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CHAPTERI. AT THE PIER

BILLOWS of heavy fog were swirling from the North River. The low-hanging clouds that had swept
Manhattan with an early evening drizzle were dipping to meet the waters of the harbor.

Trapped smoke which could not rise amid the moi sture-charged atmosphere, added a smudgy toneto
thethick mist. Thefog seemed aliving monster. From its depths came the hoarse, raucous blasts of
steamship whistles, accompanied by the high-pitched, staccato blares of tugboats. These penetrating
sounds, their sourcesinvisible, gave the fog aweird existence that might well have been its own.

Moreover, the fog possessed amotion. The piers dong the Manhattan river front brokeits cregping
mass, from therifts thus caused camelittle swirls of dense mist that resembled the clutching tentacles of a
mammoth octopus.

Thisilluson was most apparent upon the lighted stretch of the Centrad American Shipping Pier. Powerful
incandescents, set at regular intervals, seemed feeble asthey battled againgt the blotting inroads of the
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fog. One gust of thick cloudiness stretched its enveloping folds completely along the pier; it cleared
reluctantly, and left spots of misty blacknessthat dispelled themsdlveslike vanishing ghogts.

A dock worker, pushing atrunk truck aong the pier, stopped suddenly to stare at an obscure corner
where a patch of fog was melting like black smoke. The truck pusher's jaw dropped. His hands became
momentarily inert.

In the center of that dissipating mass the man had seen a pair of burning eyes, fixed upon himin asteady
gazel

Asthe dock worker managed to grip the handles of the trucks the weird hallucination ended. Only
shadowy blackness remained where fog had been. There was no further sign of the brilliant orbs. They
had vanished with the haze, asif some phantom creature had returned to the spaces from which it had
meateriaized.

The dock worker moved along. He shuddered as he threw aquick glance back over his shoulder. His
footsteps dwindled with the squeaking roll of histruck. Then, from that obscure corner came asighing
sound, a soft, throbbing laugh that was audible only in the proximity of the spot where it was uttered.

OUT of the blackness stepped afigure. A phantom shape of blackness, it moved aong the pier with
slent tride. Itsform became evident as it stopped between two piles of boxes. Reveding light betrayed
its characteristics, but none of the men upon the dock could seeit because of the stacked boxes.

Even under flickering glare, the creature which had come from the blotted corner seemed more spectral
than human. Tall, motionless, this being was a statuesque form clad entirely in black.

A long cloak of sable hue hung from hidden shoulders. Hands were garbed in thin black gloves. The
upturned collar of the cloak hid the face of the personage who wore it. The broad brim of ablack douch
hat completely obscured the upper portion of the apparition’'s features.

Strange though this shape appeared, there were men in New Y ork who would have known itsidentity
had they been present at this spot. Evil men would have recognized the masterful personage, but they
would not long have lingered had they been hereto view the spectral being.

Thefigure clad in solid black was The Shadow. Mysterious master of darkness, he was one who warred
with crime. Where evil brewed, The Shadow appeared. Silent, invisble in motion, The Shadow wasthe
most dreaded force that battled with the hordes of New Y ork's underworld.

Many had heard of The Shadow; few had seen him. Minions of crime who had met him eyeto eye had
never lived to tell the details of such meetings. The Shadow, when he watched, was afleeting shape of
blackness. The Shadow, when he struck, was abeing of wrath who came from darkness and returned to
it when hiswork of justice was accomplished.

What was The Shadow's purpose on this North River pier? Only The Shadow knew, and the soft tones
of whispered mirth that came from his hidden lips were the token of The Shadow's readiness. Those
throbbing touches of mockery were the echo of shrill blasts which came from thewhistles of panting
tugboats, just beyond the pier.

Pde lightsreveded amassive bulk that came swishing dowly inward. Spattering wavelets licked greedily
againg wallsof stedl. A large steamship, its twenty thousand tons exaggerated by the effect of thefog,
was being warped beside the pier.

Cleaved fog billowed. The ship seemed to cut the atmosphere asit did the water.



Asmist swirled everywhere, The Shadow stepped from behind the boxes. Histal form glided toward the
edge of the pier, swerving with the eddies of blackened mist, unnoticed by any human eye. The Shadow
reached alarge post near alight. There hisform merged with the darkness. Stationed invisible, The
Shadow could see dl that happened within the sphere of flickering illumination.

Cries dong the dock. Men were mooring theliner. A gangplank clattered from the side. Sailors
appeared. Their hats bore the wording that named their boat - the steamship Y ucatan.

Luggage was coming from the ship. Suitcases and trunks, lettered with identifying labels, were stacked
upon the pier. Customs officias were ready. Passengers appeared upon the gangplank.

THE SHADOW'S piercing eyes were steadily turned toward one stack of luggage that lay beneath a
placard which bore the letter "M." The pile of baggage was no more than adozen feet from the post
where The Shadow stood. Theinvisible watcher had chosen this vantage point with definite purpose.

Two men walked into thelight. One, his overcoat buttoned tight againgt the chilling mit, wastall and
stoop-shouldered. His face set beneath the brim of agray fedora hat, showed him to be an individua of
determination. At the sametime, his quick, shrewd glances marked him as one who had the ability to
keep hisown plansto himsdf. Evenin the dim light, the man's visage showed atan that could only have
been gained by long sojourn in southern climes.

The other man who approached the pile of baggage was obvioudy aMexican - the servant of thefirst.
Hewas short, squat, and placid of manner, but his face showed the crafty steadfastness that betokened
Indian ancestry. The man was amestizo - one of theinter-racia group that make up the bulk of Mexican
population.

A customs officer gpproached the pair; smultaneoudy aship's officer hurried from the gangplank and
approached the customs man. He offered words of explanation to the government agent.

"ThisisMr. Mullrick," said the ship's officer, pointing to the tall man with the buttoned overcoat. "Harland
Mullrick. The Mexican is his servant man, Pascud. All the luggage istogether.”

The customs officer returned amumbled reply. He conversed with the ship's officer, then nodded and
began an examination of the baggage. Evidently all had been arranged for Pascud's entry into the United
States.

The examination completed, the customs officer gpplied the necessary labels. Mullrick's luggage was
loaded on atruck. With Pascud at his hedls, the tall man walked aong the pier.

The Shadow followed. Hisflegting form became athing invisible asit swerved to the very edge of the
pier and glided aong beside the black hulk of the Y ucatan.

There were hundreds of eyes upon the ship and the pier, yet not one pair viewed the phantom that
traveled dmost through their midst. When The Shadow had reached the bow of the ship, he was ahead
of Mullrick and Pascud. There, againgt the blackened wall of the passenger room, he swung inward
toward the gate, where Mullrick's baggage was being checked for its customs [abels.

The small truck that carried trunks and bags was between The Shadow and the customs checker. As
Mullrick, Pascud, and the official watched adock worker push the truck through from the pier, The
Shadow, with a stooping glide, swept forward and passed the watchers under cover of the luggage.
Beyond the gate, The Shadow reached an obscure spot among arow of motor trucks.

Peering from darkness, The Shadow surveyed aman who had dighted from ataxicab. Thisindividua



was a hard-faced fellow of medium height, who wore a heavy overcoat and leather gloves. He was
looking for someone coming from the gate.

The Shadow's piercing gaze, turned toward Mullrick and Pascud, found the same objective which the
waiting man had chosen. As Mullrick advanced, the man from the taxi grinned and peeled off hisright
glove. He sprang forward to shake hands with the passenger from Mexico.

"Hello, Jerry," was Mullrick's greeting. "Thought you'd be here. | see you have acab.”
"Surething," returned Jerry. "1 didn't want to chance you missing me by cdling my hotd."

MULLRICK turned to Pascud. He spoke to the servant in amixture of Spanish and English, finishing his
remarks by indicating the man who had come to meet them.

"Senor Herston,” explained Mullrick. "They say 'Mr. Herston' herein New Y ork. Savvy, Pascud?"

"Si, senor,” responded the impassive servant. " Senor Herston. He ees Meestaire Herston. He eesthe
man you have cdl Jerry."

"Right," commended Mullrick. "What about the luggage, Jerry?"

"I'll give them the address," responded Herston. He walked to the dock man who stood beside the truck,
and wrote an address on alarge sheet of paper. "Y ou can arrange for the ddivery?' he questioned.

The attendant nodded. Herston handed him atip.

The man laid the sheet of paper on atrunk and fumbled in his pocket for tags to attach to the various
pieces of baggage. Mullrick and Pascual were on their way to the cab. Herston turned to follow them.

A gloved hand came from darkness. Creeping forward, it plucked the sheet of paper from atop the
trunk. The eyes of The Shadow read the address which Jerry Herston had written. " Apartment 4H,
BdisariusArms," astreet addressin the Nineties, thiswas the information which The Shadow gained.

The shipping man had found histags. He looked for the sheet of paper. Not seeing it on the trunk, he
looked toward the flooring. As his glance went downward, the sheet of paper suddenly crept upward,
projected by an invishble hand. It again lay upon the trunk. Standing up, the dock man noticed it. He
scratched his head as he laid the tags besideit.

How that paper had gone and returned was a mystery to him. He wondered if his eyes had deceived him.
His eyes, again, were missing something. They did not see the obscure form that dwindled off toward the
street beyond the pier. The Shadow was making his departure.

The taxicab had gone. The Shadow had seen it turn up the broad avenue which followsthe North River.
Again, The Shadow's form was momentarily in view asit passed beneath alight, then it faded.

A MINUTE afterward, atrim coupe pulled away from a parking space, and took the direction in which
the cab had gone.

Guided by adriver whose form waslogt initsinterior, the coupe whirled northward, picking spots
through the occasiond traffic, gaining swift headway asit neared the incline leading to the el evated
express highway aong theriver front.

Its motor humming, the coupe shot by ataxi that was on the upper highway. The Shadow's sparkling
eyes glimpsed the occupants of the cab. Harland Mullrick, Jerry Herston, Pascud - the trio formed a



slent group. The Shadow's laugh came softly as his coupe sped ahead.

A meeting at the dock; three men riding to an gpartment; The Shadow aready cognizant of their
destination. There could be but one answer to the Stuation. The Shadow had an interest in the affairs of
these three.

When The Shadow sought the answer to a problem, it was because he scented impending crime.
Stedthy and invisible, he had away of discovering secrets which would enable him to work in the cause
of justice. A lone wolf who battled crime, inspired by reasons of his own, The Shadow used methods
that baffled al who encountered him.

There was areason for the meeting between Harland Mullrick and Jerry Herston. When they reached
their destination, these two men would discuss affairs. That conference would beilluminating. Therein lay
the cause for The Shadow's speed.

When Harland Mullrick and Jerry Herston talked together, they would be in the presence of an unseen
listener. Whatever passed between the two would be known to The Shadow!

CHAPTER II. THE MINES OF DURANGO

THE Bélisarius Armswas an old, but well-kept, apartment house that represented aformer erain
Manhattan building construction. Access to the upper storieswas gained by means of an automatic
elevator, which opened in the center of acorridor on every floor.

Apartment 4H was at one end of the dimly lighted fourth-floor corridor. Itsidentifying figure and letter
gleamed from adark pand in shining brassthat was visible from twenty feet away. Thisdoor, the
entrance to 4H, awaited the arrival of Harland Mullrick and Jerry Herston.

A dight swish sounded in the corridor, yet no figure was visble dong the dark walls. Thefirgt
manifestation of aliving form was when the mark 4H on the door was suddenly blotted from view.

Only at close range could anyone have distinguished the outline at the door. The Shadow had reached his
destination in advance of those who were coming by cab.

Something clicked in the lock. Its sound was muffled. Under the probing of asted pick, the lock turned.
The door opened. The Shadow entered the apartment.

A tiny flashlight began itsingpection. A ray that sometimes dwindled to the Size of agold piece, then
widened to amoonlike circle, guided The Shadow in his search of the premises.

Nothing escaped The Shadow's keen eye. The furnished living room, the bedrooms adjoining, the
kitchenette and its compact closet: al these came under observation. The arrangement of the doors and
windows was something which The Shadow studied. Every means of outlet from the gpartment was
discovered by the investigator, every passage from one room to another was studied by hidden eyes.

The Shadow's light fell upon atelephone tablein the corner of the living room. Aningant later, theray
disappeared. The Shadow's keen ear had detected the arrival of the man from the taxicab.

With a soft swish denoting his quick turn in darkness, The Shadow headed directly toward the door of
the gpartment, into alittle entry that connected the door with the living room.

Seemingly, The Shadow had gone to the one spot where discovery would be certain when the others
entered. Such, however, was not the case. Asthe door of the gpartment opened inward, The Shadow's
tal form dipped behind the moving barrier.



JERRY HERSTON entered. Heturned on alight in the entry. A single ceiling lamp showed the faces of
Herston and his companions. Harland Mullrick and Pascual joined the man who had entered.

"Shut the door, Pascud," ordered Mullrick, speaking in Spanish to his servant.

Asthe menia reached forward to obey, Jerry Herston opened adoor at the side of the entry. The edge
of this barrier overlapped the large door which gave entrance to the apartment. Hence when Pascua
closed the door through which the arrivals had come, the figure of The Shadow till remained unseen.
The slent investigator was behind the door which Herston had opened.

"Here'sthe clothes closat,” remarked Herston. "We can hang our hats and coatsin here. Get the things
out of theway."

The Shadow had anticipated this action. Boldly, he had chosen the entry as his hiding place. AsMullrick
and Pascua hung up their hats and coats, Herston waited. He heard Mullrick spesk to the Mexican.
Pascud responded and entered the living room. He found the light and switched on theillumination.

"Just an old Mexican custom,” remarked Mullrick, with alaugh. "It will dowell in New Y ork, too. |
always send Pascud in ahead of me to make sure that the place is empty.”

Herston grunted understanding as he hung up his coat and hat. It was plain that Herston recognized some
reason for caution in Mullrick's actions.

AsMullrick entered the living room, Herston turned to follow him, and with the same motion swvung the
closet door shut. As Herston reached the living room, The Shadow's tall form moved after him; then
stopped as it reached the archway between the entry and room. Here, from anew vantage point, The
Shadow could remain unseen.

IN thelight of the living room, Harland Mullrick and Jerry Herston seeted themselves and lighted
cigarettes. Neither man observed the long streak of blackness that extended from the entry acrossthe
carpet of theliving room. That patch of ominous darkness was the only visible token of The Shadow's
presence.

The opening statement of the conversation came from Jerry Herston. 1t was something in the nature of a
query, athough Herston took the answer for granted.

"Everything went well, | suppose,” said Herston. "When you wrote me that you were coming back from
Mexico City, and wanted an gpartment here, | figured you had made out as you expected.”

"Yes" returned Mullrick suavely. "'l am more interested, for the moment, to learn what you have been
doinginNew York."

"The same old game," returned Herston. "Picking up jobs here and there -"
"With any complications?" interjected Mullrick.
"None," assured Herston.

Mullrick's gaze was steady. He was watching Herston's face to make sure that his companion was not
bluffing. Satisfied, Mullrick leaned back in hischair.

"Jarry," hesad, "I have work for you. | can't run risks, however, by employing aman who may bein
wrong with the police. So far asyour connections with the underworld are concerned, | can see definite
advantages. But if you have been implicated in any trouble during my absence -"



"Not abit of it!" broke in Herston emphaticaly. "Listen, Mullrick, | can get anything | want from the big
shots. Anything. That's because | keep away from crime. Y ou know what | do for them. When they want
alittle private detective work done, they don't pop in on an agency. They cometo me. They know | can
keep mum.”

"Exactly," responded Mullrick. "I know it, too. That'swhy | have used you for previousinvestigetions. |
just wanted to be sure that you hadn't stepped over the boundary line during my absence. | may need
you for various purposes, and when the pinch comes®

"I'll be Jerry on the spot. | can give you anything, including dibis. | know the ways of these New Y ork
dicks. I only ask you onething, Mullrick. Give methewhole lay right a the start. If | know what's been
doing in Mexico, | can work better when you need me."

"I'm coming to that," declared Mullrick, with adow smile. "I'm satisfied now that | can count on your aid
from the start. So heré'swhere we begin.”

Mullrick arose abruptly and went to the telephone. He called a number, and Jerry Herston heard hisend
of the conversation.

"Hdlo," said Mullrick. "Tribune Hotel?... Room 918. Hdllo... Hdllo... Ah, isthat you, Santo?... Mullrick
speaking... Yes, herein New York... | have an apartment, listed in my name... In thelobby, yes...
Bdisarius Arms. That'sit. Right away. I'll expect you..."

Mullrick hung up the receiver. He turned to face Jerry Herston. He noted the quizzica |ook upon the
ex-detective's face.

Mullrick smiled as he sat down. He produced alarge sheet of paper from his pocket, and unfolded it
upon asmall table. Jerry Herston found himsdlf staring at amap of Mexico.

"We have afew minutes" explained Mullrick. "Inthat time, | shdl give you theinsde information. Look
at thismap, Jerry. Hereisthe state of Durango.”

"Y ou werethere?' questioned Herston in surprise. "That's along way from Mexico City -"

"l wasin Mexico City," interposed Mullrick quietly. "My business, however, had to do with affairsin
Durango. That, Jerry, isone of therichest portions of al Mexico. The minera content of itsminesis
fabulous™

Herston's eyes gleamed as they stared a the map. The man listened intently as Mullrick continued.

"THIRTY yearsago," said the man who had come from Mexico, "the Mexican government located the
famous lost mines of Durango, which had been covered up by Indians during the Spanish conquest. The
mines were regained during the period in which Porfirio Diaz ruled Mexico asvirtud dictator. Diaz wisdly
decided to keep their discovery unknown until the time should come for their development.

"The mines were watched by secret agents. When the Diaz regime was overthrown in 1911, the agents
remained loyal, and retained their posts, confident that Diaz would be restored to the presidency. Mexico
wasin chaos. No one sought to ferret out thislittle group of men.

"In 1915, however, Pancho Villagained partia control of three Mexican states: Sonora, Chihuahua, and
Sindoa. Oneof Villaslieutenants penetrated from Sinaloainto the neighboring state of Durango. There,
by pure accident, the roving bandits found and massacred the smd|l Diaz garrison which il protected the
lost minesof Durango.”



Mullrick's finger was upon the map. It indicated the shield-shaped state of Durango, and ran dong the
border between Durango and the Pecific state of Sinadoa.

"At that time," resumed Mullrick, "Generd Obregon was battling Pancho Villa. The banditswho had
located the lost mines cut back toward Sinal oa, were engaged by Obregon's forces, and were wiped out.
The few who were not killed in skirmish were executed by firing squads. However, certain of Obregon's
soldierslearned that they had found the fabled mines.

"A few months ago, the Mexican government began to investigate this old story of the lost mines. The
present government is opposed to granting concessionsto foreigners. Hence, when | arrived in Mexico
City and offered to exploit the lost mines, my proposa was rglected until | played my trump card.”

Mullrick paused and looked at Herston. The ex-detective stared in a puzzled manner.
"Y our trump card?' he questioned.

"Yes," announced Mullrick. "In return for the concession | promised to tell them the exact location of the
lost mines of Durango!™

"You did!" exclamed Herston. "But how - where did you learn -"

"Thelocation of the mines?' questioned Mullrick, with asmile. "That, Jerry, isamatter of speculation. |
do not know exactly where those mines are located, athough | have information which might aid mein
finding them. | gained asix months option from the Mexican government. If, within that time, | can place
my finger on that map and touch the exact spot, | shall be worth millions of dollars as my share of the
concesson!”

"Why areyou here, then?" asked Herston "It seemsto me you should be in Mexico - in Durango -"

"Looking for the mines?" interrupted Mullrick. "Not abit of it! That would merely be an exposure of my
doubts. No, Jerry, the clew to those mineslies herein New York!"

"In New York? How?'

"OLD Porfirio Diaz," explained Mullrick, "placed agrest dedl of confidencein Americans. He never
feared that they would sell him out to other Mexicans, because he was al-powerful. He knew they could
never cut in on his possessions, because they were foreigners. Hence any men who might have known
the secret of those mineswould probably be Americans. That was my assumption.”

"But why," demanded Herston, "wouldn't such Americans go to Mexico and treat with the new regime?”

"Because," returned Mullrick, with aknowing smile, "Mexico was extremely unhedthy for those who had
once been friends of Diaz. Until the present government took hold, there was no opportunity; and when
the opportunity came, the present government announced that it would not ded with foreignersin the
granting of concessions. Hence those who knew havelain low. It remained for me to show the necessary
enterprise. | gained the option while others dept.”

"But you must depend upon them to -"

"If I can find one man who will tal mewhat | want to know, | shdl offer him inducementsin return for
information. Oneisadl | ask."

"How will you find him?*



"That has dready been done.”
"Through whom?'

"Through the man with whom | just conversed by telephone. Luis Santo ishisname. Heisan investigator
whom | sent from Mexico City. He haslearned the identities of certain individuaswho can give me
information. Santo is going back to Mexico. The rest remainsfor me to accomplish.”

"Withmy ad?"
"With your aid - when needed.”

There was a pause. Harland Mullrick folded his map of Mexico. He lighted a cigarette, and hislips
formed ahard, stern smile. Jerry Herston showed a knowing grin. The ex-detective believed he knew
how he could be of aid to Mullrick.

"Come!" Mullrick arose suddenly and led Herston to adoorway at the side of theliving room. "Hereis
whereyou areto stay. | want you to listen to my interview with Santo. Give me your opinion later on."

The living room was momentarily empty. It was then that the figure of The Shadow appeared. Swiftly, the
black-clad listener came in from the entry. He glided to a spot beyond the telephone table. Hisfigure
dwindled until it melted with thewall.

Hardly had The Shadow stationed himself at his new post before Harland Mullrick came back into the
living room. He had placed Jerry Herston in a vantage point; now he was accompanied by Pascud.

"When Senor Santo arrives,” said Mullrick, speaking in Spanish, "bring him in here. Y ou understand,
Peascud ?!

"S, senor,” replied the servant.

"Y ou may comein and out,” continued Mullrick. " Santo will expect that. He knows that you are my
servant -"

Mullrick's sentence ended. Someone was rapping at the door. With a gesture to Pascua, Mullrick
dropped into achair and lighted acigarette. Pascud started toward the door as the knocking was
repeated.

Harland Mullrick smiled. He would converse with Luis Santo. The Mexican investigator would not know
that someone was listening in to the talk. Mullrick was thinking of Jerry Herston's presence.

Not for an instant did it occur to him that another unseen listener might be here! Whatever Jerry Herston
might overhear at thisimportant interview would be known to The Shadow a so!

CHAPTER II1. THE SECRET LIST

WHEN Pascua opened the door, a dender, dapper man entered. He was swarthy in complexion; his
pointed mustache, black as his hair, gave him aforeign look. Thiswas L uis Santo, the Mexican
investigator.

Santo bowed and extended his hand as he gpproached Harland Mullrick. The American returned the
clasp and motioned Santo to a chair. Seating himsalf, Mullrick uttered a sngle word:

"Begin.”



Santo threw a nervous glance toward Pascud. He looked at Mullrick inquiringly, doubting the advisability
of talking over important matters before the servant.

"Speak English," suggested Mullrick. "Pascud does not understand the language sufficiently to follow it."

"Very good," purred Santo, in perfect English. ™Y our language will serve our purpose, Senor Mullrick. |
have been usng it exclusvely sncemy arriva in New Y ork."

Mullrick remained passive. It was obvious that Santo did not suspect the real reason why Mullrick had
decided that English should be used. Jerry Herston, listening from the other room, would not have
understood Spanish, had he heard it.

"I have made good my promise, senor,” announced Santo proudly, hisface gleaming with asmile. "In
Mexico City | told you that I, with my knowledge of government affairs, could locate those who werein
Durango during the regime of Porfirio Diaz. | have found them, senor. They arefour.”

"Ah!" exclamed Mullrick.

"Their names" continued Santo, "are here. Thislist tellsal of them. Each you will see, senor, isfroma
different walk in life. For instance -"

Mullrick held up his hand. He took the sheet of paper and studied the names, which bore notations under
them. He nodded as he read.

"l have given you the names," remarked Santo. "1 have given you the addresses where they can be
reached. More than that, senor, | have told you how each cameto bein Mexico."

"l am reading it, Santo,” reminded Mullrick. The Mexican remained slent, watching Mullrick'srigid face.
Ashelooked at thelist, Mullrick held it closein front of him and studied it word by word. Thelist read:

ROY SELBRIG, Commander Apartments, New Y ork City.

Former soldier of fortune. Served as officer with troops

commanded by Generd Alvaro Obregon during suppression of Villa
insurrection of 1915. Later deserted to revolutionary group. Fled from
Mexicoin 1916. Living on smdl incomeleft him by legacy.

BURTON BLISSIP, 960 Caaban Avenue, Buffalo, New Y ork.
Retired mining engineer. Located in Mexico until 1911. Went to
South America after overthrow of Diaz government. Returned to United
States two years ago. Limited income.

SIDNEY COOPERDALE, Kewson, Long Idand.

Archeologist. Spent severad yearsin Mexico prior to fal of Diaz
regime. Later joined expedition in the East. Eccentric person.
DONALD GERSHAWL, New Y ork City.



Millionaire financier. Holder of concessions under Diaz regime.
Interestsin mining and minera developments. Livesin penthouse on
Solwick Tower whenin New Y ork.

DELIBERATELY, Harland Mullrick folded the list. He looked at Luis Santo. The Mexican smiled. He
could see the question that was coming.

"Without mentioning these names,” remarked Mullrick, "may | ask why you have placed theminthe
order given. Why did you not tart with the find name - which is obvioudy the most important?”

"Because, senor,” returned Santo, "I have put them as you should see them. If you have aproposa to
make to one of these men, you should begin with thefirst; then the second -"

"Agreed," interrupted Mullrick. "1 see your point, Santo, and it isagood one. Y ou are sure that al these
men arefamiliar with Durango?"

"Absolutdly," responded the Mexican. "All of them spent sometimein the SerraMadre Mountains. | am
sure, also, that they do not know of each other.”

"Why not?'

"Because those of the Diaz regime would have kept Americanos apart. He was agreat man, Porfirio
Diaz; great because he had wisdom.”

"Y ou have spoken to any of the four?'

"No, senor. | was clever not to do that. | learned about them secretly. Remember, senor, | come from
Mexico, aland of intrigue and cabal. Y ou have paid mewell."

"Yes" agreed Mullrick, "and you have rendered the service | required. Y our work is ended, Santo.
When do you return to Mexico?'

"Tomorrow, senor,” answered Santo. "l go as passenger on the sseamship El Salvador, sister ship of the
Y ucatan, upon which | presumeyou arrived tonight.”

"Very good," commented Mullrick. ™Y ou have obtained suitable accommodations?"
"Stateroom 45, on Deck B," returned Santo.
"Excdlent," remarked Mullrick, in amatter-of-fact tone. "1 wish you amost pleasant trip."

As hefinished speaking, Mullrick camly torethe folded list. Luis Santo, exclaiming in sharp surprise, half
arosefrom hischair in protest. Mullrick, smiling, continued the tearing process.

"Thenames" he said, "are firmly planted in my mind. The addresses, o, and the data which you so
capably provided. | shal remember al of them."

Rising, Mullrick waked to awindow, unlocked it, and raised the sash. He tossed the fragment of paper
into the breeze. The pieces scattered in al directions. Mullrick laughed as he closed the window.

"Memoranda," he remarked, "prove useful after negotiations have been completed. Should thefirst man
be the onewhom | require, | shall forget the others. If he proves unsatisfactory, | shall jot down his name,
that | may crossit from my find list."



Extending his hand to Luis Santo, Mullrick wished the Mexican bon voyage, and accompanied him to the
door of the apartment. Pascual was there to open the door. The dapper Mexican investigator departed.

