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CHAPTER |. THE BIG SHOT.

A MAMMOTH limousine was parked in front of the Club Madrid. Curious bystanders, thronged
benegath the lighted marquee of the glittering Manhattan night club, were buzzing among themselves. The
chauffeur of the limousine, agrin on histough face, waslistening to the murmured comments of the
handful who watched the car.

"That's Rowdy Kirshing's boat-"

"Say-it's abig bus-and you can bet those windows are bullet-proof.”

"Takeit from me, that chauffeur's got agun packed on his hip. Look at the face on him-"
"Here comes Rowdy Kirshing now!"

Thefind statement of abystander caused dl eyesto turn toward the entrance of the night club. A big
man, hisrough, scarred face looming uglily above a stiff tuxedo collar, was gpproaching from the door of
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the Club Madrid.
"The biggest of the big shots"

The comment came from an onlooker as"Rowdy" Kirshing passed. It was whispered; and it brought a
low answer from another bystander:

"Y eah-and that fellow with him isno softy. That's Pinkey Sardon, his bodyguard.”

The man to whom attention had been directed was following close a Rowdy Kirshing'sheds. Like his
master, "Pinkey" was attired in atuxedo. He, too, was the possessor of an evil face. A squat,
broad-shouldered ruffian, Pinkey Sardon had risen from the ranks of ordinary gorillasto serve as
bodyguard to the most notorious racketeer in New Y ork.

Rowady Kirshing paid no attention to the throng of persons who observed his exit from the Club Madrid.
Heleft that to histrusted follower, Pinkey Sardon. The bodyguard, glaring from left to right, kept one
hand menacingly in his Side pocket, while his chief entered the limousine. With Rowdy Kirshing safdy in
the car, Pinkey sprang in behind him. The chauffeur dammed the door and clambered to the driver's seet.
The wheded leviathan pulled awvay from the curb, leaving the gaping spectators on the sdewalk.

"Plenty of gawksin New Y ork," observed Pinkey, with agruff laugh. "They stand around like abunch of
hicks. Everywhere you go theres a pile of mugslooking on."

"Lucky for you thereis," growled Rowdy. "If those mugs weren't around, | wouldn't carry a bodyguard.
It'sjust the chance that there might be some sharpshooter pretending that he was one of the goofs. That's
why you've got your job, Pinkey."

"Don't | know it?" The bodyguard laughed. " Say, Rowdy, there's no guy tough enough to take aplug at
you in the open. | know why I'm working for you. | keep my eye out for snipers. They know it wouldn't
do them no good to take a pot-shot at you."

Rowdy Kirshing nodded in reply. He was reaching for the speaking phone that communicated with the
front seat. He uttered words to the chauffeur:

"Tenth Avenue, Danny."

PINKEY SARDON grinned as he heard his chief's order. He knew the spot on Tenth Avenue where
Rowdy Kirshing was going. The king of racketeers was headed for one of gangdom's strongholds-a
place where bodyguards were not needed. Thiswould mean anight off for Pinkey Sardon.

Rowdy Kirshing was evidently holding the same thought. From a side pocket the big shot brought out a
massiverall of bills. He peded off ten, each note of ahundred-dollar denomination. "One grand, Pinkey,"
stated Rowdy, as be thrust the money into his bodyguard's hand. "That's for the week. And here’-the big
shot was counting off five more bills as he spoke-"is some extra change for a present.”

"Haf agrand!" Pinkey whistled. "Thanks, Rowdy! Say-it's knocked me goofy, the way you've been
dinging the dough the past week. Y ou gave each of those chorines a century at the Club Madrid
to-night-"

"Theré€'s plenty more where this came from,” growled Rowdy, in atone that stopped Pinkey short. "l
don't haveto look for the mazuma. It comesto me."

"I know that," agreed Pinkey. "But with the way some of the rackets have been taking it on the chin-"



"I've got othersup my deeve.”

Pinkey nodded. As Rowdy Kirshing's bodyguard, the ex-gorillahad a general idea of hisemployer's
sources of revenue. He was frequently present when Rowdy received collections from small-fry
racketeers. Y et Pinkey redlized that his knowledge was only partial. Racketeers had been low on
contributions of late. Expenses of maintaining gang leaders and their mobs had been aslarge asever.
Despite these facts, Rowdy Kirshing had flashed and spent money with keen abandon.

The limousine swerved around the corner of aside street. It rolled dong Tenth Avenue, dowed its pace
and turned into the open doorway of an old garage. Danny guided the car across vacant floor space until
he neared another door that opened on aside Street.

Theinterior of the garage was dimly lighted. Peering from the window of the limousine, Pinkey Sardon
saw that no one was in sight except alounging attendant back at the door which the car had entered.
Pinkey growled that the way was clear.

Rowdy Kirshing aighted. Pinkey watched him approach an obscure door at the back of the garage. He
saw the big shot press a button. He could hear the click of alatch.

As Rowdy Kirshing entered the door, Pinkey spoke to Danny through the tube. The chauffeur nodded
and gtarted the limousine out through the door to the Side Street.

BEY OND the smdl door through which he had passed, Rowdy Kirshing had arrived at the foot of a
stairway. The door closed behind him, the racketeer marched upward. Dim light showed a barrier aheed;
as Rowdy reached the top of the stairs, this proved to be a door of heavy sted.

A tiny peephole clicked open. An observing eye surveyed Rowdy's roughened countenance. The
peephole closed. The door did to the right. Rowdy Kirshing entered asmall anteroom where abrawny,
red-faced fellow was waiting.

"Howdy, Steve," growled Rowdy.
"Hello, Rowdy," returned the guard, as he pressed a switch to close the outer door.

No further words were given. Steve gave asignaling rap againgt the inner door. It did to the right. Rowdy
walked through and Steve followed. Rowdy uttered abrief greeting to a beefy inner guard:

"Howdy, Mac."

The big shot wasin the lounging room of apaatia club. In amazing contrast to the dingy garage benegth,
this apartment was furnished, on an extravagant scae. The chairs and tables were of heavy mahogany.
The ornate, tufted carpeting seemed inches thick. The paneled walls were decorated with gold-leaf
ornamentation.

At theleft were barred and shuttered windows, amost completely hidden by heavy velvet curtains. To
the right was an open doorway, beyond it the cross-section of mahogany bar with polished brassrail
benesth.

The sight of awhite-liveried bartender handling ashaker, the click of glasses and the tones of laughing
conversation, were evidence where most of the patrons of this club were lurking.

Rowdy Kirshing, however, did not turn in the direction of the barroom. He went straight ahead, crossing
the deserted lounge room until he reached one of three doors that were set in arow. He opened the
barrier and grinned as he poked his head into the room.



Four men, seated at a heavy card table, looked up as Rowdy arrived. With one accord, they beckoned
to the big shot. Rowdy entered and closed the door behind him. One of the players, rising, invited the
racketeer to join the game. Rowdy accepted.

These men were spenders. Hardened figures of the underworld, who gained their revenue through
racketeering, they used this unnamed club astheir meeting place. The size of their poker game was
gpparent when Rowdy Kirshing counted off five thousand dollars from theroll in his pocket and received
fifty chipsin return.

THE ded began. The game proceeded. Amid clouding cigar smoke, the five players kept up terse
snatches of conversation as hundred-dollar chips changed hands aslightly asif they had been worthless
disks of cardboard.

"Seen Vevet Laffrey lady?"

Rowdy Kirshing, squeezing five cardsin hisleft hand, peered from the corner of his eye as he heard one
player address the question to another.

"No," camethereply. "Maybe he's scrammed from town."

"They say the bulls are looking for him." The speaker paused; when no return comment came, he added:
"Maybe they think he was the guy who hooked Hubert Apprison.”

Silence followed, broken only by the clicking of chips. The speaker's reference had been to the
disappearance of a prominent banker. Newspaper reports were to the effect that Hubert Apprison had
been kidnapped.

The man who had brought up the subject said no more. Direct referencesto individual crime activities
were taboo at this protected club. Rowdy Kirshing, his poker face inflexible, dropped four chipson the
center of thetableto raise abet.

The game continued. Rowdy's stack of chips was dwindling. Some one commented on the fact. The big
shot laughed. "Guess I'll be buying some more,”" he asserted. "It dways takes afew grand to get sarted.”

"What's afew grand to you, Rowdy?" laughed one of the players. "Not much,” decided Rowdy. "l goin
for big dough. And it'sashig asever."

With thisretort, the big shot arose from the table. He reached in hisright coat pocket and counted off the
remainder of hisroll, amatter of four thousand dollars. He pulled arevolver from his pocket and planked
it carelessy upon the table, while he fished in his pocket for loose bills.

Grinning as he found none, Rowdy reached into his left pocket. He drew out afat bundle of crisp notes.
The stack was encircled with abroad strip of paper. The eyes of the players bulged asthey saw the high
denominations on the billswhen Rowdy Kirshing riffled the ends.

Holding the stack in hisleft hand, the big shot tried to pull agroup of billsfree from the others. He
wanted to do thiswithout breaking the encircling paper band. The speculative players wondered why,
but gave the matter little thought. Had they been able to view the sde of the packet that was toward
Rowady's eyes, their passing curiosity would have become keen interest.

THE near side of the band was marked, not with a printed or written statement of amount, but with a
most unusua emblem. Thrust through the band itself was afeather of jet-black hue.

It was this object that Rowdy Kirshing did not want the other men to see. That was why he did not tear



the band. He glowered, asthe tightly-packed hillsfailed to come free. The playersleaned back in their
chairsand waited.

Thus came momentary silence, that lacked even the dight clicking of poker chips. It was the sudden [ulll
that caused Rowdy Kirshing to look up quickly as his ears detected an unexpected sound from across
the room.

Rowdy was facing the door; the other men stared as they caught the expression that appeared upon the
big shot'sface. Rowdy's hands stopped their motion. Gripping the ends of the packet of bills, the
racketeer gazed in petrified horror.

The othersturned their headsin darm. Like Rowdy, they became as Satues. Unseen, unheard, some
stranger had entered the secluded gaming room. Like aspecter from the night, afigure had appeared
before these men of crime.

Looming just within the door was atdl form clad in black. A cloak of sable hue hid the arrival's body.
The upturned collar concedled his features. The turned-down brim of ablack douch hat obscured the
visitor'sforehead. All that showed from that darkened visage was a pair of burning eyesthat focused
themsdlves upon the crisp bills gripped in Rowdy Kirshing's hands.

From ablack-gloved figt extended ahuge automatic, its mighty muzzle looming with athreat of instant
death. It was the sight of that weapon that caused five watching men to quall.

Then, as no one moved, there came atoken more terrifying than either the being himsalf or the mammoth
gun which hedisplayed. A whisper crept from unseen lips. It rose to a quivering, shuddering laugh that
echoed sbilantly through the room.

That was the laugh feared throughout the underworld. It was the cry that men of crime knew for akndll
of doom.

Thelaugh of The Shadow!
CHAPTER II. THE SHADOW SPEAKS.
THE SHADOW!

Every one of thefive racketeerstrembled at the sound of the visitant'slaugh. Though four knew that the
snister sound was directed toward one-Rowdy Kirshing-there was no comfort for them.

These men were crooks. To them, crime had become a science. Payers for protection, they had found
waysto offset the efforts of the police. But, like al denizens of gang land, they held acommon fear.

They knew that al participantsin crime were threatened by acommon menace. They knew that a
mysterious fighter was ever ready to battle with those who fought the law. They had heard tales of a
being clad in black, alone wolf whom none could balk; and they knew that he was called The Shadow.

Swift desth came to those who sought to thwart The Shadow. Often had this phantom being arrived in
spots where gangsters lurked, to deal vengeance upon fiends who plotted crime. But of al spotsin
Manhattan where security from The Shadow could have been expected, this guarded gaming room within
the steel-domed club had promised greatest security.

The Shadow's presence was incredible. The trapped men stared as though viewing aghost. There was
an unredlity about the black-clad shape; but it was brought to grim actudity by the tokens of The
Shadow's power.



The blazing eyes, the looming automatic; the weirdly whispered laugh-these were signs of The Shadow's
wrath. The men who saw and heard were quivering. Not ahand stirred as horrified minds hoped only
that The Shadow would concentrate upon the man who first had seen him-Rowdy Kirshing.

A moment of chilling slence. Then came The Shadow'svoice. A sneering whisper formed words that
hissed with terrible thregt.

"Rowdy Kirshing!" The Shadow's tones seemed to mock the name that they uttered. "1 have found you
with ill-gotten poils. Before | depart, you will tell me of their source. Y ou will betray the part that you
have played in evil crime!” Thetal form was moving inward from the door. There wasweirdnessin The
Shadow's approach. As his dreaded figure neared the table, the seated men crouched away; but al held
their hands above their heads as token of surrender.

ROWDY KIRSHING'Sface till woreits sullen fear. His hands, however, were trembling. The crisp
bills crinkled between them. The big shot was cowed. " Speak!" The Shadow's voice was commanding.
"Tdl methe name of the underling who has served you!™

Rowdy'slipswererigid. Then, like the big shot's hands, they began to tremble. The menace of The
Shadow's automeatic seemed imminent.

"Speak!" came The Shadow's harrowing tone.

"Terry," gasped Rowdy Kirshing. "Terry-Terry Rukes. He's the fellow-who'sworking for me. But I'm
notinit-"

The Shadow's laugh came as a chilling interruption. Rowdy Kirshing's scarred face showed palor. "You
are the go-between,” sneered The Shadow. "The money in your handsis payment for your services. You
have purchased men for crime.”

Rowdy Kirshing's protest ended. There was accusation in The Shadow's sinister utterance. The big shot
could not mest it.

"Namethe man," came The Shadow's order, "who has provided the funds for crime.”

It was a moment before Rowdy Kirshing gained hisvoice. Hiswords, when uttered, were hoarse, with a
plaintive quaver that seemed incongruous from his roughened lips.

"I-1 don't know"-Rowdy was gasping-"don't know-don't know who-"

The Shadow's blazing eyes werefierce. A soft, menacing taunt came from the lipsthat Rowdy could not
see. A black finger pressed dowly againgt the trigger of the automatic.

"I'll tell -blurted were Rowdy'swords-"tell al | know! All | know! 1t was Velvet Laffrey! He-he started
the gamel”

A pause; Rowdy's voice became a pleading moan.

"I-1 haven't seen Velvet." The big shot wasingstent. "He-hetold me | wouldn't see him. The dough
comesin-l get it to pay Terry Rukes. | keep my cut-"

The racketeer was trembling from head to foot. He knew the menace of The Shadow; knew that in
betraying others, he was confessing his own guilt. That was the explanation of histerror.

Rowdy Kirshing, herein gang land's most formidable stronghold, was abig shot no longer. He had



become apitiful crook, squealing on others and blabbing his own story while cowering racketeers
crouched aslisteners.

"I keep my cut!" Rowdy'svoiceroseto atremolo. "It isn't my game, though. Honest-it was Velvet. It
wasn't my gameto start-"

The racketeer's eyes were bulging; his hands were fatering asthey clutched the bills. Hislips, however,
had momentarily lost their quivering. The odd beginning of asmile had comeindtinctively upon Rowdy's
face.

The big shot could keep an unflinching face in apoker game. In this Stuation, however, hewas unableto
keep from betraying the fact that luck had come hisway. Rowdy's rising voice had been well timed. His
eyes had sighted amotion of the door beyond The Shadow's form.

But the lips, with their unwarranted smile, explained the reason for Rowdy's louder words. The Shadow,
athough he could not hear the dight sound behind him, knew that danger lay in the direction toward
which Rowdy stared.

THE black cloak swished. Itswhirling folds reveded a crimson lining as The Shadow pirouetted toward
the door. The barrier had opened. A hard-faced man, gun in hand, was peering into the room. There
were others behind him. They had heard the sound of Rowdy Kirshing's voice,

The man with the gun caught hisfirst view of the room just as The Shadow whirled. Responding quickly,
the hard-faced fellow thrust his hand forward, with hisfinger againgt the revolver trigger.

Had The Shadow paused a split second, the rescuer would have gained the drop. But The Shadow, in
his swift about-face, had taken it for granted that an enemy was at the door. The big automeatic roared as
The Shadow'srigid fist stayed with hisline of vison.

The bullet found its mark. The man at the door sank back. His companions flung themsalves away from
the doorway.

The Shadow could have beaded one or more of them, but The Shadow had more important game. His
swift whirl did not stop. It continued with a definite design; back to the spot which The Shadow had | ft.

The Shadow had foreseen Rowdy Kirshing's action. The instant that The Shadow had begun hiswhirl,
Rowdy had shot his right hand to the table. There he had grabbed the gleaming revolver which he had
taken from his pocket.

Rowdy was quick with the wegpon. Hisfinger found the trigger as his hand gained the gun. While The
Shadow's automatic sounded itsterrific roar, Rowdy, his eyes gleaming, came up tofire.

The big shot's eyes bulged as hisfinger drew againgt the trigger. A second roar came from the automatic.
With listlessfinger quivering weskly, Rowdy dumped to the table. His dying gaze caught the glare of The
Shadow's eyes.

The big shot had sedled his own doom. Acting rapidly, he had expected to shoot The Shadow in the
back. Instead, the completion of The Shadow's whirl had ended in the second burst of flame from the
deadly autométic.

Rowdy's hands, sprawling straight across the table, dropped two objects. One, therevolver, fell with a
clatter. The other, the stack of bills, plopped softly. The side that the racketeer had sought to hide was
downward. The Black feather did not show.



With one outward sweep of hisfreeleft hand, The Shadow sent the revolver flying from thetable. It
clanked againgt the wall beyond Rowdy Kirshing s crumpled body.

With the return sweep, The Shadow grasped the pile of bound hills. The packet went benegth the folds
of the black cloak. With aquick, sidewise whirl, The Shadow glanced toward the door; then ended back
againg thewall, his automatic covering the four men who still cowered in their chairs.

A laugh resounded through the room. With the taunt, The Shadow pressed the light switch. His automatic
barked two warning shots. In the gloom, the four racketeers dived for the shelter beneath the table.

The same swift shots stopped the men outside the gaming room. They dropped to the walls of the outer
room. Drawing guns, they were preparing for an attack. Before they could acquire leadership, their
opportunity was ended.

OUT from the gaming room swept The Shadow. His arrival was both swift and unexpected. With along,
springing leap, he shot from the blackness of the little room, and in three swift strides gained a spot well
clear from the doorway.

The patrons of the club had chosen the corners near the gaming room. The Shadow, whirling as he came
from cover, was beyond them.

Each gloved fist now held an automatic. Both weapons thundered as The Shadow, with the door to the
gaming room as a center, began to spread hisarms.

Screaming men flung themselves prone upon the floor to escape the spraying fire. The Shadow, ashe
increased the angle, wastaking in every spot dong the end walls; as hisform moved swiftly backward
toward the outer door, he covered the entire room.

Peering men ducked back into the barroom. At the steel door, The Shadow flung one hand against a
switch. With thisaction, he extinguished the sde lights about the lounging room. Only the dight glow from
the barroom remained; the shape of The Shadow dimmed againgt the sed barrier.

In his spraying fire, The Shadow had used remarkable strategy. Of adozen men, three had tried to shoot
in response. The Shadow's bullets, aimed afew feet above the wall, had clipped these ruffians while they
aimed and had dropped them wounded.

The others had flung themsalves upon the floor. They were unscathed; but they had lost the opportunity
to ddiver aquick response. After the lights went out, they roseto fire a the steel door.

Bullets zimmed against the barrier. The four racketeersin the cardroom joined in the shooting. Men
surged forward through the gloom. A cry cameto end thefire. A man pressed the switch by the stedl
door.

Where every eye expected to see the crumpled form of a black-cloaked figure, there was no onein
view! The Shadow had pressed the switch that opened the stedd door. He had left asthe volley of shots
had begun. All had been failed, for there had been no light from the anteroom to show that the door had
opened.

The answer was discovered when some one did away the barrier. The lightsin the anteroom were out.
Steve and Mac, the guards, were lying gagged upon the floor. They were released; Steve pointed to the
outer door of stedl.

"l heard thering," he explained. "I looked through the peephole. There wasn't no onethere. | opened the
diding door; then he got me."



"Same here," grunted Mac. "I heard arap. | thought it was Steve. Then | was yanked out as soon as ||
opened the door. The lights were out.”

"It was The Shadow," gasped Steve, in an awed tone. "l seen him, but Mac didn't. He grabbed both of
us. But he put the lights out here before he knocked for Mac.”

Foiled crooks stood disgruntled. Pursuit wastoo late. To seek The Shadow was the last deed that any
oneintended. None cared to risk anew encounter with that fierce fighter of the night who had invaded
this stronghold alone to ddliver deserved desth to Rowdy Kirshing.

WHILE the baffled men of crimelingered in their stronghold, atrim couperolled to astop on aside
sreet near Times Square. Black-gloved hands came from darkness. They showed in the dim glow from
the sdewalk.

Keen eyes surveyed a packet that rested between those hands. It was the stack of crinkly billsthat The
Shadow had taken from Rowdy Kirshing. The eyes now saw the strange marking that adorned the paper
strip about the packet.

A black feather! Thiswasthe only symbol of the person who had paid Rowdy Kirshing, big shot
racketeer, aprice for service. That marking, as yet, wasthe single clew to the man behind someinsidious
game of crime.

A soft, echoing laugh came from hidden lips as the eyes of The Shadow identified the species of the
plume. That bit of evidence denoted abird of prey.

It was the feather of afacon-dyed black!

CHAPTER IIl. CRIME FOREWARNED.
A BLACK festher!

Such was the trophy that The Shadow had brought from the secret stronghold on Tenth Avenue.
Unaided, the master fighter had raided the palatia club where big shots met. Departing unscathed, he had
|eft death lying in hiswake.

Rowady Kirshing had died in an attempt to day The Shadow. Before his death, the big shot had blurted
his connection with "Velvet" Laffrey. Therelay another link. The police-so rumor had it-were looking for
Laffrey in connection with the disappearance of Hubert Apprison, prominent New Y ork banker.

Gangland rumors are usudly backed by truth. Such was the case with this one. Lessthan haf an hour
after the echoes of The Shadow's shots had ended within the confines of the Tenth Avenue club, a
swarthy, stocky man stepped from a subway entrance near the corner of Thirty-third Street.

Thisindividua walked adong at a steady pace until he arrived at the entrance of an apartment house. He
rode upstairsin an automatic elevator and knocked at the door of an gpartment. The door opened to
show asmdl anteroom. A short man, of military bearing, stepped back to admit the arriva.

"Good evening, Detective Cardona," he said, " The commissioner iswaiting to seeyou. Step in.”

The servant conducted the detective into aliving room. He led him through to a halway beyond and
paused to knock on aclosed door. A brusque voice responded from the other side of the barrier.

"What isit, Kempton?"



"Detective Cardonais here, gr,” replied the servant.
"All right," camethevoice. "Have him enter.”

The servant opened the door and ushered the detective into asmall, lighted office. A desk occupied the
middle of the room; beyond it was seated a firm-faced man who was going over a stack of papers.

Cardona seated himsdlf in achair on the nearer side of the desk. He waited for several minutes until the
police commissioner laid the papers aside, rested back in the chair and eyed hisvistor.

There was amarked contrast between these two men who represented the law. Police Commissioner
Raph Weston was of a powerful, executive type. His strong face, his steady lips with pointed mustache
above them, showed him to be aman who believed in action and demanded it.

Detective Joe Cardona, with keen, dark eyes and solemn visage, was one who could follow ingtructions
that were given. Hisimpassveness was the sign of his ability to observe. Long experiencein hunting
down perpetrators of crime had gained him recognition as an ace among deuths.

I'T was Cardonas practice, when he visited Weston, to let the commissioner begin the conversation.
Cardona had learned that his superior was both impulsive and impatient. When Weston had questions, he
asked them. Cardona had become wise enough to govern hisreplies along lines that were closeto the
commissioner'strain of thought.

Thus Cardonawaited for afull minute while Weston stared in his direction. The detective knew that a
guestion was coming. He wanted to hear it. At length the commissioner snapped hisinquiry.

"Anything new on Apprison?'
"Nothing snce my last report,” replied Cardona

Weston fingered asheaf of papers on his desk. He nodded sowly as he considered Cardonas
noncommittal answer. Then, with his characterigtic brusqueness, he gave an order.

"Let me havethe detailsto date." he said..

Joe Cardona repressed asmile. Thiswas an old trick of the commissioner's. Weston had a habit of
digesting every detail of awritten report; then demanding averba resume. He was quick to catch any
variance that might occur. Cardona's way of mesting thiswas to make verbd reports concise.

"At eight o'clock last Wednesday night," declared the detective, "Hubert Apprison wasin the study of his
home on Seventy-fifth Street. With him was his secretary, Jonathan Blossom. Mrs. Apprison was
entertaining guests downdairs.

"Shots were heard. The guests hurried upstairs. They found Jonathan Blossom lying dead, on the floor of
the study. In his grasp was the top portion of aletter addressed to Hubert Apprison. It borea
date-Tuesday-and Apprison's name and address with the words 'Dear Sir.'

"Hubert Apprison was gone. Evidently intruders had entered by the back stairs, had seized Apprison and
carried him away. Theletter which Apprison had received was probably important, for most of it had
been torn from Blossom's grasp.

"The important evidence was the presence of thumb and finger prints upon the portion of the letter that
Blossom held. These have been examined”-Cardona paused to bring photostatic copies from his
pocket-"and have proved to be the impressions of aformer confidence man named Peter Laffrey-known



asVevet Laffrey.”

Again the police commissioner nodded. He waited quietly. Cardona’s eyes narrowed momentarily; then
the detective added a short statement.

"Two theories," he said. "Onethat Apprison killed Blossom and made a get-away. The other that Velvet
Laffrey headed a crew that carried off Apprison. | am working on the last named.”

Cardona eyed the commissioner upon the completion of this statement. He expected a criticism. Hewas
ready for it when it arrived.

"Why," questioned Weston, "do you reject the possibility that Apprison may have dain his secretary?'

"l do not reject it," returned the detective, with asteady smile. "My jobisto find Hubert Apprison. Once
heis quizzed, we will have alead on whether he or some one else was responsible for Blossom's death.”

"Soyou aretrying to locate Velvet Laffrey.-"

"Asagep to finding Apprison. We have evidence that Laffrey was present when Apprison
disappeared.”

COMMISSIONER WESTON arose from his desk. He paced across the room while Joe Cardona
watched him. At last the commissioner turned and faced the detective. "Cardona," he declared, "you are
using commendable tactics. | want to compliment you upon your keenness. Y ou have learned to combine
theory and practice. It isan ability which you did not fully possesswhen [ first knew you."

The compliment was something of a back-handed one. Commissioner Weston seemed to take upon
himself some of the approval that he was extending to the detective. That, however, did not curb Joe
Cardonas secret elation. The detective was used to Commissioner Weston's brusque, egotistical manner.
He knew that Weston was pleased. Cardonaretained hisflickering smile as he gazed at his superior
officer.

Weston paced awhile longer. Hisface clouded. He stopped short and snapped aquestion at his
subordinate.

"Why have you not traced Velvet Laffrey?"
"We're using the dragnet,” returned Cardonacamly. "If Laffrey isin New Y ork, well get him."

"Hm-m-m," mused the commissioner. "'l seeyour point. Velvet Laffrey may have left town. Quitelikdly.
Meanwhile, of course, asearch is being made for Hubert Apprison.”

"Y es. Under Inspector Klein's supervision.”

"Exactly. Therefore, the only excuse for theinability of the police force to locate either the kidnapped
man or the supposed kidnaper isthe fact that both may be absent from the city.”

"That would be agood reason for not finding elther of them.”

"Cardona,"-Weston became serious as be spoke-"thereis aclever crook behind the disappearance of
Hubert Apprison. That crook may be Vevet Laffrey. | think heisVelvet Laffrey, but | am not willing to
expressafind opinion until more evidence is obtained in the matter.

"We must find the master crook. Naturaly, if he has been outside of New Y ork, we can say that the task
isonethat might be excusableif it failed. But if the crook should. bein New Y ork-if he should positively



return to the city”
"We ought to get him, commissioner.”

