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CHAPTERI. THE LAW WAITS

"ALL right, inspector. I'll betherein twenty minutes.”

The stocky man hung up the receiver of the telephone. Dark eyes peered from his swarthy face ashe
turned from the corner of thelittle East Side store. He stared at the proprietor, a dull-faced old fellow

who was standing, stooped, behind a decrepit counter.

The old man blinked back. He showed no signs of intelligence. The swarthy man grinned. With a shift of
his shoulders, he buttoned hislight overcoat and stalked from the dilapidated shop, out into the night.

The old man watched, hands on the counter. He came cautioudy forward. He reached the door and
peered out dong the street. He could see the striding form of the man who had departed. He went back

to the corner of his shop, deposited anickel in the coin box and diaed.

A voice clicked through the receiver. The old man spoke, in acrackly eager tone:

"Hejust left here... Yes... Joe Cardona, the dick... No, he ain't going back to headquarters... Going to

see the police commissioner, that'swhat..."
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Clicking ceased. The old man hung up the receiver. He glanced furtively toward the door; then, with
straggly step, went back to his place behind the counter.

MEANWHILE, the swarthy man had covered afull block. The old proprietor of the store had not been
mistaken in his statement of identity. This stocky strider who was marching through the fringe of New
Y ork's underworld was Detective Joe Cardona, ace of the Manhattan force.

The fact that he had been deceived by the innocuous appearance of the old storekeeper did not prove
Joe Cardona to be unobservant. On the contrary, the star deuth was remarkably dert as he paced his
way aong the narrow stret.

Though he apparently stared straight ahead, Cardona kept his eyesin constant motion. Peering from right
to left, those optics noted much that an ordinary observer would not have seen.

The open door of atawdry barber shop; two Italians gesticulating while one clutched a newspaper -
Cardona caught words in a Neapolitan diaect. He nodded grimly as he recognized the topic of
conversation.

The detective passed a corner. He went by the door of a pawn shop. Again, he caught snatches of talk -
these wordsin English. Cardona kept onward; his face more grim than before.

The bulk of an elevated structure loomed at the next corner. The detective stopped and struck amatch
agang apillar besde the sation steps. A train was rumbling overhead as Cardonalighted a cigarette. A
pale-faced, sweatered fellow shambled from beside afruit peddler's wagon. He stooped to pick acigar
stump from the guitter.

"What's doing, Squawky?"

Cardonaemitted the growled question without looking toward the stooping man. Rising, the sweatered
fellow looked a the cigar stump; then flung it back into the gutter. Hislips moved as though muttering to
himsdf. But hismouth framed low words.

"Nothin' doin’," mumbled Squawky. "Just talk - but nobody knows nothin'. I'm goin' to the Pink Rat."
"Cdl meat headquarters.”

Puffing at his cigarette, the detective turned and ascended the elevated steps. " Squawky™ douched back
toward the fruit peddler'swagon; he dug afew penniesfrom his pocket and handed them to the peddier
in exchange for an gpple. Chewing at his purchase, the sweatered man shuffled dong the grimy avenue.

JOE CARDONA had reached the elevated platform. A train was coming into the station. The detective
stepped aboard. Standing within the end door, he eyed two passengers who were seated a dozen feet

avay.

One was tapping the columns of an evening newspaper. The other was nodding in responseto a
statement which Cardona could not hear because of the train's rumble. But the detective saw the scoffing
smileswhich the two exchanged. Turning, Cardona eyed the tops of old East Side buildings past which
the train was speeding.

"Luck," hegrowled, haf doud. "Luck - and everybody knowsit. If | could guesswhat's coming -"

Thetrain reached Cardonas station. The detective aighted. He was away from the underworld now; his
footsteps quickened as he reached the Street.



"Poiper, mister?' The question came from a newsboy who pattered a ong beside Cardona. "Police stop
big holdup -"

Cardonawaved the boy aside. The gamin persisted for adozen steps, then gave up theideaof asdeas
the detective turned a corner and swung into the entrance of abuilding.

A few minutes later, Joe Cardona cameinto aquiet anteroom. A girl spied him from adesk in the corner;
she motioned for him to enter the inner door. Cardona followed through. He cameinto alarge,
sumptuous office where a man was sested behind a glass-topped desk.

Cardona approached and stood waiting. The man looked up.
"Good evening, commissioner,” said Cardona
"Hello, Cardona,” camethe brisk response. "I want to talk to you. Pull up achair.”

The detective obeyed. A few secondslater, he was sitting face to face with Police Commissioner Ralph
Weston, chief officid of thelaw in New Y ork city.

Cardonaand Weston were men of determination. In that one respect, they were dike. Otherwise, they
differed. In contrast to the stocky, taciturn detective, Commissioner Weston wastd| and of heavy build.
Hisfull face, with its pointed mustache, was keen and dynamic. Weston was a pusher who demanded
action.

Often, the commissioner had berated Cardonafor lack of gusto. On other occasions, he had waxed
enthusiagtic while the detective had remained criticadly slent. Thislatter mood was present to-night. After
afew moments of sllence, Weston burst forth with commendation.

"Y ou deserve credit, Cardona,” he declared, "for your work thismorning. | have read your report in
detail. The manner in which you and your squad best off that raid upon the bank truck pleased me
immensdy.”

The commissioner arose from his chair. He paced heavily across the room; then returned and faced the
detective.

"Moreover," added Weston, "the way you used that single clue was excellent. Crime has been rampant
of late, Cardona. Y ou have dedlt a decisive blow; thefirst stroke, | hope, in our campaign against the
present epidemic.”

The commissioner resumed his chair. He leaned with folded arms upon the desk. Cardonawas about to
speak; he paused, while the commissioner made another utterance.

"That iswhy | caled Inspector Klein," stated Weston. "1 told him to send you here. | wanted to
commend you persondly - and aso hear your opinion on the Situation asit now stands.”

ORDINARILY, Joe Cardonafet ill-at-ease in the commissioner's presence. Weston's manner -
overbearing at times - was difficult for him to meet. But when Weston |oosened and gave commendation,
Cardonasinferiority complex faded. Facing the firm-visaged commissioner, the detective suddenly
voiced achdlenge.

"Y ou want my opinion?" heinquired. "Y ouwant it raight? All right, I'll giveit. First of al, you can wipe
out al the credit that you've just handed me. | don't want a boomerang that's going to come back and
sock me.



"Yousay | didagood job. I didn'. | got alucky bresk and even at that | flivved. Listen, commissioner.
We're not the ones who are just beginning to get somewhere. It's the crooks who are making their start. |
meanit.”

"But to-day," spluttered Weston, "you stopped the raiders -"

"Read my report again,” suggested Cardona, abruptly. "Y ou won't find any frillsinit. Listen,
commissioner. There have been three good-sized robberiesin quick order. Jobs that |eft us standing
goofy. Last night, | was expecting another. How - where - when - | couldn't have guessed.

"Then came this break. There was a gang fight about three o'clock thismorning. A couple of bodieswere
lugged to the morgue. | went down to look them over. Up comes a smart reporter - fellow named Burke,
with the Classic - and he suggests | search the bodies.

"Pergstent bird, this Burke. | knew that everything should aready have been taken out of the dead men's
pockets;, but just to please Burke, | made another search. Y ou know what | found - afolded piece of
paper that was missed before - on it the words. 'Manhattan Armored Truck - Eighth Avenue - ten
o'clock. How it happened to bein that gorilla's pocket, | don't know."

"But you followed the armored car," inserted Weston, "and you and your squad drove off theraidersina
running fight."

"Surewe did," admitted Cardona. "But we were lucky. The holdup gang had three cars, commissioner.
By rights they should have given usalacing. We hadn't prepared for anything like what we got.

"If that armored car had been standing still, those crooks would have smashed it and taken the dough.
But when we busted in, the guy driving the armored car was smart enough to run for it. If it had been
nighttime, the holdup boys would have smeared us. But they couldn't chance along fight in broad
daylight. That'swhy they best it. We bagged a couple of small fry" - Cardona shrugged his shoulders -
"and I'll take credit for that. But outside of that, commissioner, weve got nothing. We're back where we
were"

"Y ou mean that crimeis sill rampant? That thisineffectua raid will not deter the plans of other
maefactors?!

"I mean just that, commissioner. | figure more jobs are on the way - bigger jobs than the taking of an
armored car - and they're due to hit fast and heavy."

"You must find cluesl" Weston pounded hisfist on the desk. "We must anticipate crime before it
griked!"

"I landed one clue," returned Cardona. "Thismorning - by luck - that paper in the gorillas pocket. But
where's the next one coming from? Frankly, commissioner, | don't know."

CARDONA placed one elbow upon the desk. Leaning forward, he wagged hisforearm in emphasisas
he spoke. Weston listened, his forehead furrowed in afrown.

"Gangland is organized," asserted Cardona. "That'sdl I've learned, commissioner. Things are tougher
there than ever before. It seemslike nearly al the mobs arelinked. | came through atough district
to-night. | had ahunch that | was being watched al aong.

"Peddlers, loafers, small-fry crooks like pickpockets - even storekeepers - | suspect them al. Everybody
isanswering to some one dse. UnlessI'm mighty far wrong, it'sall part of the same chain. Crooks are
lying low - like they're waiting for orders. On the surface, commissioner, the underworld looks tame.



Benesth - it'sfierce.”
Cardona paused. Weston sat silent. The commissioner waswaiting for more. The detective gaveit.

"The stool pigeons are scared,” declared Cardona. "Weve got thirty of them on the job and twenty-five
of thelot are afraid for their dirty hides. They think they're being watched. They won't go near the places
wherethey usudly get information.”

"And the other five?" interposed Weston, dryly.

"Drawing blanks," replied Cardona. "They hear whispers - buzzings - but no talk. The best of thelot is
Squawky Sugler. | talked to him when | was getting on the d, twenty minutes ago. He saysthere's
nothing stirring. On hisway to ajoint caled the Pink Rat when | left him. Maybe helll land something
there; but | doubt it.”

"Thisisserious, Cardona," observed Weston. "'Let me commend you again - thistime for your frankness.
Then let me ask your opinion. What do you intend to do - what would you intend to do if |eft to your
own resources?’

"Wait," asserted Cardona, summing his chief planin the singleword. "That's the best | can do,
commissioner. I'm going from here to headquarters; then back into the district where | was before.”

"Tovidt thedives?'

"No. But to be ready if anything stirs. Some of these stool pigeons may get knocked off. There may be
another mob scrap. Thereés no teling what may hit. But if you're leaving meto my own plans,
commissioner, I'll head back to the neighborhood of the Pink Rat.”

"Very well." Weston arose. " Go your way, Cardona. | am relying on your judgment; and | hold the hope
that you may find new clues of coming crime.”

"And meanwhile?' questioned Cardona, anxioudy.

The commissioner was sillent for the moment. When he replied, histone was grim as he phrased his
answer:

"Thelaw must wait!"
CHAPTER II. THE SHADOW ACTS

WHILE Joe Cardonawasin conference with the police commissioner, Squawky Sugler, the stool
pigeon, was douching hisway toward the Pink Rat. Shambling through the baser districts of Manhattan,
the sweatered stoolie was observing signs that Cardona had already noticed.

The Itdiansin the barber shop; the loungers by the pawn shop; theridersin the eevated car - they were
but typica. Members of society's upper crust might share the éation which Commissioner Weston had
felt over the episode of the armored truck; but those who dwelt close to the reallm of crime could scent
the beginning of awave of terror.

Squawky, scruffing dong the sdewalk, was watchful. Like Cardona, he suspected spies everywhere.
The detective's movement had been reported from the little shop where he had stopped to phone.
Cardona could assume such arisk; but Squawky, the stool pigeon, could not.

Conditions were precarious S0 far as stoolies were concerned. Ordinarily, an informant might expect



trouble only from the crooks on whom he squealed. But Squawky, to-night, seemed to accept al passers
as hisenemies. At times, he paused to raise aknuckle to hisnodtrils. A sniff - and again Squawky was on
his shambling way. Acting the part of adope addict, Squawky felt more securein his present venture.
Cokers were seldom banned from the Pink Rat.

With shifty strides, Squawky neared his destination. He followed a darkened aley; paused when he
reached a dilapidated doorway; then opened the barrier and took a poorly-lit passage that brought him
into the diveitsdf.

THERE wastension in the Pink Rat to-night. Squawky sensed it the moment that he entered the big
room that constituted the mgor portion of the joint. Men were seated in small groups at scattered tables.
Mumbled conversation buzzed through the smoke-filled room.

Squawky seated himself in acorner. He nodded as a sour-faced waiter approached with bottle and
glass. He pulled acrumpled dollar bill from his pocket and gave it as payment. But Squawky was dow
about drinking. He spurned the bottle while heindulged in pretended sniffs.

Coke and hooch were not a usua combination. Squawky knew that fact; hence hisreluctance with the
liquor. Satisfied that he was getting by, the stool pigeon began aseries of furtive glances about the dive.

Hard-faced gangsters prevailed to-night. Among the thugs and rowdies whom he observed, Squawky
saw none who looked like police agents. Stools were keeping clear; Squawky felt sure that he wasthe
only one who gtill had the nerveto pry into gangdom's secrets.

Crime was the theme. Squawky knew it, although he could not catch words of conversation. Were
mobsters talking about the episode of the armored truck? Or were they discussing the probability of
coming crime?

Squawky did not know. He was sure of but one point: namely, that a shroud of peculiar mystery had
lowered over the affairs of the underworld.

Squawky spied atrio of men seated at atable twenty feet away. He knew their faces. One - the most
imposing of thethree - was " Trigger" Maddock. Square-chinned, blunt-nosed, with beedy eyes that
blinked with snakelike stare, Trigger was a character highly feared where gun fights were concerned.

The swiftest shooter in the underworld, agunner who could drill amark while on the draw, Trigger had
surrounded himself with aband of capable sharpshooters who were equipped for rapid duty. The two
men with him were evidently members of his select squad.

There were others of Trigger'silk in the underworld - raiding mobleaders like Louie Harger, "Pigeon"
Méelgin, or "Turk" Bodell. They either worked swift jobs of their own or sold their talentsto big shots
who might need them. Meanwhile, they were clever enough to evade the law. So far, the police had
never been able to hang sure evidence upon Trigger Maddock.

Trigger's presencein the Pink Rat was not unusua. This place was one of hisfavored hangouts. Others
of histype had their own chosen spots. They, like Trigger, made it apractice to meet their henchmen at
appointed placesin the badlands.

Squawky Sugler became watchful. His furtive glances returned at regular intervastoward Trigger
Maddock. Anxiousto gain some information, the stool pigeon was looking for any sign that might
indicate coming action on the gangleader's part. Y et no such sign came.

HALF an hour passed. Squawky shifted in his chair. He began to fed uncomfortable - afraid that some



one might be noting the watch that he was keeping on Trigger. Squawky's eyes roved about the room.
They came to a sudden stop.

In watching Trigger, Squawky had been looking toward the I eft. For the first time, he observed a person
on theright. Seated at a table not more than a dozen feet avay was alone gangster whose eyes met
Squawky's as the stoolie stared in his direction.

Squawky did not recognize the mobster. But he crouched uneasily as he studied the stranger's visage.
Squawky saw an immobile face - a countenance asfixed asastatue's. A hawklike nose, fromitssidesa
pair of piercing eyesthat held the compelling stare of ahypnotist.

The focused gaze seemed to burn through the startled stool pigeon. Squawky's clawing hands scratched
at the table beside the bottle. Squawky feared that this strange watcher had spotted him asa police
informant.

The stranger was wearing aturtle-neck swester, black in color. Its heavy folds gave him an impressive
bulk; though seated, it was apparent that he must be a least Six feet tal. Sinking in his chair, Squawky

managed to wrest his gaze from those weird, blazing eyes. Slowly, the stool pigeon looked toward the
floor beside the other table.

There he saw astreak of blackness. It might have been a continuation of the bulky swesater. It loomed
wide upon the floor; and Squawky, staring as he blinked, observed that it ended in astriking silhouette -
aprofile of the hawklike visage that lay as motionless as though it were etched upon the floor.

Squawky shuddered. He reached for the bottle. His hand shook as he poured himsalf adrink. Drops
trickled from thelip of the glass; the liquid dabbed Squawky's hand. M ore spattered on the stool
pigeon's chin as Squawky raised the glassto hislips.

There was reason for Squawky's terror. That silhouette, as formidable asthe form above it, brought
grotesque thoughts to the stool pigeon's fevered brain. It reminded Squawky of a dread being whose
name he had heard whispered through the underworld - The Shadow!

Big shots had quailed through fear of The Shadow. For The Shadow was known as a superfighter, alone
wolf who roved the underworld, preying upon al who dedlt in crime. A phantom of darkness, aliving
being who could travel unseen, The Shadow was the mighty foe of crookdom.

Dying gangsters had gasped The Shadow's name. Others, who had gained respite through flight, had told
of seeing him. A figure clad entirdly in black; hiseyeslike living cods beneath the brim of adouch hat; his
form conceded by an inky, flowing cloak; his gloved hands gripping apair of deadly automatics - such
was The Shadow.

The Shadow, it was rumored, was amaster of disguise. The Shadow, it had been proven, knew much, if
not al, concerning activitiesin the underworld. He gave no quarter to those who dedlt in crime. None
were immune once The Shadow had marked them for destruction.

THISwaswhy Squawky feared. The unknown gangster; the black swester; the silhouette upon the floor
- these brought beads of perspiration to the stool pigeon's forehead.

The Shadow was independent of the police. Squawky, asastool pigeon, could gain no immunity should
heincur The Shadow'swrath. The presence of this mysterious stranger kept Squawky in atremble. Until
he found proof that The Shadow was watching some one other than himsdlf, Squawky was afraid to
move.



Wregting his gaze from the floor, Squawky blinked at the bottle as he helped himself to another drink. He
did not dare to gaze to theright. Hisfurtive, timorous glanceswere dl brief ones, toward Trigger
Maddock, at the left. Even these were few. Squawky still feared that The Shadow's eyes were upon

him.

Two men entered the Pink Rat. They looked like small-fry mobsters. One came douching over toward
Trigger'stable. He clapped the gangleader on the back and mouthed afriendly greeting. Trigger,
gpparently annoyed by the fellow's gpproach, snarled in reply. The newcomer grinned in gpologetic
fashion. He began to sidie away. Trigger arose and followed him afew paces.

For amoment, the pair stood jaw to jaw. Trigger shoved the other man's shoulder. Still snarling, the
gangleader went back to histable. The smal-fry crook rejoined his companion.

Squawky had seen the brief dtercation. His eyes naturally followed the man whom Trigger had rebuked.
But there were eyes that followed Trigger instead. Those watching eyes were the optics of the sweatered
stranger whose gaze Squawky Sugler feared.

The sweatered watcher had seen a shift of hands. He saw Trigger, as he moved away, thrust hisfist into
hisinside pocket. The small-fry crook had delivered something to Trigger Maddock.

Neither of Trigger's gorillas had detected the move. Like Squawky, they had taken the affair only asan
unpleasant meeting that had not been to Trigger'sliking. But the sweatered watcher was reedy for the
aftermath which came,

Trigger Maddock swallowed adrink. He spoke to his companions. They nodded. Rising, the gangleader
strolled toward the door. Squawky, gripping his bottle, began to pour athird drink.

There was amotion at Squawky's right. The sweatered mobster arose. Histrousers, like his swester,
were black. He strolled toward another exit. No one was concerned with his departure.

When Squawky Sugler had gulped his drink, he gazed unthinkingly toward the floor beside the table on
the right. The silhouette was gone. Squawky looked up; he blinked when he saw that the table had been
vacated.

With asigh of relief, the stool settled back in his chair. Concerned no more with Trigger Maddock,
relieved of the fear which he had felt toward the stranger whom he had suspected to be The Shadow, the
stool pigeon began to observe othersin the Pink Rat.

MEANWHILE, Trigger Maddock was departing from the outside alley. The gangleader had reached the
street beyond. He paused to gaze over his shoulder; then resumed his course. He walked rapidly along
the street.

From the darkness of the dley, apair of keen eyes had seen Trigger's move. A sweater moved upward;
from beneath its bulk came the girdling folds of another black garment. A cloak swished over shoulders.

A flattened hat took shape. It capped the head above the cloak. A form moved forward. Gaining the
gdewalk of the street, afleeting figure merged with the gloom of ahousewal. Burning eyes spied
Trigger, lessthan ablock ahead.

Then began aweird pursuit. One block - two - three - the gliding phantom trailed Trigger. The space
was closing. Trigger did not suspect that he was being followed.

The gangleader reached abrick building which, though old, was more pretentious than others of the
neighborhood. He stopped just outside the door. The place was a cheap apartment.



A man stepped from beside the door. Trigger spoketo himin alow growl:
"Hello, Herb. Where's Greasy? Upstairs?!

"Y eah, Trigger, waitin' for you."

"All right."

Holding hishand in front of him, Trigger spread hisfingers, then closed hisfist. He repesated the action
twice. Herb nodded. Trigger entered the gpartment. Herb douched away from the door.

It was dark on the other side of the street. Herb did not see the figure that arrived there. He did not catch
aglimpse of the blackened form that moved aong toward the corner of the apartment house; nor did he
see those burning eyesthat stared upward toward the third floor of the building which Trigger had
entered.

A light had appeared in aroom on that floor. A soft laugh camein eerie whispered tones. A phantom
shape glided acrossthe street, unseen by Herb. It reached the sde wall.

A squidgy sound occurred. It was made by concave rubber disks, attached to hands and feet. A batlike
figure began its ascent straight up the precipitous bricks. Its goa wasthat lighted room.

Squawky Sugler had been right in hisfears. The mysterious watcher was The Shadow. Like Squawky,
the master of the night had chosen the Pink Rat as a post of observation. But where the stool pigeon had
failed to see evidence of coming crime, The Shadow had detected it.

That was why The Shadow had |eft the Pink Rat. His disguise covered by his cloaking garb of black, The
Shadow was planning asurprise visit. He was here to learn what Trigger Maddock had received from
the small-fry crook during that interlude in the Fink Rat!

THE Pink Rat was a cross-roads of the underworld. Gangsters, con men, dope peddlers - the scum of
Manhattan made the place their rendezvous. Two rules governed the patrons of the joint. Men wanted by
the police were barred; gang fights or lesser dtercations were taboo.

The enforcement of these two provisions kept the Pink Rat unmolested. Although gambling and dope
were ever present in the dive, the law violations were not on alarge scale. Technicaly, the police should
have closed the Pink Rat. They left it open becauseit drew customers from secret and more dangerous
dives, aso becauseit was a spot where stool pigeons had opportunities for picking up information.

CHAPTERI1I. TRIGGER TALKS

TRIGGER MADDOCK had reached his gpartment. The place was a tawdry, two-room affair. Both
rooms had windows on the side. It was thefirst room - the living room - that The Shadow had observed
from below.

Trigger had closed the door behind him. Standing just insde the room, he was tearing open an envelope
that he held in hishands. Trigger had lost no time. Thiswas the object that he had received in the Pink
Rat.

Paper crinkled as Trigger opened anote. He scanned the lines hagtily. A match crackled. The flame



caught the paper; Trigger tossed it, burning, into awastebasket. Again reaching into the envelope, he
brought out an inner envelope. Stepping to theinner door of his gpartment, Trigger rapped. A muffled
voice responded.

"Comeon, Greasy." Trigger spokein agrowl. "Hurry up. I've got ajob for you."

The door opened. A deepy-looking mobster appeared. "Greasy” was the counterpart of the two
mobsters whom Trigger had left back at the Pink Rat.

"Wotchawant, Trigger?'

"Takethisenvelope." Trigger handed the man the inner packet. "Y ou know what'sto be done. Slip it
aong. Like you've done before.”

Greasy nodded. He held the envelope between hisbig paws. It was aplain, white envelope; it crinkled as
Greasy bent it.

"What're you waiting for?" snapped Trigger. "Get amove on, Greasy. Hop toiit."
Trigger was scowling as he eyed his henchman. Greasy shrugged his shoulders and grinned.

"All right, Trigger," heresponded. "I didn't know you wasin ahurry. Leaveit to me. I'll passitaongina
hurry.”

Greasy was |ooking toward Trigger as he spoke. Hence neither man was gazing toward the window.
Neither caught aglimpse of the burning eyesthat had arrived above the sill.

The Shadow had reached the window. He had seen Trigger deliver the inner envelopeto Greasy. More
than that; he observed the outer wrapper which Trigger ill held.

Trigger nudged his thumb toward the door. Greasy nodded. Shoving his packet in his pocket, the
big-fisted gangster strode across the room, opened the door and made his departure.

I'T was then that Trigger looked again toward the opened envelope which he held in his own hands. It
bore his name upon the face; that was dl. Trigger tore the envelope into four pieces. He went to the
meta wastebasket. The flames had subsided. Trigger dropped the fragments of the envelope in with the
ashes of the message that he had destroyed.

Bringing a cigarette from his pocket, Trigger lighted it. He blew out the flame of the match and tossed the
burnt stick in the wastebasket. He laughed in growling fashion as he puffed the cigarette. He turned
toward the window.

A sudden, blurted oath came from the gangster's lips. Hisfingers dropped the lighted cigarette. Hisright
hand shot toward his pocket; then stopped midway. Thinking better, Trigger let both hands come up
toward his shoulders while afrozen scowl appeared upon his blunt-nosed face.

Trigger Maddock was staring squarely into the muzzle of an automatic. That wasafactor initsaf; but
Trigger had faced too many gunsin histimeto quall a the sight of anew one. What brought Trigger to
rigidity wasthe sight of the intruder who held the looming wespon.

The automatic was projecting from a black-gloved fist. Above the gun, peering from between the
upturned collar of acloak and the brim of adouch hat were apair of fierce, relentless eyes.

"The Shadow!"



Trigger's voice was an awed gasp. The whispered laugh that came in return was proof of the arriva's
identity.

"What - what do you want?' Trigger's ssammer was an attempted growl.
"The message." The Shadow's tone was a hiss. "Give me the information you recelved at the Pink Rat."

Trigger hesitated. The Shadow's gaze meant business. Trigger knew his eyes could see the opened
window - that The Shadow might have witnessed Greasy's departure.

"Theresnothing here," protested Trigger. "I got an envelope down at the Pink Rat. Y eah - I'll admit that.
But | gave what wasin the envelopeto Greasy -"

"| saw the inner packet." The Shadow's interruption was cold. "1 saw you tear the outer envelope. | also
saw the flames from the paper that you destroyed.”

Trigger had no answer. The wastebasket, in the center of the floor, gave its own mute testimony. The
ashes showed aong with the fragments of the envelope that Trigger had thrown there al so.

"The message!" hissed The Shadow. " Spesk!"

"It wasn't much,” growled Trigger, finding hisvoice et last. "It just told me to have afew guysready -
that'sal."

"Proceed," came The Shadow's orders.

Trigger knew that he could not stall. He shifted as his eyes met The Shadow's gaze. Hislipsweredry as
he licked them nervoudy.

"It'ssome kind of ajob,” admitted Trigger. "A big shot wanted me and my crew. Say - suppose| tell you
al | know. What do | get out of it?

THE SHADOW'S laugh came in awhispered taunt. The shuddered mirth seemed to fill the room. It
reverberated from the wallswith sinister echoes that made Trigger shake.

"Death.” The Shadow phrased the word weirdly. "Desath - unless you speak.”
"Butif | tak?"
" Speek - then you will learn.”

The termswere unconditional. Such was The Shadow'sway. Trigger blinked; then, in avoice that
showed eagerness, the gangster made aplea.

