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CHAPTER |.WORD TO THE SHADOW

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

MANHATTAN formed a changing scene to the man who watched from hiswindow. Dusk was settling
over the metropolis, twinkling lights had appeared upon streets and in buildings. Myriad points of
illumination were offering man's combet to the gpproaching gloom of night.

To most observers, thiswould have been an assuring spectacle. To the man at the window, it wasthe
opposite. He saw those lights as pitiful spotsthat could only temper darkness; not overpower it. His
eyes, asthey looked toward the street below, spied deep, shaded patches, where grim blackness aready
reigned.

Lurking spots. Places where enemies might be waiting. The far-off glitter of Times Square, dready
glowing againgt the sky, was one digtrict that might offer safety by itsglare. But Times Square was distant
from this young man's lookouit. Intervening spaces would have to be traversed should he begin adash for
those far-off lightsthat shone like abeacon of safety.
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The street was five stories below. Its darkness became more ominous the more the young man watched
it. Fading sunlight showed the man'sface pale at thewindow. A keen face; afirm face - youthful, yet
haggard. It wastension, though, not fear, that held the maninitsgrip.

Turning from the window, the watcher looked about the room wherein he stood. Although he had been
watching lights, the young man had avoided using them in the room itsdlf. The furniture that loomed in the
dusk of the room wastypica of amoderate-priced hotel.

Hunted, avoiding enemies, the young man had chosen this haven. Here, while he awaited some
development, he was seeking to give theimpression that he was not in hisroom. Hisworriment,
however, wasindication that he felt his ruse was unsuccessful.

Stepping in from the window, the young man trod softly toward the door. There he listened, tensely,
trying to catch any signs of movement inthe hall. Hisears, straining in the darkness, caught adight,
muffled sound that faded as he listened.

A foe? Or merely some chance passer? The listener did not know. But his breasth came in amuffled hiss
as he moved back toward the center of the room. The suspense had brought his nervesto apoint where
any noise meant danger. The solitude of the hotel room had quickened hisimagination to an unred pitch -
held him on edge.

A telephone bdll jingled from atable in the corner of the room. With a stifled gasp, the young man
pounced upon the receiver. He raised the receiver from the hook; waited as the bell buzzed on; then
spokeinalow voice:

"Hdlo... Hdlo..."

A voice acrossthe wire. The young man sank to achair besdethetable. A sigh of rdlief camefrom his
lips. He had recognized the tones of the speaker. He had at |ast made the contact that he sought.

"Hello..." Finding his voice, the young man spoke steadily. "Y es, thisis Bruce Duncan... Yes, Harry, |
cdled youfivetimes... | see. You just returned to your hotel. Well, I'm mighty glad you got my

message...

"I didn't want to call you again. Because of danger... Y es, great danger... Don't ask for the details yet. I'll
tell you all about it when | see you. But there's someone you must notify at once. The Shadow -"

Bruce Duncan broke off suddenly as he heard awarning word across the wire. He understood. Mention
of The Shadow was unwise. Warily, Bruce looked around toward the closed door of hisroom. He
chewed hislips as he redized the mistake that he had made. He had forgotten that there might be
ligenersinthehal.

A careful voice was coming over thewire. The friend at the other end was making statements of
assurance. Bruce Duncan steadied. When he spoke again, it wasin methodical fashion.

"Yes..." Hisvoice was one of agreement. "It's best that | should get away from here... Beforeit istoo
dark... | understand. Yes, | can bethereinjust haf an hour... Good... Leave that to me, Harry."

Hanging up, Bruce breathed with confidence. He looked toward the window and smiled, despite the fact
that the sky had fully darkened. For he had found the solution to his problems. No long, hopelesstrip to
safety, only ashort, circuitous dash that would end in ameeting with afriend.

Half an hour. The time was more than ample. But time, from now on, would be working in hisfavor, so
Bruce thought. Listening at the door, the young man could detect no new sounds; but he ill held a



suspicion that enemies had been outside that portal.

There was safety in this room; there would be safety for a short while when he reached the outside air.
But both would become too precariousif he waited too long. Ten minutes here; then it would be time for
prompt departure.

HOLDING hiswatch as he stood by the window, Bruce Duncan surveyed his present position. Last
night, he had escaped from amost threatening situation. He had cometo this hotel believing that histrail
would be unfollowed. He had decided to remain in hiding.