Weston nodded at Cardona's words. The detective became a bit uneasy. He had a hunch that Weston
was holding something back.

"If," remarked the commissioner thoughtfully, "our man wereto enter New Y ork on astipulated date and
there attempt acrime smilar to the kidnapping of Hubert Apprison-a crime with murder again
involved-we, as representatives of thelaw in New Y ork, should certainly be expected to apprehend the
miscreant. Am | right?”"

"Yes," agreed Cardona. with ashort laugh. "1f we knew what the crook is going to do, we ought to get
him."

"And if," added Weston, "we should be somewhat in the dark regarding his actud plan of action, it would
be our part to illuminate the subject in timeto forestal crime?’

"Absolutely.”

"Good. | am glad to hear you talk that way, Cardona. Very glad, especidly”-Weston was
smiling-"because | am ableto give you an opportunity to prove your statement.”

There was abiting challenge to Weston's tone. Joe Cardona shifted uneasily. He watched the
commissioner pick up afolded sheet of paper from the desk.

"The crook," remarked Weston quietly, "will bein New Y ork. Do you understand that, Cardona? The
man behind the disappearance of Hubert Apprison iscoming to New Y ork. Thereisinformation that |
want you to put to good use. If thereis anything more that you want to know about the man in question,
ask me.

"All right," returned Cardona. "Why is he coming here?"

"To repeat hiscrime,” answered Weston promptly. "To perform murder aswell as abduction.”
"When?'

"To-night.”

THE quickness of the commissioner's response took Cardona aback. The detective stared in
stupefaction; then, recalling Weston's statement that he would answer required questions, Cardona put
another query.

"How do you know dl this, commissioner?"
"Because," declared Weston, "'l have received aletter from the crook himsdlf."

With that response, the police commissioner unfolded the sheet of paper. He planked it on the desk in
front of Cardona's amazed eyes. A sheet of white paper-a beautifully engraved | etterhead in the upper
left corner-a series of typewritten lines asthe body of the messageitsalf-these lay in plain view.

But to Joe Cardona, these meant nothing at first sight. The detective's gaze was glued to the bottom of
the page, upon the spot where one might have expected a signature to the communication.

The object which Cardona saw there was one that commanded his complete attention. Thrust through



two smdll ditsin the sheet of paper was asymbol identical with the one that The Shadow had to-night
gained from the dead grasp of the big shot, Rowdy Kirshing.

Detective Joe Cardonawas staring at afeather which formed a glistening black-dyed blade against the
white paper to which it had been affixed!

CHAPTER IV. THE COMMISSIONER'S PLAN.

COMMISSIONER RALPH WESTON stood smiling grimly while his ace detective stared at the queer
sggnature benesth the letter. Then, as Cardona made no immediate effort to read the message itsdlf,
Weston offered explanatory suggestions.

"Up here" remarked the commissioner, pointing to the top corner at theleft,” you will find the name by
which our correspondent choosesto cal himsaif.”

Cardonalooked at the corner indicated. Printed in jet-black was the artistic drawing of abird. The
detective took it to represent an eagle or ahawk. Then, noting three neetly |ettered words below the
depicted bird, he read them doud:

"TheBlack Facon!"

"The Black Falcon," repesated the commissioner. " An appropriate name, Cardona, for one who swoops
down to gain hisprey by night. The falcon, Cardona, isabird trained in methods of effective capture.”

"The author of thisletter cals himsdf The Black Falcon. If you will read the message, Cardona, you will
seewhy; and |, by watching, may gain an inkling of the effect which The Black Falcon's statements have
upon their reeder. When | perused the message myself, | must confessthat | was too tense to consider
my own reactions.”

Cardonanodded slently. He held the I etter before him and scanned the typewritten lines which appeared
asfollows

Ralph Weston, Police Commissioner, New Y ork City Dear Sir:

Y ou, as chief representative of thelaw in New Y ork City, have chosen to concern yourself with the
disappearance of one Hubert Apprison.

In order to save you time and annoyance in afutile search for thismissing person, | take the liberty of
announcing that Hubert Apprisonisat present in my charge.

Inasmuch as Hubert Apprison isaman of greet wedlth, it ismy intention to hold him prisoner until | have
aranged suitable means of ddivering him into the hands of friends. Thisserviceisonefor which | shall
receive aransom commensurate with my prisoner's wedlth.

Since, however, | an willing to reieve you from trouble in connection with Hubert Apprison, | expect the
same courtesy in return. Undue interference on the part of the police will merely disturb my plans-not
bak them.

May | suggest that you announce to the public that Hubert Apprison vanished of his own accord? Such a
coursewill relieve you of troublesome responsbility. It will aso enable meto conduct quiet negotiations
with Apprison's associates. | can assure you that if you act as| suggest, al will be handled to

satisfaction.

| shall look forward to seeing your definite statement in the evening newspapers on the day that you



recelvethis|etter. Should you, however, fail to act in accord with my plans, | shal act again, as| did with
Apprison, before midnight.

In return for your falure to cooperate, | shal kidnap another person of wedth from within the limits of
New Y ork City. My second crime, like the first, will be committed in an areaunder your jurisdiction.

It will stand as proof of my ability to kidnap and return people a will. My only regret will be that you will
have committed thefolly of putting my unique skill to thetest.

Joe Cardona, when he had finished the reading of thissingular epistle, remained in deep thought.
Commissioner Weston, watching the detective, was ready for acomment. None came. The
commissioner put aquestion.

"What do you think of it?" be asked.

"When did you receiveit?' parried Cardona.

"Thisafternoon," was the commissioner'sreply. "Here, a my apartment.”

"I've seen alot of crank notes," decided Cardona, "but this doesn't ook like one.

"It istoo specific," agreed the commissoner. "Furthermore, if it wereintended as ahoax, it would defest
itsown purpose-"

"Because it namesto-night asthetimelimit," interposed Cardona, as Weston paused.

"Precisdy,” declared the commissioner. "Y ou caught that point excellently, Cardona. More promptly than
| did. If the purpose of this letter was to cause mere annoyance, the writer would have given me aweek
to make my statement. However, with midnight asthe time set-"

"Well know quick enough if thisbird isafaker.”

"Heisabird," announced Weston, solemnly repeating Cardona's dang expression. "He calshimsdf The
Black Falcon. That feather, if my ornithology is correct, isthe plume of afacon, dyed black. Thismanis
aschemer, Cardona. His chdlenge is open defiance.”

THE detective's fingers were beating a soft tattoo againgt the arms of the chair. Cardonawas staring
Speculatively at the letter. He chanced anew remark.

"I've had alook at the afternoon papers,” he declared, "1 read them coming up on the subway. | didn't
see the statement The Black Falcon asked for."

"I know you didn't,”" returned Weston, with afirm smile. "I could have inserted one-just asablind-but |
refrained. | would rather meet this schemer openly for thetime. Let uslearn whether or not his boasts can
be made good.”

"You'reright, commissioner." agreed Cardona. "Weve struck a stone wall on the Apprison case. If The
Black Facon pulls another job to-night, welll have achanceto traill him, maybe. At the sametime-"

"The chance of murder is not to be overlooked,” admitted Weston, ininterruption. "1 know that,
Cardong; and | considered long before | made my decision. Killing aswell as abduction is possible.
However, | have reasonsfor my decison. Before | give them, let me hear what your impressionis
regarding the possible identity of The Black Falcon. Give metheory if you wish-I shal not criticizeit
under these circumstances.”



"All right, commissioner,” responded Cardona. "Take alook at that letter while | show you something.”

He handed the | etter to Weston and picked up the photostats from which he had selected a specimen of
Velvet Laffrey'sfinger prints. Cardona chose one of these which showed the entire portion of the torn
sheet which had been clutched by Hubert Apprison's secretary. He passed it to Weston and pointed to
the typing on the photostat. Weston read it:

Hubert Apprison, Esq.
New York City.
Dea Sir:

The letter had been torn below that point; hence no more typing showed on the photostatic copy.
Cardona, however, seemed to think that the wording was sufficient.

"Typed on aMangus Portable," remarked the detective. "Model Eight. | had an expert look at it. He
spotted it quick, by the style type. Said the machine was off the market; never sold well, and that funny
type was agive-away. Now look at your letter from The Black Falcon. I'm no expert on typewriters, but
| can seethat it was the same kind of amachine. Expert examination may proveit to be theidentical

typewriter."

Weston pulled amagnifying glass from the desk drawer and compared the letter with the photostatic
sample of typing. He uttered a cry of eation as he nodded.

"| think you'reright, Cardonal" exclaimed the commissioner. "We can have an expert examineit | ater.
But for the present-"

"Right now," interposed Cardona, "it's close enough to support my theory. | figured right from the start
that asmart crook wasin the game-and Velvet Laffrey was smooth enough to be the guy.

"Herestheway | dopeit. Laffrey sent somekind of aletter to Apprison. Probably it velled athreat. Not
getting areply, Laffrey blew into Apprison's house. He had a gun; he made Apprison dig up the letter.
Hetook Apprison with him and Blossom tried to grab the | etter from Laffrey. So Velvet gave the
secretary the works."

"Logicd," admitted Weston. " Particularly because Blossom may have known too much.”

"Right. Velvet Laffrey didn't get dl of theletter though, and he left hisfinger prints on the part that
Blossom kept. Velvet was wise enough to cast Apprison out of town with him. He wants dough-all
kidnapers do-and naturally he's bothered because the police are on the job."

"Which would account for The Black Falcon letter," mused Weston. " So far, Cardona, it may fit."

"It doesfit," asserted the detective. "Vevet Laffrey used to do some smooth confidence work. He's the
kind of bird who would go in for abduction. He was seen around New Y ork only aweek before
Apprison was grabbed.”

"But the abduction was accomplished swiftly-"
"Which meansthat Vevet has mobstersworking for him."

Cardonamade this statement with findity. Without redizing it, the detective was following the same
course of reasoning as The Shadow. But there the detective's findings ceased.



THE SHADOW, like Cardona, had decided that gangsters must have aided in the swift capture of
Hubert Apprison. Thinking further, he had placed a racketeer above them. Rowdy Kirshing, abig shot
whose income had recently been curtailed, had been spending money freely since Apprison's abduction.
Thus had The Shadow taken up thetrail of Rowdy Kirshing.

A faint glimmer of the money angle reached Commissoner Weston asthe dynamic police officia
considered Joe Cardonas statement.

"Mobsters," mused the commissoner. "That means cash paid out. Wasthis confidence man-Vevet
Laffrey-well supplied with money?"

"He could be, easily enough,” returned Cardona. "It doesn't take much to buy afew gorillas. Chances
are, his crew was smal-and you can bet they're hiding out.”

IIWI,]y?I
"Because of that |etter in your hand. Velvet Laffrey isholding them for another job-to-night.”

"Jove, Cardonal" The commissioner's voice denoted new détion. "You'redriking it right! Let me
mention, however"-Weston's face began purposdly to mask its enthusiasm-"that | must have more
evidence before| can agree with you that Velvet Laffrey isthe supercrook behind thisgame.”

"If itisn't Velvet Laffrey,” protested Joe Cardona, "whoisit?"
"The Black Facon." declared the commissioner, tapping the letter that he held in hishand.

A wry smile appeared upon Cardona's swarthy face. The stocky detective had long been waiting for a
moment such asthis. His next remark, though mild in tone, was a triumphant one.

"Commissioner,” said Joereflectively, "1 once included on my reports the mention of aperson caled The
Shadow. | took it for granted that there was such a person-that he threw hislot in to help out against
crooks when the going got too hot.

"Y ou put sort of acurb on my reports. Y ou said that until we could identify The Shadow as adefinite
person, he wasn't to be mentioned.”

"Of course not,” snorted Weston. "The Shadow is amyth-a name-"
"And s0 is The Black Falcon, " interrupted Cardona.

Weston's face puffed. The commissioner showed momentary anger. He set aheavy fist upon the desk;
then hisrigor lightened. A smile appeared upon the lips benesath the mustache. Weston chuckled.

"You'reright, Cardona," he admitted. "Y ou've given me my own medicine. | like your frankness. This
|etter is an anonymous communication-that's al we can takeit for. The Black Falconisaname-like The
Shadow-"

"Unless." interposed Cardona, "we speak of Velvet Laffrey, dias The Black Falcon.”

Weston leaned back in his chair. He smiled broadly. He had no answer. Cardonawas showing him a
way out-to take it, the commissioner would have to agree with the detective's belief that Vel vet Laffrey
was the abductor of Hubert Apprison.

"Well let it rest your way," decided Weston, inadow tone. "Well assumethat Velvet Laffrey isThe
Black Falcon. Only for the time being, though, Cardona. Only for the time being. Until"-Weston paused



again to tap the feathered letter-"until midnight.”
"Y ou mean+"
"That we may, by that time, have captured this man who signs himsalf The Black Falcon.”

It was Cardonas turn to be perplexed. Weston seemed triumphant as he referred to the | etter. He
pointed to certain sentences, then spoke dowly.

"Thismessage," he declared, "is carefully worded. Here, for instance, the writer states that he expectsto
act before midnight. Next, he states that he will kidnap another person of wedlth. Finally, he specifies
within thelimitsof New Y ork City.

"Why does he say midnight? Because, evidently, he knowswhere a certain person will be up to that
hour. Why does he say person instead of man? Because that person may be awoman. Why does he say
within thelimits of New Y ork City? Because the criminad may have been thinking of some portion of the
metropolis other than Manhattan.

"My theory, Cardona, isthat the crimina expectsto raid some residence where anumber of weathy
guests may be assembled. That will give him the opportunity to seize the victim that may be most
available. Such a spot would very probably be somewhere on Long Idand.” "Maybe." agreed Cardona.
"But you're taking along shot there, commissioner-"

"One moment,” interposed Weston. quietly. "My origina thoughts were vague, yet good in theory. While
| was awaiting your arrival, Cardona, | looked through the newspapersto learn of society events
scheduled for to-night. | learned that Elias Carthers, the tobacco magnate, is giving an exclusive reception
for hisniece, a hisLong Idand home."

"Y ou cdled Carthers?"

"l did. | learned that the guests will not arrive until after ten o'clock. While talking to Carthers, | had what
you would term ahunch. | asked him if he knew Hubert Apprison. | learned that Apprison had been
expected as aguest at the Carthers home to-night.

"We are dedling with asmart crook, Cardona. The Black Falcon-Vevet Laffrey for the present-must
have learned facts regarding the exclusive socid set which contains both Hubert Apprison and Elias
Carthers. Viewing the Stuation from the crimind’s angle, | should say that hismost logica action would
be to abduct some one who is present at the Carthers reception to-night.”

Impulsively, Joe Cardona pulled awatch from his pocket. The time showed twenty minutes before ten.
Commissioner Weston was smiling as the detective looked up with an anxious gaze.

"That isthe reason,” remarked Weston, "why you and | are leaving at oncein my car. It has been waiting
below since hdf past nine. We shall require lessthan half an hour for our journey."

RISING, the commissioner pressed a button on the desk. The front door of the office opened. Kempton
gppeared and stood in military attitude.

"We areleaving, Kempton," remarked Weston, " Detective Cardonaand | are going to the home of Elias
Carthers, on Long Idand.”

"Yes gr."

"Also, Kempton," added Weston, as an afterthought, "I do not want any one to know where we have



gone. No one, Kempton. Do you understand?"
IIYa S' r..II

Hisfina admonition given, Weston beckoned to Cardona. Together, the commissioner and the detective
left the apartment. Asthey entered Weston's limousine, which was waiting on the street, Joe Cardona
smiled agrin of secret dation.

The ace deuth was aman who followed hunches. He liked them, even when others supplied them. Joe
Cardonawas convinced that to-night, he and Commissioner Ralph Weston would have their opportunity
to forestall the crook whom Joe believed to be Velvet Laffrey.

Two keen men of the law were setting forth to outwit The Black Falcon!

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW'SMOVE.

A CLICK sounded in apitch-black room. A glimmering light of blue cast its eerie sheen upon the
polished surface of atable. White hands appeared benesth the strange illumination. Upon one appeared a
gparkling jewd of ever changing hues.

The hands moved away. Something crinkled beyond the range of light. The hands regppeared, bringing
with them the paper-encircled band of bank notes that The Shadow had wrested from Rowdy Kirshing.

The pile of pef meant nothing to The Shadow. The token on the hand, however, was significant. Well did
The Shadow divine the meaning of that blackened facon feather. It was the Sign of a perpetrator of
crime, acrook deluxe who had paid for aid obtained through Rowdy Kirshing.

A white hand stretched acrossthe table. It produced apair of earphones. A tiny light glimmered on the
wall. A voice came over thewire:

"Burbank spesking.”

"Ingtructions,” replied the voice of The Shadow, asit shuddered through the gloom. "Tell Mardand to
obtain information concerning Terry Rukes, gang leader.”

"Ingtructionsreceived,” returned the quiet tones of Burbank.
"Reports.” The Shadow's voice hissed from the dark.
"Nonereceived,” came Burbank's answer.

The earphones clicked back into place. The hands of The Shadow returned to the table. In this brief
conversation, the master who ferreted crime had spoken to Burbank, his contact man.

Through Burbank, The Shadow's instructions would go to Cliff Mardand, a stalwart agent who served
The Shadow in the underworld. It would be Cliff's task to seek facts concerning the whereabouts of
Terry Rukes, the man whose name Rowdy Kirshing had gasped in confession.

The feather on the stack of bills! A tantalizing clew, it baffled further traces. The Shadow had been
forced to day Rowdy Kirshing in order to save his own life. The one man who might have furnished
information thus was dead. Y et The Shadow had gained a step to-night.

Upon a piece of white paper, the right hand inscribed three names, asfollows:
Velvet Leffrey



Rowdy Kirshing
Terry Rukes.

Solemnly, The Shadow crossed out the central name. Rowdy Kirshing had been obliterated. The
racketeer had served purely as a go-between.

Then, from the stack of hills, The Shadow's hand removed the fal con feather. The black plume dropped
from the long white fingers. It fdl directly upon the name of Velvet Laffrey.

THERE was significance in the action. Some master crook-he who used afacon feather ashis
sgnature-was the abductor of Hubert Apprison. Wasthat man Velvet Laffrey?

The Shadow's action denoted present doubt. Unitil further evidence was gained, The Shadow would let
that telltale feather cover the namethat lay beneathit.

Fate had been freakish to-night. The Shadow, following Rowdy Kirshing'strail of easy money, had found
the odd emblem of the one who had supplied the racketeer with cash. Meanwhile, Police Commissioner
Weston had held an actual |etter from the same super-crook.

The man who had defied the police had ignored The Shadow. Wl for him that he had. With the | etter as
further evidence, The Shadow might have gained a prompt and effectivetrail. Asit was, The Shadow,
through active efforts, had gained less than had the police through purdly passive behavior!

Commissioner Ral ph Weston and Detective Joe Cardona had gone to a spot where they believed that
crime would strike. They had followed evidence that a supercrook had deliberately provided.
Meanwhile, The Shadow, whose keenness had outstripped that of the law enforcers, had gained aclew
that could lead to no definite action on this night.

Thelittle light gleamed from the wall. The Shadow reached for the earphones. The voice of Burbank
came quietly over thewire,

"Report from Mardand," announced the contact man." No facts whatever concerning Velvet Laffrey. The
man has disappeared. Ingructions given to Mardand. Hewill look up Rukes.”

The earphones went back to the wall. The Shadow's gleaming eyes ill lingered on the markings which
lay before him. A facon feather; the crossed-out name of Rowdy Kirshing; the uncrossed name of Terry
Rukes-these formed atrio in The Shadow's plans to reach the plotter who had seized Hubert Apprison.

Long minutes went by. The Shadow's hands made cryptic notations, then obliterated them with quickly
penned lines. Intuitively, The Shadow could sense that crime was brewing. He was not content to wait
until the kidnaper of Hubert Apprison choseto move.

Once again, the light showed on the wall. Thistime the voice of Burbank brought a new announcement,
as The Shadow gave the word: "Report.”

"Report from Burke," was Burbank's statement. " Cardona called to conference with Weston."

A soft laugh sounded in the gloom as the earphones clicked back to thewall. Thiswas news. Clyde
Burke, agent of The Shadow, was a newspaper reporter on the staff of the New Y ork Classic. Burke
was afrequent visitor to detective headquarters.

The Shadow knew that Joe Cardona was working on the Apprison case. The fact that the detective had
gone to see the police commissioner indicated that some evidence might have reached the law.



The hands moved from the table. Thelight clicked out. A whispering laugh rose weirdly through the
room. It reached a strange crescendo; then ended abruptly. Ghoulish echoes responded from the
blackness. Silence followed. The sanctum was empty.

NOT long afterward, atal man in evening clothes strolled into the lobby of the exclusive Cobdt Club.
The doorman bowed as the visitor passed. He had recognized the solemn face of Lamont Cranston,
millionaire globe-trotter.

An important member of the Cobalt Club, Lamont Cranston was regarded as a cryptic individual. It was
known that he traveled to many foreign lands and never announced his plansto any one.

The only proof that Cranston was residing in his New Jersey home was found when he made his
occasiona viststo the Cobdt Club. Y et even then, the persons who saw him were not ways correct in
their belief that Lamont Cranston was back at home.

Little did they suspect that a strange, sinister being of mystery had adopted the guise of Lamont Cranston
asaconvenient persondity to use on certain occasons. Thistal, immaculate personage whose face was
amost masklike, was a masquerader who had chosen a part that would not be questioned. The arriva at
the Cobalt Club was none other than The Shadow.

Strolling through the lounge, The Shadow passed through a doorway and approached a group of
telephone booths. There, with the leisurely manner of the man whose part he was playing, he entered a
booth and gave anumber. A few moments|ater, avoice came over thewire.

"Commissioner Weston's gpartment.”

"Hello," The Shadow's voice was aquiet, deliberate one. "Isthat Kempton?... Ah, yes... ThisisMr.
Crangton.... Y es, the friend of Commissioner Weston. Isthe commissioner there?"

A pause; then the quiet voice resumed. "Heisout? Where could | reach him?... | see.... | see.... You
haveingructions that heisnot to be called.... Of course; of course... | understand. Y ou areto inform no
one"

A smile appeared upon the calm features of Lamont Cranston asthetall figure appeared from the phone
booth. Still playing the part of the millionaire, The Shadow strolled through the lounge and took achair. A
thin smile gppeared upon hislips as he pressed a cigarette between them.

Completing his smoke, this personage who played the role of Cranston, arose and returned to the phone
booth. He dialed the same number that he had called before. Kempton's voice came over the wire.

THIStime, The Shadow, athough he sill appeared as Cranston, did not use the voice of the millionaire.
Instead, histone was brusgue. It was a perfect representation of the voice of Commissioner Weston.

"Isthat you, Kempton?' queried The Shadow. "Were there any callsfor me?... | see.... Cranston. You
told him where to reach me, of course...

A pause; then, dill in the tone of Weston, The Shadow delivered an angry outburst.

"Sometimes you lack sense, Kempton!... Of course... Yes, of course | told you not to inform any one
where| had gone.... Once in awhile, though, you can use good judgment... Yes, Lamont Cranstonisan
exceptiona case.

Kempton was apologizing in a profuse tone. The Shadow listened; then responded in mallified fashion,
exactly asthe police commissioner would have spoken.



"All right, Kempton... Y es, perhaps Cranston would cal again. Tell him where | am, if he does. By the
way"-The Shadow was adopting the sarcastic touch of which Weston was capable-"you haven't
forgotten where | am, haveyou?... Yes, that'sright... Visiting Elias Carthers, on Long Idand...

The Shadow hung up the receiver as Kempton completed an gpology. Rising, he strolled in Cranston
fashion from the club. Reaching the street, he signaled to the doorman, who, in turn, hailed alimousine
parked down the street. The pretended Lamont Cranston entered the car when it arrived.

"Long Idand, Stanley," he said to the uniformed chauffeur. "Out to the home of Mr. Carthers.”

A soft laugh came from Lamont Crangton's thin lips as the limousine rolled esstward. It wasthe
whispered laugh of The Shadow; the laugh that denoted the mysterious and subtle nature of its utterer.

Infeigning the voice of Police Commissioner Ral ph Weston, The Shadow had paved the way for another
cdl by Lamont Cranston. At the same time, he had made the extra call unnecessary; by feigning the
commissioner's sarcastic tone, he had drawn from Kempton the information that he wanted.

Y et there was another reason for the soft laugh. The Shadow was thinking of the destination to which he
had ordered Stanley.

Lamont Cranston was afriend of Elias Carthers. He would be welcome at the tobacco magnate's home.
In fact an unanswered invitation to this very reception lay on atablein Lamont Cranston's New Jersey
residence.

The Shadow had cause for mirth. He sensed why Commissioner Weston had goneto vigt Elias Carthers.
It was probable that Weston had Cardonawith him; the fact that Weston had given ordersto Kempton
not to name his destination added to that conjecture.

The Shadow knew that the dua presence of Weston and Cardona could mean but one thing. Danger or
crime-an aftermath of Hubert Apprison's abduction-must be threatening the Long Idand mansion.

The Shadow, in addition to watching men of crime, kept in touch with the activities of the police. The
policy had served him well to-night.

The Shadow had made his move. He, like Weston and Cardona, had the thwarting of The Black Falcon
ashisobjectivel

CHAPTER VI. THE BLACK FALCON.

IT was quarter after ten. Police Commissioner Ra ph Weston was seated in a mahogany-furnished room
that served asthe study of Elias Carthers. On the other side of the table was the tobacco magnate. The
third occupant of the room was atdl, pae-faced man whose tortoise-shell glasses gave him an owlish
expression.

Thisroom formed a quiet, detached portion of the Carthers mansion. Weston had chosen it asthe best
place to confer with Elias Carthers, particularly as the tobacco king had arranged for the police
commissioner to meet him here.

"You believe then," Carthers was questioning, "that it would be unwise to inform my guests of the danger
which may belurking here?'

"Y es, exceedingly unwise," expressed Weston firmly. "This kidnaper has made no specific Satement in
referenceto his plans. | have picked this reception asthe likely spot at which he will act-before
midnight.”



"And if the guestsknew of thisfact-"
"They would talk among themsalves. The criminal would be warned. He would avoid trouble here.”

"A very good reason,” decided Carthers, "why the guests should know. Let me havethat list, Wistar"-he
turned to the man with tortoise-shell glasses-"and | can tell the police commissioner exactly who will be
heretonight.”

The bespectacled individua, whom Weston took to be asocia secretary, produced atypewritten sheet
and handed it to Elias Carthers.

Weston studied the tobacco king. Carthers was a pudgy, droop-faced man of sixty. His flabbiness
showed alife of ease; yet there was a squarenessto hisjaw and aflash in his eyes as he looked toward
the commissioner and passed the list acrossthe table.

"Prominent people,”" asserted Carthers. "Thisisan important socid event. | don't like such affairs-I'll have
to stroll in and out, however. But that isn't the point, commissioner. | think that the guests should he
informed. Y ou want to foretdl crime, don't you?'

"l do," returned Weston. "That is exactly why | do not intend to speak to your guests. Y ou have seen the
crimind’s | etter." Weston tapped the projecting end of The Black Falcon's note, where it showed from
the commissioner's side pocket. ™Y ou can readily appreciate that we are dealing with a supercrook.”

"All the more reason-"

"Why we should say nothing. Let me repeat, Mr. Carthers, that the man has been specific upon but one
point only. Heintends to act before midnight. | have picked this affair asthe logica one where hewould
make an attempt. These people-Weston was tapping the typewritten list-"are representative of wedth.
One of themwould be alogicd victim.

"The crimina cdlshimsdf The Black Facon. Heis unquestionably a super-crook. He believed that he
can defy thelaw. Thereis one weaknessin hisarmor; he undoubtedly has no inkling of the action that |
have taken to-night. Should he come here, we shal be ableto forestall him.