"Il talk," he said. "I'll tell you what thelay is. But I'll do more than that. I'l tell you everything dsel
know. Maybe you'll give me abreak -"

Trigger paused. His snakelike eyes continued their blinking. For amoment, they wavered as Trigger
glanced about the room. Then, in ahopel ess voice, the mobleader began to talk.

"It'sthe Titan Trust Company,” he announced. "The big shot's going to crack it to-night. Don't ask me
how - | don't know. The orders| got were to be in the parking lot across from the door on the side
Street. He wants me to cover up with my crew. The bunch is coming out that way.



"I'm talking Straight. 1t's set for eeven thirty to the dot. That'sthetime I'm to get there. That'sal | know
about the job. But if you'l listen" - Trigger paused earnestly - "I'll give you an idea of what you're up
agang. Thisguy ishigger than any big shot you ever heard of -"

Again, Trigger shifted. He glanced about in haf scared fashion. He seemed to fear consequences should
he talk. Then came the dominating whisper of The Shadow. Trigger stalled no longer.

"I don't know who the big shot is," declared the trapped gangleader. "All | know is- he's got everybody
working for him. All except acouple of gangs - and if they don't join up, itll be too bad for them.

"| had to get in the game. It would have been curtainsif | hadn't. He moves me around like he doesthe
rest of them. Maybe you saw me get that note a the Pink Rat. That'stheway | get al my orders. Some
guy comes up and dipsthemto me.

"What's more, | passthem on the same way. Y ou saw that envelope | gaveto Greasy? Well, Greasy
dipsit to any mug he meets. The guy opensit - | figure he finds some dough insdeit - and dlong with it
an envelope addressed to some bird like mysdlf. He deliversit - that's al.

"You get it, don't you? The mug that brought me my envelope don't know where it came from. The guy
that Greasy hands the envelope to don't know that it came from me. That's the way weve got to work."

Trigger stopped. He had told al. He had mentioned The Crime Magter. He had divulged the big shot's
sysem, so far asheknew it.

THE SHADOW saw the efficacy of the plan. Mobleaderslike Trigger apparently formed an endless
chain, with Greasy and small-fry denizens of the underworld serving as carriers. A single packet, thrust
into acarrier's hands, could go the rounds through these gangster workers!

The Shadow knew that Trigger had spoken the truth. Thus The Shadow had scored an important start
againg this supercrook called The Crime Master. The Shadow had let Greasy go. The Crime Master's
orders were gill being passed dlong. The overlord of crime would not know that The Shadow had
learned his plansfor to-night.

Trigger began to spesk again. Histone was pleading. Y et it carried a surety that it had not held before.
The Shadow listened.

"I know you're working to get The Crime Master,” declared Trigger. " Joe Cardona queered that raid on
the armored car. They say Cardonafound amessage in some dead gorilla's pocket.

"Gorillasdon't carry The Crime Master's messages. Somebody wised up to that raid. Somebody planted
that note on the dead gorilla. A wise guy told me he bet it was The Shadow. | know hewasright.”

Trigger moistened hislips. He was staring toward alittle clock that wasticking on atable in the corner of
the room. He began to speak again, while The Shadow stood immobile.

"l guessyou trailed me here,” declared Trigger. "I guess you saw metalking to Herb at the front door.
Maybe you saw me wiggle my fingers-three times - making fifteen. Maybe you didn't see me- it don't
make any difference.

"Y ou know why?' Trigger's voice became suddenly confident, also louder. "Because that meant fifteen
minutes - and thetimeisup. That'swhy | told you al | knew - because you'll never have achanceto tell



Trigger had made three sidewise shifts. These nervous actions had taken him away from the direction of
the door. Trigger's blinking eyes had gained a glance toward the portal. Now, as he delivered the
chdlenge, Trigger looked that way again.

"They've got you thistime!" shouted Trigger. "They've got you!"

As he spoke, Trigger stared quickly toward the door; then, as The Shadow's gaze shifted, the gangleader
made a backward, sidewise leap toward the inner corner of the room, to avoid the line of The Shadow's
automatic.

Trigger's cry had served asasigna. The door shot open as The Shadow swung. Herb and the gorillas
from the Pink Rat sprang in view. Trigger Maddock had placed keen reliance on his henchmen.

In one brief moment, the tables had been turned. Trigger, wary for hisown safety, had caled The
Shadow's attention to the menace, that he might escape the first shot from the looming automatic.

In atwinkling, The Shadow, master of the situation, had been placed against unexpected odds. To use
the knowledge that he had gained of coming crime, he must save himsdlf from the danger which had so
suddenly confronted him!

CHAPTER IV. THE NEXT CLUE

HAD Trigger Maddock been willing to sacrifice his own lifefor the fame of bringing doom to The
Shadow, he might have gained success by his stratagem. Trigger had played his game well. He had
gained The Shadow'sfull atention by his statements concerning The Crime Master.

But Trigger, likedl men of crime, placed hisown sdf first. He did not care for the safety of the men who
had come to save him. He was willing to throw them as bait to The Shadow, in order to save hisown
hide.

Through his eagerness, Trigger gave The Shadow amuch needed break. Knowing that danger at the
door would compel The Shadow to drop him for the moment, Trigger had grabbed opportunity as soon
asit presented itsdlf.

Herb and histwo companions had not reckoned with The Shadow. They knew that Trigger wasin
trouble. They were ready to combat the enemy who had trapped them. But they had expected an
ordinary foeman.

Three gunswere flashing as the door svung inward. They were gunswielded by sharpshooterswho
were peering for their mark, guiding their am by the direction from which Trigger's voice had come.

Trigger, springing toward the corner, was aplain object to his henchmen. Their eyes swung back the
other way, with gun muzzlesfollowing. But The Shadow, better than Trigger, wasamaster at the
fadeaway. As Trigger sorang backward toward the corner, The Shadow, whirling, spun in the opposite
direction, toward the door of the inner room.

Herb saw atwisting mass of blackness. Hefired - asplit second late. His bullet pounded the wdl on the
near Sde of The Shadow. A booming report camein answer. The Shadow, in hiswhirl, had loosed a
shot gtraight for the door.

Herb crumpled. Above him, the other mobsters aimed to kill. But that one shot was but thefirst blast of
The Shadow's rapid fire. Zimming bullets came with bursting flame as The Shadow spat quick shotsto
the source of danger.



One mobster toppled forward; the other dropped back, with acry of anguish. Five bullets, drilling in
quick succession, had found human marks within the space of a single second.

Trigger and The Shadow had reached corners smultaneoudy. While The Shadow's automatic was
spdling itsrat-tat-tat, Trigger's right hand was starting for his pocket, ready for itsfamous draw. It wasto
be amatch for quickness: Trigger, aming as he pulled his gun from his pocket; The Shadow, swerving
after hisquick volley againgt the mobsters.

Then came the unexpected. The Shadow, in hisfading drop, had reached a chair beside the wall. Even as
hisright hand delivered its thundering reports, hisleft had seized the light piece of furniture.

The Shadow'sleft arm swung as hisright hand dispatched its swift shot. The chair came hurtling through
theair, aflying missile that preceded The Shadow's aiming swing toward Trigger Maddock.

IT wasamove of perfect execution. The chair was hurled in Trigger's generd direction. It wasin mid-air
as the gangleader came up with the draw.

Ingtinctively, Trigger ducked to the I eft; then frantically regained hisaim, just asthe chair crashed closeto
the spot where he had been.

A roar from The Shadow's corner. Trigger'saim faltered. In the split second whereby he had diverted the
mob leader's aim, The Shadow had fired one quick shot. Snarling, stopped by abullet in his shoulder,
Trigger managed to firein reply. His weakened aim waswide. Trigger steadied for another shot. The
automatic roared before the gangleader could deliver a second shot. Trigger sprawled on thefloor.

The Shadow's form rose like a specter from its corner. Keen eyes |ooked toward the door. Herb was
lying motionless. One mobster, beside Herb, raised his arm weekly and tried to fire. The effort wastoo
great. The man collapsed. The Shadow's laugh rippled in sardonic tones.

The second gangster - the one who had staggered from the door - had managed to reach the stairs. The
echoes of his scrambling footsteps could be heard from below. The Shadow, ghostly amid the echoes of
his taunting laugh, moved toward the spot where Trigger lay.

Slumped in aheap, the gangleader looked up and snarled at the sight of the black-garbed enemy. Trigger
had dropped hisrevolver. Vainly, he reached for it. The Shadow stooped; his gloved hand whisked the
wegpon way from Trigger's fatering grasp.

Then, with iron grip, The Shadow raised Trigger's limp form. Dragging the wounded gangleader forward,
he dumped the man's helpless body in achair beside the table. Odd scraps of paper were upon the table;
apencil sump lay in view. The Shadow picked up the shortened pencil and placed it in Trigger'sright
hand. His gloved fist pressed the mobster's fingerstight.

Then came aweird scene. Trigger, choking, lay dumped upon the table. Hisright hand, forward, wasin
The Shadow's grasp. Like aspirit hand guiding the fingers of amedium, The Shadow wasforcing Trigger
to make apenciled scrawl.

WHISPERED words cameto Trigger's ears. Those were commanding words. Weakly, Trigger followed
them. Letter by letter, the words of amessage appeared. When Trigger's hand fatered, the guiding fist of
The Shadow forced it to its work.

The shrill blast of awhistle came from the street. A distant blare - like an echo - was the answer. Still,
The Shadow persisted in histask. Then came the far-away whine of asiren. Trigger was motionless, save
for hisright hand, which The Shadow guided.



Shouts from below. The sound of footsteps at the bottom of the stairway. Trigger's hand, enveloped by
the black glove of The Shadow, cameto the end of its scrawl. The black fist dowly released its grip.
Trigger Maddock did not move.

Onelast cough had spelled the end of the mobleader's usdless life. Mortally wounded by The Shadow's
second shot, Trigger was dead. His hand, tightened by the fina rigor, clutched the pencil sump. A soft
laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips.

Pounding footsteps. The police had reached the second floor. The Shadow turned toward the door of
the inner room. He swished from view and closed the door behind him. Three seconds later, a uniformed
officer appeared at the door of the outer room.

The policeman hesitated on the threshold. The Shadow had counted on such action. Within the inner
room, the victorious fighter was adjusting his rubber suction cups. A window opened softly. A few
seconds later, it closed. Squidging downward, The Shadow began his descent, invisible against the
blackened sdewadl of the old building.

More footsteps. Another policeman had arrived. The first officer crossed the living room, took alook at
Trigger's body, then opened the inner door. He threw the gleam of aflashlight into the second room. The
place was empty.

"Nobody here," said the officer. "They must have cleared out. Here comesacar - he nudged his hand
toward the window as a siren's whine sounded from the street - "so we'd better wait."

A patrol car had arrived below. A moment later, another car pulled up. Out jumped Detective Joe
Cardona. Striding forward, the headquarter's man barked orders to the policemen. They started into the
gpartment building.

THE street was practicaly deserted. Troublein thisdistrict dispelled crowdsinstead of attracting them.
Joe Cardona, glancing about, spied only one man close by. A shambling figure was steding furtively in his
direction. Joe heard a plaintive whisper. He stepped away from the door of the apartment building.

"It'sme," camealow voice. "Me - Squawky. The trouble's up there, Joe. Trigger Maddock - | seen him
at the Pink Rat. He went out; then acouple of hiscrew followed. | trailed 'em.”

"They're up there now?"

"Two of 'em. One came fluking out. HE'd been shot up. Looked like hewas goin' to cavein before he
got far. | gottascram, Joe. Look out for Trigger.”

Squawker shifted away aong the street. The stoolie was making for ahideout. Cardona entered the
gpartment building. He shouted from the foot of the stairs. Answers came from the police above. Joe
hurried upward.

"Three of them got it," informed one of the patrol officers as Cardonareached the apartment. "Looks like
afight sarted while one of the bunch was writing out a note. Guess he was going to send it dlong by one
of hismen."

Cardona nodded. He entered the apartment. He glanced at the bodies of Herb and the other mobster.
They looked like Trigger's men. It was the body of the gangleader that attracted Cardonals chief
attention.

Striding to the table, Cardona stared at the scrawl that showed on the piece of paper beside Trigger's
pencil-clutching fingers. Though roughly formed, the | etters appeared to have been written by a steedy



hand. Cardonaread the words:
Parking lot across from side door. Titan Trust. 11:30. Will cover for outfit coming from bank.

The policemen had approached. Cardona made no comment as he pulled the paper from beneath
Trigger's dead hand and folded it into quarters. Then the detective turned to the officers.

"Did any of you read this note?" he questioned.
"No," replied one. "1 didn't know what it was - just going to take alook at it when you camein -"

"All right," broke in Cardona. "Keep it mum. Pry that pencil out of Trigger'sfingers. Get the bodiesto the
morgue. It's another gun fight.

"This' - Cardona paused to explain as he showed the folded note and thrust it in his pocket - "was anote
Trigger was going to send out. It may be aclue to some job that's coming off. That'swhy | want it kept
quiet. I'm going to headquarters.”

With that, the detective lft the gpartment. His footsteps sounded in rapid tattoo as he pounded down the
gairs. Joe Cardonawasin ahurry. He had found another clue.

Like the note planted in adead gorillas pocket, this sheet of paper from beneath Trigger's hand was a
tip-off to coming crime. Joe Cardona had time to prepare for the thrust before half past eleven.

Once again, Joe Cardonathought that he had gained alucky clue. He did not know that both notes had
been planted by The Shadow!

Clyde Burke, reporter who served as secret agent of The Shadow, had pointed Joe the first note which
the master worker had planted.

This new clue had needed no suggestion for its finding. The Shadow had l€ft it - convincing to itsevery
detail - in aspot where Cardonawould be sureto find it for himself!

CHAPTER V. THE MASTER MOVES
"TRIGGER MADDOCK."

The name was uttered with a chuckle. It came from the lips of a grayish face that peered toward the
surface of atable, where knob-headed cylinders of wood were set on squares, like chess men.

The peering face was that of an elderly man. Thin lipswere spread in an evil smile. Discolored teeth were
reveded likeingdious fangs. Above the face, ashock of pure white hair topped off the visage of afiend.

Alonein aroom with paneled oak walls, sitting in acorner where light showed the checkered table, this
grinning cresture was engaged in amost amazing game. The squares of his board were etched on
trangparent glass. Beneath the transparent surface, set on the wooden top of the table, was alarge scale
map of aportion of Manhattan - the district that included the location of the Titan Trust Company.

There were many more squares than on an ordinary chess board. The pieces, too, were different from
those used in the famous game. They were dl dikein pattern - cylinderslike chessrooks, but with the
knobby heads of pawns. These pieceswere dl dikein shape; but they were of three Szes. Moreover,
they varied in colors. Red, blue and green - they formed intriguing hues upon the board.

The Crime Magter! Alonein his chosen room, thisfiend of evil was setting his piecesfor to-night's game.



A clock beside him registered the time as half past ten.

The map below the square showed no more than afew blocks of Manhattan. Every building was defined
in detail. Hence the squares, themselves, covered but fractions of ablock.

"Trigger Maddock."

Again the chuckle. It was obvious that The Crime Magter still regarded the dead gangleader asaliving
henchman. A scrawny, clawlike hand was holding a green piece above the board. The fingers set the
cylinder upon asquare. That spot indicated the exact |ocation of the parking lot acrossfrom the side
door of the Titan Trust Company.

The hand moved away. On the top of the knobby piece appeared the letters MK - the abbreviation for
Maddock. All the other pieces, large and small, had identifying letters.

Red men for crime workers; blue for hidden watchers and snipers; green for fighters - these were the
symbolsthat The Crime Master used. The sizes of the pieces determined their strength. The small ones
showed individuas, the middle, pairsor trios; the large, gangs.

Hence the piece that represented Trigger Maddock was green in color and of the largest size. It was one
of theimportant blocksin The Crime Master's fiendish game against the law.

THE board was set; the hands, however, were not finished. They produced white pieces of adifferent
shape - cones with square tops. These were also of different sizes, yet The Crime Master used them
indiscriminately. He was playing a game againgt himsdlf. The white pieces represented the forces of the
law.

One by one, the man with the shock of hair used the cones to attack the impregnable positions of his
minions. His chortling tones came with convulsive regularity. Each gambit of the whiteswasfutile. Moving
from any direction, the police would encounter trouble.

The old man began to shift the reds. He was comparing their positions with the greens and blues, showing
himsalf how his bank-crackers could comein and out under perfect cover. At intervals, he rested one
finger upon the large green piece marked MK. Though he did not moveit, his actions showed that he
considered it of vital consequencein his strategic arrangement.

A buzzer sounded behind the table. The Crime Master did not notice the sound until it occurred a second
time. Then he stretched out atalon and pressed a button on the side of the table. A click came from the
opposite side of the room. A door opened and afigure entered.

A smug man cameinto the light. Of middle height, solemn in demeanor, thisindividua was as curious as
the old man at the desk. The arrival was of middle age, quietly dressed and dmost primin his

appearance.

"I have finished, Henley." The old man's voice was dmost sneering. "See - my plans are as perfect as
they were last night. | have made anew study of these key positions.”

Henley leaned over the board. He shook his head as he placed a pudgy finger upon the green piece
marked MK. He mumbled, in troubled fashion.

"What isthe matter?' The Crime Master's quiz was asnarl. "Try to move thewhitesagaingt it -"

"It will not do, Master," inserted Henley. "I have received abad report. It went through two handsto
reach our emergency man."



"What isit?"
"Trigger Maddock is dead.”
"How?' The old man'ssnarl wasvicious. "Who killed him?"

"Details are meager,” reported Henley. " Some of his henchmen were killed with him. There was only one
relay message beyond Maddock. It was completed.”

"Y ou have checked?'
"Y es. Through emergency delivery with return sgnd ordered. The check was made promptly.”

"Good." The Crime Master leaned back in his chair and cackled in satisfaction. "That isal that matters,
Henley. What is one man, in our game?' He waved his hand toward the board. "Any one of these
puppets can be replaced.”

"Timeisshort, Magter," warned Henley. "It is @pproaching eleven o'clock.”

"Very well." The Crime Master picked up abox from beside him. He opened it. From an assortment of
pieces, he chose anew one - large and green - that bore the letters HR.

"Louie Harger," decided The Crime Magter. "' have been holding him in readiness. Emergency measures,
Henley. Prepare the order at once.”

"Very wdl, Magter.”

The solemn man hastened from the room. The Crime Master picked up the piece that represented
Trigger Maddock; in its place he put the one that stood for Louie Harger. A new mobsman and his
minions would take the assignment arranged for Trigger Maddock.

AsHenley wasreturning, afew minutes later, The Crime Master took the discarded piece with the letters
MK. With agtrong twist of his scrawny, wiry fingers, he snapped the green man in haf. That symbolized
the passing of Trigger Maddock. The Crime Master tossed the broken pieces back into the box.

HENLEY laid atypescript note upon the checkered table. Ordersto Louie Harger. The Crime Master
read them. He produced ameta sedl; he clipped the note between its halves and pressed the handles.
Withdrawing the paper, he handed it to Henley.

Embossed at the bottom of the orders was the head of a skeleton; crossing behind it, ascimitar. Thiswas
The Crime Magter's igned symboal.

Henley folded the note and sedled it in asmall envelope which bore the name of Louie Harger. He placed
the envelope with abanknote in alarger wrapper which bore no name. He sedled the outer envel ope.

"Send it by Woodling," ordered The Crime Master. "Tdl him to pick aman near the Black Ship - some
small fry he has used before. Mention The Crime Magter.”

Henley nodded. The Black Ship wasthe dive where Louie Harger spent his hours of leisure. The
gangleader was & that hangout to-night.

The clock was pointing to eleven as Henley departed for the second time. The Crime Master chuckled.
Half an hour was sufficient. At most, it could mean but a short delay past the appointed time of Harger's
arriva near the parking lot.



Y et the old man calculated upon this. He took the green piece marked HR and moved it, square by
sguare, to the limit of the board. Then he retraced the moves. He was contemplating the approach of
Harger's mob, assuming that the crook and his crew would still be short of their destination at half past
eleven.

Again, the moves. Thistime, the wizened criminal took white piecesinto consequence. Once more he
was satisfied. So long as Harger's crew was approaching the Titan Trust Company, al would be well for
his schemes. Troubles with police, ablock or two away, would help, rather than hinder, the retreat of the
red men who represented bank raiders.

In fact, when he had set his green piece on its gppointed square, The Crime Master began a series of
short moves, dl starting from that point. These showed how Harger and his outfit could move forth to
meet any attack; how they would serve to drive away approaching forces of the law.

The board was s&t; yet ill, The Crime Magter sat in contemplation. Histhin, snarly lips were moving.
His scrawny hand fumbled in the box. It brought out awhite piece that differed from the others. It was
the same size, but it bore the letter C.

THE CRIME MASTER repesated his police moves, using this one white piece at every strategic point.
He gaveit two squares - ajump on every move.

There was reason. This one piece represented Detective Joe Cardona. The Crime Master had
recognized the star deuth as superior to othersin the service of the law.

Y et even with the exaggerated advantage that he gave to Joe Cardona, The Crime Master was satisfied.
His own men, red, blue and green, formed a cordon about the Titan Trust. Wherever he allowed attack
by the whites, The Crime Master could muster aprompt defense on the part of his own pieces.

Playing his strange game, the old man showed the compl ete progress of the colored pieces. He moved
the whites, made jumps, retreats and captures. At the end, he had removed men of both sides; but
meanwhile, hisreds had escaped.

Satisfied, he replaced the piecesin their origina positions. He settled back in his chair. The Crime
Magter's game was ho longer play. Actud eventswould tell the story; afterward, the old man could move
the piecesto correspond with facts.

The buzzer. The Crime Master pressed the button. Henley entered from the clicking door. A smile
showed on the lieutenant's solemn face.

"All isready, Magter," announced Henley. "Louie Harger ison hisway."

The Crime Master chuckled. His eyes shone through ditted lids as they turned toward the clock upon the
table. Twenty-five minutes after eleven. The zero hour for crime would arrive within three hundred
seconds.

Again, afiendish chuckle came from snarling lips. The Crime Master was confident that hisminions
would prevail in ther fight againg the [aw!

CHAPTER VI. THE ZERO HOUR

TWENTY -FHVE minutes past el even. Men were aready huddled together within the confines of the
parking space opposite the side of the darkened Titan Trust building.

These watchers, however, were not the onesindicated on the checkered board. Whites, instead of



green, had arrived at the gppointed spot. Detective Joe Cardona, with a squad of efficient workers
beside him, had moved into the position originally designed for Trigger Maddock.

Louie Harger and his crew were on their way. Cardona did not know that they would figurein the
coming crime. At the same time, Harger and his ouitfit were gpproaching in total ignorance of the fact that
agedthy faction of the law had moved in before them.

"Easy, men." Cardonas growled whisper came from beside a parked sedan. "Remember - werefilling in
where a cover-up crew was due. We don't know who may be watching us. Hold everything until | give
theword."

"Ps-gt!" The warning whisper came from a detective at Cardona's side. In the gloom, Joe could seethe
man pointing toward the whitened wall of the bank building.

"See somebody, Murph?' questioned Cardona.

"Looked likeit," whispered the other detective. "Kind of astreak of black. Moved dong in front of the
whitewall.”

"Whereisit now?'
"Can't seeit. Out of Sght - up therein the shadows."

Cardona stared. He could see aglistening portion of the white wall; past that, darkness. But there was no
sggnof ether life or motion.

"Guess | was seeing things," admitted Murph. "Anyway, it couldn't have been more than just one guy.”
"All right,” growled Cardona. "Keep watching - that'sall.”

Murph continued to stare. His eyes discerned nothing. Y et the detective had been right in his observation.
He had seen theflitting form of aliving being.

In the darkness close beside the Titan Trust building, The Shadow was crouched, on watch. He had
expected Joe Cardona's maneuver. He had detected the presence of the star detective's squad. Trouble
was due - within a scant few minutes. The Shadow, like the law, was prepared.

HALF past eleven. The zero hour had arrived. The detectives were waiting, tensely. Then camethesign
of crime - asudden boom that marked The Crime Master's attack.

From deep within the walls of the Titan Trust Company came amuffled explosion. Some crew of
sappers had let loose acharge. Entering from underground, they had blown their way into the bank
building.

"Hold it!" ordered Joe Cardona. "Beready. They'll be coming out thisway! Were hereto block them!”

One minute - two - darmswere ringing merrily within the whitened wals. Then came aclang. Thesde
door of the bank swung outward. A pair of mobsmen, revolversin hand, cameinto view.

"Let'sgo!”

Cardonawas on hisfeet. Hisrevolver blazed the opening shot. A zipping bullet smashed from his
weapon and plastered itsdlf againgt the wal beside the mobsmen. Other detectives opened fire. With a
round dozen at his hedls, Joe Cardona sprang from the hiding place.



Shots camein return. One mobster fell. Others were firing from within the bank. The odds were with the
police. Pounding across the sidewal k, Cardona and his detectives were bound for what seemed positive
victory.

Then came sudden shots from the right. Bullets whined past the advancing detectives. Two men wheedled.
They cried to their chief asthey saw the gpproaching menace. Louie Harger and his underlings had
arrived. They had opened aflank attack!

In atrice, detectives broke. Dropping for cover, retreating toward the parking space, they were trying to
avoid this murderous fire that was coming in enfilade. With mobsters ahead, with mobsters at their right,
Cardonaand his men were trapped.

The darkness a the wall of the bank was formed by aflat, projecting pillar. Beside that spot, to the left of
the door where mobsters were massed, the depression of the wall formed anatural shelter. It wasfrom
this unexpected nest that a sharp counter attack cameto aid the foiled detectives.

Louie Harger and his men were shouting in triumph as they came dashing up the street. They were
counting on ahand to hand fight with the retreating detectives. A hidden power, however, wasto stay
them.

Barks came from the niche beside the pillar. Tongues of flame spat in quick succession from amammoth
automatic. A mobster staggered and sprawled. Another toppled beside him. The Shadow, sniping with
machinelike speed, was withering the ranks of Louie Harger's horde!

Loui€'s crew brokefor cover. Their leader dived for safety with them. Two mobsmen, caught flat-footed,
sent chipping shots that cracked the marble pillar. Deflected, these bulletsfailed to reach The Shadow.

The response, however, did not cease. A second automatic had replaced the first. Two quick shots
accounted for the firing gangsters. One gunman dumped in the middle of the street; the other, hand
pressed to shoulder, staggered away and stumbled flat as he reached the curb.

"Let'sgo!”

Again, Cardona's leadership prevailed. The flanking fire ended, the detectives sprang forward en masse.
Bligtering shots came from their revolvers. The defending gangsters ducked inward from the door.

DISTANT srrenswere whining. Shots came from other streets. The Shadow, watching from his pogt,
knew what was happening. This battle at the Sde door was but a portion of the entire scheme. Agents of
crime, scattered throughout the vicinity, were blocking the gpproach of the police from al directions.

Louie Harger and histhinned ranks had scattered. Sniping shotswere dl that came toward the advancing
detectives. Cardonaand his men dashed into the bank. The Shadow walited, listening to muffled shots
fromwithin.

Shouts from the front street. There was activity there. Then came gangsters, creeping forward. Members
of Louie's crew were closing to block off Cardonas retreat, should he and his detectives reappear.

The Shadow stepped from hisniche. Still in the gloom, he opened sudden fire, with apair of fully-loaded
automatics. Shouts sounded as the mobsters again scattered for cover. Weaving swiftly toward the door,
The Shadow followed the path taken by Joe Cardona.

Theinterior of the bank was filled with smoky fumes from the explosion. Stairs showed dimly; The
Shadow knew that the detectives had taken that route. Springing forward, the master fighter descended.
He stopped suddenly at the bottom turn.