RETURNING to theliving room, Mullrick called softly to Jerry Herston. The ex-detective came from the
adjoining room. Mullrick smiled as he spoke to hisfriend.

"What do you think of Luis Santo?" he questioned.
"A smooth worker," was Herston's comment.

"Yes" agreed Mullrick, "and a necessary one. He was the one person in Mexico City who could do the
work | wanted. There were others, but they were untrustworthy."

"Thisbird looked kind of cagey himsdlf."
"Heis"
"Suppose he should blab.”

"I have thought of that. Nevertheless, it will not matter after he reaches Mexico City. | shall havethe
information that | require by that time."

Mullrick pulled afolded newspaper from his pocket. He spread it out, and showed Herston an item
printed in Spanish. The ex-detective could not read it; Mullrick explained.

"A copy of the Mexican City newspaper, LaLibertad,” hesaid. "My nameisthere. It mentionsthat |
have been granted exploration duties by the government in reference to mining developments. Read here;
seis meses, that means six months. It isthe way they state that | have received what amountsto a
concesson.”

"Then when you go back to Mexico, you -"

"I shal go promptly to Durango. Jerry, | have traced the route of those Villafollowers. | know facts that
the Mexican government does not know. Given six months, | can find those lost mines on my own."

"Thenwhy," queried Herston, "are you bothering yoursdlf with these Americans?'

"Because of this newspaper item,” declared Mullrick. "It has started things. It will be followed by others.
Suppose | return to Mexico and start looking for the mines. Within afew weeks, one of these chapsis
likely to get wind of it. Anyone who has ever been to Mexico keeps tabs on Mexican affairs.”

"Andif one of them getswind of it?'

"While | am looking for the mines? It would be acinch for him to throw obstaclesin my path. Bandits
could be bought. My work would be delayed. The option would expire -"

"And then?'

"The wise American would deliberately gppear in Mexico City and gain the option which | failed to exert.
| have set a precedent, Jerry, something which is new to the present regime. That iswhy | want to deal
with these men before they get red newsfrom Mexico."

"But why, if they could double-crossyou?'

"Jarry, assoon as | can get exact information from one of the four, the other three will be helpless. | shall



have positive assurance of wherethemineslie. I can inform the Mexican government. My concession will
be established."

"That looks like the best way out. Unless-"
"Unlesswhat?' Mullrick's question came abruptly, as Jerry Herston paused.

"Unless," repeated the ex-detective, "you picked off these four wise guys. If they were out of the picture,
nobody could bother you when you went to Durango.”

"Jarry," said Mullrick, in an easy tone, "you talk asthough you werein Mexico, whereit isnot overly
difficult to digpose of those who are troublesome.”

"Mexico!l" snorted Herston. " Say - it'sgot nothing on New Y ork. Y ou tel me the name of any guy you
want bumped off. I'll seethat he-"

"We can discuss such subjects later, Jerry,” interposed Mullrick, with asmile. " Sometime we can
compare the merits of various ways of murder: bold attack in contrast to finesse. For the present,
however, | have specia work upon which you must concentrate.”

"What'sthat?'

"Y ou saw my visitor, Luis Santo. | placed him purposdly so that you could observe hisface. Heis
stopping at the Tribune Hotel. Tomorrow night he boards the steamship El Salvador. He will occupy
Stateroom 45, on Deck B."

"l heard him say that.”

"I have no further use for Santo. He can do me no service from now on. It is possible, however, that he
might do me harm. Indirectly, of course. For instance, someone might approach him and offer him
inducementsto remainin New York."

Mullrick's tone had become serious. He was staring significantly as he spoke. His words had taken on
the sound of orders.

"Stateroom 45, Deck B," said Mullrick thoughtfully. " Suppose, Jarry, that you visit the sleamship El
Savador just fifteen minutes before the boat sails. Make sure that Luis Santo isin his stateroom. If heis
not there, look about the boat until the last shore cdl sounds.”

"And if heisthere-"

"Make surethat heis gtill aoard the boat when it pulls out from the pier. | am leaving it to your
judgment, Jerry."

"That suitsme. Y ou'll know tomorrow whether or not Santo went out on the El Salvador.”

The conference was ended. Jerry Herston, who had now replaced Luis Santo as Harland Mullrick's
agent, |eft the apartment. Mullrick accompanied him to the door.

Returning to the living room, Mullrick stooped and picked up the copy of LaLibertad which had fallen to
the floor. He tossed the journal upon the table, and strolled into the adjoining room, a meditative smile
upon hislips. He had set his new agent to watch the departure of the old.

Pascua passed through the living room. When the servant was out of sight, the blacknessin the corner
gdtirred. The Shadow'stall form materiaized from darkness. It glided to the center of the room.



The Shadow's gaze noted the copy of La Libertad. Thetall figure turned and swept from the apartment.
Pascud, reentering the living room afew moments later, observed no sign of the departed visitor.

SOME time afterward, aclick resounded in the corner of ablack-walled room. A bluelight glimmered
upon the polished surface of atable. Long, white hands appeared benegath the glow. Upon the third finger
of theleft sparkled an amazing gem which sent shafts of fire glittering upward from depths of
ever-changing hue.

That fire opdl - ajewe known asthe girasol - was the token of The Shadow. The bluish light, with its
mysterious flickering, denoted this room as The Shadow's sanctum, the hidden abode in which the master
formulated hisplans.

A dlipping fell from an envelope. The hands raised it while unseen eyes studied its Spanish wording. That
clipping was aduplicate of theitem in La Libertad which Harland Mullrick had shown to Jerry Herston.

This explained how The Shadow had gained hisinkling into the affairs of Harland Mullrick. Provided with
clippings by his agents, The Shadow kept contact with affairsin foreign lands, aswell asthe United
States. Any mention of factsthat might lead to cross-purposesinvolving crime were of interest to The
Shadow.

Upon awhite sheet of paper, The Shadow inscribed a coded messagein ink of vivid blue. Hefolded this
note and deposited it in an envelope. He addressed the wrapper with another pen.

The light clicked out. Sullen darknessresulted. A soft laugh whispered through the gloom. Itstones
arose, then faded. Dying echoes ended. Silence prevailed. The Shadow had departed from his sanctum.
His hand would be seen again - in the affairs which concerned Harland Mullrick!

CHAPTER IV. THE MEXICAN SAILS

DUSK wasfaling on Manhattan. The windows of skyscrapers were aglow with light. Viewed from an
office high in the Badger Building, the city presented a fantastic spectacle. A chubby-faced man, seated
at adesk, was gpparently awaiting the arrival of avisitor. He was watching the sky line as he rested.

A knock at the door. The chubby man turned from the window. Inreply to hiscall to enter, a
stenographer opened the door.

"Mr. Vincent ishere" informed the girl. "He wishesto see you, Mr. Mann."
"Show himright in," ordered the chubby-faced occupant of the swivel chair.

A stalwart young man entered. He closed the door behind him. He took a seet at the side of the desk.
His keen, frank face wore a questioning |ook.

To al appearances, this might have been an ordinary business meeting between Rutledge Mann,
investment broker, and Harry Vincent, gentleman of leisure. Mann had his officesin the Badger Building;
Vincent, who lived at the Metrolite Hotel, made occasiond visitsto the suite,

The purpose of these meetings, however, dedt with other matters than investments. Rutledge Mann was
contact agent for The Shadow; Harry Vincent was one of The Shadow's active agents.

From adesk drawer, Rutledge Mann produced a photograph. He passed it to Harry Vincent. It showed
the portrait of a hard-faced, puffy-cheeked man who would not be difficult to recognize. The subject of
the portrait was wearing a soft gray hat.



"Jerry Herston," explained Mann. "Once a private detective. Now a man who knows considerable about
racketeers and their ways."

"Implicated in any crimes?" asked Harry.

"No," returned Mann. "On the contrary, Herston has very good standing with the police. This photograph
did not come from the rogues gdlery. It isfrom thefiles of the New Y ork Classic. It was put therea
year ago when Herston aided in the capture of anotorious crook."

Harry Vincent understood. Clyde Burke, another agent of The Shadow, was a reporter with the New
Y ork Classic. Mann had evidently received the photograph through Burke.

Oddly enough, while Harry Vincent, Clyde Burke, and Rutledge Mann knew one another well, adl three
remained in total ignorance of the identity of their hidden chief - The Shadow.

"| recelved acommunication thismorning,” resumed Mann. "Asaresult, | obtained this picture for your
consderation. Jerry Herston will appear at the Central American Shipping Pier thisevening, prior to the
saling of the seamship El Sdvador.”

As he spoke, Mann picked up ablank sheet of paper from his desk. He cardesdy toreit into fragments
and dropped the piecesin the wastebasket.

Harry Vincent smiled. He, too, had received communications from The Shadow. That blank piece of
paper was the message which Mann had received. The Shadow's notes, written in aspecid ink, had a
habit of disappearance as soon as their smply coded words had been perused by the agentswho
received them.

"Jerry Herston," continued Mann, repesting information which he had evidently memorized, "iswatching a
man named L uis Santo, Stateroom 45, Deck B, on the El Sdvador. Smply keep notes of any unusua
actionson Herston's part. Leave the boat at the final call. Report afterward.”

Harry nodded. He picked up the photograph of Jerry Herston and studied it intently. When he had
satisfied himsdlf that he could remember the ex-detective's physiognomy, he handed the picture back to
Rutledge Mann, who replaced it in the desk drawer.

"The El Sdvador sailsat midnight,” remarked the investment broker. "Jerry Herston will arrive a the pier
at leadt fifteen minutes before the hour.”

The statement ended the interview. Harry Vincent |eft the office. Rutledge Mann followed shortly
afterward. The Shadow's instructions had been given.

IT was shortly after eleven o'clock when Harry Vincent hailed ataxicab near Times Square, and ordered
the driver to take him to the Centra American Shipping Pier. The cab reached its destination twenty-five
minutes later. It was aclear night, and the pier presented a complete contrast to the foggy scene of the
preceding evening.

The steamship El Sdvador glittered with lights. The pier was thronged with passengers sailing on the ship.
The season was one for departure rather than arrival from Centra and South American ports.

Harry Vincent stationed himself at agood spot from which to observe those who entered. Eight minutes
passed. Out of the crowd stepped aman whom Harry quickly recognized as Jerry Herston. As soon as
his quarry had passed on to the pier, Harry followed.

Jerry Herston showed no haste in boarding the El Salvador. He strolled about in inconspicuous fashion,



cardlessly watching the faces of those who stood near the gangplank. There was nothing in his manner
that showed unusud design.

Turning casudly, Herston calmly observed persons who were close by. Congtantly using the precautions
of the professiona deuth, this ex-detective wanted to make sure that he, in turn, was not being watched.
Hewas just amoment too late to catch Harry Vincent's eyes upon him.

Swinging back toward the gangplank, Herston stopped abruptly as he caught a glimpse of aman walking
from behind a pogt. In that flash, he recognized the face of Harland Mullrick.

Herston smiled. He knew that Mullrick did not wish to be seen by Luis Santo; a the same time, he knew
that Mullrick was probably anxious to make sure that he - Herston - was on the job.

Herston stared suspicioudy after Mullrick had moved away. His chief had disappeared behind a stack of
cratesthat were being loaded on the El Salvador, but Herston fancied that he saw someone else close

by.

He caught amomentary glimpse of what appeared to be apair of sparkling eyes. Then theilluson was
dispelled. Herston laughed at his own foolishness.

He did not know that he had amost seen The Shadow!

It was quarter of twelve. A fifteen-minute sgna was coming from the ship. Herston wondered if Santo
was aboard. There was one way to find out. Joining acluster of passengers, Herston moved aong the
gangplank. He glanced over his shoulder and saw no one following. He boarded the El Sdvador.

One minute later, three people waked up the gangplank. One of this group was Harry Vincent. Thetrio,
clustered, formed a gloomy splotch of black beneath the dim, indirect light. Stretching in back of them
was along, grotesgue shadow that seemed unusudly large.

That following shade was the token of The Shadow himsdlf. Close behind thelittle group, so close that
his gloved hand almost touched his agent's arm, The Shadow, too, was boarding the ship. He had seen
Harland Mullrick depart from the pier; he was able, now, to survey the observations which Harry
Vincent was about to make.

HARRY circuited the ship, ascended aflight of steps, and found himsalf on Deck B. He noted the
number of aroom. Calculating, he took his station under cover of a companionway, and spotted the door
of Stateroom 45. He did not notice the black-garbed form that stood a dozen feet behind him, a spectra
shape of darkness by the ship'srall.

Thiswasthe side of the ship away from the pier. Two passengers approached, and went by Harry
Vincent without seeing him. Glancing back to the door of 45, Harry saw aman stop at that point. He
recognized Jerry Herston.

He saw the man place his hand upon the knob. The door yielded; Herston, hand in pocket, suddenly
opened it and entered. The door closed behind him.

Harry wondered at the action. He supposed that Herston must have rapped, ready with an apology had
Santo opened the door. Why had the ex-detective entered? Obviously because no response had come.
Did heintend to await Santo's arrival?

Desiring acloser view, Harry Vincent moved from his place of shelter and sidled adong the deck until he
neared the stateroom. He saw the door begin to open; quickly, he ducked into the shelter of another
doorway.



He caught aglimpse of Jerry Herston stepping forth. He saw the man glance quickly in both directions.
Then Herston strolled along the deck in adirection opposite to Harry'slocation.

There was no chance to move until Herston was out of sight. As soon as he was sure the man was gone,
Harry stepped to the door of the stateroom. He saw alight in the frosted window. He rapped twice;
when he received no response, he entered.

Within the doorway, Harry stopped. His blood froze. In the horror of that moment, he rested his hand
upon the knob of the half-opened door, but lacked the power to push the barrier shut. Experienced
though he was at meeting the unexpected, Harry could only stare in grim tenseness.

On thefloor of the cabin lay the body of aman. Harry saw a purpled face, a countenance once swarthy,
which now was blood-swollen. From an opened mouth, beneath a pointed black mustache, extended a
long tongue that drooped from the agony of degth.

The man's collar had been ripped away. His arms were twisted askew beneath hisbody. The side of his
head bore rough, ugly bruises.

It was obvious how death had come. Some powerful adversary had legped upon the victim unaware, had
hurled the man bodily to the floor and had beaten out hislife against the edge of the berth.

Bruising, crushing force, together with brutal strangulation had brought prompt murder. Harry knew that
thisman must be Luis Santo. He pictured Jerry Herston, powerful and swift, legping upon Santo in mortal
combat.

Desth, despiteits brutdity, could have been amost soundless behind the closed door. The strains of a
band were coming from somewhere on another deck. Harry recdled that the sound had been plain while
Herston had been in this cabin.

He wondered not at the swiftness and effectiveness of the murder, but at its daring. Santo could not have
been adeep when Herston entered.

Of asudden, Harry's senses returned. He realized that he was standing with a door opened beside him,
garing at murder which someone e se had committed. At the sameingtant, Harry had an ingtinctive feding
that eyes were watching him.

He backed to the deck, looked quickly in both directions and decided that the impression had merely
been addlusion.

In moving backward, Harry had automatically closed the door. His thoughts reverting to Jerry Herston,
he turned and walked along the deck in the direction which the ex-detective had taken. Despite the tense
sensation which the ight of deeth had given him, Harry did not look back.

Hence he did not seethetall form that suddenly materiaized from adeck post besdetherail. He did not
see the figure that swept swiftly to the door of Stateroom 45, and entered there. Harry Vincent was too
intent upon finding Jerry Herston.

WITHIN the cabin where Luis Santo's body lay, The Shadow stood like a huge creature of retribution.
He had arrived too late to save the Mexican'slife. Only afew minutes remained before the ship was due
to sall, yet The Shadow was loath to leave.

Turning, he noted that Luis Santo's coat and hat lay on achair. Beyond, The Shadow saw the door of a
huge, closetlike wardrobe. Swiftly, The Shadow studied the position in which the man's body day in
reference to the outer door of the cabin.



The Shadow went to the wardrobe. Its door was closed, but the knob did not resist when The Shadow's
gloved hand drew it. The fastenings of the wardrobe door had been flattened. Ingtantly, The Shadow
recognized whence desth had come.

Luis Santo had entered this cabin. He had held his hat and coat upon hisarm. He had goneto the
wardrobe. As he had reached for the knob the door had swung open. A fierce attacker had caught the
Mexican totdly off guard. Swift, brutal desth had followed.

Where his agent, staring at death, had placed the burden of murder upon Jerry Herston, The Shadow
had drawn different conclusions. He knew that the killer had been in that wardrobe; that, after finishing
Santo, he had closed the door and placed the dead man's hat and coat upon the chair.

Jerry Herston, like Harry Vincent, had viewed death; nothing more.

The Shadow placed his hand upon the door of the cabin. The porta opened far enough for his peering
eyesto sght the deck. Asthetal figure emerged from the stateroom, the strains of a bugle were sounding
thefina cdl for dl ashore.

Harry Vincent, on the pier Sde of the ship, was standing by the gangplank, carefully eyeing dl the
personswho were leaving. Redlizing at last that Jerry Herston must have gone ashore, he joined the fina
group of visitorswho were departing from the El Savador.

Once again, afleeting, shadowy form moved in the wake of those upon the gangplank. Asthe departers
reached the pier, atal figure separated itsdf from the smal throng.

The steamship was moving from its berth. Tugswere drawing it into theriver. Itslights aglow, the El
Sdvador turned its nose downstream. It formed avivid picture, that black hulk with itsilluminated cabins.
Those who had come to wish their friends bon voyage were gone. Only one remained to watch the liner
swing amid the waters of the North River.

That one was The Shadow. A slent, motionless sentindl at the end of the deserted pier, he saw the long
idand of floating light asit headed toward the lower bay. A soft laugh came from The Shadow's
mysteriouslips. It was asinister laugh, more grim than mirthful. It betokened nothing of The Shadow's
secret thoughts.

Tonight, The Shadow had come upon the result of crime. He had reached the pier in time to witness
Harland Mullrick's departure. He had watched his agent, Harry Vincent, follow Jerry Herston to the
scene of degth.

Was this the beginning of new thrusts designed to further the schemes of aman who considered wealth
more vauable than justice? Only The Shadow knew. He could find the answer; when desth again was
due, The Shadow would be ready.

The laugh died, sighing, unheard upon the lapping waters. It was a parting knell for earsthat could not
hear. Luis Santo had sailed. Fate had provided for him another destination than his native Mexico.

The Shadow knew how Luis Santo had died. The Shadow's course was pointed toward the brain and
hand that had conspired to perform that murder!

CHAPTER V. MEN SPEAK OF DEATH

THE next evening found Harland Mullrick comfortably sested in the living room of the apartment which
Jerry Herston had obtained for his occupancy. Thetall, stoop-shouldered man was reading the final



edition of an evening newspaper.

Hetossed it aside asthe door of the apartment opened. Pascua entered. The servant hung his coat and
hat in the clothes closet and closed the door.

"I have mailed your letter, senor,” he announced, in Spanish, as he entered the living room.

Mullrick, lighting a cigarette, nodded his gpproval. Pascua went into another room. Mullrick remained
unmoving until he heard aknock at the outer door. Noting that Pascua was not at hand, he went to the
door and opened it. Jerry Herston entered. Like Pascual, he placed his hat and coat in the closet.

Asthe two men waked into the living room, the outer door opened dowly. Peering eyes spied the backs
of the moving men. A tal form glided into the entry. The Shadow gained his spot of observation.

"Wdll," remarked Mullrick, "I'm glad to know that you made sure of Santo's departure. Y our telephone
cal last night was satisfactory. Even the tone of your voice proved that there could be no mistake."

"I'm positive," returned Herston. He stooped to pick up the evening newspaper. After aglance through
the front-page columns, he added: "Lack of newsis sometimes good news."

"In referenceto what?' queried Mullrick narrowly.

"Santo's departure,” returned Herston dryly.

Mullrick did not betray aflicker of hiseydids. He stared calmly at hisvisitor, and put another question.
"Wasthere anything odd?" he quizzed. "If so, why didn't you mention it last night?"

"I couldn't over the telephone. | dso decided to wait to see what happened later - or what might have
appeared in today's newspapers. The El Salvador is not far from land, you know."

"Hm-m-m," murmured Mullrick. "This soundslike ariddle. Give methe answer, Jerry."
"| found the answer in Santo's stateroom.”

"You went in there?' challenged Mullrick. "That was amistake, Jerry! | told you to merely make sure that
Santo was on the ship!"

"That'swhy | entered the stateroom,” returned Herston. "I made sure that Luis Santo had sailed for
Mexico."

"You saw him - in there?"'

"I found him. | was bothered at first; the ideaof adead body |eft in a stateroom was not what you caled
finesse. It was rather crude, | thought. However, the job had been well done. | decided that the disposal
of the body was aso arranged - to take place afterward.”

"You mean" - Mullrick displayed asign of momentary nervousness - "that Santo had been murdered?
"That'sit."
"Why didn't you tell me so last night? Why didn't you come here?!

"Y ou told me to make sure that Santo sailed. He did. Y ou wanted meto be sure that he didn't leave the
ship. He didn't. There's no harm done, because | entered the stateroom.”



MULLRICK waslighting another cigarette. Hewaslosing his nervousness. A suave, though bitter, smile
appeared upon hislips.

"Y ou misunderstood me, Jerry," he remarked. "1 didn't expect you to go to such extreme measures. |
admit that Santo's desth is advantageous. It clears considerable worry from my mind. Nevertheless, | do
not deal in murder.”

"It'snot my game, either,” retorted Herston.

"Admitted," agreed Mullrick. "I'm not suggesting that you did the work, Jerry. Nevertheless, our
conversation last night may have proven atrifle mideading. Y ou know men who hand out desth. Y ou
suggested that they were available. 1t was only natural that you should turn to one of them when | said
that Santo could prove dangerousto my plans.”

Jerry Herston grinned broadly. He had not mentioned that he had seen Harland Mullrick on the pier. He
did not intend to do so. He saw the turn of conversation. His accidenta discovery of the dead body had
been a shock to Mullrick. His statement of the fact had hardly been wise, he ft.

Mullrick, dways subtle, had chosen away out. The suggestion to lay the blame on unknown mobsters
was aclever one. Mullrick had spoken the truth when he had brought up the reminder that Herston knew
such men of crime. Cleverly, Herston followed the lead.

"Yes" hesad cardlesdy. "I have paswho would do most anything to please afriend - evento
committing murder. | could name afew; but that's not necessary. | keep my pals because | know how to
keep mum.

"Of course, | liketo look in on agood job and seethat it's been doneright. | leave it to my pasto finish
what they start. Just the same, | was worried some to see the body till laying there. Then | figured what
was going to be donewithiit."

"Yes?' inquired Mullrick. "What?'

"Overboard,” replied Herston tersdly. "Every ship's crew has its bunch that's connected with the
underworld. Particularly those South American boats. They've generdly got afew tough gorillaswho are
hiding out. Those mugs would do anything for a century spot. One hundred bucksisalot of money when
you're swabbing decks."

"I see." Mullrick's tone expressed an understanding of Herston'sidea. "'A couple of deck hands could
have done the trick. Santo's stateroom opened right on the deck. Lumps of cod - over therail -"

"That'sit,” interposed Herston, in an assuring tone. "l was alittle bit afraid, though, that there might have
been adip. It would be easy enough to fix a couple of men on the crew. But it'skind of risky counting on
them. That'swhy | wasinterested in the newspapers. A wireless message from the El Salvador might
have started a mean mess.”

"All'sended well," decided Mullrick smoothly. "Tell me, Jerry - just how was Santo killed?"

"Somebody grabbed him in the cabin,” declared Herston. "Took him by the throat and laid him on the
floor. Looked like his head had been pounded against the edge of the bunk."

"Hm-m-m. Rather adaring method."

"With alittle guy like Santo? Y ou could have doneit" - Herston caught himself - "say, | could have done
it. Easy. Judt likethis"



The ex-detective arose and made a gesture of pouncing on avictim. He smiled as he stood facing
Mullrick, and assumed aknowing air.

"But take it from me," asserted Herston, "the bird that did pull the murder was probably a big gazebo,
built like ayoung truck. It would be acinch for such aguy. Easier than for someonelike - like me - even

though I'm husky enough.”

Mullrick's hands tightened. They showed power asthey did. It was obviousthat hewas visudizing Luis
Santo's death in that londly, Silent stateroom.

"Thought I'd better tell you | wasin there," concluded Herston. "'I'm working with you, Mullrick. Y ou
know me. It'sover; I'd rather you'd forget it. The less| think about it, the better."

Mullrick nodded thoughtfully. Herston watched him carefully. The ex-detective was glad that he had
turned the trend. He had no desire to lose Mullrick's favor. He did not care to become, like Luis Santo, a
man who stood in Mullrick’'sway to fortune.

Herston's eyes gleamed as they observed Mullrick reaching in his pocket. The tal man brought out awad
of bills. He pedled off twenty of hundred-dollar denomination.

"Here's two thousand, Jerry," he remarked, handing the cash to his subordinate. "1t'stoo bad that Santo
waskilled; sinceit can't be changed, your information isworth money to me. It isnice of your friendsto
offer their services. However, when | require them, it would be wise to speak to mein advance. | can
pay cash in advance when required.”

"Thanks, Mullrick," responded Herston, as he pocketed the money. "I'll just forget al that | saw down at
the pier and on the boat."

Mullrick wasrising, to indicate that it was time for Herston to depart. He threw a shrewd glance as he
heard Herston's reference to the pier. If Herston had seen nothing but Luis Santo's body, why had he
mentioned the pier?

Herston did not realize the blunder he had committed. He was thinking of the cash payment that he had
received. He wasthe first to move toward the entry; he was so engrossed in histhoughts that he did not
see the mation of the outer door asit closed behind adeparting form.

OUT inthe corridor, Jerry Herston paused to again count the money. He regarded it as atributeto his
intelligence; hiswillingness to assume the blame of ordering murder. He did not redlize that he had
practically announced the fact that he had seen Harland Mullrick on the pier.

Infact, Jerry Herston, with al his self-confidence, could not match Harland Mullrick for keenness.
Egotigticaly, this ex-detective, who knew the ways of gangsters and racketeers, thought himsalf amuch
sharper individud than hewas.

As hewalked aong the corridor toward the elevator, he complimented himsalf on anew discovery - one
that he should have weighed when hefirgt consdered Mullrick was the murderer of Luis Santo.

Jerry Herston had just now decided that Harland Mullrick probably had numerous connections, of whom
he, Jerry Herston, was but one. There was Luis Santo - whom Jerry had seen. There were men on the El
Savador - whom Mullrick, knowing the boats of the Central American line, could easly have gained as
henchmen.

Perhaps - the thought made Jerry smilewisdly - there were othersherein New Y ork. Mullrick, Herston
was convinced, had afew connections of his own in the underworld.



Had Jerry Herston seen Harland Mullrick alone in the gpartment, he would have lost some of his surety.
The man who had come from Mexico was pacing up and down the living room, engaged in serious
thought. Harland Mullrick was making plans, those purposes had much to do with his future dealings with
Jerry Herston.

There were eyes, however, that did see Mullrick. A figure had lingered in the hallway, unnoticed by Jerry
Herston, who had been busy with hismoney counting. That figure had returned to Mullrick'sentry. The
eyes of The Shadow were watching every motion of the man who had come from Mexico, studying
every expression that flickered upon Harland Mullrick's shrewd face.

Pascud entered the living room. Mullrick spoke to the servant, in amediey of Spanish and English.
"Pascud, amigo. The letter - you are sure that you have mailed it?"
"Buenos. That isgood. The lights - turn them off."

Harland Mullrick strode into an adjoining room. Pascud, in hisstolid fashion, extinguished the lightsin the
living room. While his back was turned, the figure of The Shadow stood plainly in the entry. It turned and
glided softly through the outer door. The portal closed.