"If, however, he becomes cognizant of the fact that your home is being guarded, he will certainly avoid
this place. That would not mean that The Black Falcon would fail to fulfill histhrest. He has sworn thet he
will act before midnight. In al probability, he has dternate plans.

"Finding the police here, he could strike somewhere else. There are many wedlthy residents of Long
Idand. Between now and midnight, The Black Falcon would have an opportunity to swoop down upon
some other house and abduct a person of reputed wedlth.”

"| understand now," nodded Carthers. "Y ou are right, commissioner. Say nothing to my guests. You
understand that, Wistar?' Carthersturned to put the question to his secretary. "The only faullt,
however"-Carthers paused as he swung back to face the police commissioner-"is one of your own
making, commissioner. Y ou have come here, o you tell me, with subordinates at your command. If The
Black Falcon isthe smart crook that you reckon him to be, he will probably observe the presence of
your men."

"I do not think so," smiled Weston. "No one except yourself and Wistar know that | am here. | have
brought only one man with me and heisthe cleverest detective on my force. | am speaking of Joe
Cardona, the man who isworking on the Apprison case.

"Cardonais gtralling about on your front veranda. No one could recognize him in the semidarkness. The



lighted windows of the reception room, however, enable him to see what is happening insde. | intend to
rgjoin Cardona; together, we will observe al who comein and go out between now and midnight.”

"Well keep the guestsin the reception room," affirmed Carthers. "That will not be difficult. The Black
Falcon will have no opportunity to strike before midnight.”

Also," added Weston, "there are two men in my darkened limousine, which is parked among the carsin
your driveway. They can be summoned ingtantly in case of trouble. They are watching for sgnalsfrom
the veranda."

Elias Carthers arose from his chair. His face was serious. He extended his hand to the police
commissoner.

"| gppreciate your efforts, ar," stated the tobacco king. "1 shall have Wistar move back and forth from
the veranda, so that we may bein direct communication.”

"Have him check thislist to begin with," suggested Weston, aso rising.

"Certainly," agreed Carthers. "All the guestswill be here by now. That will be Widtar'sfirst action. After
he has made his check, | shall send him to the veranda. Following that, | shdll join the guests mysdlf."

POLICE COMMISSIONER WESTON stepped toward the massive door of the study. Wistar leaped
ahead of him and turned the large brass knob. The muffled babble of distant conversation cameto the
study asthe secretary opened the door.

"Through the passage to theright, sir,” explained Wistar to Weston ."Y ou can reach the veranda without
encountering any of the guests.”

The secretary closed the door when Weston had departed. He turned to see Elias Carthersfacing the
rear of the study. The tobacco magnate was |ooking into afull-length mirror that was set in alarge closet
door. He was adjusting the necktie above histuxedo callar.

"Shall | check on the guests now, sir?' questioned Widtar, in amild tone.

"Yes," ordered Carthers. He wheeled to pick up the paper from the table. "There is only one person
whom | do not expect. That"-Carthers rested his finger upon aname-"is Lamont Cranston. Thereisa
chance that he may ill be out of town. We received no reply after sending him the invitation. Of course,
Crangtonisawayslikdy to arrive. Y ou may, however, consder his name as doubtful.”

"Very well, ar." Widar picked up thelist and carried it toward the door as Carthers turned back to view
the closet mirror. "1 shdl check every one. | shall return as promptly as possible. Arethere any other
ingructions, Mr. Carthers?'

Still reading the list, the secretary paused with his hand upon the brass doorknob. He waited for areply
from Carthers. None came.

"Arethere any further indructions, Sr?'

AsWigtar repested the query, he looked up from the list. He saw Elias Carthers standing before the
mirror. The secretary blinked his eyesin wonderment as he observed what he first thought was the
reflection of hisemployer. Then agasp of terror came from Wigtar'slips.

DURING theinterim in which Carthers had faced the table, the door of the closet had sllently opened.
Framed in the space where the mirror had been was the form of a stockily-built man. Thefact that this



man also wore atuxedo accounted for Wistar's momentary belief that he had seen the reflection of
Carthers. The features of the stranger, however, soon dispdled that thought.

All that Wigtar could see of the man's face was a square-set chin with gloating lips aboveit. The eyesand
nose were covered with ablack mask. His gaze dropping, Wistar observed a glittering revolver that
covered Elias Carthers.

Eyesfrom the mask caught Wistar's gaze. The secretary quailed. The revolver took aforward thrut;
Elias Carthers, hishands rising, backed away from the man who stood in the closet doorway .

The revolver, moving easily back and forth, held both Carthers and Wistar under its control. A
contemptuous chuckle came from the gloating lips below the mask.

"Excdlent plans." The masked man spoke in adry tone. "1 was pleased, Mr. Carthers, to hear you voice
your gpprova of the police commissioner's methods. | assure you that your guests will be safe to-night.”

Elias Carthers was glowering. Wistar was clutching the doorknob with atrembling grasp.

"However," resumed the masked man, "I am till able to make good my threat. A person of
prominence-abducted before midnight-with Commissioner Weston standing by. An odd loopholein your
plans, Mr. Carthers.

"Unsdfishly, you have taken care to insure the protection of your guests. Somehow, both you and the
commissioner overlooked the fact that you, yoursdlf, would be digiblefor seizure. Y ou, Mr. Carthers,
are the person of wedth who will accompany me from this house to-night.”

"Who-who areyou?' blurted Carthers. "Are you-are you-"

"I am The Black Falcon,” interposed the man with the mask. "The past abductor of Hubert Apprison; the
present abductor of Elias Carthers.”

The gloating lipsformed a cunning leer as The Black Falcon announced hisidentity.
CHAPTER VII. THE ABDUCTION.

THE BLACK FALCON had plotted well. Whether or not he had anticipated the arriva of the police
commissioner was a matter of secondary consequence. The chief point was that he had chosen the best
lurking spot that existed within the Carthers mangion.

The tobacco magnate's study was isolated. It was easily accessible without passing through the principal
rooms of the big house. Located on the ground floor, with its windows opening toward the side and rear
lawn, it afforded easy opportunity for quick escape.

Elias Carthersredlized this. He knew that The Black Falcon must have entered the study sometime
before. He was also sure that the criminal had overheard the entire conversation which had passed
between Carthers and the police commissioner.

Thiswas proven by the deliberation with which The Black Falcon acted. The masked crook seemed to
know that thisroom would be free from intrusion. Carthers, fuming helplesdy, glanced toward Widar.
Onelook at the secretary's pale, scared face was sufficient to tell Carthers that this weakling could not
offer ad.

The Black Facon gpparently held the same opinion of Wistar. His gloating lips hardened; they formed a
vicious snarl asthe armed man turned his entire attention to Elias Carthers. Thrusting hisrevolver



forward, The Black Falcon forced Carthers backward, step by step.

Carthersdid not understand his enemy's purpose. He endeavored smply to retreat from the menacing
gun before him. Thus, amid gloomy slence, the tobacco magnate dowly neared the window that opened
toward the rear of the house. He came to a standstill with his back against the wall.

With asnarling laugh, The Black Falcon reached out with hisleft hand and raised the window sash. He
raised hisfree hand to hislips and produced a soft, hissing whistle. With an angry gesture at Elias
Carthers, he forced the magnate back against the open window.

As Carthers shrank from the menacing gun which The Black Facon suddenly shoved in hisface, four
hands came through the window and caught the tobacco magnate from behind. A gasp came from the
prisoner'slips. The hands yanked him backward; aforming cry died asthese outside captors
overpowered him.

Scuffling sounds were muffled in the outside darkness. The Black Falcon, gazing from the window,
smiled in gloating fashion. The dim glow from the window showed his squad of husky henchmen lugging
Elias Carthers helpless acrossthe side lawn.

Therewas acertain lack of caution in the masked man's attitude. The evil grin upon hislips betrayed that
fact.

Apparently The Black Falcon had forgotten al about Widtar, the secretary. The pae-faced fellow at the
door wastoo frightened to redlize that the evil abductor was toying with him.

I'T dawned on Wistar that escape was possible. That was the very thought that The Black Falcon sought
to create. While the abductor's attention remained upon the window, Wistar, with afrantic effort,
fumbled with the doorknob and managed to open the door.

Theingtant that the secretary started to spring for safety, The Black Falcon acted. He swung hisrevolver
and fired. Widtar, legping into the outer passage, let out ashrill shriek as he staggered forward. The
Black Falcon legped across the room in pursuit. He saw Wistar floundering ahead, gasping as he
clutched the wainscoting of the passage. Deliberately, The Black Falcon fired a second shot that
stretched the secretary upon the floor.

There were cries from beyond. Faces appeared at the end of the passage. Men leaped back to cover as
they saw the masked man within the study.

Snarling, The Black Falcon fired two warning shots above Wistar's body. He dammed the door of the
study and pressed a brass bolt that was set above the big doorknaob.

THE sounds of The Black Falcon's shots had been plainly heard in the front of the house. On the
veranda, Commissioner Weston had swung to Joe Cardonain aarm. Through the windows, the
detective saw people rushing toward the rear of the house.

"Where were those shots?' asked Cardona quickly.

"From the study!" exclaimed the police commissioner. "Through to the back. Quick, Cardonal Whilel
cdl themen!”

Joe Cardona plunged against a French door and smashed it open. With drawn revolver, the ace
detective broke through astonished guests, heading in the direction that Weston had indicated. The police
commissioner, as he neared the edge of the veranda, shouted to the men stationed in the officia car. The
pair came scrambling out & hiscdl.



"Through the window!" ordered Weston. "Hurry. Work with Cardona.”

For an ingtant, Weston made move to follow. Then, with an afterthought, he hurried to the end of the
veranda. He reached the side of the house on which the study windows opened. Drawing arevolver, the
police commissioner skirted the driveway, then hastened toward the rear of the building.

Weston could hear the hubbub from within. A shattering blow indicated that Cardona must have opened
an attack upon the study door. Weston heard a second crash as he arrived beside the open window of
the study.

Raising his head above the silI, the commissioner stared into the study. He gaped in amazement as he
observed the stocky figure of aman crouched againgt the door. The intruder seemed to have his hand
upon the knob, waiting as though he expected to attack the moment that the barrier broke.

That time would not be long forthcoming. A resounding smash made the big door tremble. Asthe police
commissioner raised hisrevolver, the man a the door suddenly turned toward the window. Weston
sared at the mask above the snarling lips. He knew that he was facing The Black Falcon!

Opportunity lay in Weston's grasp; in his surprise, the commissioner fatered. The Black Falcon stopped
short at sght of the face in the window. With aquick movement, the masked man shifted ashejerked his
revolver from his pocket.

Commissioner Weston fired hagtily. His shot whizzed past the masked man's shoulder. The Black Falcon
gorang forward. Weston, seeing the revolver coming at him, ducked away from the window, firing a
second wild shot as he took to cover. He was ready to get the intruder when the man came from the
window; but Weston's scheme was interrupted by the sound of shots from across the lawn. Henchmen of
The Black Falcon werefiring from beyond a hedge by the sde road.

Bullets flattened againgt the sonewall of the house. Weston headed for the shelter of an acove. Hisonly
protection until he reached that spot was the distance of the range. For afew moments, Weston was out
of sght of the study windows; then, as he neared the drive, the commissioner looked back to see The
Black Falcon dashing acrossthe side lawn.

The kidnaper was taking a semi-circuitous course to avoid any fire from the study windows, should
Cardona and the others bresk through. This gave Weston a chance to intercept him. Trusting to
darkness, the police commissioner sprang across the lawn, believing that he would not be noticed from
the hedge.

SHOUTS from the study window aided Weston. Cardona had broken through the door. The detective
wasfiring, but his shots were wide. The Black Falcon neared the darkness of the hedge; he paused to
fire ashot back at the house. Then, as Commissioner Weston stopped to take aim at the spot where the
revolver had spoken, an unexpected light broke over the scene.

A car had siwvung into the Carthers drive. The man at the whedl had heard the shots. He had brought his
car to aquick stop; now the long beam of a searchlight spread across the lawn.

Asplain asinthelight of day, The Black Falcon was shown by the hedge. Beside him stood arangy
henchman. The two were holding revolvers; both were uncovered by the sudden illumination.

Instantly with the arriva of the light, The Black Falcon sprang through the hedge. His henchman
remained, staring aong the line of the searchlight's beam. Spying Commissioner Weston, caught in the
same glare, the big mobster fired. Weston, dropping away, sumbled upon the lawn and fell to one knee
before he could catch himsdlf.



The commissioner was a perfect target for The Black Facon's henchman. Asthe mobster aimed to kill,
Weston was unable to bring his own hand up in time to besat the shot.

A gun boomed from the driveway. The arriva in the car with the headlight had legped to the ground. His
shot, at hopelessly long range, was both perfect and timely. Commissioner Weston saw the threatening
mobster crumple on theturf.

Cardona and others had piled from the study window. They were hastening across the lawn, firing wildly
toward the hedge. Then came the roar of amotor. A car on the sde lane shot off into the darkness. The
Black Falcon and his band were escaping from the scene with Elias Carthers as their prisoner.

Not even the perfect marksman from the driveway could stop that flight. He had arrived in time to drop
the mobster who had gained the bead on Commissioner Weston, but the car to which The Black Falcon
had dashed was protected by trees beyond the hedge.

Commissioner Weston regained hisfeet. He saw Joe Cardona reach the hedge and stop short staring
toward the lane. Then the detective turned back to examine the body of the dead mobster. Still inthe
glare of the headlight, Commissioner Weston turned toward the car in which the sharpshooter had
arrived. Coming across the lawn was the marksman who had saved Weston'slife.

"Crangton!" exclaimed the commissioner, as he recognized the faultlesdy garbed figure of hismillionaire
friend. "You! Great work, old man! Y ou saved my life."

"A bit different from big game hunting,” returned Cranston, with aquiet smile. "Fortunately,
commissioner, | have used the permit which you gave me. | dwayshaveaguninmy car. It camein
useful upon thisoccasion.”

Joe Cardonawas striding across the lawn. The detective's face was glum. Joe became active, however,
as he reached the commissioner.

"They've made a get-away,” he announced reluctantly. "L ooks like they took Elias Carthers with them.
I'm going to the house to call headquarters. Maybe the patrols can grab them. That was The Black
Fdcon-"

"I know it!" snapped the commissioner. "Get into the house, Cardonal Get the cdll through-and clear the
study! WhereisWidar, the secretary?'

"Dead," returned Cardona, as he turned and began a quick jog toward the mansion.

"Come, Crangton,” urged Weston, turning toward the one who had saved hislife. "Thisis serious
business. Murder and abduction. We must study the evidence.”

Side by sidewith hismillionaire friend, Commissioner Weston started for the gray stone mansion.
Weston was dert. Though he had failed to stop The Black Facon, he was hopeful that he and Cardona
might uncover clewsthat would lead to thetrail of the daring crook.

Little did Weston, relying upon his own capability, realize that beside him was a person whose kill asa
deuth far exceeded that of Weston and Cardona combined.

The commissioner had no inkling whatsoever that he was conducting The Shadow to the scene where
crime had befalen!

CHAPTER VIII. THE PROVING CLEW.



COMMISSIONER WESTON had formed a new headquarters. The dominating police officia was
seated behind the table in the study from which Elias Carthers had been abducted. With him were two
others: Detective Joe Cardona and Lamont Cranston.

Guests had been cleared from this part of the house. The two men who had been in Weston's car werein
charge. Word had been sent out to cover al roads leading from the vicinity of the Carthers mansion.

Details of police had arrived; they had been sent to trail The Black Falcon and his band of miscreants.
Here, on the scene where crime had fallen, Commissioner Weston was planning his next campaign
againgt the supercrook.

Lamont Crangton, his privilege asafriend of the commissioner increased because of histimely aidin
saving Weston'slife, was seated quietly at one side of the table. Joe Cardona, his brow grimly furrowed,
was pacing back and forth across the room.

"I'd like to have talked with Elias Carthers, commissioner,” announced the detective bluntly. "Maybeif I'd
comein here with you, I'd have spotted something brewing."

"That is speculative, Cardona,” returned Weston. "1 had along conversation with Carthers.”

"Wefound part of anote at Apprison's place," asserted Cardona. "Y ou've got the photostats there with
you. Maybe, if you had quizzed Carthers, you might have learned something from him."

"l had no ideathat Carthers was threatened,” responded the commissioner. "Nevertheless, | am sure that
he recelved no communication from The Black Falcon. When | began my interview with Carthers, | told
him the details of the Apprison case. Had Carthers received any kind of anote, he would have
mentioned it."

"Did you tell him that we werelooking for acrook named Velvet Laffrey

"No," admitted Weston. "' showed him the letter from The Black Falcon. | told him that the man wasa
super-crook. If Carthers had ever heard of Velvet Laffrey, he would probably have mentioned it."

"Not necessarily,” ingsted Cardona. "L affrey was dways asmooth egg. Thisisanew gamefor him. |
guess he hoaxed A pprison with anote, but when it caused trouble, he decided not to try that system

agan.”
THE police commissioner was nodding as he went over the stack of photostats. Noticing a curious look

on Crangton's firm face, Weston pushed the photographs over to hisfriend. He then drew The Black
Falcon's letter from his pocket and passed it to Cranston.

"Seewhat you make of these," suggested Weston.

"Y ou know what | make of them," remarked Cardonato the commissioner. "I've got the right trail.
Velvet Laffrey isthe crook. Hes working with amob behind him. Velvet wasthe fellow in thisroom. His
crew grabbed Carthers. Velvet had to kill Wigtar."

"Let us spesk of the crimina as The Black Falcon,” decided Weston. "Thet isthe name which he has
used. We have seen him. We can only assumethat The Black Falcon is Vel vet Laffrey. For the present,
Cardona, | intend to reconstruct the scene. Let me give my version as| have grasped it. Tell meif you
check anything that isincorrect.”

"All right, commissoner.”



"l visited this study," resumed Weston, "and talked with Elias Carthers at approximately quarter past ten.
| went out to join you on the veranda. Almost immediately after that, The Black Falcon entered.”

"By thewindow?'

"I suppose so0. We have examined the footprints on the lawn. They are barely distinguishable because of
the dry grass. However, it is probable that The Black Falcon entered by the window.”

"Hardly, commissioner.”

The interposition came from Lamont Cranston. Weston turned to raise his eyebrows as he faced his
friend.

"What makes you rgject the window, Cranston?" asked Weston.

"Y ou say that there were two men here," observed the millionaire, in acam, even tone. "An entry through
the window would have attracted too much attention. Especidly”-Cranston's keen eyes were fixed
toward the open sash-"since the window sash was probably locked."

Weston's gaze followed that of hisfriend. The commissioner saw thelogic of Cranston'sremark. There
were three windows atogether. The two that were closed were locked. It was probable that the third
had been aso.

"The Black Falcon," decided Weston, "could not have come through the door. His arriva cametoo
closaly upon my departure. | suppose that he opened the window himsdlf, in order to summon hiswaiting
men. But where did he come from?"

"The closet, perhaps,”" remarked Cranston.

Joe Cardona stepped over to the mirrored door. He opened it. The space was more than ample for a
man to have been in hiding. Cardonaturned to Weston with a definite nod.

"He must have been lying in here, commissioner,” said the deuth. "That would have let him hear
everything that was said. It would account for why he acted so soon after you were gone. He came out
of here’-Cardonawas acting the part as he visualized it-"and covered Carthers with his gun. He backed
Carthersto the window, thisway. That left Widtar at the door of the room. Wistar made abreak for it.
Then Velvet-The Black Falcon-got Wistar. He banged the door of the room and bolted it. He was
ganding by when we were smashing through.”

"Sound reasoning, Cardona,” approved Weston, with anod. "Y our only mistake was a partiad reference
to The Black Falcon as Ve vet Laffrey. Those finger prints from Apprison's are not sufficient! Do you
understand?'

"All right," returned Cardona. "I figure The Black Falcon had figured the door asthe best way for a
run-out after he bumped Wigtar. That's why he stayed there so long. It must have been three minutes at
least. Then, just asyou came around to cover him, he changed his mind and took to the window."

Cardona stared toward the door of the study as he spoke. The barrier had been smashed. One hinge
was broken. The bolt was out of place; the door was hanging crazily inward.

LAMONT CRANSTON was watching Joe Cardona closdly. It seemed as though the detective was
thinking of something gpart from The Black Falcon's actions. Cranston's knowing look apparently divined
the menta process through which Cardonawas passing. A thin smile appeared on the millionaireslips as
Cardona turned suddenly toward the closet door.



Commissioner Weston stared curioudly as the detective began to examine the small brass doorknob on
the outside. Then, stepping haf into the closet, Cardona made a second ineffective inspection. Stepping
out into the study, Cardona strode across the room and took alook at the knobs on the door to the

passage.

It was here that Cardonas face assumed alook of triumph. The detective turned toward Weston and his
eyelighted as he spied an object that was lying on the table. Thiswas amagnifying glass-evidently one
that had belonged to Elias Carthers.

Without aword, Cardona picked up the magnifying glass. He smiled as he tested its power. Quickly, he
plucked up one of the photostats from those that were lying in front of Lamont Cranston. He stepped
back to the outer door.

With the photostat beside the doorknob, Cardona made a magnified comparison. Staring through the
glass, he beckoned to Commissioner Weston. The officid arose from the table and joined the detective.
Lamont Cranston a so approached to learn what Cardona had discovered.

"Hereyou arel" exclamed Cardona. "Velvet Laffrey'sfinger prints on the doorknob-the same asthey
were on the paper in Apprison's. | told you Laffrey was The Black Falcon!"

Weston took the magnifying glass. The comparison was an excellent one. Plainly impressed upon the
doorknob were the marks of athumb and two fingers. There were lesser smudges, roundabout; these,
however, were predominant.

Detailed through the glass, the prints on the door appeared identical with those that were registered on
the photostat. The commissioner handed the glassto Lamont Cranston. Stepping back, Weston turned to
Cardona.

"You areright,” commended the commissioner. "Keep up the search for Velvet Laffrey. He made his
mistake to-night, when he closed the door and kept his hand upon the knob, preparing for a get-away.
Let me have the glass, Crangton. | want to examine the bolt."

No traces showed when the commissioner made thisinspection. With Cardonaat his sde, Weston
looked at the knob on the passage side of the door. This was smudgy. Cardona gave the reason.

"Weweredl trying to turn that knob,” explained the detective. "Laffrey didn't handle that knob
anyway-at least not after the otherswere at it.

" Say-were lucky, commissioner Look at thisinside knob. Its been polished since the outer one. That's
why it took the impression so perfectly. The closet doorknobs are too grimy. This one'-Cardona paused
to look again at the telltale knob-"has a nice smooth lacquer on it. Say-when Laffrey grabbed it, hewas
leaving hismark just like akid stepping on asoft cement pavement! We've got the goods, commissioner.
Velvet Laffrey isthe crook well haveto grab!™

Cardona studied the knob again; then, with agrin, he pulled a penknife from his pocket. He opened the
blade and used it as a screwdriver on the single screw which held the doorknob in place. The screw was
loose; afew quick twists made the knob wobble. Catching it at the neck, where there were no
impressions, Cardonaremoved the knob and held it up as an exhibit.

"Well take it down to headquarters” he said to Weston. "Photostats of thiswill clinch things. Weve got
the goods on Laffrey twice."

COMMISSIONER WESTON went back behind the table. He took his chair and thrummed with his



fingers. At last he rendered hisverdict.

"Cardona," he said, "we know whom we are after. Velvet Laffrey isthe crook we want. For the present,
however, we shal preserve secrecy.

"The public must be warned againgt this dangerous kidnaper. Heislikdly to commit anew crime, if we
persst to seek histrail. Therefore, to aid usin the job ahead, we must blind him.

"We shall speak of the criminal as The Black Falcon. Let him be known by the name that he has chosen.
Continue the quest for Velvet Laffrey, but conduct it with discretion. Use the dragnet; through it we may
haul the crook that we want."

"| get you, commissioner," assured Cardona. "Maybe it's |eaked out that were after Velvet Laffrey, but |
don't think s0. Sooner or later, I'll get my mitts on him, wherever he's hiding. Leave that to me,
commissioner. We can best thisfellow at his own game by throwing The Black Falcon diasright back at
him."

"Exactly,” declared Weston, rising. "Now, Cardona, we can complete arrangementsto leave here.
Perhaps L affrey has been rounded up. Let us hope so. In any event, what you say istrue. Once we have
captured the man, we shall be sure that we have taken The Black Falcon.”

Placing the magnifying glass upon the table. Weston |ooked toward Lamont Cranston. The
commissioner's face was beaming. He was pleased because of Cardonas finding. Weston took great
pridein the successes of his ace. Hewas glad that Cardona had shown prompt work in the presence of
0 critical an observer as Lamont Cranston.

"Cardonaand | shdl returnin afew minutes," informed Weston. " If you prefer to ride back to Manhattan
withme, | can detail one of my men to bring in your coupe.”

"Excdlent, commissoner," returned Cranston.

Weston and Cardonawalked out of the study. The keen eyesthat peered from the masklike
countenance of Lamont Cranston, watched them go. Then those same eyeslooked at the brass
doorknob which Joe Cardona had carefully placed, bulky end balanced, upward, upon the table.

The same gaze turned to the axis that projected from the door itself; the ssump from which Cardona had
unscrewed the telltale knob. A soft, whispered laugh came from the thin, straight lips of Lamont
Cranston.

The laugh of The Shadow! It was significant. Although neither Cardonanor Weston had redized it, The
Shadow had turned their attention to the closet; from that point, Cardona had caught the possibility of
impressions on the doorknab.

To The Shadow bel onged the credit for the discovery of the proving clew. That was the reason for The
Shadow's laugh. The Shadow, like the police, was seeking the trail of The Black Falcon!

CHAPTER I X. FROM THE UNDERWORLD.

SEVEN days had passed since the episode at the home of Elias Carthers. During that week, the name of
The Black Falcon had swept the headlines. All New Y ork, from the highest socid circlesto the scum of
the bad lands, talked of the nefarious abductor who had dared the police to trail him.

The Black Falcon had e uded the surrounding cordon that the police had summoned to Long Idand. An
abandoned automobile-a stolen sedan-had been found eight miles from the Carthers mansion. It was



believed to be the car in which the marauders had escaped.

Theories galore circled about the escapade of The Black Falcon. One rumor claimed that he had
changed to another car and had dipped through the police cordon. Another theory attributed his
elusvenessto ahide-out on Long Idand. A third ideainvolved a swift speed boat, fleeing acrossthe
Sound. A fourth claim persisted that he had taken to the air by means of a plane quartered in a vacant
fidd.

TheBlack Facon! The name, itsdlf, suggested amaster crimina descending from the blackness of the
sky to snatch up an unsuspecting victim. Commissioner Weston had released the news of The Black
Facon'sletter. This, initsdf, made every one understand the menace of this man who dedlt in crime.

From highest to lowest-dll talked of The Black Falcon. Logicaly enough, the circlesin which hewas
most discussed were those that represented the extremes of society. The upper crust talked of The Black
Fd con because they feared him. The vilest of evildoerstaked of him because they envied his ability.

No word of either Hubert Apprison or Elias Carthers! Thisfact marked The Black Falcon as a crafty
fiend. Unlike the usua kidnapper, he wasin no hurry to demand ransom money. His sllence did not take
him from the headlines. Instead it kept the newspapers throbbing with every vague report, making copy
out of trivial news; giving space to crank theories and wide guesses that bore no semblance of truth.

The dragnet was at work. Detectives were scouring the underworld. Every suspicious character was
quizzed. This made gangdom seethe; and it aso produced the very result that Commissioner Weston had
anticipated. Vevet Laffrey, dthough his name was mentioned, was not herdded in gang land as The
Black Facon. Rumors of the underworld named various identities as possible clamantsto thetfitle.

On this evening, exactly seven days after the abduction of Elias Carthers, a scoop-shouldered, rat-faced
little fellow was douching aong an aleyway on the East Side. Satisfied that he was not being followed, he
ducked into a passage between two dilapidated houses and scurried down aflight of cellar gairs. Inthe
darkness of what appeared to be an empty basement, he rapped twice upon a closed door; then
repeated with two dower knocks.