All had been well until noon today. Then Bruce had realized that he had underestimated the power of the
foethat he had €luded. Lunching in the hotel restaurant, he had noted that he was under observation.
Men who looked like hardened denizens of the underworld had spotted him.

Coming back to hisroom, Bruce had summed the present. He redlized that this hotel - the Palladium -
had been an unwise choice. Bruce had picked it believing that its obscurity would serve him. He had
discovered, too late, that thisisolated, run-down hostelry would be the very place where searchers
would try to find him.

Men of evil had sought Bruce Duncan'slife. The Shadow had thwarted them in the past. A strange, weird
personage who fought for right, The Shadow was one who could never be forgotten. The closeness of
new danger had inspired Bruce to seek The Shadow's aid again.

Bruce had known of but one way to reach The Shadow. Back in that dim past, Bruce had made the
friendship of aman who he knew must bein The Shadow's service. That man was Harry Vincent; when
Bruce had last seen him, Harry had been living at the Hotel Metrolite.

By reaching Harry; Bruce knew that he could reach The Shadow. He had made a call to the Metrolite
and had learned that Harry was stopping there. But when Bruce had made hisfirst cal, he had been
informed that hisfriend was out. Bruce had followed with four more calls throughout the afternoon. He
hed finished with leaving word for Mr. Vincent to cal him at the Palladium.

Harry'scal had come at last. Aside from Bruce's error in mentioning The Shadow, the conversation hed
produced complete results. Harry had pictured Bruce's present dilemma and had offered the best way
out. It was not wise for Bruce to remain much longer at the Palladium Hotel; nor wasalong trip
advisable. The best plan was arendezvous not too far distant.

Wisdly, Harry had suggested a corner on Third Avenue. That thoroughfare lay east of the Palladium
Hotd. By heading eastward, Bruce would spring a surprise on followers who would be expecting him to
take awestward course. Moreover, the chosen meeting place was but ten minutes distant. Allowing
more time, Bruce would able to double back on histracks.

Thetota space of thirty minutes would be ample for Harry Vincent. Bruce had ahunch that it would
enable other friends to be with Harry. Moreover, it meant that Harry might have time to communicate
with The Shadow. That thought brought a soft chuckle from Bruce Duncan.

Darkness was The Shadow's habitat. Night increased hisformidable powers. Until now, Bruce had
dreaded the fading of day. But with word gone to The Shadow, the darkening of night promised grester
Security.

TEN minutes had almost ended. Bruce stepped away from the window. A new thought inspired him. His
was adouble task. Not only was his own security at stake; that of many otherslay in the balance.



Crimewasin the making. Hazy, indefinable crime that Bruce could not analyze. Its existence; its
imminence - these, however, were indisputable. It was Bruce's duty to make that threat known; and he
could think of no one better fitted to cope with it than The Shadow. In fact, as Bruce consdered it, only
The Shadow would give full credence to the strange tale that Bruce himself could tell.

Seating himself at the writing desk, Bruce took pen and paper. The darkness of the room made it difficult
to write. Time had become short; and not until this moment had Bruce dared give thought to placing facts
upon paper. Redlizing the double difficulty, the hunted man chose a course that promised brevity.

Instead of using words, he drew adiagram. The dight glow from the window enabled him to tracelinesin
rough, exaggerated fashion. His chart completed, Bruce scrawled explanatory words at the bottom of the
sheet. Instead of using blotter, he carried the paper to the open window and blew upon the page to make
it dry.

Ten minutes had passed. Bruce folded the paper and thrugt it in his pocket. He glanced hurriedly at his
watch; then moved toward the door. Softly he unlocked it. With fists clenched, body half set for aspring,
Bruce Duncan stepped into the hall.

No onewas there. Bruce |ooked about, half puzzled. Though he had not anticipated a horde of enemies,
he had at least expected afew pretended loiterers who might be ready to make trouble. Bruce began to
wonder if hisfears had possessed any groundwork.

When an elevator came in response to Bruce'sring, there was no onein it but the operator. When Bruce
reached the lobby, he noticed that it was dmost deserted. The few guests that he did see looked more
respectable than any he had observed at lunchtime.

Heading for the street, Bruce felt increasing confidence. The thoroughfare looked brighter and more
peopled than it had from above. Among the wayfarers, Bruce spied none who aroused his suspicions.
Smiling to himsdlf, the young man sauntered away from the Palladium Hotdl.