Pascud, turning to the entry where the last light remained, caught amotion of the doorknob. The servant
hurried in that direction. He opened the door and peered into the corridor. He saw no one. He closed the
door and turned out the entry light.

Outside of the gpartment house, afigure appeared momentarily beneath aglare of light, then faded into a
shroud of darkness. A soft laugh rippled from invisiblelips. The Shadow had every word of conversation
between Harland Mullrick and Jerry Herston.

Keenly, The Shadow had summed the situation not alone asiit referred to the past, but asit regarded the
future. He had aso gained a definite inkling which Jerry Herston had failed to glean. That wasthe
reference to the letter which Pascual had mailed. The Shadow knew the meaning of that letter.

Harland Mullrick had taken thefirst step in his plan to treat with those who could provide him with the
information that he needed. Four men, each of whom could aid or balk the shrewd concession-gainer's
effort for wedth, were known to Harland Mullrick, thanksto Luis Santo, who had died last night.

Santo was dead because he knew too much. These men with whom Mullrick intended to treat as
individuas dso knew facts that concerned Harland Mullrick. What would be the result when thefirst of
the four responded to Mullrick's request for information?

The Shadow knew the answer. His grim laugh proved it. Degth lay in the offing. Murder, as certain as
that which had falen upon Luis Santo, waslooming in the immediate future.

When degath threatened, The Shadow was needed. He was the master whose purpose was to prevent
death, except when it struck those who deserved it. Y et in this strange chain of past and impending
crime, The Shadow saw the skill that showed the crafty plotter.

The task which confronted The Shadow was one which would tax his powersto the utmost.

Murder was on the way, and chance would play a part which might render effortsfutile, even though
such efforts were produced by The Shadow himsdlf!



CHAPTER VI. MULLRICK MOVES

IT was late the next afternoon when Harland Mullrick entered his apartment after atrip downtown.
Mullrick immediately encountered Pascud. The Mexican servant was standing just beyond the entry,
staring toward the door as Mullrick entered.

"What's the matter, Pascuad ?" questioned Mullrick, in Spanish.

"Things are not right, master,” returned Pascud, in his native tongue. "1 am worried sncelast night.”
"Forget it, Pascud," ordered Mullrick. "So long asyou are dert, al will bewell.”

The Mexican shook his head. He pointed toward the door; his accusing finger indicated the knob.
"There was someone there last night, master," he informed. " Someone - beyond that door"

"Of course," laughed Mullrick. " Senor Herston went out. He wasin the corridor. He may have decided
to return; then changed hismind. Y ou told me dl thisbefore | went out thismorning.”

"Thewindow aso, senor," ingsted the servant, pointing to the other end of theroom. "'l heard anoise
there, afterward -"

"But you saw no one," interposed Mullrick. ™Y ou mentioned those facts also. Come, Pascud. Until you
have seen some actud person hereabouts, do not worry about mere noises."

With thisremark, Mullrick strode to the window. He unlocked it and raised the sash. As Pascud peered
forth suspicioudy, Mullrick indicated thewall.

Savefor anarrow, projecting cornice just below the window, and asimilar projection above, there was
no possible place for afoothold. The width of each ornamentd projection was scarcely more than three
inches.

Mullrick closed the window. He seemed satisfied. Pascua began to imbibe his master's confidence.

Thewindow had athick sill. Just within was aradiator, with aflat metal top that came on aleve with the
sll, forming auseful ledge. Mullrick rested one elbow atop the radiator, and stared thoughtfully from the
window. He heard arap at the door. He turned to see Pascua answering the call.

MULLRICK smiled as he observed the visitors who entered. Two men were carrying aradio cabinet.
One came backing across the floor; the other, astolid |aborer, was facing forward.

Asthey reached a corner near the window, they set down their burden. The smaller man dropped to the
floor and began to attach the radio.

"Thisisprompt service," commented Mullrick. "Y ou told me you would have the set delivered by half
past five. Where is the young man who called this morning and offered to place this radio on approva ?"

The big, stupid man shook his head. He pointed to the other who had entered with him.

"Ask him," said the big man. "'l ain't got nothin' to do with it. He just asked meto help him lug theradio
upstairs. | was out on the street, lookin' for somethin' to do.”

Mullrick turned to the man who was attaching the set. The visitor's back was turned, but the man had
heard the question. He replied, in aquiet voice, without turning his head from hiswork.



"It was the sdlesman who called thismorning,” he said. "I am the ingtalation man. Sign this approval
receipt.”

Without turning away from hiswork, the ingtaller whisked acard from his pocket and held it up over his
shoulder. Mullrick signed the card and placed it in the ready hand that came up for it. He walked away
from the window.

Theradio ingaller, with hisback constantly toward the interior of the room, placed some tools upon the
flat-topped radiator. He began to test the set.

Ashelistened to its tones, he moved his head dightly to note whether or not Mullrick was still watching
him. Observing that Mullrick was not, the man placed alittle tool kit upon the radiator top. From the kit
projected awire.

The radio man |et his hand dide along the space between window sl and radiator. Hisfingers
encountered a projecting wire.

The presence of that wire explained why Pascua had heard asound last night. Someone, working from
outsde, had drilled atiny hole straight through the window ledge, undernesth. Through that hole the wire
had been introduced!

With adeft movement, the radio ingtaller hooked his own wire to the one that came from beneath the sill.
He opened the toal kit and took out asmall instrument which was attached to the wire. He let this object
dip down in back of the radiator, paying out the thin wire to prevent afind jolt.

Theinstrument thus introduced was the microphone of adictograph. While apparently doing no more
than make a choice of tools, the radio ingtdler had completed his secret work. He swung back to the
radio, gaveit afind test, then picked up histools and walked across the living room.

"All ingalled," he remarked, as he passed Mullrick. ™Y our guarantee card is on the cabinet.”

Mullrick looked up from his newspaper, in time, only, to caich another glimpse of the fellow's back. He
saw theingaller walk out through the door. Then the soft tones of the radio attracted his atention. He
went to the cabinet and busied himsdlf with the dias.

The big man who had helped carry the radio set had gone out while the installer was at work. Harland
Mullrick thought no more of the matter. The fact that he had not caught asingle glimpse of theradio
ingtdler'sface seemed avery trivia matter indeed.

THE man who had |eft the gpartment, however, performed certain actions which would have interested
Harland Mullrick. Carrying histoal kit, he went to the elevator, but he took the car up instead of down.
On the corridor above, he chose the door marked 5H; the gpartment directly above Mullrick's. Here he
went to an inner room. He sat at atable and worked with an apparatus that lay before him. The tones of
theradio in Mullrick's gpartment became plainly audible.

The wire that went under the window ledge connected here! Cleverly attached to the brick surface of the
outer wall, it formed a direct hook-up with this apartment above!

Only one person could have so nestly completed such an arrangement - The Shadow! It was he that
Pascud had heard leaving the window. Silent though The Shadow was, the act of drilling had been
dightly apparent to the keen Mexican servant!

Who was the man who had made thefind attachment? The answer came when thefdseradio ingtaler
turned off the dictograph connection and picked up aset of ear phones. Asalight glimmered on apand,



he announced hisidentity by telephone.
"Burbank spesking.”

From the ear phones came a sinister whisper:

"Report.”

"Delivered set which Vincent placed on gpprova," announced Burbank. " Dictograph connection
completed.”

"Report received,” came the answer. "New indructions.”

"Reedy."
"Vincent to watch front of gpartment. Trail Mullrick when he comes out.”
"Ingtructions received,” responded Burbank, in quiet answer to The Shadow's amazing whisper.

Burbank, contact agent for The Shadow, was on the job. With dictograph handy, with aline established
to The Shadow's sanctum, with his telephone number given to The Shadow's agents, he represented the
hidden center of the network which The Shadow had created to cover Harland Mullrick.

IN the hour that followed, Burbank, listening at the dictophone, gained one piece of information which he
forwarded to The Shadow. Harland Mullrick had gone out to dinner. Before he had left, he had told
Pascual that he expected to be back at eight o'clock; that if anyone called by telephoneto tell themto
make another cdll at that hour.

An odd feature of Burbank's report was that Mullrick's brief conversation with Pascud, held in mingled
Spanish and English, had not been fully understood by Burbank. Nevertheless, the quiet contact agent
had repeated every syllable exactly as he had heard it. The Shadow comprehended.

Shortly after eight o'clock, Burbank forwarded two new reports. One was Harry Vincent's, the other
was Burbank's own. Harry had watched Mullrick at dinner in arestaurant near the Belisarius Arms; he
had followed the man back to the gpartment building.

Burbank, at the dictograph, had heard Mullrick reenter his gpartment and question Pascua regarding
telephone calls. None had been received. It was obvious that Mullrick intended to wait until such acall
camethrough.

Fifteen minutes later, Burbank, listening at the dictograph, heard the telephone bell ring in Mullrick's
gpartment. A moment afterward, Burbank sensed that someone was standing close behind him. He knew
that The Shadow had arrived. Raising one hand, the capable contact man spoke quietly.

"Thecdl iscoming through,” hesaid. "l am getting it.”

Something swished in the darkness. The Shadow had gone. Burbank, as he listened, felt a sudden gust of
breeze. He knew where The Shadow had gone. The master of darkness had raised awindow of this
upper apartment. He was going down the wall to peer into Mullrick's place. He would see what
happened there while Burbank heard!

IN his gpartment, Mullrick was at the telephone in the living room. Pascua, knowing that this cal was
important, was standing stolidly by the entry door. The servant suspected that someone might be listening
there. Had The Shadow come by that route tonight, he would have encountered the watchful Mexican.



The Shadow, however, was watching from without.

He could see Mullrick's form. He could not, however, observe the tal man'sface, for Mullrick, ashe
telephoned, had his back turned toward the window.

"Hello?' Mullrick'stonewas anxious. "Ah, yes... ThisisMr. Mullrick... You received my letter?...
Good... | would not give the details by letter... Y ou will see me, you say... Tonight... Yes, | can cometo
mest you... Yes..."

Mullrick wrote some words upon the surface of atelephone pad. He nodded as he did so. Hewas
listening to the arrangement which the other was proposing.

"| shall meet you there,” he said. "Nine o'clock... | shal bewaiting... You arecominginacab... Yes, |
can join you when the driver signalswith the horn... Then to your gpartment to discuss matters..."

Mechanicaly, Mullrick inscribed another notation. He listened afew moments longer, then added afind
remark.

"If something should prevent me from being at the meeting place, do not wait more than four or five
minutes. Y ou can cal me here again, tomorrow, in case we should miss connections... Yes; | shdl surely
seeyou... Tonight, if possible...”

Mullrick arose from the telephone. He tore the dip of paper from the pad.

Heheld it close before his eyes, and dowly read its contents. He tore it to tiny fragments, then opened
the window by the telephone table and tossed the particles of paper into the breeze.

"Adios, papd blanco," he said. "Goodby, white paper with lost information. Pascud™ - Mullrick turned to
the Mexican and broke loose in Spanish - "you know the story of the spider and the fly? How the fly
walksinto the spider's parlor - and remains?’

Pascual nodded.

"Sometimes," added Mullrick, "itisthe fly himsdf who provides the parlor. Funny, eh, Pascud? Then the
spider must be wise. Because, Pascud, the fly may bewise, dso0.”

Mullrick spent afew minutesin thought. Then, awily gleam on hisface, he again went to the telephone.
He called anumber and recogni zed the voice of Jerry Herston.

"Hdlo, Jerry," hesaid. "I want to see you tonight... No, not there... Suppose | meet you... Yes, that'sa
good place... About nine o'clock... Listen, Jerry; make it ten minutes before nine... If I'm not there right
on the minute, wait - aslong as necessary... Yes... But let your watch stop with you. Understand? Ten
minutes of nineiswhen we mest..."

Hanging up the recaiver, Harland Mullrick swung to Pascud. He caled for his hat and coat. Donning the
garments, he strode from the apartment.

No hidden eyes were watching Harland Mullrick now. The Shadow had departed from his place of
observation at the window. Only one person remained to pick up Harland Mullrick'strail. That was
Harry Vincent, out in front of the gpartment house

AsHarland Mullrick cameinto Harry's view, he threw rapid glancesin both directions. He seemed to be
suspicious of observant eyes, even though he did not see the man who was watching him.



Sauntering along the street, Mullrick leisurely entered adrug store. He went into an acove. Harry,
entering behind him, noted that Mullrick did not emerge. The Shadow's agent sauntered by the spot
where Mullrick had gone. An exclamétion of ire came from Harry'slips.

The acove had a side door which opened on alittle dley. Harland Mullrick had chosen it for aquick
exit. The man whom Harry had been set to watch had cleverly luded the agent who had taken up his
trall!

CHAPTER VII. THE MEETING

IN the apartment above Mullrick's, Burbank was carefully arranging shorthand reports which he had
made of the conversations which he had heard. He placed the first notations at the lft of the table.

A gloved hand came through the gloom. It plucked the notes from the table. While Burbank sat stolidly in
his chair, The Shadow read the full discourse which Harland Mullrick had held with an unknown

Speaker.

A soft laugh sounded in the semidarkness. The Shadow knew the motive of the telephone cdl. The man
who had communicated with Harland Mullrick was thefirgt of the four who had been named on thelist
given Mullrick by Luis Santo.

Theligt existed now in Mullrick's memory done. Last night, Mullrick had dispatched aletter, which
Pascuad had mailed. The recipient had responded. Had Mullrick mentioned the name, The Shadow
would have gained aclew.

All that The Shadow knew wasthis. somewherein New Y ork, aman would be in ataxicab, awaiting
Mullrick's gppearance. The signd of ahorn would be the token by which Mullrick could recognize the
stranger whom he had planned to meet. Together, in the cab, the pair would be freeto ride to the
stranger's gpartment. There a discussion could be held.

The Shadow plucked the second report from the table. Thiswas the account of Mullrick's conversation
with Herston. Its purpose was obvious. Mullrick, after hisfirst call, had decided that an aibi might prove
useful after tonight; and he had arranged for that dibi to begin prior to nine o'clock.

The Shadow laughed. Even Burbank, accustomed to the occasional presence of The Shadow, felt the
chill of that snister taunt. The Shadow was studying Harland Mullrick's game. Keenly, he could shape the
intentions of the man who had come from Mexico. But without a clew to the place of the nine-o'clock
meeting, or the destination to which the taxicab would go, The Shadow was powerless.

Burbank sensed the Stuation. As he answered alow buzz which indicated atelephone call, he hoped that
thiswould be news of vaue. Burbank's monotonous voice conducted a short conversation. When the call
was ended, the tones remained the same. They did not show the disappointment which Burbank felt.

"Report from Vincent," he announced, in hisquiet way. "Mullrick dipped away from him. Went out
through a side entrance of adrug store. Next corner down the street.”

The swish of acloak. Again, Burbank felt agust of wind. He knew that The Shadow had made another
exit by the window.

Had the report of Vincent'sfailure inspired The Shadow to drastic action? Burbank did not know. He
had not seen into the gpartment below while Mullrick had been talking on the telephone.

A LONG hlack shape was pressed against the wall of the apartment house. Steadily, The Shadow was



descending. A smudgy sound gave evidence of the method which he used to move aong the precipitous
wall. With rubber cups affixed to hands and feet, The Shadow was moving downward in flylike fashion.

Burning eyes peered through the window of Mullrick's apartment; not the window opposite the door, but
the window at the Sde, near the telephone table. Mullrick had left the sash unlocked. Sowly, The
Shadow raised it.

Pascua was standing by the window opposite the door. He did not see the long, black-garbed arm that
camein from the side. The Shadow's|eft hand was no longer gloved. It had been released from its
rubber cup. The girasol glimmered with fantagtic rays as sedthy fingers noisdesdy tore away the sheet of
paper that now topped the tel ephone pad.

Hand and arm disappeared. The window sash closed. But Pascual, like Burbank, noted agust of wind.
Swinging, the servant stared toward the window which had glided shut.

With a spring, Pascual reached the spot and raised the sash. He stared out into the night. His gaze went
upward.

With ahorrified exclamation, the stolid Mexican staggered back. Superdtitioudy, he cowered. For in that
instant of upward staring, he had seen aweird apparition, a creature that appeared to be amammoth bat,

soreading its mighty wings.

Burning eyes! Pascud had seen them. The mongter had met his gaze. After his momentary spell of terror,
Pascud leaped again to the window. His eyes glittered as his hand drew forth along machete, the knife
which Pascua well could widld. With the wegpon in his grasp, the Mexican shot his head from the
window and peered upward. There was no sign of the creature which he had seen before.

Pascual sank back in relief. He muttered to himself as he closed the window. He trembled as he gripped
the machete. His mumbled words were audible.

"Vampirod Vampirod"

Unafraid of human foe, Pascua had quailed a sight of what he believed must be the supernatural.
Nothing human could have clung to that perpendicular wall.

Pascua locked the window. His breath came in long hisses as he watched for the return of theweird
monster. He hoped only that the giant bat had flown.

The Shadow had returned to the apartment above. He stopped at atable in a darkened room. The rays
of histiny flashlight cast avivid focus upon the sheet of paper which he had taken from Mullrick's

apartment.

With thefingers of hisright hand, The Shadow sprinkled a powder that resembled graphite. It formed a
grayish-black coating on the dip of paper. With easy, rubbing motion, the fingers smudged the powder.
A wave of the hand dispelled loose particles.

Where Harland Mullrick's pencil had made indentations through the top sheet of the pad - the sheet
which Mullrick had destroyed - marks of black revealed the notations on the second shest. In afaint
inscription, like acarbon tracing, The Shadow read the statements:

Club Gaaxy.

Nine o'clock.



Taxi Sgnas.
To Commander Apartments.

The hand of The Shadow crumpled the piece of paper. The light went out. The luminous did of awatch
appeared in the darkness. Its hands indicated fourteen minutes before nine. Moments of silencein the
darkness, the light returned.

The Shadow's hand, now gloved, stretched toward the table. Itslong forefinger traced atrianglein afilm
of dust. The points represented three places. The long side showed the space between the Club Galaxy -
well known in Manhattan - and the uptown apartments known as the Commander.

Thethird point of the triangle was The Shadow's present location. It lay closer to each of the other points
than they did to one another. Strategicdly, it offered opportunity. The Shadow, if he could not reach the
Club Galaxy before nine o'clock, could certainly arrive at the Commander Apartments and be waiting
there when the taxicab appeared.

The Shadow's choice lay purdly in his study of the situation. Would the menace of murder arise before
the cab reached the gpartments? Or would it exist only when the riders had gained their destination?

The Shadow's laugh gave the answer. Thelight clicked off. The Shadow moved through darkness.

NINE o'clock. The strident gong of a huge advertisng clock near Times Square was blasting forth the
hour, following amedley of discordant chimes. A hard-faced man with military stride stepped up to a
taxicab.

"Club Galaxy," he ordered. "Makeit inahurry."
"It'sonly down thisside Street,” protested the cab driver. "Haf ablock isal -"

"I'm picking up afriend,” returned the hard-faced man as he entered the cab. "Stop in front of the Galaxy.
Honk your horntwice."

"Right-0," returned the driver.

One minute later, the cab pulled up in front of the glittering night club. People were moving in and out.
The driver gave the horn two toots. No one appeared.

"Wiait," came the order from the back seet.

A minute passed. The doorman strode to the cab, spoketo the driver.

"You can't stay here, bud,” he began. "No parking in this space -"

"We are picking up a passenger,” came the harsh voice from in back. "Blow the horn again, driver."

Two honks sounded. A man appeared beside the cab. Seeing the arrival, the doorman opened the door
of thetaxi. The driver caught aglimpse of atal, stoop-shouldered man who wore agray fedora. Then
came the order from the man who had hired the cab.

"Commander Apartments. Uptown. Y ou know the address?
"Yes, gr," returned the driver.

Asthe cab sped uptown, the driver caught snatches of conversation. Automaticaly, some of them



perssted in hismind. He swung from traffic, and took the narrow side street upon which the Commander
Apartments fronted. He brought the car to aquick stop.

The door opened before the driver could reach it. Out stepped the man who wore the gray fedora. With
rapid stride, he entered the gpartment building. The driver turned to look for the hard-faced man who
hed first entered.

At that ingtant, atouring car jammed to a shrieking stop beside the cab. The driver turned quickly to note
three pasty faces |leaning from the car. He caught the flash of revolvers; he dropped to the floor of the
cab as shots broke loose.

With afierce, ddiberate fire, the mobstersriddied the interior of the cab. The driver, peering upward,
caught aglimpse of hisfirst passenger, haf risng, groggy, from the seet. Then the leaden missiles gained
effect. The hard-faced man sank with adull cry.

Thetouring car started forward. It shot on toward the avenue beyond the gpartment building. The driver,
seaing itstail-light, rose mechanicaly and clambered to the street. The doorman from the Commander
Apartments came faltering forward.

Ungteadily, the driver yanked open the door of the cab. The stock body of the hard-faced man tumbled
out. It plunged across the step, struck head foremost upon the curb and rolled face upward on the
gdewak.

GUNS were barking at the corner of the avenue. Neither the driver nor the doorman sensed the sound.
Both were staring in dumbfounded recognition. The driver saw the face of the man who had hailed him
near Times Square - the passenger who had ordered him to the Club Galaxy to pick up afriend.

The doorman saw aface he knew. His gasping words expressed his recognition in short, horrified tones.

"It'sMr. Sdlbrig!" he exclaimed. "Mr. Sdbrig - Roy Selbrig. He's - he's been living here for months.
That's Roy Selbrig. Cdl the police - the police -"

Other men were coming from the apartment house. They were surrounding the body on the sidewalk.
They stared, Sickened, at the bleeding, bullet-riddied form. The doorman'sidentification had been
correct.

Thiswas Roy Sdbrig. He was the man who had called Harland Mullrick tonight. He had kept his
appointment at the Galaxy. Death was the result.

"He's been murdered!” gasped the doorman. "Roy Selbrig murdered -"
"Therewasafdlow with him," began thedriver.
"Thepolice-"

The doorman's demand ended. New shots were bursting from the corner. The crowd scattered for the
shelter of the gpartment house. Roy Selbrig's dead body lay aone upon the sdewak. Ganged at the
entrance to the place he lived, Roy Sdlbrig had been dain. Death had fallen. The hand of The Shadow
had not been there to day it!

CHAPTER VIII. FROM THE MARQUEE

THE dayersin the touring car had encountered trouble at the end of the street. The sound of their
murderous shots had been heard. A traffic officer, stationed at intersection of street and avenue, had



acted with promptitude.

He had ordered the driver of an approaching van to swing his huge vehicle upon the sdewak. The driver
had obeyed. Theimmense van, stretching its great length from curb to curb, blockaded the end of the
Sde street. The maneuver was accomplished before the mobsmen arrived.

Thefirst shots were the efforts of the gangstersto force the van away. The driver had fled from his post.
While his companions had opened their second fire, the gunman at the whed of the touring car managed
to swing the automobile about. With guns blazing, the gangster-manned car was reversing its course.

The fusillade cleared the street like magic. Scurrying men were just in time to reach the door of the
Commander Apartments. The mobsters spread their fire in the lighted space beneath the broad marquee
which stretched, like a projecting roof, in front of the apartment-house entrance.

Thetouring car swept past the abandoned taxicab, while revolver bullets sprayed walls and windows.
Then, asasiren sounded from the end of the street toward which the car was headed, the driver, with a
loud oath, ground the brakes. His companions saw the reason for his stop. A police car, of theradio
patrol, had entered the street from the other end!

Killers were trapped. The storage van blocked one way of escape; the police were approaching from the
other. The gangster car had swerved with the application of the brakes, men were dropping to the street
to useit as shelter against the police attack.

Thaose within the gpartment-house lobby were peering forth from window ledges. They saw the
gangsters. Two mobsmen were facing in their direction, ready to shoot should anyone be bold enough to
appear. The gangsters beside them, aswell as two who had remained within the car, were watching the
lights of the nearing police car.

None saw the figure approaching from the other direction. Coming from the end of the street where the
van formed ablockade, a swift form in black was heading toward the lighted zone beneath the sheltering
marquee.

The Shadow had arrived upon this scene where battle loomed!

TEN pacesfrom the realm of light, The Shadow changed his course. A shot from here would have been
awarning to the mobsters. Further advance - into the light - would have been suicida. Besdethe
darkened front of the gpartment building, The Shadow moved in hisnew direction. Upward!

Gloved hands caught the grille work of a high first-story window. With amazing swiftness, The Shadow
sprang up the wall. He caught a cornice above the window. With amighty swing, he gained the edge of
the marquee. Histall form flattened in the darkness above. It edged aong the projecting roof to the
ornamenta ironwork that marked the front of the marquee.

The searchlight of the police car showed the touring car. The lights of the gunmen's vehicle were ot.
Officersof the law, though knowing that desperate men awaited them, came boldly onward. Shots came
from the police car. Uniformed men legped from its Sides and crouched asthey opened fire.

Gangster revolvers blazed. Shots splattered from both sides. This opening fusillade waswild. With
mobsters trapped, the police had the advantage. The two members of the patrol car, with otherswho
had |eaped upon their running board, had only to keep their enemies at bay until reinforcements arrived.

They had the mobsters trapped, they thought. Not for an instant did the police suspect the truth; that
they, not the gunmen, were ensnared. Only The Shadow, prone on the marquee, could see the fate that



awaited the attacking officers.

Viewing the murder car at an angle, from above, The Shadow caught the glimmer of stedl in the back
Sedt.

Two mobsters were aiming amachine gun in the direction of the police car. They awaited only the word
of their leader before they fired.

The word came. An evil voice snarled a sharp oath from beside the touring car. Crouching men aroseto
loose their deadly fire.

A roar burgt from the front edge of the marquee. Vivid tongues of flame flashed forth. An automatic in
each hand, The Shadow opened fire. The bullets of his huge .45s were loosed before the machine
gunners had achance to obey the order given.

One body dumped in the back seat. The other gangster made afutile effort to grasp the heavy machine
gun. He screamed as abullet clipped him in the back. With awrithe of agony, he plunged head foremost
from the touring car.

THE flames from The Shadow's guns were signds to the two gunmen who watched the apartment
building. There had been six mobsmenin al. Two were dtill blazing with revolvers a the police; two had
fadlen within the car. The pair of thugs on watch for such an attack asthiswere ready with their

Wwespons.

Revolvers spoke as hasty shots were directed upward. One bullet zinged whining past The Shadow's
head. Another smacked the ornamental iron afoot to the Ieft of The Shadow's position. Asfingers sought
to presstriggers for more certain shots, The Shadow responded with his automatics.

One mobsmen fell. The other staggered, but would not down. Brandishing hisrevolver, he ill returned
The Shadow'sfire. Bullet for bullet, he battled with the master fighter.

Hisrevolver shotswinged againgt the edge of the marquee. Two struck the very spot where The Shadow
had been. But The Shadow, while he used one automatic, was edging to anew position.

Each burgt of his huge gun meant another bullet in the staggering gangster's body. Loaded with burning
lead, the toughened mobster collapsed and lay till. His companions had turned to learn the trouble. They
saw thefind burgts of flame. They knew the menace above the marquee!

Cries came from the policemen. Bullets whistled past the heads of the startled mobsters. Rapid shots
crashed through the sides of the touring car.

One of the gangsters - the leader - barked an order to his companion. Asthe second man fired at the
marquee, the leader, heavy but swift, dashed toward the door of the apartment building.

The Shadow's second automatic spoke. A bullet from its muzzle stopped the shooting mobster in his
tracks. But as The Shadow swung hisarm to cover the fleeing gang leader, the stdwart runner gained the
shelter of the marquee.

Hewasfleeing for safety. Police were on histrail. He would be lucky to escape. The Shadow edged
back into blackness as the searchlight of the police car came swiftly forward and uniformed men
appeared.

The Shadow's head seemed to join the ornamental semicircles of iron that fringed the marquee. Hiskeen
eyes, peering downward, could watch dl that occurred.