A MINUTE passed. The door opened. The little man edged into the space. A low voice challenged amid
the dark:

Whoisit?'
"Cull," replied thelittleman. "That you, Terry?"
"Yeah."

Thedoor closed. A light clicked on. The pasty-faced rat eyed ahusky, fierce-visaged rowdy who
motioned him to enter another door on the left. The two reached acrumply, stone-walled room. The big
man pointed to a broken chair. Thelittle fellow sat down.

The big mobster was Terry Rukes, atough gang leader who had been missing from the bad lands. The
littleman was" Cull" Buzbee, one of the minor charactersin the underworld. So insgnificant was Cull that
even the police had passed him up. They had rejected him asa stool pigeon.

"Wel?' questioned Terry, as he sudied the little man. "Wotcha got to tell me?"

"Nothin', Terry," returned Cull, "Nothin' new. | got took in by the dragnet onct again. That didn't mean
nothin'. They let me go."



"Got a paper?'

Cull pulled acrumpled journa from apocket of hisgrimy jacket. Terry Rukes studied the sheet by the
anglelight that hung from the ceiling of the room.

"Still after The Black Falcon,” growled the gang leader. "Well-they'll never get the guy. Any new ideason
who heis?'

"No," responded Cull. "I been ligtenin’ to find out if they thought he was Velvet Laffrey. They ain't been
much talk about Vevet, no more, but they's still some guysthat figure Velvet is The Falcon.”

Thelittle man looked a Terry Rukeswith beady eyes. The gang leader saw his quizzica expresson and
delivered agrunt.

"Don't look & me," he snorted. "l ain't sayin' that The Black Falconis Ve vet Laffrey”
"Vevet knowed Rowdy Kirshing was-"

"Sure he did. An' therewas|ots of other guys knew Rowdy, too. | got my ingtructions from Rowdy-an’
my dough, too. But Rowdy never told me who was handin' him the gravy.”

"Y ou seen The Falcon-"

"Sure | seen him. Mogly in the dark an' with blinkers over hiseyes. I've heard him talk, too. Givin' me
orders over the telephone-1 get 'em right upstairs here in thisempty joint. But that don't mean that | know
who heis" Terry'svoice was cautious. "l ain't sayin' he'sVelvet. Don't forget that, Cull.”

"You know me, Terry."

"I know you dl right. Y ou can play dumb. That'swhy I'm keepin' you on the pay roll. But | ain't seen
nothin" worth while, Cull. Up at Apprison's | was there with the mob. The Black Falcon givesthe whistle;
out comes Apprison an' we cart him away while The Black Falcon was shootin' that guy Blossom.

"Same thing when we got this guy Carthers. The whistle; the old gent plops out the window. We drag him
away. Then The Black Falcon bops off that mug Widtar.

"Both times we drive him away in abuggy that we'd copped. Tie up the guy he grabbed and let him out
of the car when hetdlls us. Then we ditch the bus we swiped an' dide back here. That'sdl. That'swhy
werewaitin- an' it'swhy I'm worried.”

Cull Buzbee nodded. He seemed to understand the cause of uncertainty which gripped Terry Rukes.

"THE BLACK FALCON isasweet bimbo when it comesto aget-away," resumed Terry. "But that ain't
helpin' us. I've got four gorillas here with me an' they'reasworried as| am. | had to tell 'em that Rowdy
Kirshing took the bump. That means no more dough unlesswe hear from The Black Falcon. An' we
know heaint calin' until he needs us. But were stickin', because it's the game.

"Goofy Hornell was asap out there when we grabbed Carthers. The Black Falcon ducked through the
hedge an' rode away with us. Goofy stuck around to do some shootin' an' he got his. Luck waswith me
there, though. Nobody knew that Goofy was workin' for me. He was an odd gorillathat | tacked on. If it
had been one of my regular gorillas, Joe Cardonamight have got aline on who was workin' with The
Black Falcon.”

"Why'reyou worryin', then, Terry?'



"Why'm | worryin'?' Terry snorted. "On account of Rowdy Kirshing getting his. Y ou know who got
him-"

"I know who some guys say got him. But the guysthat was over there on Tenth Avenue ain't talkin' about
it. | ain't heard direct from nobody that The Shadow handed the one-way ticket to Rowdy-"

"No, you ain't heard 'em say it," brokein Terry, in asardonic tone. ™Y ou don't hear many people say The
Shadow got aguy-not if they was anywhere near when it happened. Say, bozo, when they think The
Shadow got anybody, you can bet it was The Shadow that got him."

Cull had no reply to thissally. Terry Rukes stalked across the room and gave an impatient kick to a
rickety chair. The gang leader, despite his fierce appearance, was plainly bundled with nerves.

"I'll tell you what," announced Terry suddenly. "I'm goin' to talk turkey to The Black Falcon when he
cdls | an't gin'to bethefal guy. | ain't no squeder, but it'sdrivin' me sappy herein this hide-out. Maybe
The Black Falcon thinks he can buck The Shadow, but-"

There was arap on the door. Terry Rukes started nervoudy, then strode over and opened the barrier.
One of hisgorillas was standing there.

"Phoné's buzzin' upgtairs,” the man announced anxioudy. "Figgered you'd want to answer it, Terry."
"Surething. Scram, Cull. | ain't needin’ you no more to-night. Come back to-morrow."

HURRY ING through a short corridor, Terry Rukes ascended aflight of rickety stepsand cameto a
door. He opened it and turned on alight in aclosed closet. A telephone showed on ashdf. A buzzer,
formed from adiscarded bell, was giving itsinsgstent sgnd. Terry grabbed the instrument.

"Hello...." The gang leader's gruff voice eased. "Yeah. Yeah..."
Gleaming, eager eyes. Terry Rukes knew the voice a the other end. The Black Falcon!

"Yeah.... Yeah..." It came the gang leader's turn to speak. "Sure, | knew that you'd count on me stayin'
here after Rowdy got the works. He musta been plugged just before the time we was startin' out to get
Carthers.

"What'sthat?... Yeah... You figured out just what | been told. There was only one guy who could have
got Rowdy Kirshing... Y eah, you guessed it... The Shadow.

"That'swhy I'm leery... No- | ain't told the mob... Sure, they'd turn yellow if they knew The Shadow
might beinit... Say-this hideout may be agood one, but I'm tellin’ you that when we move out of it, were
takin' chances...”

A harsh look appeared upon Terry's roughened face. For amoment, the gang leader appeared enraged
as he heard the smooth voices over the wire. Then he laughed sheepishly.

"You guessed it. That'swhy I've been layin' low here. On account of The Shadow... I'm tellin’ you, I'm
ready to give the gang the word to bust up... No, it ain't the dough...”

A sudden gleam appeared upon Terry's features. Eagerness again dominated the gang leader.

"Y ou mean to-night?* he gaculated. "An' after that we can scram? Two grand gpieceto the gorillas an'
five grand to me?... | getchal Sure... | knowed Rowdy musta been gettin' the real gravy. Nobody getsa
cut thistrip an’ were through... Surething... Say-will werisk it? Give methelay...



"Yeah... Yeah... O. K. Thefire-tower... | got that... No move, just lay easy, until we get the whistle...
Say-thisll bethe berries. O. K., boss."

Terry Rukes hung up the receiver. He opened the door and went down the gairs. Inthe dim light of the
passage bel ow-illumination that came from the room opposite the one where Terry Rukes had conferred
with Cull Buzbee-four hard-fisted men were waiting. The gorillas had sensed that Terry had been talking
with The Black Falcon. They wanted the news.

"Wot'sdewoid, Terry?' came aquestion.

"It'sal set, boys," returned the mob leader. "Listen-one more job for The Black Falcon an’ we quit. I'll
tell you what you're gettin'-two grand each from The Black Falcon himself. Then we scram.”

"Yeah, bo!" came from one of the gorillas. "When we sartin', Terry?"

"Right away. An' it'sgoin' to beasnap. A swell gpartment way uptown-the Garman A partments-only
two gpartments on afloor. We hit the fourth floor, to grab another silk hat bimbo named Rowland
Ransdde”

"The Fdcon?'

"HEll be there-an' he'sgoin' to give usthe same sgnd. Thisbloke Ransdaewill he easy. HEs got ava et
workin' for him-the other apartment on the floor is empty. Down the fire tower-"

"An' the dough?"
"Inthe car. Well pick up abuggy ontheway."
Murmurs of approval. Terry Rukes ordered lights out.

WITH hismab at his hedls, The Black Falcon's aide opened the door toward the dley. Cull Buzbee had
gone before. That waswhy Terry was venturing forth so promptly.

For the gang leader had used the insignificant creature of mobland with definite design. Cull Buzbee kept
out of crime himself, but he was an observant individual. Coming and going, he watched the approaches
of this hideout.

Had Cull suspected any watcherslurking in the night, he would have returned. Terry Rukes grinned at the
thought. Cull was scary; that waswhy he would have returned. A bolder rat might flee; Cull would pile
back for safety.

The mob moved aong the aleyway. Terry Rukes paused to listen. He thought that he had detected a
sound; but he heard it no longer. He did not know that eyes were watching vainly in the dark; that ears
could hear the footsteps of himsdlf and histribe.

Slouched, bound and gagged in the pit that led to a cellar window of a house across the street was Culll
Buzbee. Swift action had swept over thelittle rat the moment that he had |eft Terry's hide-out. Phantom
hands from the dark had plucked him from the very doorway. Whirled into dizzy sensdessness, Cull had
regained hiswitsto find himsalf helpless.

Terry Rukes and his gorillas sneaked on toward the alleyway, totaly unaware of Cull'svain effortsto
notify them of danger. Emerging from darkness, Terry looked about; then gave the word to start. The
gang leader grinned as he glanced back from the end of the dleyway and convinced himsdlf that all was
Clear.



Terry Rukes was thinking of The Shadow. But his thoughts were not of shadows. He saw nothing
suspiciousin thelong black streaks of darknessthat shrouded the sides of the dim alleyway.

Not until after the mobsters had moved further on their way did onelong mass of blackness detach itself
from thewall of adecadent building and transform itself into the shape of atal and spectral being. The
laugh that came from the phantom form was no more than a sinister whisper.

The Shadow, superdeuth, had spent this week within the underworld. He had traced Cull Buzbeeto the
hide-out of Terry Rukes. Unseen, he wastrailing the gang leader who served The Black Falcon!

Gasped words from Rowdy Kirshing; long search throughout the underworld for some insignificant
character who might be connected with Terry Rukes, whom Rowdy had mentioned-thus had The
Shadow gained thetrail.

Through tracing The Black Falcon's henchmen, The Shadow was taking a course to thwart the
supererook!

CHAPTER X. WESTON STRIKESLUCK.

WHERE The Shadow, alone wolf of the darkness, trailed through the underworld to place hisfinger on
the spots where crime was fostered, Police Commissioner Ral ph Weston was content to sit back and
trust to the strength of the forces under his command.

Y et dl the commissioner's men, with thelr dragnets and their stool pigeons, had been unableto gaina
snglethread that would lead to The Black Falcon's doings. Even Joe Cardona, the ace detective, had
been helpless; and Commissioner Weston, seated in the office of his apartment near Lexington Avenue,
was fuming at the futility which had possessed the law.

A rap sounded at the commissioner's door. Weston looked in that direction and snapped aquery:
"What isit, Kempton?"

"Detective Cardonais here, sir," came the voice of Weston's military servant.

"All right," ordered the commissioner. "Have him enter.”

Joe Cardona came into the office. The ace detective shifted uneasily as he took hischair. He saw a
glower on the commissioner's face. "Sorry, commissoner,” said Joe. "l was checking up on somejoints
where | thought | might find Velvet Laffrey. Themanisn'tin New Y ork-"

"Hewill be" interposed Weston.
"Will be?" questioned Cardona.
"Yes," assured Weston. "To-night. Thisarrived at three o'clock.”

Weston tossed a sheet of paper across the desk. Cardona stared, and afirm challenge showed upon his
chin. This paper was aletter. In the upper Ieft corner was the neat engraving of a hawklike bird. Thrust
through the bottom of the sheet was the symbal that served as a Signature-a black feather.

Another message from The Black Falcon!
"Read it!" ordered Weston.

CARDONA studied theletter. 1t was addressed to the commissioner and it was couched in the same



ironical terms asthe previous epistie of warning:
Ralph Weston,

Police Commissioner,

New York City.

Dear Sir:

Despite my advice to forget the disappearance of Hubert Apprison, you choseto put meto thetest. The
result of your folly was the abduction of Elias Carthers, not only from aspot under your jurisdiction, but
amogt from beneath your very nose.

Elias Carthers, like Hubert Apprison, isaman of great wedlth. | am holding both as prisonersin order to
obtain the ransomsthat | desire. | am offering you the opportunity to cease your annoying interference,
which congsts only in stirring up ridiculous rumors.

| suggest that you announce that both Hubert Apprison and Elias Carthers will soon be returned and that
there will be no effort on the part of the police to trouble the abductor.

Unless such a statement appears in the evening newspapers upon the day that you receive thisletter, |
shall be forced to teach you another lesson by abducting another gentleman of prominence.

Thisthird proof of my ability-if you unwisdy chooseto forceit-will be demonstrated within the limits of
Manhattan. Thistime, | shal experience no regrets.

Joe Cardona had no comment. He stared blankly at the letter as he placed it on the table; then looked
vaguely toward the police commissioner.

"Thisis serious, Cardona," stated Weston. "When | received The Black Falcon'slast note, | was
fortunate enough to strike upon atheory that gave me atrace of hisintended crime. Tonight, | have no
theory.

"There are many men of wedlth in Manhattan. We can limit the location of The Black Facon's activity
only to aplace where asuitable victim may be available. Our only hopeisthat the vigilance of the police
may be rewarded with a stroke of good fortune.

"The public is aroused, of course, because of the newspapers. All sorts of cals have comeinto
headquarters. Other crimeis somewhat passive. Y et to apprehend The Black Falcon, we should be
forewarned. We lost our opportunity when wefailed to save Elias Carthers. | greetly fear that we shdll
not gain asecond stroke of such good fortune.”

The commissioner settled glumly back in hischair. Hisusud criticism was absent now. Weston redlized
that Joe Cardona had been doing his utmost. The helplessness of the present situation was beyond
control.

Y et Cardonaknew that Weston had summoned him here in the hope of some useful suggestion. The
detective racked his brain. His hunches were missing. Like Weston, he felt that he was beaten. The Black
Falcon, crook extraordinary, had found the weak spotsin the armor of the law.

WHILE the two men sat in silence, each ticking minute increased the gloom. Somewhere-to-night-The
Black Falcon was dueto strike. Thetime of his crime was gpproaching with ominous regularity.
Cardona, like Weston, sensed that the next newswould be a cal from detective headquarters stating that



word of another kidnapping had been received.

Thejingle of the telephone bell on Weston's desk snapped the commissioner into life. Cardonasaw the
tensenessin his superior's face. Weston lifted receiver to ear and spokein alistlesstone.

"Hdlo... Yes, thisis Commissoner Weston... Who? Ransdde... Rowland Ransdale... The mine owner...
Yes... Yes..."

For amoment, Cardona thought that the expected call had come. He recalled the name of Rowland
Ransdale, awedthy mine owner who had returned from the West. Here was avictim for The Black
Facon!

But as Cardona saw an eager expression creep over Weston's face, he sensed that the commissioner
was not receiving news of akidnapping. Thiswas amessage of another sort.

"You aresureof it, Mr. Ransdale?'

As he heard these words, Cardonaredlized that Weston was talking to Ransdale himself. Listening
intently, the detective tried to catch the voice over the wire, but succeeded only in judging the
conversation by Weston's own replies.

"Yes... Yoursdf and your servant... | understand... Y ou have investigated, you say... You are sure...
What's that? Two revolvers?

"Good... Yes... | shal have men there at once... Yes... Wait aslong as possible. Give ustimeto form a
cordon... The Black Falcon... Yes... We shdll enter as soon as the apartment building is surrounded... A
shot-in case of emergency-asasignd... Yes... Protect yourself asyou seefit.”

Down went the receiver. Commissioner Weston legped to his feet. He paused for a tense moment; then
grabbed up the telephone again and put in acall to headquarters. Joe Cardonawas on hisfeet also.

He heard the commissioner's eeger voice, giving ordersin quick, digointed phrases that brought an
inkling of the story to Cardona’s excited mind.

"Garman Apartments-fourth floor-Rowland Ransdd e-fire tower entrance on Ninety-fourth
Street-cordon-The Black Fal con-enter when completely surrounded-radio patrols-*

ALL was hectic until the call was ended. Cardona redlized that Weston had been talking tensely; that his
own anxiousness had brought about much of the broken impression. Weston, standing in back of the
desk, faced Cardona and spoke, with a steadying tonein hisvoice.

"Rowland Ransdale," declared the commissioner, in explanation, "livesin the Garman Apartments. The
window of his servant's room opens by the fire tower. The servant-Ransdal€'s valet-heard men talking
there. Ransda e has been listening. He heard the words The Falcon'.

"Ransdae hasagun. So hashisvaet. They arewaiting in darkness, with alight in Ransdaesden asa
lure. | have given ordersfor acordon to surround the apartment house.

"Ransddewill hold out; in emergency, hewill fire. The shot will bringin dl our men. Thefiretower is
being covered.”

Regaining his dynamic bearing, Commissioner Weston strode from behind the desk. He gripped Joe
Cardona by the arm and drew him through the front door of the office.



"Let ushope,” announced Weston, "that the cordon will be waiting when we arrive; that Ransdale will il
be watching for The Black Falcon. My car isdowngtairs, Cardona. Luck iswith us. If it continues'-the
commissoner laughed sternly-"you and | shdl rectify the mistake which we made a Long Idand.

"We, Cardona, shdl be thefirgt to reach the fourth floor. To-night, we may meet The Black Falcon at the
moment when he striked™

CHAPTER XI. AT THE APARTMENT.

SILENCE rested over the Garman Apartments. A large building, away from heavy traffic, it formed a
huge mass in the darkness, with lighted windows far apart.

Crouched in the gloom of thefire tower was Terry Rukes. The mob leader's henchmen formed a group
close by him. Tensdly, they were waiting the Sgnd that would bring them through the corridor to the
gpartment on the left.

Terry, peering through the door to the corridor, returned to offer growled advice which hisgorillas
accepted. The gang leader's nervousness was no longer apparent.

"Leaveitto TheFacon," hesaid. "Hell get in there and cover the guy. The door will be open for us
when hegivesthesignd. Thisisapipe.”

Grunted assent came from the listeners. One mobster stared down the dark stairway up which the group
had come. He saw nothing in the gloom, nor did he hear a sound.

The gorillas dertnesswas judtified. His gaze, however, was directed to the wrong spot. Watching eyes
were close a hand; listening ears were near. But the being who could overhear the mumbled
conversation of his mobsters was not within the confines of thefire tower. A bat-like shape was clinging
to awall which projected at an angle from the set-in fire tower. Invisible in the darkness, this hidden
creature seemed other than a human form. Above a shrouded head was a darkened, open window of
Rowland Ransda €'s apartment.

Something squdged upon the wall. The mobster who had turned back to hisfellows paused to listen. The
sound was S0 elusive that he gave it no second thought. He did not hear another smilar noise that
followed. The bat-like shape was moving away from the fire tower. Past the angle, it crept with Sdewise,
crab-like motion aong the extended wall. The glow of city lights revealed the figure dimly. Like ahuge
vampire, The Shadow was sidling across avertica surface!

Hands and feet were pressing against the wall. Each was equipped with alarge concave disk of rubber.
Each pressure of a suction cup gave its wearer purchase upon the wall. Each twist released one of the
supports.

THE SHADOW had become a human fly. So familiar was he with this method of progressthat his
motions were timed to perfect precison. Terry Rukes and his followers might choose the corridor asthe
waly to gain access to Ransdal€'s apartment; The Shadow preferred the outer wall.

Onelight glowed as a beacon. The Shadow knew that the room which it indicated was probably the one
in which Ransdale would be found. It was The Shadow's god. With remarkabl e ease, the cregping
master reached his objective. His eyes peered through the space between alowered shade and the
window dill.

The room within was empty. Furnished with comfortable chairs, along lounge and ornate tables, it
congtituted Rowland Ransdal€'s den. Every window of the apartment opened on thiswall; there were no



other lightsin view. Hence The Shadow knew that Ransdae must, for some reason, bewaiting in
darkness.

Had The Black Falcon dready arrived? If so, action was essentid at once. A gloved hand released itsdlf
from asuction cup. A long, thin strip of meta was thrust between the portions of the window sash. The
lock turned noisdesdy.

Up came the sash. Like aghost from the beyond, The Shadow gained thewindow sill. Histal form cast
along black silhouette upon the floor. The door of the den was gar. Wisdly, The Shadow kept away
from the opening. He made a circuitous tour of the lighted room and reached an acove near the opening
of the door. There, The Shadow listened.

Soft voices sounded suddenly. The Shadow caught the words that were uttered. A man was spesking in
well-chosen accents. The Shadow, his keen eyes watching toward the door, sensed that Rowland
Ransdale must be the speaker.

"Arethey dill waiting, Hazzlett?'

"Yes, dr," cameavoicethat waslessrefined. "'l just heard them talking. They seem to be abit impatient,
ar.”

"It'stimeto be ready for them, then." Ransdal€'s voice broke with adight chuckle, that showed a note of
nervousness. "The police commissioner promised that a cordon would surround the place before the
officersentered.”

"Hewas sure about The Black Falcon when you caled him?"

"Absolutely. That means prompt action. | told him | would leave the den lighted, asalure. Wait here,
Hazzlett. I'm going through to listen amoment by the window toward the fire tower."

Then slence followed. The Shadow waited. Long, tense moments; then, from somewhere came the soft
note of a hissed whistle. Black gloves emerged from The Shadow's cloak. Each fist held an automatic.

More moments of silence. A cautious whisper told that Ransdae was back with his servant, Hazzlett.
Ransdal€'s words concerned the sound that had reached The Shadow's ears.

"You heard it, Hazzlett?'
"Thewhidle?Yes, ar."
"Steady. Be ready for an attack. I'll be at the door opposite.”

Footsteps creaked. Ransdale was crossing his living room. Even though he could not see beyond the
door of the den, The Shadow knew how the arrangements stood. Ransdale and Hazzl ett were waiting,
armed, each on adifferent Sde of the living room. They expected an invasion; they knew that the den
would be the objective of the invaders.

Thewhigtlewasthe sgna of The Black Falcon!

THE supercrook must be lurking somewhere, perhapsin the outer corridor. In this attack, it seemed, he
was sending in his henchmen, under the command of Terry Rukes. Even yet, The Black Falcon might
precede them. Perhaps, because of the broad layout of the apartment, hefelt it best to invade with a
sguad in order to gain quick coverage.



So far as Ransdale and Hazzl ett were concerned, the mine owner and his valet held the advantage, even
againg asguad of ruffians, provided only that their nerve did not fail them in thetest. The Black Falcon,
however, held the key to the Situation. The Shadow knew the ability of this adversary.

If Ransdale and Hazzlett should | et the invaders reach the lighted den, The Shadow would bear the brunt
of thisattack. If, however, the beleaguered men should fire too soon, it would be The Shadow's part to
stand in readiness. Peering from the opening of the den door, The Shadow kept his keen eyes fixed upon
the dim spot which he knew must be the door from the corridor.

As The Shadow watched, the door moved dowly inward. A bulky form appeared against the light of the
corridor.

It was Terry Rukes, at the head of hissmall mob.

The Shadow glided back into the den. Either The Black Falcon had sent the men ahead, or hewas
waiting elsewhere. The apartment was alarge one; the supercrook could have hidden in some well
chosen spot.

Terry'sform was near the den. The big mob leader was coming cautioudy, as though expecting another
sgnd. Hismen were behind him, dl within the living room. Suddenly, Terry made aforward plunge. The
den door shot inward as he pushed it.

Two revolvers barked. Ransdae and Hazzl ett had opened fire. A bullet whistled past Terry's shoulder
and flattened itsdlf against the doorway. Momentarily paused upon the threshold, the gang leader uttered
awild cry.

It wasthe sight of the being before him that gave Terry Rukes such congternation. The gang leader was
saring squarely at the dreaded form of The Shadow. Blazing eyes-alooming automatic-these were the
slent sghtsthat brought hisfrenzied utterance.

"The Shadow!"

As Terry screamed the warning, shots camein quick rapidity from the sides of the living room. A second
bullet dropped the gang leader in histracks. The other mobsters were in confusion. They wereturning in
the gloom, to aim at flashes of flame that came from partly opened doorways.

Ransdd e and Hazzl et were in the dark. The men whom they were shooting were midway between the
stresk of light that came from the den and the outer shaft of illumination from the corridor.

Terry Rukes had collapsed. Down went a second mobster. A third, cursing, staggered and gripped a
wounded arm. Of the two who remained, one leaped for the den, forgetful of Terry'swarning scream.
With outstretched revolver, he wasready to fire. The Shadow's finger rested on the trigger of an
automatic.

Then came a spurt from Hazzlett's gun. The mobster, as he spied The Shadow, sprawled headlong at the
feet of the dread being whom dl evildoers feared. The Shadow had not been forced to fire his shot.

The last mobsman was hurtling toward the outer door. It was Ransdae, thistime, who applied good
marksmanship. The mine owner'srevolver barked twice. The second shot picked off hisquarry. The last
of Terry'sgorillasrolled in agony.

Whigtles were sounding from without. Shouts came from the fire tower. The police were arriving. Still,
The Shadow waited. One menace till remained; The Black Falcon.



A click sounded as Rowland Ransdae turned on the light in the living room. The Shadow, peering from
his acove, saw the mine owner, in asmoking jacket, heading toward the corridor with arevolver in his
grasp. Hazzlett, plainly attired, was hurrying to join his master.

A shrill whigtle burst through the corridor. The police had entered. Ransdale and Hazzlett had met them.
Where was The Black Falcon? Swiftly, The Shadow cut into the living room. He could hear the sound of
feet and excited voicesin the hdlway. With a swift motion, the black-garbed visitor swept into the
darkness of an adjoining room.

Loud talk sounded in the living room as The Shadow reached the little window that opened near thefire
tower. He could hear the voice of Commissioner Weston. The officia had arrived with Joe Cardona. He
was ordering a prompt search of the place.

The Shadow could not remain. The window by thefire tower was open. Swiftly, the black-clad
protector svung over the sill. Remaining there, he adjusted the rubber suction cups that had served him
so well. Then, with faultless action, he began his descent dong this blackened section of the wall.

The police cordon had closed in. Men were pounding up the steps of the fire tower as The Shadow
descended adongside. The Shadow, at the second floor, swung inward to therail. He removed the
suction cups and descended the steps to the ground. But as histall form appeared within a patch of light
that glistened on the paving, ashrill whistle sounded.

Swiftly, The Shadow merged with the darkness of an opposite wall. He found an opening which his keen
eyes had spotted from above. He chose this way between two wallsto find aquick exit from the scene.
Again that whistle. As The Shadow neared the end of the narrow area, a policeman came pounding
draight againgt him.

The officer did not see the crouching shape that dropped ingtantly to the paving. Thefirgt inkling that he
gained of aliving presence was when powerful arms blocked his path and a heaving form of hidden
muscle lifted him towering in the air. Dizzily, the policeman plunged headlong. He seemed to dive & an
anglefrom apair of shoulders. For amoment, the gripping clutch restrained him. As hefdl, the officer
had time to thrust out his arms and break the force of the drop. His revolver clattered on the cement.

By thetime the policeman had gripped his gun and risen dazedly to hisfeet, no living presence remained.
The Shadow, fleeting through the last short space of darkness, had gained the street beyond. He had
passed the encircling cordon.

THE Garman Apartmentswerein full possession of Weston's forces. Policemen and detectives were
everywhere. The commissioner and Detective Joe Cardona were with Rowland Ransdale and his
Servant, Hazzl ett.

Ransdale, a keen-faced man of medium height, was giving the details of theraid. Hazzlett, taller and more
powerful than his employer, was standing by with agrim expression on hisfirm, hard-visaged face.