TWO plans had occurred to Bruce Duncan. One was to take a cab and keep changing directions as he
drove dong - if necessary, changing to another taxi. The other wasto travel by foot, holding to lighted
digrictsuntil hemade hisfina cut over toward Third Avenue.

The second plan seemed preferable, under present circumstances. Aswith the first, Bruce intended to
follow acircuitous route. As he walked along, however, his sense of security so increased that he saw no
reason for alengthy course.

Harry Vincent had named a definite corner of Third Avenue. Reaching the Street that led to it, Bruce
decided to go directly to his destination.

Turning from the lighted street, Bruce threw ahasty glance over his shoulder. He saw none but passers,
he smiled with satisfaction as he increased hiswalk to abrisk pace. Fears, Bruce thought, had been
groundless. He would have agood laugh when he talked with Harry Vincent.

But had Bruce troubled himself to take alonger look at the turning point, he would certainly have
reverted to origind plans. From across the street which the young man had |eft, a stoop-shouldered figure
came shambling out of adoorway. Ugly eyes, peering from agrimy face, were quick asthey spotted the
Street that Bruce had taken.

Thisspy gave asigna with hisarms. Back along the street, others emerged from hiding-places. More
signaswere passed. Down aside street, arakish touring car moved from the curb. Men on foot shuffled
hurriedly toward the street that Bruce had taken.



The hunted man had not been wrong in hisorigina fears. Enemies had been watching the Paladium Hotel
since noon. Spies had been posted in the fifth-floor hallway, listening. Full word had been passed to the
leader who commanded this crew that was out to get Bruce Duncan.

Watchers had |et their quarry pass. They were keeping tab on histrail until he reached some spot where
quick, ugly action could be sprung more effectively than close by the Palladium Hotdl. Bruce Duncan,
heading eastward in advance of schedule, was putting himsdf into the hands of the foemen who awaited
him.

CHAPTER II. CRIME'SVANGUARD

BRUCE DUNCAN was looking straight ahead as he neared Third Avenue. The darkened structure of
the elevated loomed in front of him. Theroar and clatter of apassing train, accompanied by the lights of
cars, reduced the impression of blackness. Bruce saw security rather than danger in the gloomy depths
benesth the"d."

Harry had named an opposite corner. As Bruce reached the avenue, he waited to make sure that traffic
was clear. No cars were coming from the north. A taxi shot by from the south; then Bruce saw aclear
spot, the next car being fully ahundred feet away.

Halfway acrossthe street, Bruce stopped short. The bare quiver of dull, approaching light was the cue
that gave him sense of danger. Looking quickly, he saw the car that he had spied before. With only its
dim lights aglow, the automobile was bearing down upon him at a speed of fifty milesan hour.

Had Bruce sprung forward to gain the pillars opposite, the whirling car would have mowed him down.
Instinct and luck combined to save him. With a sudden twist, Bruce swung about and made a dive back
in the direction from which he had come.

With that move, Bruce outguessed the driver. At the sametime, the ruffian at the whed alowed no doubt
asto hismurderous intention. Instead of keeping straight ahead, he veered eft in hope of overhauling his
victim before Bruce could gain safety.

Luckily, an elevated pillar was close at hand. Diving for it, Bruce escaped death by a scant three feet.
Thedriver had swung in; Bruce was directly in the car's path; but to avert collison with the pillar, the
driver was forced to bear back to the center space of the avenue.

Brakes shrieked as along touring car spun its length about. The driver had jammed for astop ashe
passed the pillar. Finding open space beyond, he was madly making hdlt, that he and his companions
might legp after the quarry that they had missed.

BRUCE DUNCAN was dashing for the sdewak. He knew that murderers were after him. He saw
safety in the darkened street that he had Ieft. It was not until he reached the curb that he redlized his
error. From the very darkness that he sought, three men pounced up to confront him.

Thugs were seeking to ddliver desth without gunfire. They had the car into which they could pack a
dugged victim. Swift, slent evil wastheir am. Revolversflashed; but the hands that held them were
raised asthough widlding clubs.

Brucetried to spin about. A thug grappled with him. Ready for fight, Bruce clipped thefelow on the
chin. Astwo more sprang up, he sent one sprawling and dodged the swinging gun hand of the other.
Madly, he started a new dash out into the avenue.

Mobsmen from the touring car had him astheir target. A new reason made them withhold their fire. Their



companions were piling after the escgping man. A revolver shot might have clipped one of their own
number. Fivein arow, the rogues from the touring car spread out to block Brucesflight.

