied Carma. Y ou made a big mistake when you went into that speskeasy where| found
you goofy from bad booze. If your old man hadn't had alot of dough, I'd have |eft you there. But when |
found out who you were, | married you."



"And when | woke up,” retorted Graham, "I knew the whole affair was aframe-up. | told you | was
through. | left. Then you came around and threatened to blackmail my father.”

"He had dough,” said Carma. "He could have paid. It would have been quitsthen.”

"It would have been best,”" admitted Graham. "I didn't seeit that way at thetime. So | went out to raise
cash to keep you quiet. A crook spotted me" - Graham was careful not to name Wolf Daggert - "and
showed me the way to easy money."

"A great fellow," declared Carma, "whoever hewas. Y ou've been in the money ever since, big boy."
"Crooked money," said Graham bitterly. "Stolen money. Once | started, | had to keep on.”
"And you went & it right.”

"| figured it as atemporary proposition,” declared Graham. "1 hoped for abreak. | thought it had come
when my uncle swindled my father out of al hismoney. My father died. Y ou were powerless - for | was
no longer heir to alarge estate. So | thought. That waswhen | left New Y ork."

"That was when | used my noodle," laughed Carma. "' kept on your trail, didn't I, big boy?'

"Yes" grunted Graham. "Y ou started anew racket. Y ou knew too much about my criminal activities.
Every timel picked up abundle of cash, you were there to grab your share - dwaysthe big share.”

"Turn ontheradio," sneered Carma. "Maybe alittle soft music would make you fed better.”

"I came back to New York," declared Graham, "and | landed in with some big workers. More money
here - until you bobbed up again. Y ou wanted alarger share of the cash. I've had to giveit to you."

"Or I'll squedl,” laughed Carma. "Between that marriage license and what | know about you, you've got
to pay. Plenty!"

"If | happened to be aquitter,” returned Graham, "1'd give up the game. I'd take the rap - even if it meant
twenty yearsin the pen.”

"Not you, big boy," scoffed the woman. ™Y ou like your freedom too well. Maybe you'll try to ditch me
again - I'm dwayswatching for that."

"Maybe," said Graham. "But not while things are going good herein New Y ork. Some day, though, |
may find atown where| can settle down without you knowing wherel am.”

"What about Southwark?" suggested Carma, in abaiting tone.

Graham Wellerton leaped to hisfeet. His eyeswere furious. Hisfists clenched. Hiswords were bitter as
he blurted forth condemning tones.

"Southwark!" he snarled. "Never mention the name of that place! | hate everyone who lives there, now
that my father isdead. My uncle - my mother's brother - old Ezra Taboy - the meanest skinflint in the
world! Worse than you, Carma - and that's saying alot!

"I wish some calamity would hit that town! Kill everybody init! | wouldn't trust mysdlf in Southwark. The
very name enrages me!™

"You'renot akiller," said Carma, with adeprecating laugh. "Y ou never will be. Even if you werein
Southwark, you wouldn't commit murder. Ditch me again, big boy, and I'll find you. But I'll give you atip



right now - I'll never look for you in Southwark."

"I'm not akiller,” admitted Graham. "That's the only reason my uncle goeson living. He pilfered my
father'smoney; I'll never get acent of it. Yet EzraTdboy ill lives. No - | draw theline at murder - and
that'sthe only reason you're dive, Carma. Dozens of times I've wanted to kill you.”

"But you never will," said the woman calmly, rising as she tucked the five thousand dollarsin her hand
bag. "Wel, so long, big boy. Look me up after the next big job. If you dont, I'll find you, wherever you
are"

"I don't doubt it," retorted Graham. ™Y ou're ajinx right enough. I'll probably move to another gpartment
now that you've come here.”

"Suit yourself," laughed Carma, as she walked to the door and sarcagtically blew akissin Graham's
direction. "Don't forget when my next dlowanceisdue.

AFTER the woman had gone, Graham Wellerton paced up and down the room. He hated Carma - and
he had reason. He remembered when first he had met her - Carma Urstead - atypical gangster's maoll.

Graham had seen the woman only once or twice prior to the event in the speakeasy. He could remember
now how he had awakened from adrunken stupor to learn that he had married Carma Urstead. He
recalled how he had cursed her; how he had departed, hoping never to see her again.

Carma had trailed him everywhere. In desperation, Graham had sought Wolf Daggert, the gangster
whom he had met frequently at night clubsin Manhattan. Wolf had shown him the way to crime; Carma
had necessitated Graham following the course that Wolf offered.

A smile of grim, determination appeared upon Graham Wellerton's firm face. The young man strodeto a
corner of the living room, picked up atelephone, dialed anumber and began to speak in alow, cautious
tone.

Hiswords were not audible at the window. The Shadow, listening, softly raised the sash and shade. His
tall form stepped into the living room. Graham, seated at a telephone table, heard nothing but the talk of
the man at the other end.

Sash and shade were lowered. Like a phantom, The Shadow glided to the doorway of another room.
There, hisform obscured, The Shadow stood close enough to overhear what Graham Wellerton was
saying. The gentleman of crime wastalking to members of his mob.

Acrossthe floor stretched a streak of blackness, a shade that ended in aweirdly shaped profile. The
slhouette, the visible token of The Shadow, appeared upon the carpet by the table where Graham
Wl lerton was seated.

"All right, Frank," Graham was saying. "'Put Pete on the wire... That you, Pete?... Werre moving out of
town tomorrow night... Have everything set... Now listen - I'll tell you where to meet me.”

Graham Wdlerton's eyes froze. Staring over the mouthpiece of the telephone, they spied the silhouette
upon the floor. Ingtinctivey, the young man knew that the blackened profile signified the presence of a
human being. Another thought flashed through his mind - the identity of the personage who had somehow
entered this room.

The Shadow!

Despite a chilling tenseness, Graham retained his composure. Pete's voice was coming over the wire,



inquiring where the meeting was to take place. Graham redlized that if his conjecture was correct - that if
The Shadow were watching here, any statement of ameeting point would be suicida.

"Wait aminute, Pete." Graham's voice came steadily. "1'd better wait until I've seen the big shot. I'm
dropping in on him around nine o'clock. I'll call you from there... That'sright... Wait around until you hear
fromme"

Graham Wdlerton hung up the receiver. Without moving from his chair, he drew forth acigarette and
lighted it. Staring over the flicker of the match, he watched the spot upon the floor. Sowly, with
progressive glide, the streak of darkness dwindled into nothingness.

THE SHADOW was here. Doubtless he had dipped into the obscurity of the adjoining room. Graham
smiled. He arose from his chair, sauntered to the window, raised shade and sash and stood staring into
the darkness of the courtyard, whistling softly as he flicked cigarette ashes down into the space below
him.

The gentleman of crime could hear no sound, yet he seemed to sense that eyes were watching him, that a

living presence was gliding through the room. He knew that he was at the mercy of The Shadow, yet he
held the hunch that the master of darkness would depart without striking.

For the crux of crimewould come tomorrow. Graham had heard of The Shadow's ways; how the weird
gpecter of the night toyed with the plans of evil schemersand bided histime until their contemplated
crimeswere nearing the point of completion.

Two minutes passed. Graham puffed his cigarette furioudy, then tossed the butt from the window. He
turned back into the living room. The atmosphere seemed relieved. He was sure that The Shadow had
gone.

Graham smiled.

He knew now that The Shadow must have learned Wolf Daggert's ways, that the phantom warrior had
been a King Furzman's this evening. From that point, The Shadow had taken up Graham's own trall.

Tomorrow night, The Shadow would again be at King Furzman's, there to learn what Graham Wellerton
intended. Graham's smile increased. He thought of the two visitors who had been in this room tonight.

Cama.

Graham had tricked her. She fully expected him to remain in New Y ork. Once he had started for a
distant city with hismob, Graham fdlt sure that he could successfully |ose the woman who had been his
Nemesis. She would not be ableto find him.

The Shadow.

There was amore potent enemy. Y et Graham Wellerton felt sure that he had tricked The Shadow aso.
Tomorrow night, Graham would not vist King Furzman. A telephone call to the big shot would serve
instead of apersond call.

With King Furzman warned, with Wolf Daggert lying low, with Graham Wellerton out of New Y ork, The
Shadow would be frustrated in any effort to break thisring of crime. Graham, now, would be the only
active worker; by the time he could be traced, he would be bound to another destination.

Still smiling, the gentleman of crime stared at the spot of carpeting which now was clear of the blackened
slhouette. Graham Wellerton had seen the visible sign of The Shadow. Forewarned, he was prepared to



deceve the master who battled crime.

CHAPTER V. THE WARNING

ANOTHER evening had come to Manhattan. King Furzman was seated in the room where he received
hisvigtors. The big shot was anticipating the arrival of Graham Wellerton. Tonight, Furzman wasto hear
hislieutenant's plans.

The big shot drew a heavy gold watch from his pocket and noted the time as haf past eight. Wellerton
was dueto arrive a any minute. Furzman, as he chewed the end of afat cigar, wondered just what
locality the daring gentleman crook intended to invade.

Not once did Furzman glance toward the heavy curtains that hung between this room and the next. The
big shot did not notice the strange, sinister blot that projected from those draperies. Less sendtive than
Graham Wélerton, King Furzman failed to gain an inkling that the hidden eyes of The Shadow were

upon him.

Minutes drifted by; then came aknock from the door at the other side of the room. Gouger entered in
response to Furzman's growl. The bodyguard announced that Graham Wellerton was calling on the
telephone.

"Tel himto come up,” ordered the big shot.
"He's not downgtairs," returned Gouger. "He's calling from outside somewhere -"
"Bring methe telephone," interposed Furzman brusquely.

Gouger went back into the far room, then returned with the telephone, dragging along extenson wire
after him. He handed the instrument to the big shot, who took it without even moving from hischair.

"Hello, Wdlerton," gregted Furzman. "Where are you?"
"I'll tell youinaminute," camethereply. "Areyou done, therein the gpartment?'
"Gouger'shere.

"Send him away" - Graham's voice camein aguarded tone - "and listen carefully to what | haveto say.
Don't repeet anything. Thisisvery important.”

"All right,” returned Furzman, in a puzzled tone. "Wait asecond.”

The big shot made amotion with the telephone, indicating that Gouger should leave. The bodyguard went
back through the far doorway.

"Gouger'sgone,” informed Furzman. "Go ahead. Spill what you've got to say."

"Just aminute." Graham'svoice carried awarning note asit came across the wire. "Hold the phone away
from your ear, King. Seeif my voice can be heard."

STILL puzzled, but convinced by Graham'simpressive tone that the matter was important, Furzman
obeyed theinjunction. He noted that Graham's next words were hopelesdy indistinct when heard without
receiver to ear.

"Can't make outathing,” said Furzman, again speaking into the mouthpiece. ™Y our voice doesnt carry at
al, theway youretalking. What's up, Wdlerton? What's the idea -"



"Easy, King!" Graham's voice waslow but distinct. "I'm putting you wise to something important. Don't
say aword to give away what I'm telling you. Someone may be listening.”

"Where?'

"In your gpatment.”
"Who?'

"The Shadow!"

King Furzman sat in momentary bewilderment. As he waited, unable to speak because of his surprise, he
heard new information coming acrossthewire.

"I'mover in Jersey, King," declared Graham. "I'm here with the mob. We're starting out tonight for Grand
Rapids, Michigan. We're going to knock off a couple of banks out there and -"

"Y ou're coming herefirg?'

"Sh-h" Graham's voi ce hissed acrossthe wire. "I'm not taking any chances, King. The Shadow was
covering melast night. He may belaying up at your place right now - waiting for meto show up. That's
why | don't want to come there.”

"l s2e," commented King, nervoudy glancing about him.

"Qur firgt job" - Graham's voice was il cautious - "will be the Riverview Trust in Grand Rapids. Listen,
King - Wolf Daggert pulled abig mistake by coming up to see you last night. The Shadow was on his
trall then - now heson mine. But I'm diding out on him.

"Keep Wolf away. Tell him you don't want to see him. Count on mefor awhile. I'll get the gravy you
want. Watch things until you're sure that The Shadow isn't going to bother you.

"We're heading West - in cars - and well be two nights on the road. We're going to hold up the
Riverview the night after we get to Grand Rapids. | know al about the bank - it does abig night
business, It'saset-up -"

"Say, Wellerton," interrupted King Furzman, "if this stuff isontheleve as-"

"Itisonthelevd," came back Graham's quick response. "It's atough Situation, King. Don't take any
chances. I've given you the lay; you know what I'm going to do. Y ou can't be too careful.”

All of King Furzman's doubts were dispelled. The big shot found himsalf becoming nervous. Wolf's
theory that The Shadow had broken up the robbery yesterday noon; Graham'’s convincing statements
that The Shadow was following up the victory - these were sufficient for King Furzman.

"I've got you, Wellerton," he declared, in adecisive tone. "Go ahead with the lay the way you've planned
it. Whenwill | hear from you?"

"I'll get word to you," returned Graham. "But | want you to be sure that The Shadow's not on deck
before | come back to New York."

"All right," said Furzman. "Leavethat part of it to me."

A click came over thewire. The big shot hung up. He mopped his forehead thoughtfully; then began a
succession of nervous glances, his gaze traveling to al corners of the room.



Almost before his eyes, the black streak that indicated The Shadow performed afadeout. The big shot
did not notice the motion of darkness on the door.

"GW!"

The bodyguard appeared in answer to Furzman's summons. The big shot made a sweeping motion with
his hand.

"Look around the place," he said. "Make sure there's no snoopers here.”
"Not achance," rejoined Gouger. "Say, King - the way | keep that outside door locked -"
"Takealook anyway," ordered the big shot.

WONDERING, Gouger waked out between the curtains. He was heading for the anteroom to begin his
search. King Furzman picked up the telephone. He diaed anumber.

"That you, Wolf?* heinquired. "Thisis King Furzman. Say, Wolf - that idea of yours about The Shadow
soundsright. | got atip-off from Wellerton. He says The Shadow was on histrail, too."

"He sayswhat?' Wolf's reply was an incredulous tone over thewire.

"He says The Shadow ison histrail," repeated King. "That is, The Shadow was on histrail, until he
managed to duck out.”

"Where?' came Woalf's question.

"That'smy business," snapped Furzman, remembering Graham's injunction to say nothing regarding his
wheregbouts. "The point isthat Wellerton figures The Shadow trailed you herelast night.”

"So that'shisgame, en?" Wolf's snarl sounded clearly in the receiver. "Tryin' to blame somethin' on me.
Say, King, don't let that egg stall you. He's got somethin’ up his deeve. He's out to double-cross you,
Wedlertonis."

"I know where he'sgone," declared the big shot harshly. "1 want you to keep away from here. Lay low
for awhile”

"Hones,, King," came Wolf'splea, "I ain't handin' you no boloney. Let me come up there tonight - | can
put you wiseto the kind of abird Wdlertonis. HE's tryin' to dip somethin' over on you. Say - he couldn't
duck The Shadow if that guy wason histrail -"

"Can the gab, Wolf," ordered Furzman. "Y ou won't get anywhere by knocking Welerton. Y ou heard
what | had to say. Lay low until you hear from me."

"Ligen, King-"

Wolf's pleawas cut short as Furzman hung up. The big shot set the telephone heavily upon atable and
growled to himself as he stood staring at the wall.

Hismind was at odds. Graham Wéllerton's warning had been impressive; Wolf Daggert's doubts,
however, began to change the matter.

King Furzman wondered.

Was Woalf right? Had Wellerton been staling?



It was conceivable that Graham could have some game of his own; that he had followed Wolf'slead and
used The Shadow asan dlibi.