"Thisis Terry Rukes," announced Cardona, pointing out the dead gang leader. "Now we know who was
working for The Black Falcon.”

Commissioner Weston surveyed the other mobsters. He turned to Rowland Ransdale.
"These men were the only ones who entered?" he questioned.

"Yes," assured the mine owner. "Fortunately, Hazzlett and | are good shots. We handle revolvers well
out West. But there was another-some one who gave awhistle sgna-"



"Wherefrom?' queried Weston eagerly.

"I don't know," admitted Ransdae. "It came just before the attack. | heard it while | waslistening at the
window to the firetower. | couldn't traceit from-"

| think it wasfrom the corridor,” brokein Hazzlett. "I heard it, too-and | was waiting herein theliving
room."

"That explainsit!" asserted Weston, in adisappointed tone. "The Black Falcon reversed hisgame
to-night. He must have sent his mobstersin first. He was wise enough to hurry away when he heard the
firing."

"He may have had time to get through the cordon,”" added Joe Cardona. "Our men were al ready,
though, when the shots were fired-"

A gray-haired man appeared at that moment. Cardona stopped speaking as he recognized | nspector
Timothy Klein entering from the corridor. With the ingpector was a uniformed policeman.

"Officer Delin," announced Klein. "He has areport to make on some one who escaped.”

"Bumped into me down below," declared the policeman, sheepishly. "I was comin' through alittle
aley-just wide enough for one man. Answerin' awhistle, commissioner. Thisfdlow tacklesmein the
dark an' throws me head foremost. Out at the far end of the aley-he got to the street before | could
follow him."

"Another officer caught aglimpse of the man,” added Klein. "He had come from the fire tower. They are
searching for him now, but apparently he has made a get-away."

"The Black Falcon." declared Joe Cardona.
Commissioner Weston nodded.

"He has duded usagain,” declared the officid. "Thistime, however, we have thwarted him. His mobsmen
are dead. He cannot afford to defy the law again. My congratulations, Mr. Ransda e, to you and your
man Hazzlett, for the work that you have done to-night.”

Joe Cardonawas grim. Though he did not voice his thoughts, the detective could not agree with the
commissioner. To Cardona, the escape of The Black Falcon was new proof of the master crook's
amazing ability.

The dusiveness with which The Black Falcon had passed through the police cordon; the quick ability

which he had shown in dedling with Officer Dellin-these were things of which Cardonabelieved only The
Shadow could be capable.

Greater would have been Cardonas wonder had the detective known that it was actudly The Shadow
who had broken through the narrow aleyway! The Black Falcon, in his own evanishment, had gone The
Shadow one better.

For The Black Falcon had disappeared without atrace, while The Shadow, master of the darkness, had
been forced to physical encounter in order to leave this scene where crime had failed!

CHAPTER XI1. MILLIONAIRES CONFER.

ON the second evening following the episode at the Garman Apartments, Rowland Ransdale was sested



in his comfortable den. Wearing his dippers and smoking jacket, the millionaire mine owner was puffing
at alarge-bowled pipe as he studied the headlines of the evening newspapers.

Ransdd €'s face showed a pleased smile. The journdswere dill filled with talk of The Black Falcon; and
they teemed with credit for Ransda€'s part in submerging the kidnaper's gangster minions.

The Garman Apartments were gtill under police observation. Petrolmen were on the lookout for
suspicious characters. Detectives were in the vicinity.

The cordon had disbanded after the disappearance of The Black Falcon, but there were still men
availablein case of emergency.

Rowland Ransdale and his servant Hazzlett were armed. They had been within their rightsin defending
themselves againgt Terry Rukes and his mobsters; moreover, Ransdal e had acted with the telephoned
sanction of the police commissioner.

According to the newspapers, The Black Falcon had met his match when he had tried to abduct the
wedlthy mine owner; and editorial comment upheld Ransda e as the type of man upon whom the law
could depend. Ransdde, in interviews with reporters, had expressed the hope that The Black Falcon
would return. The mine owner had shown sdlf-confidence rather than boastfulness when he had made this
Satement.

Ransdal e looked up quietly as he heard Hazzlett enter. The husky vaet had come with an
announcement.

"Cdl fromthelobby, sir," he said. "A gentleman named Lamont Cranston has cometo see you. A friend
of the commissoner's, Sr."

"Lamont Cranston." Ransdae was speculative. "Y es-| recall the name. 1've heard of him before-have met
him in fact. He's the chap who travels everywhere. Tdl him to come up, Hazzlett."

The servant went to the living room. Ransdale, rising, stacked newspapersin orderly piles. While hewas
relighting his pipe, he heard the outer door of the apartment open. Facing the door, Ransdale stepped
forward to greet atdl, quiet-faced individua whom Hazzlett had ushered across the living room.

"Good evening, Mr. Cranston,” greeted Ransdde. "I recdl that we have met before.”
"At the Cobalt Club, perhaps?’ questioned Cranston.
"That must have been the place," nodded Ransdale. He motioned Cranston to acomfortable chair.

Although he did not expressit, Ransdale was curious as to the purpose of Crangton'svisit. Asa
preliminary gesture, he beckoned to Hazzlett, and the valet brought abox of expensive cigars from which
Cranston selected one.

WHILE hisvistor waslighting the perfecto, Ransdae noted him closdy. Thelight of amatch reveded
Crangton s unusud features. The visage which Ransdale saw was a hawklike countenance, with a
camnessthat reminded the observer of aliving mask.

A pair of sparkling eyesturned toward Ransdale as Cranston shook out the lighted match.

Those eyes, inturn, saw an unusua face. They took in the firmness of Ransdal€'s countenance. The mine
owner had apleasant, well-formed visage; it was one, however, that showed hidden determination.
Ransda €'s eyes were keen; he was obvioudy aman who could rise to action, as he had provenin his



battle with Terry Rukes.

"l cometo congratulate you, Mr. Ransdae." The wordsissued in even tones from the thin lips of Lamont
Crangton. "Y ou have done society agreat service through your prompt action here. In ddlivering degth to
that gang of ruffians, you performed aduty | should have been pleased to aid.”

"It wasredly nothing much,” protested Ransdale, with amodest laugh. "Hazzl ett-my servant-and | were
in ambush. We are both good shots. We practice marksmanship agreat deal out at the minesin
Colorado."

"I held no doubts asto the capability of your marksmanship,” came Cranston's smiling reply. "My only
regret was that you did not have an opportunity to spot the hidden leader of the game-The Black
Fdcon."

"I hold the same regret,” returned Ransdale. "The villain never appeared within the gpartment. Neither
Hazzlett nor | caught a glimpse of him. Police Commissioner Weston told me that he had seen The Black
Facon, out at the home of Elias Carthers."

"I saw him there dso," remarked Cranston. "'l wasjust too lateto am for him. | did, however, bag one of
his henchmen, at long range.”

"The one who waskilled on the lawn?' queried Ransdae.
"Yes." answered Cranston.

"l recdl theincident," nodded Ransdde. " Commissioner Weston mentioned it. He said that afriend had
saved hislife on that occasion. Y ou werethefriend?'

"l was.

"Then," decided Ransdde, "you are amember of our select trio. Like Hazzlett and mysdlf, you bagged a
minion of The Black Falcon. | redize, Mr. Crangton, that you, like mysdf, would be pleased to take a
shot a the magter crimina himsdlf. If you have any scheme for falcon hunting, the suggestion would
interest me."

"That work belongsto the police," declared Cranston. "Nevertheess, Mr. Ransdale, | fed that | should
take apersond interest in the case. Infact, | am willing to spend agreat dedl of time and money in this
matter. | knew Hubert Apprison. Elias Cartherswas aso afriend of mine. They are prisoners of The
Black Falcon; and they should be ddlivered.”

"Precisdly," agreed Ransdde. "'l knew both of those men by acquaintance. My socia contactsin New

Y ork are wide, but spasmodic, due to my frequent absence from the city. Y ou areright, Cranston. Any
clew to The Black Falcon isimportant. Commissioner Weston tells me, however, that his men are on the
trall of the crook himsdlf. They know hisidentity.”

"They are after aman named Velvet Laffrey," said Cranston with anod. "That has not been made
public'

"Wisdly s0," returned Ransdale. "Weston spoke to me regarding the matter, in hopesthat | might be able
to provide someinformation. | have encountered confidence men at rare intervas-but | could not recall
any one who answered to the description of thisman Laffrey.

"After al, Mr. Cranston, The Black Falcon needed only a passing acquaintance with the affairs of his
victims. Apprison-Carthers-myself-al of uswere open to attack. We were men of wealth who never



gave athought to our security.

"It was merely good fortune that Hazzl ett happened to be in the room at the far end of the apartment. The
window was open. He went to closeit. He heard voices on the fire tower. He suspected danger, asthis
isthe only occupied agpartment on the fourth floor. That was how | cameto call the police commissioner;
and at hisadvice, Hazzlett and | prepared the trap.”

"You may gill bein danger,” interposed Cranston's meditative tone. "Have you considered that fact, Mr.
Ransdale?’

THE mine owner smiled, and hislips showed his confidence. Reaching in the pocket of hissmoking
jacket, he produced a .38-caliber revolver and broke it so that Cranston's eyes could view the loaded
chambers.

"Hazzlett issmilarly armed," informed Ransdale. "L et The Black Falcon launch anew attack. We shdl be
ready for him. Moreover, the police are guarding this vicinity. No, Mr. Cranston, | am convinced that
The Black Falcon will leave me done heregfter. | doubt that The Black Falcon would be foolish enough
to let agrudge interfere with his plan of action.

"If such were hispolicy, he might haveit in for you-presuming that he haslearned that you were
respons ble for the death of one of his henchmen on the night that he kidnapped Elias Carthers. Have you
consdered that fact?'

"Yes," returned Cranston, "and |, like yourself, have ignored it. | happened to be armed on the night
when | arrived at the Carthers house. That was Smply because | wastraveling alonein my coupeand |
usudly carry an automeatic on such occasions.

"A 387
"No. A.45."

Ransdale's eyes opened widely. He snapped his revolver shut and laughed as he dropped the weapon
back into his pocket.

"You goinfor heavy atillery!" he exclamed.

"Anything up to an eephant gun,” declared Crangton, with asmile. "'l handle weapons in accordance with
their sze. A .45 obtainsresults.”

"Yes," agreed Ransdae, "but as a pocket wegpon''-he shrugged his shoulders-"even my own revolver is
too large. | would prefer ashort-barreled gun for ordinary occasions.”

"I need no wegpons," explained Cranston, "except when | am aone. | have servants at my New Jersey
home; ordinarily, when | ride back and forth from New Y ork, | travel in my limousine, with my chauffeur,
Stanley, a the whed.

"I have never encountered trouble either at home or on the road with Stanley. Itisonly when | ride by
mysdlf that | require precautions.”

"Liketherest of us" observed Ransdde, "you are ordinarily careless. Hazzlett and | had our guns
packed away two nights ago. It was merdly fortune that aided us. Had we not heard the men on the fire
tower, we would have been easy prey for The Black Falcon.”

"l chooseto be cardess,” declared Crangton.” | shal never make my home into an armed camp. Like



yoursdlf, | am aman of wealth. But | fed convinced that such rascals as The Black Falcon prefer to
attack those who are gpparent weaklings, like Apprison and Carthers. Particularly”-the thin lips were
smiling in approbation-"&fter the reception that he and his mobsmen received when they tried to seizea
man who could fight."

RANSDALE'S responding smile was a pleased one. The mine owner liked Cranston's commendeation.
He puffed his pipe; then became serious.

"You areright, Mr. Crangton," asserted Ransdale. "We both have done our part in thwarting The Black
Facon. However, as men of wedth, we represent adistinct class of society. So long as this hawk of
crime remains uncaptured, it isour part to be ready to cooperate with the police.

"| gppreciate your vist. Should you require my ad, financidly, in any measure that you plan to undertake,
you may count uponiit. | fed, however, that | should make my present Situation plain to you. Frankly, |
am nervous, since my combat with those mobsters. | am going to take atrip from New Y ork."

"Tothe West?'

"No. To asecluded resdence in the Catskills. The weather is pleasant and | have an excellent house far
off in the confines of the forest land. Hazzlett is going with me; | have caretakers at the place upon whom
| can rely. | am the one upon whom The Black Falcon hasred reason for revenge. | need avacation.
Likeyoursdlf, | prefer to be careless-or let us say carefree. A gun in readiness-police on the watch-such

thingsannoy me."

"We are of the same mind," came Crangton's atement, asthetall visitor arose from hischair. "1 am glad
to have met you again, Mr. Ransdde. Let us hope that the renewa of the acquaintance will lead to a
future mesting.”

"It will," assured Ransdal e, walking to the door with hisguest. "I assure you, Mr. Crangton, that
immediately upon my return to New Y ork, | shall communicate with you."

"Either at my homein New Jersey," invited Cranston, "or at the Cobalt Club. Y ou are welcome at elther
place a any time. And let us hope that when we meet again, we shal be able to discuss the matter of The
Black Falcon as amore tangible subject.”

"Agreed," responded Ransdale, as he shook hands with his guest at the door to the corridor.

The mine owner waited at the door until the tall form of Lamont Cranston had entered an elevator. Then
Ransdal e turned back into his apartment. He strolled across the living room and entered his den. He
puffed his pipe; then chuckled and called to his servant. The husky valet entered.

"Hazzlett," then remarked Ransdde, "what isyour opinion of our recent visitor?'
"A quiet sort of bloke," returned the servant.

"Who do you think heis?' A knowing smile was creeping over Ransdal€e'slips.
"Hesad," replied Hazzlett, wondering, "that his name was Lamont Cranston-"

"I know that," interposed Ransdale. "But you know well enough, Hazzleit, that one individua can
sometimes play two parts"

"Y ou-you don't mean'"-Hazzl ett was sammering-"that-that Lamont Cranston is"



"You are guessing it, Hazzlett," prompted Ransda e, his smile becoming an evil twist. "Lamont Crangtonis
The Shadow!"

XII.
THE FALCON SCHEMES.

ROWLAND RANSDALE laughed harshly as he stared at his servant, Hazzlett. The valet's countenance
had whitened. Hazzlett dumped into achair and stared at his employer. Even the contemptuous |ook of
compl ete assurance that Ransda e wore was not sufficient to overcome the vaet's consternation.

"Tekeadrink, Hazzlett," snarled Ransdde suddenly. "Brace up. | told you thiswould be coming.”

The servant nodded weakly. He arose and went to asmall cabinet. He brought out a bottle, poured
himsdlf along drink and downed the liquor. Hisface had lost some of its whiteness when Hazzl et again
turned toward Ransdde.

"Y ou don't think"-Hazzl ett was trying to be steady-"and he knows-that he knows about you-"

"That | an The Black Falcon?' Ransdd e laughed scornfully. "Not achance of it, Hazzlett. He'sfallen for
the game, just like the rest of them. | knew that he would be here, two nights ago. That, Hazzlett, was
why | made you play your part. | went through with everything, just as though we were being watched.
Y ou heard Terry Rukes scream when | dropped him.”

Hazzl ett nodded.

"Terry saw The Shadow," declared Ransdae. "In thisroom. | suspected that The Shadow might be here.
The Shadow is clever, Hazzlett, but a nighttime prowler who trails crooksis no match for The Black
Fdcon."

"But you always said"-Hazzlett was protesting as he sat down in achair and unsteadily placed hisglass
upon atable beside him-"that if The Shadow would-"

"I dways consdered The Shadow to be amenace," interposed Ransdale brusquely. "I said that we
would have to watch out for him. | have done so dll dong. | never planned to bait him as| have the
police commissioner. | wanted The Shadow to reved himsdf-unwittingly-and he has."

"But he may know-"

"Heisignorant, like the police. My game has been too well planned. Until now, Hazzlett, it has scarcely
been interesting. Thereal gameisjust beginning. | want you to understand it perfectly, Hazzl ett, because
your aid will beimportant. Hence | shdl trace the whole scheme from itsinception.”

Hazzlett nodded. The va et was gaining confidence from his chief. His eyes were steedy asthey viewed
Rowland Ransda €'s scoffing face. The expresson on the mine owner's lips was that contemptuous one
that Elias Carthers had seen benegth the mask of The Black Falcon.

"Velvet Laffrey wasaclever swindler,” began Ransdd e, in areminiscent tone. "He made his mistake,
however, when he tried to fool me with a confidence game. Y ou remember how | cornered him,
Hazzleit. | knew him for acrook.”

The vaet grinned at the recollection.

RANSDALE puffed his pipe and resumed his discourse.



"When Laffrey broke down and told me all about his pagt, | began to see how his connections with the
underworld would serve me well. | can remember how pleased Vevet was when | began to unfold
promises of grest reward through super-crime.

"His part looked, easy. He arranged the connection with Rowdy Kirshing and told the big shot of the
fundsthat would come through The Black Falcon. Rowdy, in turn, lined up Terry Rukesand an
undercover mob. That made the going easy.

"Then came our little episode with Velvet Laffrey." Ransdale chuckled. "He wasto be the goat, yet al the
while the police would be looking for him, he would be out of the country. | offered him ahundred
thousand dollars and told him that | would not start the kidnapping game until he was safely in South
America

"No wonder he gave me hisfinger prints! Those that we have on sheets of paper are vauable enough, for
they can be used in letters and documents.

But the doorknob impressions were the best. | dropped out to see Elias Carthers one night just to look
that doorknob over. Carthers never suspected what | was doing, while | talked to him about my mining
interests.”

"Vevet Laffrey didn't sugpect much ether,”" observed Hazzlett, grinning as he spoke. "He didn't know
where he was going after he put his prints on that doorknob. They showed up greet in that lacquer stuff.”

"Vevet," mused Ransdde, "was trusting enough to believe that he was actudly going to South America.
He planned to spend alast night with mein the Catskills. He never redlized the danger in that lonely spot.
He did not see me take the revolver from my desk drawer, when he was strolling toward the door. One
shot in the back-that was all.”

"He looked funny when he dropped.”

"Yes, asyou saw him, Hazzlett. Y ou were standing by the door. | recall that you told me of the annoyed
expression that seemed to come over hisface."

"He looked like akid that had just found out Santa Claus wasn't redl!"

"So much for Vevet Laffrey," resumed Ransdale. "The torn paper that | placed in the hand of Apprison's
secretary, Blossom, had Vel vet's finger impressions on it. That was an easy matter. The doorknob, when
| captured Carthers, was ticklish, however. | had to shoot that fool Wistar. | had to stay around long
enough to take our doorknob from its velvet bag and affix it to the door instead of the one that belonged
there”

"Y ou worked cool enough.”

It wasticklish, Hazzlett, but not difficult. It dlowed time, though, for Commissioner Weston to circlethe
house. | waswisein wearing my mask.

"My get-away, too, was somewhat fortunate. | was careful enough to smudge the knob a bit without
touching Vevet'swell-planted impressions. Then that smart detective, Joe Cardona, proved aswise as|
had hoped. He found the impressions on the knob. That, with the paper from Apprison's, clinched the
ded. Vevet Laffrey is established as The Black Falcon.”

"And Vevet Laffrey isdead™
RANSDAL E chuckled as he nodded in response to Hazzl ett's exclamation. Then the millionaire mine



owner became solemn. Hislipstwisted and the snarl of The Black Falcon issued from between them as
he spoke.

"The Shadow!" exclamed Ransdde. "There was the uncertain quantity, Hazzlett! The police have been
mere dupes; but The Shadow has been a possible menace al along. | suspected that The Shadow was
the one who killed Rowdy Kirshing after word came out in the newspapers that the big shot had been put
on the spot.

"Rowdy's death was |ogt in the shuffle with the disappearance of Elias Carthers. But | tell you, Hazzlett,
that | was glad Rowdy was dead. He may have known too much about what Velvet Laffrey had been
doing."

"Maybe," agreed Hazzlett, "but Terry Rukes didn't know much, did he? He may have thought you were
Vdvet Laffrey-"

"He probably did," interposed Ransdde. "But Terry constituted a danger. He and his mob met metwice
and aided me with the abductions. Each time, | Ieft thelr car taking my prisoner with me and marched my
victim to the spot where you were waiting in the plane. All that Terry could say-if quizzed-wasthat he
had hel ped me; and he could have given the approximate locality of each place where he and hismob
had taken me.

"With Rowdy Kirshing dead, however, Terry Rukes became the next link. | foresaw that; | began to
doubt the value of keeping Terry. | redlized that The Shadow, if in the game, would possibly be on
Tery'strail. Sowhen | called Terry, two nights ago, | was prepared.

"Best of dl, Terry told me over the wire that he had heard who killed Rowdy Kirshing. Terry named The
Shadow. That meant that Terry must be put away. Whom could | entrust to do it satisfactorily? No one
but mysdf. How could | reach Terry Rukes? By bringing him here. That was perfect, Hazzlett. It gave me
opportunity to cover my own traces. What an dibi for The Black Falcon-to be his own prospective
vidim!"

"Youdidit greet, chief," agreed Hazzlett.

"l did,"” admitted Ransdde. "But | saw further ahead, Hazzlett. | saw that where Terry Rukes went, |
might expect The Shadow aso. Terry Rukeswalked into my trap. | called the police commissoner. Our
explanation of overhearing the mobsters talking was a perfect one. | wanted the police here-and | had an
ideathat The Shadow would be here aso."

"It was negt the way you gave the signd. In there by the window. It sounded like it might have come from
anywhere. Terry and his crew heard it right enough.”

"But they didn't talk about it afterward. We had them in our power as soon as they entered. | aimed to
kill Terry firgt of dl. The others were not so important. But we bagged them dl, Hazzlett. Meanwhile, the
policewere cominginto aid us"

"Great duff, chief, the way you brought in the police.”

"Not only the police. The Shadow aso. He wasthere to stop them. There in the den, Hazzlett, waiting to
protect me from The Black Falcon. That iswhy | drew you out into the corridor after we had dispatched
Terry Rukesand his crowd.”

"So The Shadow could get away?' Hazzlett's tone was puzzled. "That was something | didn't quitefigure
out. It would have been better if the police had thought The Shadow was The Black Falcon.”



"Not abit of it, Hazzlett,” remongtrated Ransdde. "The Black Falcon isamasked crimina. The Shadow
isknown as a being who battles crime. Had The Shadow been trapped, the consequences would have
been unfortunate.

"If The Shadow had fought hisway out; if he had been captured or killed and thus identified as some one
other than Velvet Laffrey, for whom the police were searching, the issue would have been clouded. This
was to gppear asaregular raid by The Black Falcon; to keep him asthe criminal persondlity, with the
issue unclouded. It was my chance to establish aperfect dibi; to make mysdf apublic hero.

"The game succeeded. The Shadow, it proved, was actualy here; and the chance he had to get away
turned to our advantage. The police did catch sight of The Shadow escaping. That proved to them that
The Black Falcon had been here. They mistook The Shadow for The Black Falcon.”

"But what about The Shadow?What did he think about it?"

"He figured that The Black Falcon fled when the first shots werefired. After that, he wastoo busy with
his own escape. He isworried now, Hazzlett. He isworried because he has learned of aclever
personage who is quite as elusve as himsdif!”

HAZZLETT pondered. He saw thelogic of Ransdae's remarks. The valet stared in awed fashion at his
master. Here was one who had duped The Shadow as well asthe law!

"Since night before last,”" observed Ransdde, dowly puffing smoke ringsfrom hispipe, "1 have been
studying The Shadow's plight. Histrails are ended. Hubert Apprison and Elias Carthers are prisoners.
Rowady Kirshing isdead; sois Terry Rukesand al hismob. | saw clearly that The Shadow would have
to search for new clews."

"Where?'

"Here. Thisisthe scene of The Black Falcon'slast attempt. | am one man of wealth who managed to
save myself from being kidnapped. The Shadow, to gain further leads, would have to cometo me. | have
been expecting him.

"l have supposed, dl aong, that The Shadow might be aman of wealth. He hasterrorized the
underworld for years; yet he has never profited by hiswork. Heis not an agent of the law. Therefore,
being a person of wedlth, it would be naturd for The Shadow to vist me-another man of means-in his
undisguised persondlity.

"He came to-night. Lamont Cranston is The Shadow. He talked with me about hisfriends, Hubert
Apprison and Elias Carthers. He gave himsdf away without knowing it, for he had no ideathat | might be
The Black Falcon.

"A friend of the police commissoner! Certainly, The Shadow should be such, to keep hisfinger on the
pulse of crime. A man who prefers automatics of large caliber. Those are the guns for which The Shadow
isfamous.

"To-night, Hazzlett, | have chatted with The Shadow. Lamont Cranston and Rowland Ransdade are
friends. The Shadow and The Black Falcon are enemies. Through the friendship of Ransdale and
Crangton, The Black Falcon will move to thwart The Shadow."

Rowland Ransdd e's face was glowing. The master crook paused to stare at Hazzlett with aknowing
gaze. The servant redlized that some daring scheme was brewing.

"Rowland Ransdale." declared the mine owner, pronouncing his own name with emphasis, "isregarded



asapotentia victim of The Black Falcon. Since, however, The Black Falconfailed in his attempt to
capture Ransdalg, it islogical that he would choose anew victim for his next attempt. Am | clear,
Hazzleit?'

"Yes" responded the valet.

"Another man of wedlth,” continued Ransdale. " One whose abduction would create a great sensation;
one whose abduction would strike close to Commissioner Ralph Weston. Does that sound logical ?!

"It does."

"More desirable ill, one whose abduction would remove the red obstacle in The Black Facon's path:
namely, The Shadow. The way, Hazzlett, must be cleared for The Black Facon to continue with his
plans of wholesae kidnapping, to be followed by vast ransoms when the victims are released.”

"It sounds good, chief," stated Hazzlett, "but you've got two jobs ahead of you. Oneisto get rid of The
Shadow; the other isto snag another victim-"

"Both will be performed at once," broke in Ransdale, with an evil leer. "Before thisweek is ended,
Hazzlett, The Black Falcon will swoop down again. His next victim will be-"

"Who?' questioned Hazzl ett, as Ransdd e paused.
"Lamont Cranston,” announced the supercrook.

With that decision, Rowland Ransdale chuckled. Hislips, asthey formed the dry, insidious sound, were
the twisted lips of The Black Falcon!

CHAPTER XIV. THE SHADOW'S AGENT.

ON the following afternoon, a complacent chubby-faced man was staring from the window of an office
high in the Badger Building. This gentleman was an investment broker, Rutledge Mann by name, and he
spent much of hisleisuretimein gazing at the pinnacled sky line of Manhattan.

A knock at the door. Mann swerved in his swivel chair and called for the vigitor to enter. The door
opened and an aert young man stepped in from the outer office. He closed the door behind him.
Rutledge Mann smiled asthe visitor took a chair beside the desk.

Thisarriva was Harry Vincent, afriend who caled occasionally for business conferenceswith Mann. To
al gppearances, Rutledge Mann was an investment broker who made a comfortable living, while Harry
Vincent, aman of considerableleisure, congtituted one of Mann's clients.

This surface indication was entirely incorrect. Actualy, Rutledge Mann was a contact agent of The
Shadow and Harry Vincent was one of the active operatives who served theinvisible master. When
Harry Vincent called to see Rutledge Mann, it meant that The Shadow's orders were to be discussed.

"Vincent," remarked Mann, in acomplacent tone, "there iswork ahead for you. The dutieswill be
gpecific onesand they will require vigilance."

Harry nodded. He knew that Rutledge Mann was speaking for The Shadow. The investment broker had
evidently received acommunication from the mysterious chief.

"Three nights ago,” Mann went on, "an attempt was made to abduct Rowland Ransdale, awedlthy
Western mine owner, from his uptown gpartment. This attempt was made by the notorious kidnaper



known as The Black Falcon."
"l haveread the details," Harry Stated.

"Ransdale,”" asserted Mann "isleaving New Y ork. He wants more security, because he apparently feds
that The Black Falcon may make another attempt to abduct him. Heis going to ahouse in the Catskills-a
place which he haslong owned.