Oddsweretoo great. As Bruce made alegp for the first man who confronted him, another thug lesped
up from behind. Thistime, aswinging gun hand was not dodged. A revolver barrel thudded hard against
the side of Bruce Duncan'sfelt hat. The young man staggered dizzily.

Another thug swung hard with his gun. Bruce sprawled; as hetried to rise mechanically, hisfirst assailant
piled upon him and bashed his head sdeward against the cobblestones. Pummeling fists landed on Bruce
Duncan's body. The victim did not fedl the blows. He was unconscious.

Two maulers dragged their quarry to hisfeet. Asthey started to haul Bruce to the touring car, their leader
snarled avicious command. A huge mobster sorang forward to deliver afinal blow that would end the
victim'slifewithout the aid of abullet.

Bruce's hat was gone. His head sagged forward uncovered, while blood trickled down hisface. Almost
a the Sde of the touring car, his carriers paused to give their murderous companion achanceto swing his
cudgeled gun.

A revolver gleamed inthe big fist that held it. The downward stroke began, driven by amadletlike arm.
But the killing blow was doomed to fail. An interruption came from the last spot where would-be
murderers expected it. An automatic roared from the darkened street that Bruce Duncan had I ft.

With the burst of the gun came a pointing tongue of flame. Like an arrow from gloom, it thrust its
reddened shaft sraight toward the villain who was about to drive down a degth swing. The bullet from
the peaking gun wastruein its mark.

With awild cry, the big thug spun about. His swinging hand poised in mid-air; then quivered as his body
toppled sidewise. The upraised arm dropped hel pless; the body spin became a backward stagger asthe
thwarted killer stretched hislength upon the cobbles.

Hard on the echo of the gun shot came ataunting cry. A weird laugh rose; then blended with the
thunderous roar of atrain that sped overhead. But that mockery had reached the ears of the killersfor
whom it was intended. They knew the author of the shot that had spilled the big gorilla. Men of crime
were faced by The Shadow!

MOBSMEN swung their guns toward the corner whence the shot had come. The thugs who gripped
Bruce Duncan |et their prey dip to the street asthey, like their fellows, brought weaponsinto play.
Revolvers spat wild shots toward the side Street. Bullets ricocheted as they dug the asphdt.

Crooks had seen the flash from midstreet. Blackness, however, had obscured The Shadow. When thugs
amed for where The Shadow had been, they found their foe no longer there. Automeatics answered
suddenly; their flashes, thistime, came from the corner of an old brick building.

Killers broke before The Shadow's cannonade. Eight at the outset, their force was reduced to five.
Another fell ashetried to deliver ashot when he backed away. A gangleader's command camein a
high-pitched snarl. The Shadow heard the cry as he ended his barrage.

Crookswere legping for cover - behind the touring car, into the shelter of devated pillars. Before them
lay the body of Bruce Duncan, ready to be riddled with bullets should they fire at the man whom they had
knocked unconscious.

Out from his shelter sorang The Shadow. Entrenched mobsters raised a shout asthey caught aflash of a



cloaked figure sweeping toward the elevated. Revolvers barked to stop The Shadow in his new
maneuver. Almost asif he had timed the exact second of the outburst, The Shadow swung back.

Shots whizzed wide. Thugs were forced to change their aim. Asthey did, gloved hands swept from
beneath The Shadow's cloak. Diving into blackness, the dread fighter unlimbered anew brace of
automatics. Mobsters ducked as he began anew barrage.

Just as the mobsmen had failed to pick off The Shadow, so was he failing with his present volley. But The
Shadow had purposein hisactions. By presenting himself asa momentary target, he had made the
crooks forget Bruce Duncan. By sending them to shelter, he was still keeping the intended victim from
their minds.

Apparently, The Shadow was wasting hisammunition. Attackers were holding their own bulletsin
reserve. Again the snarl of the mob |leader rose above the din. Triumph of evil seemed imminent, should
The Shadow continue hiswasteful fire.

A sudden pause. Mobsmen were tense, watching the spot where they had seen the last flashes. The mob
leader barked a sudden order. Henchmen sprang out, opening fireinto blackness. Automatics spurted
hedtily, asif in retrest.

Then came the overdue break on which The Shadow had depended.

DOWN the avenue came ataxi that jolted to a sudden stop hdf up on the sdewalk. Asthe mob leader
whirled about to view this cab that had defied the danger zone, three men sprang from opening doors.