The big shot's face was grim. His eyeswere angry. With hands thrust in his Tuxedo pockets, he fumbled
with the revolver that he kept there. At last he brought his hands into view and reached for the telephone
again. On the paint of giving Wolf Daggert another cdl, helaid the instrument aside.

Two lieutenants, at odds with one another. Were both on the square or were both crossing the big shot?
Weighing the matter, King Furzman considered yesterday's episodes.

Wolf Daggert had failed. Graham Wellerton had succeeded. Moreover, Graham had deliberately |eft his
share of the loot in Furzman's possession. That was the deciding point. Graham Wellerton was on the
levd.

A new thought came to King Furzman. Graham Wellerton was a keen worker. He had suggested that
The Shadow might even now be spying on the big shot. Gouger had started out to search the apartment.
How was he making out?

Turning, King Furzman looked toward the archway with its hanging draperies. He stopped suddenly. His
eyes becamefixed; hisbody rigid. In oneingtant he had gained positive proof that Graham Wellerton's
warning was a sound one.

Standing within the range of light was aliving gpparition of darkness. A tal figure, clad in black, was
blocking King Furzman's path. The folds of a sable-hued cloak were motionless. The face of the being
who wore that garment was hidden beneath the projecting brim of ablack douch hat.

The only tokens of the hidden face were two gleaming eyesthat burned with steedy light. Despite the
hypnotic power of those sinister optics, King Furzman could visuaize the entire form of the personage
before him. His sartled gaze took in the muzzle of an automatic that projected from the folds of the
cloak, hed firmly by ablack-gloved hand.

King Furzman made no motion. Like a statue, he stood gazing at the spectrd figure which had so silently
meateridized itsdf. There was no mistaking theidentity of thisweird phantom that had seemingly emerged
from nothingness.

King Furzman, erstwhile racketeer who had turned his hand to crime, was face to face with the master
mind who battled men of evil. The gasp that came from the big shot's twisted lips was proof of the
recognition that wasin hismind.

King Furzman was face to face with The Shadow. Graham Wellerton'swarning had failed to save the big
shot from this meeting with the archenemy of crime!

CHAPTER VI. THE BIG SHOT SPEAKS

KING FURZMAN, as he faced The Shadow, was a man who betrayed consternation. The big shot was
aman who congtantly wore an expression of cold brutality - amask which ever hid the emotionswhich
he felt. The mask had lifted now. Stark fear had replaced King Furzman's habitual glower.

The big shot was knowing the fear that had gripped other crime wreakers when they had encountered
The Shadow. Furzman'sforehead glistened with perspiration; his hands were limp; his body trembled.
Through hismind was passing dl that he had heard concerning the vengeance which The Shadow had
ddivered to those who sought to thwart his purposes and his ends.



Before the first shock of fear had passed, King Furzman gained new knowledge of The Shadow's
terrifying presence. The token that came was an audible one - awhispered laugh that shuddered as it
came from unseen lips. Quavering reverberations, silent shocks of impending doom, beat weirdly against
Furzman's eardrums.

Then camethe voice of The Shadow. It followed the pergsting echoes; it carried an eerie note that
resembled asneer, yet which held astrain of bitter mockery. Each whispered word was ddlivered in an
uncanny tone that changed King Furzman'strembling into astate of tensefixation.

"King Furzman" - The Shadow's statement sounded as aknell - "you have plotted crime. That iswhy you
have met The Shadow. Y ou can hope for no ddiverance while | am here. Y ou will tell mewhat | wishto
know."

Unconscioudy, the big shot found himsalf nodding in reply to The Shadow's words.

"Y ou have heard from your henchman,” resumed The Shadow. "Graham Wellerton hastold you where
he has gone. Give me that information.”

Tensdy, Furzman tried to resist the threat. The eyes of The Shadow glinted. The muzzle of the automatic
moved forward with a subtle thrust. Furzman replied mechanically, hoping only to avoid the menace of
The Shadow.

"Welerton has gone" - the big shot's voice was no more than a gulping gasp - "to - to Grand Rapids -
gonewith hismob -"

"His purpose,”" came The Shadow's cold demand.

"Bank holdup,” gasped Furzman. "The - the" - the pause was hope ess - "the Riverview Trust will be his
first job."

"Thetime," quizzed The Shadow.
"Two nights from now," gulped Furzman. "Two nights from now - before nine o'clock -"

THE SHADOW'S laugh was one of whispered scorn. The tone provoked new terror in King Furzman's
evil brain. Despite the fact that he had told the truth, the big shot knew that The Shadow was not yet
through with him.

"Y ou have money here" - The Shadow's words broke in ahideous, sneering chuckle - "money which
does not belong to you. Tell me where you have hidden it.”

"Inthewall of thisroom," panted the big shot. "Behind the third pand from the door - in asafe-"
"The combination,”" prompted The Shadow, with histerrifying aftermath of whispered mirth.

"Three - four - one- eight -" Furzman spoke in monotonous fashion, isthough hislipsworked of their
own accord.

"Your crimeisproven,” came The Shadow's sinister judgment. Y ou have profited by the work of others.
Y ou shdl suffer of your own accord. That telephone” - the blazing orbs stared beyond the big shot - "will
be the instrument that will deliver you to the law. Pick it up.”

The big shot obeyed.
"Call detective headquarters,” ordered The Shadow. "Ask for Detective Joe Cardona. Tell him who you



are. Tdl himyou arewaiting for him. That isal. Remember” - the tone was ominous - "one word
concerning my presence herewill sed your lipswith the cold rigidity of permanent doom -"

Pangs of terror brought convulsive shudders to King Furzman's stout frame. The big shot's kneeswere
quaking, his hands could scarcely lift the telephone. In aquavering voice, the man called as directed.

He could hear The Shadow's whisper coming closer; staring, he saw the black cloak swish and show its
crimson lining as The Shadow moved to a point no more than ayard away.

"Y our man Gouger," warned The Shadow, "has completed his search for me. Heisin the other room. He
does not know that | am here. He - like yoursdlf - belongsto the police -"

A voicewas clicking over the wire. The Shadow's sinister tones ended. King Furzman, fighting for his
life, asked weakly for Joe Cardona. He heard the reply that Cardona himself was on the wire.

"ThisisKing Furzman,” said the big shot, patheticdly. "I'm in my own gpartment, Cardona. | - | want to
talk to you here" - Furzman's voice broke as his eyes stared toward the glowing orbs that were The
Shadow'seyes- "I - | wasin on those bank robberies yesterday. The dough ishere - in thewall of this
room -"

Furzman's lips were twitching, his eyes were moving furtively, trying to escape the terrible gaze of The
Shadow. Suddenly, they became transfixed with agleam of wild hope asthey saw beyond the shoulders
of the black-clad master. With a short gasp, Furzman stepped back alittle. The telephone dropped from
his hands.

There was a swish as The Shadow whirled. Furzman's sudden gaze, his defensive action - both were
indicative, but The Shadow's keen intuition was dready working when the Sgnd came.

Before the telephone had clattered to the floor, The Shadow was facing the draped archway where the
figure of aman was |looming in the darkness of the room beyond.

Gouger was there. Purely by chance, the bodyguard had come back over the trail which he had taken
through the anteroom. Arriving in the darkened space between anteroom and reception room, he had
heard the sound of King Furzman'svoice.

THE ingtant that he had observed the blotting form of The Shadow, Gouger had drawn hisrevolver to
point it toward the menacing figure in black. Swift in action, steady in aim, Gouger had acted with prompt
precison; but as hisfinger touched the trigger, The Shadow, miraculoudy dert, had swung.

A mereturn would not have sufficed. The Shadow's whirl, however, was a swegping move. Ashistall
form swung, it whisked to the right, just as Gouger's revolver blazed from the darkened room.

A bullet singed the left shoulder of the long black cloak. The Shadow's lips responded with amocking
cry of laughter - aweird peal that was no longer hushed.

While taunting mirth rang through the room, Gouger swung hisrevolver toward the enemy in black. His
finger, dtill upon the trigger, was about to loose a second bullet when aterrific roar camefrom The
Shadow's automatic.

The shot was perfect. Beyond the archway, Gouger tottered. The bodyguard's revolver fell from the
usdless hand which held it. Gouger collapsed upon thefloor.

If Gouger was prompt in action, so was King Furzman. The revolver shot from the other room dispelled
the power of The Shadow, so far asthe big shot was concerned.



With the first spurt of flame, King Furzman's nerve came back to him. His hand sped to his pocket. His
fingers yanked forth the revolver that was there. On the upswing, the big shot drew hiswegpon just as
The Shadow's shot felled Gouger.

With that shot, The Shadow turned. Furzman's upward-moving revolver was racing with the automatic
that came in awide sweep as The Shadow whirled back to meet hisfirst enemy. Both guns reached their
aming points a the same instant. Two reports sounded as one.

But another phenomenon occurred. The form of The Shadow seemed to collapse a split second before
hisfinger pressed the trigger. King Furzman remained bolt upright.

When the guns boomed, both figures were momentarily motionless; then, as The Shadow's form became
erect, King Furzman's body swayed and crumpled. Hisrevolver dipped to the floor beside him.

The Shadow's wits had prevailed. Simultaneous shots, each delivered with quick accuracy, had gone
forth from riva guns. But The Shadow had dropped away from Furzman'saim.

The big shot's bullet, aimed for The Shadow's heart, had done no more than clip the upper edge of the
black douch hat. The Shadow's bullet, with Furzman's body asits target, had found its appointed mark.

A SARDONIC laugh came from The Shadow's lips. The tone seemed to carry anote of tragedy. Once
again, The Shadow had performed swift deeds that were essentid to his ceasdesswar against men of
crime. The falen telephone, connected directly with detective headquarters, had recorded the shots of
the unexpected fray.

Forces of the law would be on their way, to find that grim justice had been ddlivered; yet the part which
The Shadow had played would never be known. Such was The Shadow's method.

He had offered King Furzman a chanceto live; the big shot had sought to kill himin return. King
Furzman, therefore, had received the reward which he deserved.

Swiftly, The Shadow went to the wall and opened the panel of which Furzman had spoken. He turned
the combination of the safe and loosed its metal door. He then closed the pand so the opening would
have to be discovered by the searching detectives. King Furzman had admitted to Cardonathat the
gtolen bank fundswerein thewall of thisroom.

The black cloak swished. Swiftly, The Shadow glided away. He passed through the anteroom and | eft
the outer door unlocked. Histall form disappeared down astairway at the end of the corridor.

The Shadow had gained the information that he sought. Graham Wellerton, speeding westward with his
mob, would be due for asurprise. King Furzman, the big shot, had spoken. He had given out the facts
which he had heard from hislieutenant.

King Furzman, alone, had known his lieutenant's plans. Now The Shadow knew them aso. Knowing
where crimewas dueto fall, The Shadow would be there to strike!

CHAPTER VII. CHANCE INTERVENES

THREE long minutes €l gpsed after the departure of The Shadow. The corridor outside of King
Furzman's gpartment was Slent and undisturbed. Then came the clang of an opening door. A man
stepped out from an eevator which had stopped at the fourteenth floor.

Thisvigtor was an unexpected one. He was not an officer of the law. Mere chance had brought him here
during the interim between The Shadow's departure and the arriva of the police.



The man from the eevator was Wolf Daggert!

The fang-toothed gangster looked about him in afurtive manner. He knew that he wastaking libertiesin
paying avigt to this place againg King Furzman's orders. That waswhy he had not announced himself in
the lobby. He had sneaked past the doorman to board an elevator; the operator had not seen the action
and hence had raised no objection.

Wolf approached the door of the big shot's gpartment. He rapped softly, then loudly. There was no
response to his knocking.

Wolf wasrestless. In hismistrust of Graham Waelerton, hefelt it imperative to talk with King Furzman;
yet he knew that the big shot would not welcome hisintrusion.

After hdf aminute, Wolf nervoudy placed his hand upon the doorknob and gaveit aturn. Hewas
surprised when the barrier opened.

Stepping into the anteroom, Wolf glanced about in a puzzled manner. Where was Gouger? Why had the
attendant | eft the door unlocked?

Wolf saw opportunity. He would walk boldly in, surprise King Furzman and inform the big shot of
Gouger's negligence. Thiswould bregk theicefor the interview which Wolf was so anxiousto gain.

Closing the outer door behind him, Wolf took the course toward the reception room. He reached the
darkened room through which he had to pass; there he stumbled upon something which waslying on the
floor.

Staring, Wolf discerned the body of Gouger! Leaning down to touch the inert form, Wolf found his
fingersinapool of blood.

Startled, the gang leader stepped over Gouger's body and entered the reception room. A short gasp
camefrom hisevil lipsashis eyes viewed the motionless form of King Furzman.

Springing forward, Wolf reached the big shot's body. He raised King's head and stared into the big shot's
whitened face.

"King!" panted Walf. "King! Areyou dive?'

Eydidstrembled. King Furzman's glassy gaze stared directly at Wolf Daggert. The dying big shot did not
seem to recognize the face before him.

"Who got you, King?' questioned Wolf anxioudy. "Who got you? Not - not The Shadow?"

King Furzman's head gave afeeble nod. Anxioudy, Wolf stared about him asthough fearing asinister
presence which till might be within thisroom of death. Then, to Wolf's ears, came the gasping tones of
dying words.

King Furzman was speaking; his voice was scarcdly audible.

"The Shadow," he said, weskly, as his eyelids closed. "The Shadow. He got me -"

A pause; then came digointed statements, from lipsthat scarcely moved:

"Wdlerton - gone - Grand Rapids - hismaob - Wellerton -"

The head dropped back as Wolf held it. King Furzman's body stiffened in death. Wolf stared at the



gruesome countenance of this man who had been his chief. Scattered thoughts flashed through the gang
leader's brain.

WOLF had come here to damage Graham Wélerton's connection with the big shot. Predominating in the
evil gang leader's mind was a hatred for Wellerton, whom he had encouraged into crookery and who had
outgrown his sponsor.

Wolf had been sure that The Shadow had intervened at the Parkerside Trust holdup. Wolf, therefore, felt
that his own failure had been justified, and Graham Wellerton's success a the Terminal Nationa had
made the dose more bitter.

Had The Shadow traced King Furzman through Wolf? Possibly; yet Woalf, proud of his own craftiness,
was looking for another explanation.

His eyes gleamed shrewdly; hislipstwisted with hatred. He thought of Graham Wellerton, away on the
road to Michigan.

A keen suspicion cameinto Wolf's mind. The gang leader arose; his figstightened. His thoughts changed
suddenly, as Wolf spied the telephone upon the floor. At that moment, the gang leader's schemes
dwindled astheingtinct of self-preservation took hold upon Wolf'sevil brain.

Had King Furzman tried to make a call for aid before encountering The Shadow? King was dead; so
was Gouger. Both had been shot in some swift fray. Wolf redlized that the telephone might have served
asandarm.

Quickly, the evil-faced gang leader hurried toward the anteroom. Arriving there, he peered into the
empty corridor; then skulked forth toward the elevators. He heard aclang at one of the metal doors and
made aquick dive for the safety of the stairway.

HE wasjust in time. The door of the devator shaft opened and out stepped a swarthy individua whom
Wolf recognized as Joe Cardona, ace of New Y ork detectives. Sneaking down the stairway, Wolf
thought only of making a get-away.

As he reached alower floor, the gang leader heard men coming up. Hadtily, the gangster tried gpartment
doors and was fortunate enough to find one that opened.

He discovered that the gpartment was empty. He found awindow that was some ten feet above the roof
of alow, adjoining building. Wolf scrambled through this exit. He beat hisway across the roof, broke
open atrapdoor and dropped down into the top floor of an old-fashioned apartment building.

From then on, escape was easy.

AsWolf hurried from the vicinity of the apartment house where King Furzman had been dain, his
scheming mind again began to function. Thoughts of Graham Wellerton, free and on the road to
independent crime, were infuriating to Wolf.