Lightswere on in astone-walled strongroom. There, The Shadow, as he watched from the darkened
steps, could see four cowering mobsmen, covered by the guns of Cardona's detectives. Beyond wasa
gaping hole at the bottom of thewall.

The Shadow knew the answer. A squad of mobsters had been sent through the side door, to open the
way and form contact with Harger's crew. The robbers were to follow with the swag. But The Crime
Master had been too clever to rely upon asingle avenue to escape.

The repulsion of the vanguard had caused the bank crackersto depart by the way which they had come
- through the gaping hole which they had blasted in thislower room. That piece of strategy, worked with
design, was proof to The Shadow that something el se was due to happen. The Shadow watched.

Cardona barked an order. Three detectives sprang toward the gaping hole. Their leader was dispatching
them to follow the escaping robbers. The Shadow's automatics came upward. The weapons were none
too soon.

Shots burst from the gap in the wall. One detective staggered; the others dropped away. As Cardona
swung to see the source of trouble, apair of mobsters sprang from the hole with leveled guns. They were
thefirst of asafety crew, herein ambush, to stop the police from following.

Cardonaand his men were caught flat-footed. But for The Shadow's presence, their doom would have
come. The cornered mobsters, acting with the tribe from the broken wall, were yanking guns. The odds
were dl againg the detectives. But they had The Shadow behind them!

Automatics blazed. Roarsthat echoed from the stairway were the markers of spraying shots with which
The Shadow peppered The Crime Master's men. The detectives, caught in the open, werefiring to save
their lives. Above them whistled The Shadow's aiding shots.

One detective sprawled; then another. Joe Cardona staggered and fell. But for every one of these |osses,
three casudlties resulted among the mobsmen. Scampering like rats, sprawling mobsmen dived for the
hole that offered safety. The Shadow's booming shots could not be answvered.

One mobgter, done, fell crouching beyond two falen formsthat cluttered the gap. Snarling, hefired
toward the stairway. Hisfirst bullet clipped the stone work at the corner. He aimed for asecond shot. An
automeatic answered. The gangster dumped.

That wasthe end. A stillness followed barking echoes. Then came choking gasps within the smoke-filled
room where the smdll of powder had blended with the fumes. Detectives, still unscathed, wererising to
aid their wounded comrades; among the latter was Joe Cardona.

THE SHADOW'S form faded. Pursuit was futile, now. The fight had alowed the robberstime to make a
getaway. Outside - at the front of the bank - that was the spot where the crooks could be blocked. Had
Cardona headed there, he might have gained avictory.

The Shadow, though aone, could have caused trouble at the front. But he had sensed the trap into which
Cardonawas descending. He had come to save the lives of the star deuth and hismen. He had
ddiberately passed up the chance to deal with the escaping robbers when they reached the open.

The Shadow gained the top of the stairs. There, he paused. He could hear the clumping tread of
detectives at the bottom of the steps. He could hear distant shots, whistles and sirens from spots outside.

With aweird laugh that shuddered through the upper room, The Shadow strode toward the broken side
door. Thistime, he was the force that came to clear the way. He knew that a new menace lay ahead.



Cardona and the detectives, saved from their trap, were coming, crippled, toward vengeful enemieswho
awaited them. Once again, The Shadow had a duty to perform!

CHAPTER VII. A FIEND DELIGHTS

LOUIE HARGER was crouched beside a bullet-riddled car in the parking lot. Before him, the remnants
of his crew were ready, like entrenched fighters. They were grumbling as they heard the approach of
grens.

"How about it, Louie?' came aquestion, "What're we waitin' for? The bullsis comin’ -"

"Yedlow, eh?' snarled Louie. "Well, keep gittin' tight. We can run for it in acouple of these buggies. What
we'rewaiting for isto plug any of those dicks that come crawlin' out -"

The gangleader pressed the button of a powerful flashlight. He sent the beam straight toward the open
door. Then, before his sartled eyes could take in the form that the light revedled, abursting shot camein
response.

The Shadow had opened fire. Gangsters, their gunsidle, were caught unaware. Louie Harger, as
surprised asthe rest, hurled hisflashlight from him and dove back among the cars. Two of his men fired.
Then came the crashes of the automatics. One shooter sprawled.

The mobsters were legping for the safety of the cars which Louie had chosen for flight. Motors roared.
The cars shot from the parking space. Louie, leading the way, was heading for an outlet at the far side of
the space.

Gangsters were firing from the windows - till aiming at the door of the bank. The Shadow, however,
was no longer there. His next shots came from darkness. They were aimed for the automobiles asthe
two vehicles shot forth, dmost sde by side.

Luck waswith Louie Harger. His car was beyond the other. The Shadow's firm hand |oosed a shot that
drilled the driver of the nearer car. The speeding auto wavered; it whirled across the street and smashed
awall. Asit toppled on its Sde, gangsters came sprawling to the street.

Loui€'s car, however, gained the corner, protected amost al the way by the erratic course of the second
machine. Safe from The Shadow's shots, the gangleader met with new danger, lessthan ablock avay. A
police car was speeding toward him from aside thoroughfare.

Gangdtersfired. The chase began. Louie Harger wasin flight. Speeding through this vicinity, off on amad
getaway, the gangleader was racing to avoid the law.

The Shadow heard the firing. Hislaugh rippled in the darkness of the street beside one bank.
Approaching police had been diverted by Louiesflight. The Shadow stood aone. Turning, he made off
through the darkness toward the front of the bank.

The Shadow's work was ended. It was his part to leave this bel eaguered vicinity before the police closed
in. Digtant shots showed that The Crime Master's minions were scattering, now that their crime had been
accomplished.

DETECTIVES were emerging from within the bank. Burdened by their wounded comrades, they would
have been soft targets for Harger's lurkers. But The Shadow had dispelled that menace. The only
members of Louie's crew that remained were the sprawled, groaning fellowswho had hit the sdewalk
from the overturning car.



A detective blew awhistle. There was no reply. A second blast; an answer from the block along which
Loui€'s car had sped. A further signdl, from agreater distance; then came awhining siren.

The detective perssted in hissignal. A police car shot up beside the bank. Its searchlight reveded the
detectives, who were supporting their crippled comrades. An officer legped from the police car and
dashed back toward the rear street. He shouted the word along.

Another siren. A car veered from the corner. It was an ambulance. Two interns piled out; stretchers were
brought to carry the wounded men aboard. Flat on his back, Joe Cardona managed to form agrim smile
as he gared into the glare of aflashlight.

"They - they plugged me," gasped the deuth. "But - but I'll pull through. How - how are therest of the
bunch?'

"All right,” replied an intern. "Lay quiet. Well get you to the hospitd "

Cardona subsided as the ambulance backed from the narrow street. Whining itswarning as it speeded
toward the nearest hospital, the rescue car carried its quota of wounded detectives from the scene of
battle.

I'T was half past twelve when abig car pulled up in front of the ravaged Titan Trust Company.
Commissioner Ralph Weston dighted. He was met by a police inspector.

The commissioner's face was stormy. He followed the inspector to an old house across the street. There,
in the basement, he was shown the tunnd which crooks had dug through the front wall of the bank.

"They had cars on the street,” informed the ingpector. "They made abreak out through the side; then
doubled back through the tunnd into this house."

"Where were our men?' demanded Weston.

"Cardonaand his squad were waiting at the Sde," stated the ingpector. "They drove the burglars back
into the bank; then they were outnumbered. Meanwhile, we were coming up with reinforcements. But we
couldn't get through.”

"Why not?"

"Every approach was covered. Sniperswerefiring from windows. Gangsters were therein cars. When
they finally began to break, it wastoo late. The carsthat held the swag shot through before we could
formacordon.”

Weston nodded. He redlized that supercrime had taken place to-night. Scattered minions of evil had
played their part. They had delayed the arrival of the police who had responded to the signa of
Cardonasfiring squad.

"What about Cardona?' demanded Weston, suddenly. "1 wasinformed that he was taken to the hospital

"Serioudy wounded," interposed the inspector, solemnly. "l just received areport that heis past danger.
But helll be crippled for awhile, commissioner. Y ou won't be able to use Joe Cardonafor a couple of
weeks, at least.”

The commissioner clenched hisfists. The temporary loss of his ace detective was as great ablow asthe
success of the robbers. Weston had banked heavily on Cardona. He didn't know how Joe could be



replaced.

It was Cardonawho had gained aclue to this night's episode. Twice in two days, the ace had produced
acounterthrust at crime. The police department was faced by organized gang warfare. Weston recalled
his conversation with Cardona. Joe was right; crime was beginning, not ending.

When the commissioner returned to the Street, he met officias of the robbed bank. Their losses, in cash
and negotiable securities, was estimated a a quarter million. Thefirgt blast had been followed by minor
explosions. The vault had been rifled while the advance squad had been advancing toward the side door
to open combat with Cardonas men.

The mgority of the attackers had eluded the grasp of the law. While there was proof of thisin the
neighborhood of the Titan Trust, there was greater evidence in another section of Manhattan.

The underworld was seething with suppressed excitement. In every dive where gangsters gathered, the
news of the successful raid was going the rounds. None present in any joint admitted their connection
with the crime. Y et these denizens of scumland were remarkably well informed.

While bottles clattered and glasses clinked about the tables of the Pink Rat, raucous voicesrosein
jeering dation. Gangdom was enjoying aprompt celebration. Crime had risen in open defiance of order.
Snatches of unguarded conversation were audible in the smoke-filled room.

Squawky Sugler was not hereto listen. The stool had ducked for a hideout after the affray at Trigger
Maddock's. But there was one who heard - aquiet, solemn listener who sat alone in acorner of the
dive

This was the sweatered mobster with the hawklike nose. The Shadow, having played his part against
hopel ess odds, was back at the spot where he had gained hisfirst inkling of coming crime. In dl the buzz
of conversaion, he heard no mention of himsdif.

Thinlipswore adight smile. The Shadow knew why his part had not been discovered. He had fought
from darkness. Those with whom he had waged battle were not hereto tell the tale. Louie Harger had
escaped; the gangleader had been forced to flight. Harger, alone, could have seen The Shadow. The
gangleader was not showing himsdf to tell thetae.

USUALLY, the buzzings of gangland were not heard beyond the confines of the underworld. But such
was not the case on this occasion. Elsawhere, the details of the robbery were under close discussion.

Seated in his paneled room, The Crime Master was grinning gleefully as he read areport which Henley
had brought to him. Details, passed along by prompt informants, had come to the headquarters of evil.

"The profitsare here, Magter," Henley was saying. "They wereleft at cache C, in accordance with your
ingructions. Woodling hasjust brought them here”

"Count them up, Henley," ordered The Crime Magter. "Bring me afull accounting. Place the spoilsin the
srongroom."

"Yes, Magter."

AsHenley departed, the old man surveyed hisboard. The colored pieces were as he had | eft them prior
to the advent of the crime. With the detailed report beside him, The Crime Master began to move the
wooden objects like pawns on a chess board.

He started with the reds. Square by square, he converged them to the spot that indicated the Titan Trust



Company. Hefollowed with shifts of blues. Then he brought alarge green, indicating Louie Harger and
his mob, from the edge of the board toward the center.

The Crime Master shifted the whites. He paused. His white eyebrows bulked as he scowled. He was
looking at an unoccupied square the spot where Louie Harger and his crew should have been stationed in
the parking lot.

With an angry gesture, The Crime Magter picked up the white piece that bore the letter C. He set it
emphatically upon that open square. He had learned, through the report beside him, that Joe Cardona
had occupied the strategic post before the arrival of Louie Harger.

A hissng, venomous snarl came from the old man'slips as he shifted the white piece toward the square
that indicated the side of the bank building. His scrawny hand moved redsin retreat. It brought back the
white; then started the green piece moving away aong the squares.

In miniature, The Crime Master was recongtructing the fight as he had heard of it. Hisreds were away;
his green was gone; for afind detal, he moved odd blues and small greensfrom other points. The board
cleared. All that remained was that damaging cone of white, with its cubical top - the piece that
represented Detective Joe Cardona.

Crime had succeeded; yet the law had remained upon the field. The Crime Master's hands were
clenching in afury. Then hiseyesturned to the report. A scrawny finger ran dong thefina line. It bore the
satement that Joe Cardonawas lying, serioudy wounded, in the hospital. The detective was
incapacitated for active duty.

A chortle from the snarling lips. The old man seized the white piece with the letter C. With agesture of
triumph, he seized the bit of wood and snapped it into two pieces. He flung the portionsto the floor.

With anew gesture of impatience, The Crime Master raised the glass sheet that covered thetable. His
hands were snewy as they lowered the heavy plate and rested it beside the table. His claws pulled avay
the large scale map and threw it to the floor.

From benesath the table, the old man drew forth another spreading sheet. He flattened it on the table - a
new map that showed another section of Manhattan. He raised the glassand set it in position. Its griddied
linesformed their checkered pattern upon the new chart that lay benesth.

From his box of pieces, The Crime Master began to draw forth reds, blues and greens. Like agenera
mapping afield of battle, he was planning anew campaign of crime. One by one, he massed hisforces, in
contemplation of anew raid againgt the law.

THE CRIME MASTER paused. He chuckled as he surveyed the beginnings of acoming battle field.
Colored pieces, splotched upon the board, brought joy to this creature of evil. The Crime Master settled
back in his chair. His gaze lowered as he shifted from the table. His eyes stared to the floor; hislips
spread as he emitted awild, maddened cackle of eation.

The Crime Master was looking at the broken cone and the cube that bore the letter C. White upon a
maroon-hued rug, they made atiny, pitiable sight. That broken piece was out of the coming game.

Joe Cardona, the only instrument of the law whom The Crime Magter had considered worthy of
individua distinction, would not be present at the next affray. The ace detective could make no thrust
againg The Crime Magter'swdl laid plans.

That fact was the cause of the fiend's delight. Confident because of success, the plotter could see no



block to trouble him. His hands went back to the pieces on the board. Among them, he scattered cones
of white - pieces which he regarded with sneering contempt.

To The Crime Magter, dl was clear ahead. Hetrusted in the rdiability of the report. What if gangsters
had been dain? What did it matter that L ouie Harger wasin flight? More minions could be had. Louie
Harger would return. Again, the old man chuckled with contemptuous delight.

The Crime Master thrust the scanned report away. He had digested all its contents. He thought that he
knew all. In that supposition, however, hewasincorrect. Neither The Crime Master nor hisinformants
had learned the truth concerning the counterthrust that had come from the law.

No report had been made about The Shadow. Nothing told of the weird presence that hovered in the
background. Nothing had been said of a mysterious, hawk-nosed stranger who had appeared among the
denizens of the underworld.

Exhaugtive though The Crime Master's plans might be they were lacking in one vital point. Those colored
pieces on the board; the white ones that opposed them - were of little consequence.

For The Crime Master had neglected the greatest factor in the game. Until he took cognizance of it, his
schemes would be open to disaster that he could not foresee.

Among those blocks that rested upon checkered squares was none to represent the king piece of them
al. The Crime Master had made no provision to meet the power of The Shadow!

CHAPTER VIII. THE SHADOW'S CLUE

I'T was the second night after the raid upon the Titan Trust. Crime wasin abeyance. Newspapers
screamed the news of the successful foray. The underworld was till troublous beneath its calmed
surface. Tension - not action - prevailed.

Indl the dives of the badlands, there were no signs of the mysterious mobster who had been garbed in
black sweater. The strange observer had disappeared as mysterioudy as he had arrived.

The Shadow had sensed the coming Situation. He had gained inkling of the methods whereby The Crime
Master was controlling forces of the underworld. He knew that abig job like the robbery of the Titan
Trust Company would be followed by alull.

The Crime Master, no matter how great his hidden power, would be at fault in his strategy should he
drike again while turmoil still perssted. Though the supercrook might actualy govern aninvisbleempire
of crime, histhrug, if over frequent, could prove disastrous.

One stroke; then plansfor new evil, while weak points were being strengthened - such wasthe invariable
law that ganglords must obey. The Crime Master, whose giant intellect had accomplished amerger of
gangland's forces, would certainly follow this process.

Hence The Shadow had departed from the underworld. He had no need to be there, while speculation,
alone, wasthetdk in gangster hangouts. Stool pigeons, recovering from their temerity, were back on the
job, trying to glean information for the police. Their task would be afutile one, since crime had dready
been accomplished.

The Shadow, when he mapped campaigns againgt crime, chose measures which matched those of his
hidden foemen. Thiswas the work that engaged him for the present. On this night, forty-eight hours after
his encounter with Trigger Maddock, the master deuth was contemplating astroke of his own.



A light was burning in a black-walled room. Bluish rays shone on the polished surface of atable. White
hands, living things that extended from blackness, were at work. A glimmering gem - The Shadow's
girasol - sparkled from atapering finger. Itsiridescent hues, changing in constant processon, seemed to
reflect the mystery of The Shadow himsdlf.

The Shadow was in his sanctum. While his hand inscribed names upon a sheet of paper, his eyes, peering
from darkness, sudied the written columns. A soft laugh camein sihilant tones from the gloom on the
near sde of thetable.

A STRANGE contrast! Somewhere in Manhattan, secluded in his paneled room, The Crime Magter,
wizened and gray-haired, was placing pawnlike pieces upon amany-squared board. Meanwhile The
Shadow, within his shrouded sanctum, was planning methods to defeet the supercrook.

Hidden foemen! The Shadow, lonewolf of action, who used but a handful of trusted agents, The Crime
Madter, generalissmo of evil, relying upon massed hordes organized into amighty fighting body!

Which would win?

Could The Shadow, by his daggerlike thrusts defeat this genius who could order forth a phaanx of
fighting gunmen? Or would The Crime Master, precisein his maneuvers, prepared for al emergencies,
down the hidden being who sought to thwart him?

The answer lay in the balance. Never before had The Shadow encountered an enemy who had risen to
such swift prominence. Never before had either The Shadow or the law been faced by an organizer who
had brought al gangdom beneath his domination.

The Shadow had observed The Crime Master's strength. He was reckoning it upon the sheet before him.
Names of gangleaders, small and large, werein The Shadow'slist. Through observationin the
underworld, The Shadow had gained the names of al whom he suspected as members of The Crime
Master's huge organization.

Often had The Shadow battled with powerful mobleaders. Sometimes, he had thrown opposing bands
into conflict. He had aso indicated courses which the law had followed. Unwittingly, police had often
taken The Shadow's lead. But here, The Shadow saw the futility of former measures. Should he attack
any point of The Crime Master's organized structure, the rest would come battling down upon his head.
Secrecy, to date, had been The Shadow's strongest weapon.

The Crime Master's strength could not be discounted. The Shadow's hand had completed itslisting.
Dozens of names - those of dangerous underworld characters - were before The Shadow's eyes. Yet the
whispered laugh came shuddering through the sanctum. In strength, The Shadow had spied weakness.

Rapidly, his hand began to form another list. Thisone, in acolumn of itsown, was brief. It carried the
names of half adozen mobleaders of consderable repute. These, to aman, were not members of The
Crime Master's chain.

Why?
The Shadow had the answer. He wrote a single name above the brief column:
Eagle Tabrick

This name was The Shadow's key. "Eagle" Tabrick was acrafty big shot. He was one who had long
played acagey game. Crime, racketeering, shady, crafty swindles - these were the triangle of Eagle
Tabrick's career.



Shifting from one practice to another, dlowing intervas between histhrusts, Eagle Tabrick had long
baffled the law by his cleverness. It was known that he ruled certain factionsin the underworld; yet
nothing had been definitely pinned upon him. The police had suspected six mobleadersto be lieutenants
under Eagle. The Shadow, more thorough than the police, had definitely proved the connection.

These aids of Eagle Tabrick were represented by the six name list which The Shadow had formed. With
Eagle astheir chief, they formed aband which was unique; hence The Shadow's laugh. Not one of the
seven - chief or lieutenants - could be identified with The Crime Master's organization.

Thiswasimportant. The Crime Magter, to control the underworld to perfection, must hold complete
sway. Yet it was evident, from The Shadow's findings, that he had not yet gained Eagle Tabrick asa
vasa.

Six mobleaders- dl would follow Eagle's word so long as he commanded them. Hence, during thislull in
the underworld, The Crime Master had atask which must be performed. To be secure, he would have to
gain feudal power over Eagle's smdl but well-organized group.

Two methods were possible. They represented extremes of action. One would be for The Crime Master
to treat with Eagle. The other would be to diminate Eagle. By either system, The Crime Master could
forcethe sx lieutenantsinto line.

In either plan, one fact was obvious. Through some agency, The Crime Master must reach Eagle
Tabrick. Whether by friendly approach or by malicious action, there would be contact. To The Crime
Master, the present must be most opportune.

Through hisdisplay of strength, The Crime Master had subjugated the underworld. He had won a mighty
victory againgt the law. The capitulation of Eagle Tabrick would be an unpardlded triumph that would
impress gangdom even more than the culmination of new crime.

A TINY light glowed suddenly from the wall beyond the table. The Shadow's hands moved forward.
They produced a pair of earphones. The instruments moved upward, toward The Shadow's head. His
whispered voice spoke from the gloom. A voice responded over the wire:

"Burbank spesking.”

"Report.”

"Report from Mardand. Back from around. No sign of Eagle's men. All keeping under cover.”
"Report recalved.”

A pause. Through Burbank, his contact man, The Shadow had gained word from Cliff Mardand, an
agent who patrolled the underworld. Cliff's report meant that none of Eagle's six lieutenants had been in
evidence at any dive frequented by crooks of their importance. Thiswas sgnificant. More wasto follow.

Burbank spoke:
"Report from Burke."
"Report.”

"Eagle Tabrick has not left his apartment. Constant observation by Burke since noon. No one has
entered.”



"Report received.”

The earphones clattered across the table. The little bulb went out. The hands moved from benegth the
bluish rays. A click from above; the sanctum was plunged in darkness.

The swish of The Shadow's cloak came faintly through the solid blackness. A whispered laugh roseto a
weird crescendo. It broke; then ended abruptly. Echoes came in answer, gibbering mockery from
shrouded walls.

The ghoulish reverberations ended. The room was sllent. Those echoes, dying into nothingness, had
marked The Shadow's departure. The sanctum was empty. Its sole visitant had fared forth into the night.

The Shadow had foreseen amove of The Crime Master. He knew that Eagle Tabrick must have reason
for laying low. There was only one person whose opposition could keep Eagle under cover. That one
was The Crime Magter.

The Shadow was planning to attack the emperor of evil. He wanted evidence that would point to coming
crime. He had found away through which important information might be gained.

Following the clue which he had sifted, The Shadow was bound on an important mission. Hewas on his
wal to pay an unseen visit to the abode of Eagle Tabrick.

CHAPTER IX. THEULTIMATUM

SITUATED on asecluded uptown street, an edifice of ornate structure rose, like alooming sentindl,
amid an array of lower, unsightly buildings. Thiswas the Mid Gotham Hotdl; it speciaized in suitesand
gpartments. Among its residents was the notorious Eagle Tabrick.

Surrounded by garages, antiquated theaters and abandoned warehouses, the Mid Gotham had been
erected asapioneer in thislocdity. Other building operations had been delayed; hence the ornate hotel
with itsfancy facades and grilled bal conies appeared incongruousin its ugly setting.

After abrief period of failing business, the hotel apartment had gone into receivership. It was at present
but haf filled with guests; the dite who had been expected to patronize it were missing.

The Mid Gotham's loss had been Eagle Tabrick's gain. Tabooed from entry into other pretentious hotels,
the notorious racketeer had found awelcome at the Mid Gotham. Here, in a sumptuous gpartment on the
sixth floor front, the big shot dwelt like aking.

Clyde Burke had been right in his report that Eagle was a home. At the very minute when The Shadow
was departing from his sanctum, Eagle was pacing back and forth across hisluxurious living room.

Tal, ferocious of countenance, Eagle Tabrick was well-nicknamed. His eyes were sharp; his parted,
downward curving lips gave him an indgdious expression. His nose was a veritable besk.

Eagle wasworried. He paused at timesto stare between the side curtains of awide, opened window.
Therailed top of a decadent warehouse showed white from across the street. The rumbles of the
thoroughfare were audible as the big shot listened.

After each prolonged pause, Eagle would turn and pace impatiently across the purplish, tufted carpeting.
Closed doors showed at two sides of the room; the third wall was marked by a curtained opening -
beyond it, blackness.

Every action showed that Eagle was expecting some one. His paces toward the window were most



indicative of that fact. The big shot, though he favored the seclusion of the gpartment, seemed anxiousto
know what might be passing in the street below.

THERE was asmal restaurant caticornered to the Mid Gotham-Hotel. There, seeted in plainview a a
table just within the plate glass window, was ayoung man who seemed in no hurry to finish the medl that
lay before him. He was reading a newspaper as he ate; but al the while, his eyes were keeping
intermittent watch upon the entrance of the Mid Gotham Hotel.

Thiswas Clyde Burke, reporter of the New Y ork Classic, secretly an agent of The Shadow. Thetable at
which Clyde was seated had three chairs; its fourth Side was drawn up againgt aledge within the window.
Clydewasin the centrd chair.

A thick-set man stopped at the entrance of the Mid Gotham. His face, though dark and thick of features,
showed shrewdness, even at this distance. Clyde could not identify the fellow; yet he felt sure that the
man was of the gangster type. He watched the thick-set arriva glance about; then he saw the man walk
through the entrance of the hotdl.

Clyde Burke reached beneath his chair. Methodicdly, he produced hisfelt hat and laid it on the table at
hisright. He reverted to the reading of his newspaper, till making short, brief glances through the
window.

The reporter had set asignal. This center chair in which he sat was indication that Eagle Tabrick had not
come out. Had the big shot appeared, Clyde would have moved to another chair.

The hat, placed upon the table, meant that a suspected visitor had entered to call on Eagle Tabrick. The
sgnd wasplainly in view to passers. In fact, afew minutes after Clyde had set the hat in place, it was
observed by eyesthat peered from across the street.

The Shadow had arrived. Secluded in the darknessin front of the Mid Gotham Hotel, the black-garbed
vidtant caught the word he wanted. There was a delivery passage at the Side hotel. It wasthrough this
that a black form glided.

Not long afterward, a phantom shape appeared within the halway on the fifth floor of the hotel. A
spectral form approached the door of the front apartment. A gloved hand thrust a thin, blackened tool of
metal into the lock. Slight clicks sounded; the door yielded.

THE SHADOW had arrived in an empty apartment. Swishing through the darkness, he reached the front
window. He raised the sash and stepped out to the bacony. Projecting, ornamental stones showed
againg the darkened wal. Using them with marked agility, The Shadow ascended to the bal cony outside
of Eagl€'s apartment.

Lessthan one minute later, his keen eyes were peering through the darkness from the side of the opened
window.

The Shadow's gloved hand had opened a space between curtain and window frame. Unseen, unheard,
the mysterious deuth was looking into the affairs of Eagle Tabrick.

Clyde Burke was again correct. Eagle Tabrick had avistor. Like afierce bird of prey, the big shot was
glowering at the thick-set man whom Clyde had seen entering the hotdl. Eagle was pacing back and
forth; hisvisitor, calmly smoking, was seated in an easy chair. His thick-featured visage was toward the
window. The Shadow recognized him immediately.

The man was"Talker" Grube. A dick worker of confidence games, Talker had frequently acted as



advance man for notorious racketeers. His presence here would have indicated that he was planning to
enter Eagle's employ; but the big shot's scowl belied that normal theory. It was plain that Eagle resented
Taker's presence.