"Naturdly, Ransdale has said very little about this prospective trip and he believes he will be safe where
heisgoing. Neverthdless, it is quite possible that The Black Falcon may have agents on hand at
Ransda€'s mountain residence.

"l have investigated through redl-estate agents and | have learned the location of Ransdde's place. Itis
fifteen milesfrom the town of Cuthbury and it islocated in aregion which isamost entirely forest.
Ransda e has certainly chosen a safe spot-if seclusion can be called safety.

"Y ou areto go to the town of Cuthbury. Take your coupe with its complete wirdless sending equi pment
and make acomplete investigation of the entire terrain. Learn dl that you can concerning the protective
measures which Rowland Ransdd e hasingtituted.

"Make your reportsto me, by mail, so far as ordinary datais concerned. In case that you encounter
unusual circumstances, communicate with Burbank by wirdess. Remember: your task isto learn dl that
you can regarding Rowland Ransdal€'s | ocation and the trustworthiness of the men who live with him. At
the same time, however, do not give any inkling that you are watching Ransdae himsdlf."

"l understand,” said Harry, with anod. "Ransdale might think that | was there for The Black Falcon.”

Exactly," affirmed Mann. "Y our duty requires the utmost discretion. Y our reports must be exact in every
detall. Be particularly observant whenever Ransda e leaves his place. Those are the times when danger
from The Black Falcon may be threatening.”

"How soon do | leave?' questioned Harry, rising.

"At once," stated Mann. ™Y ou can reach Cuthbury thisevening. Thereisasmall hotel in the town; you
can stay there. Take dong the red-estate credentials which you have used on other occasions. They will
serveyou in this case asthe town of Cuthbury ison the border of avacation district and interest in land
development is budding.”

HARRY VINCENT left the investment broker's office. He rode down in an elevator, strolled to
Broadway and hailed a cab. Harry rode to the Metrolite Hotel, hisNew Y ork residence, and packed a
large bag, in which he placed the credentials which Rutledge Mann had mentioned.

Caling agarage, Harry ordered his car to the hotel. Half an hour later, he was crossing the huge George
Washington Bridge, in order to reach the west bank of the Hudson River.

Harry Vincent scented adventure. He had found it often in The Shadow's service. Time and again, Harry
had been dispatched upon specia dutiesfor The Shadow. Asatried investigator who could play the part
of working on hisown, Harry had proven hisworth.

Y et in hisremarkable career as an agent of The Shadow, Harry had never gained facts concerning the
identity of hismysterious chief. That wasthe intriguing feature. Ingtructions came through Rutledge Mann;
Harry sent reportsto the investment broker. Burbank, a second contact man, could always be reached
by telephone or by specid wirdless communication.



The Shadow's mysterious ability to keep his astounding persondity shrouded in complete darknesswas
onethat made Harry congtantly aware of the power of his chief. There had been other manifestations of
The Shadow's might, however; these had imbued Harry with even grester confidence.

Often, Harry had encountered hopel ess Situations. He had falen into the hands of superfiends. Certain
death had threatened him and others who sought to obey The Shadow's bidding. On every occasion, The
Shadow had brought aid, even though the attendant difficulties had demanded superhuman prowess.

ThusHarry Vincent had no fear. He was ready to embark on any enterprise which The Shadow
commanded. His belief in hisown ability waslimited; but Harry knew that The Shadow possessed
incredible strength and he relied fully upon his master's strength.

The Black Falcon!

Harry had been sure that The Shadow was on the trail of the supercrook who had stirred Manhattan.
Until now, however, no duty in this case had falen upon Harry. The expected time had arrived. Harry's
part seemed smal; yet Harry had played other roleswhich at the outset had promised little action. This
trip to the Catskills, to gain data regarding Rowland Ransdale, was one which might prove of tremendous
conseguence.

The Shadow, Harry knew, seldom sent his agents on idle quests. Rowland Ransdale, Harry felt sure,
must be an important factor in The Black Falcon's schemes. Harry, asherode dong, wasfilled with
determination to learn every available detail regarding Ransda€'s postion.

Then, should The Black Falcon choose to strike, The Shadow, through Harry, would he able to
counteract the supercrook. Thiswas Harry's positive opinion.

The Shadow's agent held a high sense of the responsibility which involved upon him in assuring the
protection of Rowland Ransdale. The Black Falcon was amenace who must be offset at any cost.

Had Harry Vincent known the true Situation that lay ahead, his determination would have been tempered
with amazement. Asyet, however, Harry had gained no inkling of the truth. The ingtructionsfrom The
Shadow, though they had mentioned the threat of The Black Falcon, had shown no knowledge of the
inddiousfactsthat lay beneath the unruffled surface of Rowland Ransddes affairs.

Harry Vincent was completely ignorant of the fact that Rowland Ransdale was The Black Falcon
himsdf!

CHAPTER XV. THE FALCON SWOOPS.

A LULL had followed The Black Falcon's attack at Rowland Ransdal€'s. In the days since the time
when the mine owner and his valet had shot down the invading mobsters under Terry Rukes, there had
been no new demonstration of The Black Falcon's power.

Speculation, however, was till rife on the fate of Hubert Apprison and Elias Carthers. It was obvious
that The Black Falcon must be holding both millionaires as prisoners,; yet there had been no effort on the
part of the abductor to demand ransoms.

The newspapers had taken the repulsion of The Black Falcon as asign that the supercrook had logt his
nerve. News columns had been waiting more activity before their space would be devoted to new blasts
concerning The Black Falcon. During this period of relief, the police were busy. Public fear of The Black
Falcon had waned.



Of the two classesthat had felt most interest in The Black Falcon's doings, one had subsided. That was
the underworld. The dragnet and other efforts of the police had been accepted as mere routine. The fact
that The Black Falcon had lost his mob-represented by Terry Rukes and gangsters-had produced the
feding that The Black Falcon was crippled.

Among the upper crugt, however, tension still persisted. Whatever The Black Falcon's Situation, the man
of crime gill held two victims; and, from the fact that he had invaded Rowland Ransdal €'s apartment, it
was gill possible that he fostered his plans of wholesale abduction.

Every place where the elite gathered, the topic of The Black Falcon was apressing one; and such proved
to be the case among agroup of persons assembled in the sumptuous home of Lamont Cranston.

Seated in aluxuriousliving room, half adozen men in evening clothes were discussing the activities of the
uncaptured kidnaper.

"It'sgood to be outside of New Y ork City," admitted one gentleman, in arueful tone. I have great
confidencein the police; but | must honestly state that | expect The Black Falcon to bob up everywhere |

go."

"We're not far from New Y ork now," interposed another speaker. "This part of Jersey isaportion of
greater New Y ork-just asmuch as Long Idand.”

"Why mention that?' quizzed athird man. "Areyou trying to make us dl fed uneasy? How do you fed,
Crangton, living out here?

LAMONT CRANSTON, segted in an armchair, indulged in aquiet smile. There was something
lackadaisical about the globe-trotting millionaire. Perhaps it was the comfortable atmosphere of his
home.

"I'm keeping away from Manhattan," observed Cranston, in aquiet tone. "Not entirely through fear of
encountering The Black Falcon, dthough | must admit that has something to do with it, but chiefly through
desrefor arest.

"Fromyour last trip?"

"Yes. | stopped off in Florida after my return from the jungles of the Amazon. Then | received telegrams
referring to matters that meant business pressure. That iswhy | came home. Everything seemed to clear
up automatically upon my return, so | have kept away from New Y ork during the past week."

"I should think," remarked a guest, "that you would relish an encounter with some one like The Black
Facon. You are abig-game hunter, Cranston.”

"Jungle hunting and man hunting are different occupations,” returned the millionaire. "There are greet risks
attendant upon eephant hunts, for instance; but those come under the head of sports. | am a sportsman,
not arepresentative of the law. | do not care to embroil mysdf with criminas.”

"Maybe this Black Falcon business has subsided,” declared aguest. "The criminal depended upon a
crowd of ruffians. They were killed when they tried to capture Rowland Ransdae. Since then, The Black
Falcon has been anonentity.”

"Thepolice," observed another man, in awisetone, "are on thetrail of The Black Falcon-at least, s0 |
am informed. They know hisidentity, but have not madeit public. He will run tremendous risks coming
into New York."



"They have clews?" inquired aguest.

"So | underdtand,” asserted the informant. "Commissioner Weston is a competent officid. What ismore,
he hasthis case under his own supervison. He, himsdf, is one of the Four Hundred. It isgood to have a
mean of hiscaliber in charge. Most meritorious, in my opinion”

The conversation stopped as a servant entered the living room and approached Lament Cranston.
"What isit, Richards?' questioned the millionaire.
"A telephonecdl, gr," answered the servant. " Police Commissioner Weston ison the wire'

A gasp came from the listeners. Thiswas amost unexpected announcement. Buzzing words began; then
stopped as Cranston arose and faced his guests with an easy smile.

"l am acquainted with the commissioner," heremarked. "Thisis probably a mere coincidence. However,
since our talk hasturned to The Black Falcon, | shdl ask Commissioner Weston if any new
deve opments have occurred.”

With that, Crangton strolled from the living room. The guests watched him crossthe hal to aroom that
was opposite at adistant angle. It was Cranston's private smoking room, where the downgtairs telephone
was |ocated.

CRANSTON passed by aside door that led from the house and entered the smoking room. He closed
the door behind him. The desk telephone was off its cradle. Cranston picked up the instrument and
spoke across the wire.

"Commissoner Weston?' heinquired in hiscam tone. "Yes, thisis Lamont Crangton.... What'stha?... In
answer tomy call?... You must be mistaken, commissioner... Let me get thisexactly. Y ou say that you
received acdl five minutes ago... A cdl from here.... My home... A servant saying | wished to speak
with you... Then the connection was cut off.

"l don't understand it, commissioner... | can question my servant... What's that? The Black Falcon®... |
don't quite understand... Y ou say that you thought | might have some theory regarding him?1 don't quite

follow you, inspector.

"Because of the matter on Long Idand?... Y ou mean the abduction of Elias Carthers... Y ou have kept
quiet regarding my action, you say... That sounds abit puzzling, commissioner. | don't seewhy you
should be worried on my account... Yes.... | fed quite competent of caring for my own safety...

Cranston ceased speaking of asudden. Thelong fingers of hisright hand had been toying with a sheet of
paper that was lying benesth the telephone standard. Drawing the paper forth as he spoke, Cranston
found himsdf staring at a black object thrust through the center of the white sheet. It was along feather,
dyed black.

"One moment, commissioner.” Cranston's voice became tense but steedy. "1 have just found something
that will interest you... Here, on my desk. A sheet of paper... Blank, but with amysterious symbal... A
black feether.... Yes, it appearsto be the feather of afalcon...”

A chuckle came from across the table. Lamont Cranston looked up. He was staring squarely into apair
of eyesthat peered through ablack mask. A gleaming revolver bulged directly in front of the millionaire's
nose. An opened door to a passage beyond the study wasindication of where the intruder had been
Stationed.



Lamont Cranston had no opportunity to move. One hand was holding the double-ended telephone. The
other was on the desk. The Black Falcon held hisvictim helpless.

Reaching out with hisleft hand, The Black Falcon plucked the telephone from Cranston's unresisting
grasp. Coldly-in avoicethat veiled the accustomed tones of Rowland Ransdale- The Black Falcon
spoke to the police commissioner; but dl thewhile hisevil gaze and his covering revolver were fixed on
Crangston across the table from him.

"Good evening, Mr. Commissioner,” snarled the supercrook. "Thisis The Black Falcon... In person... It
was | who called your home... From thisroom.

"I must gpologize'-The Black Facon was chuckling gleefully-"for sending you no letter. My reason was
twofold. First, because | failed with my last threat and am making amends for it now. Second, because |
am outside of your jurisdiction.

"Thefault isnot mine. Y ou can blameit on Mr. Cranston. | have been waiting for him to cometo the
Cobalt Club. Since he has not done so, | have visited hishome instead.”

The Black Falcon'sevil lipsheld atwisted smile while sputtered protests came over the wire. Then the
snarling voice recurred with atone of findity.

"Crangton isgoing with me," declared The Black Falcon. "Thetoken which | |eft him-the feather through
the sheet of paper-will remain here as proof of hisveracity"

With that, The Black Falcon clamped the tel ephone on the hook. As he had done with Elias Carthers, so
did he do with Lamont Cranston. He poked the revolver forward and ordered the millionaire to rise.

Crangton's face was cdm. Haf smiling, the millionaire obeyed the injunction. Cranston seemed to regard
this episode as a pleasant adventure; but he made no effort to balk his enemy. Opportunity for resstance
wasimpossible.

"Arms up-turn around-"

Crangton followed the order. The Black Falcon, shoving hisrevolver into the small of Cranston's back,
forced his prisoner toward the door. With a deft maneuver, The Black Falcon opened the barrier without
losng hishold over the millionaire.

As Cranston waked helplesdy into the hallway, The Black Facon guided him to the right, toward the
door that led outside. The door opened as the two arrived. A man was standing on the outer steps.

"Face around!" ordered The Black Facon, in asnarling tone. "Arms behind you!"

Cranston obeyed mechanicaly. Handcuffs clicked as the waiting man snapped them to the millionaire's
wrisgts. The Black Falcon'said thrust his own gun into the smal of Cranston's back. With hisfree hand,
he gripped Cranston's shoulder and yanked the prisoner out into the night.

THE BLACK FALCON wheded. The sound of his voice had reached the living room. Men were
stepping forth into the hall. They stopped in consternation as they saw the masked enemy who faced
them. The Black Falcon snarled awarning as heraised hisrevolver. Like frightened hares, the guests
scurried for the cover of the living room.

Scoffing, The Black Facon fired shots across the hallway. Three roaring reports echoed through
Crangton's mansion. Then, his unaimed threat delivered, The Black Falcon sprang through the open door
and pulled it shut with aresounding dam.



It was Richards who came to action. The servant had gone upstairs after notifying Cranston that Weston
was on thewire. The sound of the shots brought him scurrying down. The cries of the gueststold him
what had happened.

Leaping to ahall closet, Richards found arevolver and hurried to the door through which Cranston had
been taken. Asthe servant opened the door, he heard the sound of acar pulling away from the drive

beyond.

Richardsfired futile shots. Answering spurts of flame sent bullets spattering close to the spot where the
faithful servant stood. Then, with roaring motor, the car took a curve in the driveway and was gone.

Again, The Black Falcon had scored a new triumph. From a house where guests were present, he had
swept away another victim. Lamont Cranston, multimillionaire friend of Police Commissioner Weston,
had been abducted from his home.

With daring, the supercrook had talked over the wire to the police commissioner, during the actua
moments when his crime had begun. Another challenge from The Black Falcon to the law!

More than that, however, The Black Falcon's action was a stroke that showed a superhuman boldness.
His abduction of Lamont Cranston was not only astep in his plans for wholesa e kidnapping; it was an
expression of his contempt for the awesome being whom all the underworld dreaded.

Rowland Ransdale-in his own character-had identified Lament Cranston as the enemy whom he sought.
Rowland Ransdale, as The Black Falcon, had kidnapped Lamont Cranston.

In catching Cranston unaware, the master crook had gained his double triumph. Riding free with Hazzl ett
at thewhed of the car in which they had departed, The Black Falcon was snarling his eation.

To-night, when he bestowed Cranston among his other prisoners, The Black Falcon would not only have
acgptive worth amammoth ransom; in histoils would be the only foeman who might have thwarted his
evil schemes

Rowland Ransdale-The Black Fal con-was gloating with the surety that The Shadow wasin his power!
CHAPTER XVI. THE LAST REPORT.

FAR out in thewilds of the Catskills, ayoung man was seated in a coupe parked beneath the branches
of treesthat overhung arough dirt road. It was Harry Vincent. By the dome light of the car, The
Shadow's agent was studying sheets of penciled notations.

Harry had kept these memos at his hotel. He had sent copies of them to Rutledge Mann. He had brought
them along with him to-night, in case there would be need for reference if he communicated with
Burbank.

Harry went over the brief pages one by one. They werefilled with terse information that Harry checked.
Firgt was the location of Rowland Ransda€'s house, alarge, sone-walled building that was Sationed ina
clearing fifteen milesfrom the town of Cuthbury.

Harry had specified the Size of the clearing. It measured less than fifty yardsin greatest depth. About half
of that distance-some sixty feet-formed a space in back of Ransdal€'s house.

The place was surrounded with heavy barbed wire. Harry had made hisway past that obstacle and had
viewed the clearing, close a hand. He had given a completely defined description of the open space that
was surrounded by huge, overshadowing trees.



Also, in his observations, Harry had estimated that there were seven men in Ransdae's employ. He had
seen these fellows on the premises. All were hard individua's. Rowland Ransdale was wel | protected.

Indl the surrounding terrain, Harry had found no other clearings of importance, dthough he had driven
his coupe over milesand miles of stony dirt roads. He had found afew old housesin the woods.

It was not until he had reached a spot some fourteen miles from Ransda€'s- in the direction opposite the
town of Cuthbury-that Harry had found a sizable open space. This appeared to be a pasture land, of
severd acresin extent, well surrounded by barbed wire. Harry had not investigated it except by peering
from the road.

Each afternoon, Harry had kept late vigil from ahidden spot beyond the road that ran in front of
Rowland Ransdal €'s secluded estate. Having learned essential facts, it was Harry's duty to make sure that
Ransdale remained within the shelter of his protected abode; and aso to watch for prowlers.

Such had been athankless task until thisevening. Then, just after nightfall. Harry had seen thelights of a
sedan asthey swept from the unclosed gate that wasin front of the obscure house.

HARRY had spotted the direction in which the sedan had gone. He had followed far behind. At every
crossroad, he had stopped to examine traces. Fortunately, the roads were muddy in spots. After adow
trailing, in which the sedan had gained miles, Harry had found himsdf gpproaching the vicinity of the
pasture fourteen miles from Ransdale's.

Harry had stopped once at the distant sound of amotor. He had recognized it as an airplane; then had
dropped the matter. Planes were uncommon in this portion of the Catskills; the one that Harry had heard
seemed severd milesaway.

Now, however, Harry had reached the end of hisjourney and he was wondering what next to do. He
had spotted the final tracks of the sedan when he had reached the pasture that was surrounded by
barbed wire. The car had turned into a narrow road that led through a heavy gate into the pasture!

How long ago? Harry estimated that it must have been considerably more than an hour-closer to two
perhaps-since Ransdal€'s car had reached this spot. The trailing had been adow task on which Harry
had followed wrong roads more than once.

Had. Ransdale been in the car? Harry did not know. He was preparing a specific statement to add to his
other notes. At present, Harry wasin a pot of security, for he had parked the coupein aroad that led
away from the pasture.

The only course wasto investigate. Before he did so, however, Harry planned to be ready for
emergency. He could not understand this visit of the sedan to the isolated pasture-the only stretch of
open ground within miles of Ransdaes home.

Clambering from the coupe, Harry opened the rear. Instead of arumble seat, he produced a heavy box
from which he drew out wireless equipment. This condtituted a sending apparatus of The Shadow's own
invention. With prompt efficiency, Harry rigged up the sending station through which he could
communicate with Burbank.

The Shadow's agent worked rapidly in the silence of the night. His task completed, he tested with the
key. At last he gained aresponse. In specia code, Harry clicked through a brief report:

Ransdale car at pasture clearing. Forty minutes minimum from house. Investigating.

With this assurance, Harry |eft the coupe. He had turned out the domelight. The car waslost in



blackness. Following the untraveled road, Harry findly turned off and cut through bushes until he
encountered the barbed wire.

Thisbarrier was not so formidable as the one about Ransdal€'s house. Harry passed it and crept along
the fringe of the woods. He could see the clearing in the starlight. Harry decided to circuit the entire area.

At one end of the clearing, Harry stopped short as he saw abroad path cut beneath high, overhanging
branches. Creeping to the edge, Harry saw what appeared to be alow building in the darkness. The
front end looked like asolid wall of black. Harry moved closer. Then came redlization.

Thefront wall was an opening. Thislow-built structure was ahangar for an airplane!

Stopping, Harry fancied that he could hear whispered voices from the hangar. Then came the thought of
the airplane motor that he had heard. Harry knew the truth.

Rowland Ransdale must have come here to-night with asquad of hismen. They had pulled the airplane
from its hidden hangar and Ransdale-with one or more companions-had taken off for parts, unknown!
Other men had been left in charge, awaiting the return of their employer.

WHAT was Ransdal€'s purpose? Evidently the mine owner had utilized this hangar before. Until now,
Harry had regarded Ransda e as aman who sought seclusion. This placed anew light on affairsin the
Catskills. Ransdale-for some unknown reasons-had cause to leave his abode in secret fashion, with a
rapid mode of travel at hisready command.

Was Ransdal€'s return expected soon? Probably, because the men were waiting in the hangar. This made
areport important. Harry crawled back through the woods, passed through the barbed wire and hurried
to the coupe.

Establishing communi cation with Burbank, Harry sent his new message. He gave Burbank every detail he
hed discovered, including the approximate time of the airplane's departure. Then, with thefinal statement
that there would be more information when Ransdale returned, Harry went back to the vicinity of the
hangar.

The Shadow's agent placed himsdlf at the edge of the clearing. Then, with caution, he moved down the
cut-out aleyway below the trees until he neared the hangar. Here, in darkness, he might be ableto
overhear some conversation. Any details would be important.

Mumbled voices reached Harry's ears as the young man edged toward the blackened front of the hangar.
Just away from protecting trees, he tried to make out the jargon that he heard, but the words were
indistinguishable. Then came adistant sound that made Harry turn.

Ransddésarplane wasreturning! Far up beyond the clearing, Harry caught the twinkle of tiny lights.
Fascinated, The Shadow's agent watched. It was that action that made him unready for what suddenly
occurred.

A click came from theinterior of the hangar. A light blazed from the front of the building. Other lights
came on about thefied. This hidden landing spot wasilluminated; and Harry Vincent, out from the trees
afew yardsfrom the hangar, was caught in the glare.

Leaping to hisfeet, Harry turned to dash for cover. He wastoo late. Two men, pouncing from the
hangar, fell upon him before he could gain the shelter of thetrees. A stunning blow dazed Harry. While
one man gave ingtructions, the other strapped a belt about the arms of The Shadow's agent.

Theroar of the descending airplane sounded like tremendous waves in Harry's ears. Prodtrate, on his



back, his head swvimming and his eyes blinking at the lights, Harry saw the ship come to earth and zoom
closer and closer asit crossed the field. The brakes applied, the plane came to astop less than a hundred
feet away.

One of Harry's captors dragged him to hisfeet. Stumbling, Harry moved forward toward the plane. As
he stared ahead, he saw three men dighting. One, he recognized as Rowland Ransdae. The
second-whom Harry did not know-was Hazzl ett.

Between them, standing wesarily, was Lamont Cranston. Harry saw the captured millionaireasa
cam-faced individua whose features showed dgjection. He redlized that this man was a prisoner.

SHOVED face to face with Rowland Ransdae, Harry Vincent caught the gleam of evil eyes. He heard
words of explanation from his captors. Then, gpart from Lamont Cranston, Harry Vincent was marched
acrossthefield, to the spot where the sedan was parked among the trees.

Rough hands shoved Harry Vincent into the car. Lamont Cranston tumbled in from the other side.
Ransda€'s pair of waiting ruffians piled into the back to growl commands for silence, which they backed
with threatening revolvers.

Theglow of thelights about the field disappeared. A few minutes later, Rowland Ransdale arrived; then
Hazzlett. The latter took the whedl. The sedan pulled out through the gate; it stopped long enough for
Hazzlett to alight and close the barrier.

The sedan started on; and asit jounced aong the bumpy dirt road, Harry Vincent, silent, began to grasp
the truth. He knew-too late-the true motives that guided Rowland Ransdae. He redlized that the dignified
man who was a prisoner beside him must be another abducted man of wedlth.

Too late to inform Burbank, Harry Vincent had learned that Rowland Ransdale was The Black Falcon!
Amazing discovery though this had been, its stupefying effect was small compared to the one which
would have gripped Harry had he known the identity of the prisoner beside him.

For Harry did not know Lamont Cranston. Nor had he-even as The Shadow's agent-ever connected the
personality of aNew Jersey millionaire with the mysterious master known as The Shadow.

The Black Falcon had gained another prisoner in Harry Vincent. The coupe, with its wirel ess equipment,
was resting hidden among the trees. Burbank had received enough information to know that something
must be wrong when no new word came from Harry.

Moreover, Burbank had gained sufficient to lay suspicion upon Rowland Ransdae. Coupled with Harry's
previous information, notes of specific vaue had been obtained.

But of what avail could dl thisinformation be? Who was to take up The Shadow's work now that
Lamont Crangton, like Harry Vincent, was helplessin The Black Falcon's clutching talons?

CHAPTER XVII. THE FINAL SCHEME.

NEARLY twenty-four hours had elapsed since Lamont Cranston and Harry Vincent had been carried
prisonersin Rowland Ransdal€'s sedan. The plotting crimina who called himsalf The Black Falcon was
seated in alighted room on the second floor of his stone-walled abode in the Catskills.

Behind Ransdal e were hdf-opened French windows that showed a projecting roof toward the darkness
at therear of the clearing. Ransdale, leaning back in achair behind adesk, was puffing at his pipe. His
face showed its evil gloat. The Black Falcon, unmasked, had no cause to hide hisidentity here.



The door opened and Hazzlett entered. The pretended val et who served as The Black Falcon's chief
henchman was grinning as he crossed the room. He dapped aNew Y ork newspaper on the desk.
Ransda e picked up the sheet and scanned the headlines.

"Good!" he snarled. "That's the ticket. Weston has come out with it. Announcing that the police have
uncovered the identity of The Black Falcon.

"Nameand al," returned Hazzlett. "V dvet Laffrey isthe guy they're after.”

"I knew that sheet of paper | left on Cranston's desk would clinchiit," asserted, Ransdde. "1 used the one
on which Vevet'simpressonswere barely noticegble. A subtle touch like that, Hazzlett, isjust what a
crimina needsto use.

Leaning back in his chair, Ransdd e emitted a harsh chuckle. He puffed speculatively at hispipe, blew a
few smokerings, and indulged in comment for Hazzlett's benefit.

"Theway isclear," decided the supercrook. "Lamont Cranston is good for as big aransom as Hubert
Apprison and Elias Carthers. Heis The Shadow-and that makesit al the sweeter. | can ddliver him for
cash dong with the others."

"But you're taking chances, with him being The Shadow

"Why?'Y ou know the game, Hazzlett. | can't cover up who | am after | turn these prisoners back. The
truth will come out then. But you can be surethat | shall be so far away they can never hopeto find me.

"Cash and plenty of it. No delivery of the prisoners. Let them cool aslong astheir friends hold out. Y ears
if necessary. My termswill be accepted. Thiswholesale work is something so big that people are bound

to give up in despair.

"We aren't through yet, though, Hazzlett. Weston is ill after The Black Falcon. Until the police give up,
I'll keep on, while they follow their hopeless, blind trail. Rowland Ransdale is safe. Velvet Laffrey isthe
man they're after.”

Ransdale pounded the desk as he spoke; then, with an evil leer, he arose. He strolled across the room
toward the door and motioned to Hazzlett to follow him.

"We're going down to talk with the new prisoner,” declared Ransdale. "1 want you to be there. It will be
interesting.”

THE man who called himself The Black Falcon proceeded downstairswith Hazzlett at his heds. He
passed through an archway on the ground floor and descended into alarge basement. On al sdeswere
heavy, barred doors. The place constituted a cellroom. One of Ransdal€'s henchmen, ahusky,
dark-faced fellow, was standing on guard.

"Vincent?' questioned Ransdde.
"Inthere" indicated the guard.

Ransdde drew arevolver from his pocket. With sweeping action, he unbarred the door, opened it and
stepped into a square, windowless room that wasilluminated by asingle light.

The place was stone-walled. Harry Vincent was seated on a chair beside a cot. Ransdale motioned to
Hazzlett to close the door.