Two policemen had dashed into the gpartment house. Two others had stopped beside the dead form of
Roy Selbrig. Not one looked toward the marquee above. The officers, stationed up the street, had not
seen the source of theterrific fusillade which had saved them. They had been busy plugging at the
mobsters below.

Confusion followed. The police were retoring order. They were keeping people within doors, stopping
traffic on the street. The searchlight of the patrol car cast its brilliant gleam upon the bodies of dead
gangsters. The officers discovered the dead machine gunners and their terrible wespon.

Silent, The Shadow watched this curious medley. After many minutes had passed, he suddenly observed
two men who were stepping from anew police car. One, aswarthy, stocky individual, was Detective Joe
Cardona, ace of the New Y ork force. The other was evidently a second man from headquarters.

CARDONA walked up to the group beside the curb. As he stood near Roy Selbrig's body, the ace
detective was plainly visible to The Shadow. Policemen, reporting to the detective, told the story of the
gun fight. Cardonawas more interested in the events that had preceded the fray.

Thetaxi driver stepped forward. Cardona examined the card within the cab. He recognized the fellow's
photograph. He quizzed the driver on what had happened.

"| picked thisfellow up at Times Square,” explained the cabby. ""He wanted me to drive him to the Club
Gaaxy - it wasonly haf ablock away. He says to me there would be another passenger there."

The cab man indicated Roy Selbrig as he spoke.
"Go on," prodded Cardona.

"The other guy getsinto the car in front of the Club Gaaxy," resumed the driver. "He and this bird was
talkin' about Mexico. | heard'em give alot of crazy names. Just snatcheswasdl | heard. Y eah - they
said somethin' about cigarettes, too.

"Then we hits here. The new guy gets out an' leavesthisfellow in the cab. Bingo! Up comes the mob an'
giveshimtheworks."

"What did the second passenger look like?' quizzed Cardona.

"Didn't get agood dant at hisface," admitted the driver. "Kind of tanned, he was, as| remember him, but
| ain't sure about that. He was wearin' agray hat - | didn't notice his coat.”

"A fedorahat, | should say, gr,” interrupted the doorman from the Commander Apartments. " Gray was
thecolor, sr."

"A fedora, hey," returned Cardona. "That's just afancy name for a soft hat, so far aswe're concerned.
Did you seethisfelow with the fedora?"

"He passed by me, sir,” declared the doorman. "1 happened to glance after him, and | noted the hat quite
digtinctly. He went into the gpartment house, air -"

"Then he must bein there now!"

"Not necessarily, Sir. Thereis another entrance on the next street, but it is seldom used. Thereisno
doorman in attendance at the far door at any time, Sr.”

"Inand out,” grumbled Cardona. "The old trick. Gone while the shooting istaking place. What about the



killing. Did you seethat, too?"

"l wasin the doorway, sir," testified the doorman. "1 heard the shots; | saw the phagton drive dong the
street. | rushed out to the cab, gir. | recognized Roy Selbrig when he tumbled to the sdewalk.”

"The phaeton?"' quizzed Cardona. "'Y ou mean the touring car with the gunmen init?'
"Precisdy, gr."

"Maybe the doorman at the Club Galaxy spotted the second guy | took in," volunteered the cab driver. "I
don't think so, though, because he was talkin' to me, orderin’ me to move dong and -"

"Well go down there later," snapped Cardona. He turned to the policemen. "What about this man who
got away?'

"Crowded right through the lobby," asserted the officer. "They dl scattered when they saw him coming.
He went out through the other door.”

"Was hethe leader?'
"Looked likeit."

THE detective who had come with Cardona was now approaching. He had been looking at the bodies
of the dead gangsters. He spoke in aknowing tone.

"One of those birds," heinformed Cardona, "is Terry Grasch. I'd know his mug any place. | thought he
had scrammed from New Y ork."

"You're sure of that, Clausey?' asked Cardona.

The other detective nodded. Cardona became interested. Jm Clausey was a comparatively new man on
theforce. Assigned to the underworld because he was unknown to mobsters, Clausey had gained
congderable knowledge of current affairsin gangdom.

"What's more," added Clausey, "I've got agood ideawho the bird was that made the get-away - the one
you were just talking about. There's only one guy Terry Grasch ever worked for."

"Who'sthat?'

"SugsRaffney.”

This name was by no means unfamiliar to Joe Cardona. "Sugs' Raffney was a strong-arm man, one-time
speakeasy bouncer, who had gonein for a short career as agang leader. He had made aquick exit afew
months before, dong with afew of his most capable henchmen. Sugs and his crew were supposed to be
out of New Y ork, or elsein close hiding. The regppearance of thisformidable criminal was an
unfortunate event.

"Sugs Raffney, en?" mused Cardona. "Well, if thiswas his outfit, it'sa sure bet hell stay under cover
from now on. Y ou boys' - he was speaking in a complimentary tone to the policemen - "made a perfect
wipe-out here. It'sgoing to be tough for anyoneto find Slugs Raffney."

More questions followed. Cardonalooked over the scene of carnage. When he saw the machine gun and
its dead operators, a puzzled look appeared upon Cardona's face. He doubted that the police had done
thiswork. Ingtinctively, Cardona glanced toward the projecting marquee.



Joe Cardona had an inkling. Shots from that spot could well have daughtered these dead machine
gunners. Shots from the street would havefailed. A lurking idea entered Cardonas mind.

Joe was thinking of The Shadow. Although his reports never mentioned the name of The Shadow, Joe
Cardonaknew that such abeing existed. He had seen former evidences of the mighty fighter's prowess.
Hetook this as another event in which The Shadow had brought much-needed rescue to those who
fought for thelaw.

Joe Cardona walked back to the curb. He spoke to Jm Clausey. He said nothing regarding his suspicion
of The Shadow's presence. He referred only to those whom he believed had had apart in crime itsdlf.

"You get on thetrail of Sugs Raffney,” he suggested. "Pick it up - if you can. My job isto locate the
other guy - the one with the gray fedora. Believe me, he could tell us plenty about this!™

The detectives went their way. Roy Selbrig's body was removed, to be taken to the morgue, along with
the dead gangsters. Policemen moved aong. The placid street regained itsformer quiet.

SOMETHING stirred atop the marquee which extended over the lighted sidewalk.

A soft laugh whispered from unseen lips. The Shadow rose crouching, to leave his hiding place. There
was snigter irony in hismirth. The Shadow had heard all that was said. Through his keen brain passed
the last words which Joe Cardona had uttered - the reference to the man in the gray fedora.

Cardonawas right. That man could tell plenty about the death of Roy Selbrig. Asyet, however,
Cardonas task was impossible. There were not sufficient clewsto trail the man with the fedora

The Shadow's laugh was repested. It was alaugh of understanding. It meant that The Shadow knew the
identity of the passenger who had |eft the cab to enter the Commander Apartments. The Shadow, had he
chosen, could have cried out the name that Joe Cardona wanted; but The Shadow had desisted.

The time would come when Joe Cardonawould learn. The detective's knowledge would be gained
through The Shadow. But for the present, The Shadow chose to wait. He was fighting alone battle for
the present; a conflict with amaster plotter who was seeking gain through murder.

New crime would be attempted. The Shadow would have his opportunity to thwart them. When the
murderer was cornered, there would be no doubt about his guilt!

BURBANK, at the table in the apartment above 4H, answered the call of asinister voice. The Shadow's
tones ordered him to remain constantly at his post. Burbank responded his understanding. The Shadow
had spoken.

When crime again was due, The Shadow would have more timeto arrange his plans of action. Tonight,
he had not been present when Roy Selbrig had died. Would he be present when murder again stalked?

Only The Shadow knew!

Whatever his plans, The Shadow had the key. Hiswork was to watch for Harland Mullrick's next move.
It would be the forerunner of desth. When Mullrick moved, The Shadow would respond!

The marqueein front of the Commander Apartments no longer held its human burden. That spot had
served The Shadow's purpose. In action and in silent listening, The Shadow had there remained unseen!

CHAPTER IX. THE SECOND LETTER



HARLAND MULLRICK, attired in dressing gown, was segted at the open window of hisliving room. It
was the next afternoon; the weather was mild outside. Pascual, an apprehensive look in his dark eyes,
waswatching his master. Mullrick caught the servant's gaze.

"What isthe matter, Pascua?" he questioned in Spanish. 'Y ou seem to be afraid of something.”

"The day growslate, senor,” replied the servant in asober tone. "It isnot wise to Sit beside the open
window. Especialy, senor, after dark.”

"Porque?’ questioned Mullrick, with alaugh.

"l have seen,” replied Pascud. "1 have looked from that window, senor, at night. | have seen.”
"What have you seen?"

"Vampirod" whispered Pascudl. "A grest bat, with largewings -"

The servant paused to illustrate by spreading his arms gpart. His serious expression made Mullrick
wonder. At last, Mullrick laughed.

"Nonsense," he said. "If you should tell me, Pascud that you had seen human enemies, that would be
different.”

"Onthewadl, senor," indsted Pascud. "Outsde of the window."

"A vampire!" laughed Mullrick. "Well, it would take something like a huge bat to hang on to those bricks.
Forget it, Pascud. Y ou make me nervous. Open the door.”

As Pascud obeyed, responding to aknock that Mullrick had heard, Mullrick himsalf closed the window.
He turned about to face Jerry Herston.

"Hello, Jerry," said Mullrick quietly. "Sit down. I've been waiting for you to show up.”

HERSTON nodded solemnly. He took a chair and waited for Mullrick to resume the conversation.
Mullrick picked up anewspaper from the table and handed it to hisvisitor.

"Jarry," hesaid, "as my confidant - investigator - or what have you, tell me your opinion of this Selbrig
killing."

Jerry Herston looked at the newspaper. He had aready read the account which was evidenced by
glaring front-page headlines. He perused it again, however; then looked squarely at hisemployer.

"I'd buy anew hat, if | wereyou," he stated frankly.
Mullrick laughed.

"Don't befoolish, Jerry,” he said. "Take alook when you go downtown. Y ou'll see more gray hats than
any other color. That clew means nothing. Look at your own hat. It'sgray, too."

"A gray fedoraisunusud"

"Any soft hat isafedora, Jerry. The doorman at the Commander Apartmentsis high-mannered. That's
all. He cdlled the hat afedora, and the news hounds picked it up because it sounded unusud. That'sal.
No, Jerry, | like my own hat.



"Suppose” - Mullrick's tone was speculative "that | asked you, Jerry, to find the man who wore the gray
fedoraat the Commander Apartments. Assuming that you were working blind - asthis Detective
Cardonais - wherewould you begin?'

"That's atough question, Mullrick. I've got something more important to talk about. Those chorineswe
met at quarter past ten were al mixed up about the time. They'll say we met them at ten minutes of nine
just asquickly as | will -"

"Forget your own opinions, Jarry," interposed Mullrick. "Takeit for granted that | was late in meeting you
last night purely because | thought | was being watched when | 1€ft this gpartment house. When aman's
watched, he dodges, which takestime."

"That's O.K.," responded Herston. "I get your point. I'm to be a detective tonight - forget the alibi
business. Well, if | happened to be in Cardona's boots, 1'd take a shot at finding Slugs Raffney. He'sthe
guy that was running that gang, sure enough.”

"What do you know about Raffney?

"He'sawise bimbo. Husky as abull. Used to be abouncer in aspeak. He can use agat, too. HEsa
good man - for those who need his services."

"Do you think Cardonawill find him?"
"No. Not unless he bobs up again. That would be a big mistake. Sugs ought to keep under cover."
"What do they say about him in the underworld?!

"They knew he had dug out somewhere. He knows plenty of men who have dough. Working around the
speaks, you know. That gave him the acquaintances. The boysin the bad lands all figured that Sugs had
gonein for some gilt-edged work - nice dough and a chanceto lay low. Say -"

"What isit?" questioned Mullrick anxioudy.

"If Cardona had found out anything about that L uis Santo business, held see a hook-up quick enough.
Slugswould have been just the guy to hide out on aboat for awhile. With some of his ouitfit, too. Those
birds that must have chucked Santo overboard -"

"Confine yoursdf to known facts," suggested Mullrick suavely. "Keep to thisaffair of last night. What
chance does Cardona have of finding Sugs Raffney?'

"None," decided Jerry. "Sugs has taken to cover. Hismob iswiped out - if theré's any of them left, they
were under cover dl thewhile, and Slugsis probably with them now."

"All right,” said Mullrick. "Well, if he can't get Sugs, what will Cardonado?’
"Hell look for the guy in the gray fedora," asserted Jerry Herston, in an emphatic tone.
"Why?" asked Mullrick.

"Because," said Herston, "he's got agood theory. The guy with the hat hasn't shown up, hashe?' Herston
pointed to the columnsin the late newspaper. "All right; that's given Cardona the hunch that the whole lay
was aset-up. Selbrig groggy in thetaxi. The other guy gets out; as soon as he's in the gpartment house,
up comes the mob and gives Sdlbrig the works. Made to look like amob killing.

"It would have been O.K. if the cops hadn't butted in. When they found that Slugs Raffney wasin on the



game, the job looked different.”
"l guessyou'reright, Jerry," mused Mullrick.

"It was apretty neat job at that," asserted Herston, in an approving tone. " Things went wrong - that's all.
Just the same, it looked better than this finesse stuff you were talking about. A bunch of gats work better
thantricks."

"Attimes" agreed Mullrick. "In Mexico, however, | have seen some murdersthat wereintriguing, to say
theleast."

A pause. Findly, Mullrick arose. He went to the clothes closet, put on his coat, and took out his gray soft
hat. He smiled as he adjusted it jauntily on his head.

"Don't mind being seen with me, do you, Jerry?" he questioned, with alaugh.

"Me?" Jerry snorted. "I've got agray hat, too. Besidesthat, I'm the best alibi maker in New Y ork. Don't
forget that."

Asthe two neared the door, Mullrick noted that Pascua had come into the living room. He drew an
envelope from his pocket. He handed it to the servant.

"Besure and mall this, Pascud,” he said. "Put astamp on it; send it later. Senor Herston and | are going
out. We shdl have dinner together. Back by midnight.”

Thewords were ajargon of English mixed with Spanish terms. Pascua nodded to show that he
understood. When the two men had gone, the servant affixed a stamp to the letter and laid the envelope
on the telephone table.

SOME minutes afterward, the door of the apartment opened softly. Thetall form of The Shadow entered
the room. Pascual was absent.

Peering from the entry, The Shadow spied the letter. With swift, stedthy stride, he covered the space
between entry and table. He picked up the envelop.

The Shadow stared. The letter was addressed to Harland Mullrick, at this address! Suspecting trickery,
The Shadow deftly opened the flap, which wasinsecurely sedled. A folded sheet of paper cameforth. It
was blank!

Without delay, The Shadow resedled the envelope. He replaced it on the table. He glided from the living
room.

Pascua entered. He stared about suspicioudy; he failed to see The Shadow's form. The secret visitant
had stepped behind the projecting side of the archway. Pascua went over to the letter. Momentarily, his
view of the entry was obscured. The outer door opened, and The Shadow glided forth.

The next token of The Shadow's presence came when alight clicked in his sanctum. The Shadow's
hands appeared beneath the light. The girasol sparkled as the hands spread clippings that had come from
Rutledge Mann.

Then came stenographic reports of Burbank's. Theseincluded al that had been said in Mullrick's
gpartment. The Shadow considered the brief talk between Mullrick and Pascua. He viewed the detailed
conversation that Mullrick had held with Herston.



Through Mullrick's conversation, The Shadow was reading the man's thoughts. He traced the fact that
Mullrick, unquestionably adiplomat, frequently velled the ideas that passed through his brain. He could
see how Mullrick had sounded Herston out.

The Shadow aso gave close attention to the words of Pascua and Mullrick's reception of them. A laugh
crept through the sanctum. Upon a sheet of paper, The Shadow traced these conclusions:

Pascud talks of vampires.

Mullrick knows he has seen something.
He fears hidden intruders.

The letter he gave Pascud isahoax.

A pause. The Shadow's hand lingered long above the paper. The words that were written began to
disappear. They vanished, one by one, as though wiped out by an unseen hand. When only blankness
remained, The Shadow wrote this statement:

Mullrick ismailing the second letter himsdlf.

Thiswasthefina conclusion. It waswritten dowly in even script. The words were watched by unseen
eyes. When they began to fade, the drying ink disappeared with the same precision as the making of the
inscription itself. Letter by letter, The Shadow's statement passed into oblivion - savein the mind of the
master investigator.

The light clicked off. The Shadow'slaugh reverberated through the thick darkness. Another test was
coming. It would arrive when Harland Mullrick heard from the recipient of the second | etter.

Roy Selbrig had died. What would be the fate of the next man? The hidden knowledge of The Shadow
would be needed in the approaching crisis. If the second man of four arrived to keep arendezvous, it
would behoove The Shadow to be there.

Danger loomed; The Shadow knew it. He was one who relished danger, this phantom who fought with
crime. The Shadow's laugh, asit died grotesquely, seemed to show his scorn for the plotter whose plans
confronted him.

The deeth of Roy Sdlbrig was but the stimulus for new efforts on The Shadow's part. The fading laughin
the sanctum dwindled to afinal mockery. The Shadow was gone.

CHAPTER X. ONE THREE SEVEN EIGHT

THREE days after the startling events which had marked the death of Roy Sdlbrig, ashort, rotund man
entered the lobby of the Hotel Goliath, in New Y ork. He signed the register, marking hisnameasH. J.
Pelley, of Columbus, Ohio. He was assigned Room 1378.

There was something furtive in the bearing of this man who cdled himsdf Pelley. The characteristic
displayed itself as soon ashe was donein hisroom on the thirteenth floor. He sat at awriting tablein the
corner, and stared out into the growing dusk that formed a cloudy haze above Manhattan. Then, with a
dight show of nervousness, he picked up the telephone and called anumber.

"Mullrick?" heinquired, when he heard avoice over thewire. "Good. ThisisBurton Blissip, of Buffao...
Received your letter..."



A pausewhile Blissip listened to Mullrick talk in amatter-of-fact tone. Then the rotund man took up the
conversation.

"Followed your advice," he said. "Nobody knows I've cometo New Y ork. My name hereis - well,
never mind that... I'll tell you where | am... Room 1378... Hotel Galiath, yes..."

Blissip heard abrief acknowledgment. Then, in acautioustone, he said:
"I can tell you alot about Mexico, when you get over here... I'll wait in until you come... What isthat?'
Blissp'sface clouded in momentary perplexity. Then it cleared. The man smiled.

"All right," he said. "I'll expect to hear from you before deven o'clock... I'm not telling anyone that I'min
town... Thismysterious business of yours has puzzled me abit, but | figure you can explainit al whenyou
seeme... | brought along amap of Mexico, but alarger one would be better if you haveit. Good... Don't
forget the room number... 1378."

Burton Blissp of Buffalo hung up the recelver. He opened his suitcase and took out afolded map. He
laid it on the writing table. Glancing at hiswatch, he noted that it was nearly six o'clock. He decided to go
out to dinner.

THE telephone cal had been one-sided. Harland Mullrick, seated in hisliving room, had spoken only in
short, terse syllables. Rising from histelephone table, he folded adip of paper upon which he had written
the number 1378. He faced Jerry Herston. who was seated at the other side of the room.

"Another one of those nut phone cdls," remarked Mullrick, in anonchaant tone. "Ever sincel've arrived
from Mexico, I've had crazy birds bothering meto find out if there are any opportunities down in that
country.”

"I noticed the other fellow was doing mogt of thetalking,” observed Herston. "Who was he?!

"I wrote hisname here," returned Mullrick, holding up the dip of paper. "That doesn't mean anything,
though. | might aswell forget it. Y ou heard me gtal thefdlow, didn't you? I'll never bother to look him

up."

Mullrick was gtrolling by the end window as he spoke. He stopped and raised the sash. Its creaking
noise was plain just above the sll. Mullrick tore the paper into two pieces and tossed the halves through
the narrow space between sash and sill. He closed the window and sat down to tunein the radio.

In his careless, indifferent pose, Harland Mullrick had not noticed that the torn pieces of paper had not
passed beyond the sill. They rested there, white bits upon the darkened sill. It wasamild evening; only a
dight breeze was stirring. The pieces of paper remained.

IN the agpartment above, Burbank laid aside his ear phones. He dropped his pencil on his sheet of notes.
He had heard the monosyllables of Mullrick's telephone conversation. They merdly formed an
unintelligible jargon, which reed:

"Hello... Whoiscaling... Oh, yes... | see. You decided to look me up... That'sright. It's hardly
important... Yes... Yes... A good hotel... Yes... | cannot promise to see you tonight... I'm very busy; if |
have the opportunity, I'll get in touch with you. Y ou understand, of course... All right... Good... Yes, |
can... | havealarge map... I'll remember it..."

Under the notation, Burbank had added the remarks passed between Mullrick and Herston. After this,
he had added the comments: "window raised” and "radio turned on." Burbank had plainly heard the



grating of the lifted sash, which was just above the hidden microphone that Burbank had planted behind
theradiator in Mullrick's living room.

Knowing that there would be no further conversation during the next few minutes, Burbank had deserted
his post for the express purpose of learning - if possible - why Mullrick had raised the window. Moving
to the corresponding window of his own gpartment, Burbank raised the sash and peered below. His
back made abulky block against the dusky twilight. Looking downward, Burbank saw two white spots
upon the outer sill of Mullrick'swindow.

A dight flutter indicated that these were dips of paper. Burbank wanted them. Unlike The Shadow, he
had no capability for making precipitous descents. Nevertheless, Burbank was resourceful. He stepped
back from the window. He looked upward; then reached in that direction. He brought down atelescopic
curtain rod which stretched above the window.

Burbank, during hislong hours of duty, resorted to one methodica habit as he bided away thetime. He
aways had asupply of chewing gum. Holding the curtain rod, he pulled a piece of gum from his mouth
and affixed the sticky object to the end of the curtain rod.

L eaning from the window, he stretched the rod downward. He pressed its end against one piece of
paper and drew the rod upward. hand over hand.

Detaching the dip, Burbank let the rod down to capture the other piece of paper. Here he made an error
in caculation. The elusive paper flipped over from agust of breeze; Burbank's curtain rod swung dightly.
The dip dropped from the edge of the outer sill. Caught in adight eddy of air, it floated down the wall for
afoot or more, and lodged on the narrow projecting cornice.

This gave Burbank amore difficult task; at the sametime, it obviated the need for caution. The dip of
paper was away from Mullrick's window. Climbing to the sill of his own window, Burbank clutched the
window frame with hisright hand. The swinging curtain rod in hisleft he stretched hisfree arm along the
wall and let the end of the rod touch the cornice. It barely reached. A motion of hiswrist; Burbank
planted the gummed end of the curtain rod upon the second dip.

Back to asafer position, Burbank brought the rod up hand over hand, telescoped it, and removed the
second bit of paper. He hurried back to the ear phones. He could hear the radio still playing.

Removing the set, Burbank put other ear phones on his head. He connected with The Shadow's sanctum,
while he laid out the dips of paper. The Shadow's voice came over the wire. In brief words, Burbank
explained what he had done. He read off the figures: "' One three seven eight.”

"Await arrival," came The Shadow's order.

Burbank closed the connection and went back to his dictograph receiver. He heard the radio stop
abruptly. He listened for new conversation.

IN the gpartment below, Harland Mullrick began to pace the floor. He was wrapped in thought. Jerry
Herston sat solidly awaiting word from him. Pascud was crossing the living room, engaged on some
minor duty.

It was quite dark outside; none of the three had observed the manipulated curtain rod which Burbank
had carefully maneuvered beyond the window.

"I've got to be careful, Jerry,” remarked Mullrick. "That'swhy | had you look over the telephone
connection to this gpartment. Y ou are sure that there's not achance of atapped wire at the termina



box?"

"Not achance," returned Herston. " Say, Mullrick, if any dumb dicks aretrying to get anything on you, I'd
know it quick enough.”

"I'm counting on that, Jerry. At the sametime, it paysto be cautious. When | dedl with certain people, |
don't tell others abouit it. I've made an exception in your case, because | know | can rely on you."

Mullrick paused. It appeared for afew minutesthat he intended to talk morefully. But as he surveyed
Jerry Herston with shrewd eyes, Mullrick evidently decided to keep hisimportant ideas to himself.

"Fix up something for tonight,” he ordered. "I'll go out with you again, Jarry. | want to think thingsover a
while, by mysdlf. Y ou run downtown for dinner. Suppose | meet you about eight o'clock.”

"Andif -"
"Cdl it eight. If you have to wait afew minutes, or maybe more -"
"It will ill be eight o'clock."

Herston arose from his chair and strolled to the door. Pascua gave him hishat and coat. The
ex-detective departed.

When he had gone, Harland Mullrick still continued to pace the floor. At last, he sat down by thetable.
He drew apencil from his pocket, picked up a sheet of paper, and wrote the name:

Roy Sdbrig.

Then, with definite deliberation, Mullrick drove aline directly through the name. That linewasan
indication that Roy Selbrig was dead. He wasthe first man on the list that Luis Santo had given Mullrick.

As he had told Santo, Mullrick was keeping those namesin mind. But with one gone - off thelist forever
- Mullrick seemed better able to concentrate when he had marked the fact.

Thoughtfully, Mullrick folded the sheet of paper. He was about to tear it up when he changed his mind.
There were some books lying on the table; they were large volumes that dealt with Mexico. Between the
leaves of one of these, abook entitled "The Conquest of the Aztecs," Mullrick placed the folded sheet of
paper that bore Roy Selbrig's name.

"Lacomida, senor?' questioned Pascud, from an inner door of the living room.
"Dinner?’ responded Mullrick. "No, Pascud, | am not hungry. | shdl dinelater - after | go out.”

Going to atable drawer, Mullrick produced the folded map of Mexico. He opened it and ran hisfinger
from point to point. Burton Blissp had spoken of amap. Thiswas an excellent one. Mullrick placed a
finger upon the State of Sinaloa, bordering, anarrow gtrip, upon the Pacific on aline with thetip of the
Lower Cdiforniapeninsula

Hetraced his course eastward to the state of Durango. There, reflectively, Mullrick marked the spot that
wasin hismind. He was debating with himsdlf regarding Burton Blissip, the second of the four.

MILLIONSin minerd wedlth - therein the lost mines of Durango! With the knowledge that he aready
possessed, Harland Mullrick was confident that he could find the chosen spot within the option limit of Six
months.



Y et Burton Blissip, like Roy Sdlbrig, could either make or mar the game. Blissip had cometo New Y ork
in response to Mullrick's second letter. Mullrick folded the map. What if he should ignore the man from
Buffao, who now occupied Room 1378 at the Goliath Hotel ?

If Blissip wereignorant of what Mullrick wanted - and Mullrick's | etter had been acagey one- Blissip
might prove to be of no consequencein thisaffair. Y et the middle course did not appeal to Harland
Mullrick. He opened the Aztec volume and brought out the folded paper. He studied the crossed-of f
name of Roy Sdlbrig.

Burton Blissip, if hewould accept an offer, would give surety to Mullrick's option even though Blissip's
demand might be exorbitant. Burton Blissip, if he were dead, like Roy Sdlbrig, could do naught to
interfere with Mullrick's search for the lost mines.

Nervoudy, Mullrick folded the paper and thrust it back into the big book. He clenched hisfistsfeverishly,
asthough inspired by hideousworry.

Then, seeing Pascud watching him, Mullrick laughed. His cam came back. Cool and calculating, he sat
downinalarge chair and lighted acigarette.