"Y ou've heard me, Eagle.” Thewords camein glib, purring tones, as Taker spoke emphaticaly. "Thisis
your last chance. Y ou've got to comein with your outfits - before ten o'clock to-night.”

"Yeah?' Eagle scowled. " So there's no buts about it, en? Well, Taker, you may be hot when you ded
with alot of half-scared laundry owners; but I'm telling you one thing straight. Y ou - or nobody else - can
pull any racket stuff over on me. | know the game.”

"That'swhy you'l listen," chalenged Taker. "I'm working for the biggest boy thereis and he means
business. Y ou ought to know thet, Eagle.

"The Crime Master!" Eagle snarled derisively. ™Y ou're his mouthpiece, eh? Wdl - who ishe? Spill it -
maybel'll listen when | know.”

"l can't tell you, Eagle." Taker spoke persuasively. "I don't know who heis. Every now and then some
hophead dides up and passes me an envelope. Init, | learn what I'mto do.”

"Y ou got one of those notesto-night, eh?"
"Yes

"Let'sseeit.”

"| destroyed it.”

"So that'sthe stall, eh? Thisis the second time you've been here, Taker. How do | know you aren't
handing me aphony line?'

In response, Taker pulled awatch from his pocket. He tapped the dia significantly, as he looked toward
Eagle.

"It's getting close to ten,” announced the mouthpiece. "Y ou haven't long to make up your mind, Eagle.
Y ou can take my word for that."

The big shot looked worried as he stared at Talker's thick, steady face. Then, with a sour expression,
Eagle spokein aless challenging tone.

"If I knew you were onthelevel, Taker," hesaid, "I'd chanceit. Y ou say The Crime Master wants meto
bring in my crews. You say that if | don't, helll wipe me out - and make the crews comein. That'sthe
kind of gab | don't like."

"| told you the other side," reminded Talker. "If you do join up, you'll get your fair return. | know that for
afact, Eagle

"So you've been telling me. But how?"
"Youll find out - when you'rein."

Eagle Tabrick pondered. He thrust hishandsin his coat pocket. His eyes lighted as he looked toward
Taker Grube.

"Count mein, Talker," declared the big shot. "I'm with The Crime Magter. That's settled. What next?



"I'll make aphone cal,” announced Talker. "Not to The Crime Master - just to some palookawho will
passtheword dong. That will put you inright.”

"And then?"

"I'll spill some news that will make your eyes pop open. Y ou'll find out what you want to know. Y oull be
inon the biggest job that's ever been pulled!”

Taker wasrisng. Hewas reaching for the French telephone that lay on atable close beside him. Eagle
moved forward. Helaid hishand on Taker'sarm.

"Wait ahit." Eaglestone was eager. "Y ou've got until ten to makethiscdl. I'vetold you I'min. I'm with
The Crime Magter, just likeyou are.

"Maybe | may want to tell him something? When | work with anybody, | work al theway. See?Hold
that call. Tdl mewhat you're supposed to give me now that I'm in. Then passtheword aong."”

Tdker ddiberated. This, apparently, was a suggestion upon which he had no instructions.

I'T was evident that his report was essentia; inasmuch asit depended on Eagle's verbal agreement -
aready given - there did not seem to be any objection to the big shot's plan.

"All right." Talker nodded as he settled back in hischair. "Heresthe lay. Did you ever hear of the
Asociated Importing Company?'

"In the Fergis Building? Sure. They handlejewe shipments - but they've got astrongroom like afort; and
you never can tell how much swag thereisin their place.”

"Their strongroom is no tougher than the Titan Trust. What's more, you're wrong when you say we can't
tell what'sthere. Right now, the Associated Importing Company is holding nearly half amillion dollars
worth of uncut diamonds.”

Eagle's eyes opened. The big shot could seethat Taker was stating facts. He listened while the
mouthpiece resumed.

"Tuesday night,” resumed Taker, in amethodica tone, "The Crime Master isgoing to bust that place
wide open. He wants some cover-up squads; and he's got his eye on your mobleaders.

"Therésthe ory, Eagle. Takeit from me - you're getting agreat break. All you've got to do is passthe
word to Pigeon Melgin and the rest of your lieutenants. Tell them who'stheir new boss. They'll get orders
from The Crime Magter direct. Y ou Sit back and get your cut because you've joined up.”

"Why didn't you tell methisin thefirst place?' questioned Eagle, in amollified tone. "What wastheidea
of coming around here and telling me I'd have to come in with the racket?"

"Because that's the way The Crime Master wanted it," asserted Taker. "He doesn't make termswith
anybody. | gave you thetime limit. Y ou came through. That puts you on the safe side.”

Risng from hischair, Taker drew a packet from hisinside pocket. He held the envelopein hisleft hand.

"Hold onto this" he said. "It'sfrom The Crime Master. Don't openit. | may have new ingtructions when
| come again to-morrow night; if so, I'm to take this envel ope back. Otherwise, you can openit.”

"Ingtructionsfor Tuesday?"



"l don't know. I'm smply following orders.”

Taker drew hiswatch from his pocket. It showed seven minutes before ten. As Eagle drew closer,
Taker made a gesture toward the telephone.

"I'll haveto rushthat cal!" heexdamed. "Thelimit'samaost up -"

"Just aminute." Eagle was suave as he rested hislong hand on Talker's bulky shoulder. "Wait'll you hear
what | want to tell you. I'm only taking asecond.”

As he spoke, Eagle pressed the other man's shoulder. Taker shifted dightly backward, toward the
curtained archway behind him. Eagle stopped; a curious gleam appeared upon his face as he stepped
away, like a photographer posing a subject.

Taker stared. He wondered what was coming. He had not long to wait. Eagle Tabrick raised hishand,
with asweeping Sgnd. The response was amuffled burst from the curtain in back of Taker.

The shot was dulled. A revolver, handled from the folds of the curtain, revedled itself by the scorching
tongue of flame. Taker Grube doubled backward, a sickly expression showed upon hisface asachoke
came from histhroat.

Like atoppled dummy figure, The Crime Master's mouthpiece crumpled to the floor. He rolled upon his
back. Hislast gasp faded. Talker Grube was dead.

From the trembling curtain leered arough face. A wiry man stepped into view, pocketing his smoking
revolver. He, like Eagle Tabrick, was known to The Shadow. He was Pigeon M gin, most notorious of
Eaglessix lieutenants.

Eagle Tdbrick was holding the envelope in hisleft hand; with hisright, he clapped Pigeon Melginon the
back. The big shot was commending his lieutenant's skill.

Together, gloating, Eagle and Pigeon surveyed the corpse of Taker Grube, while The Shadow watched
from the curtained window. The assassination of Taker Grube was Eagle Tabrick'sfina answer to The
Crime Mader's ultimatum!

CHAPTER X. DEATH FROM THE DARK
EAGLE TABRICK laughed.
"Ten o'clock." The big shot's statement was disdainful. " That's the time he gave me, Pigeon. Y ou heard?'

"Sure." Thelieutenant nodded. "I knew hewas staling you, Eagle. Only thing bothered me waswhy you
didn't hand methe sgnd quicker.”

"I wanted him to spill something,” growled Eagle. "Hedid, dl right. Say - if that dope of hiswas Sraight,
we've got until Tuesday night to beat The Crime Master to abig job. What do you think of it, Pigeon?"

"Sounds good." The came doubt in Pigeon'stone. "Just the same, Eagle, you can't be taking no long
chances with The Crime Magter.”

"Y ou're buffa oed, too eh?' quizzed Eagle, with asnarl. " Say - maybe this hokum of Taker's had
something to it. How about it - suppose | was blotted out. Would you join up with the Crime Master?"

"How do | know?" Pigeon shrugged his shoulders. "Y ou ain't been put on the spot, have you? Anyway -



| just croaked Taker Grube for you. That shows how | stand.”
"What about the others?'

"They're hiding out, ain't they? That shows they're with you. Why get goofy, Eagle? Were dl with you.
I've been hiding up here, haven't 1? What more do you want?"

"You'reright, Pigeon. I've got nothing to squawk about. If somebody should get me, things would be
different, of course. But until then, | can rely on your mob and the others. Nobody's going to get me,
though. I've shown what | think of The Crime Magter's bluff.”

Eagle chuckled as hefinished his decisve satement. He glanced at the envelope that he still held in his
hand. Hisugly smileflickered anew.

"Taker turned out to be asap,” he asserted. "Handed me my ingtructions. Right from headquarters. Let's
see what The Crime Master hasto say."

Ripping open the envelope, Eagle drew forth afolded sheet of thick paper. He spread it. His eyestook
on apuzzled stare. Pigeon looked over his chief's shoulder. He saw the reason for Eagle's surprise.

The sheet of paper was absolutely blank!
"WHAT do you make of it, Eagle?' came Pigeon's question.
Tabrick tossed paper and envel ope upon the table. He turned to make reply.

"It looks like The Crime Master figured what might happen,” he said, serioudy. "Taker wasto come
again to-morrow. Like as not, he would have brought a new envel ope - with areal message - and asked
for this one back.

"I don't likeit, Pigeon. It'safunny kind of bluff. If there was a phony message on that paper, it wouldn't
be so bad. But a blank -"

"Why doesthat worry you?' questioned Pigeon. "It looks kind of dumb to me. Like the guy didn't know
nothing."

"You'rewrong." Eagle spoke with assurance. "Figureit thisway, Pigeon. Nobody could tell who sent this
blank sheet of paper. That'swhy | don't like thelook of it. Suppose somebody should plug me - suppose
the bulls should find this dead-head envel ope. What would it mean to them? Nothing."

"| get you," nodded Pigeon. "It'sabluff that can't come back on the guy who pulled it.”
Eagle responded with anod of his own. Histone became more serious than before.

"It's after ten o'clock,” he mused, doud. "Wedidn't give Talker achanceto put that cal through. Weve
got to work from under cover, Pigeon. If The Crime Master means business, helll be out to get me.

"Taker wasn't staling when he told me about that swag up at the importing company. That'swhat The
Crime Master's after, sure enough. He pulled agood job at the Titan Trust; but helll be cagey about using
his regular workers too soon after that.

"Therésthelay, Pigeon. Taker talked too much. The Crime Master needs my outfits. He figures that
with six new mobs, another robbery would be acinch. Well" - Eagle paused confidently - "my crewsare
going to pull that job. But it won't be for The Crime Master. Itll be for me - before Tuesday night -"



Eagle was standing in the center of the rooms. His profile showed clearly to The Shadow, asthe hidden
watcher clung beside the window. Pigeon Megin was standing directly in front of Eagle when the
interruption came.

A szzing whistle whined inward from the window. Something, traveling at high speed, plastered itself
againg the sde of Eagle'sface. The big shot staggered; something exploded with a puff; Eagle's head
was smothered in ablanketing cloud of greenish vapor that dispelled like the spray from an atomizer.

A snarl ended in convulsive chokes as Eagle Tabrick sumped to the floor. Hands clawed the carpet; the
sprawling figure writhed, then lay till. Death had struck from the dark.

Therewas an ingtant's pause on the part of Pigeon M gin while the lieutenant stood horrified at the fate
which had cometo his chief. Then, with avenomous oath, Pigeon legped toward the window, yanking his
revolver as he sprang.

Agang the glow of the Manhattan sky, Pigeon saw therailed top of the warehouse opposite. Picking
that as his objective, heraised hisrevolver and fired two defiant shots. They found no mark, for Pigeon
had no target. But the mobleader, in his mad spring, had placed his own form in open view.

Ss555SSsssss!

A second whine came through the outside air. Pigeon stumbled as a projectile smashed against his chest.
A puff; the gangleader's head was enveloped in anoxious cloud of green. Coughing in agony, Pigeon
staggered forward. Hiswild hands clutched the curtain beside the window. It gave. Enveloped in afold
of cloth, the mobleader rolled dead upon the floor.

Thefdl of the curtain revealed The Shadow. Like a grotesgue silhouette, the black-garbed watcher was
shown in outline by the new light from the room. He had seen the fate of Eagle Tabrick; he had witnessed
the death of Pigeon Melgin. He was open to the same menace that had dropped the evil pair!

THE SHADOW, however, had turned. Swinging toward the warehouse opposite, he poised upon the
window ledge. He saw what Pigeon Mélgin had failed to find. Risng over therail on the warehouse roof
was the outline of aman's head and shoulders. Against the whitened surface, The Shadow saw the aiming
barrel of arifle.

A burg of flame came from The Shadow's automatic. Aimed with quick precison, the bullet did itswork.
Skimming just abovetherail, it found its mark in the shoulder of the snipping killer. Therifle barrel
wavered; then came a deep, muffled pop, like the sound of an air-gun.

A whizzing projectile plastered the wall, above and to the right of the window. A puff; greenish gas
formed a nebula upon the surface of the bricks. Diving inward, The Shadow escaped the deadly spray.
Histal form reached the floor of Eagle Tabrick'sliving room. The Shadow swung quickly out of sight
adong theinner wall.

On the roof opposite, a huddled form was crawling away from therail. Dragging his powerful air rifle
with him, The Crime Master's henchman was panting as he sought to gain an opening in the roof.

He had fired three grenades from the muzzle of hisweapon. Two had ddivered death. Thethird, which
he had fired while wounded, was one for which he could not account. Escape had became hisone
objective.

Amid the shots that had been delivered againgt the killer - two by Pigeon Méelgin, one by The Shadow -
the raucous sound of horns and the impatient bursts of motors had formed a symphony from the street



below.

A traffic jam, with its attendant noise, had drowned the sounds of shots from above. Y et it was possible
that some one had heard at least one of the three reports. Any one other than The Shadow would not
have remained in aroom where three men lay dead. Y et The Shadow lingered.

The master fighter knew that he had winged the marksman who had sent the gas grenades from the
opposite roof. He expected no further menace from that quarter. Moving like a spectral shape, The
Shadow reached the spot where Eagle Tabrick lay sprawled upon the floor.

Therewas no sign of the projectile that had caused the big shot's death. The Crime Master had plotted
well. The projectile, evidently of some thin substance, had been shattered to bitswhen it had reached the
mark. The Shadow knew that the same must be true concerning the grenades which had followed.

The Shadow picked up the telephone. He spoke, in avoice that was strangely like Eagle Tabrick's. He
told the operator to connect him with detective headquarters. Then another voice responded. The
Shadow asked to be connected with Inspector Timothy Klein.,

"Hello..." The Shadow's tone was Eagle's nasty snarl. "Inspector Klein?... Good. Thisis Tabrick... Eagle
Tabrick... Yeah, in my apartment at the Mid Gotham... Listen, inspector, I've got afriend herewith me...
Weve just handed the bump to Taker Grube... I'm not kidding. It was sdf-defense. That'swhy I'm
cdling you... Listen, I'm dated for the spot. Talker came hereto get me... Yeah, that'swhy | can't scram.
I'm counting on you to get some men up here before they blot us out - meand my pd..."

The Shadow's feigned speech ended. His gloved hand hung up the telephone. A soft laugh came from the
lips that were unseen behind the upturned collar of the cloak. The Shadow's keen eyes spied the
envelopethat lay on thefloor.

Picking up the torn wrapper, The Shadow withdrew the folded paper from within. He produced a pen; in
|etters, he inscribed this message:

Tuesday night. Raid a Fergis Building. Pickets on watch. All off if police enter. Word will be passed
along. Keep under cover.

The Shadow folded the note. He replaced it in the envelope and tucked the wrapper under Eagle
Tabrick'sarm. The distant siren of a police car was whirring from ablock away. The Shadow laughed.

Turning, the black-garbed investigator strode swiftly to the door. He reached the halway and closed the
door behind him. Hisfigure disappeared in the direction of the sairs.

Again, The Shadow had planted a clue a the scene of death. He knew whom this note would reach -
Commissioner Raph Weston. The Shadow aso knew that the very vagueness of the note and the
circumstances under which it would be discovered would cause the commissioner to preserve secrecy
and to act with caution.

The Shadow knew more. He knew that The Crime Master would have no way of learning that Talker
Grube had talked too much. He aso knew that The Crime Master would believe that the police had
found nothing more than ablank sheet of paper in the envelope which Eagle Tabrick held.

Thiswasthe cause of The Shadow's sinister mirth. Crime was set for Tuesday night. The deaths of
Tdker, Eagle, and Pigeon would not deter it in the least.

The Shadow, through his cunning, had driven awedge into The Crime Master's cunning game!



CHAPTER XI.BLACK JOINSWHITE

I'T was Monday, midnight. The Crime Magter, seated at his checkered table, was studying the set array
of pieces on the board. The map benesth the squared glass showed the complete detail of the Fergis
Building aswell asthe closest blocks which surrounded it.

Reds, greens and blues - dl were arranged for attack and defense. White pieces, scattered here and
there, seemed hopelessly lost. The Crime Master was giving the police every advantage that they might
possibly obtain; till, his game was sure.

The buzzer. The old man chuckled as he placed ascrawny finger on the button. Henley entered from the
clicking door. The Crime Master's secretary was carrying a sheaf of reports. Approaching the table,
Henley paused and handed thefirst sheet to his master.

"Good." The white-haired man chuckled, as he perused the paper. " So we have lined up thefive
mobleaders who worked for Eagle Tabrick. | have only oneregret, Henley. It istoo bad that thisfellow
Pigeon Megin was sacrificed dong with hisusdess chief.”

"Méegin's men have joined with the other groups,” remarked Henley. "That fact is clearly stated on the
report, Master -"

"l seeit," interposed the old man, in aquerulous tone. "But that does not make up for Melgin'sloss. One
leader of his caliber isworth adozen gunmen.”

New sheetsfollowed. The Crime Master chuckled as he read their details. The thoroughness of the
reports pleased him. The underworld was in the hollow of his scrawvny hand.

"Crimeisabusiness, Henley," announced the old man, dryly. "It needed some one of my ability to make
it pay. Come. Let me have the next report.”

Reuctantly, the solemn-faced secretary passed the final sheet to his chief. Fierce eyes sparkled though
ditted lids as The Crime Master read the words before him.

"The Shadow!" The old man spat the name. "That spook - that scarecrow! So these foolsthink that he
has been the cause of the trouble they encountered. Bah! It istheir pretext to cover their own stupid
mistekes."

"Louie Harger isacapablefighter, Magter," reminded Henley. "He made aremarkable escape after his
fight at the Titan Trust. Thisisthefirst report we have had in full from him."

THE CRIME MASTER made anew study of paragraphsto which Henley pointed. His snarl, though
vicious, wasimpersonal. It was plain that on second reading, he had decided that his criticism of Louis
Harger had been too hitter.

"Bullets from the bank building, eh?' The Crime Master contemplated the statements. "A black figurein
the doorway. These could account for Harger's failure to wipe out Cardona and his men. At the same
time, Henley, thismay be Harger'sdibi."

"I have apreviousreport, Master," interposed Henley, drawing a paper from his stack, "Theraiders - the
reds - stated after the robbery that shotsincreased as they fought with the detectives. They saw no one -
and yet -"

"It could have been The Shadow. | agree with you, Henley. | thought they, too, were presenting an dibi.
But none of them have had contact with Harger. This beginsto appear important, Henley."



"Hereis another old report, Magter. It relatesto the death of Trigger Maddock. We have been unableto
trace any one who could have killed him and hisunderlings.

"A good point, Henley. Wait. | shall read the rest of this present report. It interests me, now."

The Crime Master scanned the typewritten lines. Hislips moved in snarling fashion, though no sound
came from them. With an angry gesture, he thrust the paper back to Henley.

"You areright." The old man settled back in his chair as he spoke. "This matter of our appointed killer -
the man on the warehouse roof - is of vital consequence. He escaped, though mortally wounded. This
delayed statement from the pal to whom he talked appears as convincing proof.

"Eagle Tabrick could not have dain him. Wethought, logically, that Pigeon Melgin might havefired the
bullet. But now that we knew he fired at athird enemy - thisfrom his own statement - we can presume
that it was the unknown foe who reached him instead.”

Henley nodded. He studied his chief. The Crime Master formed agrotesque sight asherested in his
chair. His scrawny fingers were clasped beneath his chin. His grayish face, thin nosed, with scowling lips
and fanglike teeth, was asterrible as his fiendish eyes. The mass of white hair added to hisingdious
appearance. He looked like a portraya of the figure of Desath, ready to hew down victimswith a

sharpened scythe.
"Bring methefile, Henley."
"Yes, Magter."

THE secretary went to the wall. He produced a bulky book which proved to be afile. From it, he drew
afolder which he brought to the old man. The Crime Master opened the folder. He plucked forth a stack
of paperswhich borethetitle:

THE SHADOW

Sheset by shest, the old man began his study. Here in hisfiles, the creature of crime had data concerning
every individua who roamed the underworld. More copious than police records - for The Crime
Master's information came from the ingde - these files were remarkably complete. Even The Shadow
had been listed.

Y et in these pages from asinglefile, The Crime Master could find nothing more than rumor. Here were
the deeds of The Shadow as chronicled by crooks. One mobleader - so the records said - had met The
Shadow. The man was not diveto tell hisown story. Another, like thefirst, had died in battle with The
Shadow. A third had disappeared. Where? Only The Shadow knew!

The schemes of cunning crooks; these, rumor had it, had been balked by The Shadow's power.
Mysteries of the underworld; stolen pelf reclaimed; rogues captured red-handed by the law - such were
the reputed results of The Shadow's activities through the badlands.

The Crime Master fumed. With an angry sweep of hisarm, he sent the folder acrossthe room, its
contents scattering as the binder struck the wall. On hisfeet, the old man clenched a clawlike fist and
pounded the table until the piecesrattled on their squares.

"The Shadow!" The old man spat the chdlenge. "Who ishe? What is he? Where is he? Nobody knows.
Heisabeing of mygtery - achimerathat frightens stupid gunmen out of their superdtitious senses.

"Now they say The Shadow seeksto bak me. We shdl see” - the old man was chortling - "yes, we shal



see. If The Shadow is merely aphantom, heis nothing. But should he be the redlity that these informers
clam, he must be regarded as aliving foe.

"What is The Shadow's game? To ruin crime. What is his method? To find the heart of danger. He was
on hisway to the most menacing zone when he approached the Titan Trust - if we can believe Harger's
story. The Shadow learned factsto guide himself that night. Perhaps he has learned new ones concerning
to-morrow'scrime.”

The old man paused. Henley was nodding, haf afraid, as he faced his maddened master. The Crime
Magter was afiend incarnate. Gloating, fuming, hisface had changed from gray to crimson. Then came
the subsiding. The old man spokein acamer tone. His voice was caudtic.

"Let ushope," heworded, "that The Shadow has learned facts. Let us hope that he will seek the centra
zone of crime. | see now that he has hitherto played a hidden part. It was through his doing that Joe
Cardonalearned certain facts.

"Cardonaisout of the battle. He is a broken white piece. He no longer belongs upon my board. His
departure is doubly satisfactory. | see him - Cardona - not only asaminion of the law, but asthe
unwitting instrument of The Shadow.

"Who can replace Cardona? No one. Therefore, The Shadow must play a stronger part. He must seek
to thwart my crimesin person. By doing so, he thinks that he hasincreased hisimportance.

"Hehasnot. That, Henley" - the old man was leering - "iswhere The Shadow has erred. By planning to
appear as an actud foe, he has reduced himsdlf to the level of these puppets!”

The Crime Master grinned and waved his hand above the board with its colored pieces. Turning, he
stalked to asmall bookcase. He opened alower drawer and drew out a box. He returned, while Henley
stared. Opening the box, the old man produced atapering wooden cone with acylindrica knob, likethe
king from a set of chessmen. The new piece was jet black in color.

"I have foreseen this, Henley," cackled the Crime Magter. "I am ready. This' - he held up the black man -
"is The Shadow. | shdl place him here!™

With an emphatic siweep of hishand, The Crime Master set the black piece upon the central square of
his board - an unoccupied spacein the midst of surrounding pieces. That square indicated the unbroken
strongroom of the Associated Importing Company!

"There he stands,” gibed The Crime Master. " The Shadow, in the heart of danger, waiting to surprise my
legions. He knowsthat it isfutile to attack me from without. He seeks to battle from within.

"What can he do? Look closdly, Henley! Y ou see thiswesak avenue? It would fail againgt an attack from
within." So spesking, The Crime Master pointed to an irregular formation of open squares. "Very well,
we shdl fill that break.”

Chortling, the old man brought new pieces from the box beside the table. He plugged the weak spot that
he had detected. Again, his scrawny finger pointed.

"l have asmall green on thissquare." He shook hishead. "It is not enough. A middle sized one - this
piecewill do - and here, alarge green.

"Another red over here - blues at these vital points." Square by square, The Crime Master was
strengthening hisboard. "That will do - no - if the whites are strong here at the left, we must be prepared.
A bluewill doit. Ah! Thereisthe game!™



SITTING down in hischair, The Crime Master surveyed the board with gleaming smile. Henley, peering
as he made notations on a sheet of paper, was preparing to issue new ingtructions. Orders had aready
gone to those who wereto participate in The Crime Master's origina plan of action. Further commands
were needed, for those minions whom the old man had added to his board.

There were changes, aso. Henley noted all. His task completed, the secretary gathered reports and | ft
the paneled room. Long minutes passed. It was haf an hour later when Henley returned.

The Crime Magter was still studying the board. He had not changed asingle piece. The black marker in
the vital square wastotaly surrounded by pieces of varied hues. Beyond those were the whites, blocked
a every turn. The evil eyes of The Crime Master were glowing with delight.

"Orders, Master."

Henley placed the papers on the table. The old man brought out his stamping seal. As he read each set of
ingtructions, he pressed the sed to emboss his certifying signature. When he had finished, The Crime
Master waved hisleft talon toward Henley.

"Thisisfind," he declared, with fiendish emphasis. "It isa double cordon. Where one may fail, another
will succeed. Let The Shadow come!™

Henley nodded as he took the orders. Heleft The Crime Master staring in eation. Gibbering sounds
were coming from the old man's lips as the monster continued to survey the merits of hisgame.

Until to-night, white pieces done had constituted The Crime Master's opposition. A new factor had
entered; the old man was prepared. The Shadow, like the law, wasto be hisfoe. Black had joined
white!

The Crime Master was ready for The Shadow!
CHAPTER XII. TUESDAY NIGHT

ON thefallowing evening, Commissioner Ralph Weston |eft his office after working late. Hisaustere
features were firmly set as he reached the street and looked about for sgns of asigna. A hand was
raised from the window of alight coupe.

Weston crossed the street. He stepped into the car. At the wheel was Grady, the commissioner's
confidentiad man. Grady shoved the car into gear. They rolled along the street and turned a corner
northward.

"A good car, Grady," observed the commissioner. "'l am playing a cautious game to-night. | should not
like to be seen - where we are going - either in my regular car or with my usua chauffeur at thewhed."

"| understand, Sir."

The car rolled dong. It finally made awestward turn. Weston pressed Grady'sarm - asignd to dacken
gpeed. The coupe was in the block where the Fergis Building was located. All was quit.

Weston nodded to himself. His orders had been followed. No officer wasin sight long this block. He
knew that detectives had long since stationed themsalves in buildings opposite. They would be on watch.
Open signs of police protection were absent.

The coupe took the next corner. It went one block, then veered |eft. Here, Weston, shrewdly peering,
saw the sgnsthat he wanted. A few extra officers were on duty. Asthe car turned right, continued afew



squares and kept on skirting the vicinity of the Fergis Building, the commissioner became more satisfied
than before.

Everywhere - added men. Scattered detectives. Patrol cars afew blocks further avay. At no one spot
was their indication of police activity. Nevertheless, a powerful array of the law could closein at short
order. All was ready for the formation of a cordon.