"Comfortable?' questioned Ransdale.
"All right," returned Harry, in response to the note of sarcasm.

"| trust,” stated Ransdale, in an easy tone, "that you gppreciate the courtesy that | am showing you. Itis
not my policy to take unprofitable prisoners. However, you may prove useful later on, because of your
connections.”

With that, Ransdale produced a sheaf of papers from his pocket. Harry recognized them asthe memos
that he had not had an opportunity to destroy.

"Evidently," declared Ransdde, "you were keeping a close check-up on my actions. From these notes,
however, | can seethat you were probably apprehensive for my safety. | learned your name, Vincent,
through papersin your pocket; and | aso divined your purpose.

"You areworking-so | take it-for amysterious employer known as The Shadow. Heisaweird
personage who battles crime. Because | was once attacked, presumably by The Black Falcon, you were
sent here to watch what might occur.”

Ransdae eyed Harry as though he expected acomment. The Shadow's agent made none. Ransdae's
smilewas not unpleasant. The criminal seemed to be enjoying himsaif.

"Y ou did your duty well," he commended. "Infact, you handled it up to apoint where you finaly began
to expose the truth about The Black Falcon. Here is ablank piece of paper. Will you kindly jot down the
remainder of your experience up to the present moment?”

Harry was puzzled. He could not, however, see any reason to refuse Ransda e's request. He took the
sheet of paper and briefly listed remarks concerning his capture. Ransdale bowed as he received the

paper.

"Thank you," hesaid. "'l shdl seetoit that your complete notes reach The Shadow himself. Y ou have
served him well. | may have occasion to use you later. Perhaps, in return for my kindnessin ddlivering
your memoranda, The Shadow may place you at my disposal when | require your services.

Theingdioustone of Ransdale's remark left Harry Vincent stupefied. As his captor eft the cell, followed
by Hazzleit, Harry began to grasp the meaning.

Ransdale had promised to deliver these notes to The Shadow. How? Dimly, Harry redlized the only
possible answer. The Shadow-like Harry-must be a prisoner in the hands of the villain whom Harry now
knew to be The Black Falcon!

ROWLAND RANSDALE, when he had closed the door through which he had left Harry's room,
turned immediately toward Hazzl ett. He flourished the sheaf of papers and made a significant gesture.

"This chap may prove useful,” he announced. "L ater on, when we are ready to deliver the prisonersfor
ransom, a go-between may be necessary. Vincent has evidently been a capable agent for The Shadow.
Hecan serveusaswdll.”

"He might try to give the game away

"With his master as our prisoner? Not a chance of it, Hazzlett. I'll tell you something, though-Ransdal€'s
expression was awise one-"regarding this man Vincent. He does not know The Shadow's true identity."

"Y ou mean that he doesn't know that Cranston is The Shadow?"



"Heisignorant of that fact. Did you see how blank he waswhen | told him that | intended to ddliver his
messages to The Shadow? That was the test, Hazzlett.”

"But Vincent has been working for The Shadow.-"

"Certainly; and that isa proof of The Shadow's cleverness. Even his agents have been in the dark about
his true personality. The Shadow has been too wise to trust his complete secretsto any one.”

"Then how will Vincent know after you have forced The Shadow to comply with your plans?’

"There must be some form of recognition between them. That will come later, Hazzlett. For the present, |
shdl play avery subtle game. Come. We shdll interview our prize prisoner.”

Ransdal€'s gun wasin his hand when he unbarred the door to another cell. Hazzlett, at his master's
bidding, aso produced arevolver. The guard rose in readiness. Rowland Ransdale was about to enter
theroom in which Lamont Cranston was a prisoner. The Black Falcon was taking no chanceswith The
Shadow.

Ransdal e opened the door and entered the room. Lamont Cranston, seeted in a chair, looked up to view
the visitor in quiet fashion. Ransdale€'s smile held but atrace of its gloating. The Black Falcon advanced
and extended the papers which he held.

"These may interest you, Cranston,” he announced.

Lamont Cranston appeared curious as he took the notations which Ransdale had obtained from Harry
Vincent. The cam-faced millionaire read them one by one and then passed them back to Ransdde.

"Outsde of thefact," he declared quietly, "that | now know where | am and the conditionswhich
surround me, | can see no vaue or meaning to these notations.

"Y ou do not recognize their source?' queried Ransdale.

"No." Cranston's tone was emphatic. "I am amazed, Ransdale, to learn that aman of your standing
should dedl in crime. To think that you, whom | first met at the Cobalt Club, could play the part of The
Black Falcon!™

Ransda e's eyes narrowed. His smile, though evil, showed a cunning that was not to be outdone. A
guestion stopped upon hislips.

"I have chosentherole of crime" he admitted sternly. "It pleases me, Cranston; moreover, it offersme
tremendous return for the investment which | have made. Y ou are one of my prisoners. The terms of your
ransom will be fixed-like those of the others.

"In the meantime, you will remain guarded. | warn you that escape isimpossible. New victimswill be
brought here; after that, | shal arrange for the delivery of dl. Do not be impatient. The time will soon
arrive when the police will find that it is hopel ess to antagonize me.”

Crangton settled back in his chair. He seemed to take hisimprisonment in philosophica fashion. His gaze
showed no animosity. It was more asign of reproval. Ransdae eyed his prisoner; then laughed scoffingly.
He turned and went to the door; there he signaled Hazzl ett, and the pair |ft the room, bolting the door
behind them.

RANSDALE wasslent as he led the way up to the second floor. There he took the chair behind his
desk and tossed Harry Vincent's notesinto adrawer. He lighted his pipe and leaned back to enjoy the



cool breeze that came from the half-opened French doors. After a short period of speculation, Ransdale
noted a disappointed ook on Hazzl ett's face.

"What isit, Hazzlett?' heinquired.

"Theway you talked to Cranston,” replied the servant. "I thought you were going to lift the lid-to tell him
that you knew he was The Shadow."

"That, Hazzlett," remarked Ransda e, "would have been poor palicy. | tried him out, Hazzlett, when |
asked him if he recognized the source of the memorandawhich I gave him. Y ou heard hisemphatic
denid. Hefollowed it with an indignant protest against my ways of crime.”

"Y ou've got the goods on him-"

"Certainly. | picked Lamont Cranston as The Shadow the night that he came to my gpartment. | did not
betray my discovery then. Why should | do so now? Cranston wantsto cover up the fact that heis The
Shadow. Y ou saw the way that he pretended ignorance. Let him continue to think that | do not know his
true identity.

"The Shadow, Hazzlett, is dangerous, even when a prisoner. At present, awaiting gameis his best policy.
So long as he thinks that he isknown only as Lamont Cranston, he will make no trouble. Thetimeis
close at hand, Hazzlett, when | shall be ready to demand ransomsfor my prisoners.”

"With the police dill fighting you?"

"Their persstent efforts are to cease, Hazzlett." Ransdae's face wore ashrewd but ugly smile. "My last
coup was a great one-the capture of Lamont Cranston and the dimination of The Shadow accomplished
with asingle swoop. My next move will be equaly as cunning. | have gained anew inspiration.”

"Y ou are going to abduct another man?"

"Yes. A warning will precede the act. The deed itsdlf will force thelaw to listen to my mandates. Bring
me the typewriter, Hazzlett. | shall make use of it."

The servant produced a portable machine from the corner. He opened the case and placed the
typewriter upon the desk. Rowland Ransda e opened a drawer and brought out a sheet of paper that
bore the singular letterhead of The Black Falcon. He placed it in the machine. Sowly and with ddliberate
care, hetyped aletter.

Ashe drew the sheet free and placed it on the desk, Ransdale opened another drawer. From this he
produced asmilar piece of sationery. He examined this sheet carefully by the light and hislipsformed
their gloating smile. Inserting the second piece of paper in the machine, Ransda e began anew typing
process dower than thefirg.

At ladt, helaid the second letter beside the first and beckoned to Hazzl ett. The servant approached to
read the | etters. He saw that both were identical-new messages to Police Commissioner Weston.

ROWLAND RANSDALE produced two fa con festhers. He examined them carefully, then thrust one
through thefirgt letter and the other through the second.

"Why two letters?' questioned Hazzlett.

"Onewould be enough," admitted Ransdale, "but | do not wish to risk thisone." He indicated the second
sheet which he had typed. "It is better that | should hold it myself. Then | can be sure of an effective



conclusion to the plan which | am contemplating.”

Hazzlett |ooked puzzled. Ransdale enjoyed asmile at his servant's bewilderment. He folded each | etter.
He addressed an envelope and inserted the first | etter. Sealing the envelope, he passed it to Hazzl tt.
Then, from adesk drawer, he produced a stack of bundled bills. Taking afalcon feather from thelittle
drawer where he kept these symbals, he thrust it through the paper wrapping that encircled the bank
notes.

"Rowdy Kirshing," remarked. Ransdae, "had a bodyguard named Pinkey Sardon. A capable
fellow-ready for any crime-and admirably free from the toils of the law.”

Hazzl ett nodded.

"Pinkey Sardon," resumed Ransdde, "knew nothing about The Black Falcon, but it is probable that he
wondered about Rowdy Kirshing's source of mysterious wedth. With his salary of athousand aweek
cut off, Pinkey must be anxious for new revenue.”

"Vevet Laffrey told usal about Pinkey-"

"Yes. | amrecaling Vevet'sinformation. Also his description of Pinkey Sardon. The ex-bodyguard has
aspirations to become a big shot. More than that, he has a penchant for taking part in crime himsalf
aways-something that Rowdy Kirshing was anxiousto avoid.

"You aregoing to New Y ork, Hazzlett. Take thismoney with you. Call Pinkey Sardon. Makeit plain
that you used to ded with Rowdy Kirshing. Say that you represent The Black Falcon and tell Pinkey that
you have work for him to do. He must be in readiness, with a picked squad of mobsters at hiscall.”

"Pinkey's hang-out isthe Club Madrid?'

"Exactly. Y ou can phone him there. The factsthat you discusswith him will lead him to believe what
every one else now suspects: that The Black FalconisVelvet Laffrey. Pinkey will listen to your plans,
Arrangeto get thismoney to him-and tell him that another ten thousand will be his pay when he has
served The Black Falcon's bidding.”

"Ten grand in thisbundle," nodded Hazzlett, tapping the pile of cash. "Ten grand again when he has done
thejob."

"Precisaly. He must be ready at the Club Madrid. The Black Falcon will call him there and give him find
orders. After you have made sure of Pinkey Sardon, post the |etter to the police commissioner and return
here at once. You may start for New Y ork now, in the sedan.”

His orders given, Rowland Ransdal e arose and walked with Hazzlett through the door. The two men
descended to the ground floor. Hazzlett |eft. Ransdale returned upstairs.

SEATED at hisdesk, Ransda e relighted his pipe. He picked up the folded second | etter, opened it, and
reread itslines. With a chuckle he creased the message and placed it in hisinside pocket.

Rowland Ransdal€'s lipsformed an ingdiousleer. Thisexpresson wasatoken of fina triumph. To
Ransdd e, the game was safe from now on.

Confident that he had diminated his greatest enemy, The Shadow, The Black Falcon had prepared the
find strokein hischain of supercrimes.

With Pinkey Sardon at his beck, the way would be clear for the most audacious abduction in the history



of New Y ork; onethat would far eclipse the kidnapping of Lamont Cranston, so far as the public was
concerned.

Y et The Black Falcon expected no interference. The very boldness of its scheme congtituted its surety.
Only The Shadow could have fathomed the crime that threetened,; and The Black Falcon no longer
feared The Shadow!

CHAPTER XVIII. THE FALCON'STHREAT.

Two nights later, Police Commissioner Ralph Weston was sested &t the desk in the office of his
gpartment. The officia's face showed anger. Detective Joe Cardona, grim-mouthed, was seated
opposite. The detective was perusing aletter which Weston had handed him.

Another message from The Black Falcon! The birdlike |etterhead; the festhered signature-both were
tokens of the mysterious crimina who had bewildered the police. The linesthat Cardona studied were a
new and find threet:

Ral ph West on,

Pol i ce Conmmi ssi oner,
New York Gity.

Dear Sir:

Despite my repeated warnings you have perssted in your pitiful effortsto thwart my schemes. Three men
of millions now arein my power, to wit: Hubert Apprison, Elias Carthers and Lamont Cranston.

It isyour duty to protect the public. You havefailed in that duty. Cranston, it istrue, was abducted from
aterritory beyond your jurisdiction; but he was taken by The Black Fa con-the kidnaper whom you are
seeking.

Y ou have announced that you know the identity of The Black Falcon. Y ou have given the name of Velvet
Laffrey to the public. Y ou have created the impression that since thisidentity has been revealed, The
Black Falcon has deliberately avoided New Y ork.

Y ou have even made the claim that no further abductions can take place within the limits of New Y ork
City. Y ou have narrowed your task to that of tracing The Black Falcon to his place of hiding.

Absurditied 1, The Black Falcon, shall challenge them. | give you warning; but thistimethereisno
dternative. To-night, before midnight, | shall come to Manhattan. There, with you standing helpless, |
shall abduct aman of wealth, to hold him for ransom with my other prisoners.

Thiswill sand as so notable an achievement that the public will cry out againgt the puny interference of
the police. | predict that my success will lead to the gppointment of anew commissioner in your place.

"What do you think of it, Cardona?' quizzed Weston anxioudly.

"It looks bad," admitted the detective. "Y ou haven't any ideawhere The Black Falcon will hit-like you
had with Elias Carthers?'

"Cardona," returned Weston, in aserioustone, "the previous crimes have been daring. Thisonewill
probably exceed them dl. The Black Falcon is determined to beat down our resistance. Heis
stubborn-as stubborn as heis crafty.

He had the temerity to call me from Cranston's own home, the night of that abbduction. | do not doubt but
that he will act with smilar boldness to-night-but from aspot closer at hand. | have placed police on



guard at the homes of many wedlthy persons. Nevertheess, The Black Falcon isasupercrimind; we shal
find it difficult to frustrate him."

"He makes histhreats good,” admitted Cardona. "'l don't like thistalk of his-hiswisecrack that there will
be anew commissioner

"Forget that part,” laughed Weston. "It is mere braggadocio. No action of The Black Falcon could cause
meto resign from my pogt.”

"To-night's our chance, commissioner," decided Cardona, in agrim tone. "Thewholeforceison the
look-out for Velvet Laffrey. If theré'sachanceto bag him, hell get bagged. But if he once sartsona
get-away he-"

"His escape will be probable," interposed the commissioner, in aglum tone. "Cardona, there is no doubt
but that The Black Falcon uses a plane. The New Jersey State police found an abandoned car afew
milesfrom Lamont Cranston's home. We found abandoned cars after the previous abductions.”

"He can't land a plane in Manhattan.”

"Granted. But he can choose aspot on Long Idand. That means a dash after he has seized hisvictim.
Theair patrol isready; but it isdifficult to trace an escaping arplane.”

Cardona had no comment. The detective was as glum as the commissioner. Cardona had felt that some
new trouble was in the offing when he had been summoned here from headquarters.

"Well st tight, Cardona," decided Weston. "We had a stroke of luck that night when The Black Falcon
tried to kidnap Rowland Ransdde. Perhaps, to-night-"

"What has become of Ransdale?' queried Cardona. "He went out of town, you told me-"

"Yes" interposed Weston.” | thought the move was awise one. Ransdale wanted seclusion. He
promised, however, to notify meimmediately upon hisreturnto New Y ork. The Black Falcon hasfailed
but once. Ransdale caused hisfailure. Thereisreason why the criminal should again seek to capture
Ransdde”

There was aknock at the door, just as Joe Cardonatossed The Black Falcon'sletter on the desk. The
police commissioner cdled aninquiry.

"What isit, Kempton?'

"A gentleman hereto seeyou, Sir," came the servant's response. "Heisin the anteroom. Mr. Rowland
Ransdde.”

"Ransdale!" exclaimed the commissioner.

"Yes, gr," came Kempton'sreply. "He saysthat he hasjust arrived in New Y ork; that he must speak to
you & once."

"Usher himin, Kempton! Immediatey!"

THE police commissioner was on his feet. He pounded the desk emphatically and The Black Facon's
letter trembled. Weston was staring hard at Joe Cardona.

"The Black Falcon may be after Ransdde again!" exclaimed the commissioner. "Perhapsthereisanew
threet at the gpartment. | have my men in the limousine out front. Let us hope, Cardona, that Rowland



Ransdd e has some cdlew."

The detective nodded. He was keyed like Weston, athough he did not show it. A tense moment passed.
Then came aknock at the door. Weston gave a summonsto enter.

Cardonawas |ooking at the police commissioner. Weston was staring at the door. Cardona was about to
glancein the same direction; he stopped suddenly as he saw afixed look come over Weston'sface. The
commissioner's eyeswere bulging in disbelief; hislips had tightened to a state of rigidity.

In darm, Joe Cardona swung toward the door. The detective, like the commissioner becametense. The
sght of the man who stood there brought home the reason for Weston's strange darm.

Both men had expected to see Rowland Ransdale. Instead, they were facing avisitor who had not been
announced. Framed in the doorway was a man whose eyes were glaring through the openings of amask;
whose lipswereframing an evil gloat.

In hisright hand the intruder held ashining revolver as athrest to the men whom he had surprised. There
was no migtaking the identity of theinsidious stranger.

Commissioner Ralph Weston and Detective Joe Cardonawere at the mercy of The Black Facon!
CHAPTER XIX. THE SIGNAL OF DEATH.

FOR ashort interval, The Black Falcon remained gloating in the doorway. Then, assured that the men
before him could offer no resistance, he entered the room with quick, short steps.

Keeping hisrevolver in constant readiness, the masked abductor reached apoint at the end of the desk.
His back was toward the side door that formed the second exit from Weston's office.

His new vantage point enabled The Black Falcon to keep watch on both Weston and Cardona; at the
sametimeit brought him facing the window and cleared the doorway through which he had entered. That
entrance was at The Black Falcon'sright.

With twisting lips, The Black Falcon spoke. Histonewas asnarl, yet it contained no disguising effort.
Weston and Cardona blinked as they caught the familiar voice. Both had heard it before; the fact that
they had been waiting for Rowland Ransdd e told them the truth that The Black Falcon disdained to
cover.

"Ransdalel" gasped Weston.

"Yes, Ransdde," snarled the masked man. "Fools! Y ou have been seeking the wrong man. Velvet
Laffrey isdead. | killed him. | have been The Black Falcon, the crimind that you sought.”

Weston could volunteer no reply. The statement was too bewildering for the commissioner.

"Vevet Laffrey wasmy dupe,” laughed The Black Falcon. "He wasto take the blame for the crimes|
planned. He wasto befar away, and with that thought he kindly provided me with finger-print
impressons.

"I killed Velvet Laffrey so hewould make no further trouble. | planted atorn paper with hisfinger-prints
at Apprison's. | changed the doorknob in the room from which | abducted Carthers. The single feather
that | left on Lamont Cranston's desk was attached to a sheet of paper that bore very faint impressions of
Velvet Laffrey'sfinger prints.”



With hisleft hand, The Black Falcon pointed to the letter which lay on Commissioner Weston's desk.

"That message," he dated, "came from me. It bears no identifying marks. This one, however, does. |
brought it with me, in hopethat | could subdtituteit.”

Reaching in his pocket as he spoke, The Black Falcon brought out the second letter. He dropped it on
the desk and pocketed the first one. Commissioner Weston, staring, could see the blur of finger prints on
the edge of the white sheet, below the feathered signature.

"I promised agtartling crime,”" announced The Back Falcon. ™Y ou shdl haveit. | intend to kidnap aman
of wealth. | also promised that New Y ork would have anew police commissioner after to-night's
episode. That promise, too, will be kept.

"To-night, Commissioner Weston, your term of service ends. | shall make the appointment of anew
commissoner amatter of necessity. Y ou are the man of wedth whom | intend to take to join my colony
of captives at my isolated house deep in the forest!”

POLICE COMMISSIONER WESTON gasped. Joe Cardona was grim. It was evident that The Black
Fa con meant to go through with histhrest.

"I travel swiftly," announced the masked crimind, with hisugly snarl, "My measures are effective; and |
strike where least expected. Y et had either of you been anything but dullards, you might have sensed the

meaning of my message.

"L essthan two hours have elapsed since | left my stronghold. It required more than half an hour to reach
the spot where my airplane was in readiness. The Black Fal con has wings-as you surmised. One hour of
flight brought meto Long Idand. Lessthan half an hour by car; and | am here.

"My trusted servant waits me. He and | will conduct you, commissioner, to the plane. Y ou remember my
valet, Hazzlett? Heismy chief aid. It was wonderful how he and | daughtered off Terry Rukesand his
gang of mobsters. It was easy, for |, The Black Falcon, summoned them into the trap which |, Rowland
Ransda e, had prepared for them.”

THE BLACK FALCON paused as though the reminiscence pleased him. Weston and Cardonawere
dlent asthey heard the villain's explanation of the affray at the Garman Apartments.

"I came here," resumed The Black Falcon, with a scoffing chuckle, "because | knew that the police
commissioner would never dream that any one would attack him in his own abode. | entered as Rowland
Ransdale. Y our men outside, commissioner, had no suspicion of who | am.

"Do not, however, cherish the thought that | came aone. Others have entered through the sdeway. They
followed when they heard asignd, given by my henchman Hazzlett, who iswaiting. Men of crime, they
are pleased by the thought of aiding The Black Falcon in his abduction of the police commissioner.”

The eyesthat looked through the black mask were evil. Weston and Cardonaredlized theinsidious
character of this supercrimina who dedlt in murder as well as kidnapping. Both knew that The Black
Falcon would readily shoot them dead; that he was sparing Weston's life only because the police
commissioner would be avauable prisoner.

"I announced mysdlf to your servant,” chuckled The Black Falcon. "When he returned to the anteroom, |
was masked. The door was open to the corridor. Mobsmen had come at my soft whistle. They
overpowered your man; they did not kill him. Hewill beavictim later on. Heislying, helpless, in acorner
of your living room.



"My new minionsthink, likeyou, that | am Vevet Laffrey. Sowill dl others, after your abduction,
commissioner. Thefind evidenceisthat letter"-The Black Falcon was pointing to the sheet that he had
laid on the desk-"with another faint touch of Laffrey'sfingers. Y our servant must die; and so"-The Black
Fa con was staring hard at Joe Cardona-"must this other man who knows my true identity.”

Joe Cardonadid not quail. Y et he saw the merciless glint in The Black Falcon's eye. The fiend's purpose
was apparent. Cardona and Kempton were to be found dead in the wake of The Black Falcon's deed of
abduction.

"It ismore than you deserve," said The Black Falcon to Cardona. "In life, you have been abungler. In
death, you will beahero. That letter with Velvet Laffrey'simprints will be discovered in your dead clutch.
It will appear that you fought to restrain The Black Falcon.”

A pause; then The Black Falcon's voice became an impatient growl.

"Thisisenough!" declared the supercrook. "Come, Weston. Y ou are going with me. Hesitation will not
avall you. My henchmen will rush in from the corridor when they hear my sgnd. That sgnd, to-night, will
be asingle shot. It will be ashot that delivers desth!”

With his pronouncement. The Black Falcon aimed his gun a Joe Cardona. Commissioner Weston sat
aghast. The fiend'sfinger rested on the trigger; hislipsformed hisvicious snarl.

Then came sudden rigidity.

THE BLACK FALCON did not budge amuscle as his eyes, staring beyond Joe Cardona, affixed
themssalves upon the doorway at theright.

Standing therewas afigure clad in black. Blazing eyes peered from benegth the brim of abroad douch
hat. An automatic projected from afist that seemed part of an inky-hued cloak.

Like agrim avenger from nowhere, this master of darkness had arrived to stay The Black Falcon's cruel
attempt to murder Joe Cardona. There was no mistaking the identity of the unexpected visitant.

The Black Falcon'slips were fuming. His eyes were blinking behind the mask. The supercrook was
garing at the weird avenger whom he had thought wasin his power.

Rowland Ransdale, The Black Facon, was facing the burning gaze of The Shadow! The death signa-the
shot that the fiend was about to fire-remained withheld as The Black Falcon shrank from The Shadow's
glael

CHAPTER XX. THE FALCON'SFLIGHT.

CONSTERNATION was evident in Rowland Ransdal€s face. The visage of the millionaire mine owner
was gpparent now, in contrast to the scowl of The Black Falcon. Bewilderment had seized the
supercrook.

Two hours before, Ransdale had Ieft his housein the Catskills. Hislast act had been to make sure that
Lamont Cranston was a hopeless prisoner. As The Black Falcon, the fiend had traveled hither in hisfast
plane.

It wasimpossible, The Black Falcon knew, that Lamont Cranston could have reached this spot in
pursuit, even if he had escaped. The presence of The Shadow, therefore, seemed miraculous.

The Black Falcon was trapped. He dared not fire at Joe Cardona. Such a shot would mean hisinstant



doom. The Shadow's mighty automeatic was covering the crook.

Luck had served The Black Falcon before. It wasto avail him now. Joe Cardona, facing The Black
Facon'srevolver, was waiting unflinchingly for the shot of deeth. Cardona could not see The Shadow.

Nor did Commissioner Weston observe the eerie personage who had brought this strange denouement
to the strained Situation. Weston, staring toward The Black Falcon, saw only that for some reason the
fierce crook had faltered. He could note the palsied tremor of Rowland Ransdale's hand. He saw the
trigger finger waver in thetrigger guard.

With atiger-like spring, Ralph Weston legped from the chair behind the desk and hurled hisbulky form
upon The Black Falcon. A man of courage, Weston had launched this attack to save Cardonaslife, not
caring what had caused The Black Falcon's momentary failure.

Up went The Black Falcon'sarm. The crook staggered backward and fell benesth Commissioner
Weston's powerful frame. It was then that hisluck availed him. As he collapsed hopelesdy, the crimina
was saved from The Shadow'saim, for his body was automaticaly shielded by the bulk of the police
commissoner.

Asasecond stroke of fortune, the revolver remained in Rowland Ransda€'s clutch. Though hisarm was
flung sidewise, the cornered crook managed to pressthetrigger. The bullet struck the wall; but the frantic
purpose of the shot was gained. The Black Falcon had sent hissignal!

JOE CARDONA was on hisfest, yanking hisrevolver. Inginctively, the detective turned toward the
door. He gasped as he saw The Shadow.

Joe Cardona understood, as he observed The Shadow's free hand pointing toward the floor. Nodding,
Cardona legped forward to aid Commissioner Weston in the capture of The Black Falcon.

The Shadow's pointing left hand moved inward. The black cloak swished asthe |eft hand snatched forth
asecond automatic to match the one in the right. With the same motion, The Shadow whirled and faced
out into the passage that led to Weston'sliving room.

The maneuver waswell timed. Just as The Shadow aimed his automatics toward the dimly lighted living
room, Pinkey Sardon appeared, armed at the head of his squad. The toughest gorillain Manhattan was
coming in responseto The Black Falcon'ssignd.

Pinkey stopped short as he saw The Shadow. The gorillas revolver was pointed. Reputed to be the
swiftest shooter that the bad lands had produced, Pinkey had his opportunity. Before him was The
Shadow! The enemy of al crooks, the avenger who had dedlt death to Rowdy Kirshing!

Pinkey and The Shadow were gun to gun. The gorilla, as he pressed finger to trigger, steadied hisam
with almost ingtantaneous action. The movement, however, required the tiniest fraction of asecond. It
was the dightest sort of gesture, yet one which The Shadow did without.

A roar sounded through the passage. By a hair-breadth of time, The Shadow had beaten Pinkey Sardon
to the shot. The terrific report came from the automatic that loomed from the avenger's right hand.

So close was the timing that The Shadow could not prevent Pinkey's shot. The mob leader's faltering
finger twitched convulsively as Pinkey crumpled to the floor. The gorillas drooping wrist, however, had
not retained the aim. The bullet which Pinkey delivered in the throes of death, whistled past The
Shadow'sform.

Instantly, the black-garbed master sprang forward. His automatics boomed in quick succession ashis



keen eyes caught the glare of leveling revolvers, held by the mobsters who had stopped short to watch
their leader collapse.