"Dinner," he mused adoud. "It isnot abad idea, Pascud. | shdl rest alittle while, then go out to dinner,
alone, a some good hotel. After that, Pascual, | shall meet Senor Herston. | am worried a bit tonight.
Restless, Pascua. Tomorrow, | shall feed more at ease - perhaps -"

UPSTAIRS, Burbank, at the ear phones, was recording what Mullrick had said. A clock on thetable
showed haf past seven. A soft whisper sounded through the room. Burbank pointed to the torn paper
that lay beside him. He did not turn.

Burbank knew that the hidden eyes of The Shadow were studying that memorandum which Harland
Mullrick thought had been destroyed and scattered. A gloved hand reached forward and picked up the
shorthand notes which Burbank had taken.

One statement by Mullrick, when he had spoken over the phone, caught The Shadow's keen attention. It
conssted of thewords: "A good hotel.”

The figures on the torn dip of paper formed the number 1378.

A coincidence - that number written while Mullrick had been speaking about a hotel. The Shadow knew
the answer. The man who had called Mullrick must be registered at some hotel in New Y ork, occupying
Room 1378.

The Shadow aso noted other statements, particularly Mullrick's reference to amap. But his main thought
was directed to the matter of the hotel. New Y ork, a city with hundreds of hotels, presented a
tremendous problem to one who might attempt to locate an individua through hisroom number aone.

The Shadow spoke to Burbank. His whisper was an order, given in two words:
"Hotel data.”

Burbank reached beside histable. He opened a suitcase which proved to be a portable filing cabinet with
two divisons. From theletter "H" he brought out afolder marked "Hotels." He placed it on the table. The
Shadow carried it away.

Beneath ashaded lamp in another room, The Shadow began aquick survey of the information. A soft
laugh sounded by the lamp. The Shadow had found aquick solution to the problem. The number of the



hotel room wasthe key.

With ungloved finger, The Shadow was tracing through the tabulated Stetistics of hotelsin Manhattan.
These reference sheets, which Burbank aways had available as information for The Shadow's agents,
was proving useful. The Shadow waslooking at the name of each hotd that had athirteenth floor!

Oddly, the list was decidedly limited. The Shadow knew that such would be the case. The older hotels,
those erected more than two decades ago, were large structures, but not high ones. They were diminated
because they did not reach aheight of thirteen stories.

The modern hotels - many in number - reached to greeter elevations. Here, however, the Satistics
showed another point. In the great mgjority of such hotels, no thirteenth floor existed, by number. To
avoid complications with supergtitious guests, the modern hotel owners had long since adopted the
practice of numbering the floor above the twelfth as fourteen!

Commerce had yielded to superdtition.

The peculiar custom was serving The Shadow. One by one, with quick rapidity, he eiminated the newest
of Manhattan hotdls, until only a scattering few remained which were tall enough to have thirteen floors,
and whose proprietors were bold enough to give the thirteenth story its proper number!

Another fact served The Shadow. Of the hotelsin the restricted list, there were some of limited floor
space. These would not have rooms numbered as high as 78. The Shadow was|ooking for alarge hotd,
amodern one, that had introduced the number 13 initslist of stories, in defiance of the accepted custom.
It must aso be ahotel with ample floor space.

The Shadow's hand inscribed the names of four hotdls. Inthisfina list wasthe Goliath. It remained only
for the black-garbed investigator to vigit those four, and learn facts regarding the occupant of Room
1378. With that quest fulfilled, he would know the man who had phoned Harland Mullrick.

Burbank, at his ear phones, had no cognizance of what The Shadow was doing. There were no further
sounds from the gpartment below - at least no sounds which were distinguishable. Pacing feet, closing
doors. these might have been tokens of Pascua as much as Mullrick.

OUTSIDE, Harry Vincent was again watching the gpartment house. Piqued & hisfailureto trail Mullrick
on aprevious evening, The Shadow's agent was determined to do his best tonight. He waited acrossthe
dreet. Suddenly, he saw Harland Mullrick appear in front of the Belisarius Arms.

The man who had come from Mexico cast quick, short glances up and down the street. Carelesdly tilting
his gray fedora, he strolled along; then, suddenly, hailed a passing cab and stepped aboard. Harry |eaped
into his coupe, parked near by. He took up the chase.

The cab gained asit neared Times Square. It swerved into aside Street, and pulled up in front of the
Hotel Goliath. Harry, diding his car into a parking space fifty feet behind, caught a glimpse of Harland
Mullrick entering the hotdl. He hurried after the man.

Someone accidentally blocked Harry at the revolving door. The delay was short, but it proved fatd to
Harry's chase. When he reached the hotel lobby, Harry could see no sign of Harland Mullrick. He
suspected that his quarry had entered one of the many eevators. There was no chanceto find him.

Nevertheess, Harry had something to report. He went to atelephone and called Burbank. He gave the
information: that he had trailed Harland Mullrick to the Hotd Goliath.

Seated at histable, Burbank spoke in quiet tones, that The Shadow might hear. There was no response.



Burbank swung about. He redized that he was alone. The Shadow had aready gone. He was not here to
receive Harry Vincent'sreport.

A strange caprice of fate had manifested itsalf. The Shadow, with thelist of four possible hotdls, had
goneto make aquick tour of investigation. There was only one chancein four that he would choose the
Galiath first, in preference to the other hotels.

Meanwhile, Harry Vincent, though unsuccessful in histrailing of Harland Mullrick, had t least gained
information which would have gone wdll with The Shadow'slist. Harry had seen the man from Mexico
entering the lobby of the Goliath; that fact, taken at face value, diminated the other three hotels.

Would The Shadow fail tonight? Would death strike without the intervention of hishand? These were
guestions that the coming minutes would answer. The key to grim events once more rested in the realm of
chance.

Burbank, at histable, sensed an importance to Harry Vincent's report. He signaled The Shadow's
sanctum. There was no response. He knew that The Shadow was abroad upon an important mission. He
could only hope that he would soon hear from his mysterious chief.

Therewas no useiningructing Harry Vincent to remain at the Goliath. The Shadow's agent could do
nothing. Somehow, Burbank redlized that The Shadow's destination would eventudly be that same hotel.
How soon The Shadow would reach there was amatter of speculation.

Such was the situation. Degth threatened. The Shadow sought the spot. Meanwhile, the game of doom
wasinitsmaking!

CHAPTER XI. THE POISONED PIN

IT was exactly eight o'clock when Harry Vincent left the lobby of the Hotel Goliath after hisfutile effort
to follow thetrail of Harland Mullrick. At fifteen minutes past the hour, atelephone operator, answering a
call registered on the hotel switchboard, was startled to hear the gasping of aman'svoice.

"Merk - Merk" - thiswas the inarticulate cry that reached the girl's ears. "Merk -"

The gasp ended in achoke. There was the sound of the telephone tumbling to thefloor. Hastily, the girl
called the desk.

"Something has happened in thirteen seventy-eight,” she informed. "It sounds - it sounds like aman was
dying!"

The nervous clerk looked about the lobby. He grabbed a bell boy by the arm, and sent him after the
house detective, who was at the other side of the floor. The deuth arrived; he heard the clerk’s statement.
He hurried up to the thirteenth floor, the bell boy with him.

The door of Room 1378 had a spring lock. The house detective opened it with a pass key. He and the
bellhop stood aghast after they had entered. In the corner, by the telephone table, aman waslying on the
floor, the telephone beside him. His face was twisted in ahideous expresson

The man was dead.

The house dick called detective headquarters. The response was prompt. Ten minutes later, Detective
Joe Cardona and a police surgeon were in the room where death had struck. Cardonawas gazing at the
full, fat face of a short, rotund man, who appeared to be the victim of amurderer's hand.



"He'sregistered asH. J. Pelley, Columbus, Ohio," informed the house detective. "I don't think that's his
red name, though."

"Why not?" questioned Cardona.

"Look in hissuitcase," said the house dick. "It was open; | didn't touch anything init, but | saw thetop
letter on astack. It's addressed, to Burton Blissip, Buffalo, New Y ork."

Cardonalooked in the suitcase. He found asmall stack of |etters. Each was addressed to Burton Blissip.
Cardonaran through them hastily. They conssted of bills and notices; mail which Blissp had evidently
brought with him at the last minute before leaving Buffao.

The swarthy deuth went back to the corner of the room. The police surgeon was making his examination.
He looked up as Cardona approached.

"The man has been poisoned,” he announced.
"How?'
"Evidently by aninjection. Somevirulent poison. | shdl try to find the exact means.”

Cardona nodded. He looked at the table where the tel ephone had been. He noted a map spread out. It
rested upon a big blotting pad, and it was studded with white-headed pins. The map showed the country
of Mexico.

THE detective noticed that the pinswere chiefly at the left of the map, indicating spots near the Pecific
Ocean. Looking more closdly, he observed that they ran along the range of the SierraMadre Mountains.

Some of the pinsweretilted at an angle. It was obvious that someone had been touching them with finger
tips, moving the pins from point to point. Tiny holes punched in the surface of the map were proof of the
|atter fact.

Metatitos - Papasguiaro - Chavarria- Xoconostle - Hugjuquilla- Cardona read these unfamiliar names
of townsthat wereindicated, going southward from aspot in a state called Durango. Then his eye moved
farther south, to the large city of Guadalgjara. Here Cardona stopped

The head of the pin that marked Guada gjara was different from the others. It was white; but it was
pressed flat. It was evidently formed of a soft clay, a putty used instead of harder substance. Someone
had pressed that pin head. The gleam of metal showed through the white.

"Any sgnsof aninjection mark?" questioned Cardona, turning to the police surgeon.
"None," wasthereply.

"L ook on the victim's right forefinger, doctor,” suggested the detective.

A moment later an exclamation came from the surgeon. He had discovered the mark.

"A puncture!" he declared. "On thetip of the right forefinger! Quite plain. It appearsto be the cause of
desth."

Cardona turned to the house detective.

"Go down to the lobby," he ordered. "1 expect Inspector Klein at any moment. Tell him where |l am. Also
warn the operators to intercept any telephone calsfor thisroom."



When the house detective reached the lobby, he saw ared-faced man standing near the desk. With him
was aquietly dressed man of medium height. The house man decided that the first was Ingpector Timothy
Klein; the second another detective from headquarters. He wasright. When he spoke to Klein, the
ingpector introduced him to Detective Jm Clausey.

"WEII go up,” announced Klein.

AsKlein and Clausey stalked away, the house dick watched them. Neither he nor the headquarters men
saw another person who wasinterested in their actions. A stranger, tall and dignified, had entered
through the revolving door while they were talking. His keen eyes sparkled as he watched the
headquarters men go toward the elevators.

Asthe house dick turned away, the tall stranger followed after Klein and Clausey. To dl appearances, he
was merely aguest at the Goliath. But there was something in his manner and appearance that marked
him asunusud.

DRESSED in black, wearing adark soft hat, he made a somber figure as he strode easily but rapidly
toward the devators. His face was a masklike countenance. From it peered two vivid eyes. The principal
feature of hisvisage was an aquiline nose that gave him ahawklike look.

This personage stepped aboard the same car with the ingpector and the detective. He was holding what
appeared to be a coat over hisarm. Closer inspection would have shown it to be ablack cloak. No one
inthe car, however, gave particular note to the stranger. He stood quietly in acorner, behind the other

passengers.

Klein and Clausey were engaged in alow-pitched conversation. They stepped off at the thirteenth floor.
The solemn stranger followed them. Klein pointed to the open door of 1378, ashort way aong the
corridor. He and Clausey headed in that direction.

The black-suited stranger followed them with easy, noiseless paces. He stopped one door short. As
Inspector Klein and Detective Clausey entered Room 1378, thetdl visitor drew athin stedl instrument
from apocket. Heinserted it in the lock of 1376. The door opened noiselesdly.

There was aglimmer of aflashing stone upon the stranger'sleft hand. Sparks seemed to legp asthetall
form disgppeared into the darkness of the adjoining room. The gleam of that jewe told the identity of the
vigtor.

The Shadow had cometo the Hotd Goaliath!

The room which The Shadow had so smoothly entered was empty. A darkened transom above it had
indicated the fact. When the door closed, complete blackness swallowed the visitant. A flashlight
twinkled; its rayswent out. In the fraction of a second, The Shadow had seen a closed door that marked
the connection between this room and 1378.

The Shadow listened at the door. He could hear the buzz of voices on the other side. He distinguished
words. Oddly, Inspector Klein was talking about the very door which now concealed The Shadow from
those on the other side!

"These doors are no longer used as connections,”" Cardonawas explaining. "Besdes that, thiswriting
table hasn't been moved; it blocks the door. The house detective told me about it; and we looked
through the next room as soon as | arrived.”

"Very good,” approved Ingpector Klein. "What have you uncovered?’



"The cause of degth!” returned Cardonagrimly. "This man, Burton Blissp, diasH. J. Peley, was
poisoned by an injection from a pin with adummy head. L ook, inspector.”

Cardonaremoved the poisoned pin, taking it carefully by the base. He held it up to the light. The
inspector could see that the pin widened just below the putty head, to form ahollow container.

"Whoever wasin here," declared Cardona, "planted that pin on the map. Maybe he brought al the pins
along with him. We don't know. Anyway, the poisoned one was set here, right on this town marked
Gwad - Gwad - read it for yoursdlf, inspector.”

Cardona replaced the poisoned pin upon the city of Guadalgjara. Klein stared at the map. So did
Clausey. Both nodded.

Two men, discussing digtricts of Mexico, had been using pinsto point out certain places. One, who had
planted a poisoned pin among the others, had been pressing pinheads in hope that the other would follow
hisexample.

Thus had Burton Blissip died. Unwittingly, he had pressed the pin that rested upon Guadagjara. He had
received the poisoned charge. It was hardly concelvable that this could have happened had Blissip been
consulting the map aone.

PEOPLE appeared at the door. The house detective entered, excited. He strode up to Joe Cardona. He
pointed to those who had come with him. They were hotel employees.

"Here'sthe girl who received the cal," announced the hotel dick. "Miss Ewensisher name. She can tell
you what she heard.”

"I heard aman gasping,” said the girl. "He was saying something like'Merk.' He was repesting the name

"The name of hisenemy!" interposed Inspector Klein. "Get the phone book, Joe! Look up any names
that begin with M, and have asound likeK."

"Mexico," said Cardona, in adepreciating tone, pointing to the map. "That'swhat he was trying to say. It
doesn't mean athing more than we've aready found.”

Inspector Klein nodded. He had a great respect for Cardonas quick decisions. The house detective
grinned sheepidhly.

"Guess I'm dumb,” he said. "'l thought we had ared clew. But heré's one - thisfellow -"

He turned to ayoung man who wore abell boy's uniform. Behind him was another; evidently an elevator
operator.

"Tdl them, Mark," encouraged the house detective.

"l - | waswaitin' here on the thirteenth floor,” stammered the bellhop. "Goin' down. See? A guy gets off
the elevator comin’ up. He kinda brushes past me an' stops at thisdoor. | turn aroun’ an’ see him
knockin'. Then some guy opensthe door an' he stepsin.”

"l seen him, too," offered the eevator operator. "I only noticed the guy when he got off. | seen him dmost
bump into Mark. When | gets higher up, | comes down, an' Mark, he gets on the car with me. | kidshim
about gettin' in the way of guedts.”



"What did the man look like?' quizzed Cardona sharply.
"Didn't see hisface," admitted Mark.
"How about you, Willicks?' the house dick asked the elevator man.

"I didn't see hisface, neither," agreed Willicks. "Leastwise, so | could remember it. But hewasatal guy,
with stooped shoulders, when | seen him from the back. Wearin' asoft gray hat -"

"A gray hat?'
"Yeah!" brokein Mark. "Stuck kinda on the side of hishead. That's what he waswearin'."

Joe Cardonalooked at Jim Clausey. The other detective nodded. Cardona swung to Inspector Timothy
Klen.

"Ingpector,” he asserted, "there's a connection between this death and the killing of Roy Selbrig. Weve
got two links. | found out that Selbrig used to be in Mexico. Here's Blissip, dead - and he had some
interest in Mexico, which is evident by the map.

"But the real shot isthis same man in both cases. Weve got to locate him - the tal fellow with the stoop,
who wears agray fedora. When we get him, inspector, well know who was responsible for the death of
Roy Sdbrig. Well know how Burton Blissip died!™

THOSE in the room of death formed a silent, nodding group. There were voices at the door; Cardona
turned to see that reporters had arrived. Among them he recognized Clyde Burke, reporter for the New
York Classic.

"Givethem the ory," decided Inspector Klein.

The group broke up. Arrangements were made for the remova of Burton Blissip's body. When the hall
wastemporarily cleared, atal figure emerged from Room 1376. Quietly, in hisguise of acalm-faced
individua in black, The Shadow departed.

Clyde Burke, a secret agent of The Shadow, was on the job. He would get Joe Cardona's story of
Burton Blissp's death. It would contain nothing more than that which The Shadow had aready heard.

Tonight, The Shadow had listened to Cardona blunder. He had heard the ace detective deliberately pass
up aclew. For The Shadow knew that Burton Blissip, dying, had not tried to say the word Mexico. His
endeavor had been to pronounce the name of a man. Hisfeeble gasps of "Merk" had been an effort to
sy "Mullrick."

On the other point, however, Cardonawasright. The star deuth wanted to find the man who had worn
the gray fedora. That man, he believed, knew much about the deaths of Selbrig and Blissip.

A murderer - aman who had come from Mexico - the one who had worn the gray hat. Here were three
leads, which Cardona believed would culminate in a complete discovery of identity. Hopelessthough his
present prospects might seem, Cardona had a chance of gaining his desired end.

That chance lay through The Shadow's aid. When The Shadow was ready, Cardonawould reach the
end of his quest. For the present, however, Cardona, with his partner Clausey, would have to work
blind.

The Shadow, knowing that two more men might be involved, preferred to work alone. The time was not



yet ripefor the affairs of Mullrick to be known.

Unknown death had been the lot of Luis Santo. Known death had befallen Roy Selbrig and Burton
Blissip. Thrice had The Shadow viewed the results of treachery and crime. The Shadow was awaiting the
next attempt at murder before he would loose his striking hand!

CHAPTER XIlI. THE THIRD LETTER

"THISisgetting too close, Mullrick." It was Jerry Herston who spoke from his chair in Mullrick's living
room. Hewas referring to the news accounts, which told of Burton Blissp's death. It was the evening
following the stir at the Hotel Galiath.

"Close?" Mullrick's question was atrifle sarcadtic. " Close to whom, Jerry?"
"Toyou!" blurted the ex-detective. "Say, Mullrick, I've got the brainsto seeit, even if you haven't.”

"Regarding last night," remarked Mullrick suavely. "1 met you shortly before eight o'clock, didn't I,
Jerry?'

"Yes" agreed Herston.

"That is, by your watch,” added Mullrick. ™Y our friend Holwell happened to notice the time aso. He had
no watch of hisown. | imagine histestimony will hold.”

"Nodibi will hold, Mullrick, if thisgoeson -"

"Of course, Jerry," interposed Mullrick, it was my actud intention to be with you at eight. Therefore your
conscience need not be worried. | merely chanced to fal adeep in my chair. Pascud failed to waken me.
Hence | might well have been with you at eight o'clock. Stick to what your watch said.”

"Don't worry about me," argued Jerry. "Worry about yoursdlf. Cardonas after the guy with the gray
fedora-"

"Who might be anyone-"

"And he's got another tip. He figures that the bird with the gray hat has been to Mexico. Laugh that one
off!"

Mullrick did laugh, but Herston felt that the tone was hollow. The ex-detective got up and walked about
the room.

Harland Mullrick quietly picked up the book that dealt with the conquest of the Aztecs. Fromit, he
camly drew forth the folded paper. While Jerry Herston was staring gloomily from the window, Mullrick
looked at the crossed-out name of Roy Selbrig. Beneath it, he wrote the name of Burton Blissip.

Solemnly, he drew aline through the name. He replaced the paper in the book, and put the heavy volume
onthetable.

"Going out?" queried Herston suddenly. "Or do you want to meet me downtown again?"
"I'll go out with you," responded Mullrick. "Just afew minutes, Jerry. | want to write aletter.”

He sat down at the table and folded a sheet of blank paper. He placed it in an envelope which he
addressed to himsdlf. Then, in brief, methodica fashion, Mullrick inscribed an actua note. Itswording
wasasfollows



DEAR MR. COOPERDALE: | havein mind aproject which refersto
Mexico. Knowing that you have been in that country, | should liketo
discuss matters with you. Thetime and place will be at your
convenience. My telephone is Gotham 9-7194.

Inasmuch asthis may mean asizable profit for both of us, | am

relying upon you to destroy thisletter after reading it. A telephone

cal from you will indicate to me that you have done so. | am counting
upon your good faith in this matter as the opportunity which | present
isonethat must be discussed only by ourselves.

Yourstruly, HARLAND MULLRICK

The letter went into another envelope, which Mullrick sealed and addressed to Sidney Cooperdale,
Kewson, Long Idand. He placed a stamp upon the envelope and pocketed it. He handed the first
envelope to Pascual, when the servant entered.

"Mail this, Pascud, mio amigo,” said Mullrick. Y ou can leave it by the telephone until you are ready to
go out. Do not forget the stlamp.”

"S, senor,” responded the servant.

His precaution taken, Mullrick prepared to leave. He decided to change his necktie. That completed, he
brushed hishair in front of amirror, and finally decided that he was sufficiently presentable for atour of
the bright lights.

Mullrick caled for coats and hats. As he donned his gray fedora, he turned to the mirror and adjusted the
hat at its Sde angle. He smiled wanly as he looked at Jerry Herston.

"Likethat hat?" he asked.

"I'd liketo seeit inthe ash can," growled the ex-detective. "Look at mine. | threw my old gray bonnet
out. I'm wearing aderby instead.”

"Not even asoft hat," laughed Mullrick. "Particularly one which an English doorman might happen to call
afedora. Jerry, for aman who's been adetective, | can't understand how you concede those
headquarters men the possibility of trailing anyone with only agray hat asaclew.”

"And Mexico," reminded Jerry.

"Or Mexico, ether," stated Mullrick. "Some day, Jerry, I'll tell you alot you don't know. Well - let's
forget it for thetime.”

The two men left the gpartment house. On the street, Mullrick glanced cautioudly in both directions. Jerry
Herston noted the action.

"What are you looking for?" he asked.

"Vampiros," chuckled Mullrick. He stared up at the gpartment house. "Pascud thinks he has seen them.



Huge bats, as big as human beings. None here tonight.” Mullrick lowered his gaze. "Quick, Jerry! Grab
that cab!"

The two men hopped into apassing taxi. Mullrick gave a destination. He changed it after they had gonea
few blocks. The driver veered and took another street.

"What'stheidea?' quizzed Herston.

"That'sjust it," said Mullrick solemnly. "Y ou think of somethings, Jerry; you totaly forget others. | merely
want to learn if we are being followed."

"There'sacab in back of us."

IN thefollowing cab, apair of burning eyes were staring toward the vehicle ahead. It was not Harry
Vincent who wastrailing Harland Mullrick this evening. The Shadow had taken up the work himself.

He saw Mullrick's ruse. His quick eyes noted an avenue ahead of the side street along which the cabs
wererolling. They aso detected an dleyway on theright.

"Stop here, driver," came The Shadow's order, in aquiet tone.

The driver pulled to astop. He stared in bewilderment as aten-dollar bill fluttered upon the whedl. He
looked about for the passenger. There was no one in the cab. The driver rubbed his head. He had not
even remembered the passenger entering the cab, back by the Belisarius Arms. This departure - with the
payment of abig feefor ashort ride - was even more astounding.

The Shadow was moving swiftly through the alleyway at which the cab had stopped. He was begting
Harland Mullrick's game. Mullrick thought that he was being followed.

Tofind out, Mullrick would probably choose a sure and effective way. At the avenue, he would tdll his
driver to turn right for one square, then right again at the next side street. The ruse would give positive
evidence of any pursuit.

The Shadow, cutting through at the middle of the block, reached the next street. He saw two cabs
gtanding in front of asmall hotel. He stepped into the first of the vehicles. In aquiet voice, he ordered the
drowsy driver to start.

"Takeit dowly," were The Shadow's added words. "I am in no hurry."

The cab moved dowly from the curb. A few moments later came proof that The Shadow's surmise of
Harland Mullrick's method was correct. The cab containing Mullrick and Herston whisked by The
Shadow's taxi. Mullrick had performed his doubling tactics.

Within their cab, Mullrick and Herston laughed as they neared the next avenue. Mullrick ordered the
driver to turn left. The man obeyed.

"Showed you something, eh, Jerry?' questioned Mullrick. "If that fellow wasfollowing us, hed have
shown it when we turned off the avenue."

Neither man had any suspicion of the cab which had pulled away from the little hotel just before they had
arrived. Thusthey did no more than glance casualy behind. The Shadow's new cab, in the traffic of the
avenue, seemed innocent.

MULLRICK ordered the driver to stop near alarge Forty-second Street restaurant. As the two



passengers dighted, Mullrick remembered the I etter in his pocket.
"Wait here, Jarry," he said. "I'm going up to the corner. I'll be right back.”

A cab had pulled up ahead. Mullrick did not notice it. As he neared the corner, he drew the letter from
his pocket; holding it close to his body, he reached out with his other hand to post the letter.

At that moment, atall man stepped from behind him and thrust along arm forward toward the box.
Mullrick saw three envelopesin agloved hand; then, asthe stranger withdrew to give Mullrick
precedence, the gloved fingerslost their hold, and the |oose envelopes dropped to the sidewalk.

"Sorry," sad Mullrick, stepping back indtinctively.

Looking down, he saw that the other man was stooping to pick up hisletters. With asmile, Mullrick
decided that the posting of his own |etter was more important. He again reached for the box.

The Shadow's burning gaze turned upward. From the spot below, his eyes saw the address on Mullrick's
letter. Then Mullrick was turning away. With high-buttoned coat and cocked gray hat, the
stoop-shouldered man was walking back to join Jerry Herston.

The Shadow laughed as he glided away from the mail box. He had finished with Harland Mullrick for
tonight. The Shadow had learned dl that he wished to know. The third-letter had been mailed. The
Shadow knew the name of the man who would receiveit.

If Sidney Cooperdale should choose to confer with Harland Mullrick, The Shadow would be ready. He,
the mysterious being of the darkness, would be there to watch for tokens of impending dezath!

CHAPTER XIII. THE MAN ON LONG ISLAND

SIDNEY COOPERDALE was segted in the living room of hisLong Idand bungalow home. A
one-story building located near other houses of the same type, thisformed a spot of seclusion for the man
who had formerly spent time with archaeological expeditionsin many parts of theworld.

Cooperdae was a big, overbearing man with sharp eyesthat peered from beneath bushy eyebrows.
Although well dong in the years of middle age, he showed a powerful physique and a determination that
produced a perpetua scowl upon hisface.

Cooperdd e, athough he had never been afull-fledged archaeologist, had managed to gain his share of
gpoils when on expeditions. He had shown amarked ability in accumulating objects of lesser vaue which
he had sold to collectors. The result was that Cooperdde had retired while fill in his prime.

It was dinner time. Cooperda €'s servant, a solemn-faced fellow, was entering the bungaow with a
supply of groceries. Cooperdale glowered. The servant was tardy.

"What's been keeping you, Lowder?" he demanded. "I expected to find you herewhen | camein.”

"Saturday, Mr. Cooperdale,” returned Lowder, in aplacid tone. "Every one seemsto be attending to
their marketing."

"All right," growled Cooperdde. "Any telephone calswhile | was out?'
"None, gr."

"Anyone stop here?"



"No, Sr - that is, none except a ddivery man. He brought apackage, sir."”
"A package? Whereisit?"
"Over therein the corner, sir."

Cooperdde saw along package standing by the wal. From its shape, it might have contained arifleor a
shotgun. Cooperdae commented on that fact.

"l didn't order any firearmsfrom New Y ork," he said, as he picked up the package. "Wait aminute,
Lowder! Thiscan't beagun! It'stoo light.”