The coupe rolled past the Fergis Building for asecond time. Weston noted atrio of parked cabs; afourth
came up behind them as the coupe passed. These meant nothing to the commissioner, however. He
ordered Grady to leave the vicinity.

NOT long after the coupe had departed from the block, a figure appeared afew doors below the main
entrance to the Fergis Building. Itsform was hazy; its motions swift and shifty. Stopping by the closed
entrance of aground floor shop, the figure merged with blackness. A pick clicked in the lock.

A minute later, The Shadow wasinsde the deserted shop. Here he found amore formidable barrier; an
entrance to the building itself. In the darkness of the store, conceal ment was an easy task. The Shadow
worked with precision. He forced the barrier. He reached the deserted lobby of the building. Hisform
moved up the stairway.

The big building was empty. Moreover, its doors were firmly closed. Only The Shadow could have made
an unseen entry. So far, the place seemed immune from attack. The Shadow knew well that a search
must have been made - in routine fashion - at the time the building closed.

Reaching the third floor, The Shadow made hisway to the front. Here he found the dim pand in aglass
door; the name showed by dull light that came through the street windows:

ASSOCIATED IMPORTING COMPANY

The pick began to work. The door opened. The Shadow entered the office and closed the door behind
him. Beyond, at the Side, he saw a heavy door of stedl that bore the Statement:

PRIVATE

Thiswas obvioudy the way to the strongroom. Again, The Shadow set to work. The locks of this heavy
door were formidable; yet it required only afew minutes for The Shadow to unloosethem. The
black-garbed investigator entered aroom that was windowless. Its furnishings consisted only of table and
two chairs. In the far wall was the door of aheavy, built-in vault.

After abrief ingpection, The Shadow returned to the outer office. Heleft the door of the strongroom gar.
He reached the windows and peered to the street below. There, he observed the taxicabs that Weston's
coupe had passed. The row now numbered five.

A soft laugh came from The Shadow's hidden lips. He saw significance in those cabs. He watched while
another drove up and joined the line. Softly, The Shadow raised awindow and peered directly below.

He could not see the sdewalk. This office was directly above the entrance to the Fergis Building. A
marquee extended over the sdewak just above the door. It was thirty odd feet to the street; the
projecting surface of the marquee was more than haf way down.

Likeadightly doping roof, the marquee conssted of aheavy metd framein which were set agrillwork of
thinner metd, filled with panes of glass. The Shadow's ingpection ended. The black form moved into the
office.



Apparently, the Fergis Building had entrances only in the front. Old, but well-built, it was set between a
smaller and more ancient office building on the | eft; alow garage on the right. The strongroom was built
againgt the left wall. Narrow and with open stairway from ground floor to the top - the tenth - the Fergis
Building was the type of structure in which any sound could be heard.

Could The Crime Master's workers enter from the front? The Shadow had done so; but crews of
marauders would surely encounter trouble. The Shadow, as he waited, sensed that the unusua was due
to occur. Then came evidence - sounds from outside the office.

MUFFLED clicks. The noise of chipping stones. Softly, The Shadow stole to the outer door. He peered
through a crack; he saw the results of what he had heard.

At the end of the hallway - from the Sde where the other office building waslocated - pieces of plaster
were breaking from the wall.

A gaping hole was coming. Workers from the other sde were finding an easy way into the Fergis
Building. The Shadow closed the door of the office. He moved back to the strongroom. He worked
upon the locks of the metal door. He entered and closed the barrier behind him.

There was not long to wait. Lurking in total darkness, The Shadow heard dight clicks from the other
sde. The Crime Magter's men were here. They were trying to break in. They were going to succeed
without much difficulty, thanksto The Shadow.

He had loosened the locks to make their progress easy. The Shadow was anxiousto losenotimein
meeting The Crime Master's horde. He was ready with a surprise that they could not anticipate.

The door sivung open. Creeping men moved forward. Then came aweird sound that chilled them to
immobility. With eerie mockery, The Shadow's laugh burst from the strongroom. Members of the
advancing mob halted. A flashlight gleamed from a gangster's hand. The answer was the thunder of an
autométic.

The Shadow had chosen a danger spot. He was opposed to criminas - potential murderers - the flower
of The Crime Master's cohorts. Thiswas no time for parley. Bullets were the arguments that counted.
Tongues of flame spat from The Shadow's guns, squarely into the ranks of the massed raiders.

Gangsters broke for cover. Leaving their companions sprawling, those in the rear dashed for the outer
door of the office. Reaching the hal, they turned to give battle. Until then, they had not fired a shot.

But The Shadow was still prepared. Firing with one hand at the fleeting mobsters, he had yanked the
meta door amost shut. A gun wedged in the crack between door and frame, he was ready for those
who turned to fire back.

Gangster bullets smashed againgt the metal door. The Shadow answered, directing each shot toward
gpots where revolver flashes had shown. Ganggtersfell, groaning. The remainder turned infina flight. It
was then that The Shadow issued forth. He headed for the outer door to take up the chase.

As he reached hisgoal, The Shadow paused. He was dlowing one short interval before he resumed the
pursuit. It wasin that space that an event occurred which totally changed The Shadow's plans.

AN explosion came with amighty roar, back in the strongroom! The entire building seemed to shake.
The Shadow caught hisfooting, as he whedled. Smoke was pouring from the strongroom. The Shadow
realized what had happened.

New marauders had blown through the wall from the garage! Thefirg attack had been no morethan a



preliminary sortie. Here were the red raiders, coming through into the strongroom itself!

The Shadow pounced to the open door. Defying the stifling fumes, he peered toward the corner where
the blast had shattered ajagged opening. His automatics dropped beneath his cloak. His gloved hands
swept out a second brace of weapons.

A light glimmered from the broken wall. The Shadow loosed ashot. Thelight fell. Then camethe
responses of revolvers. Men from the opening were aiming to give battle. The sides of the hole were their
cover; The Shadow was again using the metal door as his barricade.

Bursts of a single automatic thrust past the edge of the door. These timely shots were keeping the new
forces at bay. The Shadow was expecting amad rush. He was equipped to handleit. All was going well
for the time; then, while the expected attack still held back, a new ondaught opened from another
quarter.

A whigtling bullet flattened itself againgt the metal door, a scant inch from The Shadow's head. The
cloaked warrior whirled. The shot had come from the outer door. A new maob, held in reserveto replace
the outfit which The Shadow had put to flight, was on hand to battle with the lone fighter!

The opening shot, had it been less hasty, would have settled The Shadow oncefor dl. Swinging from his
narrow escape, The Shadow aimed toward the outer door and opened fire as adeluge of mobsmen
sdlied into the room.

Amid the smoke that till hovered from the explosion, swift fight was waged. The Shadow, had he
remained at the door of the strongroom, would have been quick prey for his opponents. But he shifted as
he fired. He headed toward the window, intent upon meeting his foemen asthey advanced.

Amazingly, The Shadow seemed to precede the enemy's aim. Spattering bullets followed him whilethe
men who fired were diving away to avoid return shots. It was the swiftness of the struggle that aided The
Shadow during his course to the opened window.

A mobleader - Harger - was at the heels of the crowd that had sallied through the door. More deliberate
than his hurried henchmen, Louie aimed for the blackened target that he could barely see. Hefired. The
Shadow wavered.

Wounded, the superfighter staggered at the window sill. A single automeatic |oosed flame toward the
door, A mobgter, his body protecting Louie, began to sink as his leader was aming above his shoulder.
Harger dived away toward the safety of the hall.

THE door of the strongroom swung open. A light glimmered full upon the window. The Shadow, barely
freed from the menacing mob which had attacked from the hal, was forced to turn and fire single-handed
at thelight.

The Shadow's right arm was limp; hisleft, however, loosed a pair of find shots with deadly precison.
The light went out; a staggering mobster screamed. A gunman's hand yanked the metal door shuit.

The Shadow's triumph was brief. Before the cloaked fighter could make another move, three men surged
inward from the hal. Louie Harger, behind another pair of underlings, was coming back to fight.

One mobster fired. His bullet singed The Shadow's wounded arm. The second man wasaming; The
Shadow flung an empty automatic squarely in the fellow'sface. Louie Harger loosed a shot. The Shadow
toppled. Backed againgt the window, his only refuge, the trapped warrior sprawled sidewise on the sill.
Louiefired again, as The Shadow's form went outward. His bullet clipped The Shadow's thigh.



Then the form was gone; the window clear - save for aclutching hand of black. A dozen feet away,
Louie amed point blank for those clinging fingers, which he could see upon the white surface of the
woodwork. Before the mobleader could pull the trigger, the fingers loosened. The Shadow's form was
plunging toward the rooflike marquee, nearly twenty feet below!

Louie heard the crash as he sprang for the window. The shattering of glass - the snapping of meta - these
were the sounds that had marked The Shadow's vertica plunge. Reaching the window, the mobleader
looked downward. Spread upon the broken surface of the marquee lay the cloaked figure. The Shadow
seemed to be writhing in agony.

Louie Harger amed. The Shadow was helpless. Here was his chance to finish the archenemy of crime.
Despite hisbdlief that The Shadow must have already suffered mortal wounds, Louie was determined to
gain the privilege of pumping lead into the black-garbed form.

AsLouie's hand steadied on the trigger, The Shadow seemed to hunch together. Then, to the
gangleader's amazement, the blackened form dropped. In hisfall, The Shadow had shattered the center
of the marquee. He sill possessed sufficient strength to wriggle himsdlf through the gap!

The Shadow had chosen the hard sidewalk a dozen feet further down in preference to the lead which he
knew was coming from above. From hisangle of vison, Louie could see but the fringes of the black
cloak as The Shadow thumped, sprawling, on the sdewalk.

Vicioudy, the gangleader fired through the gap that showed in shattered glass and twisted metal. His
zZipping bullets smashed againgt the cement Sidewak. Changing hisaim, Louie shattered another pane of
glass, in maddened effort to uncover The Shadow's dragging form.

Bursts of flame - whining bullets - crackles from below - then the click of Louie's emptied wegpon. The
Shadow, wounded by gun shots, crippled by two successive plunges, had crawled toward the protecting
entrance of the building.

The Crime Master's moves had been well planned. The Shadow had been trapped within the central
square. Eliminated from the fray, he had taken a desperate measure to avoid certain death in the face of
overwhelming odds.

Even yet, hewas not clear. Louie Harger knew that fact as he stood snarling by the window. Gunswere
echoing in the street below.

The Shadow had moved from one square to another. Unarmed, incapable of fight, he was dtill within the
range of The Crime Magter's minions!

CHAPTER XIIl. THE FLIGHT

WHILE The Shadow had been waging battle in the offices of the Associated Importing Company, strife
had broken loose upon the street below. The gunfire from above; the explosion which had followed it -
these had served as sgndsfor other action.

Prompt with the beginning of the upper fray, men had issued from buildings acrossthe street. Half a
dozen in number, they represented detectives who had been smuggled in to watch.

These men had sent the darm before they appeared in view. The distant police who surrounded the
district were notified that crime had struck. The half dozen detailed to watch were then reedy to force
their way into the Fergis Building.



But where Weston had relied upon adim vanguard, The Crime Master had placed full crews of fighters.
Hardly had the detectives appeared before the doors of parked taxis opened. Armed gunmen tumbled
into view; they opened fire on the plain-clothes men.

Thus, while The Shadow had fought furioudly above, shots had been ricocheting aong the street below.
Weston's men, hopelessy outnumbered, retrested to the buildings from which they had come. Of the Six
detectives, four were wounded.

During the last phases of The Shadow's upstairs battle, taxis were swinging aong the street. These cabs
were moving fortressesin The Crime Master's scheme. Each contained its quota of mobsters.

Three cabs shot ahead; the gangsters who had fired at the detectives were on the running boards. Three
made sharp, quick turnaboutsin the center of the street and rolled toward the opposite end of the block.

One at each corner; second cabsin reserve behind them; third cabs further back - such was The Crime
Master's blockade. Mobsmen - some in cabs, some on the street - were ready with their gunsto ward
off any police attack.

The Crime Master had designed the front street as one possible outlet for agetaway. Weston, in
opposition, had picked that block as the converging point for the police. As The Shadow, backed against
the window in the office, was poising for hiswild plunge, heavy gunfire broke from both ends of the

bel eaguered block.

LOUIE HARGER, after emptying hisrevolver through the hole in the marquee, stared savagely out into
the street. For thefirst time, the gangleader redlized that afuriousfight was under way below. Glancing
hastily to left and right, he could see the flashes of guns from the ends of the street. He spied revolver
bursts from the sides of the cabs. He saw gangsters retreating toward the center of the block.

Wildly, Louie legped back into the office. He snatched up afalen mobster's gat. Springing to the
window, he leaned forth and fired three quick shots above the heads of two retreating mobsmen. The
gangsterslooked up, swinging savagely to meet what they took for an enemy'sfire.

Louiewaved hisarms. The men stopped. They recognized an dly. In the lull that hung in the center of the
block, Louie's voice barked its message, as the gangleader motioned straight downward with his gun.

"Get him!" ordered Louie. "The Shadow! Get him by the door! | plugged him -"

The mobsters were across the street. They looked toward the door of the building. One clutched the
other'sarm and pointed. His companion nodded.

The front of the Fergis Building formed an alcove. Set on each side of the entrance were pillar bases;
above them, fluted, ornamentd columns. Further away, on each side, were inset basement windows,
fronted with heavy bars.

The columns showed white; their bases formed ledges upon which aperson could recline. Thefirst
mobster, looking toward these conspicuous spots, had spied the object that he wanted. A huddled, pitiful
form - black cloak with topping hat - formed a grotesque splotch at the base of the right column.

Vicioudy, the mobgter fired. His shot cracked againgt the fluted pillar. His companion leveled hisgun and
loosed abullet. The figure did not move. Snarling their triumph, the two hoodlums dashed straight for the
blackened form.

One stopped short. Taking no chance, hefired three quick shots at arange of a dozen feet. The other
man, seeing the gun lower, sprang forward and seized the folds of the black cloak. He yanked it away.



The douch hat rolled to the sdewal k. Benesth was the whiteness of the bullet-cracked column. The
mobsters had spent their fireto no avail. Crawling to this spot, The Shadow had managed to cast off his
black garments. In the precious seconds that had followed, he had moved to some other spot.

The savage mobster flung the cloak to the sdewal k. He kicked the douch hat toward the gutter. He
stared at his companion; then pointed to the right. Theinset window - black - could be a hiding place.
Together, the two men sprang toward that spot to search.

They found no one. One mobster kicked against the grated bars. Snarling an oath, he turned to his
companion.

"He's somewhere near,” growled the gunman. "Maybe he ducked the other way. The window on the
other sdeis-"

Before the second gangster could respond, both were forced to heed an interruption. Amid the sounds of
gunfire came wild shouts. Mobsters at the wheds of taxicabs were calling to their scattered fellows. The
police attack wasincreasing. A drive for freedom was the order.

Therewas no timefor this pair to resume their hunt. Sensing that they would be trapped, they dashed
madly away from the front of the building. They reached the last cab and legped on the running board.
The cab did not move.

Slumped behind the whed was the mobster driver, dead. The cab ahead was moving. Abandoning the
motionless car, the two gangsters dashed for the one ahead. They gained the running board just asthe
car shot forward, shots bursting from itsinterior to run the police cordon.

LOUIE HARGER, standing by the window, saw the dash. He grinned. He was sure that the men whom
he had summoned had clinched The Shadow's death. He had heard their shots from benesth the
marquee.

L eaning from the window, he saw the ondaught of the cabs. Two were hurtling forward a one end of the
block. Looking the other way, Louie saw atrio of cabs speeding in formation. Then came afury of fire.
Police, dropping to cover, were giving the cabs agantlet of bullets. The mobsmen in the cabs werefiring
in return. The cabs sped dong the street, careening astheir drivers swerved.

Whistles sounded. Pursuing shots cameto Louie's ears. Then the gangleader heard the whine of Srensas
the gunfire faded. The police cars were taking up the chase.

Louieturned. He found silence. Dimly, the excited gangleader recalled amuffled blast while he had been
standing at the window. He went to the door of the strongroom. He flashed his torch through heavy
smoke.

The door of the vault was blown. The raiders had left by the holein thewall. Mobsterslay motionless
upon the floor of the office and in the strongroom. Louie redized that his small crew of sharpshooters had
been practicdly diminated in the battle with The Shadow. The few who remained had followed through
the hole in the strongroom wall. Such had been Loui€'s order.

DOWN on the sidewak, something moved from blackness. A figure crawled out of the inset window on

theleft Sde of the building entrance. Like a mammoth beetle, this shape reached the spot where the cloak
and hat were lying. Half rising, The Shadow dipped cloak upon shoulders and planted the hat at an angle

on hishead.

Wisdly, The Shadow had crawled to the window on the side away from the pillar where he had doffed



his garb. The two mobsters had searched at the right - anatural procedure - while The Shadow was at
the left.

Again, precious seconds had served The Shadow well. The mobsters had fled when he was amost in
their grasp. It was The Shadow's turn to look for new safety.

Gloved hands clawed at the base of the nearer pillar. The crudely cloaked form rose upward. Stooped,
The Shadow staggered across the sdewalk. He nearly fell as he stepped from the curb. Then, with hands
clasped to his bent body, he wavered onward.

LOUIE HARGER had returned to the window. The gangleader wanted one last |ook at the deserted
street. He noted the cab standing in the thoroughfare. Beyond it, he saw policemen edging in from the
corner. Louie glanced again at the cab.

For amoment, the gangleader was astounded. The door of the taxi had opened. He saw a mass of black
lurch forward; then rise and dump. In an ingtant, Louie Harger knew the truth.

The Shadow had reached the cab! With afinal effort, he had thrust the dead driver from thewhed. As
Louie stared, he heard the grind of gears. The cab lurched forward.

Cursing, Louie aimed. Hefired at the moving target. The range was too greet. Going into high, the cab
was zigzagging toward the corner, straight into the zone where police were ready to advance.

Like the mobsters who had fled ahead of him, The Shadow was running the gantlet. Revolvers barked;
the cab swept on at adizzy, swerving speed. Louie saw it careen dmost to the opposite curb; then it was
jerked to the center of the street. It was past the corner - shots were coming from behind.

The Shadow had passed the bluecoats.

Louie could linger no longer. He heard police whistles; a dozen officers were dashing from the opposite
direction, bent on reaching the Fergis Building now that the coast was clear. Louie headed for the
strongroom. He dashed through the broken wall and reached astairway.

Below, Louie found arakish touring car on the garage floor. Four mobsters were in the machine. The
driver cdlled to the gangleader to hurry.

"Waitin' for you," were hiswords. "The others made their getaway. The swag went first. Anybody else
comin'?"'

Louie ddivered a negative response as he legped into the car. A gangster yanked alever near the garage
door. The barrier svung open; the man jumped aboard the touring car asit passed. The escaping
mobsters were leaving by the rear, through adoor that led to the street in back of the block wherethe
Fergis Building was | ocated.

A whistle sounded. Police had arrived in thisblock. Too late to flag the previous cars, the officerswere
determined to stop thismachine. They fell back, however, as shots came from the gunswhich bristled at
the sides of the touring car. The swift machine sped aong the Stret.

Mobsters were benefiting by The Crime Master's strategy. In forming his game, the cunning supercrook
had counted on the flight of the taxisto draw police away from thisrear exit. The gangster-manned cabs
had experienced much trouble; the touring car, however, wasin the clear.

Swinging aong the nearest avenue, Louie Harger and his companions gloated on the fact that their own
escape must be proof that the men with the swag had made a clear getaway. Such wasthe case; Loui€'s



crew, however, was due for trouble.

Asthe car reached a corner four blocks from the scene of crime, a siren sounded up ahead.
Commissioner Weston was maneuvering hisforces like fire engines after the third darm. For each police
car that had headed into the danger zone, other cars were coming in reserve.

The driver cursed as he swung the touring car down a side street. The rakish machine roared through a
canyon of silent buildings. It crossed another avenue. Asit reached the next broad thoroughfare, the
driver gave thewhed asudden twist.

The right wheelstook alow curb. Louie Harger, staring from the rear seet, saw the reason for the
unexpected maneuver. A taxicab, coming at abreakneck, rolling speed, was skidding past the crossing.
Thedriver of thetouring car had swerved to avoid it.

"Smash him!" shouted Louie, as the touring car bounded from the curb toward the center of the avenue.
"Smash him - it'saguy weve got to get -"

The order wastoo late. The taxi had careened past. Asthe touring car finished the crossing and cameto
ajolting stop with its nose down the Side street, L ouie was spending futile shots after the fleeing cab.

"Get him-"

Louie's sartled companion joined in thefire. They, like the driver, had taken the taxi for avehicle that
contained escaping mobgters. Loui€e's blazing shots, however, seemed to indicate a purpose. The surprise
of the sudden meeting rendered bulletsfutile. The Shadow's lurching cab had reached a point more than
half ablock away.

"After him!" rasped Louie. "Weve got to get him! 1t's The Shadow!"

An oath came from the driver. The man shot the touring car into reverse. The machine swept backward
into the avenue. The taxi was two blocks away; but this swift car could overtakeit.

THE chase never began. Just asthe driver was shifting to low gear, asiren whined. From acorner one
sguare below, a police car appeared upon the avenue. It wasin chase of The Shadow's taxi.

The driver of the gang car sensed the menace. To pursue the taxi would mean a course squardly in front
of the police car. He yanked the whedl and headed toward the direction from which he had backed -
along the side street.

Anxious gangstersfired from Louie's sde. Bullets whistled toward the police car. At Sght of thisnew foe,
the officers dackened speed. Asthe touring car sped down the Side street, they forgot the cab that they
were chasing and took up the pursuit of the car which contained Louie Harger.

Block after block - atwisting, tortuous chase. The swift touring car outdistanced its pursuer. Louie and
his companions were safe; but they had made adamaging error.

Not only had they failed to stop The Shadow; they had aso diverted the police chase from the cab which
the wounded warrior had commandeered. Far up the avenue, the taxi was whirling along, unmolested.
Then, asit passed a crossing, its speed began to dacken.

Coadting crazily, the taxi continued for another block. Behind the whed lay alimp, helplessform. The
Shadow had weakened. His foot no longer pressed the accelerator nor did his hands control the steering
whedl.



The cab climbed a curb. Pedestrians scattered as the vehicle jounced tilting toward the corner. A black
glove gripped the steering whedl and gave it atwist. The cab rolled caticornered into aside Street,
bounced down from the near curb, climbed the sdewalk opposite and came to a crashing stop against a
high stone steps.

A door wrenched open. The Shadow sprawled againgt the steps. Contact with the stone seemed to bring
him to arevived state. Spontaneoudy, the black-cloaked form arose and went tottering, with aflash of its
accustomed gtride, along through the darkness away from the wrecked cab.

Pedestrians who had fled from the path of the taxi came rushing over to give rescue. They came from the
direction of the avenue. They found the cab empty. During their approach from the near sde of the
smashed vehicle, The Shadow had limped a dozen yards.

Then hefdtered. Hisform collapsed beside apair of steps further down the street. The shouts of the
persons by the wrecked cab seemed faint at the spot where The Shadow lay.

Feebly, the cloaked fighter pressed hisleft hand to hisside. Dripping blood smeared the black glove.
From beneath the black cloak, fumbling fingers drew forth atiny vid. The hand rose to the lips benegth
the hat brim.

The via was corked. The Shadow it the stopper free with histeeth. A pungent odor came from the vidl.
With an effort, The Shadow swallowed the contents. The bottle made atiny tinkleisit fell and broke
upon the cement beside the steps.

Clutching the stone beside him, The Shadow arose. The dixir had given him anew taste of life. Though
he limped and staggered, while hisright sde drooped, the game warrior began to cover the remaining
distance of the block.

The next crossing marked a quiet uptown avenue, for The Shadow had arrived far north of Times
Square. The black-clad figure wavered as it reached the far sde of the crossing. Then came two dozen
steps away from the corner. After that, The Shadow paused; he swayed and crashed upon the sidewalk.

A minute passed. No one chanced to come aong the sidewak while The Shadow lay there motionless.
The figure moved again, with pitiful weakness. The power of the dixir had ended; its passing had brought
an opposite reaction.

Crawling foot by foot; dragging himsdlf by the sheer strength of hisleft arm, for hislegs were weakening,
The Shadow reached the white wall of alow apartment building. The entrance showed ahead. The
Shadow, however, stopped at a nearer door.

Theleft hand crept upward. Fingers, moving spiderlike, gained the knob. The hand drew the form below
close againgt the door. Then the left arm drooped; once again, fingers fumbled. The hand came up,
carrying the meta pick.

Fdtering fingers probed the lock. One click failed - another had alike fate. The Shadow's hand
perssted. The lock yielded. The pick dropped; the hand clutched the knob. A find twist; the door
opened inward and The Shadow's form went sprawling forward.

Barely across the threshold, The Shadow made alast motion of hisarm. This action closed the door -
not quite tight. The hand sought to finish the work. It failed. A sigh came from The Shadow'slips; his
form dropped flat. The douch hat rolled from the head that woreit.

Stretched prone upon the floor, The Shadow lay motionless. Slow, labored breathing such was the only



sound that came from the spot where he had lost al consciousness. The folds of the blood-soaked cloak
lay like ashroud upon the crippled shape.

Ten minutes - fifteen - twenty. All was silence where The Shadow lay. Occasondly, the rumble of a
passing car sounded from the street outside; at other intervals, clicking footsteps of pedestrians came
from the Sdewalk.

Then came a different noise from without. A cab had pulled up in front of the door through which The
Shadow had entered. A serious-faced young man aighted. He paid the driver; the cab rolled away.

The man turned to the door in the building. He pressed akey in the lock. He was surprised as the door
yielded. He entered and stopped short to keep from stumbling over the form that lay on the floor.

Thisarriva had found The Shadow. Stooping in the gloom, he bent over the black-garbed figure. A
surprised gasp came from hislips as his hand felt the bloody wrinkles of the cloak.

The Shadow had escaped The Crime Master'strap; yet hisflight had left him on the verge of death.
Upon one man, whose timely return had now occurred, rested the fate of The Shadow!

CHAPTER X1V. THE NEW CAMPAIGN

ONE week had passed. A light was burning in the ground-floor room where The Shadow's flight had
ended. Reveded by theillumination, the place showed as a small waiting room. Beyond it was the open
door of adoctor's office.

A sober-faced young man was seated at a desk. He was making a telephone call. His voice was quiet
and unmistakably professona in tone.

"Yes" hewassaying. "l shdl be hereto receive the ddivery. At once- that isright... Be sure of the name
and address... Yes... The nameis Doctor Rupert Sayre..."

His call finished, the young physician arose. He crossed the office and opened arear door. He stepped
into the hadlway of asmal apartment that connected with the office.

A door was gjar near the end of hall. Sayre went in that direction. He stepped into adimly lighted room
where atall form lay propped in abed. Doctor Sayre stood |ooking at the pal e face which showed upon
the pillow.

The visage was aremarkable one. Its present color was dmost the whiteness of marble. Thiswas
appropriate; for the countenance looked like a chiseled face of stone. Firm, steady features were
predominated by an aguiline nose that gave the face a hawklike appearance.

In repose, the countenance seemed weary. Thisimpression changed as the eyes opened. From the Sides
of the hawkish nose blazed orbs that seemed to sparkle fire. They were eyesthat bespoke unquenchable
power and determination.

The dominating gaze exerted acommand. Doctor Sayre drew up achair and seated himself beside the
bed. He detected an inquiring ook in the burning eyes. Quietly, the physician spokein answer.

"Y our grength isreturning,” asserted Sayre. "All delirium has passed. Conversation will not exhaust
you."