Entering acigar store, Wolf made atelephone call. He spoke in an eager tone to the man who
answered.

"That you, Garry?' Wolf inquired. "Y eah. ThisisWolf Daggert... Say - can you get hold of agood fast
wagon? Good... | got somethin' that'll work out gregt... Sure - I'm scrammin’ from New Y ork... No - the
bullsain't onmy trail... I'll put you wise when you show up with the boat. Sure. | can meet you at the
garage. Whereisit?... Give me the address.”



ONE hour later, Wolf Daggert and his companion, Garry, were whirling along aNew Jersey highway.
Wolf, hisevil face wearing an ugly smile, was pouring out his story while Garry replied with understanding
chuckles.

"If we get abreak,” Wolf was explaining, "well catch up with them guys before they get to Grand
Rapids. They'll be goin' graight there -"

"We may passthem on theroad,” commented Garry doubtfully.

"Maybe," agreed Walf, "but that ain't goin' to matter anyway. If we get into Grand Rapids ahead of them,
we can make out al right. Say - wait until | get ahold of Wellerton's mob and spill what I've got to say

Wolf's speech ended; the gang leader stuck his head from the side window of the speeding car and
looked upward to see a huge monoplane roaring overhead.

The swift metd bird, its searchlight ablaze, was winging past the automobile at tremendous speed. Wolf
settled back in the seat and turned to Garry.

"Say," he commented, "that guy was hummin' along. Boy - if he was bound for Grand Rapids, hed get
there plenty quick.”

The arplane's hum was fading far ahead as Wolf Daggert completed his statement. The shrewd gang
leader said nothing more. His thoughts were of the chase which he had undertaken, a pursuit that would
end when he and Garry had caught up with Graham Welerton.

Chance had intervened. By afresk of fate, Wolf Daggert had learned facts from the dying lips of King
Furzman. The gang leader knew where Graham Wellerton was heading; he was ready to spoil the plans
of the man whom he hated.

New territory lay ahead. Graham Wellerton had planned to invade a district where The Shadow would
not trouble him. Wolf Daggert now was planning a course that would enable him to profit by Graham's
brains.

Yetin hiscdculaions, Wolf Daggert never dreamed that King Furzman had squedled to The Shadow
before the battle in the gpartment. Little did Wolf suppose that Graham Wellerton wasriding into atrap;
that he, Walf, in seeking Graham, was placing himself in the same predicament.

That swift plane that had sped far ahead! Merely as conjecture had Wolf suggested Grand Rapidsin
connection with it. Actually, the gang leader would have picked the Michigan city astheleast likely
destination to which the monoplane might be traveling.

Had Wolf known who was riding in that ship, his thoughts would have changed from eagernessto
trepidation. Redlization of grim danger would have made the yellow gang leader turn back toward New
York.

For the pilot of the silver-winged plane was abeing who rode in darkness. His destination was the city of
Grand Rapids. Hurling forward through the night, The Shadow was aming for the place where crime
would later fall.

When Graham Wélerton's mob advanced upon itsintended foray, The Shadow, enemy of crime, would
be there to shatter the attack!

CHAPTER VIII. MOBSMEN CHOOSE



TWENTY -FOUR hours later, two sedans pulled up beside afilling station at the side of alonely road. A
man in adark gray overcoat stepped from one automobile and approached thefilling station, ordering
gasoline for both cars.

The service man noted afrank, well-featured face beneath the visor of acap. He also saw adark
swester under the half-buttoned overcoat. He classed the stranger as an ordinary tourist in informa garb.
Hewent out to fill the gastanks.

The man with cap and overcoat was Graham Wellerton. His mobsmen were lounging in the cars, ready
to proceed as soon asthe tanks were filled. The squad of raiders, traveling in apair of automobiles, was
not many hoursfromitsfina destination.

As Graham Wellerton walked to the front of the first machine, he came into the glare of headlights that
were arriving along the road. Brakes ground as a coupe swung in beside the sedans. The door of the
coupe opened and afamiliar figure stepped forth.

Graham stared as he recognized Wolf Daggert.

There was amalicious gleam in Wolf's eye - atoken which made Graham ingtantly understand that
something was wrong. Graham, however, quickly recovered from his surprise.

"Hello, Walf!" he exclamed. "How did you get here?'

"I'll tell you later, Wdlerton," returned the gang leader. " Slide one of your meninto my car. | want to ride
adong with you."

Graham motioned to aman in the front seat of thefirst sedan. The falow clambered out to take Wolf's
place in the coupe. Graham sat behind the whedl of the sedan; Wolf dropped into the seat beside him.
The sedan started forward and the other cars followed.

"What'sthe gag, Wolf?' queried Graham.

"I'll tell you when we get away abit," returned Wolf. "Pick aside road where we can stop. There's
trouble back in New Y ork. | came after you to put you wise."

GRAHAM fdtill at ease when he heard Wolf's words. He suspected mdice on the part of the yellow
gang leader. He could not understand why King Furzman could have dispatched Wolf in pursuit of the
Secret expedition.

Nevertheless, Graham could see no possible danger from Wolf's presence. In accordance with his
companion's suggestion, he picked aside road and brought the sedan to astop. The other cars came up
in back.

"All right, Wolf," ordered Graham brusquely. "Let's hear what's on your mind.”

The mobgtersin the rear seat were leaning forward to catch Wolf's words. Other men were coming up
from the sedan behind. Wolf laughed sourly, while he waited for al handsto arrive.

"Have you read the newspapers?' he queried, at last.

"No," returned Graham shortly. "Weve stayed away from towns during our trip. We haven't seen any of
today's news."

"Takealook at this, then," stated Wolf, pulling afolded newspaper from his pocket. "Out here - you can



read it by the headlights”

Before Graham could object, Wolf was clambering from his seat and making for the front of the sedan.
Graham's mobsters, eager to know what was up, were following. There was nothing to do but act in
accord with Wolf's suggestion. Graham hurriedly stepped to the road.

As he reached the front of the car, Graham heard growls of astonishment coming from the men who had
arrived ahead of him. Shouldering hisway through the crowd, Graham seized the newspaper that wasin
Wolf Daggert's hands and stared at the headlines. His gaze hardened.

Graham was reading an account of King Furzman's mysterious death. The affray in the gpartment was
reported as an unexplained killing. Most potent of dl was the discovery of solenfundsinawall safe
behind a pand of the big shot's reception room.

"What do you think of that?' queried Wolf Daggert, as he watched Graham scan the headlines. "Who do
you think gave King the bump?'

"The Shadow?" questioned Graham.
"Y ou guessed it," retorted Wolf with an evil leer. "The Shadow bumped King Furzman!™

Audible responses came from the mobsters. This piece of information was gartling. All turned to Wolf
for further news. The gang leader showed his ugly teeth. Hislipstwisted as he prepared to loose the
schemethat wasin hismind.

"Kind of funny, ain't it?" he quizzed. "The way you named The Shadow the minute | asked you who you
thought bumped King. Y ou seemed to know alot about it, Welterton."

"l warned King Furzman,” retorted Graham. | told him The Shadow had been trailing me -"
"Yeah?' queried Walf. "Did you tdll these fellows about it, too?"

"No." Graham faced his mobsmen. "I ducked The Shadow, boys. That'swhy | kept mum about it. |
knew The Shadow would still bein New York and -"

"I'll tell you about The Shadow." Wolf's snarl was an interruption. "1t was The Shadow who queered my
mob when we tried to hold up the Parkerside Trust. That's news, ain't it?

"Kind of funny, waan't it, that The Shadow picked on me? Kind of funny that Wellerton here was hitting
the Termind Nationd, right at the same time? Wdl, The Shadow may be tough but he can't be two
places a the sametime.

"Then Wdlerton starts out for Grand Rapids. What does The Shadow do? He comesin an' bumps King
Furzman. He killsthe big shot, boys - an’ gets the dough that Furzman has-"

"Lay off that stuff!" challenged Graham. ™Y ou're looking for trouble, Wolf. | get what you're driving at."

"It'stimeyou got it," wastheretort. "1 know your game, Welerton. Making me a sucker - making King a
sucker - so The Shadow would be busy takin' care of us. | know who tipped off The Shadow -"

Graham Wellerton legped forward. He was ready to beat Wolf Daggert to a pulp. His spring, however,
stopped abruptly. Wolf had anticipated it. The leering gang leader had whipped out arevolver.

With the muzzle of agun covering him, Graham had no chance. He subsided, but hisjaw was set ashe
eyed Wolf Daggert firmly.



ANGRY murmurs came from the mobsmen. Trouble wasin the balance. Wolf Daggert'sinsnuations had
reached receptive ears. While Wolf held his gun, while Graham glared in return, afeding of unrest and
dissatisfaction tirred the brutal minds of the assembled mobsmen.

"King Furzman told me how to reach you," declared Walf. "I got there while hewas dying. | didn't have
timeto look for any dough. | scrammed just before Joe Cardona showed up with aflock of dicks-"

"And s0 you trailed me," interrupted Graham. "Came along to queer agood lay - to maketrouble - to
muscleinonmy job -"

"That'sit," jeered Wolf. "Therésthe give-away. Y our job, you say. Y ou ain't workin' for King Furzman
no more. Ditched him, didn't you - left him to The Shadow -"

"Gag that guy," growled Graham, appeding to the mobsmen, as he indicated Wolf with a nudging thumb.

Grunts of doubt were the response. Not a mobsman stirred. Wolf's accusations had already proven
fruitful. Graham Wédlerton had played his high card. Wolf Daggert trumped it with an evil laugh.

"Comeon, gang,” suggested Wolf. "Grab me - put me on the spot. Y ou know me - like you know
W lerton here. He's your boss. Grab me - before | can tell you the rest of it."

Yelow in face of fire, Wolf Daggert was the opposite when he dedt with mobsmen. These were men of
hisilk; he understood them. His sarcastic request that Graham's command be followed was a stroke of
clevernesson his part.

"All right, men," interposed Graham camly. "Take your pick - between Wolf and mysdlf. Listen to what
thisyelow guy hasto say -"

"I'm yelow, eh?" snarled Wolf. "Y ou cdl thisyelow - comin' to tip off somered guysto the game you're
playin? Think you're smart, you silk-hat gorilla. That'sdl you are, Wellerton. Y ou worked for me once;
you got in right with King Furzman an' he gave you amob of your own. Then you queered my lay o
you'd look good an' I'd look punk. Then you double-crossed King -"

"Double-crossed him?" queried Graham. " Say - my cut from the Termina National job wasthere with
the dough the cops grabbed. What do you think of that?"

"Y ou didn't collect what was comin'’ to you?' Wolf's tone was a hoarse laugh. " Say - do you think we're
alot of punks? Tryin' to hand us boloney like that? Listen to him, gang. Then listen to me.

"l was goin' great until thisbozo began to chisel. He's the guy that let The Shadow get wiseto what | was
doin'. Some of you felows worked for me when Welerton was takin' my orders. Was The Shadow
mixin' init then?"

AsWolf turned his head from side to side, he momentarily forgot Graham Wellerton. With asavage cry,
the young man preci pitated himself upon the leering gang leader. He gripped Wolf's gun writ; the two
men locked themselvesin afurious struggle.

"Get him!" gurgled Wolf, as Graham's hand gripped histhroat. "Get the double-crosser!”

Garry, the man who had come with Wolf, was the one who ended the indecision. Mingled with Graham
Wi lerton's mobsmen, he echoed Woalf's cry. "Get the double-crosser!”

Two mobsmen responded. They legped upon Graham Wellerton and dragged their denounced |eader
away from Wolf Daggert. Had Graham used discretion, he might have saved his cause; instead, he



furioudy swung againgt the men who had seized him. That brought the entire maob.
In thefray, Graham's overcoat was ripped from his body. He went down under force of numbers.

Wolf Daggert was snarling imprecations. He had won over the entire squad of mobsters. Two men had
pinioned Graham Welerton's arms behind him. They were dragging the young man into the back seat of
thefirst sedan.

"We're goin' ahead with the Grand Rapidsjob,” Wolf decided. "But thisbird'sgoin' to be out of it - the
dirty double-crosser. Come on - move dong an' well put him on the spot.”

"How about finishin' him right here?" growled amobsman.

"Farther dong,” rgoined Wolf. "Too near the main road here. Well cut over through the country. Leave
it to me- I'll give him the bump.”

Men leaped back into the cars. The caravan started. Graham Wellerton, pinned by two men, was
huddled in the back segt of the first sedan. Wolf Daggert, hisrevolver threatening, crouched on the floor
directly in front of the prisoner.

Asthe carsrolled dong, Graham began to redlize his predicament. He knew that his only hopefor lifelay
in turning the men againgt Wolf Daggert. With an opportunity to talk, he might be ableto swing thetide
the other way. But Wolf's revolver made him wary. If Graham began to argue, Wolf would shoot. That
was obvious.

"Keep lookin' for agood spot,” growled Wolf, to the man at the whed. " Somewhere that'll do to dump
this double-crosser after | plug him."

"Heresthe place," rejoined the driver. "Right ahead.”

A snarling laugh came from Wolf Daggert's lips as the gang |eader peered over the front seet. The lights
of the sedan showed atwisting, danting road, an embankment on the left; aravine on theright.

"Ease up,” ordered Wolf. "Here's where he goes out.”

Asthedriver gpplied the brakes, Graham Wellerton did the unexpected. The mobsmen on hisright was
opening the side door of the sedan. With a sudden leap, Graham broke free from his captors and dived
inthat direction.

Hands clutched furioudy as Graham hurled himsdf againgt the door. The car wastraveling at lessthan
thirty miles an hour when the barrier burst open and Graham Wellerton paused momentarily upon the
brink, while the man closest to him made awild grab to stop his escape.

Turning his body, Graham ddlivered a swift punch squardly in his captor's face. At the same ingtant, Wolf
Daggert swung to am hisrevolver at the maddened prisoner. Momentarily freed, Graham lost his
balance. With a gtartled shout, he launched from the car, just as Wolf fired two rapid shots.

IT wasimpossible for Wolf to tell whether or not his bullets had gone home. Graham's hurtling form had
struck the turf at the top of the embankment. From the car, stopped within a dozen yards, Wolf could
see the flying form traveling in long bounds down the sde of the rough ravine. The other cars had halted.

Mobster eyes were watching the body of Graham Wellerton as swift momentum carried it to the bottom
of the gulch. Theform of the ex-gang leader crashed into athick clump of brush. Asit disappeared,
saplings wavered in the moonlight, indicative of the force with which the body had struck.



"Lookslike you got him, Wolf," laughed amaobster.

"Yeah," agreed the gang leader. | fired close enough, but he was on hisway. Maybe one of you guys
had better go down there an' make sure.”

There were no volunteers. At spots, the sides of the doping ravine were precipitous. Both descent and
return would be difficult. Graham's body had ended itswild trip more than one hundred feet away.

"Car comin' thisway," informed the mobster at the whed. " See the lights?’

Wolf observed atiny gleam from aturn in the road aquarter of amile ahead. The approaching car went
out of sght asit took another bend. Itsarriva here would occur within another minute.

"Get goin'," growled Wolf.

The sedan started. The other cars followed promptly. The three automobiles passed the approaching
machine. Apparently, Wolf's car was merely avehicle that was hogging the narrow road and dowing up
two carsbehind it.

"Keep on," ordered Wolf. "We don't want no trouble. That guy that we just passed won't suspect
nothin'. It'sasure bet that Wellerton got the works."

"That trip he took didn't do him no good," laughed one of the mobsters. "It don't matter whether you
gave him any lead or not.”

"l plugged him," decided Wolf, beginning to resent any doubts regarding his marksmanship. "Give him
two bullets. One's enough when | usethe gat.”