"| noticed that, Sir."
"What in blazesisit?'

Cooperdde tore away the wrapping. He exposed a cardboard tube beneath. Ripping off the end, he
produced along, thick walking stick with a heavy, oval-knobbed end.

"Hm-m-m," he mused. "I wonder who sent me this? Someone back from Asia - probably an old friend
on one of the expeditions.”

"How do you know that, Sir?" queried Lowder.

"Thiscane," explained Cooperdade, "is aPenang lawyer. An odd name for awalking stick, eh, Lowder?
In the city of Penang there is supposed to be one way to settle arguments. That iswith the aid of astick
shaped like this. Every man carries hisown lawyer. Hence the name: Penang lawyer."

"Interesting, Sr. Very interesting, indeed.”

"Quitelight for itsSze," added Cooperda e, weighing the cane with one hand. "Most of the Penang
lavyersthat | have examined were heavier than this. It's an excellent specimen, however. 1t will ook well
in my curio room. Suppose you place it there, Lowder. In one of the racks.

"I am till wondering who sent it, however" - Cooperdde mused thoughtfully as he passed the caneto
Lowder - "but | shal probably learn that later. Chances are one of my old acquaintances will cal up and
take credit for the gift. Hurry, Lowder. | am anxiousfor dinner."

LOWDER went to the rear of the hallway. He stopped in front of two doors that were Sde by side. He
opened the one on the left. He turned on alamp to reveal a small room stocked with an assortment of
curios. When Lowder came out of the room, he no longer carried the Penang lawyer.

Sidney Cooperdae remained in the living room while Lowder was preparing dinner. After awhilein
thoughtful silence, he went to the telephone. The number that he called was Gotham 9-7194. When a
voice responded, Cooperda e spoke:

"Mr. Mullrick?... Good. Sidney Cooperdae caling... Your letter... Yes, | havereceivedit. | have
destroyed it. | should like to meet you, Mr. Mullrick... In New Y ork? Well, hardly. | detest going to the
city, Mr. Mullrick... Yes! Your letter stated that you would bewilling to call on me... | should like to see
you tonight... Unfortunately, Mr. Mullrick, tomorrow would not be suitable. | intend to take atrip far out
ontheidand... Very well, then... | shall expect you. Kewson is about forty-five minutes from
Manhattan.”

A short pause; then, in adecided tone, Sidney Cooperdae gave hisfina remarks.



"I can tell you much about Mexico," he asserted. "Facts that may, perhaps, amaze you. Buried secrets of
the Aztecs, if such mattersinterest you... Y es, tonight will be your one opportunity to see me, Mr.
Mullrick."

As Cooperdae hung up the telephone, he noticed Lowder standing in the doorway. The servant was
there to announce that dinner was ready. Cooperdal e went into the dinette.

White he ate, the bushy-browed man began to show traces of nervousness. He spoketo Lowder ina
confiding tone; something which was unusud.

"Lowder," hesaid, "l fed in arather troubled mood. Matterswhich | cannot explain invarigbly disturb
m"

"Y ou mean the matter of the cane, Sr?"

"Perhaps that started it. There is another matter. A gentleman wrote me that he was anxiousto see me. |
invited him here tonight. He seemed atrifle reluctant, but finally consented to make the trip out here.
From histone, it is possible that he may not keep the appointment.”

"Odd, sr."

"Yes. However, | shall have to remain hereabouts. | believe that | shal drop over and see the Westertons
after | havefinished dinner. If the gentleman arrives, Lowder, point out the curio room to him; then come
over and summon me."

"Y@, S'rlll

Finishing dinner, Cooperda e arose and strolled about the hall. Lighting a pipe, he wandered into the
curio room. Heturned on asmdl lamp in the corner, that the room might be ready for hisvistor.

Later, Cooperdale called to Lowder from his bedroom. The servant entered the door on theright, at the
end of the hall. He found Cooperdal e fuming because he could not find a clean shirt. Lowder dug the
required garment from the bottom of a bureau drawer

Five minutes later, Cooperdal e appeared in the hallway and beckoned to Lowder, who was beyond the
open door of the kitchen.

"Beready herein theliving room," ordered Cooperdae. "Be prompt when my guest arrives. Show him
where the curio room islocated, and hurry over to inform methat heishere. Y ou are becoming duggish,
Lowder. Here, help yourself to one of these cigars. Act the part of master of the house whilel am

Lowder smiled after Cooperdale had strolled out. He lighted his cigar, took achair in the living room,
and began to read. Thiswas an old habit of Cooperdal€'s, giving Lowder atreat which the servant
enjoyed. Puffing hiscigar, Lowder opened a book and began to read.

NOT more than twenty minutes after Cooperdal€'s departure, there was arap at the door. Lowder was
rather surprised that the expected guest should have arrived so soon. When he reached the front door,
the servant found aman standing on the gravel walk. He noticed a tanned face beneath a gray fedora hat,
which wastilted at an angle.

"Good evening, Sr," said Lowder.

"Good evening," answered the visitor, in abrusque tone. "l want to see Mr. Cooperdale. He is expecting



me"
"Y ou are the gentleman from New Y ork?'
"Yes"

"Seprightin, gr."

Asthe vigitor showed no immediate response to the invitation, Lowder stepped out upon the walk beside
him. The servant pointed into the hallway.

"Would you mind waiting in the curio room, sir?" he asked. "It isthe far door - onthe left.”
"Ontheleft?!

"Yes, sr. The other is Mr. Cooperdal€'s bedroom, which adjoins the curio room. Mr. Cooperdaleis
over a the Westertons. A short piece from here, sir. They have no telephone. | shall run over there
promptly and inform Mr. Cooperdale that you are here.”

The visitor entered. Lowder watched him for amoment; he noticed the man's stooped shoulders, and the
angled position of hisexpensive gray hat. Lowder went down thewak and hurried off toward the
Westerton bungalow.

As he reached the house toward which he was going, Lowder glanced back. He fancied, for amoment,
that he had caught a glimpse of the gray hat outside Cooperda €'s bunga ow. He wondered if the visitor
had decided to leave. Then Lowder, catching no further glimpse of gray, figured that he was wrong.

THE servant found his master at the Westertons. Cooperdale, in the midst of adiscusson with his
friends, seemed rather annoyed at L owder's early appearance. However, he excused himsdlf and
announced that he might return later in the evening.

"Take aong your fizz bottles,” Mrs. Westerton suggested.
"That'sright," recalled Cooperdale. "I left some here, didn't 1?'Y ou bring them, Lowder."

While the servant was gathering the empty bottles, Cooperdale | eft the Westerton bungaow and walked
across the lawn to his own home. He entered the halway of the bungal ow, and went to the rear. He
stopped amoment at the door on the | eft; then, as an afterthought, decided to enter his bedroom. He
opened the door on theright.

As he closed the door behind him, Cooperdale, in the darkness of the room, noted aray of light from the
door that connected the bedroom with the curio room. He stopped dead till. In sudden darm, he made
agrab for the knob of the door to the hall. A choking scream came from hislips. He sank writhing on the
floor.

"Lowder! Lowder!" Cooperdale€'s screams were gasps. They turned to mere motions of the lipsasthe
man twisted in agony. "Lowder - Lowder - Low -"

The servant, coming with the bottles, did not hear the call. He was strolling toward the door of the
bunga ow. His destination was the kitchen, which he intended to enter through the front hall.

Lowder was not the only figure upon the darkened lawn. Momentarily obscured by the shelter of abush,
S0 motionlessthat it seemed nothing more than a shade of night, a blackened form waswaiting. As
Lowder entered by the front door, thisfigure cameto life. Moving swiftly, it circled to the rear of the



bunga ow.

The Shadow was here. Stedlthily, the black-clad master paused phantomlike outside the window of
Sidney Cooperda€'s bedroom. Noiselesdy, The Shadow raised the sash. Histdl figure reached the sill.

A soft sound came to The Shadow's keen ears. It was a hiss from the darkness. The Shadow'sarm
stretched forth and pushed the door to the curio room until it opened fully. On the floor lay the Penang
lawyer. The head of the clublike cane was loose from the stick itself!

The Shadow sprang from the slll. As hisfeet struck the floor, his body stopped, and his right hand,
gloved, grasped the walking stick just below the spot from which the head had been removed.

Then, with asweep, The Shadow turned toward Cooperdal€'s bedroom. In response to anew hissing
sound, The Shadow, with hisleft hand, flicked hisflashlight on the floor.

THE raysreveded a snake, some five feet long. The serpent's head was rising from the floor. 1ts neck
was spread, like ahood. Its wicked, forklike tongue was threstening. The snake was about to strike.

It was the sudden appearance of the light that momentarily delayed the reptile's thrust. The beady eyes
flashed as the head wavered. With a hiss, the snake snapped forward, just as a swish came through the
ar.

The Shadow had swung the walking stick. Like awhip through the darkness, the long cane lashed the
snake at the beginning of the strike. The serpent missed. Again the stick whistled. The snake's body
writhed hideoudy on thefloor.

Two more fierce strokes, and The Shadow's work was done. The snake il twisted, but its malignant life
was ended. The Shadow stepped by the spot. Hislight revealed Sidney Cooperdal€'s agonized form.
Cooperdal e was dead.

There was aknock at the door. Lowder, coming from the kitchen, had heard the vicious swishes of The
Shadow's effective weapon. The servant had located the sounds as coming from his master's room.

"Mr. Cooperdae!" called Lowder, beyond the closed door. "Mr. Cooperdale!”

The Shadow et the canefall to thefloor. Asit clattered there, the black-clad visitor whirled to the
window. His lithe body glided above the sill. The sash descended silently, as Lowder opened the door to
Cooperdale's room.

Lost in enshrouding darkness, The Shadow was an invisible cregture. Y et there was atoken of his
presence; awhispered laugh that sounded grimly in the night.

The Shadow had arrived at the window of the room too late to prevent the poisonous snake from striking
Sidney Cooperdde. Another man had died; the third on Harland Mullrick'slist had felt the stroke of
doom!

CHAPTER XI1V. THE SPOKEN CLEW

MIDNIGHT. A group of sober-faced men were gathered in Sidney Cooperdal€'s living room. Inspector
Timothy Klein, Detective Joe Cardona, and Jm Clausey, were three members of the group. Lowder was
segted, gloomy, in acorner of the room.

"It's plain enough, inspector,” asserted Joe Cardona " Cooperdal e received the cane in the afternoon.
Thisman of hisput it in the curio room. The expected vistor came later.



"The snake was in the cane. The stick was hollow. All he had to do was open the door of Cooperdale's
bedroom - the little door that led there from the curio room - and then scram before the snake got
loose"

"And thisvigtor?' inquired Klen.
Cardonaindicated Lowder. The servant spoke in a bregthless tone.

"l didn't see hisface, gir," he declared. "He was atdl rogue, with stooped shoulders. | talked to him
outside the bungalow. He seemed loath to step into the light while | was there. He was wearing agray hat
- asoft hat, Sir - afedora”

"Hear that?' asked Cardona. "The man were after. He was here tonight. Tell us, Lowder, about some of
your dead master'stravels.”

"They were many, sir. He went to the Orient; to Egypt; with various expeditions. But hisfavorite country
was Mexico. He spent along, long while there.”

"Mexico," declared Cardona "Roy Selbrig wasin Mexico. Burton Blissp wasin Mexico. Sidney
Cooperddewasin Mexico. It fitslike clockwork."

Therewas arap at the door. Cardona answered it. A tall man entered. His hat rested atop a mass of
bushy gray hair. He bowed.

"Professor Scudder?' questioned Cardona.
Thetal man bowed again.
"We're glad to see you," asserted the detective. "We're aso sorry to have put you to al thistrouble.”

"Noneat dl," said the gray-haired man, inarich voice. "In fact, | am quite interested in this matter. |
congder it fortunate that | happened to cal up my old friend, Doctor Rhodion, the celebrated zoologit.”

"We cdled himfirgt,” admitted Cardona. "When we learned that he wasill in bed, we did not know what
to do next. Then came areturn call from Rhodion, stating that you had happened to telephone him. He
said that he had managed to persuade you to come out here. Y ou know all about snakes, | understand.”

"Yes. | should liketo seethereptile.”

CARDONA led the way to Cooperdal€'s bedroom. The dead man's body had been removed. The
snake, however, was till upon the floor. The gray-haired professor nodded as he looked at the reptile.

"There's no question about Cooperdae's death,” stated Cardona. " The police surgeon recognized at
once that it was from the bite of a poisonous snake. But we'd never seen asnake like this before. Here's
the canethat it wasin -"

The professor smiled.

"This species of snake," he said, "is called the ngjahge. It isthe Egyptian cobra. A most venomous
reptile. Thefact that it wasin this caneis quite interesting; and aso readily understood.”

“Why?

"The faquirs of EQypt - street jugglers of Cairo - perform amost curious trick with snakes of this species,
after it has been rendered harmless, of course. Their feat isalmost asurvival of atrick attributed to the



ancient Egyptian magicians, the transformation of a staff into a serpent.”
"Y oumean -"

"That the ngjahgje easily assumes acondition of rigidity. Pressure against a spot just below its head
causesit to resemble a stout cudgd. It can be handled as such; but when struck against the ground, the
paradyssisended. The snakeresumesits normd life.”

"Then," remarked Cardona, "when this snake was |oosed from the hollow cane, the man who performed
the act would have had no trouble in getting away from it?"

"Noneat dl," stated Professor Scudder. "The reptile, experiencing areawakening of life, would not have
been capable of striking until after ashort period of time.

"The lighting of these rooms, | may add, would have been dl infavor of thereptile. The ngiahge, likethe
cobraof India, writhes away from abrilliant light flashed suddenly uponiit.”

"Cooperdale," said Cardona, "wasin the dark. The snake must have been here by the connecting door.
We believe that he saw the cane, picked it up, and then encountered the snake. He must have been bitten
while retreating, but managed to kill the snake before he died.”

Cardona spoke with such emphasis that Professor Scudder made no reply. The savant seemed more
interested in the snake than in the crime. Nevertheless, he listened while Cardona recounted al the
detalls

"Weknow the man,” decided the detective. "That is, well know him when we get him. But it'sacrazy
hook-up. A snake from Egypt, in acane from Penang, placed here by aman from Mexico!"

Thanking Professor Scudder for hisvisit, Cardona offered to take the learned man back to Manhattan.
Scudder declined, with thanks.

"] was at the Cobalt Club when | called Doctor Rhodion," he said. "A friend of mine - aMr. Cranston -
kindly offered methe use of hiscar. Itiswaiting outsde.”

"Lamont Cranston?' questioned Cardona.
"The same," replied Professor Scudder.

Joe Cardona knew the name. Lamont Cranston, millionaire globe-trotter, had a home in New Jersey,
and lived there when in America. He spent much of histime, however, at the Cobat Club.

Professor Scudder shook hands with the detective and Inspector Klein. A smile appeared upon his
broad, friendly face as he bowed himsdf out and entered aluxurious limousine that awaited him. The
chauffeur headed the car for Manhattan.

When the limousine reached the Cobalt Club, Professor Scudder dighted. He went into the club; severd
minutes later, atall, dignified man came out. The chauffeur recognized his master, Lamont Cranston.

"New Jarsey, Stanley," ordered Cranston, as he stepped into the limousine.

Whilethe car was rolling toward the Holland Tunnel, Lamont Cranston drew an object from benegth his
coat. It wasawig of bushy gray hair. With it were other articles of make-up.

This act denoted a strange fact. The broad-faced personage who had posed as Professor Scudder was
now in the guise of Lamont Cranston, whose features possessed thin lips and hawklike nose!



Thewig went into a portfolio that lay upon the rear seet. It joined the folds of ablack cloak and the flat
body of abroad-brimmed douch hat. Here was another strange fact. The identity of Lamont Cranston
was a so an assumed one. The being who rode in the limousine was none other than The Shadow!

Detective Joe Cardonawould have been amazed had he known these truths. He might have redlized then
that The Shadow had been present when the police had reached Sidney Cooperdae's bungaow, that the
phantom listener had heard the call put in to Doctor Rhodion, that he, in turn, had called the zoologi <,
and announced himself as Professor Scudder!

Thus had The Shadow entered upon the scene after the detectives had investigated. In return for his
illuminating data regarding the reptile known asthe ngahge, he had learned dl the findingsthat the
police had made.

CARDONA was gtill a Cooperdaée's bungaow. He had finished his quiz of Lowder, but he knew that
the servant was stunned by his master's death. Of Lowder's innocence, there seemed little doubt.
Cardona conferred with Inspector Klein. He cameto adecision.

"We're letting you stay here, Lowder," hetold the servant. "Get some rest; maybe you can give us clearer
testimony later. Of course, we must leave aman here with you. Detective Clausey will remain.”

Jm Clausey took charge as the others departed. He told Lowder to deep on the couch in theliving
room. The old servant wearily stretched out and quickly fell adeep. Clausey sprawled inabig chair, and
remained awake, puffing on one of Cooperda€scigars.

Dawn appeared. Clausey was haf dozing, yet vigilant. He snapped up suddenly as he heard aplaintive
cry from Lowder. The servant sat bolt upright on the couch. He stared wonderingly at the detective.

"My magter," he gasped. "Whereis he?'
"Cooperdaeisdead,” answered Clausey.

"I remember now," said Lowder dowly. "I remember. But it seems- it seemsthat | heard him talking.
Wait amoment, sir. Now | recall it!"

"What?'

"Mr Cooperdale talking on the telephone, gr. Just as| camein to cal him to dinner. Hewastaking to
the man who came here -"

"Thefellow with the gray fedora," prompted Clausey. "Y ou told us that Cooperdde called him, and
spoke to you about it afterward.”

"Yes, dr. But | was bewildered after | discovered my master dead. | could remember nothing clearly.
Now it comes back to me; wordsthat he said over the telephone - the name he mentioned.”

"To thefdlow on the other end of the wire?"

"Y es. Mr. Cooperdae pronounced his name. | remember it perfectly, now. The man whom he was
cdling was named Mullrick."

"Mullrick?"
"Yes, gr. | am pogtive.”

Clausey whistled. He remembered the tel ephone operator's testimony in the Hotel Goliath; how she had



heard Burton Blissip try to pronounce aword: "Merk." Cardona had taken it for Mexico. Cardonawas
wrong. Mullrick wasthe name.

The detective wrote the name upon adip of paper. He pocketed it with asmile. Thiswas his clew; one
that he could look up, and then pop on Joe Cardona.

"Well put that in your testimony, Lowder,” said Clausey, to the servant. "Go back to deep. Y ou need
moreres."

Lowder rolled back upon the couch. Jm Clausey resumed hisvigil, wide awake. He would follow this
clew when he returned to Manhattan. A man would be out to rdieve him by nine o'clock. Thiswas
something better than the thankless job of trailing Sugs Raffney, the gang leader who waslying low.

Elation was the spirit that im Clausey had imbibed. He had gained a spoken clew; aname which Sidney
Cooperdale had pronounced, and which Lowder had recalled. Thetrail of amurderer opened up before

Jm Clausey's eyes.

The detective was sure that he would get one man who had killed three: the dayer of Roy Selbrig, Burton
Blissp, and Sidney Cooperdde. He, im Clausey, would uncover the man from Mexico, the assassin
who worethe gray fedora.

He knew the name: Mullrick. Jm Clausey would find success where Joe Cardona had encountered only
fallure. Jm Clausey possessed the spoken clew!

CHAPTER XV.UNDER COVER

AT eight o'clock in the morning, Harland Mullrick, attired in dressing gown, was scanning the front page
of amorning newspaper. Glaring headlines screamed murder.

The death of Sidney Cooperdale, former member of archaeologica expeditions, was a startling event.
Theintroduction of avenomous snake into his home through the medium of a hollow cane denoted the
hand of an insidious murderer.

Mullrick reread the story. It did not contain details regarding the ngjahgje, or Egyptian cobra. Professor
Scudder had not arrived at Cooperdale's until after the departure of the reporters who had covered the
dory.

Nevertheless, the news men had stressed the fact that the suspected murderer was aman who wore a
gray fedora. They had caught up Cardonastrain of argument, and had stressed the testimony given by
Lowder, Cooperdal€'s servant.

Mullrick noted one paragraph in particular. It included a statement made by Lowder. The servant had
told the police that he had heard his master call someonein New Y ork. It was accepted that this must
have been the man with the gray fedora.

Mullrick laid the newspaper asde. He stared from the window. The day was clear and placid; this, to
Harland Mullrick, was not enjoyable. The world seemed too fresh. Mullrick, whose thoughts frequently
centered on the morbid, did not likeit. He felt no exuberance.

"Pascud!" Mullrick called to hisMexican servant. "Prepare breakfast. Did you arrange for those evening
newspapersto be delivered here at noon?"

"S, senor.”



"Bueno.”

Mullrick seated himself beside the living-room table. He did not intend to |leave the apartment until after
the later newspapers had arrived. He wanted to know more of Lowder's testimony.

Mullrick had assumed, last night, that Cooperdale had been aone when he had called by telephone. The
fact that Lowder had overheard Cooperdal e summon aguest to his home was something that required
closer study.

While he waited for breskfast, Mullrick began to drum upon abook that lay on the table. He suddenly
became aware that it was the volume on the Aztec conquest. He opened the heavy book and removed
the folded sheet of paper. Underneath the crossed-out names of Roy Selbrig and Burton Blissip, he
wrotel

Sidney Cooperdde.

With anervouslaugh, Mullrick dowly crossed out this name. It marked the passing of the third man who
knew the secret location of the lost mines of Durango. Mullrick still held the paper. Then, with abitter
smile upon hislips, he carefully inscribed the name of the fourth:

Donald Gershawl.

While he gripped the paper with hisleft hand, Mullrick clenched hisright fist. He Stared fiercdly at the
fina name - the only one uncrossed - then gripped the paper as though about to tear it. At that moment,
Pascud called. Hearing the servant's quick footsteps, Mullrick dropped back in his chair and placidly
refolded the sheet of paper.

"El desayuno, senor.”

Pascud gave the announcement of breskfast from the doorway of an adjoining room. Mullrick arose. As
Pascud turned, Mullrick dropped the folded paper in the Aztec volume and closed the big book.

The telephone bell tingled while Mullrick was esting breskfast. It was Jerry Herston on thewire. The
ex-detective's voice was anxious.

"Haveyou read -"
"Yes," interrupted Mullrick suavely. "1 have read the morning newspaper.”

"I'm not kidding you, Mullrick," came Herston'sworried tone. "Thisis going to kick up trouble. That
fellow Lowder - the hat -"

"Don't worry, Jerry. Remember, | waswith you last night! | met you after dinner. Let's see - what time
wasit?'

"Cdll it seven o'clock. Listen, though. If that telephone call Lowder istaking about wasto you, it'stime
you began to worry for yourself. He might have heard your name.”

"Never mind, Jerry,” laughed Mullrick. "Give me another call later onin the day. Along toward evening.
WeElIl have dinner together."

A LOOK of anxiety began to appear upon Mullrick's face as the man from Mexico went back to finish
his cup of coffee. Something that Jerry Herston had said annoyed him. It was the reference to the fact
that Lowder might have heard his name.



Mullrick now remembered that Cooperdale had used his name over the telephone. AsMullrick recalled
it, the pronouncement had been made at the finish of the telephone call. This dominating thought became
more pressing. Mullrick began to dressimmediately after breskfast.

"Pascud,” he ordered from his bedroom. "Call Senor Herston's hotdl. Tell him | would like to spesk to
him."

The Mexican went to the telephone. He had learned sufficient parrot English to make acdl of thissort.
He returned with the information that Senor Herston had gone ouit.

"It doesn't matter," decided Mullrick. "I'm going out, too. I'll be out along while, Pascud. I'll call you on
the telephone. If Senor Herston calls or comesin, tell him to wait to hear from me at his hote .

"S, senor.”

Glancing from the living-room window, Mullrick chanced to see a policeman waking by on the other side
of the street. The officer was|ooking toward the apartment house. Mullrick drew back from the window.
Hewas nervous. He went to the entry and put on his hat and coat. He departed abruptly.

As he reached the street door, Mullrick regained his composure. He peered out and saw that the
policeman was not in Sight. He decided that his apprehensions were at fault. He turned, asthough
intending to go back to his gpartment. Then, with ashort laugh, he decided to stroll abroad.

MORNING waned. Shortly before noon, a steady-faced man appeared at the Belisarius Arms. It was
Detective Jm Clausey. The deuth entered the building. He noted Mullrick's name in the lobby. He went
up to the fourth floor.

As he approached the door of Apartment 4H, Clausey stepped back out of sight. The door opened, and
Pascua stepped out to pick up anewspaper that had been delivered.

Clausey caught aflash of the Mexican'sface. The detective, however, was not observed by Pascual.
Clausey grinned. He had ahunch that if Harland Mullrick wereingde, he might come out; if outside, he
might comein. Clausey decided to wait.

The detective had learned Mullrick's address and tel ephone number through inquiry at the telephone
company. The namewas an unusual one: the sight of aMexican servant convinced Clausey that he was
ontheright trail. Clausey Hill detailed to the hunting of Sugs Raffney, did not have to report at
headquarters for the present.

It was his plan to make sure that Mullrick was back in the gpartment; then either act or inform Cardona.
When he had |€ft the little town of Kewson, Clausey had placed Lowder in charge of a detective who
had come out from Manhattan. The servant had made no further statement.

Clausey's vigil proved to be along one. As hours passed, there was no sign of Mullrick.

Therewas areason, had Clausey possessed the keennessto consider it. Thefirst editions of the
afternoon newspapers had made a tremendous story of the Cooperdale murder. They had linked
Penang, Egypt, and Mexico into awild tale of death by night. The wile of the Orient, theriddle of the
pyramids, the secrets of the Aztecs: dl formed amystery that was without an equal.

The police were on thetrail of the man who wore the gray fedora. Marked as atriple murderer, hewas
labeled afiend. Y et gray soft hats till dominated Broadway. The clew, athough afine play-up for
newspaper columns, was actudly of little use to the police department.



Nevertheless, Harland Mullrick, somewhere in Manhattan, had read those screaming reports. He was
not concerned about hisgray hat. He was, however, disturbed by the hue and cry which might bring
disagter to his plansfor Mexican wedth. He was staying away from his apartment.

Asdusk arrived, Harry Vincent took up his station across from the Bdlisarius Arms. He, like Jim Clasey,
was awaiting Harland Mullrick's return. There had been no watch by day. Burbank had heard Mullrick
say hewas going out, and the listener at the dictograph had reported to The Shadow.

Burbank was till listening. The Shadow, moreover, had no present concern. He was awaiting Harland
Mullrick's next move. There was gtill afourth man whom Mullrick had upon hisligt.

Standing by alittle restaurant, Harry Vincent saw Jerry Herston enter the apartment house. That did not
require areport. Herston could have but one destination: Mullrick's apartment. Harry understood that
someone else was taking care of mattersthere.

But as Harry watched, he saw another man step from acar parked a short way up the street. He
observed a heavy, stalwart man following in Herston's wake.

The fellow looked like agangster. Thiswas news that must be sent to Burbank. Harry stepped into the
restaurant and quickly phoned the contact agent. Burbank received the report in his quiet fashion.

Harry Vincent stepped from the restaurant. He sensed that trouble might be brewing. He knew that
Burbank would relay his message to The Shadow. The black-garbed master would soon be on hisway
to view the unexpected complications which were about to happen a Harland Mullrick's abode!

CHAPTER XVI. THE FINAL CLEW

JERRY HERSTON rapped at the door of Harland Mullrick's apartment. Pascua opened the door.
Herston stepped in and sought to close the door behind him.

It was then that he felt the nudge of arevolver muzzlein the middle of hisback. Haf raisng his hands, the
ex-detective stumbled forward.

"Turn around,” came the growled command. "Up againgt the wall."