A thin smile gppeared upon the lips which had hitherto been straight benesth the hawklike nose. The
expression, like the gaze, seemed questioning.



"Perhaps,” suggested Sayre, as he viewed the smile, "it would be wise for meto tak at first. Would you
like meto review my impression after your arriva here?"

A nod from the head upon the pillows.

"Very well," resumed Sayre. "Oneweek ago to-night, | happened to return home abit earlier than usual.
That, | may remark, was amost fortunate occurrence. When | opened the door of my office, | found a
body upon thefloor. It wasthat of a man wearing ablack cloak and adouch hat. He was dive - but his
heartbest was feeble.

"Imagine my amazement when | discovered who this personage was. Benesth the douch hat, | found the
features of Lamont Cranston, aprominent New Y orker who has long been afriend of mine. Cranston” -
Sayre'stone wasimpersond, although he gazed directly at his patient - "wasin amaost serious condition.
He had three bullet wounds; he had evidently suffered gashes by faling through glass; between |oss of
blood and heavy bruises, it was amiracle that he had managed to reach my office under hisown
locomation.”

The smile still showed upon the thin lips. The head upon the pillows ddlivered another nod.

"What surprised me most,” declared Doctor Sayre, "was the garb which Cranston had been wearing.

Y our cloak and hat, my friend, are hanging in this closet. It was because of them that | kept you here,
instead of sending you to ahospitd. It occurred to me that you might wish to preserve your condition a
Secret.”

So speaking, Rupert Sayre approached the closet and opened the door. Eyes from the bed surveyed the
battered hat and the blood-clotted cloak.

"ONCE - not so very long ago" - Sayre paused reminiscently as he, too, studied the hat and cloak - "my
lifewas saved by the timely efforts of abeing who worethis very garb. Since then, | have had occasiona
contact with the mysterious personage called The Shadow.

"I may say that | have two powerful friends. Oneisamultimillionaire - afamous globe-trotter named
Lamont Cranston. The other is amiraculous being known as The Shadow. Sometimes, | have wondered.
| have identified the two. | have thought that Lamont Cranston might be the person who poses as The
Shadow. On further ddliberation, | have decided that it is The Shadow who sometimes chooses to play
the part of Lamont Cranston.

"Thisbdief" - Sayre swung toward the bed as he spoke - "has been mentioned to no one. | am aman
who believesinloydlty. | shal dways show that trait to itsfullest whenever | have dedlings with either
friend: Lamont Cranston or The Shadow."”

There was atable by The Shadow's bedside. Sayre opened a deep drawer and made a gesture.

"Here," he declared, "are wegponswhich | take it are your property.” The Shadow viewed the
automaticsthat lay in view. "Thistelephone’ - Sayre raised the instrument from the floor and rested it on
thetable - "isfor your sole use. Asyour physician, | recommend only that you do not attempt to leave
your bed for at least another week."

Turning toward the door, Sayre stopped just before he left the room. He viewed the appreciative smile
that showed on the thin lips of Lamont Cranston; then added a statement.

"| can obtain copies of newspapers,” said the physician, "dating from Tuesday last. Would they interest
you?’



"Yes." Thereply camein aquiet tone - the voice that characterized Lamont Cranston. "How soon can
you bring them?'

"Within an hour," promised Sayre. "I am waiting for the delivery of some medicine; after thet, | have an
outsdecdl. | shdl bring the newspaperswhen | return.”

The door closed, marking Sayre's departure. Lamont Cranston's face seemed to lose some of itspallor.
The bed spread moved - along, pgama-garbed arm came into view. Thiswasthe |eft arm; the right,
heavily bandaged, lay across Cranston's chest.

The stretching hand picked up the French telephone and carried it toward the bed. Cranston's quiet tones
gave anumber. A pause; then came a solemn response acrossthe wire;

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report.” The voice was Cranston's no longer. It was the weird whisper of The Shadow.

For amoment, there was no reply. Evidently Burbank had been startled by the return of hismissing chief.
Then came the contact man'swords:

"Report from Mardand.”

The Shadow listened. As Burbank's voice continued, the blazing eyes seemed to sparkle with new
splendor. When the contact man's statements had ended, The Shadow's whisper again sounded in the
room:;

"Ingtructionsto all agents. Ready for constant duty. Send frequent reports..."

The Shadow's voice continued. Heartened by Burbank's opening report, the recovered fighter was
garting his new campaign. Even though helpless, so far ashisown individua action was concerned, The
Shadow was determined to fight The Crime Master's schemes.

ONE hour later, Doctor Sayre, returning with the promised newspapers, found his patient dumbering
peacefully. The physician placed the journas on the table beside the bed; he arranged bottles of
medicine, left abrief note stating the time that he would return; then departed.

At that precisetime, Cliff Mardand, agent of The Shadow, was making atelephone cdl from a phone
booth in an East Side drug store. Through Burbank, he was receiving orders from The Shadow.

A grim smile showed on Cliff's face as the agent |eft the store. Keen of visage, square of chin, Cliff wasa
young man of predominating vigor. They caled him akiller in the underworld. Cliff had never denied the
reputation. Recognized as a free lance mobster of high skill, Cliff was able to serve The Shadow and at
the same keep clear of suspicion.

Therewas areason for Cliff'ssmile. Cliff had accomplished something during thisweek that he had been
working on hisown. Like other lone handslike himsdlf, he had joined the parade. Cliff Mardand had
become aminion of The Crime Magter!

The Shadow had assigned CIiff to thisduty prior to the battle of last Tuesday. But The Shadow had
added the proviso that Cliff must delay the action until opportunity arose for association with important
members of The Crime Master's huge band.

Cliff's chance had come within the last few days. Louie Harger, hisforces depleted after thefight at the
Associated Importing Company, had been looking for new sharpshooters. Cliff had learned of this; he



was now amember of Louie's new crew.

Louie's mob had its hangout at the Black Ship, adive as notorious asthe Pink Rat. Here, Cliff had noted
single members of the mob stroll out; one had |eft two nights ago; one had gone last night.

Thisevening, acal had comefor Cliff. It was Louie; the gangleader had ordered his new henchmento
come over to hisroom at the Hotel Spartan. On hisway to the gppointment, Cliff had called Burbank.
By astroke of red fortune, he had received timely orders from The Shadow.

"If you are given an envelope -"

This had been the opening of Burbank's statement. Cliff was puzzling over the words as he paced dong
beneath the high structure of an East Side eevated. It was apparent that The Shadow must have gained
some important knowledge that pertained to The Crime Master's methods.

THE Hotd Spartan was a decadent structure that fronted on the elevated. Cliff Mardand reached the
building; he entered the frowsy lobby and inquired of the suspiciouslooking clerk if Louie Harger
happened to bein hisroom.

"Your namesMardand, ain't it?' questioned the clerk.
Cliff nodded.
"Go on up. Room three six four.”

Cliff reached the room. He rapped at the door; agrowl sounded. Cliff entered to find his new boss,
Louie Harger, seated at adesk in the corner of the room.

"Hdlo, Cliff."
"Hdlo, Louie"

The greetings were terse. Though their motives and principles differed widdy, Cliff Mardand and Louie
Harger had certain characteristicsin common. Both were men of determination. They possessed a
hard-boiled manner that made them contemptuous of the small-fry denizens of the underworld.

It was plain that Louie was pleased with his new underling. The gangleader wasted no words as he
handed an envelopeto Cliff. Louie spoke in terse fashion.

"I want this passed along,”" he declared. "Giveit to some hed. Tl the mug to open it, take the dough
insde and deliver theinner envelope to the guy it's addressed to."

Cliff nodded.

"Be careful about the bird you pick," added Louie. "Grab some mug who's easy to scare. Tell himto
move - and nudge him with arod just to hurry him aong. Get me?"

"Right."

Cliff thrust the envelopein his pocket. He smiled grimly as heleft the hotel room. He knew the import of
thisenvelope. It was amessage from The Crime Master, passing through the hands of Louie Harger, for
delivery to some other crook whom Louie did not even know!

Leaving the Hotel Spartan, Cliff started briskly toward the Black Ship. Making sure that he was not
followed, he suddenly changed his course; doubling through an dleyway, he turned back aong another



dtreet. He entered ablind alley; at the end of the cul-de-sac, he entered a doorway. Up oneflight, Cliff
cameinto aroom and lighted a gasjet. Thiswas Cliff's temporary abode.

The Shadow's agent produced the envel ope. It was sedled; but that meant nothing. Cliff lighted atin of
canned heat and placed atiny kettle over the flame. Soon water began to boil. Steam issued from the
kettl€'s spout.

Holding the envelope in the vapor, Cliff loosened the flap. He found aten-dollar bill insde the envelope;
with it, an inner packet that bore the name:

TURK BODELL

Cliff grinned. It was a certainty that any small-time skulker of the badlands would certainly deliver this
note. Turk Bodell was head of amost ingdious outfit. Safe blowers, pinegpple throwers, men who
handled explosives and stirred "soup” - these were the kind of minions whom Bodel | governed.

Cliff steamed open the inner envelope. He found afolded sheet of heavy paper. Opening the message, he
stared at the peculiar signature - an embossed sedl that showed a scimitar behind a skull. Then Cliff read
the orders.

NODDING thoughtfully, The Shadow's agent replaced the paper in the envelope. He sealed the
wrapper carefully; added the banknote and placed both in the outer envelope. Cliff Mardand wasin on
the know. He had learned the vita point in The Crime Master's newest scheme - astroke that was due
to arriveto-night!

Cliff extinguished the flame benesth the kettle. He turned out the gaslight. He was stedlthy asheleft his
room. Reaching the alleyway, he heeded westward. Soon he was clear of the badlands. Cliff arrived at a
hotel; he entered and found a telephone booth. He called Burbank.

"Turk Bodell..." Cliff wastersein hisreport. "One o'clock... Wingroft Jewelry Store... Blowing the outer
door - then a cleanup. There's more besides.

"It lookslike The Crime Master is steding an idea from Weston. No mobsters will be near there at one.
Thenotetips off Boddll... Yes... Sqguadswill movein at the zero hour... That's the ides; they're coming
up just ahead of the police.

"Carswill pick up the burglars... Running fight al along... No concentration.”

Cliff paused. He heard Burbank's voice telling him to stand by. Cliff hung up the receiver. He waited for
five minutes. The telephone rang; Cliff was prompt in hisanswer. He had given Burbank the number of
the pay gtation; he knew that the contact man had communicated with The Shadow.

"Hdlo... Yes..." Cliff grinned as he listened. His replies were brief affirmations until Burbank completed
the orders. Then came Cliff'sfinal utterance: "Ingtructions received.”

The Shadow's agent |eft the tel ephone booth. Clutching the sealed envelopein his pocket, he started
back on his eastward journey. It was not yet ten o'clock; three full hours remained in which to forestdl
crime,

From the notein his pocket, with its complete ordersto Turk Bodell, Cliff had given The Shadow a
perfect picture of to-night's lay. There would be othersin The Crime Master's game besides Turk Bodell;
but the head of the dynamite crew was the key man in the game.

Ordersfrom The Shadow! They wereingructionsthat Cliff could follow promptly. The new campaign



had come into its own. The envelopethat Cliff carried would go to its destination; but it would not further
The Crime Master's plan.

Smply, but effectively, The Shadow had decided on a counterstroke. The disabled warrior was counting
upon Cliff Mardand to pavetheway in athrust againgt crime!

CHAPTER XV. SHATTERED CRIME

ELEVEN thirty. Squawky Sugler was Sitting in acorner of the Pink Rat. The beady-eyed stool was
watching those about him. Hisright hand clutched a bottle that was nearly full; hisleft kept making
gestures toward his nogtrils, in the manner of a coke-fiend.

Nothing new to-night. Moreover, Squawky was becoming nervous. He did not liketo remaintoo long in
any dive. He had been here nearly an hour; again, his quest for information seemed hopeless.

Squawky poured himsdf adrink; he gulped the liquor, then arose and shambled from the dive. At the
other side of the room, another man arose and took a different exit. It was Cliff Mardand. The Shadow's
agent had been watching the stool pigeon.

On the street, Squawky was pursuing his shambling way. He threw afurtive glance over his shoulder; that
was all. Conversant with the ways of the badlands, Squawky knew that it was poor policy to keep on the
lookout. Many a stoolie had created suspicion by being overcautious.

Two blocks - three - Squawky entered aramshackle building and ascended adimly lighted pair of gairs.
He reached the darkness of an upper hall. He unlocked the door of aroom. Thiswas his abode.

The stool pigeon groped hisway toward agasjet. Squawky had taken histimein coming here; aways,
the stoolie shambled in his course. He felt positive that no one had been on histrail; it did not occur to
him that some one might easily have beaten him to this destination.

A frightened, ratlike squesk came from Squawky's lips as something thrust againgt himin the dark. A firm
hand had gripped his shoulder; the muzzle of arevolver was jammed againgt the stoolie's chest. A
growling voice was ordering qui€t.

Squawky nearly dumped to the floor. His captor thrust him backward. Squawky sat down suddenly
upon the tumble-down cot that he used for abed. He could sense aman standing above him; the point of
the gun ill rested in Squawky'sribs.

"No squawk out of you." It was Cliff Mardand's growl, but Squawky did not recognize the voicein the
dark. "Unless you keep your trap shut, there's going to be one less stool pigeon working. Get that?!

"l an't no ool -"

CLIFF'S harsh laugh ended Squawky's protest. The shambler subsided, gasping from sheer fear. He
expected a bullet from the gun that pressed close to his heart.

"Get this." Cliff'sgrowl was emphatic. "I know you for what you are - astool. Y ou worked for Joe
Cardona; now that he's on the shelf, you're till squedling to the bulls.

"But that's not going to hurt you. Not if you listen to what I've got to say. | want you to do some
squedling. If you do - it'sdl right. But if you don't -"

Cliff's statement ended with an emphatic pressure of the gun muzzle. Squawky whined. His captor
laughed.



"Youwereat the Pink Rat," asserted Cliff. "All right. Y ou heard something there. Get that? Y ou heard a
couple of mugstaking - you don't know who they were - and you wised to what's coming off.

"'Somebody's going to get into the Wingroft Jewelry Store on Sixth Avenue. Who - how - you don't
know. It's happening after midnight. Word has been passed along. Y ou've got ahunch - agood one -
that there's only one way to besat the game.

"That's abunch of copsto beinsdethejoint, al ready. There's got to be abreak in - that'sthe only way
to beat it. You're afraid the crooks will wise up if the bulls are hanging around outside - but you know
they can be stopped if alot of coppers get insde, pronto. Do you get it?"

"Yes" gasped Squawky. "But | ain't no stoal -"
He was making the protest, fearing thisto be atrap. Cliff ended the plea.

"If you're not one," scoffed The Shadow's agent, "you're going to be tonight. There's an old store down
at the corner. A telephone in the back room. That's where you're going - and I'll be on your trail.

"One peek over your shoulder - one snesky move - it's curtains. Get that? Y ou're going to call Police
Commissioner Weston. Y ou're going to tell him your name - and you'll say you're one of Cardonas
gools. If you don't likeit, you can have this-"

Aganthethrust of the gun muzzle. Squawky whined hiswillingness.

"l @n't no stool,” were hiswords, "but if I've got to squedl, I'll go ahead. Don't plug me- I'll do anything
you say -

"You'd better." Cliff was gruff. "Thereésacouple of hedsthat | want to get. They're going to bein that
raid to-night - and I'm letting the bulls get them. That'swhy I'm using you, understand? Now get going.”

Prompted by the gun muzzle, Squawky arose. The stool went through the hall; he descended the stairs.
He could hear Cliff's footsteps behind him. He did not dare to turn around. Along the block, Squawky
shambled with the knowledge that a gat was ready in back of him. He entered the store and went into the
rear room.

Outside, he could hear the growl of the man who had forced him here. Cliff was buying cigarettes; he
was talking with the old storekeeper. At times, Squawky felt sure, the man with the gun would edge
toward the door of the back room. Squawky lost no timein diaing the number.

A brisk voice over thewire. Squawky knew it must be Weston. In a plaintive whisper, the stool pigeon
announced hisidentity. He gave the information as Cliff had ordered. He could hear Weston's excited
exclamation. Squawky hung up.

Shambling from the back room, the stoolie found the old storekeeper aone. Squawky kept on hisway.
His captor had left, confident that Squawky would obey. Furtively, the stool pigeon drifted back to his
abode.

MEANWHILE, Cliff Mardand wasleaving the vicinity. He had given The Crime Magter'senvelopeto a
smdll-fry crook. He knew that the message had reached Turk Bodell. He had handled Squawky Sugler.
Word had gone to the police commissioner. No one was the wiser - The Crime Master least of all.

CIliff did not know the identity of the mobleaders who had been assigned to cover up and aid Turk
Bodell. He knew only that Louie Harger's outfit was out of it to-night. That waslogica, snce Loui€'s
crew was undergoing new formation.



Numbers, positions - such factors did not matter now that the law could strike from the vita spot. Cliff
Mardand sauntered toward the Black Ship to convene with other members of Louie Harger's gang.

ONE o'clock approached. At the table in his paneled room, The Crime Master was chuckling as he
pointed to pieces arrayed upon the checkered board. A new map was underneath the squared sheet of
glass. Henley was standing by, nodding, as his master spoke.

"Here, Henley, isthe center." The Crime Master indicated an empty square; then placed his scrawny
hand squardly in the middle of the board. "All these squares - adozen - are empty. Thisgame, Henley, is
asurpriseonel”

Again pointing, the old man motioned toward pieces of various colors that formed awide-circled fringe
about the vacancy. At one spot, he stopped and tapped red men that were on the squares.

"Theraiders" he stated. "They are moving. Square to square, toward the center! They arrive' - thefirst
red piece had reached itsgoa - "and the attack begins.”

Leaving the center, The Crime Master began to move blues and greens. Into their spread ranks, he
brought whites. He indicated skirmishes while he moved. The greens and blues were cutting inward,
blocking the whites at every point.

"That will taketime," cackled the old man. "Meanwhile, theredsagain!" He retreated the raiders. Thanks
to the interference of the blues and greens, a path was open. It divided into two sets of diagond squares.
"Either way! They will be safe. My vaults below will hold new spoilsto-night!”

Henley nodded. There seemed no flaw in The Crime Magter's procedure. The old man chuckled as he
rearranged hismenin their origina order.

"This center,”" declared The Crime Magter, "isthe only spot of danger. But the whites could never be
located there. Only that black piece - the onethat | discarded - could be a menace to my plans.

"1 did not bresk the black piece, Henley. We have diminated The Shadow for the time, according to the
reports that we received. Let us hope that heis dead; yet we have no proof of it. We know only that he
isdisabled. He may return to annoy uslater on. To-night however, we need not worry."

THE red moves made by The Crime Master were being enacted while the old man talked. Near the
vicinity of the Wingroft Jewelry Store, men were approaching in the manner of chanceidlers. While some
stationed themselves at the corner of Sixth Avenue, others approached a doorway on aside street.

Preparations followed. They were skillfully done. Lessthan a dozen seconds after one o'clock, amighty
boom reechoed in the Side street. A heavy door was shattered. Raiders sprang to life.

Into the smoky opening they dashed. Jimmies wrenched open an ordinary door. Bull's-eye lanterns threw
their powerful raysinto the jewery store. Eager rasps came from gangster lips.

Suddenly, revolvers answered. From counters, niches and ledges of barred windows sprang officers of
the law. Outnumbering the bombers three to one, they had the strength to back their surprise attack.

Bullets pumped into the mobster ranks. Curses mingled with groans as hoodlums sprawled upon the tiled
floor. Turk Bodell, squatty, vicious chieftain of the blasters, fired venomoudy from behind the men who
had preceded him. Then, as bullets zipped in his direction, he broke and fled with the remnants of his
shattered crew.

Whistles - Srens - police and patrol cars were approaching. Shots broke out from blocks close by. A



touring car shot up with two police machinesin pursuit. Turk and four henchmen sprang for the running
board. Bullets from police carsflattened two of the underlings. Officers coming from the shattered door
of the jewdry store picked off apair clinging to the near side of the touring car.

Only Turk, on thefar sde of the running board, was making agetaway. A powerful band of The Crime
Master'sraiders had been overwhelmed by the terrific odds mustered by the police.

Half a dozen detectives and policemen were on the sidewalk, with guns ready as they watched the police
cars continue the chase. From the shattered door came an imposing figure. Police Commissioner Ralph
Weston had taken persona charge. He was the commander of the thirty-odd officers who had been
waiting within thejewdry store.

Elsawhere, scurrying minions of The Crime Master were presenting usdessinterference. Thanksto the
readiness of the law, they were unable to beat the arriving police. Guided by sounds of gunfire, members
of Weston'slegion spread out through the neighborhood. Soon dl of The Crime Master's minionswerein
flight.

TWO o'clock. The Crime Magter, hisfists crumpling the papers which they held, was reading reports
that Henley had brought. The superfiend had met aWaterloo. Failure had followed previous successes.
Beaten, scattered, the escaping minions who served him had sought the safety of the East Side.

Turk Boddl's outfit had been eliminated. Mobs were depleted. Snipers and cover up men had been dain
or captured. Disaster had befallen al the forcesthat The Crime Master had used to-night.

A THIN smile showed upon apaeface that lay pillowed on abed. Lips were moving as The Shadow
spoke to Burbank. Already, Cliff Mardand, lingering late at the Black Ship, had heard reports of The
Crime Magter'sfailure. Clyde Burke, on late shift at the Classic, was relaying facts that the newspaper
had gained from the police.

The Shadow had used the forces of the law to make a counterthrust. With Cliff Mardand's aid, he had
sent the precise type of information that had encouraged Commissoner Weston to proper action.

Y et The Shadow was thinking of the future - not of the present. He knew the power of The Crime
Master. Deeds of evil would be abated, thanks to this victory for the side of justice. But one defeat could
not damage The Crime Magter's coming plans.

The hidden overlord of evil till had hundreds of mobsmen at his beck. New minions would be groomed
to replace those who had falen. Craft - not brute power - was the only means by which the fina curtain
could be lowered on The Crime Master's drama.

While the supervillain made new plots, The Shadow would be planning. While The Crime Master
schemed to gain new wealth, The Shadow would be finding waysto thwart him.

Eventudly, these two must meet. Such accounting was inevitable. The Crime Master - superman of evil;
The Shadow, superfoe of crime.

Theirswould be the final conflict. Mobsters and police, no matter how fierce their battles, were but
ordinary pieces of The Crime Master's board.

CHAPTER XVI. THE CAPTURE

ONE week had passed. All was quiet in scumland. Y et there was something ominousin the placid
Stuation. Men of crime - great and small - werewaiting, afraid to move.



The Crime Master had declared an armistice. Save for his message passers, none were performing active
work. The generalissmo of evil waswaiting until the triumph of the law had been forgotten.

Crooks, dill in awe of The Crime Master's power, were doing no jobs of their own. Gorillas who needed
funds found money from their leaders. Cash was plentiful in the underworld. It was advance payment of
crime that wasto come.

Since that one night when he had acted so efficiently, Cliff Mardand had not been called upon to serve as
courier. Thiswas adisappointment. Cliff knew - through advice received from Burbank - that
somewhere among the string of message bearers, envelopes must come directly from The Crime Master.

Could Cliff discover one of these points where messages were infused into the underworld, he would be
accomplishing the vital result that The Shadow sought. Cliff knew that his chief was recovering from
grievous wounds. He was anxious to serve The Shadow to the utmost during this emergency.

All the while Cliff sensed that spieswere at work. The Crime Master had stool pigeons - more capable
than those of the police. Cliff was sure that they had ferreted out al informants who worked for the law.
Hefdt, however, that his own position was secure.

The police - not The Shadow - had smashed the raid at the big jewdry store. The Crime Master's
chosen investigators would be looking for those who had passed the word to Weston.

It was up to Squawky Sugler to take care of himsdf. Cliff had seen the furtive stool on severa occasions
sgncethe big night. Each time, Squawky had been &t the Pink Rat, feigning the part of ahop-head. Cliff
could see through the pretense. He suspected that others would do the same, if Squawky were not
careful.

TO-NIGHT, Cliff was at the Black Ship. He was chatting idly with members of Louie Harger's gang,
when another of the outfit entered. The fellow - an ugly faced rowdy - dropped into a chair beside CIiff.

"Louie wantsto see you," informed the newcomer. "Up at the hotdl. Saysto be thereinsde an hour.”
"All right."

Cliff arose and |eft the Black Ship. There was no need to call Burbank until after he had seen Louie.
Twenty minutes |ater, Cliff was knocking at the door of the gangleader's room in the Hotel Spartan.

"Comein."

Cliff responded to the growl. He found Louie seated at the corner table. The gangleader produced one of
The Crime Master's envel opes.

"Passit dong, Cliff," ordered Louie. "Same way you did before.”

Cliff nodded. He lft with the envelopein his pocket. He made for his own place - thelittleroom in the
house off the cul-de-sac.

Here, by the vapor from the kettle spout, Cliff steamed open the outer envel ope. He found aten-dollar
bill; an inner envelope, sedled, addressed to Turk Boddll. Cliff steamed the second wrapper. He unfol ded
ashest of paper. He stared. It bore no message whatever. The paper was blank!

A sudden suspicion rankled Cliff's brain. He turned toward the door. Paper and envel ope fluttered from
his hands as they moved upward. Covering him, Cliff saw apair of revolver muzzles. Looming
smoke-wagons, they were formidable wespons. The men who bore them were members of Louie



Harger's crew - rowdieswhom Cliff had |eft at The Black Ship!

Cliff expected death. It did not come. The entering men had been waiting behind a door at the other end
of the hall; they were dtill sllent asthey backed their prisoner toward acorner of the room. Cliff redized
that they were expecting some other arrival. One minute later, footsteps sounded on the stairs. Louie
Harger appeared at the door.

"Wegot him," growled one of the mobsters. "He's aphony, right enough, Louie.”

The gangleader nodded. He motioned to his underlingsto bring Cliff through the door. With the muzzles
of .45sjostling againgt hisribs, Cliff descended the stairs. He was forced into acar that Louie had
brought into the blind dley.

Cliff found himsdlf between two mobstersin the rear seet. He made no move. The car followed a
circuitous course, avoiding busy thoroughfares. It pulled up at the rear of what appeared to be an
abandoned garage. Cliff was dragged out, shoved through adoor and cornered in aroom where only the
glareof Louiesflaghlight furnished illumination.

A growl from the gangleader. Cliff's captors set to work. In afew minutes, The Shadow's agent lay
bound and gagged upon the floor. The light clicked out. Helpless, Cliff heard the rumble of Loui€e's
motor. The gangleader and his henchmen had abandoned their prisoner.

Ten minutes passed. A smooth motor purred from in back of the garage. Footsteps clicked on the stone
floor. Therays of aflashlight were focused upon Cliff. The new light went out; powerful armsraised Cliff
and hoisted him like a sack. Out through the doorway, Cliff was tumbled into the broad tonneau of a
limousne

THE big man who had come to get the prisoner took the whedl and the large car moved forward. Jolts
rolled Cliff to the floor. Trussed, he had no way of telling where the car was going. When it finaly
stopped, the driver cameto get Cliff. Hanging from the big man's shoulder, Cliff's only impressonswere
those of apaved courtyard and the rear entrance to alarge house.

Through passages - then adoorway. Cliff tumbled from his carrier's shoulders and plopped helplessin a
largearm chair. Blinking in the mellow light that pervaded a paneled room, he found himsdlf staring a one
of the strangest crestures whom he had ever seen.

An old man, his grayish countenance topped by a shock of white hair; sharp eyes, with ditted lids that
flanked athin, peaked nose; lips that showed fangs as they formed a snarling smile - these were Cliff's
impressons.