Harry Vincent and two others had arrived. Their faces could not be seen in the darkness; but the rattle of
their loaded automatics meant disaster to the cause of crooks. The Shadow's laugh rose triumphant. He
had tricked four thugs into exhausting their guns, that his expected agents would have aclear field before
them.

One mobster dived away from beyond the touring car. His gun empty, he wisely took to flight. He was
beyond The Shadow's range of vision; the shots of agentsfailed to drop the scurrying rat. Two others
snarled asthey dived for pillarsto firetheir last shots. They sprawled, clipped by bulletsfrom guns of The
Shadow's men.

Then from behind a pillar legped the leader of the mob. Squarely into the path of one of The Shadow's
agents, he came face to face with this comrade of Harry Vincent. From the mob leader's bloated lips
cameasnarl of recognition:

"Cliff Mardand!”

The mob leader had spotted aface he knew. He had learned a secret that the underworld had failed to
guess. He had identified Cliff Mardand, man of repute in gangland, as an agent of The Shadow.

Cliff, chisal-faced and firm-jawed, recognized the man who had snarled his name. The ugly, distorted
face of the mob leader wasthat of "Stinger" Lacey, who sold the services of hisgorillacrew to bidders
who wanted murder. But Cliff did not reply by giving the mob leader's name.

Stinger's gun was coming up. Cliff siwung his automatic to meet the revolver thrust. Harry Vincent and the
third agent swung about. They were too late to stop the dudl. It looked like adouble finish: Stinger
seeking vengeance with the last bullet in hisgun.

An automatic barked from beside an "d" pillar. It beet the trigger finger of both contestants by a
split-second. The Shadow, too, had held one bullet in reserve. Catching the profiles of the fighters, he



hed ddlivered his shot straight for Stinger.

The mob leader wavered. Hetried to presstrigger as he sagged; then Cliff's automatic boomed
spontaneoudy. The leader of the murderous crew went down, clutching an elevated pillar with the
dipping fingers of hisleft hand. Hisrevolver clattered on the cobblestones as his weakened effort ended.

Police srens were whining. From somewhere along the avenue, a harness bull was clattering his night
gtick on the sdewak. A hissed command came from near the touring car. The Shadow's agents swung
about to seetheir cloaked chief lifting Bruce Duncan's body.

No need to aid The Shadow. He had picked up that unconscious form as one might raise achild. His
command was for departure. Acknowledging it, the agents legped back into their cab as The Shadow
headed for the street from which he had made hisfirst appearance.

When police cars came spinning to a stop beneath the elevated, the taxicab was gone.

HALFWAY up thesde street, aluxurious limousinewasrolling avay. A puzzled chauffeur was
wondering. He had stopped halfway down the block and had turned about to await his master's return.
He had listened, troubled, to the gunfire.

In the back seat, a shrouded figure was |eaning above the form of Bruce Duncan. The Shadow's rescue
was successful. Though beaten into unconsciousness, Bruce il lived.

A gloved hand took the speaking tube. It was a quiet, amost methodical voice that spoke to the
chauffeur.

"Stanley," camethe order, "turn left at the next street. Then continue to Doctor Sayre's.”
The chauffeur nodded.

"Tdl him," continued the quiet voice, "that you are from Mr. Crangton. That heisto keep this gentleman,
Bruce Duncan, a hishome until | cdl.”

Again Stanley nodded. He siwung left at the next corner; dowing to let traffic pass. The Shadow,
blackened in the rear of the limousine, had eased Bruce Duncan into a comfortable position. Gloved
hands were probing the young man's pockets.

The light of astreet lamp gave The Shadow aflash of lines drawn on a sheet of paper. Then thelimousine
completed the left turn. It came amost to astanddtill as Stanley wasforced to let acar cut in, turning
right. Theleft Sde of the limousine was in darkness just past the corner.

The door opened softly. A figure stepped out and dropped easily to the curb. The door closed, just as
Stanley shifted gear. Thelimousine pulled away; the light on the corner gave afleeting flash of acloaked
shapein black.

Then thefigure had blended with total darkness. Stanley was driving on, unwitting that his master had left
the car. Bruce Duncan was being carried to a haven where his wounds would be attended.

The Shadow had dealt with crime's vanguard. In the effort of eight killersto obliterate one lone victim, he
had seen impending evil beyond. Choosing blackness as his habitat, The Shadow was ready for new
plans. Hisfirst step would be a study of asolitary clue: the paper which he had gained from the
unconscious form of Bruce Duncan.