THE cars were speeding onward. The leading driver was talking about the best way to reach amain
road. Graham Wellerton was amatter of the past. Wolf Daggert was the leader now.

"We'rein no hurry," declared the gang leader. "Well go ahead with the job Wellerton planned. That bank
in Grand Rapidswill be our gravy - and you can bet nobody's going to interfere. Wellerton saw to that.”

Thiswasthe only intimation which Wolf Daggert ddivered regarding the menace of The Shadow. There
was apositivenessin the gang leader's tone. He knew that The Shadow had been in New Y ork; that
King Furzman - the only man who had known Graham Wellerton's plans - was dead.

The Shadow!

Wolf chuckled in the assurance that the black-clad phantom would not be on hand to spail the robbery
that lay ahead. He, Wolf Daggert, had profited by Graham Wellerton's schemes. Not for an instant did
Wolf suspect the truth.

Graham Wellerton's foray was aready doomed to failure. Thismob of New Y ork bank robbers was
traveling directly into atrap which would be well set when they arrived.

The Shadow was dready in Grand Rapids, awaiting Graham Wellerton's mob. He would receive the
enemy tomorrow night. The change of leadership would make no difference.

Wolf Daggert, by usurping the power which Graham Wellerton had possessed, was directing a crew of
hardened mobstersinto The Shadow's snare!

In plunging from the moving sedan, Graham Wellerton had merely chosen a present danger in lieu of one
which he would have unwittingly encountered had he traveled on with amob at his command.



Thetrip into the depths of the obscure ravine was amuch more desirable experience than the foray on
the Grand Rapids bank - dthough Graham Wellerton had no cognizance of the fact.

Wolf Daggert, triumphant, was in amuch less desirable position than Graham Wélerton, vanquished.
Wolf was gloating over hisvictory. Hisevil joy would cease tomorrow night.

The Shadow would be responsible for that! Mobsmen had chosen anew leadership. The result would be
the same - afutile surge againgt the hidden might of The Shadow!

CHAPTER IX. A MAN FROM THE PAST

GRAHAM WELLERTON opened his eyes. Hefound himsalf staring straight upward into moonlight. He
was lying on ameatting of thick grass, fringed by clusters of scrubby bushes and light saplings. Thegurgle
of abrook was sounding in hisears.

At firgt, Graham had no recollection of how he had reached this spot. A medley of scattered thoughts
ached through his brain: King Furzman - Wolf Daggert - Carma - these three who had played apart in
his career of crime seemed somehow responsible for his present plight.

Graham tried to collect hisideas into areasoned process, but failed in the attempt. Somehow, he redlized
that he was no longer working for King Furzman; he also seemed to know that Wolf Daggert had caused
him trouble. These thoughts were disturbing, but through them, Graham had avague belief that dl that
might have happened had at least freed him from Carma

Unsteadily, Graham managed to rise to hisfeet. He experienced a sickening sensation and apain in the
back of hishead. He rubbed hisface; dimly, in the moonlight, he saw blood upon his hand. Moving
weakly toward the brook, Graham stooped and began to bathe hisface in water.

This experience was refreshing; nevertheless, Graham had difficulty in remembering recent events.

Oneimpression stood out; that of awild legp from atraveling automobile. Responding to the thought,
Graham began to fed hisarms and legs as though expecting to find some broken bones.

Revolver shots! They had come with that legp. Graham smiled weskly. He had escaped the degth that
wasintended for him. He had fallen far; he had crashed through snapping boughs and scraiching
brambles; but hewas il dive. There was satisfaction in the thought.

Mechanically, the young man forced hisway through amass of bushes and cameto the side of theravine.
He picked hisway up the steep ascent, gripping clumps of thick, dry grass, dipping and tottering at times
as he made the climb. At times, he caught hold of projecting chunks of rock. Hisfdl down the ravine had
been fortunate in that he had escaped these.

Graham sank exhausted when he reached the brink beside the road. He felt many aches. The climb had
been apainful one. Thejarring effects of the fal were gpparent. Graham had adight limp as he regained
hisfeet and started to walk aong the road; but the trouble departed as he continued.

Actudly, the young man was suffering from adight concussion of the brain, caused by one of the jolts
that he had experienced. Thisinjury, whileit curbed hismental processes, made him obliviousto the
minor hurtswhich he had sustained.

LIMPING and bleeding from small wounds, hisface bearing livid scratches, Graham Wellerton made a
sad gppearance as he trudged a ong on ameaningless quest. He was a natty gentleman of crime no
longer; he looked like a battered rowdy who had emerged from a strenuous brawl.



Hazily, Graham recognized his plight. He was somewherein arura didrict, illy clad and away from the
help of friends. For the first time, Graham's thoughts pertained to money, and he shoved hishand into the
pocket where he had carried aroll of more than six thousand dollars. It was empty.

Startled, Graham came to ahalt. He turned to head aimlessly back toward the ravine, then came a
momentary burst of memory.

He recaled himself as a captive in an automobile; he remembered a captor seated beside him. That was
where the money had gone. One of hisformer associates had frisked his pocket after Wolf Daggert had
decreed his death.

Graham Wédlerton did not have adime. He laughed hoarsaly and began to trudge onward. After amile of
long, winding road, he cameto a crossroad and stared gloomily at the signpost. He noted namesthere
and repeated them in afamiliar tone; then, while histhoughts were still confused, he turned to theleft and
began to walk aong.

Where was he going? Why?

Graham did not know. He knew that he was miles from the main road where Wolf Daggert had
overtaken the marauding band. He could recall that event now. But he had no desire to go back to the
main highway. He wasfollowing thislittle-used road in response to some peculiar awvakening of
long-forgotten memory.

Anather crossng. By the moonlight, Graham Wellerton read anew sign and laughed. Heresumed his
progress. As he reached afork, he ingtinctively took the road to the right. He seemed to recall events of
long ago, when hiking had been his hobby.

Steady tramping became monotonous. Not once did Graham Wellerton desist from his steady, plodding
pace as he covered weary miles. A predominating purpose was banging in the back of hishead. Hewas
going somewhere; he would not stop until he arrived. Hiswhole condition was governed by amenta
cloud.

Minutes became hours. Graham, was indifferent to the passage of time. At last he struck a macadamized
road and breathed along sigh of relief. Thislong tramp had been aweary experience; without knowingit,
Graham had covered a distance of nearly twenty miles; but the journey seemed to be nearing alogical
end.

A picket fence showed on theright. Dull moonlight revedled a grilled gateway. Graham Wellerton
stopped and peered through the upright bars of the gate.

Gray tombstones, whitened by the shimmering light, showed the place to be a cemetery. Graham fdt a
desireto enter the graveyard - why, he did not know. The iron gate resisted his feeble effortsto openiit.
Desggting, Graham continued his course along the road.

This time awooden fence stopped him. He looked upon the expanse of an old abandoned race track.
He wanted to climb that fence; to run around the haf-mile oval. Weariness, coming with increased
recognition, caused him to change his mind. He resumed his roadway plodding.

He passed houses set back behind rows of evenly-planted trees. He found himsdf entering the main
street of atown, where occasiond lights shone from overhead. Then came asound that made him stop
and ligen intently. A loud-chimed clock wastalling the hour of four.

EACH reverberation of the beating gong was adriving stroke in Graham Welerton's brain. Surging



recollections camein furious deluge.

Quickening his pace, the dazed man moved aong the street. He began to eye buildings that seemed
familiar. He turned a corner down ancther lighted street. He came to abuilding that stood apart. It
looked like alarge store; but its barred windows proved that it must serve some other purpose.

Graham Wdlerton read alarge-lettered sgn above the building. The wordswere plainin thelight from
the street. An angry scowl came to Graham's face as he saw the legend:

EZRA TALBOY
STATE BANK

Theirony of the present moment came clearly to Graham's mind. Cloudslifted. He understood. Until this
minute, he had not realized in what part of the country he might be; he had known only that he was
somewhere between New Y ork and Grand Rapids. Now he knew that he wasin the town of
Southwark.

Every important incident since the ravine was suddenly explained. Thefirst sgnpost had pointed to the
town of Southwark; so had the next. Then Graham had found himsalf upon afamiliar road. He had
followed the natural direction of hisboyhood hikes, back to the town of Southwark.

The cemetery - that was where he had so often visited his mother's grave. The race track - that was
where he had run races with his boyhood companions. This building had been hisfather's bank. The
house beyond it was Graham's old home.

The name of Ezra Taboy signified the truth which Graham had |earned while absent from the town of
Southwark. Ezra Talboy, brother of Graham's mother, had swindled Graham's father of al he owned.
Wil did Graham remember his sour-faced uncle. Ezra Taboy must be an old man by thistime- a
mean-hearted skinflint living on ill-gained wedth.

GRAHAM WELLERTON clenched hisfists as he gpproached the bank building. His head was no
longer svimming. He had regained his norma faculties. He wanted to smash through the grated windows.
Hereached in his pocket to fed for hisrevolver. It was gone. The weapon had been stolen a so.

Surging wrath, unquenchable hatred - these were the d ements which ruled Graham Wellerton. He
despised thistown of Southwark, hated every person who lived within itslimits. He had amad desireto
do damage here, coupled with awish to leave the town as soon as possible.

While Graham hesitated between these mixed emotions, afootstep sounded behind him. Graham turned
quickly to find himself facing aburly man in uniform, who held aleveled revolver.

"What you doing here?' the man demanded.

"Nothing," retorted Graham huskily. "Just lookin around.”
"Y eah? At four o'clock in the morning?!

"I just landed in town. Motor accident out on the road -"
"Tdl that to the Judge. I'm pinching you. Come dong!"

Complete weariness was having its effect. Without aword, Graham Wellerton submitted to the officer's
order. He found himsalf marching back toward the main street, down an aleyway to the old town jalil.



The journey ended when Graham collapsed upon a battered cot in abarred cell.

When the officer had |eft, Graham rolled over wearily upon the cot. Hislong tramp showed its results.
Forgetful of dl but fatigue, Graham Wellerton fdl adeep. The brightness of morning was the next waking
impression that he gained.

SOMEONE was shaking the barred door. Graham looked up to see the man who had arrested him. The
officer ordered him to come along. Graham obeyed. He was taken into a small courtroom wherea
handful of men were gathered.

Graham recognized the justice of the peace. Old Silas Schuble had been hisfather's friend. He noted
another ederly man whom he knew: Harwin Dowser, Southwark's principa lawyer. Dowser was
evidently here to take up some other case, for he did not express interest as Graham was brought up
before Justice Schuble.

"Vagrancy isthe charge," said the officer who had brought Graham to the courtroom. "I found this man
wandering around the town at four in the morning.

"Name?' quizzed Schuble, sharply, looking a Graham.

"George Gruger," said Graham quietly.

"What defense do you offer?' quizzed the justice.

"None," returned Graham, inadull tone. "l wasjust hiking through town."

Schuble eyed the young man sharply. Graham repressed a smile when he noted that the justice did not
recognize him. To Graham, that was an achievement. His memory of hisfather had touched his pride. He
did not want to be recognized while in Southwark.

"Unless you can give some account for your presence here," declared Schuble severdly, "1 shal beforced
to sentence you for vagrancy."

"] don't mind," returned Graham.
"Thirty daysinjail," decreed thejustice.

Asthe officer led him from the courtroom, Graham noted that Harwin Dowser was eying him curioudly.
Graham met the lawyer's gaze with an indifferent glance. Dowser turned away. Moodily, Graham,
alowed himsdlf to be conducted back to his cell.

Much though he detested the town of Southwark, he wasto be its guest for the coming month. Theirony
of the Situation was impressive on that bright morning. Graham could not help but smile.

He had escaped the law on many occas ons when he had been engaged in dangerous crime; thistime,
when he had been committing no offense, he had been arrested and sentenced.

Graham felt hishatred for the town of Southwark increasing beyond its former measure. Heredlized that
he was aman from the past, a stranger no longer recognized in the town where his father once had been
the most prominent citizen.

Whatever his career e sawhere might have been, Graham had never done awrong within the bounds of
Southwark. Y et thiswas his reward - in the one place where he had lived an honest life.

Graham Wéllerton had come home after years of wandering. Unwel comed, unrecognized, he had been



sentenced to jail on acharge of vagrancy. Graham Wellerton did not care. His mob had gone over to
Wolf Daggert - that connection was ended.

Asfor Carma, Southwark wasthe last placein dl the world where she would look for Graham!

CHAPTER X. THE SAMARITAN

Two dozen men were tramping aong arough road. Behind them came three others, armed with rifles. A
command sounded from the rear; the gang fell out at the side of the road. One of the guards opened a
huge box that was standing beside atree. Each of the two dozen men advanced in turn to take out a
pick.

Methodically, the road gang fell to work. Under the watchful eyes of the armed guards, these prisoners
began their daily toil. Pick points clicked upon stone. Snatches of conversation began.

Road work in this county was no sinecure, yet it lacked the barbarity so popularly supposed to dominate
al chain gangs. Two dozen short-term prisoners, under the supervision of several competent guards,
were dlowed reasonable privileges so long as they kept busy with their picks. Graham Wellerton, drafted
to thistail, found it an annoyance rather than ahardship. He wasin hisfifth day of service and he had
taken histemporary fate in a philosophica manner.

He paid very little attention to words uttered by the other prisoners, but today, something that he heard
made him listen for further information.

"Out in Grand Rapids," one man was saying. " The paper that | seen was a coupladaysold -"
A pick clicked in interruption. Then came a question that told more.

"Y ou say the cops plugged seven of 'em?' aman was asking. "Didn't none of ‘em get avay?'
"It wasn't the cops,” Graham heard. "That's the funny part of it. When the holdup started -"

Words were intermittent asthey came to Graham's ears, but the young man caught the important details
of the story as he labored away with his pick.

A squad of armed marauders had entered the Riverview Trust in Grand Rapids, afew nights ago. Before
they had been able to engineer the holdup, shots had broken loose. The sight of dropping raiders wasthe
first token of the contemplated robbery.

The shots had been ddlivered from the semidarkness of the street. Mobsmen had started to flee; they had
been shot down. Others had dashed into the bank to be met by watchmen and tellers. Police had arrived
tofind seven victims.

It seemed that mutiny must have broken out in the ranks of the raiders during the crucial moments of the
attack. There was no other explanation for the Sartling result. The case was a baffling one.

GRAHAM WELLERTON was grim as he swung the pick. He knew the answer to thisfrustrated crime.
The broken attack was a repetition of the Parkerside disaster in New Y ork, where Wolf Daggert and his
henchmen had been repul sed.

The Shadow!

Somehow, that master of crime detection had learned Graham's schemes. He had arrived in Grand
Rapids ahead of theraiders. Had Graham still been in command of his men, he would have gone down



with hismobsters.

Graham chuckled in sarcastic fashion. He redized now that Wolf Daggert had done him agood turn. By
usurping the leadership, Wolf had put himself in amess. The evil-faced gang leader had waked into the
trap intended for Graham.

Seven men in the gang. Graham made amenta caculation. His own men had numbered nine. Wolf, with
Garry, made two more - atota of eleven. That left four at large. Graham growled his contempt of the
gtuation.

Hewas glad that three of the four had escaped; but he was positive that he knew the identity of the fourth
man - Wolf Daggert himsdlf. The cowardly gang leader had played hisold trick of staying back with a
few reserves while the main mob attacked.

"Around the corner,” muttered Graham. " That's where he was - the yellow cur.”

As Graham marveled a The Shadow's skillful cunning, he redlized that Wolf had beeninluck. The
Shadow had been expecting a mob headed by Graham Wellerton - aleader who went with the advance.
The Shadow had arranged to break up such an attack.

Instead of Graham, Wolf had appeared asleader - if he rightfully deserved such atitle. Wolf'sidea of
leadership wasto lurk until the flight began; then to lead the way. That was why Wolf had escaped The
Shadow.