No further explanation was needed. The Shadow's agent knew that he was face to face with the evil
genius who dominated al the underworld. He had been brought to The Crime Magter'slair; the gloating
fiend before him was The Crime Master himsdlf.

"Henley!" A solemn-faced man stepped forward as the old man spoke. "Bring me the bottle - the cloth -
andtheknife

The objects appeared. With an evil glare, The Crime Master soaked arag with abrownish liquid. He
goplied the cloth to Cliff'sface. A nauseating odor tifled the prisoner. Cliff felt his senses swimming.

It was not chloroform that The Crime Master had used, yet it was something even more potent. Though
Cliff retained consciousness, hefelt a helpless weariness. He knew, dully, that The Crime Master was
cutting his bonds; yet he had no strength to offer once he was free.



Again the soaked cloth; thistime, Cliff felt strangely detached from hisbody. All waslike adream; this
paneled room; the old man with whitened hair; avoice that came from far away.

The Crime Master had seated himsdlf at atable which Cliff had not previoudy noticed. On the level from
which Cliff observed it, the board showed odd pieces that |ooked like chess men: red, blue, green and
white. Though his vision was blurred, Cliff could make out the colors. He saw The Crime Magter add a
large, black man to the others.

"The Shadow!" The old man'slips formed avenomous snarl as The Crime Master turned toward Cliff.
"He has sought to thwart me, even since my cunning diminated him from the game. Whilel am planning,
heisrecuperating.

"Itiswdl." There was a sudden easing of the old man'stone. " Since The Shadow wishes to move upon
my board, he shal have the opportunity. Through you - the one who served him - | shal bring The
Shadow back into the game.”

THE CRIME MASTER motioned to Henley. Asthe servant approached, the old man aso arose;
together, they advanced to Cliff's chair. The prisoner raised his hands in feeble opposition; then camethe

sopping rag upon hisface. Groggily, Cliff dumped.

The Crime Master and his minion did Cliff's chair forward to the table. Cliff's weak hands rested on the
edge of the checkered board. When his eyes reopened, Cliff found himself staring, dazed, at the map
benesth the checkered squares. He saw claws - the old man's hands - shifting the pieces away.

"Here" - The Crime Master pointed with abony finger as hislips formed ahoneyed purr - "isaproblem
for The Shadow. This square represents the side of the Apex Silk Warehouse. Here, in thissquare, isthe
rear of ahouse across the street.

"My men can move from square to square. Thereisasecret tunnel, hollowed by my workers, beneath
the street. Once, not long ago” - there was sarcasm in The Crime Master's tone, an irony which Cliff was
too groggy to detect - "you intercepted one of my messages. Y ou sent information to The Shadow. That,
| presume, was your duty.

"Y ou have new information which | have just given you. The Shadow, tonight, can find my tunnel.
To-night, you understand, not later! For my men will occupy that house at midnight.”

Slitted eyeswere glaring a Cliff Mardand. Ruled by The Crime Master's new tone, Cliff could only nod.
Woe to the Shadow! That was the point which the old man wasimpressing. The voice seemed to carry a
commanding power.

"Listento me." The Crime Master's tone came as a suggestion, not as athrest. It was artfully designed to
sway Cliff'sgroggy brain. ™Y ou will send word to The Shadow. Y ou will tell him of The Crime Magter's
scheme. Do not say that you are a prisoner; that would divert him from the great work that he can
accomplish. Do not think of yoursalf. Y ou will be safe. Y ou must tell The Shadow how he can thwart
The Crime Magter.”

Venom had ended. Cliff, staring at the board, heard the voice, but no longer looked toward the old man's
face. By adopting an impersonal speech, by appedling to Cliff'sloyalty, The Crime Master had forced
one thought upon The Shadow's agent.

Dully, Cliff redlized that he had learned something. Under the influence of the powerful drug which The
Crime Master had used, Cliff could think of but one basic matter, the discovery that had been revedled to
him. Thefact that he was a prisoner faded from his thoughts.



The Crime Master motioned. Henley brought atelephone and placed it on the table. The Crime Master
gtared keenly as Cliff's hands fumbled with the dia. Then, as Cliff held the receiver to hisear, avoice
clicked over thewire:

"Burbank spesking.”

"Mardand reporting.” Cliff's tone steadied, mechanicaly. "Old house opposite side of Apex Silk
Warehouse. Entrance from the next block -"

The Crime Master was whispering in Cliff's ear. Automaticaly, Cliff repeated the words that were thrust
upon him.

"House number seventeen eleven. Tunnd from rear of cellar. House empty. Will be occupied a
midnight..."
"Report received,” came Burbank's click.

Abruptly, The Crime Master took the receiver from Cliff's yielding hand. He ended the conversation by
hanging up. Cliff stared; asudden flash of antagonism showed upon hisface. Then Henley bobbed
forward and thrust the soaked rag over his mouth and nose. Cliff gasped and sank back in hischair.

"Summon Woodling," ordered The Crime Master.

THE big man who had brought Cliff appeared at Henley'scall. A powerful ruffian, helooked the part of
aservant. Obediently, Woodling gathered up Cliff's collgpsed form and carried it from the room.

The Crime Master chuckled. He carefully placed blue pieces on the board, surrounding the square that
indicated the house. He beckoned to Henley.

"I suspected that The Shadow had an agent,” he declared. "Turk Bodell encountered trouble; therefore, |
chose to have Harger watch the man who had relayed the message. It wasthisfellow Mardand.

"Through him, | have reached The Shadow. The man to whom Mardand has just spoken wasnot The
Shadow. That was another agent; and he means nothing to us. The Shadow has had time to recover from
hisinjuries; the fact that he wasin the game last week is proof enough.

"Look at thistrap!" The Crime Master was gleeful as he swept his hand toward the board. "It will
imprison The Shadow. He will be out of the great game which | plan for to-morrow night!

"Midnight! That isnot the time my agents shdl occupy the old house. That story wasablind. At midnight,
The Shadow will be ahelpless prisoner. It is better to bottle him, rather than to fight him. I can hold him
aslong as| please. Then, after to-morrow night, | can ded with himlikearat inatrap!”

The Crime Magter studied the board; then, from abox he drew out awhite piece. He pointed to its
knobbed top. It bore the letter W.

"Thisstands for Commissioner Weston," scoffed The Crime Magter. "He has taken persond supervision
of the campaign against me. He is more dangerous than was Joe Cardona.

"I believe that The Shadow gave Cardonaclues. | believe that Weston also received atip. Very well; he
shall have another - onethat he will follow - one that will make him my hel pless hostage.

"Your last report, Henley, tells of astool pigeon named Squawky Sugler - a sneak whom one of my
spies has placed under suspicion. We shdl use him asthe bait, Henley. Take thisnew order to Louie



Harger."

Henley nodded. He brought out a pad and pencil. While The Crime Master dictated, the secretary wrote
in shorthand. The Crime Master's words were broken by intermittent chuckles.

The fiend was plotting at his best. By adouble stroke of preparation he had paved the way to nullify the
only enemieswho could counteract his coming crimel

CHAPTER XVII. THE SHADOW TRAPPED

"PLENTY of rest to-night. To-morrow, perhaps, you can leave your bed."

Such was the advice of Doctor Rupert Sayre. Hewas giving it to his patient, who lay quietly in bed, with
half-closed eyes. Sayre looked for aresponse. There was none. He feared that his patient had overtaxed
himself. He knew that Lamont Cranston had been making telephone cals a short while before.

Thinking that the wounded man had gone to deep, Sayreleft the room. Immediatdy, the eyesof The
Shadow opened. Hisleft hand stretched forward and plucked the telephone from its hook. The voice of
Cranston gave anumber.

"Burbank speaking,” said asolemn voice.
"Further report from Mardand." It was The Shadow's Sinister tone.
"No report,” came Burbank's response.

A pause. The eyes of The Shadow flashed. Burbank had informed his chief of the abrupt ending which
had followed Cliff Mardand's cdl. The Shadow was pondering upon the circumstances.

"Ordersto Vincent." The Shadow's voice began anew. "He must find a suitable place in the block where
the old house islocated. Remain on watch."

"Ingtructions recaived.”

The telephone clattered on its hook. The Shadow rested against the pillows. Minutes passed - ten -
fifteen - then, asthough strengthened by theinterval, the tall form moved. Theleft hand pressed the light
switch by the bed.

Doctor Sayre, passing in the hallway, noted the darkness at the bottom of the door. He decided that his
patient had decided to go to deep. Hefailed to hear the faint sounds of motion that came from within the
room.

The Shadow was preparing for ajourney. Dressed, he was at the door of the closet. His one hand
brought out the blood-clotted cloak. It followed by removing the hat. The table drawer did open. One by
one, The Shadow |loaded and withdrew the automatics.

Sayre, in degp concentration at the desk in his office, failed to witness the phenomenon which occurred
shortly afterward. Like amateridizing thing of night, atal figure came softly from the darkness of the
corridor. The Shadow, equipped for battle, stood gazing at the physician's back.

Sedthily, The Shadow moved across the office. Histal form paused, wavering; then regained its glide.
Noisgesdy, The Shadow reached the waiting room. The click of the outer door - a sound so dight that
Sayre never heard it - was the final token of his departure.



THE house with the number 1711 was an unpretentious building in a secluded block. Many of theold
residences on this street were vacant. Harry Vincent, trusted agent of The Shadow, had gained accessto
an old house diagondly opposite the one which he had been deputed to watch.

Harry had noticed no onein the street. Informed of all facts, he was keenly observant. He noted that the
old house was dimly lighted. Evidently, it had been arranged to appear like an occupied residence.

Other eyesthan Harry's were upon that house. The Shadow had arrived in the darkened street. He noted
the gloomy glow that came from windows on both the first floor and the second. He, like his agent,
watched for prowlers. There were none.

Midnight! That was the hour when crooks were supposed to occupy this place. There was an hour yet
until midnight. The Shadow, knowing that the way was clear, approached the steps.

The door of the house was dark. The splotch that The Shadow's figure formed was something that Harry
Vincent did not detect. The door opened; yet the skill of The Shadow was il in action. No gleam
escgped from the gloomy vestibule as The Shadow sidled through the opening.

The Shadow had picked the lock. It had not been formidable. Nor was the second lock - that of the
inner door - aproblem. In the hallway, The Shadow paused. Then, with a soft laugh, dmost inaudible, he
moved upward instead of down.

From room to room, the cloaked investigator made a brief ingpection of the poorly furnished second
floor. He descended and went through the rooms of the ground floor. Nothing escaped his notice. The
house looked like a specid set-up - the very spot from which atunnel would be made benesth the
Street.

A projecting portion of thewall attracted The Shadow's attention. It was the indication of an old
fireplace, now waled shut. The Shadow tapped; he could tell from the sound that his surmise was
correct.

Moving to the hallway, The Shadow discovered astairway leading to the cellar. Hisflashlight glimmered.
He descended into a stone-walled basement, like a strongroom - celling reinforced with metal sheathing.
This made The Shadow pause. It showed that this portion of the house had undergone reconstruction
that fitted well with crime.

The Shadow'slight, its glare atiny, circular beam, was cutting a swath to the rear of the cellar. Beyond a
narrow archway, The Shadow's keen eyes saw a heavy door that evidently led to arear compartment.
Thiswas hisobjective.

The Shadow reached hisgoal. His hand tried the knob of the door. It refused to yield. The pick replaced
the light. With his one usable hand, The Shadow pried at the lock.

An odd click. Like aflash, The Shadow sprang backward. His quickness would ordinarily have saved
him from the trap that he had struck, for it was but a single leap to the archway through which he had
come.

The sudden strain, however, wastoo grest for hisinjured body. The Shadow's leg gave; his body
crumpled on the floor. Then came the smash asasted curtain crashed downward in the archway. The
Shadow was trapped!

THE flashlight glimmered from the floor. Whileitsrays circled, The Shadow surveyed his prison. Hewas
caught in a space less than adozen feet square. The stedl curtain was formidable. The door ahead



offered the only outlet.

Rising weskly, The Shadow limped toward the door. He worked with pick. The door was atough
obstacle, but it gave. The Shadow forced the barrier with hisleft shoulder. He staggered into alarger
compartment.

So far as escape was concerned, this offered nothing.

Except for adisused furnace, an empty cod bin, afew lengths of pipe and aswitch-box for eectric lights,
the place was deserted. The wallswereirregular; one showed a bulge, the other an acove; but al were
of stone and mortar.

There was no sign of atunne. The Shadow redlized that such talk had been ahoax. He saw the purpose
of The Crime Master. New deeds of evil were coming; rather than risk men and cause commotion by an
open battle, the superfiend had resorted to thistrap.

Theflashlight's beam began to waver. The Shadow's strength was on the wane. The light steadied.
Seizing apiece of pipe, The Shadow approached the protruding portion of thewall. He ddlivered half a
dozen strokes against the mortar. Cracks showed bricks beneath. Then the pipe clattered to the stone
floor. The Shadow was exhausted.

Sinking downward, The Shadow laid hisflashlight on thefloor. His hand raised the fringe of hiscloak
toward the douch hat. Histeeth ripped at the lining. Powder - black in color - sfted into The Shadow's
gove

The same process was repeated, at a different spot along the hem. Thistime agrayish powder appeared.
The grains mixed. The Shadow |et the powder trickle by the spot where he had hacked away the
mortar.

Together, those powders formed a powerful explosive. Moistened by aliquid from avia which The
Shadow carried, they could cause much damage. The via appeared. Its precious dropsfell. Then, with a
find effort, The Shadow staggered through the doorway, to escape the blast.

It came, but with fizzing, deadened noise. Therewas aclatter of falling mortar that seemed louder than
the squibby explosion. The Shadow's form arose from the floor. With flashlight showing the way, the
trapped invader approached the wall.

Some bricks had crumbled. A small hole showed; the cavity was but inchesin diameter. Weakly, The
Shadow laughed. He knew the reason for the unexpected failure. The powder had been soaked by
blood, seeping down through the cloak on the night of The Shadow's momentous fight.

The explosve had logt its efficacy. There was the beginning of abreak through this portion of thewall.
Possessed of his accustomed strength, The Shadow could have used a piece of pipe to batter away at
the bricks.

That wasimpossible at present. With one arm done; with legs that were exhausted, The Shadow lacked
strength for heavy effort. Hisleft hand seemed weary even asit swept the light about the stone-walled
room.

Out went the flashlight. The Shadow's form moved wearily. It staggered forward in the darkness. The
extended |eft hand stopped the body asit struck the further wall. Groping as he managed to maintain his
footing, The Shadow found the eectric light switch.

The gloved hand aone seemed possessed with life asit pulled the switch down; then pushed it up. Again



that motion; but with different interva. Then the hand apparently became intrigued with this new work.

DOWN - up; down - up; down - a pause - then up. The process continued while seconds ticked
onward. Grimly, The Shadow seemed intent upon hiswork. Silently, he steadied in the effort asthough
utilizing every ounce of remaining strength.

At last came the finish. The switch clicked upward and stopped, after the long succession. The Shadow
had performed the operation nearly fifty times.

The gloved hand relaxed. The black cloak swished as The Shadow sprawled to the floor. Thetdl figure
stretched upon the stone floor. A weary gasp came from invisiblelips. As he had settled upon the pillows
at Sayre's so did The Shadow rest his head upon hisarm.

Minute followed minute. Midnight arrived. On the Street outside, prowling figures approached the old
house. Cautious men unlocked the door that The Shadow had closed behind him. They entered and
descended to the basement. They flashed lights on the lowered curtain of sted!.

Harry Vincent had seen the prowlers enter. They were the first whom he had observed. Still watching, he
saw thelights of the old house click off one by one. Then he noticed that the men were coming down the
steps. They had locked the door behind them.

Five minutes later, Harry left his observation post. He hurried aong the street until he reached asmall
corner lunch room. He entered and went to atelephone in the corner. He called Burbank.

Harry's mouth was close to the receiver. Only Burbank, at the other end of the line, could hear the low
wordsthat he uttered. His call finished, Harry Vincent looked grimly about him.

Satisfied that none of The Crime Master's minions were stationed here, The Shadow's agent departed.
Crossing the street, he dackened his pace and moved with caution as he proceeded in the direction of
the old house.

BACK intheoffice. Doctor Rupert Sayre had finished hiswork. Entering the corridor of his apartment,
he paused at his patient's door. He heard no sound; he smiled, satisfied that his convalescent visitor was

adeep.

Doctor Sayre was correct in that assumption. The Shadow was adeep. Hisresting place, however, was
not a comfortable bed. It was the stone floor of the old cellar which The Crime Master had provided as
The Shadow's lodging!

CHAPTER XVIII. ANOTHER PRISONER
"A GENTLEMAN to see you, commissioner.”

"At thishour?' Commissioner Weston |ooked up from the desk where he was working. "What does he
want, Grady?"

"Something confidentid, Sr. Hewouldn't give hisname.”
"Vey wdl. Tdl him | shdl seehimin afew minutes™

Commissioner Ralph Weston was in the little office which formed aroom of his gpartment. It was one
o'clock in the morning; yet hewas ill a work on problems of crime. There was areason.

Earlier, there had been adaying in the underworld. The police had found the bullet-riddled body of a



scrawny mobster in adovenly room of an old house. Ingpector Klein, covering the case, had recognized
the dead man as a stool pigeon - Squawky Sugler.

On Sugler, Klein had found a crumpled sheet of paper. It was this penciled dip that puzzled Weston. It
bore an odd shaped diagram that |ooked like the floor plan of a house.

Weston was sure that this chart was a clue to coming crime. During the past week, the police had
confirmed their belief that a supermind was controlling gangdom. The law had come to recognize the
existence of an overlord of evil whom gangland knew as The Crime Master.

Did this penciled scrawl represent information that Squawky Sugler had gained? All stools had been
ordered to learn whatever factsthey could concerning the master mind who controlled the underworld.
The Crime Magter's previous efforts had been well-mapped attacks upon buildings where wedth was
stored.

Y et asingle paper - with plan adone - meant nothing. Weston continued his hopel ess study of the chart;
then, suddenly, his curiogity began to act. He wondered about the visitor who was waiting. Thrusting the
penciled paper into adesk drawer, Weston summoned Grady.

"Bring themanin," ordered the commissioner.

Grady went out; he returned with a solemn-faced chap who wore an overcoat buttoned around his neck
and who handled his hat in servile fashion as he fumbled it between his hands.

THE visitor was perhaps forty-five years of age; his gppearance was unimpressive; but he siood with
worried expression until Grady had |eft at the commissioner's order. Then he approached.

"I have come from Mr. Dagron, sir," he announced, in a polite and methodical tone, "From Mr. Ganford
Dagron. | am his secretary -"

"Ganford Dagron,” interposed Weston. ™Y ou mean the famous financier who retired afew years ago?"

"Yes, gr," replied the visitor. "Mr. Dagron gave up active interests after the government ruled againgt
further raillroad mergers.”

"I remember,” declared Weston, tersely. "What does Mr. Dagron want?'

"Heisin greet fear, Sr," declared the viditor, in an awed tone. ""He has received some strange warnings.
He has not told me the nature of the message; but it worrieshim. He staysin hislibrary, sr, at night; he
does not retire. Thisevening, he was very troubled. At midnight, he called me and ordered meto come
to you. He saysthat he must see you, commissioner, a once; he added that your vist must be made with
strictest secrecy.

"I cameinthelimousine, sir; but | left it around the corner, a Mr. Dagron's order. He did not wish his car
to be seen in front of this apartment. He was afraid, even, to telephone to you. He asks that you come
with me; he wants no other officersto accompany us-"

"Wait amoment!" snapped Weston. "What does Ganford Dagron mean by giving dl these ingtructions?
He must be adoddering old foal, to think that he can impose dl these conditions without explanation.”

"Heisquiteadert, Sir," assured the solemn-faced vigitor, as he leaned forward on Weston's desk. "Y ou
see, he has many vauablesin the house. | think that he fears his protective measures are not sufficient.
Someone- | believe - is seeking to rob him!"



A pen projected from an inkwell on Weston's desk; near it was a pad. Dagron's secretary reached for
these; while Weston watched, the man began to draw lines.

"The houseislikethis, gr," explained the secretary. "Theliving room ishere; thelibrary - where Mr.
Dagron stays- isnext to it. This corridor leads -"

An exclamation burst from Weston's lips. The commissioner's eyeswere saring. Linefor line, room for
room, Dagron's secretary was drawing areplicaof the plan which had been found on Squawky Sugler!

"Stop!" Weston opened the desk drawer. He drew out the penciled sheet. "'Is this the compl ete plan of
the ground floor at Dagron's home?"

The standing man nodded. He appeared dumfounded. Weston tore away the sheet on which the
secretary was making marks, he added it to the penciled paper.

"I'm going with you," he announced. "Comeadong.”
Summoning Grady, Weston called for hat and coat. He spoke terse words to his man:

"I'm going to the home of Ganford Dagron. | shal probably be late returning. Don't wait up for me
Grady."

"Very well, commissoner.”

WESTON left with hisvisitor. They found the limousine waiting around the corner. A man was at the
whed; he drove northward and finally reached a street where an old mansion showed among smdler
buildings. The chauffeur drove to the rear; the car rolled through a gate and stopped in an old-fashioned
courtyard. The secretary ushered the commissioner into the rear entrance.

They went through a passage. Weston's conductor rapped upon adoor. A cracked voice responded:
"What isit, Henley?'

"The police commissoner, Sr.”

"Have him enter. At once.”

Henley opened the door. Weston stepped into an old-fashioned library, where rows of towering
bookcases lined the wallsto the celling. An old man, with shocky white hair, was seated a a chess
board. He waved Weston to achair.

"l understand that you are worried,” remarked Weston. He had recognized Ganford Dagron immediately
upon entering. "1 have cometo learn the trouble.”

"I am greetly worried,” admitted the old man, in acrackly tone. "l have enemies - terrible enemies - men
who seek my life, aswell asmy treasure. This' - he pointed to the chess board - "is my solace. Only by
concentration upon such agame can | escape my troubles.”

Weston smiled; Dagron noticed the expression.

"Crimethreatens, yet | play agame." Dagron chuckled. "Y ou think that isodd? Not at al, commissoner.
Not a al. Crimeisagame.” The old man's eyeswere flashing through their ditted lids. "A great game,
commissioner - greater than chess. Yet" - Dagron paused thoughtfully - *chess and crime have much in



Rising, the old man stalked toward the bookcase. He opened it inward, like adoor. He motioned to
Weston to follow him into alighted room that adjoined the library. Intrigued, despite his perplexity, the
commissioner followed. The door sivung shut after they had entered. They stood in aroom with paneled
walls; looking, Weston could not discern the place through which they had entered.

"L ook at this board, commissioner." Dagron pointed to atable with a glass, checkered surface. "Here -
takethischair. You will beinterested, | assureyou.”

The commissioner surveyed the board before him. He was puzzled as he noticed the map benegath the
glass. Heredlized that it showed Streets and buildings. He was aso astonished by the array of pieceson
the board. Reds, blues and greens - dl were of ashape. But among them were white men of adifferent
formation.

"Interesting, eh?" Dagron chortled. "It should be - to you, commissioner. Therein the center isthe vault
room of the Impregnable Trust Company. Three weeks ago, a shipment of Colombian platinum was
dtored there. The value of themeta - | believe | am correct - isfour million, seven hundred and fifty
thousand dollars.”

Weston looked up. He stared at Dagron'sface. It seemed gray and fiendish in thislight. Weston
wondered if the old man wereinsane. He looked at the board again, as Ganford Dagron pointed.

"Thereds are prepared to move," crackled the old man. "They areraiders - swift and certain. They are
protected by the mobs - the greens - by the spies and snipers, who are blue.

"Againg them" - Dagron paused in sneering fashion - "are the whites - pitiful whites who represent the
forcesof thelaw."

The fascination of the board had caught Weston unaware. The commissoner was studying the obvious
perfection of the game before him. It was only of a sudden that he realized who must be its author.
Straightening, he flung his chalenge to the gloating fiend before him.

"You!" blurted the commissioner. "Y ou - you are The Crime Magter!"

DAGRON leered. Weston's hand shot toward his pocket. It stopped at sight of Dagron's eyes. Turning,
Weston saw that the door had opened. Henley and another man - Weston recognized the chauffeur -
were covering him with revolvers.

"I have capable assstants,” snarled Dagron. "Henley - my secretary - was the one who hoaxed you here.
Woodling - who serves as my chauffeur - isequally able. He, my dear commissioner, will beyour jailor.”

The men approached. Woodling thrust his revolver into the small of Weston's back while Henley calmly
produced arevolver from the commissioner's pocket.

"l am The Crime Magter." Ganford chuckled glegfully. "My am in lifeiswedlth - possesson. Oncel was
known asagiant among financiers.

"Then my practiceswere declared illegal. Why? Not justly, but because my ways of accumulating wealth
weretoo gigantic. In five yearslonger, | would have become the overlord of merged industries. | would
have commanded billions - not mere millions.

"l was prevented. So | went back to millions. Preposterous laws had been passed to stop my plansfor
pyramiding wealth. So | resolved to proceed in defiance of the law. The barriers were down, so far as|
was concerned. | spent thousands upon thousandsin organizing crime. To-day, | am The Crime
Master!"



The old man was approaching Weston as he spoke. He fairly spat the final wordsinto the commissioner's
face. Then, with asweep of his hands, he ordered Woodling to new duty as he pointed a scrawny finger
toward his new prisoner.

"Take him away!" dhrilled Dagron. "Take him away! Keep him safdly, Woodling. Heismy hostage.”

The old man's mirth trailed into a maddened cackle. Derisvely, The Crime Master voiced the triumph of
his capture. The chief officid of the law wasin his power. Already, minions had sent in the report of The
Shadow's trapping.

AFTER Woodling had marched Weston from the room, Ganford Dagron settled in his chair behind the
checkered table. As he surveyed the layout for his coming game, he spoke aloud to Henley.

"The police may visit us" chuckled The Crime Magter. "But what if they do? Y ou, Henley, will remain
out of sight. | shdl tdll them that | have no secretary. They will believe that my namewas used asalure.

"That isthe advantage, Henley, of my reputation. The police! Bah! Outside of Cardona, who is il
disabled, and this man Weston, who is my prisoner, there is none among them who would have brains
enough to doubt my integrity. The proof? We had it to-night - when Weston, himself, cameto vist me.

"Asfor thiscrime" - the old man waved his hand above the board - "the very stupendousness of it serves
asaprotection. Compared with the Impregnable Trust Company's vault room, that of the Titan Trust
was atoy bank. Moreover, we are dealing with heavy meta, Henley. The very weight of those platinum
bars should render them safe from ordinary robbers.”

Again, the old man cackled. He tapped the white pieces on the board; the reminder caused him to loose
final derison toward the law.

"Foold" he exclaimed. "They know that The Crime Master ismighty - that he must possessawizard's
brain such asmy own. Y et they will not suspect me. They know that The Crime Master pursues mighty
schemes; but they will overlook the one opportunity for unparaleled robbery - that wedth in the vault of
the Impregnable Trust.

"No one would suspect either fact!" The Crime Master paused; a cunning smile showed on hisevil face.
"Y es - thereis one who would suspect. One - The Shadow. But he is helpless within my mesh!™

While Henley, firgt of The Crime Magter's own aids, was harkening to the babbling of his chief,
Woodling, the second trusted servant, was listening to palaver of adifferent sort. Woodling had
imprisoned Weston in a cell-like room beneath his master'slibrary.