Roaring shots echoed in quick tattoo. Zimming bullets scorched through flesh and bone as The Shadow's
metal found its mark in human targets. Screaming gangsters dived for shelter; others, dropping grimly,
tried to fire at the weaving mass of blackness which surged upon them.

The Shadow'slong arms were sweeping wide. The barks of his dread gunswere timely. His keen eyes
guided the aim to those mobsters who had sought to fight. Cursing men withered and usdessrevolvers
dropped from loosening hands.

One mobgter, aone, fired a shot that clipped agap in the side brim of The Shadow's douch hat. He was
thelast to meet The Shadow. A burst of flame amost in his face settled the venomous gunman. He
sprawled headlong.

The others-they had fled for cover in the anteroom-had stopped in hopes of delivering a counter-attack.
But before they could plan an ondaught, The Shadow was upon them. Burgting flashes from the
automatics sent the rogues scurrying through the corridor. Asthey fled in wild confusion, aterrifying burst
of mockery overtook them.

The Shadow had reached the outer door. In tune with new bursts of the automatics, The Shadow
delivered aweird, sinister laugh of triumph. The sardonic taunt rose to a crescendo; then broke.
Shuddering echoes followed the din of gunfire. Gangsters, stlaggering down the stairway, kept on in their
med flight.

BACK in Weston's office, Joe Cardonawas ready with hisrevolver. The police commissioner had
yanked the gun from The Black Falcon's grasp. He had thrown it across the room. The crook seemed
helplessin his clutch; and Cardonarisked no fire.

Then came a swift turn. With asidewise lunge, The Black Falcon hurled Weston backward. Asthe
commissoner clutched for hisenemy'sthroat, aswift fist swung in answer. The blow reached Weston's
chin. The commissioner sank to thefloor. The Black Falcon, rising, leaned againgt the wall.

His eyes, blurred by the twisted mask, spotted Joe Cardona. The tables were turned. The detective,
grimly aming hisrevolver, held the crook benegth control. Firing had died from without. Cardonawas
holding The Black Falcon dive.

The crook, weekly raising his arms as Cardona growled an order, seemed pitifully fagged. Joe yanked a
pair of handcuffs from his pocket. He moved forward to thrust his revolver into the scomach of the man
before him.

It was then that The Black Falcon made his break. With afrenzied legp to the right, he swung hisleft
hand backward, in an attempt to block Cardona s aiming hand. The move was alucky one. The Black
Falcon'sfist encountered the barrel of the revolver and knocked Cardonas aim astray.

Asthe detective swung to fire, The Black Falcon'sright fist swung to action. The punch met Cardona's
face. The detective flopped back against the desk and rolled to the floor.

While Cardonawas groggily coming to his knees, The Black Falcon, weaponless, legped for the Sde
door of the room. He yanked the portal open and plunged into a hallway beyond.

Cardonafired. His quick shots shattered plaster from the walls of the passage through which The Black
Facon had fled. The bullets, hastily aimed, went wide. Cardona, sumbling to hisfeet, caught himsdlf



againgt the desk.

Asthe detective fatered, unable to take up the chase, atal figure appeared at the front door of the
office. The Shadow had returned. His keen eyes saw the chaos.

Commissioner Weston was douched on the floor, his hand pressed to his chin. Joe Cardonawas leaning
back against the desk, trying to regain his sense of balance.

The opened door at the side of the room told its story. The Black Falcon had fled. Vital seconds had
given him an opportunity to put good space between himsdf and any pursuers.

With aquick sweep, The Shadow crossed the room and headed through the passage. He reached arear
door of the gpartment; one that opened on afire tower. From the side street below came the roar of a
departing motor. Shots followed. Policemen had arrived and had tried to prevent The Black Falcon's

escape.

Swiftly, The Shadow descended to the street. Two uniformed men were at the curb. It was plain that The
Black Falcon had eluded them. Joe Cardona had failed in the duty that The Shadow had entrusted to
him. These men of the law had been too late to rectify the ace detective's error.

Swiftly, The Shadow merged with darkness. When he again cameto light, he was more than a block
away. A fleeting, evanescent form, he entered atrim coupe that was parked beside the curb.

The car headed downtown. Its objective, asit sped through traffic, was the Holland Tunndl. Beyond that
tube lay the Newark airport.

The Black Falcon, fleeing to an unknown spot on Long Idand, had taken to the air. The Shadow, with
his knowledge of The Black Falcon's hidden lair, was off to intercept the supercrook before he reached
hisfind god!

CHAPTER XXI. WINGSOF THE NIGHT.

A SWIFT plane was speeding northward. Lightless, its black wings were unseen against the clouded
sky. A grim pilot was & the controls; beside him, astdwart henchman. Rowland Ransddle, dlias The
Black Falcon, wasfleeing with hisminion, Hazzlett.

The ship was one which coupled speed with manageability. This combination was essentia to The Black
Fdcon's needs, for the winged abductor had ahabit of choosing rough and unkempt landing fields when
he swooped to the earth.

Both The Black Falcon and his scowling aid redlized that a swifter plane could overtake them, but they
were relying on their start. Coming from Long Idand, they had successfully dodged any police planesthat
were about; now, above the wooded mountain land, they were nearing their god, an hour from New
York.

Lightsflickered from the plane. The Black Falcon eased the speed. Far below, a patch showed in the
woods. It was The Black Facon's abode, fourteen milesfrom the landing field by road; not more than
half that distance by air.

A few minuteslater, the plane was circling over the pastured clearing, which showed dull white among
the trees. Flood lights glowed suddenly. A grim smile on his unmasked face, Rowland Ransdde, The
Black Falcon, prepared for hisfina landing.

The plane reached its objective. It bumped aong the rough ground straight toward the hangar, and came



to astop some fifty yards from that hidden building. As The Black Falcon clambered from his ship, two
henchmen came rushing up.

Rowland Ransdal€'s face was steady as the supercrook gave his order. He paused as he spoke to gaze
up toward the sky; then told his henchmen of his plans.

"Hazzlett and | are going to the house," he declared. "We shdl return for you in about an hour. Inthe
meantime, wait here. Thereis achance that some oneison our trail. Be ready with the machine gun. Give
them theworks"

The henchmen growled in pleased fashion. Ransda e smiled. He motioned to Hazzlett. With the others
ading them, they warped the airplane to the hangar. Then Ransdale and his chief minion strode away to
the spot where the sedan was parked.

ASthey rode adong the jouncy road, Ransdale, in his own voice, talked with Hazzlett. The Black
Facon'sar was one of calm speculation.

"I don't know how Cranston could have gotten away," he declared. "He was here when we | ft; it seems
impossible that he could have followed so quickly evenif he did escepe.”

"Maybe we're running into trouble," observed Hazzlett unessily. "If he broke loose, he could have raised
hab at the place.”

"No timefor that," returned Ransdale, in atone of surety. "We can take it for granted that he escaped by
gedth. Hisquick trip to New Y ork provesthe fact. | am sure that heleft without releasing the others.”

“Why?

"Because that would have meant an dlarm-afight-the danger of missing his chance to stop my abduction
of the police commissioner. | can't understand it, Hazzlett! Something iswrong somewhere!”

"Y ou mean-"

"How could Cranston have done so much in so short atime? Why didn't he call the police commissioner?
How did helearn that | was going there? We have held Cranston prisoner-and Cranston is The
Shadow!"

"Maybe," observed Hazzlett in a doubting tone, "you have been mistaken al dong about Cranston”

"That may beit," snarled Ransdde, in the style of The Black Falcon. "WEell know soon enough. When
we get to the house."

A pause asthe two rode on in slence. The sedan was traveling dowly along the turnsin the rough road.
Progress here was dow.

"We are not going back for our men. observed Ransdde, in atone of decision. "L et them shift for
themselves, Hazzlett. We have our own skinsto look after.”

Hazzlett seemed pleased by thisdecision.

"The gameisover,” resumed Ransdde, in abitter tone. "We must say nothing to the men at the house. I,
mysdlf, shdl kill our prisoners and leave their bodiesin the cells. Then we can tdll the crew that we are
going back to thelanding field. Our men & the house can hold the bag.”

"Well trave in the sedan?"



"Y es. Up to that secret hangar near Binghamton. Well head for Canadain the monoplane. That will be
the last seen of us, Hazzlett."

"It will be an easy get-away. Even if the police planesdo find our landing field-"

"They won't find it to-night, Hazzlett. | didn't tell the commissoner where my place waslocated. It wasn't
the police from whom | was hurrying.”

"The Shadow?"

"Yes. Hemay beon our trail. Let him come. The only place that he can land his plane-if he hasone-ison
our fid. They'll have the machine gun on him the minutethat he lights'

"But what if he managesto get by with-"

"With the machine gun there? The best break he can get will be to clear off the ground before he steps
out of hisship. He may be wise enough to do that, if they start to use the machine gun too soon. That will
mean another landing place. More delay.

"Evenif he should get clear”-Ransda €s tone was tense-"he will have to follow this course that we have
taken. He has no car-even if he did have one, we have gained too good a start.

"Ten minuteswill be dl that we require at the house. Fiveto clear out my papers and money. Fiveto kill
the prisonerswhile you are talking to our men upstairs. Then for our find get-away."

The gleaming headlights of the sedan cut aswath through the darkness of aturn. The entrance to
Ransdal €'s secluded residence showed within the range of the glare. The Black Falcon swerved the car
through the open gate. Asthe sedan pulled to a stop, a man appeared on the front steps of the
gray-stone house.

"It's Sharpless!" whispered Hazzl ett, as he recognized one of Ransdale's henchmen. Y ou are
right-nothing has happened here.”

"Good," returned Ransdae, as he dighted from the car. Then, as he approached the steps, he cdled: "Alll
well, Sharpless?'

"Yes, gr," responded the man on the steps.
"No trouble with the prisoners?' questioned Ransdale.
"All doors safely barred,” camethereply.

"Say nothing about Crangton,” whispered Ransdde. " Go down to the cdllar, but don't touch the door of
the room where we had him imprisoned. Bring al the men together-up to my room. I'll be there, packing
the papers and the cash.”

Hazzlett was il nodding when the pair reached the spot where Sharpless stood. They walked through
the door; the waiting henchman followed. All was quiet in the clearing about Rowland Ransdale's hidden
abode.

WHAT Ransdale had said to Hazzlett wastrue. The start that they had gained was vauable. A following
plane, if it were headed hither, would have to choose the landing field fourteen miles away.

But had Rowland Ransdale remained outside his house; had he stared upward toward: the darkened sky,
he might have seen a phenomenon that would have brought him consternation. No sound came asa



token from high above; only an amazing sight that marked the coming of a phantom being from the night.

Descending straight toward the clearing was an autogyro. The ship was coming from ahigh dtitude. Its
motor had been dowed until the sound was inaudible below. Sharp eyesfrom that strange machine of the
sky had spotted the house of Rowland Ransdae. The same eyes had viewed the arrival of the sedan,
betokened by the glare of the car's headlights.

Rowland Ransdae had never dreamed that his smal clearing could serve asalanding fidd. The spacein
back of the stone house was less than sixty feet across. It was no more than asoping patch of
greensward.

Y et that was the spot that The Shadow had chosen. He had not taken his autogyro from the Newark
arport without clear forethought. Traveling at maximum speed, he had followed on an average of nearly
two miles aminute-almost the same pace set by Rowland Ransdale's plane.

But The Shadow, with hislater start, had been forced to take the road travel into consequence. He had
as0 perhaps conddered the possibility of afray at the landing field. He had chosen the one way by which
he could elther anticipate or duplicate the time of The Black Falcon'sarrival at the house in the forest.

That was by alanding at the houseitsdf. The autogyro, itsfour bladeswhirling aboveit like a horizontal
windmill, was making a beautiful landing. Like abird coming to earth, it descended into a crater-like
space between the trees.

Settling with slent ease, The Shadow's ship came to rest upon the doping green. Its shock absorbers
took the brunt of the landing. The autogyro rolled forward afew short yards and stopped.

From the darkness of the strange machine stepped forth the shrouded figure of The Shadow. Blazing
eyesturned upward. A soft laugh hissed from hidden lips as alight came in beyond the French doors of
Rowland Ransdale's room.

The Shadow, mysterious avenger from the darkened sky of night, had arrived to settle scoreswith The
Black Facon!

CHAPTER XXII. THE REVELATION.

ROWLAND RANSDALE was standing by his desk. Smoking hisinevitable pipe, the fleeing crook was
rapidly opening drawers and removing documents dong with bundles of cash. Stationery that bore The
Black Falcon's|etterhead; special sheets of paper, alittle box of blackened feathers-these wereitems
what he was taking as mementos of hisreign of crime.

On the desk beside him lay the black mask that he had drawn from his pocket. Ransda€'s revolver was
there dso. Theevil villain's eyeswere gleaming; afierce smileflickered on hislips. The Black Falcon,
frustrated, had lost the patience that had characterized hiscrimind activities.

Thoughts of death were burning through Ransdd e's thwarted brain. The fiend was contemplating what he
considered now to be a pleasant prospect; the daughter of those victims whom, until now, he had held
for ransom.

As Ransdale paused in his activity, acurious stare came into the man's glaring eyes. Ransdale seemed to
sense apresencein thisroom. He placed hisright hand on the desk close beside hisrevolver, then turned
to gaze behind him at the half-opened French doors.

The instant that Ransdal e turned, those doors shot wide apart. The crook's hand was frozen. The sight



that greeted his astonished gaze was one that petrified him. Standing in the opening was the samefigure
that had appeared at Weston's.

The Shadow!

A looming automatic was directed squarely between Rowland Ransda€'s eyes. The crook's trembling
fingers dared not approach the revolver that lay so closeto them. A gesture of The Shadow's weapon
was sufficient. Ransdale dowly raised his hands and stared fiercely at the weird intruder who had so
slently entered.

It was then that Ransdale heard The Shadow's laugh. A sardonic taunt, it did not rise above awhisper;
but itsweird tones carried anote that chilled the evil man who caught its sound. The Black Falcon, at the
end of his career of daring, had learned how fear felt!

THE SHADOW'S turn had come. Coldly, his whispered voice began to speak. The Shadow was using
The Black Falcon's own tactics. Time and again, The Black Falcon had scoffed at his prospective
victims. The Shadow's sneer was ajust one.

"Rowland Ransdalel" The Shadow hissed the second name. "Y our career of crime has ended. You are
to pay the pendty for the murdersthat you have committed. Fight will not be yours.

"Y our schemeswere well planned, hut they did not deceive me. From the outset, | knew that some such
brain asyourswasin back of thisinsgdious game.

Ransdd e, though trembling, was defiant. His evil face indicated that he doubted The Shadow'swords. A
laugh came from the lips that were hidden by the upturned collar of The Shadow's cloak.

"Finger printsat Apprison's,” sneered The Shadow. "Weston suspected them asfakes. It wasthe
doorknob that convinced him. But to me, that knob was spurious. Its newness; itslacquer that kept the
impressions safe-those were proof to me that you, The Black Falcon, had substituted it for the one that
belonged there."

The Shadow approached the man before him. Ransdale quaked as he tried to pierce the blackness that
hid the master avenger's countenance. Sparkling eyeswere dl that he could see.

"| searched for Velvet Laffrey in the underworld,” asserted The Shadow. "I searched for others also, and
| found them. Terry Rukes-your henchman-dain at your own apartment. Others thought that The Black
Facon had failed. | suspected the truth!

"It was as Lamont Cranston that | visited the home of Elias Carthers. It was as Cranston that | visited
you. At that time, | suspected evil strategy; your manner and your talk convinced me that you might be
the crimina | sought. So | subtly offered facts that would make you know who | was-that | was The
Shadow."

Again the sneering laugh. Ransdal€'s face was blank. The wretch was pitiful as he cowered and quailed
before The Shadow.

"| talked to you asif | were Lamont Crangton. | paved the way for you to plan an abduction. | am not
Lamont Cranston; but hisfeatures are onesthat | have often adopted. The real Cranston had returned to
his home; summoned by supposed businesstelegramsthat | arranged. For when | play his part, even his
friends and servants are deceived!

"Crangton isstill your prisoner, inthe cdll below. Soismy agent, Harry Vincent. |, however, received his
report. Thefina notes, up to the time of his capture, came by wireless. That report brought me here’-The



Shadow's whispered tones became s ow and emphatic-"on the very night when you made your findl
plans.

"Through these opened windows | watched you. While you were gone, | entered and read your duplicate
letter. | trailed Hazzlett in New Y ork. | kept watch on Pinkey Sardon and his minions.

"That ishow | reached Commissioner Weston's at the time you did. | had divined your purpose by that
time. | entered ahead of you and was stationed in readiness. Had you sought to kill Kempton, Weston's
servant, | would have dain you then. But you let him live-to bekilled at alater time-which never came!™

With hisleft hand, The Shadow pointed to atelephone which lay on Ransdde's desk. Asthoughin
answer to aspoken command, Ransdale reached for the instrument. He lifted the receiver mechanically
to hisear, awaiting The Shadow's orders.

"Cadll New Y ork!" The Shadow's command was powerful. "Get Commissioner Weston on the wire. He
isto receive another message from The Black Falcon!™

Rowland Ransdd e, trembling, obeyed. Minutesticked by. The connection was completed.
"Speak!" ordained The Shadow. "Tel him where you are. Chalenge him to come here and find you!

"Thisis The Black Falcon," declared Ransdd e, in avoice which seemed controlled by The Shadow's
bidding. "l am a my stronghold. Fifteen milesfrom Cuthbury. In the Catskills. Come and capture me-"

"If you can!™ prompted The Shadow in asinister whisper.
"If you can!" gasped Ransda e into the telephone.

Therecaiver clicked on the hook. Rowland Ransdal e faced The Shadow. For amoment, The Black
Facon'srole had returned. Although at bay, Ransdale snarled a question.

"If you are not Cranston,” he demanded. "Who are you?'

"You shdl learn!” The Shadow's tone was ominous. "Y ou, Rowland Ransdale, shall seetheface of The
Shadow. It will be your deserved warning-you who call yourself The Black Facon. For those who have
seen the true face of The Shadow have never lived to recite their discovery!™

THE collar of the black cloak wavered as The Shadow's gloved left hand unfolded it. A frightened gasp
came hollow from Rowland Ransda eslips. The crook dumped as his bulging eyes viewed the
countenance benesth the brim of the black douch hat. As The Shadow's hand refastened the collar of the
cloak, Rowland Ransdade dumped pitifully to the floor.

The man's face was ashen. A whispered laugh came from The Shadow's lips. Only The Shadow knew
why the sight of his dread face had brought terror to this evil fiend who never before to-night had known
fear.

The face of The Shadow! The face that was never seen except when disguised to represent some other
countenance. Roland Ransdale had met The Shadow face to face. The Black Falcon, he who had
terrorized the law, had lost dl nerve when he had viewed the true visage of The Shadow!

Only brilliant eyesremained in view. They were burning eyesthat surveyed the gasping shape of aman
who had once thought himsdlf invincible. Then, with sudden keenness, The Shadow's eyes were raised.
Staring toward the door, they saw the barrier move.



The Shadow's automatic rose to aim as Hazzlett, arevolver in hand, appeared upon the threshold. The
henchman, wondering what had kept his chief had cometo investigate. Instead of Rowland Ransdale,
Hazzlett had found The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXIII. THE HOODED FALCON.

HAZZLETT had arrived expecting trouble. He had been awaiting Ransda€'s cal to bring the men
upstairs. Hence, when he had flung the door open, Hazzlett was ready armed; behind him, on the airs,
were the others.

Keyed to excitement, Hazzl ett acted on the ingtant. With a snarl asvicious as any that The Black Falcon
had ever uttered, Ransdae's minion pressed finger to trigger of hisupswinging gun.

AsHazzlett performed this deed, The Shadow made adouble action. With aquick shift to theleft, The
Shadow executed the fade-away maneuver which had made him an impossible target for hosts of
gunmen. At the same ingtant, he pressed the trigger of his automeatic.

The huge .45 declared itsdlf with aterrific roar. The Shadow, in hisshift, had not lost hisam. The
speaking muzzle of the automatic was fill on its desired objective-Hazzl ett.

Directly following the spurt of flame from The Shadow's gun, Hazzlett pitched forward into Ransdae's
room. The minion'sarms sprawled crazily. With aconvulsve effort, Hazzlett managed to gain his knees.
He sngpped the trigger of hisrevolver. The shot, unaimed, wasfutile. The effort was Hazzlett's last.
Coughing blood, the evil servant of avicious master, rolled dead upon the floor.

The men behind had glimpsed The Shadow. Like fiends, they sprang in through the wide doorway, to
battle with this marksman who had edged away from view. Ransdal€'s henchmen had not yet learned
their master's perfidy. They were out to day the enemy who had dropped Hazzl ett.

Revolvers spurted as wild shots echoed through the room. All were fired toward the spot where The
Shadow had last been. Not one found its mark, for The Shadow, reaching the end wall of the room, had
crouched inwaiting. A second automeatic had joined the first; now, as one of the four henchmen shouted
his discovery of the foe, both hands performed their deadly work.

Thundering automatics belched hot lead into the ranks of the would-be rescuers. While return shots
gpattered wildly, The Shadow's guns completed their work. Rowland Ransdal€'s henchmen collapsed in
pairs. They had cometo day The Shadow; they, in turn, had met their fate.

THE SHADOW'Stdl form rose beside thewall. A weird laugh echoed from sinigter lips. It wasnot a
tone of mockery; rather wasit aknell for these foolhardy minionswho had served an evil and
unrewarding master.

The Shadow's gaze turned toward the desk. Rowland Ransdale, aroused from histerror by the sound of
gunfire, had regained hisfeet. With awild gleam in his eyes, the supercrook pounced upon hisrevolver
and aimed the wegpon toward The Shadow.

Theviciousleer of The Black Falcon was upon Ransddeslips. Snarling, the crimind had gained theam.
His steadying hand was ready; but before hisfinger could pressthetrigger, the glint of The Shadow's
eyeswasfull upon him.

Ransdale quavered. The venom of The Black Falcon remained traced upon hisfestures, but his
countenance was ashen. His hand began to shake as it pointed the revolver which it held. The steady grip
that had enabled Ransdde to day Terry Rukesaswdll as heplessvictims, wasfailing in thisdire



emergency.

Rowland Ransda e had seen the face of The Shadow! That sight, he knew, had been his sentence of
doom! The words of The Shadow, the power of the master fighter-all these came surging through
Ransdal€'s brain asthe fierce crook caught the burn of The Shadow's eyes.

Ransddefired. The echo from hisrevolver ssemed deafening in his ears. Then, from across the room,
came agrident burst of mockery. Ransdale caught himself as he was sinking to the desk.

Theface of The Shadow! Rowland Ransda e had seen it. His nerve had passed with that revelation. He,
The Black Falcon, marksman extraordinary, had beaten The Shadow to a shot-and had missed.

With awild cry, Ransdale aimed again. The fury of The Black Falcon was upon him. Hate blazed in his
own eyes, hate that matched the mastery of The Shadow's gaze. Thistime Ransdale knew that he would
not missinhisam!

This shot would kill The Shadow-so Ransdale thought; and such might have been the outcome, had
Ransdd e fired. But The Shadow had alowed one lone opportunity. Ransdal€'s first shot wasto be the
last. The burgt of flame that came from atrigger-pressed gun was aflash from The Shadow's | eft-hand
automatic.

The Black Falcon had had histurn. This was The Shadow's. The gloved hand did not fail. Rowland
Ransdde, the snarl till issuing from hislips, collgpsed upon the desk. The revolver dropped from his
nervelessfingers and clattered on the woodwork. It did off and fell upon the floor. Rowland Ransdale
followed afew secondslater. His clutching hands had weakened. His body sagged. It sprawled face-first
upon the useless gun; then, with alast writhe, turned back upward on the floor.

Sowly, The Shadow advanced. His automatics went benegth his cloak. From benegth that garment he
drew acloth of black. Ashe hdd it in hisright hand, he reached forward with his|eft and drew an object
from the dek.

Stooping above the body of The Black Falcon, The Shadow hovered like amonster of the night. When
he arose, the black cloak swished as The Shadow turned and swept across this room of carnage.

Past the body of Hazzlett just within the door; down the stairs and through the archway to the cellar.
Such was The Shadow's course. The black-clad avenger reached the cellroom.

There, like amammoth specter, his shadowed outline silhouetted on the floor, The Shadow unbarred the
doors of the cdlls. His keen eyes, peering through an opening, spied Harry Vincent. In whispered tone,
The Shadow hissed a summonsto his agent.

HARRY legped to hisfeet. Pounding to the cellroom, he saw The Shadow on the airs. His chief was
beckoning. Harry followed. Out into the night, Harry followed the course that was marked by the
Shadow's hissing summons. Around the house, there Harry stopped short as he saw, with astounded
eyes, the hulking, fan-topped shape of The Shadow's autogyro!

In response to an order from the ship, Harry clambered aboard and entered the rear sest. The blades
above began their revolution. The rhythm of the motor increased. The autogyro started forward.

To Harry it seemed that the impetus would carry them into thewall of Ransdal€'s house. The gyro,
however, performed a sudden revolution as The Shadow maneuvered it with remarkable skill. With
gaining speed, the craft headed for the trees at the rear of the clearing. It took off with a perfect upward
lift.



Climbing almost verticaly, taking aspiral course as The Shadow, master pilot, handled the controls, the
autogyro rose from among the trees. Harry, staring from the side, saw the gray walls and light-colored
roof of the house as the building dropped away benesath.

Higher, with motor throbbing for the climb, the autogyro ascended into the night. This ship had dropped
like aphantom craft from the sky when danger had beckoned. Now that The Shadow had accomplished
his appointed mission, the roar of the motor needed no further muffling.

RANSDALE'S house was far below. Within the walls of The Black Falcon'slair, three men were making
adtartling discovery. Hubert Apprison, Elias Carthers, and Lamont Cranston formed a bewildered trio of
freed investigators.

The prisoners had come forth to the cell room. Finding the way clear, they had ascended to the ground
floor and had taken the stairsto the second story. There, in the room where The Shadow had met The
Black Falcon and hisminions, they viewed the bodies that were lying on the floor.

"L ook there!"

The others followed Hubert Apprison's pointing finger. By the desk lay the figure of aman. At adistance,
the dead form appeared headless. Asthe three released prisoners approached, they saw that a black bag
had been placed upon the head of the reclining corpse.

"The hood!" exclaimed Elias Carthers, with sudden understanding. "The hood! 1t means-The Black
Facon!"

"The hood?" questioned Hubert Apprison.

"Yes," explained Carthers. "The falcon, when captured, is kept hooded. Some one-to whom we owe our
safety-has trapped The Black Falcon and has | eft this as his token!™

Stooping, Carthers seized the hood and drew it from the victim's head. Thetrio Stared at the evil face that
showed uncovered. Contorted lipsformed avicious leer, even in death. Abovethat lay thefinal evidence
of The Black Falcon'sidentity. Covering the eyes was the black mask that had been upon the desk. The
Shadow had placed it upon The Black Falcon's visage.

Lamont Cranston pulled away the mask. He named the man whose face he saw beneath. The rescued
men remained aring at the death-<tilled features of their abductor.

THOUSANDS of feet above, the autogyro poised asit turned to take adirect course. Harry Vincent,
gtill staring downward, saw Rowland Ransdal €'s stone house as atoy-like structure in atiny patch among
the trees.

Asthe thrumming of the motor paused, aweird sound cameto Harry'sears. A chilling taunt of mocking
triumph rose to an eerie pitch, then ended as the motor roared and the autogyro sped forward on its
course.

The laugh of The Shadow! Victorious, it had peded forth amid the heights from which The Black Falcon
had so often swooped; through which the crimina of the skies had carried home his prey.

The echoes of that laugh perssted in Harry's ears, amid the thrumming of the motor. Thelaugh of The
Shadow lingered as a parting jest from the master who had ended afiend's career.

The Black Falcon'sreign of crime was ended, doomed through The Shadow's might!



THEEND