As Jarry obeyed, Pascud, in the living room, swung quickly to see who had spoken. The Mexican was
reaching for his machete. He stopped as he saw Jim Clausey turning hisrevolver in hisdirection.

It was Herston's voice that caused Pascud to raise hisarms aso. Jerry called to the Mexican, and
wiggled hisown handsin indicative fashion. Pascud, redlizing that he was covered, dso placed himsdf at

Clausey's mercy.

Jerry Herston grinned. Despite the fact that Mullrick had been trailed by this detective - Jerry recognized
Clausey's profession at once - there was till a chance for first-class bluff.

"Areyou Harland Mullrick?' questioned Clausey.

"No," retorted Herston. "But you're awise guy from headquarters. A new man on thejob. Say - I'll bet
you'rethisbird Jm Clausey that's been snooping into the rackets."

"I'm Clausey, right enough. If you aren't Mullrick, who are you?'

"Y ou'd know me quick enough if you were as wise as you think you are. Ever hear of Jerry Herston?
That'sme."



Jm Clausey was puzzled. He had heard of Jerry Herston. The ex-detective was well known as aprivate
investigator. Despite his knowledge of the affairs of racketeers, Herston had aclean date.

"What're you doing here?' quizzed Clausey.

"Just dropped into see afriend,” returned Jerry, in amatter-of-fact tone. "Say - you don't mean to tell
me you're looking for Harland Mullrick. What's the matter - is somebody after him? Have you come here
to put him wise?"

"I've cometo get him for murder,” growled Clausey.

"Murder!" Herston laughed. " Say, have you gone loco? Mullrick's the straightest guy on two feet. You
can take my word for that."

"Ohyeah?' Clausey was obdtinate. "Well, if he'son thelevel, he wouldn't mind seeing me right now.
Whereishe?'

"How should I know?" snorted Jerry. "Say - what are you trying to do. Playing you're awise old fox?
The lone-hand business?’

"I'm working on my own," retorted Clausey. "I've got the goods on Mullrick. HEs going to the jug when |
grab him, and you're not going to stop me. Nor anyone e sg, either. The credit for thispinch isgoing to
Jm Clausey. Savvy? I'm waiting here until Mullrick shows up; and I'm calling heedquartersin the
meantime. Y ou and this Mex had better play good.”

So saying, Clausey strode to the telephone. He held his gun so that he could cover either Jerry Herston
or Pascud by an easy motion of hiswrist. Helifted the receiver and called detective headquarters.

"That you, Cardona?' he questioned. "Thisis Clausey... Say, I've located the hide-out of the guy we're
after... It'snot Sugs Raffney... No. The bird with the gray hat..."

Clausey grinned as he heard a sartled exclamation over the wire.

"Hop up here," he continued. "Bdlisarius Arms... Yes... Apartment 4H... HisnameisMullrick - Harland
Mullrick..."

Clausey broke off, staring. A man had entered the apartment. He had stepped between Jerry Herston
and Pascud. Heavy, with glowering face and vicious air, the intruder came as amenacing enemy. A
revolver glimmered in hishand.

"Sugs Raffney!" cried Clausay, recognizing the missng gang leader.

UP came Clausey's gun. Slugs Raffney had the drop. 1t would have been the end of Jm Clausey at that
moment, but for unexpected intervention. Jerry Herston, also spotting Slugs Raffney, leaped forward to
grab the mobster'sarm.

Theimpulse showed quick thinking on Jerry's part. In an ingtant, the ex-detective had redlized the
Stuation. The death of Jm Clausey would be no protection for Harland Mullrick. The dibiswhich Jerry
Herston, himsdlf, had provided, were the methods that must stand the test.

Slugs Raffney, enraged by the sight of Jm Clausey, the detective who had not been able to pick up his
trail, had logt dl discretion. In that quick instant, Jerry knew that by overcoming Slugs Raffney, he could
best serve Harland Mullrick. It was an effort on Jerry's part to square himsdlf with Im Clausey.



As Jary Herston wrestled with Slugs Raffney, the gang leader's gun went off. Raffney cursed ashe
fought. Jerry had diverted hisaim. The shot waswide.

Jm Clausey fired spontaneoudy. That bullet was the beginning of the end. It did not find its mark in Sugs
Raffney's body. It entered the shoulder of Jerry Herston.

The ex-detective staggered. Sugs Raffney's hand was free. The snarling gang leader fired twice,
point-blank, at Jerry Herston. Down tumbled the man who had tried to thwart Sugs Raffney.

Swinging across the room, Jm Clausey fired a Sugs Raffney, and missed. He paused for more certain
am. He had the bead on Raffney thistime, but the unexpected surged against him.

Pascud, scarcely understanding, redlized only that im Clausey was an enemy. The man had come here
to seize hismaster. Clausey, firgt, had shot Jerry Herston. Senor Herston - Harland Mullrick's friend.

Springing as he drew his machete, Pascua buried the wicked knife to the hilt in Clausey'sback. The
detective staggered. Hisfina shot at Sugs Raffney wasfutile. Seeing the knife blade deep in hisenemy's
back, Slugswaited no longer. He turned and hastened from the apartment.

On the gtreet, things were strangely quiet. Evidently the noise of the firing had not been plain. Slugs
Raffney piled into his car and growled an order to the man at the whed. Asthe automobile - a sedan -
pulled away, a coupe started in pursuit. Harry Vincent had heard the shots dimly. He was taking up the
trall.

"Get that guy that's after usl" snarled Sugs, looking backward.

A fusllade wasthe result. Sugs Raffney joined in the outbreak. The coupe swerved, and ran up on the
sdewalk. It stopped against awall. Harry Vincent had been too prompt in his pursuit; he had, however,
used hisintuition when he had seen the gangsters lean from the sedan to fire. The Shadow's agent lay
unscathed, behind the whed of the coupe. His chase, though, was finished.

IN Apartment 4H, Jm Clausay was crawling pitifully dong the floor. Pascua was watching him, with the
expression of afaithful mastiff that had dain atrespassing beast. The Mexican had done the duty that he
believed he owed to Harland Mullrick.

Jerry Herston lay dead. The shots from Slugs Raffney's revolver had ended the ex-detective's
picturesque career. Clausey did not seem to see Herston's body. He was looking for hisrevolver.
Pascua had kicked it undernegth the big table. Clausey tried to creep to the telephone.

The detective had dropped the receiver on the hook at the abrupt finish of his conversation with Joe
Cardona. The movement had been quite autometic; the sudden finish of the talk might well have been
regarded as natural by Joe Cardona.

Clausey wanted to resume that connection. He crawled on, despite the fact that he carried aknife blade
in hisback, and that his blood was issuing forth upon the carpet in spurting drops.

The telephone began to ring. Pascua stood motionless. Clausey tried to reach the instrument. He
collapsed and lay coughing. Pascual suddenly sprang to the telephone and raised the receiver. Hisface
gleamed as he recognized Mullrick's voice.

"Do not come here, senor,” warned the Mexican, in hisjargon of mixed lingo. " Senor Herston - heis
dead... I, Pascual, must flee... Si, senor... The police; they are coming..."

A pause. Pascud was listening to hasty ingtructions over the wire. When the servant replied, hiswords



were uttered in atone of faithful assurance.
"| shall destroy it, senor,” said Pascud. "'l shal leave hereto meet you afterward. Adios.”

The Mexican turned to the large table. He stepped over the huddled body of Jim Clausey. The detective,
unable to reach the telephone, had tried to crawl in the opposite direction. Pascua pounced upon the big
volume which related to the conquest of the Aztecs.

Harland Mullrick had made amost fortunate telephone cal. Anxiousto learn if Jerry Herston had
returned to the gpartment, he had made the connection just in time to give important ordersto Pascud.
He had told the servant to destroy the list that wasin the volume of Aztec lore.

As helifted the huge book, Pascua was momentarily forgetful of Detective Jm Clausey. Hedid not see
the wounded man's reviving motion.

Stretching forth hisright hand, Clausey had managed to regain hislost gun. With afind effort, the deuth
tried to rise. He reached his knees; then, as he weakened, he made a sudden clutch at Pascua with his
left hand.

The scene was agrim one. Pascud, holding the book half open, turned to view Clausey with amaignant
glare. The detective, the knife till protruding from between his shoulders, was staring up toward the
Mexican with adetermined look.

Clausey had caught hold of Pascua's belt. With asnarl, the servant legped away. As he saw the
detective wavering with the gun, Pascua raised hisarmsto hurl the huge book at his antagonist's head.

The sameingant, Clausey fired. Weakened though the detective was, he managed to find hismark. A
bullet entered Pascua's body.

Asthe Mexican staggered, Clausey fired again. With ascream, Pascua toppled. The book, hurtling from
his hand, missed Clausey's head, but struck against the detective's shoulder. Clausey's unsteady body
sprawled upon thefloor.

Gasping, the detective viewed the form of Harland Mullrick's servant. Pascua, dying, was incgpable of
motion. Clausey, having finished the man who had stabbed him, gave anervy grin. Hismisty eyes saw the
large book that had struck his shoulder. They aso observed afolded sheet of paper on the floor.

Prone, Clausey stretched hisarms. He picked up the paper and unfolded it. He clutched its edges
between histightened fists as he tried to read the names he saw upon the paper. A spasm overcame him.

Still clutching the sheet which had falen from the Aztec volume, Jm Clausey gave acoughing gasp ashis
head plopped to thefloor.

JERRY HERSTON was dead. So was Pascual. Only afew minutes of life remained to Jm Clausey. To
all appearances, the detective was dead also. The room of tragedy was silent. Something swished just
within the door.

The Shadow, his burning eyes upon the scene, was viewing the daughter. The black-garbed phantom
had arrived in answer to Burbank's call. The grim events within this room had taken place in ashort
successon of dramatic minutes.

With long strides, The Shadow reached Jm Clausey's sde. The detective turned his head. He sensed
that someone was beside him. He gasped out what little he could say.



"Sugs- Raffney" - Clausey'swords were chokes - "got - away. This - this - paper -"

The Shadow reached for the sheet between Clausey's hands. The detective'sfierce grip did not relax. On
the spread-out paper, however, The Shadow read the list of names. His grim laugh sounded as he saw
the one that was as yet uncrossed: the name of Donald Gershawl. His keen eyes saw the book upon the
floor. The Shadow knew whence the paper had come.

With a sudden sweep, The Shadow rose from the floor. He could hear footstepsin the hall. Other men
were coming. It wastimefor him to leave.

Hislong paces carried him to the window beside the telephone. The sash moved upward. Out into the
darknessthat had replaced the dusk went the tal figure of The Shadow.

The sash had just descended when Joe Cardona burst into the room. The deuth's first thought wasfor his
dying comrade, Jm Clausey. Joe reached the other detective'sside.

"Jm!" he exclamed. "Thisis Joe Cardonal Tell me, Jm - who got you -"

Blindly, Jm Clausey thought that Cardona was the one who had been here before. He repested words
that he had uttered to The Shadow. They were weakened gasps - barely audible.

"Sugs- Raffney," was Clausey's dying statement. "He - got - away. This- paper - from - from the book.
Get - Mullrick; Harland Mull -"

The voice broke.
"Merk," gasped Clausey. "Merk -"
That wasal. Jm Clausey lay dead.

Cardona caught the fluttering paper as the numbed fingers relaxed. Mullrick was the name of the man
who lived here. Mullrick - Merk -

Clausey, like Burton Blissp, had tried to pronounce the name with afina gasp.

Other detectives were in the room. Cardonaturned to a steady-faced man: Detective Sergeant
Markham. He ordered him to take charge of the bodies. Then Cardona studied the paper. His eyes
lighted.

Roy Sdlbrig. Dead. Crossed off thelist.

Burton Blissip. Dead. Crossed off thelis.

Sidney Cooperdae. Dead. Crossed off the list.

Beneath their names was the name of afourth man. Cardona recognized that name. Donald Gershawl!

Cardona had actually been to Gershawl's penthouse, atop the mammoth Solwick tower. He had gone
there with Police Commissioner Weston, who was afriend of Gershawl's. A financier who possessed
great wedth, Gershawl had established himself in a sanctuary so lofty that it seemed impregnable against
any crime. Weston had taken Cardonathere to |et the detective see the place.

So Donad Gershawl till remained upon thelist! A firm smile rested upon Cardonas lips. Harland
Mullrick, clever though he might be, would have trouble dedling with Donald Gershawl, unless he took
the millionaire unawares.



Therein lay the danger. Cardonathrust the list into his pocket. He knew that Donald Gershawl must be
warned; that through him, steps must be taken to apprehend Harland Mullrick. Cardonalooked toward
the telephone; then changed his mind. He decided to visit Donald Gershawl in person.

"Markham," he said to the detective sergeant, "I've got ajob ahead. Y ou arein charge here. Tell
Inspector Kleinthat I'l cdl him at heedquarters.™

With thisfina statement, the star detective strode from Harland Mullrick's gpartment, without another
glance at the three dead bodies that lay upon the floor.

Onthewall of the gpartment house, a huge, batlike form was resting beside the window of the apartment
above Mullrick's. The figure moved; asqudgy sound came as rubber suction cups were detached from
the surface which they gripped. From the outer darkness, The Shadow entered the apartment where
Burbank was stationed.

A gloved hand picked up Burbank's brief shorthand notes. The eyes of The Shadow read the remarks
which Joe Cardona had made before he | eft. The Shadow's laugh was a cregpy whisper that made even
gtolid Burbank shudder.

"Remove.

The order was understood. Burbank knew that hisvigil here had ended. He arose to detach his
equipment. Harland Mullrick would not return to his gpartment. With the policein charge, aprompt
remova of al apparatus was Burbank's present work. All would go but the microphone behind the
radiator in Mullrick'sliving room. That piece of agpparatus would not be discovered.

As Burbank worked, he knew that The Shadow had departed. The lone fighter had other dutiesto
perform. He, like Joe Cardona, knew of an impending encounter.

Harland Mullrick and Dondd Gershawl: the two were due to meet. The fourth man on thelist wasto face
aformidable adversary. Joe Cardona was on hisway to anticipate that meeting.

The Shadow, too, was bound for the spot where death now loomed to compl ete the schemes of aman
who dedlt in murder!

CHAPTER XVII.IN THE TOWER

WHEN Detective Joe Cardona arrived at the huge Solwick Tower, in lower Manhattan, he stopped for
amoment to stare upward toward the summit of the mighty monolith. Far up, a mountainous height
above the street, atiny pin point of alight denoted the location of Donald Gershawl's penthouse.

Cardonadid not enter the main door of the tremendous skyscraper. Instead, he went to aside entrance
where aclosed door barred hisway. Cardonarang abell. A grille work opened, and aface appeared. It
was that of awatchman.

"Detective Cardona,” announced the deuth. "From headquarters. To see Mr. Gershawl. Important.”

The wicket closed. A short while later, the door swung open. Cardona entered a square-shaped room.
The door closed. On thewall near the door, the detective saw an interior telephone and alever which
was evidently used to open the metal door. Directly beyond was the entrance to an elevator. Therewasa
closed archway at the left

Thisroom had originaly been desgned asa specia hallway where vistorswould enter the elevator that
went to the top of the Solwick Tower. Before the completion of the building, however, Donald



Gershawl, who had financed the operation, decided to use the tower as a penthouse, not as aplace for
sght-seers.

Hence, the archway had been closed, and the smal side entrance was kept shut. This square room had
been transformed into an anteroom six hundred feet below the apartment which it served!

Thiswas one of the unique arrangements which Commissioner Ralph Weston had pointed out when he
had brought Detective Joe Cardona hereto visit Donad Gershawl.

The swish of adescending elevator came from between the doors. The car had struck the air cushion.
The doors opened, and the watchman ushered Cardonainto the elevator. A uniformed operator - a
husky fellow - closed the doors and started the car upward.

At the end of the ride, Cardona stepped off the evator into awaiting room where an attendant was
seeted. This man inquired Cardona's name; hearing it, he opened amassive door and ushered the
detective into the apartment itself.

DONALD GERSHAWL termed this place a penthouse. Actudly, it was an observation floor which had
been made into an gpartment. A little beyond the center hall was the huge cylinder that indicated aspira
stairway leading to the open observation tower above. All the windows of the penthouse opened on a
bal cony which stretched completely about this story of the building.

The attendant rapped on a door beside the big cylinder. In response to an order from within, he opened
the portal.

Joe Cardonawaked into a sumptuous living room. He found Donad Gershawl awaiting him.

Thefinancier was atdl, well-built man of fifty-odd years. His square jaw was atoken of the
determination which had gained him hishigh position of wedth. Hisface wasfriendly and frank; hisgray
hair gave him alook of dignity which went well with hiserect bearing.

"Good evening,” greeted Gershawl. "1 am glad to see you again, Detective Cardona. What brings you
here? Have you come from Commissioner Weston?'

"No," returned Cardona, in aserioustone. "'l haven't seen the commissioner yet, Mr. Gershawl. | wanted
to talk with you firgt. | have come here to warn you -"

Gershawl stopped abruptly as he was receiving abox of cigars which a servant had brought him.

"Towarn me?' he questioned, with apuzzled look. "Againgst what? Against whom? Istherea
congpiracy?'

"I'll explainit al," began Cardona. "There's been murder -"

"Murder?' Gershawl's tone became composed, though hisface was grave. "Be seated, Mr. Cardona
Have one of these Coronas' - he extended the box of cigars as Cardona sat down - "and tell me of this
meatter. Murder, you say?'

"Yes." Cardonabrought the list from his pocket. "L ook at this, Mr. Gershawl. Maybeit will explain
itdf.”

Donad Gershawl stared at his own name. Then he read the ones which were crossed out. His eyebrows
furrowed. He nodded as he passed the sheet back to Cardona.



"Y ou recognize the names?"' asked the detective

"Certainly,” responded Gershawl. "I have been reading the newspapers quite closely. These three were
murdered. Theinference therefore, is-"

"That you are marked for the fourth victim."

"Of the man with the gray fedora," commented Gershawl, with adoubtful smile. "A rather vague
description for so formidable an enemy. Tell me, Mr. Cardona, where did you find thislig?!

"In the gpartment of aman named Harland Mullrick," announced Cardona. "It was clutched by the hand
of adead detective. He gasped the name of Sugs Raffney, amurderer for whom we are looking. Sugs
Raffney, though, isbut atool in the hands of the chief killer. Harland Mullrick isthe man we are after.”

"|s he the man from Mexico?'

"Y es. He had a Mexican servant, who was dead in the apartment. Have you ever heard of him, Mr.
Gershawl ?'

"l have," responded the millionaire, with ashort laugh. "Hisvictims, though, were unknown to me until |
read their namesin the newspapers. | have something in common with them, however. | know much
about Mexico."

"Ah! Do you know anything about Mullrick?"

"Yes. | haveinformation which I acquired only ashort while ago - aslately, perhaps, asthe time when
you found thisligt. | have received atelephone cal from aman who calls himself Harland Mullrick.”

"You havel"

"Morethan that. | have granted him aninterview. | am expecting him at any minute. | thought when your
cal came up from below that he had arrived.”

Cardona sprang to hisfeet.
"Mr. Gershawl!" he exploded. "Mullrick iscoming here to murder you!"

"Such," said the millionaire quietly, "appearsto be hisintention. But | hold no apprehensions. | have
received your warning. You are here. You will arrest him."

"If he suspectsatrap -"

"That would be unfortunate,” interposed Gershawl. "Unless, however, this murderer saw you enter and
recognized you, | do not think that he will neglect the appointment. Heisvery anxiousto see me. He
wantsto tak regarding Mexico."

"So that's hisgame," mused Cardona. "Y ou're right, Mr. Gershawl. We can trap this scoundrel, unless-"
"Unless?'
"Unless he has agang with him. Sugs Raffney and some of the mob that Raffney Htill has.”

"That'sright,” agreed Gershawl. "Those fellows were supposed to have killed Roy Selbrig, weren't they?
But how about the other deaths: Burton Blissip and Sidney Cooperda€?"



"Mullrick worked aone," declared Cardona.
"Hewill try to work aone here, then,” nodded Gershawl.
"Can you be sure of that?' questioned Cardona eagerly.

"No question about it," returned Gershawl, in a decided tone. "My anteroom, below, is protected against
intruders. The watchman istoo much of an obstacle. Then there is the elevator operator; the servant
outside. | am well protected againgt disturbers, Mr. Cardona."

"l seeMullrick'sgame," agreed the detective. "Heisfoxy. He hastricked you into letting himin hereasa
guest s0-"

"And he will think he has me unawares,”" injected Gershawl. "However, | can take care of that. Suppose,
Mr. Cardona, that you station yourself behind that farther curtain. Be ready for my call. | shall aso post
my servants”

"| can grab the man the minute he comesin.”
"Yes. That would be smpler. | have been wondering, though, just what his game may be -"

"That'sright!" blurted Cardona. "Say - if you can get him to talk abit, we may find out why hekilled
those three men who had been to Mexico."

"Precisdy," said Gershawl. "In the meantime -"

A RAP on the door came as an interruption. Gershawl caled for the person to enter. The servant from
outside stepped within.

"Mr. Harland Mullrick isin the anteroom, Sir," he said. "Are you ready for him to come up by devator?’
"Yes" decided Gershawl.
Cardonawas about to object. Gershawl, however, explained the reason for the quick summons.

"He may suspect if | keep himwaiting," he said. "I had hoped we would havetimeto call my friend, the
police commissioner. It istoo late now. Get behind the curtain while | instruct my insde servantsto be

ready.”

Gershawl went out of the door. He returned in less than two minutes. He smiled approvingly as he noted
that Cardonawas well concealed behind the curtain. Gershawl sat down and puffed on hiscigar. A
minute later, someone knocked upon the door.

"Comein," ordered the millionaire.

The door opened. In stepped atall, stoop-shouldered man. His face bore the bronzed color of the
tropics. It was Harland Mullrick. Thevistor's head turned right and left, with quick, suspicious glance.

Donald Gershawl arose to shake hands with his guest. He pointed to achair. Mullrick stepped beyond it
to place his coat and hat, which he was carrying, upon asmal stand. It was then that Joe Cardona,
behind the curtain, suppressed a triumphant gasp.

Mullrick's actions; his appearance; his stooped shoulders: these were evidences that he was the man
Cardonawanted. Thefina touch, however, lay in the hat that rested upon the stand. It was spotless,
unusualy light in shade; the kind of hat that anyone would have quickly noted in the darkness.



The hat was agray fedora. Joe Cardonas fingers tightened on the butt of hisrevolver.
CHAPTER XVIII. THE CAPTURE

"HAVE acigar," offered Dondd Gershawl.

"No, thanks," returned Harland Mullrick, suddenly withdrawing his hand after starting to reach toward
the box. "I've alot of important business on my mind. | want to talk with you about it, Mr. Gershawl."

"Bugness," amiled thefinancier, "invariably interests me. To what form of businessdo you refer."”

"ToMexico," declared Mullrick abruptly. "To thelost mines of Durango. I'm dedling straight with you,
Mr. Gershawl. | hold an option that depends upon the locating of the mines. | believe that you know
exactly wherethey lie”

"It has been long since | wasin Durango,” remarked Gershawl, in areminiscent tone. "Not since the days
of the Diaz regime. It seems odd that you should come to me for such information.”

"The mines have not been traceable,”" returned Mullrick, "since followers of Pancho Villadaughtered the
guards who had remained on watch after Porfirio Diaz was ousted from the Mexican presidency.”

"Probably s0," mused Gershawl. "Nevertheless' - hisvoice assumed asgnificant tone- "l am surprised
that you should come to mein preference to others who might know more regarding Mexico. Particularly
if you expect to buy information cheagply. | am aman of considerable wedlth, Mr. Mullrick. | have no
great interest in speculative enterprises. Are there no other persons whom you might see regarding this
metter?'

"There were others," answered Mullrick solemnly, "but they are dead.”
"Dead?" echoed Gershawl

"Murdered,” said Mullrick.

"Murdered!" exclaimed Gershawl, in atone of horror. "By whom?"'

"I think," retorted Mullrick, "that you can answer that question asreadily as|. Let usforget the men who
have died. My proposition issmply this: Y ou, done, can give methefind information thet | require. Y ou,
aone, can make trouble for my plans. | want to talk termswith you."

Gershawl shrugged his shoulders. He acted as though he could not understand what Mullrick meant. He
shook his head in wondering fashion.

"l am afraid, Mr. Mullrick," he decided, "that your ideas are very vague. Whatever | may know about
Mexico - particularly the state of Durango - can be of no interest to you. Suppose we terminate this
interview."

With awave of hishand, the financier indicated the hat and coat that were lying on the stand. Harland
Mullrick glared sullenly. Findly, he turned and picked up his garments. He put on his coat; then placed
his hat upon hishead. Asamatter of habit, he set the fedoraat an angle.

MULLRICK was but afew yards from the curtain. His back was toward that spot. Joe Cardona,
peering forth, studied Mullrick's form, which was turned dightly in his direction. The detective was
positive that this was the man who had been seen on the three occasions where sudden death had struck.
Cardonadrew hisrevolver and crouched forward.



Mullrick was glowering at Gershawl. Suddenly, he burst forth in astorm of bitter words.

"Y ou know about those Durango mines!™ he cried. "Y ou are Saling me, because you want my plansto
fall. You think that you can pick up where| leave off. I've tried to ded fairly with you before, Gershawil.
I've come hereto learn something, and I'll find it out -"

Mullrick's right hand was away from Gershawl's view. It dropped to the pocket of the overcoat. With a
quick movement, Mullrick started to draw arevolver from his pocket.

Cardona saw the flash of the wegpon. Like a shot, the detective sprang forward. Before Mullrick could
turn, Cardona had planted the muzzle of his own revolver in the middie of the man's back.

"Drop that gun!" ordered the detective.

Mullrick's hand came from his pocket, the revolver dipping from hisfingers. Then, apparently frantic,
Mullrick swung upon his adversary and boldly tried to throw Cardonato the floor.

The detective did not fire. He battled grimly as Mullrick's hands clutched at histhroat. Breaking loose
with hisright arm, Cardona swung ablow at the gray hat.

The stroke was aglancing one. It filled its purpose, nevertheless. Harland Mullrick staggered, sprawled
flat, and rolled over on thefloor. His own revolver flew from his pocket and clattered against achair. As
the man tried to rise, Cardona pounced upon him.

Two servants had arrived at Gershawl's call. They were hurrying forward to help Cardona. The detective
waved them away. Mullrick, half stunned, was no longer amenace.

Cardonarolled the fellow over on hisback. He stood looking at Mullrick's face. He reached down and
picked up the fedora, which had plopped from the stunned man's head.

"No trouble now," remarked Cardona, as he picked up Mullrick's revolver. "I'll call up headquarters and
get some men over here. Well find out what thisfellow knows about murder.”

"Suppose,” suggested Gershawl, with apleased amile, "that | cal the police commissioner and tell him
what has happened. That will give you an opportunity to spesk with him, and gain the credit that you
deserve.”

"All right," agreed Cardona, with abroad grin. "That isn't abad idea at al."

Donad Gershawl had struck areal accord with Joe Cardona. The detective liked to gain Commissioner
Weston's commendeation. This telephoned communication would prove much better than an ordinary
report through headquarters

GERSHAWL picked up atelephone. He called the commissioner's number. Carefully, briefly, he
explained exactly what had happened. Hislast remark was particularly suitable to Cardona.

"Y our headquarters man," concluded Gershawl, "iswatching his prisoner now. The prisoner isonly partly
conscious; | shdl let Detective Cardona spesak with you.”

Holding his gun with hisright hand, Cardonatook the desk telephonein hisleft. He recognized the voice
of Commissioner Ralph Weston. In return, he corroborated al that Donald Gershawl had said.

"Weve got the murderer,” asserted Cardona. "'As soon as the squad gets over from headquarters, welll
take him down there. Say - Mr. Gershawl deserves plenty of credit. He just stood there and waited while



thisfelow Mullrick wastrying to draw agun on him.”