Nevertheless, Wolf had failed; his present predicament was as bad a one as Graham's.

Swinging his pick automatically, Graham Wellerton considered dl angles of the case. He redlized that
when hefinished histhirty-day term, he would have to choose anew course of action. A fresh gart in
crime - that seemed the only possibility. As helabored, Graham found himsdlf in adilemma

Crime, now that he was temporarily away from it, seemed asordid, futile existence. On the contrary, any
course that would fit in with recognized ways of society were just as distasteful.

Why should he, Graham Wellerton, attempt to live alaw-abiding life? Justice - astheworld saw it - was
not to hisliking. The young man thought of hisuncle, Ezra Taboy.

There, he decided, was aman as crooked as they made them - aswindler, athief, a heartless wretch.
Y et EzraTaboy, by staying within the rules set by law, had gained full title to the wealth and prestige
which he had actudly stolen from Graham'sfather.

GRAHAM'S own plight soured him further. Here, with the road gang, he was paying a pendty
demanded by so-called justice. He was serving ashort term for vagrancy - hisonly crime having been the
ingtinct of self-preservation.

He had come to Southwark in adazed condition, afit subject for human kindness. He had been seized
by an officer anxious to make an arrest. He had been committed to jail in acold-hearted fashion.

"Hey, there, Gruger!"

The repeated cdl from one of the guards caused Graham to suddenly redlize that the shout was for him.
He stopped hiswork and turned around.

"Don't you know your own name?' questioned the guard.



"I'd sort of forgotten it,” responded Graham with a sheepish amile.
"Fall out with the rest of the gang,” ordered the guard.

Graham saw that the prisoners had quit their work and were enjoying temporary respite asthey sat dong
agrassy embankment beside the road. Graham joined his companions. While two guards, riflesready,
were on watch, the third was talking with a stranger who had aighted from an automobile.

"That's Raph Delkin," one of the prisonerswas saying, in alow tone. "Big manufacturer downin
Southwark."

"What's he doin' here?" asked another prisoner.
"He's on some county committee,” came the explanation. " Supposed to check up on the road gangs.”
"To seethat we keep grindin', huh?"

"No. They say Delkin'sagood egg. Won't stand for no rough stuff. Y ou notice they gave usalay off
when he showed up? That guy won't stand for no meanness.”

"Say - who'sthe Jane with him - the kid comin’ over from the car?"
"Hisdaughter, | guess.”

Graham Wédlerton was looking in the direction indicated. He remembered Ralph Delkin from years ago.
He noted that time had not greetly changed the man.

In appearance, Delkin was stern and square-jawed; in action, brusque and businesdike. Therewas an air
about him that symbolized the red type of man.

Delkin, Graham estimated, must now be about forty-five years of age. The girl who was gpproaching him
was certainly hisdaughter. Graham remembered her asachild - Eunice Delkin. Shewas now in her early
twenties and Graham, as he watched her, wasimpressed with her beauty.

Raph Delkin waslooking aong the row of prisoners. His practiced eye was studying each face. His
purpose was apparent; he was here to pick out any who might have cause for protest at harsh treatment
which had been received.

GRAHAM noaticed that Eunice followed her father's gaze. There was afranknessin her expression that
made each toughened prisoner fed sheepish. Until she came to Graham, Eunice met only wavering
glances, but as she looked at the former gentleman of crime, something in Graham's cold stare caused her
to steadily return the gaze.

Graham Weéllerton smiled disdainfully. Eunice Delkin was beautiful; her light hair, her frank eyes - these
were the features which most impressed him. But Graham could not help but compare her ot with his
own.

Hisfather - like hers - had been a prominent citizen of Southwark. But he, Graham Wellerton was an
outcast, sentenced to the road gang by so-called justice, while she, protected by her father's high
standing in the community, had never been forced to experience the harsher side of life.

Raph Ddkin wasturning away. He spoke to his daughter. Still glancing at Graham Welerton, Eunice
plucked her father's deeve and spoke. Delkin turned and looked at Graham. His eyes became puzzled.
He spoke to the guard. The man replied; then |ooked toward Graham and beckoned.



Risng, Graham douched forward, till wearing his challenging smile. As he neared thelittle group, Delkin
advanced and spoketo him in alow tone.

"Y ou're Graham Wdlerton, aren't you?' asked Delkin.

"My nameis Gruger," retorted Graham, loud enough for Eunice and the guard to hear. " George Gruger.”
Raph Delkin looked at this daughter as though there must be some mistake.

The girt shook her head emphaticaly. Shelooked squarely at Graham.

"He didn't know his name was Gruger afew minutes ago,” said the guard.

"l had to holler at him threetimes"

"Thisman," said Eunice quietly, "is Graham Wdlerton. Thereisno question about it. | remember him."

The even modulation of the girl'stone was convincing. Her voice was kindly; her attitude was friendly.
Graham was forced to assume agruff indifference in order to meet this positive statement of hisidentity.

"What of it?" he questioned. " Suppose | am Graham Wellerton? What's that to anyone around here?”

Raph Delkin extended his hand. Graham turned quickly to pretend that he did not see the gesture. His
eyes were toward the other prisoners as he heard Ralph Delkin speak.

"Your father," said Delkin, "wasmy friend. | am your friend, Graham."

With ashrug of his shoulders, Graham stalked away toward the other prisoners. He did not want
Delkin's friendship. Nevertheless, he could not stand and face aman who offered him a handshake; nor
could helook into the frank eyes of agirl who had picked him out as his father's son from among two
dozen criminals.

When Graham Wéllerton reached the embankment and finaly turned about, Ralph Delkin and his
daughter were walking back to the automobile. Graham laughed roughly. He felt that he had forestalled
this one advance of friendship.

At the noon hour, however, when acar arrived with lunch for the prisoners, Graham was informed that
he was to go back to Southwark. Figuring that his term on the road gang was ended, he boarded the
automobile and sat in the back seat with a hard-faced man who never said aword.

Graham knew thisfelow. Ellis Taussig was his name; he had been county sheriff ever snce Graham's
boyhood. Southwark was the county seat; and Taussig had evidently come up from there.

The car reached the town and pulled up beside the courthouse. Taussig ordered Graham to adight.

Instead of |eading the young man toward the jail, he took him into the courthouse. They walked through a
corridor and reached asmall room. As Graham entered, he was quick to recognize the people there.

JUSTICE SCHUBLE - Harwin Dowser, the lawyer - these were the first two whom Graham Wellerton
noticed. Then he saw another pair: Raph Delkin and his daughter, Eunice. Graham hesitated; Sheriff
Taussg pushed him forward.

Justice Schuble spoke. Histone was an inquiry as he looked at the young man before him.

"Y ou are Graham Welerton?" he questioned.



"Yes," admitted Graham, with adefiant glance.

"Sincel have been informed correctly,” declared Schuble, "I shall immediately arrange your release. |
sentenced you for vagrancy purely because you refused to give areason for your presence in the town of
Southwark. As aformer member of this community, you are entitled to your freedom here."

"Y ou are making amistake," retorted Graham coldly. "I have no businessin Southwark. Much though |
detest thetown, | was unjustly forced to beits guest for aperiod of thirty days. | have no money; | have
nowhereto live. Therefore you will be forced to arrest me again for vagrancy.

"After thethirty days - or as many more as you choose to give me - have ended, | intend to leavethis
contemptible district where thieves are honored and rogues hold office -*

Graham broke into a sneering laugh as he saw the furious expression on Justice Schubl€s face. Harwin
Dowser, evidently herein Graham's behdf, sprang forward to make a pleathat the young man's
contempt be overlooked. Sheriff Taussg and Ralph Delkin did not know what to say. It was Eunice who
solved the problem.

Stepping forward, the girl looked squardly into Graham's eyes. Her expression of disgpprova was one
that caused Graham to end his condemning statements. Then, turning to the justice, Eunice made the
winning plea

"Pleaseforget thisoutburst,” the girl said. " Graham does not redize what heis saying. Hewill not bea
vagrant while heis herein Southwark. My father and | areinviting him to live a our home. He should
have been informed of that before his release was mentioned.”

"Very well," decided Schuble. "1 shall overlook the contempt which has been expressed. | am releasing
Graham Wdllerton in the custody of Ralph Dekin.”

It was Eunice, again, who ended al objections. Before her father could step forward, she had extended
her hand to Graham. The young man was too stupefied to exhibit the discourtesy which he had shown to
Rd ph Delkin that morning. Mechanicaly, he shook hands with Eunice; then received the clasp which
Ralph Delkin extended.

THE Dekinstook Graham in their automobile. When they arrived a the house, Delkin remarked that he
would make arrangements for new apparel and whatever else Graham might require. He added that there
would beajob for Graham in the plant. It was then that Graham regained hischalenging air.

"You'regoing to alot of usalesstrouble, both of you," he asserted. "1 don't want your friendship. | hate
Southwark, and | have no regard for anyone who lives here. If you think that you are doing me akind
turn, you arewrong. If you ingst upon my remaining here, | can tell you in advance that you will be
sorry."

"Don' tak that way, Graham," responded Delkin, in akindly tone. "My friendship toward you isared
one-"

"Graham will learn that, father," interposed Eunice. "He will gppreciate our sentiment. Hewill learn to like
it here”

Graham Wellerton made no remark. He was prepared to resist any display of friendship that came from
Ra ph Delkin, but he could not force himsalf into an argument with the girl who had persuaded her father
to do him thiskind turn.

Graham's sllenceindicated that he was willing to remain. Without further discussion, Ralph Delkin



conducted his resentful guest to the room which had been provided for him. Thus did Graham Wélerton
begin anew term of residence in the town where he had spent his boyhood.

Raph Dekin, at Eunice's behest, had played the part of good Samaritan. He had accepted Graham
Wellerton in memory of the young man'sfather. Little did he suspect that he was sheltering aman who
had but recently been the leader of aband of desperate crooks.

To Graham Wdlerton, ashort stay at Delkin's home would prove acceptable purely as aperiod of
recuperation. In his heart, the man who had returned to Southwark was planning anew career of crime.

For the present, only, he was accepting the conditions imposed upon him. In his heart, he carried no
thanks toward the people who had shown him friendship.

Soon hewould go hisway again. With anew gart, he would take up crime with a spirit of vindictiveness.
Alone, Graham Wellerton smiled grimly as he thought of the past. Wolf Daggert would be out of hislife;
Carmawould never find him.

There was only one person whom Graham Wellerton considered as a menace. That one was the strange,
unknown being called The Shadow.

Wheat did The Shadow matter? Graham was sure that he could travel beyond the reach of the master of
crime,

In that surmise, Graham Waellerton was wrong. The Shadow, weird and mysterious, wasto play an
unexpected part in events which were dready shaping Graham Wellerton's destiny.

CHAPTER XI. THE SHADOW SUSPECTS

DAY S had passed since Graham Wellerton's arriva in Southwark. Days had drifted into weeks. Freed
from the necessity of crime, Graham Welerton had entered a period of restful recuperation. He had,
through misfortune, gained security which he would not have known had he met The Shadow faceto
face.

Had Graham Wellerton been leader of the band which The Shadow had encountered in Grand Rapids,
the depredations of the holdup gangs would have been ended. The Shadow, after hisforced dimination
of King Furzman, had dedlt aterrific stroke against the foes of the law.

Y et crime had known only abrief interlude. New events had arisen in the Middle Wegt, to inform the
warring master that hisfina stroke had not been one of complete dimination. Facts, in the form of
newspaper clippings, were proof that work still lay ahead.

Inahigh floor of aNew Y ork office building, a chubby-faced, lethargic man was sitting at a desk,
studying newspapersthat lay before him. Thisquiet individual, Rutledge Mann by name, was known to
his friends as an investment broker. Actually, however, Mann served as contact agent for The Shadow
and one of his duties was the assembling of printed crime news.

Clipping as he perused the out-of-town newspapers, Mann had assembled asmall heap of items
pertaining to successful raids made by bank robbersin smal towns of the Middle West. As he put the
clippingsinto an envelope, Mann leaned back in his chair and stared idly from the window.

The towers of Manhattan did not attract Mann's eye. The investment broker waslost in thought. He was
speculating on affairs which concerned The Shadow. Thiswas ardaxation in which Mann seldom
indulged; but recent events had caused him to wonder just what lay behind the present chain of



circumstances.

By his constant reading of the newspapers, Mann had learned to detect the hidden presence of The
Shadow in many instances. Of The Shadow himsdlf, Rutledge Mann knew very little. Theinvestment
broker merely supplied information and handled detail work for his unknown master. But whenever
Mann discovered the unusua in the news, he could sense that The Shadow had loosed his hand against
those opposed to the law.

There had been bank robberiesin New Y ork. One raid had been shattered on the same day that another
had succeeded. Then such raids had ceased in the Eadt.

The next occurrence had been an attempted holdup in Grand Rapids - one which had been mysterioudy
foiled.

Mann, reading between the lines, decided that The Shadow had accomplished that deed and had
terminated the outrages of successful robbers who had headed West from New Y ork.

So far - good. But what of the intermittent robberiesin small towns - the work of afew men - that had
been occurring since?

Mann again picked out areason. A few of the last gang must still be at large, committing depredations on
asmal and gedthy scde.

Shortly after sending the first notices of such robberiesto The Shadow, Mann had received word to
communicate with Harry Vincent, one of The Shadow's active agents. Mann had given Harry aseded
envel ope which had come by mail from The Shadow. Mann knew only that Harry wasto go to atown
cdled Southwark, to make certain investigations.

What did Southwark have to do with the bank robberies? Most of them werein the vicinity of that town
- infact, today's clippingstold of raiders bresking into a bank not more than fifty milesfrom the town
where Harry Vincent was stationed.

But why had The Shadow singled out Southwark as a headquarters for his agent? That problem
completely perplexed Rutledge Mann.

Theinvestment broker sedled his envelope of clippings. He walked into an outer office. There, the
stenographer handed him aletter which had just arrived in the mail. 1t bore the postmark of Southwark.
Mann ripped open the envel ope and found another envelope within. A specia report from Harry
Vincent.

Leaving his office, Mann went to the street and took a taxicab to Twenty-third Street. He entered a
dilapidated building, ascended an old stairway and approached a battered door on afloor above the
Street.

Thisdoor had agrimy glass pand; on it was inscribed the name of "Jonas."

Rutledge Mann poked the envelope of clippings through the mail chute; he followed it with Harry
Vincent's envelope. With alast glance at the cobwebbed glass pand, the investment broker departed.

Thisunusud office served as The Shadow's letter box. Apparently, it had been vacant for some years.
Mann, indl hisvisits, had never observed signs of occupancy. All letterswhich Mann placed there,
however, eventualy reached their desired recipient - The Shadow.

A FEW hours after Mann had made his visit to the office on Twenty-third Street, aclick soundedina



pitch-black room. Light replaced darkness. Theillumination came from aweird blue lamp that hung,
shaded, above the polished surface of atable.

Therays of light seemed to fade as they encountered the thick darkness beyond that limited area. One
luminous circlewas al that pervaded thisroom. Heavy, gloomy atmosphere cast adominating awe.

Out of darkness came two white, cregping objects. They were hands - human hands, lithe and
long-fingered - that moved like detached creatures of life. They rested withinthe circle of light. Alikein
formation, they differed in one point only.

From the third finger of the left hand gleamed aflaming jewd. Like aliving cod of fire, it flashed
glimmering sparkles upward from mysterious depths.

Somber maroon initsorigina color, the stone turned to abrilliant purple; then faded to a pale azure that
sent forth legping sparks of brilliant, uncanny light.

This gem was the token of The Shadow. It was apricelessgirasol, arare jewel unmatched in dl the
world. Itsweird hues symbolized the mysterious persondity of the amazing being who woreiit.
Moreover, the gem gained strange effects from the ghoulish light that shone from above.