Behind awicketed door, the commissioner was speaking to hisjailer. He was studying the hard face of
the servant while he presented persuasive argument. Weston had classed Ganford Dagron, The Crime
Master, as agrasping miser. He was basing his pleato Woodling on the offer of cash.

"Hereisacheck" - Weston paused to draw book and pen from his pocket - "that will be cashed without
question. Itismy first payment for my release. Do you understand?”'

Woodling nodded while Weston scrawled.

"l do not ask to be released to-night," resumed the commissioner. "To-morrow will be soon enough -
after you have obtained your money. Takeit to the bank; they will pay you five thousand.”

He handed the check through the wicket. Woodling nodded as he read the amount.



"Then return,”" ordered Weston. "I shall have another check - the next one for ten thousand. It will be
yours the moment thet | am free.

"Keegp me here until late to-morrow afternoon. That will [ull thisfiend you cal your master - the man
whom you must cease to serve. Remember, | guarantee you immunity from the law, if you will do your
part to aid me in combating crime. Do you understand?’

"To-morrow." Woodling nodded. "I cash this check. | receive another. Ten thousand. | understand.”

The Crime Master's minion departed. Commissioner Weston seated himself on asmdl cot. A smile
appeared beneath histrim mustache.

Weston was confident that he had succeeded with his bribe. By to-morrow night, he felt sure, he would
be free to thwart The Crime Master's greatest robbery.

CHAPTER XIX. FORCES PREPARE

SHORTLY beforefive o'clock the next afternoon, a quiet, chubby-faced man was seated by the window
of an inner office. High above uptown Manhattan, he was gazing complacently at the hazy sky-line of the
greet city.

"Mr. Burkeis here, Mr. Mann."

A stenographer had entered. The chubby-faced man nodded. He ordered the girl to admit the visitor. A
keen-visaged chap of wiry build appeared. He nodded to Mann and took achair beside the desk.

Men of atotdly different type, these two were in the same service. Rutledge Mann, easy-going
investment broker; Clyde Burke, enterprising reporter of the New Y ork Classic - both were agents of
The Shadow.

Where Mann served in passive capacity, asinformation gainer and contact maker, Burke, like Mardand
and Vincent, belonged on thefiring line. Each, however, wasimportant. Thisfact was about to prove
itdf.

Rutledge Mann produced an envelope. He handed it to Clyde Burke. The reporter opened it to find a
message in code. He read the blue-inked lines; then the writing faded. Such wasthe way with The
Shadow's messages. They disappeared after short contact with the air.

Clyde Burke nodded as he looked toward Rutledge Mann. It was plain that the investment broker had
received amessage Smilar to hisown. They were free to discuss the subject.

"These clippingsimpressed me." Mann drew printed items from his desk. "They are duplicates of the
ones| forwarded. That Colombian platinum, Burke, offers great opportunity for criminals.”

"Provided they can get it,” agreed Burke, grimly. "I have made afina search of the back files a the
Clasdc. | find - as| intimated in my last report through you - that the shipment from Colombiawas
arranged severd months ago.”

"Then peoplein New Y ork would have easily gained knowledge of it -"

"Y es. Hereisthe Situation, Mann. Certain European governments require platinum. Russia controls
amost the entire European output. Purchasersin the countries that have no trade agreement with the
Soviet government must ook € sewhere.



"Colombia produces platinum. A New Y ork Syndicate arranged to purchase thisvast supply. They are
holding the metd to sdll in Europe. Most of it isaready ordered; smdl shipments are to begin before the
end of thisweek."

Mann nodded.

"So far ascrimeis concerned,” asserted Burke, "itisanatura. And yet -"
"No one would suspect it."

"Exactly. That is, the police would not suspect it. But -"

Mann smiled. He and Burke, as agents of The Shadow, had been trained to ook for situations such as
this. They had both been informed by The Shadow of The Crime Master's power and ways. Separately,
they had been seeking to find indications of crime possbilities. Millionsin platinum, despite the supposed
security of the precious metal, would be an incentive to The Crime Magter.

THE telephone rang on Mann's desk. The investment broker raised the receiver. He spoke quietly; then
handed the instrument to Burke. It was Burbank on the wire. The call from this contact man indicated
orders more recent than those that had come through Mann.

"Yes..." Clyde acknowledged Burbank's statements. "Yes... Vincent... | shal go thereright away..."

Hanging up, Clydetook hisleave without a statement to Mann. The reporter's face wore a puzzled
expression. These new orders were both brief and odd. He wasto report to Harry Vincent, at an
obscure store known as the Century Accessory Exchange. Clyde had never heard of the place before;
but the location was significant. The Century Accessory Exchange was Situated in the same block asthe
Impregnable Trust Company.

As Clyde neared his destination, he saw that the accessory shop was caticornered to the Trust Company
building. The block was unpretentious except for the Impregnable Trust Company, which towered, solid
and imposing, on acorner.

There were garages in the block; perhaps this was why the accessory store had been opened there.
Clyde noticed that truck supplies predominated, as he stared at the display on the sdewak and in the
window. Piled stacks of heavy truck tires|ooked like massive doughnuts.

Clyde spied Harry Vincent in the shop. He entered. Harry turned to shake hands; then introduced Clyde
to aweary-faced man who was standing by the counter.

"I'm buying the place, Clyde," said Harry, with asmile. "Thisfdlow - the present owner - seemsglad to
get out of the business.”

"Thingsare dow," explained the weary man. "But ayoung fellow like you ought to make ago of it. Well,
Mr. Vincent, welve finished the arrangements. The placeisyours."

The man grolled from the store. Harry motioned to Clyde. The two waked out to the sdewak. Harry
pointed to the stacks of tires. There were two of them, near the curb.

"Thisfellow Chamerswhom you just met,” sated Harry, "tells me that he hasto bring in those stacks
every night. A nicejob, because they're rimmed. Look at the size of them, Clyde."

The reporter walked to the nearer stack. Heavy truck tires, of large diameter, they formed a cylinder
nearly fivefeet high.



"| told Chamers," resumed Harry, in adry tone, "that | might keep thetires out. He said they would be
stolen. | decided that | would risk it for anight. | picked anew spot for them - over here.”

He pointed to a spot close by the show window. Clyde saw the opened doors of asmall delivery
elevator. The car, itsdlf, obsolete and inadequate, was on the level of the sdewalk.

"Going to close the doors and set the tires on them?* questioned Clyde.

"No," returned Harry. "I'm going to remove the doors entirely. That's your job, Clyde. Take these pliers
and pull out those long hinges."

CLYDE complied, wondering. Just as he had finished the task, Harry appeared, carrying four flat bars of
heavy iron. Kicking the discarded doors aside, he arranged the long barsin crisscross fashion over the
top of theflat eevator.

"Therésthe support,” remarked Harry, "just in case the car won't hold the weight of thetires. Help me
st the doors.™

He shifted one of the flat meta pieces so that it projected dightly inward from the left side of the elevator
opening. Clyde did the same with the door on the right. The result was a makeshift grating, open in the
center of the elevator car.

"Now for thetires." Harry approached the nearer stack. Clyde aided him. They shifted the top tire and
carried it to the improvised grating. They continued with the other tires. When they had finished with the
stack, Harry, puffing, suggested that they add more. It waswith considerable effort that they finally raised
the stack to a height of more than six feet.

"Looksabit lopsided,” observed Harry. "I'll fix that.”

While Clyde stood puzzled, Harry went into the store and returned with two metal wedges and asmdll
hand dedge. He inserted the point of one wedge between two tires near the top of the stack and drove it
home. It made the stack tilt to the left.

"| thought that would happen." Harry inserted the second wedge further to the left. Again, he hammered.
The result was satisfactory.

The stack of tiresformed an irregular cylinder that had adight forward tilt until it reached the wedges.
There, adight gap showed between two tires, six feet above the base of the stack. Above that, thetires
werelevd.

"Well rall these extrasinto the store," suggested Harry. "After that, were through. How do you like my
idea, Clyde? Those barstake dl the weight from the elevator car."

Clyde Burke smiled. He was mydtified. Harry's actions seemed nonsensic. Nevertheless, Clyde knew
there must be a purpose. He asked no questions. He merely helped Harry with the extratires; then
agreed to hisfriend's suggestion that they go out to est.

I'T was six o'clock. Inspector Timothy Klein entered Commissioner Ral ph Weston's outer officeto find
two persons there: a stenographer and a young man who served, on occasions, as Weston's private
secretary.

"Any word from the commissioner?’ questioned Klein, anxioudly.

The secretary shook his head.



"Bad business" muttered Klein. "I can't understand why we haven't heard from him."
"Haveyou called Grady again?'
"Yes- threetimes-"

The door opened. Klein turned. He recognized thetall, impressive form of Commissioner Weston. The
missing officia had returned.

Weston was garbed in gray hat and overcoat. In hisleft hand, he carried a briefcase. He sivung the bag
toward the inner office. Klein opened the door; the commissioner went through and the inspector
followed.

"Where have you been, commissioner?' questioned Klein. "We have been trying to locate you al day.
People have been impatient because we couldn't tell them where you were, Sir.”

"I know it." Weston'stone was dry; hislips formed asmile beneath his pointed mustache. "Infact, |
called here mysdf; and aso caled my apartment, just to hear what would be said. In other words, |
inquired after mysalf - disguising my voice of course - and | learned that | was out but would return
later."

"That was my order," declared Klein. "We couldn't |et it out that the police commissioner had
disappeared. It had me worried."

“Why?

"Because of the circumstances. Grady told me where you had gone; when | learned that you weren't
there-"

Weston's left hand was raised in interruption. Klein paused. Studying the commissioner acrossthe
flat-topped table, the ingpector noticed that his chief seemed pale. Weston's full face lacked a bit of its
usud contour.

"Tell me," came the commissioner's brisk order. "Just what did Grady say? When - where - how - did |
leave my apatment?’

"At oneo'clock last night,” explained Klein. "A man came to see you - then you went away with him.
Y ou told Grady that you were going to vist Ganford Dagron, the retired financier."

"Very wel." Weston'stonewas il quizzicd. "And then?!

"You did not return. | called you thismorning. Grady told me the circumstances. | cdled Ganford
Dagron.”

"At hishome?'
"YS"
"What did he haveto say?'

"That he did not send for you. He was willing to see me, so | went out there and took Grady along. We
found that Dagron lives done with one servant - afellow named Woodling, who admitted us. Woodling
was not the man who came to your apartment. Grady was sure of that.”

"So you decided that | had been hoaxed?"



"Possibly. | hoped, however, that you had merely decided to midead Grady. | could not see what the
purpose might be. At the sametime-"

"All right, ingpector.” Weston's smile was stern. "The latter surmiseis correct. | wanted no one to know
where | was. | shall vist Ganford Dagron later, in person, to explain the matter to him.

"l was engaged in specia work last night, inspector. My efforts are completed. Call in my secretary. |
wish to dictate orders.”

Klein obeyed. The secretary seated himself by Weston's desk. While Klein listened, Weston's voice
began to drone police orders. The inspector stared dumfounded.

"Coming robbery of the Impregnable Trust Company,” were thewords. " Scheduled for to-night. Detall
patrol cars asfollows-"

Tersely, the orders continued. Patrol cars, detectives, squads of policemen - the commissioner was
arranging them in methodical precision. Concentrating powerful forces at srategic points, hewasforming
an array of strength that seemed amazing.

USUALLY, Klein knew, Weston deliberated upon such courses. This afternoon, his method differed.
Never before had the inspector listened to such perfected plans. Handling hundreds of men, forgetful of
no detail, Weston was presenting a system of police deployment that outmatched anything that Klein had
ever known.

Secrecy seemed linked with Strategy. Y et the plainness of the detailsimpressed themsdves firmly upon
the inspector's brain. Asthe secretary arose to take the ordersfor triplicate typing, Klein gasped in
admiration.

"It'sinagan?' he questioned. "The Crime Master business? To-night?"

"Deductively speaking, yes," asserted Weston. "Tonight isthe logical time. Should there be
postponement, we shall repest our plans to-morrow. Y ou will notice, inspector, that my orders leave
nothing to chance. Followed perfectly, even our own forceswill not know the nature of the crimewhich
we are seeking to prevent.”

"There can't be aleak," admitted Klein. ™Y ou handled that part of it perfectly, commissioner.”

"Youwill notice, dso," declared Weston, "that | have provided for al movementsto be guided by one
controller. Y ou, ingpector, will have that duty!"

"You mean," exclamed Klein, "that you are turning the command over to me?”
"Yes. Asmy deputy.”

Minutes passed while the commissioner gave verba ingtructions to the inspector. The secretary entered.
He was bringing the typed orders. Rising, Weston handed the sheetsto Klein.

"Follow my orders," was the commissoner's statement. Then to the secretary: ™Y ou and the stenographer
may leave. | shal remain ashort while."

Five minutes later, Commissioner Weston'stall form was standing by the desk, done. One hand moved -
the left. The overcoat, which was now unbuttoned for the first time, dropped to the floor.

With the doffing of that garment, thetall form seemed to loseits bulk. The single hand opened the



briefcase. It drew out two garments - ablack cloak and adouch hat.

A laugh came from the lips beneath the mustache. The face of Commissioner Weston, suddenly relaxed,
seemed to loseits contour and become masklike. The free arm raised the cloak; it settled over shoulders.
The hat was lifted to the commissioner's head.

The transformation was complete. Commissioner no longer, this personage who had directed the perfect
massing of law forces under Ingpector Klein, had now resumed his chosen part.

The Shadow, hisface disguised in perfect fashion, his clothing padded to give it proper bulk, had taken
the place of Commissioner Ralph Weston.

Somehow, The Shadow had escaped. Divining the crime that loomed, he had sought to reach Weston
anonymoudly. Scenting that the commissioner's absence was due to some action of The Crime Magter,
The Shadow had decided to play adoublerole.

First, as Commissioner Weston, he had arranged the law for action. That task completed - to a
perfection previoudy unknown - he was returning to his own part.

As The Shadow, he was ready to deliver telling strokes of a sort that he, done, could make!

CHAPTER XX. MASTERSMEET

TEN o'clock. All was quiet on the street in front of the massive Impregnable Trust building. Then came a
rumble as atruck rolled aong the thoroughfare. Stopping, ahundred feet past the bank, the big vehicle
backed into the open door of agarage.

A second truck arrived. Likethefirg, it performed the turntable maneuver. A third truck came afew
minutes later. Silence again prevailed until afourth truck appeared upon the scene.

This machine stopped abruptly. Squarely in front of the Impregnable Trust Company, the driver dighted
and went to the rear. He opened a door. From inside the truck came a dozen men. They approached the
big building.

These arrivasworked rapidly. Their task completed, they scrambled back into the truck. The lumbering
vehicle moved forward for one hundred feet. Then came atremendous blast.

With aflare that was followed by rocketing echoes, the entrance of the Impregnable Trust was blown
Clear.

A gaping hole replaced metal doors. The truck moved backward. It stopped short of the smashed
entrance. A dozen men sprang to the street. At the sametime, three trucks came rolling from the garage.
One faced in the same direction as the truck in front of the bank; the others headed opposite.

Alarmswere clanging. Massed raiders seemed disdainful. Waiting for asignd, they were ready to
advance. These were The Crime Magter'sreds. They knew that greens and blues were everywhere
about. They did not fear the arrival of the police.

An order. Men moved forward. Their next work, in the bank, would be to blow the vault. Then the
platinum, handled by a dozen stalwart gorillas, would be on its way to the waiting truck.

A muffled shot. A zimming bullet winged the gangster who had given the order to advance. Whilethe
underlings stared, their leader collgpsed at their feet. Astounded, the ruffians paused. One man, turning,
gave a sudden exclamation. A second report; hefell.



The otherswhedled. They were at the mercy of the hidden sniper. They saw whence the shots had come.
A wreath of smoke was curling from between two tiresin a stack that stood before a store across the
dtreet. Revolversflashed. They barked.

Zipping bullets seared through the rubber tires. The leaden messengers were flattened by the thick rims
within. An automatic responded. Shots camein quick precision. As mobsters dropped, their fellows
dashed for the safety of the truck.

SAFE in hisimprovised pill-box, The Shadow had covered the center zone of crime. Once again, he was
defying The Crime Master's hordes; thistime from a security which they could not shake.

The stack of tires- anatura sght in front of any store - had completely passed suspicion. Through the
narrow dit, on aleve with his eyes, The Shadow could spy forth while he fired with hissingle hand. His
right arm, resting at his side, was not needed. New automatics were within reach of hisleft hand; at any
time, alowering of hisbody could bring him beneath the space that served asloophole between the stedl
rimsof thetires.

Whistles blaring, Srens shrieking - gunfire roared from blocks around. Police, held in readiness at distant
locations, were smashing in through cordons of mobsmen.

The Shadow had arranged their attack. They were breaking down The Crime Magter's blockades. Ina
few minutes, they would be here, in this very block, where impotent raiders were unable to rush the door
that they had shattered!

Suddenly, one of the trucks by the garage lumbered forward. It was moving away from The Shadow.
From itsinterior camethe rat-tat-tat of a machine gun. The truck stopped at the far end of the block.
Like an armored tank, it resisted the advance of the police.

The blocking truck was beyond The Shadow's range. But as the hidden fighter watched, imperviousto
scattered shots that struck his pill-box, a second truck came rolling toward the corner.

Police cars were coming from the distance. Asthe truck rolled up to meet them, the first rattle of its
machine gun began. The men in thistruck knew nothing of The Shadow's presence. They did not know
why the raid on the bank had ended so abruptly. They wereto learn.

An automatic spoke. The gunner of the machine gun dropped. Another legped to take his place. The
automatic snapped forth new reports. Savagely, agangster legped to the gun and swung it toward the
stack of tires.

Bullets sped from the bel ching muzzle of the machine gun. Lead rattled againg stedl tire rims. The pill-box
was withstanding the fire. Crouched low, to avoid the danger of the loophole, The Shadow waited. He
had diverted fire from the advancing police.

Sharp cries. gangsters turned their rapid-fire wegpon on the law. They thought that they had quelled the
sniper. They were mistaken. Again, The Shadow's automatic blazed from the opening. The new gunners
fdl.

A roar. Thelast truck, itsdriver informed of the trouble, was moving from the front of the garage. The
man at the whedl was crouched as he drove his big machine toward the stack of tires where The Shadow
lurked.

The Shadow saw the move. The truck had ahundred feet to come. The automatic ceased itsfire.
Unhindered, the mammoth truck lurched forward. Its front whedl's jounced upon the curb. It smashed



into the stack of tires; hurtling onward, it carried them through the plate glass window of the accessory
store.

Glass - woodwork - bricks - al went with acrash as The Shadow's pill-box was scattered. Clear into
the building; the truck flung tires before it as it came to astop inside the store. It had passed the spot
where the pill-box had been set; in the wake of the truck, adozen mobsters were coming forward.

They stopped short. They saw therising floor of the elevator car, coming up beneath Harry Vincent's
improvised grating. The foremost mobsterswere too late. Asthe opening closed, they heard the weird
cry of The Shadow - amocking laugh of triumph.

The moment that the truck's attack had started, the fighter in the pill-box had released the car on which
he stood. His body, passing between the bars, had descended to the safety below the level of the Street.

Mobsmen were doomed. Police cars had arrived. Vainly, gorillas|egped to the machine gun. Bullets
stopped them. Speeding onward, two police cars approached the distant truck from therear. They
arrived while the machine gun was being twirled toward them. They sllenced the gunners before the men
had time to open with adeadly spray of bullets.

The Crime Master's minions had failed. Flanked, scorched with enfilading fire, blocked on al sides, they
had no chance. Inspector Klein had set the machinery in motion. The Shadow's strategy had guided the
law to victory.

THE CRIME MASTER wasin his paneled room. Seated &t his checkered table, he was chuckling
expectantly as he studied the pieces which he had not yet moved. Groggy, in chairs close by, were Cliff
Mardand and Raph Weston. Old Ganford Dagron had ordered them brought here, half-drugged, that
they might witness histriumph.

"Any reports, Henley?"

The Crime Magter's question was an eager snarl. Henley, who had entered amoment before, shook his
head.

"Not yet, Master," hereplied. "It istoo soon. Woodling has not returned.”

"Haf an hour has élgpsed,” croaked Dagron. "'l shdl not have long to wait." He turned and leered toward
Weston. "Y ou, commissioner, will learn how puny the law can be."

Chortling, The Crime Master produced adip of paper and wig-wagged it in front of Weston's
half-closed eyes. It was the check that the commissioner had given Woodling the night before.

"You areafool," sneered Dagron. "To think that you could bribe one of my trusted men. My servants-
like mysdf - love crime. Money! Bah! | havedl thewedth | need. They are entitled to their share.”

The old man tore the check to bits and threw the pieces on the floor. A buzzer sounded beside histable.
Dagron's face gleamed.

"Woodling has returned!" he exclaimed as he pressed the button to unlatch the door.

With Henley, The Crime Master gazed toward the clicking barrier. It opened. A snarl camefrom
Dagron'slips, Henley emitted agtifled gasp.

It was not Woodling, returning with news of triumph. It was another, whose very arriva was proof of
disaster. Caught unaware, The Crime Master and his servant could not make amove.



There, in the doorway, stood afigure cloaked in black. A raised left fist held alooming automatic.
Burning eyes showed beneeth the brim of adouch hat.

It was The Shadow. Following the clue of Weston's disappearance; knowing that Ganford Dagron might
well be The Crime Master, he had come in hope of uncovering the super fiend.

Victor in the fray against The Crime Master's minions, The Shadow, master foe of crime, had trapped
The Crime Magter himsdif.

CHAPTER XXI.BLACK STANDSALONE

A WEIRD laugh crept through the paneled room. Dagron and Henley, staring; Cliff and Weston,
motionlessin their chairs - the four formed a strange tableau before The Shadow's burning gaze.

Asthe black-garbed arrival moved forward, leaving the door gar behind him, his keen eyes centered
upon the table where The Crime Magter's men formed their colorful array.

The hand with the automatic made awide sweep. Its swing cleared the board. The piecesin The Crime
Master's game went scattering across the dark-hued rug. Swinging, The Shadow cameto a stand at the
gde of theroom. From this point, he controlled both Dagron and Henley with the aim of hissingle gun.

"Your gameisended." The Shadow's sinister whisper was addressed to Ganford Dagron. ™Y our minions
have met with find defeat to-night.”

The old man snarled. Again, The Shadow laughed. He recogni zed the burden of The Crime Magter's
thoughts.

"Your trgp" - The Shadow's voice was asardonic sneer - "failed inits purpose. | lacked the strength to
break it; but | found another method. Y our one mistake wasthe light switch inthe cellar.”

The Shadow's tones were hitter gibes that brought afiendish scowl to Dagron'sface. The old man's
clawswere clutching furioudy.

"Through that switch," jeered The Shadow, "I operated the lights upstairs. My agent, stationed acrossthe
street, caught my coded signals. He waited - at my order - until your men had come and gone.

"Then he arrived. He waited long - until 1 had revived from weariness. Then, by taps, he signaled. He
broke into the walled-up fireplace. | had gained entry to the ash pit beneath. He lowered tools and
explosivesthat | needed. The rest was a matter of time alone.

"I have been free since noon. | divined the crime you scheduled for to-night. | took measuresto prevent
it. The police moved under my direction. | was at the heart of crime - thistime encased by rings of stedl
that withstood the bullets of your minions.”

The Shadow's words ended with agtartling hiss. A shuddering laugh; Dagron, like Henley, quailed. The
Crime Master, seated by his cleared board, redized histota helplessness.

"The palice are coming here." The Shadow's words were mocking. "They will rescue their captured chief,
as| shdl first aid my captured agent. Y our game will be exposed when they have reached thislair.”

The Shadow paused. The echoes of hiswordslingered in Dagron's ears. There was asinister note of
doomin al that the avenger had said. Y et Ganford Dagron, fiend to the end, managed to regain his evil
sarl.



HALF rising, the old man spat venomouswords. It was afutile act; yet the fierceness of the challenge
came asawarning to The Shadow. Redlizing that Dagron might have some purposein hisaction, The
Shadow whedled suddenly from the old man's gaze.

The door was swinging open. Woodling, returning with reports of failure, had heard the tones of The
Shadow's voice. Hoping to deliver asurprise attack, he was entering by stealth. Ganford Dagron had
spied the movement of the door; he was seeking to hold The Shadow's attention.

Theinstant that The Shadow whedled, Woodling, peering from the side of the door, came upward with a
gun. His hurried finger pressed the trigger of the revolver just as The Shadow fired with the automeatic.

Woodling's bullet whistled past The Shadow's shoulder. The shot from the automatic, however, was
loosed with sure delivery. It found its mark in Woodling's body. With afrenzied scream, the servant
gprawled forward and rolled writhing on thefloor.

Ganford Dagron shrilled an order. Henley, bounding forward, yanked agun to cover The Shadow.
Before the secretary could loose his shot, The Shadow's turning automatic barked itsinterruption.

Henley staggered. He dropped his revolver. He gasped as he clutched his chest. Then, like Woodling,
Henley rolled upon the floor. The second of The Crime Master's aids had felt The Shadow's wrath.

Had Ganford Dagron joined in the fire, he might have gained belated triumph. Though prompt, The
Shadow's shots had required an interval for action. The Crime Master was drawing arevolver &t the
moment of The Shadow's second shot; but he was inspired by a double purpose.

Dagron was springing backward. He timed the raising of hisright hand - with itswegpon - to aclawing
motion with hisleft, asthelatter clicked an ornament upon the wall.

A panel shot upward behind Dagron's retreating form; with the way to escape opened, the fiend pressed
finger to thetrigger of hisrevolver. The Shadow was dready turning. As Dagron fired, the cloaked form
dumped suddenly to thefloor.

The action was timed to Dagron's shot. The old man's bullet grazed The Shadow's shifting shoulder. It
did not stop the completion of The Shadow's aim. The automeatic spoke before The Crime Master could
fireagain.

THE SHADOW'S form rose dowly upward. In the same tempo, Dagron's body dumped. Therevolver
rattled from the old man's hand. Clutching clawsfailed to bresk the fall. They only turned the drooping
body so it rolled face upward.

Cliff Mardand wastrying to gain hisfeet. The shots had aroused him from hislethargy. He saw The
Shadow standing by the checkered table. He saw a gloved hand dip into abox. He heard The Shadow's
laugh as something clicked upon the square-marked glass.

The Shadow turned. He viewed Commissioner Weston, sill groggy. He saw Cliff'sfeeble effortsto leave
his chair. With asweep of hisarm, The Shadow raised his weakened agent. As Cliff sumbled forward,
The Shadow led him through the opening that Ganford Dagron had gained in thewall.

A throbbing, outlandish laugh broke through The Crime Magter'slair. It rose to a pitch of strident
mockery. Sardonic echoes answered. The Shadow's triumph! Weston, aroused by that ghoulish cry,
cameto his startled senses.

The panel closed with aclick. Weston stared as he heard the sound. Then came muffled shouts - the
tramp of feet - Inspector Klein, a the head of four detectives, came bursting into the room through the



outer door.

The commissioner was raised to hisfeet. Bewildered, he shook hishead as Klein madeinquiry. Ralph
Weston could not recollect what had happened. He could only point to the floor - to the body of
Ganford Dagron.

"The Crime Magter?' exclaimed Kleain.

Weston nodded. His eyes turned toward the board. They remained there, transfixed by the object that
they saw. Upon the board rested a single piece - one that had replaced al others - aman of jet black
color.

Dazedly, Weston saw the symbolism of that single block of wood. Out of the chaosin hismind, he
redlized who had gained the find triumph that had spelled The Crime Master's doom.

The Shadow wasthe victor. Master of vengeance had conquered Master of Crime.
THEEND