Cardona clicked the hook. While he was waiting for the connection to detective headquarters, he made a
suggestion to Donald Gershawl.

"Better cdl the watchman,” he said. "Maybethisfellow's pas are outsde, waiting for him to show up.
Sugs Raffney and that crew -"

"Thewatchmanisal right,” returned Gershawl. "No one can get in while heishere. He will let me know
when the headquarters men announce themsdves."

"O.K.," agreed Cardona. "I'm telling the squad to surround this building and pick up anyone that looks
suspicious. They'll nab Sugs Raffney if he's hanging around below.”

DONALD GERSHAWL'S confidence in the watchman's security would have been less sure had the
millionaire been able to see to the anteroom below. While Gershawl and Cardonaweretaking in the
penthouse, the watchman, six hundred feet benegth, was answering aring at the meta door.

When he opened the wicket, the watchman found himsdf staring into the looming muzzle of an autometic.
Above the threatening gun were two burning eyes. From invisible lips came the hissed command:

"Open the door!"

Ordinarily, the watchman would have legped back and dammed the wicket. The stern command,
however, rendered him helpless. He had heard the sinister sound of The Shadow's voice. Before the
watchman could recover, he knew that he could do nothing but obey.

Backing away, with hands raised, the watchman saw the gun muzzle turn to cover him. He knew that
death would be imminent should he attempt to act againgt the injunction. Reaching the side wadll, he pulled
the lever that opened the door.

The moving barrier, swinging inward, gave the watchman an opportunity. The big fellow was covered for
the moment; quickly, he whipped arevolver from his pocket and |eaped forward to meet the enemy. His
finger was on the trigger, yet he never fired that shot.

Like asolid chunk of blacknessissuing from the folds of night, The Shadow wasthereto met his
adversary. His sweeping left arm sent the revolver flying from the watchman's grasp. Hisright hand,
swinging its automeatic, dealt a blow which staggered the guardian of the anteroom.

Asthe big man sank to the floor, The Shadow pressed the lever that closed the metal door. A spectra
laugh echoed through the vaulted anteroom. Its hollow, metalic reverberations perssted while The
Shadow crossed and signaled for the elevator.

Air swished from the door of the shaft. The barriers did apart. The elevator operator, armed with a
revolver, wasin readiness. The unexpected summons had placed him on his guard. The preparation,
however, wasto no avail. Appearing with sudden unexpectedness, The Shadow fell upon the operator at
the door of the elevator. The man went down without acry.

The Shadow swiftly bound the watchman, using the fellow's belt to hold his hands and feet together ina
hopel ess position, from which he could not escape. The man was still groggy. He had not even seen the
phantom who had overpowered him.

With the operator till lying on the floor of the elevator, The Shadow closed the door and Started the
mechanism. The car rose speedily to the top of the shaft.



There, with a soft laugh that sounded only within the metal walls of the devator, The Shadow raised the
inert form of the stalwart operator. Propping the man beside the lever that drove the car, The Shadow
stood behind him; then pressed the switch to open the doors.

THE husky who guarded the waiting room was standing directly in front of the doors. Hewas holding a
revolver. He, too, had suspected that something might be wrong. Asthe doors opened, al that this man
saw was the figure of the operator. The guard lowered his gun. Ingtantly, the form of the operator
toppled forward. From behind the man's body |eagped a mass of blackness. Spectra to behold, but solid
asrock in form, The Shadow fdl upon the man with the gun.

He caught the fdlow off guard. Like the two before him, this man went down without redizing what had
struck him.

The Shadow's next operation was a swift one. He stepped aboard the eevator; without closing the
doors, he lowered the car three feet.

Climbing out upon the floor, he picked up the-operator and thrust the man's body atop the elevator. He
performed the same action with the stunned guard. Dropping down into the car, heraised it to aleve
with the floor. He emerged and closed the doors with his black-gloved hands.

Trapped between the top of the elevator and the ceiling of the shaft, the two men could not possibly
escape. The Shadow had lost no further time by waiting to bind them. Automatics appeared in his black
fists as he opened the heavy door and strode into the penthouse.

The Shadow reached the door of Donad Gershawl's living room. One automatic went beneath his cloak.
Hisfree hand turned the knob and softly opened the door afull inch inward. With his automatic wedged
againg the crevice, The Shadow studied the scene within the living room.

Swiftly, like amessenger from another world, The Shadow had conquered the guardians of Donald
Gershawl'slofty abode. A creature of the night, unseen, unheard, he was here to watch what next might

happen.
As hewatched, The Shadow, with his huge automatic ready, held al before him at his mercy!
CHAPTER XIX. THE ACCUSATION

DONALD GERSHAWL and Joe Cardona were standing in the center of the living room. Before them,
propped in achair, was Harland Mullrick. The prisoner was wearily lifting his head. He stared at the men
before him.

Two servants, husky, hard-faced fellows, were standing close behind Mullrick's chair. They werein
readiness to seize the man. Cardonawaved them back in amotion of hisrevolver.

"We've got you, Mullrick," he growled. "Now's your chance to talk. Come clean.”
"About what?' gasped Mullrick.
"Murder," returned Cardona.

Mullrick stared blankly. He looked toward Donald Gershawl. The financier's face became stern. He
motioned to Joe Cardona.

"Let metak to him," he suggested. "Mullrick, we know you for amurderer. Y ou have proven your guilt
tonight. Y ou have given away your game. Y ou bluffed the Mexican government into an option to develop



mineswhich you had not located.

"Y ou were afraid that someone would spoil your illegal game. Y ou came hereto New Y ork to look up
the men who stood in your path. Y ou found Roy Sdlbrig. Y ou rode with him in ataxicab, where, a your
sgna, he was daughtered by gangsters.

"Y ou brought Burton Blissip to New Y ork. In hisroom at the Hotel Goliath, you planted a poisoned pin
among ordinary ones. When he placed hisfinger upon the pin that indicated the city of Guadagara, he
received an injection that produced his death.

"Anonymoudly, you sent a peculiar cane called a Penang lawyer to Sidney Cooperdale. You cdled a his
home. Y ou rel eased a species of snake known asthe ngjahge - adeadly serpent that was within the
cane. When Cooperda e entered his bedroom, the snake struck him.

"Y ou came here tonight, ready to murder me. | wastoo well guarded. My very position saved me from
your strategy. Y ou intended to shoot me; then to fight your way out. | wasthelast of your four intended
victims. Detective Cardona has shown methelist you kept."

Dondd Gershawl stared directly at Harland Mullrick, watching for the man's reaction. Mullrick dumped
back in his chair. Gershawl smiled. The man seemed incagpable of denial, now that his deeds had been set
forth.

Mullrick weakly rubbed his head. He stared from Gershawl to Cardona; then back to Gershawl. A
glimmer of sudden hope gppeared in hiseyes.

"Where's Jerry™ - hisvoice broke - " Jerry Herston? He knows where | was those nights. He can prove
my innocence. Jerry -"

A SUDDEN recollection dawned in Mullrick's mind. The cal that he had madeto Pascud! He
remembered the servant's statement that Jerry Herston had been dain.

A laugh came from Donald Gershawl, asthe financier voiced the thought that wasin Mullrick's mind.
"Your friend," said Gershawl, in asarcagtic tone, "is dead. Do not look for dibisfrom Jerry Herston.”
"Comeon, Mullrick," growled Cardona. "It's no use. Weve got you. Let's hear you talk."

Mullrick sat bolt upright. His senses seemed to return with ajolt. He looked at the swarthy face of Joe
Cardona. Ignoring Donald Gershawl, Mullrick spoke directly to the detective.

"I'll tak!" he exclamed. "I'll talk - and you'l listen. Areyou ready for it?"
Cardona nodded.

"All right," asserted Mullrick. "I'll begin with amurder you never heard about. L uis Santo, investigator
from Mexico City. Beaten to death on the sseamship El Salvador.”

"Put that down," urged Gershawl. "The man is beginning acomplete confesson.”

Cardona, seeing that Mullrick was helpless with the servants standing by, pocketed his revolver and
pulled out a notebook.

"L uis Santo was my investigator,” declared Mullrick boldly. "He went aboard the El Savador to return to
Mexico. | sent Jerry Herston down there to see that he sailed. | was at the dock, watching Herston. The
next day, Herston told me that he had found Santo dead in his stateroom. The body must have been



pitched overboard during the night.”
Cardona was making notes. Mullrick paused to give the detective time, then resumed his statement.

"Santo gave methelist of four men,” said Mullrick. "All knew what | wanted; the location of thelost
minesin Durango. | intended to meet these men one by one; to offer them, in order, afair percentage of
the profitsfor their information. Santo said he had not talked with any of the four; that they did not know
one another.

"But when Santo was murdered, | knew the truth. Either he had sold out to one of those men, and was
killed because he might later confessto me; or else one of the four had gotten wiseto his game, and
decided to get rid of him for a starter.

"At any rate, | saw | was next. | went ahead with my plan, but | was cautious. | wrote to Roy Selbrig.
When | heard from him, he wanted me to meet himin ataxicab. | shied off. | didn't keep the
gppointment. That night, Selbrig waskilled in the taxi.

"Then | knew more about the game. Someone was after me - one of those four - out to get the others,
also. When | didn't show up, this other person took my place. He gave the signd for Selbrig's death by
samply getting out of the cab ahead of him.

"Selbrig was dead. | decided to play cagey. | made an appointment with Burton Blissip. | was cautious
about it. | wanted to see Blissip. | intended to go to his hotd latein the evening. Instead, this same
murderer got there ahead of me. Hefinished Blissp.

"l was mighty careful when | communicated with Sidney Cooperdde. He wanted me to come out to his
home; | decided to wait aday or two. The murderer behind this mess knew that | would stdl. He went
out and planted the snake that killed Cooperdale.

"I didn't want those innocent men to die. But when they were dead, | knew who was responsible. There
was only oneleft. | resolved to meet him faceto face. | did; tonight. There he stands - Donald Gershawl
- the man who impersonated me. | know your game now, Gershawl. To have me arrested as a murderer.
Only to save your dirty handsthe necessity of another murder!”

Donad Gershawl's smile was cold. The vehemence of Harland Mullrick's accusation had made Joe
Cardonagasp. The detective looked at the millionaire for an explanation.

"Mullrick," said Gershawl firmly, "1 fed sorry for so pitiable awretch asyou. Men of your sort cause
trouble for honest personslike myself. Fortunatdly, your story will fal of its own weight.

"Your dibi maker isdead. That places the burden squarely on you. In awild fit of hopel essness, you
decide that you can accuse me of murdering Selbrig, Blissp, and Cooperdae. Since dibis are apparently
necessary, | can givethem. | say this, in al fairness, as aresponse to your accusation.

"On two of the evenings when murder fell, | waswith Police Commissioner Ralph Weston: once at his
home; once here. On thethird, | was guest speaker at the Amagamated Merchants banquet. Those
facts settle your accusation.”

Gershawl paused to turn to Joe Cardona. The detective was il taking notes.
"l hope," declared Gershawl, "that you have set down al these statements, Mr. Cardona.”

"I've got them," returned Joe.



"Then," resumed Gershawl, "since| have clarified the situation, | may add a bit of analysisthat will prove
important later on.

"IT isobvious that three men - Selbrig, Blissip, and Cooperdde - were murdered by the design of one
man. He was the man in the taxicab; the man who visited the Hotel Goliath; the man who went to
Cooperdales home.

"Mullrick, in attempting to accuse me, only renders his situation more hopeless. He had reason to murder
these three men. He bases his dibis on the testimony of Jerry Herston, who is now dead. Thereisonly
one possible way for him to prove hisinnocence.”

"Whichis?' questioned Cardona.

"To produce," declared Gershawl, "a person who will admit that he was the one who wore the gray
fedora; a person who can prove that fact; one who iswilling to face the charge of murder in Mullrick's
own place!™

Gershawl's voice was triumphant. He stared with asmile upon hislips. Then, in afirm tone, he added:

"Mullrick can never perform the task required of him. He, himsdlf, isthe murderer. He dares not admit
that he was present at the degths of Sdlbrig, Blissip, and Cooperdale. Thereisno living being who would
make the admission in Mullrick's place. No one will ever admit himsdlf to be the person who wore the
gray fedoral"

As Gershawl's tones ended, a sudden hush fell upon the gathered throng. 1t was like the hush of strange
doom. Upon it came the eerie tones of asinister, mocking laugh that broke like awave of mighty
mockery.

All eyesturned toward the doorway. Donad Gershawl stood transfixed, in the middle of aturn. Joe
Cardona sat asrigid as a statue. Harland Mullrick stared with blurred eyes. The two servantswho
guarded him did not budge amuscle.

There, within the open portd, stood aterrifying formin black. A cloak of sable hue enshrouded the
vigtant's body. The upturned collar of the cloak; the broad brim of ablack douch hat; these hid dll savea
pair of fiery eyesthat flashed with commanding light. Black-gloved fists held huge automatics, which
covered every man within the room.

Joe Cardonawas the only one who recognized the weird master the instant that he saw him. Cardona
had seen The Shadow before, but never so amazingly reveded asthis. From the detective's gasping lips
came the startled cry of recognition:

"The Shadow!"
CHAPTER XX. THE GRAY FEDORA

IT wasafull minute before The Shadow spoke. During that period of tenseness, every witness of the
strange being's presence trembled. Backed by his powerful weapons, The Shadow constituted aweird
figure that seemed something more than human.

When words came from The Shadow's hidden lips, they were the hissing throbs of asinister sneer - a
voice so sepulchral that it added to the eerie presence and brought new shuddersto al who heard it.

"It has been said," whispered The Shadow, in his sardonic tone, "that no living being would dare admit
himsdlf to be the one who concerned himsdf with the desths of Roy Selbrig, Burton Blissip, and Sidney



Cooperdae.”
The names were pronounced with a scornful touch that foretold an amazing revelation yet to come.

"Thereis one who enjoyed the privilege," resumed The Shadow in amocking voice, "of ensnaring those
threein traps of death. Y ou are staring at him now. The Shadow!"

Joe Cardona’s notebook dropped from his hand. The detective gazed in dumbfounded wonder. The
Shadow laughed.

"My statements," he hissed, "need not go on record. They stand upon their own truth. | am the one whom
you seek; but | am not the murderer of the three whom you cdl victims. They died from their own vile
schemed”

Joe Cardonawaited tensely for the next words. Harland Mullrick stared in amazement. Donald
Gershawl's face twitched; his hands, however, remained as though parayzed.

"Four men," pronounced The Shadow, "were banded to dedl death. Through their gangster minion -
Slugs Raffney - they disposed of Luis Santo. He was a man who had betrayed atrust. Luis Santo sold
out to the four whose names he gave to Harland Mullrick!™

The Shadow paused. Instead of words, he emitted a sardonic laugh which turned to agibing burst of
reverberating merriment. The walls of the room echoed The Shadow's taunts.

"Roy Sdlbrig wasthe first appointed,” sneered The Shadow. "He wasto lead Harland Mullrick to his
doom. It was| - disguised as Mullrick - who met him at the Club Galaxy.

"He gave me adoped cigarette’ - The Shadow's voice turned to amomentary laugh - "which | returned
to him without his knowledge. It was | who |eft that cab. Sugs Raffney wasthere to day the man who
remained. Thus' - The Shadow's tone denoted scorn - "did Roy Selbrig, potential murderer, die!™

DONALD GERSHAWL'S face was ashen. His very countenance proved the truth of The Shadow's
words, so far as Roy Selbrig's intentions were concerned.

Again, The Shadow spoke. His voice held apeculiar echo that made its sound aweird monotone, unlike
the utterance of any human throat.

"Burton Blissip was the second appointed,” resumed The Shadow. "He had a map of Mexico. He had
pinsfor it. It was| - disguised as Mullrick - who visited him a hishotel. A certain pin was resting upon
the spot marked Metatitos. | removed it - unwatched by Blissip - to the point designated Guadalgjara.
Blissip pressed that pin head of hisown volition. Thus' - The Shadow paused - "did Burton Blissip,
potentid murderer, die"

Joe Cardonawas asrigid and expressionless as any judge who ever held court. Harland Mullrick was
gtaring with eyes opened wide in hope. Donad Gershawl was trembling.

"Sidney Cooperdae,” reveded The Shadow, "was the third appointed. He sent himself acane- a
Penang lawyer. It contained a snake - angahge. His servant placed it in his curio room. Cooperdae
removed the head of the cane and closed the door.

"It was| - disguised as Mullrick - who arrived. | entered the door on theright - not the door on the lft. |
opened the door between the bedroom and the curio room. The snake hissed. | departed by the same
way that | had come.



"Sidney Cooperdale returned. He entered his bedroom. The snake waswaiting. Thus' - again the pause
- "did Sidney Cooperdade, potentia murderer, die!"

The Shadow's eyes were burning toward Donald Gershawl. The financier was dumping; yet under that
hypnotic stare, he seemed unableto fall.

"Thereisafourth,” accused The Shadow, "who was sdlf-gppointed. He felt satisfaction when the others
died. That left him doneto gain the wedth that the secret of the lost mineswould bring.

"Though he knew Harland Mullrick to be innocent - for the others were the ones who plotted murder -
he has sought to lay the crime on that one man. He hasfailed. It is not necessary to pronounce his
name."

The truth of The Shadow's words was evident. Donald Gershawl was staggering. Backward, like aman
in adaze, the guilty financier toppled toward thewall. Hisarms were outstretched. His fingers writhed
feverishly againgt the paneling of the room. His eyes were staring straight ahead; from the sdewall where
he stood toward the windows opposite.

FREED from The Shadow's gaze, Gershawl looked appedlingly toward Joe Cardona. He saw that the
detective was convinced of hisguilt. He saw Harland Mullrick's wild-eyed gaze. He saw his servants,
cowed by The Shadow's presence.

"The proof!" screamed Gershawl, turning toward The Shadow. "The proof! Prove that your statements
arenot lies-"

Hisvoice broke as he heard The Shadow's laugh. The Shadow's right hand passed beneath the black
cloak. Thel€ft, with its Single automatic, remained as a sufficient threat. The right hand resppeared. It
carried ashapeless object of gray.

"The proof," sneered The Shadow, "isnot for you, Donald Gershawl. It isfor the man who wasto be the
victim of your evil plotting - whose wealth was to be shared by you and those who have died by their
own devices. That Harland Mullrick may have the assurance of my words, I, The Shadow, present this
proof!"

The right hand made a sweep. The shape ess object transformed itself into a duplicate of Mullrick's gray
fedora. Up came the gloved hand. The Shadow's black hat dropped backward between his shoulders
and thewall. The collar of the black cloak moved downward.

Not even agasp greeted the startling transformation. Unconscioudy, heads moved. Joe Cardona, Donad
Gershawl - the sartled servants aswell - stared from The Shadow to Harland Mullrick, who remained
petrified in hischair.

They were viewing two faces that were the same!l Harland Mullrick's tanned countenance, with its
shrewd, pointed features. This was the face that murderous men had seen. Those who had sought
Harland Mullrick's death had been completely deceived by The Shadow's complete mastery of disguise!

The Shadow's right hand reached behind his head. The gray fedoratipped forward above his made-up
features. The discarded headpiece floated to the floor as the black douch hat replaced it on The
Shadow's head. The collar of the cloak turned upward as gloved fingers pressed it. Only burning eyes
remained in view where the duplicated countenance of Harland Mullrick had been before.

The Shadow's right hand moved toward the folds of the black cloak. That action brought areturn move
from Donad Gershawl.



Encouraged by having seen aface which at least seemed human, fearing the consegquences that were to
follow the revelation of hisevil plots, Gershawl grasped the edge of awadl pand with hisfinger-spread
right hand. With ahoarse scream of mingled rage and terror, he called for aid.

A solid door shot upward to show the spiral stairway that led to the tower above. Out from the hiding
place sprang afierce ruffian who wielded ahuge revolver. At hishedswere two others of hisilk.

Slugs Raffney, the man who had dealt deeth at Donald Gershawl's order, had been summoned to the
assstance of hisevil chief!

CHAPTER XXI. ONE AGAINST SIX

ONE againg six; for thetwo servants, like the others, were men of Raffney's gang. Harland Mullrick was
unarmed. Joe Cardonawas sent sprawling as the servant nearest him lesped forward upon him.

The spdll was broken; gunswere flashing in the hands of the pretended servants. Donald Gershawl was
pulling an automatic from his pocket.

The swiftness of the attack meant nothing to The Shadow. His second gun was swinging on its outward
course at the ingtant when Donald Gershaw! released the door. Sugs Raffney and his pair of mobsmen
were face to face with The Shadow. The mighty automeatics boomed before a single molbsman could pull
atrigger.

Those automatics pumped their lead into a close-massed trio. As Donad Gershawil, flourishing his
automeatic, legped behind the three mobsmen, his summoned aids were aready faling to thefloor.

Two collapsed without a single shout. Slugs Raffney went down firing. Hisaim, broken by the shattering
bulletsthat had struck his body, wasfutile. His shots whistled wide.

Ignoring Raffney and his dying shots, The Shadow swerved to meet the transformed servants. Asone
man fired, The Shadow's body was swinging toward thewall. The bullet clipped the brim of the douch
hat. A triumphant laugh sounded with the boom of The Shadow's | eft-hand automatic. The fake servant
dumped to thefloor.

Shots came from the entrance to the upper tower. Donald Gershawl had gained the shelter of the spiral
stairway. He had aimed at Harland Mullrick, but the rescued man was aready diving for the shelter of a
huge chair.

Gershawl'saim diverted. Out of The Shadow's range of fire, he was shooting at Joe Cardona, rising from
the floor. The detective was fumbling for hisrevolver. He sumbled as abullet nicked hisleft shoulder.

Diagonally from thewall, just beyond the path of the shot which Donad Gershawl had delivered at Joe
Cardona, was the second servant, aiming for The Shadow. A taunt resounded as the man fired and
barely missed the wavering form in black. Ingtinctively, the servant moved forward, pressing the trigger as
he came.

It was The Shadow's ruse that succeeded. Dropping as the man fired, The Shadow heard the bullet pung
thewall above hishead. Hefired in return. The fake servant twisted in agony, dropping upon one hand
and knee. A second bullet and athird crashed into his contorted body. They did not come from The
Shadow's automatics. They were shots from Donad Gershawl's gun!

The Shadow had staggered the servant directly in the path of Gershawl'saim. Bulletsthat would certainly
have reached Cardona, found mark in the body of Gershawl's own henchman. Cardona, hislife saved by



The Shadow's amazing strategy, managed to fire his gun and open fire on Gershawl.

THE murderous millionaire started up the stairway, to escape the detective'sfire. Hinging his automatics
to the floor, The Shadow brought another brace of .45s from beneath his cloak. With vengeful stride, he
swept in pursuit of thefleeing fiend, his guns held out before him.

Shots echoed with terrific thunder from the stedl cylinder that encased the stairway. Gershawl, the thud of
The Shadow's bullets gtriking the metal steps about him, was fleeing to the open tower above.

Cardona, blood streaming from his wounded shoulder, had dropped to the floor. Harland Mullrick
hurried forward to aid the deuth who had now become hisfriend. Echoing shots from the Staircase till
persisted.

High on the open tower, crouched againgt the sted-railed parapet, Donald Gershawl waswaiting for The
Shadow. The plotter had gained his desired spot of safety. If he could day his black-clad adversary, he
gl had achanceto further hisevil schemes. He could then attack Cardonaand Mullrick, inthe
penthouse below.

Silence from the head of the staircase. Had The Shadow given up the chase? Or was he lurking, awaiting
Gershawl'sreturn?

It was pitch-black in this spot, more than six hundred feet above Manhattan. The night had clouded; a
haf gale was whistling about the summit of the huge skyscraper.

Reaching in his pocket, Gershawl produced aflashlight. He had gotten it for Sugs Raffney when he had
stowed the gang leader on the stairway, at the time of Joe Cardonas arrival. Raffney had not wanted it.

Click!

The press of the button threw agleam of light upon the staircase. It reved ed the crouched, advancing
form of The Shadow! Shouting, Gershawl pulled thetrigger of his automatic.

Asthe gun roared, avicious thrust sent Gershawl's hand upward. The Shadow had sprung. His
automatics clattered as he caught the plotter in his grasp. His guns unaimed, The Shadow had made this
legp for Gershawl'sarm. A moving shape of blackness, he blotted out the light which Gershawl il
clutched.

With terrific force, Gershawl swung hisright arm, seeking to strike The Shadow's head with the gun. As
Gershawl struck, The Shadow sent him twisting sidewisein the air. The plotter's head struck an unseen
post that rose perpendicularly abovetherail.

The stunning blow was Gershawl's doom. But for the impact, the financier would have managed to grasp
the parapet as he struck it, on hisside. Instead of stopping, his body, hurled with The Shadow's powerful
might, kept onward in its course to destruction.

Gershawl's automatic clattered within therail. The flashlight sailed outward. After it plunged Gershawl's
form. With the gleaming light marking his downward voyage to death, Gershawl, sorawling in the heavy
wind, went to the final doom that he deserved.

THE SHADOW was standing by the parapet. His keen eyes marked the course of Gershawl'sfal. A
dark object, tiny when viewed from the height, formed a puny blot upon the sdewalk far below. A tiny
spark - the flashlight - disappeared asit arrived beyond the evil plotter's shapel ess body.

The Shadow descended the spiral staircase. Totaly unseen by Harland Mullrick, who had aided Joe



Cardonato the window for fresh air, the master fighter passed through the room where the bodies of
mobsters lay.

Hetook the devator down the shaft. The recovered henchmen who had failed to serve Donald Gershawl
clung screaming as they descended atop the car. The Shadow left them in their vertical prison, with six
hundred feet of smooth shaft above them. He left the watchman bound.

The Shadow pressed the lever of the massive metal door. The barrier opened. The Shadow glided forth
into the night.

Cries came from the street. Detectives who had gathered around Donad Gershawl's body turned to
hurry to the entrance of the Solwick Tower when they saw the light of the opened anteroom.

They had not, however, seen The Shadow. He had stepped into darkness before the headquarters men
had noted the open door.

There were only two who could tell of The Shadow's presence here: Joe Cardona and Harland Mullrick.
Others were dead; the guardians of Gershawl's tower, though they il lived, had no knowledge of the
mysterious entrant'sidentity.

Joe Cardona could clear Harland Mullrick. The Shadow knew what the star detective would say: that
some unknown person had impersonated Harland Mullrick. The presence of Slugs Raffney and his dead
mobsters would incriminate Donald Gershawl as amagter of crime. The captured henchmen would
quedl.

The Shadow's part would not be revealed. Joe Cardonawould not mention it in hisreport. Harland
Mullrick would leave for Mexico, thereto locate the lost mines of Durango, without molestation.

Out of the past, The Shadow could presage the future. Astoken of his hidden thoughts, hislaugh
resounded from the darkness of a narrow street three blocks distant from the Solwick Tower.

As burning eyes peered upward toward the tiny glow of the penthouse lights, the whistling wind seemed
to catch the tones of the strident mockery and carry it quickly upward intherising gale.

The laugh of The Shadow! It was the triumphant cry of invisiblelips, Justice had triumphed through The
Shadow's aid. As Harland Mullrick, The Shadow had saved Harland Mullrick. Declaring himsdlf asthe
one marked as amurderer, The Shadow had proven in what direction the murder redly lay.

Such was the paradox of The Shadow's justice. Through strange and devious measures had The Shadow
gained thefind victory. Long before crime was begun, The Shadow, through his agents, through his
sources of information, knew of what was planned. And, in meting out the justice of The Shadow, this
strange being of the night had alowed each insgdious criminal to cause hisown dire end, asit was planned
for another. Then, when the moment came to prove the accused innocent, he pointed out the master
villan behinditdl.

THEEND