Asthe color-changing girasol told theidentity of itswearer, so did the bluish light from the lamp revedl
the place where the master of mystery now was stationed.

The Shadow was in his sanctum - an unknown abode somewhere in Manhattan - a mysterious room of
blackness where no other than himself had ever been!

One hand moved away. It returned and dropped envel opes upon the table. Some had been opened
previoudy.

From them now came clippings - accumulated references supplied by Rutledge Mann. Two sealed
envel opes were torn open by the strong but dender fingers. These were the envel opes which Rutledge
Mann had so recently placed in the mail chute of the office on Twenty-third Street.

The eyes of The Shadow - eyes hidden in darkness beyond the lamp - studied the clippings. The hands
added them to the former items.

Then came Harry Vincent's report sheet. It was a concise message, written in code. The Shadow read
theinked words asrapidly asif they had been in ordinary writing.

Hardly had the invisible eyes completed their perusa before the written words began to fade one by
one.

Thiswas an expected phenomenon. In al communications to and from The Shadow, the agents were
used to aspecia type of ink which vanished shortly after being exposed to the air. Through its agency, dl
messages were automaticaly destroyed. Any that fell into wrong hands would be gone before they could
be deciphered.

A low laugh sounded from the gloom. The Shadow was cons dering the message from his agent. Harry
Vincent had done well in Southwark. Y et his findings had produced a problem which even The Shadow
had not anticipated!

THE SHADOW, in histrip to Grand Rapids, had struck a powerful blow against aband of raiders
supposedly led by Graham Wellerton. The Shadow knew that the leader - and afew men with him - had
managed to escape purdly by staying in the background while the main body invaded.



Summoned back to New Y ork by important errands there, The Shadow had been awaiting
devel opments, knowing that the missing crooks would bob up somewhere. Minor bank raids had come
of evidence of their activity thissde of Grand Rapids.

The Shadow had ordered Harry Vincent to the territory, to glean preliminary information. Not long ago,
The Shadow had heard Graham Wellerton tell Carmathat he would never go back to the town of
Southwark. That had been when Graham was on the crest of successful crime. Now, with circumstances
dtered, Graham might deliberately have changed hisformer decision. Southwark, of al places, might best
serve asatemporary refuge.

Here wasthe report from Harry Vincent. The Shadow's agent had discovered Graham Wdlertonin
Southwark. But in his careful inquiry - Harry was an ace when it came to getting information in strange
towns - he had learned that Graham had arrived there the night before the Michigan bank raid had been
foiled by The Shadow!

Thiswasthe reason for The Shadow's laugh. Weird mockery seemed to hover within that black-walled
room. Ghoulish echoes perssted even after hidden lips had ceased their mirthful utterance.

The Shadow had corroborated a suspicion which had been lurking in hisintuitive brain - namely that
Graham Wéllerton had not been with the bank robbers at Grand Rapids!

What was Graham Wdllerton's purpose? How and why had the gentleman of crime parted from his men?
Why was he no longer engaged in robbery?

These were questions which The Shadow was resolved to answer.

Hands reached across the table. Earphones cameinto view. A tiny bulb lighted, showing that The
Shadow had formed a connection. Hisweird voice spoke in awhisper. Acrossthe wire came aquiet

reply:
"Burbank spesking.”

Burbank was The Shadow's hidden contact man - the one who kept in touch with agents when they were
at work. He was away's accessible by telephone, to relay messages through to The Shadow.

"Report from Mardand,” ordered The Shadow.

Burbank gave abrief reply. Cliff Mardand, The Shadow's agent who played the part of an underworld
mobsman, had gained no trace of Wolf Daggert. He had been unable to find any clew to a hide-out
where the skulking gang |leader might be staying.

"Report from Burke," demanded The Shadow.

Anather reply. Burbank had heard from Clyde Burke, the newspaper reporter on the New York Classic
who wasin The Shadow's service.

Burke had been deputed to keep track of CarmaWellerton. He learned that she was living under the
name of Carma Urstead, and that shewas still in New Y ork.

Communication ended with his contact agent, The Shadow performed anew action. His hands produced
alarge map and spread it on the table. The fingers placed tiny pins upon towns marked there - the places
where small bank robberies had been attempted.

PROMINENT on the map was the town of Southwark. Thetrail was closing near that point. Thisone



town would be alikely spot for another raid, if the robberswere il in that vicinity.

Was this of Graham Wéllerton's making; or was the former leader free from crime - with chance bringing
his henchmen to that district?

Whatever the case might be, The Shadow could see atrail asplainly asif it had been marked on the
map. A hundred miles away from Grand Rapids, it formed azigzag esstward. Southwark might well bein
its path. Defeated marauders, beating their course back toward New Y ork, were trying to glean profits
by minor depredations.

The pinswere drawn away. The map was folded by the hands. The bluish light went out with a
resounding click. Through the pitch-black room came the sinister tones of a hollow laugh. Sneering tones
of mirth brokeinto ajibing ped that changed to shuddering whispers.

Back came the eerie mirth in ghostly echoes from the walls. Again and again the reverberations
answered, as though a goblin horde had cried to its master from the depths of unseen corridors.

When thelast sihilant jeers had faded away, deep, heavy silence was al-pervading. The sanctum was
empty. The Shadow had departed. The master of the night had left upon his errand to stamp out the last
vestiges of broken crime.

CHAPTER XI1. DELKIN CONFIDES

THAT same evening, Graham Wellerton was sested donein the living room of Raph Delkin's
Southwark home. The former gentleman of crime was now agentleman of leisure. Sprawled in alarge
chair, hisfeet stretched out on acomfortable stool, Graham Wellerton was reading a newspaper which
he had selected from a stack beside him.

During his sojourn a Ralph Delkin's home, Graham had not turned his hand to asingle bit of work. He
had shown no inclination to do anything but loaf. Attired in new clothes which his benefactor had bought
him, well-fed with sumptuous fare, he wasliving at ease and showing a constant indifference toward
those who had befriended him.

Reading the newspaper, Graham found passing interest in the account of asmal and rather unprofitable
bank robbery which had been committed in atown not many miles from Southwark. Graham smiled.
Wolf Daggert and his defeasted minionswere trying their luck on asmall scae.

Graham wondered if Wolf were afraid to return to New Y ork. Probably, Graham decided. After
cracking afew more cribs, the skulking gang leader would probably head for amore profitable territory,
but he would not be likely to show up in Manhattan for some time to come.

Graham could figure the system that Wolf was usng. With three men at his command, the leader was
making short, quick raids; then lying low, probably in some obscure section of the countryside. Graham
wondered if, by any chance, Wolf and his men would visit Southwark.

Thistown would be alogica spot. The State bank, owned by Graham's uncle, Ezra Talboy, wasa
profit-making ingtitution. The region surrounding Southwark was hilly and it possessed some isolated and
abandoned gtrips of farm land. Hiding out - an art in which Wolf Daggert excelled - would be easy
hereabouts.

Graham pondered. Much though he didiked the thought, it seemed wise to remain in Southwark for
sometimeto come. It was the part of sanity to continue thislife of leisure.



Graham redlized that his own status was none too good in his home town. While helived quietly here a
Dekin's, hewas free from suspicion; but should he make a sudden departure, others might wonder.

What irony it would beif he should go away just prior to achanceraid by Wolf Daggert and hismen.
He, Graham Wellerton, might be suspected of crimind activity. Should Wolf Daggert be captured and
guestioned, a mere mention of Graham's name would cause the yellow gang leader to squedl.

With a past to protect, Graham decided that it would be best to lie low and wait until Wolf Daggert had
departed from thisdistrict - or until something had happened to the skulking gang leader who had aready
caused Graham trouble,

Later, opportunity would arrive to leave. Graham had been looking forward to the time when he could
safely leave Southwark. Y et, as he considered the matter now, that day seemed strangely remote.
Growling to himself, Graham wondered if he were becoming soft - if the thought of future crime might be
actudly distasteful.

FLINGING the newspaper to the floor, Graham lighted a cigarette and stared upward at the ceiling.
Analyzing himsdlf, he wasforced to the redlization that he was not acrook at heart. For thefirst timein
many months, necessity for crime was no longer existent, so far as Graham was concerned. The young
man found himself regretful of his past.

Why? Graham angrily asked himsdlf the reason. What influence had prevailed, here in Southwark, to
bring Graham to such aredization?

Various reasons were possible. One by one, the young man rejected them. While Graham wasin this
state of mind, the real answer gppeared. Eunice Delkin entered the room.

Graham stared moodily and gave no greeting asthe girl sat down in achair ashort distance away.
Despite the sullennessin hisgaze, Graham found himself admitting that Eunice was more than merely
atractive. She was beautiful; and the quiet smile which she gave Graham had an immediate effect.

The young man redlized that he admired Eunice Delkin beyond al persons whom he had ever met before.
Thereason for hismenta conflict regarding crime was now gpparent.

In his heart, Graham wasin love with Eunice Dekin. At the sametime, he redlized that insurmountable
barriers made it impossible for him to express the sentiment which he felt.

His past - with its crime - that was bad enough. Had his career been the only obstacle, Graham might
have seen apossibility toward future happiness. It would be possible, under proper circumstances, to
make amends for deeds of crime. Graham had no money; there was no way of establishing himsdlf,
except through taking advantage of Ralph Delkin'sfriendship. Even that might lead to happiness, but a
find barrier remained. Graham was thinking of Carma.

That marriage into which he had been tricked! It wasthe factor that made happinessimpossible. Graham
had never thought of Carma as hiswife. To him she was still Carma Urstead, a gangster's moll who had
worked deceit and profited thereby.

As he studied Eunice Delkin, Graham Wellerton admired her frank, understanding countenance. He
thought of Carma Urstead, whose overpainted face dways bore traces of amean, selfish nature. If the
past few years could only be obliterated! That was Graham's single thought.

Although Eunice Ddkin did not know the thoughts that were passing in Graham's mind, she redlized that
something was troubling the young man. She smiled sympathetically. Graham, to cover histhoughts,



mumbled in grouchy fashion as he puffed hiscigarette.

"Are you worrying about anything, Graham?"' questioned Eunicein akindly tone.

"No," growled the young man. "What difference would it make, anyway?"

"A great ded," rgoined Eunice. "'l should like to see you happy - to see you enjoying life here.”

"Not much chance of that," retorted Graham. "1 hate thistown. Maybe you think I'm ungrateful toward
you and your father. Maybe he wonderswhy | won't take ajob in hisfactory, even after he showed me
the plant and made me an offer. But | don't care. Think what you want about me."

"Would you like to know what | think about you?"
"Yes" Graham'stone was chalenging. "Go ahead. Criticize me. Speak out.”

"l think," declared Eunice gently, "that you have suffered greetly in the past. Y our mind is overburdened
by misfortune. Y ou need friendship; and it must be given patiently, with no thought of a response on your

part.

"Thelonger that you resst the kindness which my father and | are seeking to show you, the longer will I,
at least, be patient with you. Life hastreated you badly. It may take many monthsfor old woundsto hedl.
| am determined, however, that you will some day appreciate our friendship and cometo remember it as
thered brightnessinyour life"

Graham Wdlerton had no reply. Oneword of criticism might have brought an outburst; but he redlized
that it wasimpossible to argue with one so fair-minded as Eunice Delkin. The young man sat in silence.
Fedlings of hatred surged through hisbrain; but they were dl directed toward himself.

DURING thislong pause, while Graham Wellerton was coming to stern redlization of his past mistakes,
Ralph Delkin entered the living room. Eunice arose to greet her father. Delkin kissed his daughter; then
spoke in aserious tone.

"I should liketo talk to Graham,” he said. "Alone. Y ou do not mind leaving -"
"What isthe trouble, daddy?' questioned Eunice, in atone of apprehension.

"I cantdl you later, darling," responded Delkin. "For the present” - the man'stonewasworried - "'|
would rather talk with Graham."

Nodding, the girl left the living room. The door closed behind her.

Raph Delkin turned to Graham Wellerton. The young man was perplexed. He wondered if something
had occurred to give his protector an inkling of his past. Delkin'sfirst words, however, dispelled that
idea

"I'mintrouble, Graham," declared Delkin. " Something very unforeseen has arisen. | haveto talk to
someone.”

"Thanks," returned Graham dryly.

Delkin did not note the sarcasm in the young man's tone. Pacing back and forth, the Southwark
manufacturer wore aworried, doubtful air. Findly he turned. and spoke again.

"Your uncle," he said to Graham, "is ddliberately set to swindleme. Y et hismeans arefair - within the



law."
"AsEzraTaboy'swaysdwaysare" interposed Graham.

"Y ou mean your father's case" nodded Delkin. "Graham, that'swhy I'm talking to you. Ezra Talboy
swindled your father. | have detested the man ever since. | have only done business with him under
pressure. Now | have come to apoint of regret.

"I needed money not long ago. Fifty thousand dollars. | wanted it to keep my plant open - to pay
deserving men and let them work during a poor business period. | wanted to avert unemployment in
Southwark.

"Ezra Taboy |oaned me the money for three months, with apromise of renewal for another ninety days. |
gave him the best security possible - my plant and its equipment, valued at more than a quarter of a
million.

"l exhaugted nearly dl of thefifty thousand. | saw my businessthrough the difficult period. Theplant is
now showing adight profit. One month from now, it will bewiping out dl deficits

"But in the meantime," reminded Graham.

"That'sit," admitted Delkin. "My notes are due within afew days, | dropped into see EzraTdllboy - to
remind him of the extenson. He hasrefused to giveit.”

"Which means?'

"That my entire plant passesinto his contral. | lose everything - al for fifty thousand dollars.”
"Money which you do not have."

"Money which | paid to my faithful employees.”

Graham Wdlerton leaned back in his chair and emitted araucous laugh. Ralph Delkin stood in
amazement as he heard the young man's merriment.

"That'swhat comesfrom your folly, Delkin,” jeered Graham. "Y ou dedlt with that old skinflint - although
it was againgt good judgment. Why? To help out alot of employees who should have been laid off. Y our
workmen have been living dong at your expense. Now you are going to pay the piper.

"Gratitude! Whereisit? What doesit amount to? Y ou brought me here - you insisted upon tregting me
well. | took your favors; and | warned you that | did not want them - that | would give you no return.

"If you expect advice from me, | have noneto give. If you want sympathy or encouragement, those are
lacking as0. Y ou deserve what you are getting - and it's coming from the chap that's most capabl e of
givingit - EzraTdboy."

RALPH DELKIN wasfrantic. Graham Wellerton's jeers had a double effect; they made the
manufacturer angry and they aso drove him to astate of pitiable hopel essness. Between these mingled
emoations, Delkin paced across the room and haf staggered from the door. Graham could hear his
footsteps pounding up the stairs. The young man chuckled with evil glee.

Graham looked up to see Eunice Delkin standing beside him. The girl had entered the room slently. As
her eyes met Graham's, Eunice put aquestion:

"What isthe trouble with father?"



"Business," sneered Graham. "Misplaced trust. Heis going to lose everything, because he was
big-hearted and believed what other peopletold him. | rubbed itin - | told him he wasafool. How do
you likethat? Y ou've found causeto criticize me now, haven't you?'

"Noneat dl," replied Eunice patiently. "1 am sorry for you, Graham. Sorrier for you than | am for father.
Heand | can stand poverty. My only regret isthat you will suffer dso if we can give you ahome no

longer."

Quietly, the girl left the living room. Graham could hear her going upgtairsto talk to her father. The young
man found himself recdling the sincere words that Eunice had uttered. He began to fume - to curse
himsdf for his own meanness. Rising from his chair, Graham wa ked about the room. Hiseyesfdl upon
the newspaper which he had dropped on thefloor.

A determined sparkle camein Graham Wellerton's eye.
Crimel

He had abandoned that profession. He redlized now that he would never be acrook again. But with a
consummeate desire to go straight came awillingness to once more participate in crimind activity.

Stedthily, Graham Wellerton donned hat and coat. He strolled out through the front door and stepped
into darkness. The chill wind of the night wasinvigorating. It gave him anew impetus.

Onceagain - for the last time in hislife, he decided - Graham Welerton would play the part of a
gentleman of crime.

CHAPTER XIlI. THE ROBBERY

HEAVY winds were sweeping the deserted Southwark street as Graham Wellerton made stealthy
progress away from Raph Delkin's home. Storm clouds had gathered overhead; these added to the
blackness of the faintly lighted byway chosen by Graham.

During hisstay at Delkin's, Graham had | eft the house only on rare occasions, but hisfew excursions had
been sufficient to refresh his memory regarding the streets of Southwark. Sidling through the night,
Graham reached aroad which led him toward Ral ph Delkin's factory; a short distance farther on, he took
alanetotheright.

Through the black night loomed aghostly mass of gray. Graham had reached the cliffs of an old quarry -
aspot which he had long remembered. They had been blasting at the quarry during the past week.
Graham felt sure that he would find what he had come to seek.

The young man drew forth aflashlight which he had picked up in Delkin'shome. Using it discreetly, he
found a huge red box which bore two wordsin white:

DANGER
DYNAMITE

The box was fastened with alarge padlock. Graham picked up two large stones. He let the padlock
dangle upon the piece of rock which he held in hisleft hand. He used the other stoneto deliver aseries of
sharp blows.

The padlock broke. Graham opened the box, played the flashlight within and removed a stick of
dynamite from the mass within.



Closing the box, he retraced his steps. He turned thistime toward Delkin's factory which lay farther
down the sde road. Graham used hisflashlight intermittently and soon arrived in the vicinity of the plant.

A few lights from factory windows enabled the stedlthy man to gpproach with ease.

Graham had been here with Ralph Delkin. He had made menta notes of the place. He knew that a
watchman was on duty, but he did not expect to encounter the guardian. Delkin's plant turned out metal
cagtings and it offered no spoils of value for prowlers. The watchman's duties were no more than mere
routine.

Graham forced a basement window and entered the lower portion of the factory. He found an unlocked
storeroom. He went in and turned on alight. The room was windowless. Moreover, it contained the very
supplieswhich Graham required.

The young man crumpled hisdynamiteinto asmall pail. He found some cakes of soap and began a
mixture. All theingredients that he needed were here. The room contained al sorts of odd equipment,
evento apar of small eectric soves.

Cautious at times, Graham paused to listen. He heard nothing of the watchman. Probably the man did not
intend to visit this obscure portion of the factory. Graham applied himself to the task before him. He was
mixing "soup" - the compound used by safe crackers.

When the job was done, Graham took his supply of explosive and | eft the storeroom. He made hisway
through the window and started back along the road. He had fusesin his pocket - he had obtained these
from the dynamite box. Everything was ready for tonight's work.

WHISTLING winds and heavy clouds were broken by distant flashes and occasiona rumbles. A
thunderstorm was approaching. It was not the season for such adisturbance, but that did not trouble
Graham Wellerton. The sorm wasto hisliking - provided it did not break too soon.

A roar sounded from overhead. Graham paused to look up from the lonely road. An airplane was
passing, its lightslow. Graham did not envy the pilot. He decided that the ship must be making for the
arport on the other side of Southwark, to avoid the approaching thunderstorm.

Graham thought no more of the airplane. He was too much concerned with his own problems. He was
moving carefully dong the road, yet he was anxious to make good time. Prdiminary raindrops came asa
warning that the ssorm might bresk.

Graham passed directly by Ralph Delkin's home. He noticed upstairslights. He hid his soup behind a
hedge and strolled into the house. He could hear Eunice talking with her father.

Whistling as he strolled about the hall, Graham knew that his absence had not been noticed. Hewas
making sure that he would be heard from above, so that Ralph and Eunice Delkin would believe that he
had been in the house throughout the evening.

A muffled thunder clap reminded Graham that it wastime to proceed. He dipped from the door,
regained his hidden explosive and started along the street. He dipped out of sight behind atreeasa
coupe turned a corner and came into view. The car rolled by without stopping.

Graham congratulated himsdlf that he had not been observed. In that belief, he was wrong. Peering eyes
had noticed him; even as he watched the departing coupe, astrange, invisible figure dropped from the
moving car some fifty yards beyond the spot where Graham was standing.

Graham kept on hisway. He was nearing the busi ness section of Southwark. He turned into a narrow



side street and drew up beside his uncle's bank.

Laying his soup aside, he drew forth tools that he had taken from the factory storeroom. He deliberately
set to work to open one of the barred windows at the side of the old bank.

The task proved amazingly smple. Graham chuckled. His uncle, the old miser, had been too chesp to
ingtal burglar-proof devices. Getting into the bank was amost as easy atask as breaking into Delkin's
factory.

Graham clambered through the open window. The storm was breaking outside. People would be
indoors. Thiswasthetimefor the job. Graham stared out into blackness; then hurried away from the
window, redlizing that it would be unwise to show himsdlf in case aflash of lightning might suddenly
occur.

Such aflash did come afew momentslater. Graham was not at the window to seeit. Hence he did not
observe achilling sight - aspectra phenomenon that human eyeswould have considered unbelievable.

In the sudden brilliance of avivid flash, tota darkness was transformed into day. In the midst of the Street
scene remained one touch of blackness. A human form - aspectra figureininky cloak and hat - was
revealed just outside the open window of Ezra Talboy's bank.

Tdl, aniger, and slent, thisbeing stood like a visitor from another world. The Shadow, weird master of
darkness, had come to Southwark. Riding in a coupe piloted by Harry Vincent, the agent who had met
him, The Shadow had spied Graham Wellerton. The Shadow, wizard of gloom, wastrailing the
gentleman of crime!

GRAHAM WELLERTON, within the bank, was not thinking of The Shadow. With hisflashlight sending
intermittent flickers, he was choosing between the large vault and asmall safe which stood in Ezra
Taboy's office. With agrin, Graham chose the safe.

The young man began histask. He worked his explosive mixture about the safe in preparation for ablast.
He was pleased with the soup that he had made.

"Slam broth," chuckled Graham, using hisfavorite term for the explosive soup. "Wait until thiswakesold
Uncle Ezra. HEll pop out of bed when he hearsthis."

Graham arranged his fuse. He applied a match. He backed from the office, across the outer room and
waited by the window. The results were startling.

The charge went off just asaterrific flare of lightning burst outside. The soup exploded with aroar amid a
tremendous thunder clap. The mighty outburst of the heavens outdid the explosion both in flash and
sound.

A gtrange occurrence! But Graham Wellerton, as he faced the office, failed to see the most amazing
phaseof it al.

Standing within ten feet of him was atall personagein black - acreature who might well have
meateriaized with the thunderbolt, so uncanny was his bearing.

Graham fancied that the rumble of the elements had drowned the roar of his explosion. He was wrong.
The flash and its dull reverberation had been witnessed by another than himself - The Shadow!

Graham had intended that the explosion be heard. He believed, with reason, that it had not.
Neverthdess, the occurrence did not change his necessary action.



Hurrying to the broken safe, Graham began to go through the papers, that he found there. Hisflashlight
glimmered upon three documents held together by a paper clip. He read them eagerly. There were notes,
to the sum of fifty thousand dollars, sgned by Ralph Delkin.

A chuckle of eation came from Graham'slips. So intent was Graham that he did not redlize a presence
which had moved to afew feet behind him. He did not suspect that other eyes were staring over his
shoulder; that the burning optics of The Shadow were aso reading those documents.

The Shadow faded like aliving phantom as Graham Wellerton arose. Carrying only those stolen notes,
Graham hurried to the window and dropped out into the street. He headed back a ong the way that led
to Raph Dekin'sfactory.

Therain was dight; the storm seemed to be passing around the town of Southwark. Graham Wellerton,
no longer burdened with his soup, made quick progress by means of the occasiond lightning flashes. Not
once did the young man look behind him, so sure was he that he had eluded detection.

Thus he did not see the phantom shape that followed in hiswake, dways maintaining an even distance
behind him. That figure duplicated al that Graham Wellerton did, as the young man reached the factory,
went through the open window and found hisway to an office on the ground floor.

Here The Shadow watched while Graham, his flashlight again in use, approached asmd| safe and
fingered the dia. Graham had seen Ralph Delkin unlock that safe. The manufacturer had made no effort
to hide the combination. The safe contained nothing more va uable than business accounts which Delkin
kept here to avoid possible destruction in case of fire.

Graham Wéllerton placed the three notes in the safe. He closed the door and locked it. The Shadow
merged with darkness at the side of the room. He watched Graham depart; then followed.

Graham closed the basement window and made for the road. The Shadow softly raised the window,
dipped through and closed it behind him. He followed Graham aong the londly road until the young man
reached Ralph Delkin's home.

When Graham Wellerton disappeared into the house, The Shadow till lingered. From hishidden lips
cameasighing laugh, that blended with the whistling wind that still marked the presence of the passing
gorm.

THE SHADOW had come to Southwark to forestall crime. He had seen crime in the making. He had
made no effort to prevent it. For The Shadow had seen a purpose other than evil in Graham Wellerton's
actions. The keen brain of The Shadow had divined that the former crook had not been working for his
own gain tonight, but for someone dse.

Until The Shadow learned dl the contributory factorsto this case, The Shadow would restrain aggressive
action. Onetest remained. If Graham Wellerton had planned further robbery, the temptation of the
broken window in Ezra Taboy's bank would till remain.

That waswhy The Shadow waited, watching slently from darkness. Hewaslingering to learn if Graham
Wédlerton intended to venture forth again tonight.

CHAPTER XI1V. BIRDSOF A FEATHER

WHEN Graham Wellerton had regained his accustomed seet in Ralph Delkin'sliving room, hefelt a
peculiar sense of satisfaction. He redlized that he was through with crime forever. Tonight's experience
had been an odd one. He had acted as a crimina, but he felt that he had served the cause of true justice.



Graham had not seen hisuncle, EzraTaboy. Y et he felt agreat contempt for the man. So far as
crookedness was concerned, Ezra Talboy won the grand prize. The old man's dealings with Raph Delkin
had been nothing more than legdized crime, in Graham Wellerton's opinion.

All crime seemed sordid to Graham, yet the young man was pleased that he had committed tonight's
robbery, Heredized that he had not done it from a sense of gratitude to Ralph Delkin. He had performed
the deed because he admired the grand courage which Eunice Delkin had displayed in the face of
gpproaching adversity.

Graham intended to turn in. He felt sure that his actions of tonight would never be traced. He knew that
his uncle would never dare accuse so fine a character as Ralph Delkin of entering a bank and robbing a
safeto take away notesthat bore his name. Graham redlized, however, that it would be wise for him to
establish an dibi through Delkin. Hence he was pleased when the manufacturer suddenly appeared in the
living room.

Evidently Delkin, in histak with Eunice, had gained some of the girl's courage, for the man showed no
more signs of nervousness. He spoke in afriendly tone to Graham and seemed to take it for granted that
the young man had been in the living room for the last two hours.

"I'm going to stay up for awhile," announced Delkin, in acordid manner. "'I'm going over my accounts, to
see how badly off | am.”

"Think I'll turnin," returned Graham in adeepy tone.

Asheléft theliving room, Graham had asudden thought. He redized that normaly, the robbery of Ezra
Taboy's safe would have been discovered by thistime. Roaring thunder, however, had drowned the
sound of the explosion. If the broken safe were not discovered until morning, people would not know at
what time the bank had been entered.

Thiswould certainly have an effect upon any dibi. Graham saw but one way out. The storm, had abated.
He must go back to the bank, cause enough disturbance to arouse Ezra Talboy from his home adjoining
the old building and make a quick get-away hereto Delkin's.

Graham saw an easy way to do this. He went upstairs to his room, opened the window and stepped out
on the roof of alow back porch. He dropped to the ground and circled to the front of the house.

THE set-up seemed perfect. Graham thought of al possibilities as he hurried dong the street. If there
were people at the bank, it would mean that the blown safe had been discovered. A quick return to
Raph Dekin'swould suffice.

If no onewasin sight, it would be easy to darm Ezra Talboy, then hurry back to Dekin's. Up by the
porch roof, then downgtairs to chat with Delkin for awhile. That would make a perfect dibi, for Ezra
Taboy would set the time of the entry into the bank asthetime of thedarm.

Absent from Delkin's Sght for no longer than fifteen minutes, Graham could easily prove that he would
not have had time to enter awindow and blow a safe. Graham chuckled thoughtfully. He was sure that he
would avoid al suspicion, so why worry about such consequences?

Once again, Graham Wellerton was followed. The Shadow, taking up thetrail, was moving silently and
invisbly. He was there to witness the former crook’s next deeds.

As Graham reached the side street that led by the bank, The Shadow paused. The street was silent and
deserted - are-entry through the side window would be easy. Y et Graham Wellerton was not going in



that direction. He was heading through a space behind the bank - toward the house which adjoined the
building - toward Ezra Talboy's home.

A soft, whispered laugh came from The Shadow's lips. The black-garbed phantom moved dowly on the
trail. Well did The Shadow divine Graham's purpose. He knew that the young man intended to give an
dam.

At the back door of Ezra Taboy's home, Graham Wellerton paused. This had once been hisfather's
home. Graham knew that there was an inside passage between the bank and the house. It was better,
however, to make some noise here than go back into the bank. Graham tried the knob of the door.

To hissurprise, the door opened!

Cautioudy, Graham crept forward. He heard the sound of growling voices. He saw light trickling from a
door that was gar. Realizing that something must be wrong, Graham approached and drew the door
openinch by inch.

He peered into alittle room - its only window asmall opening in atiny court between the house and the
bank building. At the other side was the door that connected, by a passage, to the bank. The occupants
of the room, however, were of most interest to Graham.

There were three men in the room. One was Ezra Talboy, sprawled in agreat chair, atired in pgamas.
The others were men who carried revolvers. They were threatening the old man.

"So you didn't like it when we began to work, huh?' oneintruder was growling. "It ain't so nice, gettin'
your feet Snged with matches? Well - that ain't nothin' to what'll happen if you've given usthewrong
combination to your vault. Savvy?"

Graham Wélerton had recognized the men. The speaker was Garry, Wolf Daggert's pd. The other man
was Pete - one of Graham's own men. As Graham stared, the door opened, and another man stepped
into view.

"Say," greeted the newcomer, "the old mug has given us aphony steer. We can't get into the vault
nohow."

Graham knew the spesker as another of hisold underlings - afellow caled "Greaser." These werethe
three who had avoided The Shadow in Grand Rapids, along with Wolf Daggert. At thisvery minute,
Wolf Daggert must be in the bank building, working at the vaullt, trying a combination which had been
forced, by torture, from Ezra Talboy'slips.

"So you bluffed us, eh?' snarled Garry. "Tryin' to stal? Wdll, youll pay for it!"

Before Ezra Taboy could utter a scream, Garry had clapped his big hand over the old man's mouth.
Greaser launched himsdf upon the old man's form to prevent astruggle. Pete, with calm indifference,
lighted amatch and began to gpply the flame to Talboy's toes. Graham could see his uncle writhe
pitifully.

GRAHAM WELLERTON was unarmed. Nevertheless, he was aman of courage, and he knew the
failings of these fellows who had served under him and Wolf Daggert. There was no timeto treat with
them; the moment was here for action.

With afurious legp, Graham sprang through the door and fell upon Pete, the nearest oneto him. With a
powerful swing, he sent the ruffian sprawling on thefloor.



Greaser leaped up and drew his gun; before he could level the weapon, Graham clipped him on the jaw
and sent him down in aheap. Garry, the last of thetrio, prang away from Ezra Taboy and jerked agun
into view, aming it at Graham.

Thiswas awise move. Garry was away before Graham could overwhelm him. With aquick dive,
Graham plucked up the revolver which Greaser had dropped in hisfal and turned to meet Garry's
attack.

Theman fired first. His shot waswide. The bullet whipped through the edge of Graham's coat. Quickly,
Graham responded with a shot. Garry snarled as the bullet nicked hisleft shoulder.

Fercely, Graham turned to meet Pete, who he knew was coming up. He fired one wide shot. Pete
leveled hisrevolver in return. Graham's second shot was wide; then came the burst of Petesrevolver.

Graham heard a scream behind him. Then he felt astinging sensation in his own right shoulder. Ashe
staggered away, Graham haf turned and saw Ezra Talboy knedling on the floor in back of him.
Intuitively, Graham knew what had happened.

His uncle had leaped up from the chair. Scurrying for safety, the old man had crossed in back of Graham
just as Pete had fired. The bullet, passing through Graham's arm, had ended its swift course by lodging in
Ezra Tdboy's body.

Graham'sright fingers were numb. The young man managed to clutch hisdipping revolver with his|eft
hand. Heredlized, dazedly, that he was on the spot.

Pete was aiming for a second shot; Garry wasleveling hisrevolver. Graham saw Greaser risng to his
feet, pulling another revolver into view.

Then came a cannonlike roar from the door through which Graham had entered the room. With a snarl,
Pete collgpsed. Graham, seeing Garry and Greaser turn their aim toward the door, also stared in that
direction.

For an ingtant, he thought he detected the outline of atall, human form. Then, as gangster revolvers
barked, fierce tongues of flame shot from the muzzles of automatics, and terrific reverberations seemed to
shake the room.

Greaser and Garry tumbled to the floor. Graham fancied that he caught awhispered tone of mockery
from the door. He wondered who had been there - the space was empty now. Still dazed, Graham
turned to see Greaser, wounded, aiming in his direction. Before the crippled gangster could control his
wavering hand, Graham leveled his own gun and fired two bullets into the man's body.

Staring at the formsthat were lying on the floor, Graham had one new thought - Wolf Daggert. Clutching
hisrevolver firmly in hisleft hand, Graham pushed hisway through the passage to the bank. He found a
light switch and clicked it with the barrdl of hisrevolver. The big banking room wasilluminated ingtantly.
Graham saw that the place was empty.

He knew the answer. Wolf Daggert, cowardly as ever, had fled for safety when he heard the roar of
guns. The yellow gang leader had evidently dived through the broken window and made a quick escape,
leaving his companionsto win or lose.

Weakly, Graham moved back into the house. He came to the room where the bodies lay. He knew that
some rescuer had saved him from desth - but why had the stranger departed, leaving him alone?

Four men - three crooks and Graham's uncle - al seemed dead. Birds of afeather, thought Graham. He



fet sngularly apart from al of them. Sickened from loss of blood, Graham stared at the forms on the
floor. Helooked closely at Ezra Taboy's face. He saw hisuncles eydidsflicker. The old man was il
dive

GRAHAM fdt no pity toward hisuncle. Y et the new turn of mind which he had gained tonight had given
Graham a softer fedling toward life, had purged him of the brutdity which had never been more than an
assumed phase of his character.

A telephone wasin view. Graham dropped hisrevolver and lifted the receiver. He spoke as he heard an
operator's voice.

"Call Sheriff Taussg," ordered Graham. "Tdl him to come at onceto Ezra Taboy'shome. Call for a
physician - a the hospital -"

The young man dropped the receiver. He sprawled into achair and clutched hiswounded arm. Then, as
the throbbing dulled, Graham stared toward his uncle. Ezra Talboy, with an effort, had propped himsdlf
againg the sde of the great chair in which he had been tortured. He was surveying Graham with curious,

steady gaze.

Coldly, Graham Wédlerton stared in return. For the first timein many years, he was face to face with his
uncle, the man whom he detested most in all the world. The two were adone, in aroom with three dead
crookslying on thefloor.

Asthey gazed with chalenging eyes, neither Graham Wellerton nor Ezra Talboy knew that another
presence was close a hand; that The Shadow, the stern fighter who had eliminated their common
enemies, was watching them from the gloom beyond the doorway!

CHAPTER XV. A FAMILY REUNION
"WHO areyou?'

As EzraTaboy put the question to his nephew, Graham Wellerton was astonished to observe the old
man's recuperative powers. He knew that his uncle was severely wounded; nevertheless, Ezra Taboy
seemed to evidence no concern about himsdlf. He was more interested in learning the identity of this
stranger who had come to rescue him.

Graham Wdlerton eyed hisuncle coldly. He could see the avaricious gleam upon the old man'sface. He
could see the scheming expression which he had aways remembered Ezra Taboy to possess. Witha
grim amile, Graham gave adirect reply.

"I am your nephew," he declared. "'l am Graham Wédlerton, your Sster's son."”

"I thought s0." Ezra Taboy chuckled weakly. "My nephew - come back to play the part of agood
Samaritan. | suppose you fed that you have done anoble deed - to rescue me from those who were
torturing me."

"Some may fed that | deserve abit of credit.”
"Some may," snorted Ezra Ta boy, "and some may not.

"l have no thanksto offer. | had no use for your father, with hisfoolish pride that he called 'honor." | have
no use for you, now that | observe you to possess hisridiculous characteristics.”

Graham Wélerton stared in amazement. Of dl the despi cable wretches he had ever known, Ezra Talboy



was the worst. But for his own wounded plight, Graham would have yielded to the impulse of throttling
the old scoundrel.

"I giveyou no thanks," repeated Ezra Taboy. "I heard you werein town, and | was waiting for the time
when you would come to greet me. Y ou have chosen an excellent opportunity. | Suppose you were
passing by, wondering if it wastoo late to drop in and see your old uncle. Y ou noticed that something
waswrong, and cameinto ad me.

"Do you know what this means? Y ou are an intruder - like these dead men on the floor - so far asthe
law is concerned. Y ou will be questioned when the sheriff arrives. | shal not say aword to save you.”

Asthe old man chortled gleefully, Graham Wellerton stared in amazement. He had classed Ezra Taboy
as ablack-hearted wretch; he did not believe such ingratitude was possible. He began to realize that his
own meanness toward Ral ph Delkin must have been a hereditary weakness. Ezra Taboy's calloused
attitude was the most incredible human qudity that any man could possibly possess.

"| detest you," declared Ezra Talboy. "I detest you because you remind me of your father. Hishonor -
bah! | ended that folly when | deprived him of al he possessed. He was always proud of his son, dways
hypocritically sad because | had no children to be my heirs. He died penniless - your father - and now
you return to reap anew harvest of my hatred!"

Ezra Talboy spat the final words, and his eyes glittered as he watched for their effect upon Graham
Wellerton. The nephew, however, had caught the evil spirit of his unclestone. With sudden inspiration,
Graham determined to besat the old man at hisgame.

"You old fossl!" gaculated Graham contemptuoudy. Do you think | came here to save your useless
hide? Do you think | have been living in Southwark in hopes of making friendswith you? Do you think |
threw mysdlf into a battle with these bank robbers only on your account?

"Y ou never were sowrong in dl your life. Let metell you alittle about myself. | am abank robber - and
acapable one. These men who came here tonight were my underlings. They had double-crossed me.
Their new leader - the only one who escaped - had tried to kill me.

"I suspected that they would come to Southwark. | was waiting for them. | knew they would attack your
bank. I have been watching; and when they entered here tonight, | followed. Y ou see the result. Three of
the four are dead. One has escaped. Heisafugitive.

"You and | areaike, Uncle Ezra. We both are crooks. Y ou work legitimately; | by steadlth. Y ou speak of
revenge. What is your picayune grudge against me - my father's son - compared to the score | had to
settle with these ydlow rats who now lie dead?

"Y ou do not know thejoy of vengeance. Nor do you know thejoy of evil. Y ou compared me with my
father; the comparison isfase. The qualitiesthat | have inherited are yours - and | have done morewith
them in afew yearsthan you have accomplished in alifetime.

"I am no hero. | am acrook. | could kill you now; but | do not intend to do so. | am quite capable of
handling any situation which may arise. When the sheriff arrives, | can convince himthat | came here
purely by chance. Asaliar, | am as competent asyou, Uncle Ezra."

The sarcasm of Graham's statement had its effect. By taking a negative treatment of everything that the
old man had said, Graham had gained Ezra Talboy's admiration. Graham's Sory, true enough to be
convincing, caused Taboy to garein utter amazement at his nephew.



At last, the old man's fedlings became apparent. Vainly trying to arise from hisresting place, Ezra Taboy
extended his hand. He had recognized in his nephew aman as crooked as himself. Never in hislife had
EzraTaboy paid tribute to anyone who was good of nature. His own soul was evil. He appreciated
viciousness.

"S0" - acoughing spell interrupted Ezra Talboy's statement - "o - you take after your uncle. Good -
good boy. | am very well satisfied. You are - acrook -"

The tones ended in ahoarse chuckle. Again, Ezra Talboy coughed. His eydids closed. Graham
Wélerton, contempt showing on hisface, knew that he had tricked the man he hated. He had found Ezra
Taboy's weakness - an inherent love of evil.

All the while, burning eyes were studying this strange scene. Graham Wellerton did not see the observer
who lurked beyond the door. His own gaze was upon Ezra Taboy's huddled form. The watching optics
disappeared as the throb of amotor sounded from somewhere outside.

To Graham Wdlerton, that vague noise sgnified the arrivd of the law. Camly, despite his aching wound,
Graham waited, with real confidence that al would go well. He was sure that his words had had effect.
Soon he would know. The test was coming.

Two long minutes passed. Footsteps were stamping in the hallway. Three men burst into the room. With
Sheriff Ellis Taussig at their head, the summoned rescuers stopped in awe as they observed two men
living with three dead bodies close beside them.

Ezra Taboy opened his eyes. Before his uncle could speak, Graham Wellerton boldly forced the issue.
Half rising from hischair, he spoketo Ellis Taussg.

"l cameto see my uncle," he asserted. "He was being tortured by these men. | saved him. Thisisthe
result.”

EzraTaboy, evil admiration glowing in his eyes, spoke the words that Graham had hoped to hear.

"What my nephew says' - a cough came from Talboy's blood-flecked lips - "istrue. He - he came here
at an opportune moment. He - he saved me from torture - and saved my life - for the present.

"Whatever he may tdll you is correct. Heworked to help me. Heand | arein accord. We" - the old
man'slipsformed astrange smile - "were having afamily reunion. A reunion - after many years - many
years-"

More men were coming into the room. One, evidently aphysician, was leaning over Ezra Taboy'sform.
He snapped quick orders. Two others picked up the old man and carried him from the room. Graham
knew that they were taking Ezra Ta boy to the hospitd.

"L ook after thisfellow," said Sheriff Taussigin akindly tone, as he indicated Graham. "He looks done
up.”

Graham smiled weakly as the doctor began to examine hiswounded arm. It was not the fact that aid had
come which caused his amile. It was the knowledge that afrank admission of his past, with no confession
of his present change of heart, had served him well.

Hewasto be the hero, after al. Ezra Taboy would never tell the facts which Graham had admitted. The
old man had explained the whole affair. He had caled it afamily reunion, in which his nephew had saved
him from murderous desth.



Y et through Graham's brain throbbed a new thought - an ideawhich related to matters unexplained.
Graham, done, knew that he was not the one who had effected this rescue. Some unknown hand had
brought abouit this present state of affairs.

Who had fired those shots from the doorway? Graham did not know. The possibility of The Shadow
being here did not once occur to him. Graham knew only that some weird and hidden presence had
intervened - that without its help, this odd reunion between himsdlf and his uncle would never have been
completed!

CHAPTER XVI. GRAHAM STATESFACTS

THREE days had e apsed since the affray a Ezra Taboy's home. Graham Wellerton, recuperated from
hiswound, was seated in Ralph Dekin'sliving room. The young man was aone, idly passing the early
afternoonin alesurey fashion.

Eunice Dekin entered. The girl's eyes were sympathetic, asthey turned toward Graham. The young man
seemed moody; Eunice thought that she knew the trouble.

"It istoo bad, Graham,” she said. "Too bad to think that after your brave effort, your uncle died. We
feared that he would not recover, but no one expected that he would pass away last night. Father
hesitated to bresk the newsto you this morning - that was why he did not tell you until he was leaving for
thefactory -"

"Don't worry about me," interrupted Graham. "1 am not sorry because my uncle died. There was no good
will between us™

"But your uncle said that you had saved him!" exclaimed the girl. "1t seemed so wonderful to think that
you had goneto hishometo make afriendly vist!"

"Y ou are mistaken, Eunice," declared Graham crypticdly. "I had adifferent purposein visiting my uncl€'s
home. When hetold his story, | offered no objection - that isal."

"Another purpose?' echoed Eunice. "What other reason could you have had?’
"You may learn that later,” said Graham. "After | have gone from Southwark."
"You areleaving us?'

"Yes. Today."

As Graham arose, Eunice stared in bewilderment. This decision was an unexpected one. The girl seemed
wigtful. She placed arestraining hand upon Graham's arm, and urged the young man to remain.

"Y ou can't leave here now!" Eunice exclaimed. "Y ou have found yoursdf, Graham! Y ou have been so
different snce the night you saved your uncléslife- sofriendly - so patient -"

"I did not intend to leave Southwark," interposed Graham, "until my uncle died - as| expected he would.
Now that heis dead, thereis nothing to keep me here.”

"Nothing?' questioned Eunice sadly. "I thought - we thought, father and |, that you would learn to like us,
to appreciate the friendship and the hospitdity that we offered. Y ou are free to leave here, Graham, but
thereis every reason why you should stay."

"Thereisevery reason why | should leave," responded Graham. "I have been acad. | cameto the



realization that | waswrong. | have tried to make amends - to reward you and your father for the
kindness that you have shown me."

"Y ou can do that best by remaining.”

"Not now, Eunice. | have only one morefavor to ask - onethat | believe your father will grant. That is
aufficient money to enable meto leave town and go somewheredse.”

"But Graham! Y ou must explain your reasond”

Graham Wélerton shook his head. A heavy fedling gripped his heart. He was sick of crime - through
with it forever, and it hurt him to redlize that the only way he could have found to reward Eunice and her
father had been through theft.

RALPH DELKIN had not yet found the notes which Graham had placed in his safe. Graham had done
that job with éation; he had since experienced the reaction. For thefirst timein his career of lawlessness,
he had thought of other persons while committing adeed of crime. The paradox - the belief that the end
judtified the means - had produced chaosin hismind.

He had recdled dl his previous crimes - actionsimpelled by thought of selfish gain. Heredlized that
Eunice Delkin was so far above him that comparisons were futile. The thought that he had stooped to
crimeto insure this girl's happiness made him fed that he was a creature unworthy even of contempt.

What would Eunicethink if she knew him to be acrook? All Graham's usud indifference faded at the
thought. He wanted to leave Southwark before this beautiful girl would know that he had dedlt in crime.

Let Raph Ddkin find the notes; the manufacturer would understand. He would destroy those paper
obligations, without, Graham hoped, mentioning the subject to his daughter.

Graham Wellerton walked toward the door. He was going upgtairs to pack some luggage. Then to the
factory, to borrow money from Delkin, and after that a departure to begin anew and honest career.

It grieved Graham to redlize that he was forced to |eave behind him the one person who had ever shown
understanding. Graham liked Ralph Delkin, but he knew in his heart that the manufacturer had tolerated
hisidleterm of residence only b