CHAPTER I1l1. THE BLIND TRAIL



BRUCE DUNCAN'S diagram was an odd one. The Shadow recognized that fact as he surveyed the
rough chart beneath the rays of ablue-bulbed lamp. In his sanctum, hidden headquarters somewherein
Manhattan, the mysterious master was studying hissingle clue.

Of Bruce Duncan's loydty, The Shadow had no doubt. He had rescued Bruce from danger in the past.
Then Bruce had gone hisway; even Harry Vincent's contact with the young man had ended. Tonight,
Bruce Duncan had bobbed back into view in most unexpected fashion.

Harry Vincent had relayed word to The Shadow. The chief had seen no reason to change his agent's
plans for meeting Bruce Duncan. In fact, the very strangeness of Bruce's Situation had indicated to The
Shadow that the young man's predicament was genuine.

The Shadow, too, had headed for the meeting point. His rescue of Bruce Duncan had been timely; the
fact that evil workers had nearly murdered Bruce was capping proof that the young man's danger had not
been exaggerated.

Hence The Shadow, as he consulted the diagram, was convinced of two points. Firgt, that its purpose
was important; second, that no time should belost in following the clue which this chart offered.

Though The Shadow felt confident that Bruce would recover from the blows that thugs had dedlt him, he
knew that the victim's condition was serious. There would be no chance of getting a statement from
Bruce Duncan for at least twenty-four hours, if that soon. In the meantime, Bruce's chart represented the
only fragment of the important knowledge which the thugged man had somehow gained.

THE diagram was obvioudly the floor plan of ahouse. It showed three entrances: front, back and side,
thusindicating that the chart marked the layout of the ground floor only. Both the front and back doors
were marked with the letter "S." Below the chart wasthe brief statement that 'S" represented "signd.”

The front door opened into alarge halway, with agaircase indicated a the inner end. At the beginning of
the gtairs, Bruce had marked wavy lines, with the letter "D." Thiswas explained by abottom notation,

"D" meaning "danger.”

Similar lines appeared just within the back door of the house. Even lessleeway was afforded at that
point. But, the side door, obscure at the edge of the chart, bore neither the letters™S" nor "D." It led,
gpparently, to atotally detached section of the building. A second stairway was marked just within the
door. An arrow pointed inward.

A soft laugh betokened The Shadow's understanding. The objective must be the second story of the
house. It could not be safely reached by either of the regular entrances. Only the obscure side door
would provide sure access. Probably a secret entrance, it had been left unprotected.

At the very bottom of the sheet, Bruce Duncan had scrawled the notation: "18 Delavar.” That provided
information regarding the location of the houseitself. Delavar Street was ashort, one-block thoroughfare
that lay in acrisscrossed district below the numbered sireets of Manhattan.

The Shadow recalled the street as one of those forgotten spots where afew old residences lay hemmed
in between warehouses and loft buildings. In fact, the name of the street had been dropped, except for
address reference concerning the few housesthat still remained in use. Familiar with the most isolated
sections of Manhattan, The Shadow could picture the very building to which Bruce Duncan's chart
referred.

It was obvious that Bruce must have come from 18 Delavar. Either he had known how to passthe
danger zones at front and back; or he had taken that unprotected side exit as his means of departure



from the building where menace lurked. The fact that Bruce had been trailed and thugged was proof that
his absence was known.

Until this night, The Shadow had heard nothing of alurking menace at the house on Delavar Street. Bruce
Duncan's cdll for help had come from clear sky. The diagram which The Shadow had gained gave no
further information concerning the hunted man's dilemma

Mystery like thisintrigued The Shadow. Not only because his chief investigations concerned the unusud,;
but because the most dangerous of crimesinvariably lay concealed behind masked fronts. To The
Shadow, one course alone lay open; namely, an excursion to the house on Delavar Strest.

WHILE The Shadow was thus engaged in mapping his campaign, atiny bulb glittered on the wal across
from the table. The Shadow reached for earphones. He spoke; a voice responded across the wire:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report,” ordered The Shadow.

"Vincent a the Metrolite,” came Burbank'swords. "Mardand and Hawkeye at the Black Ship. Mardand
reports being recognized by Stinger Lacey, mob leader.

"Report, from Burke. At headquarters. Stinger Lacey one of those killed in the Third Avenue fight.
Wounded prisoners taken by the police admit Stinger to be their leader. No other information.”

A soft laugh was The Shadow's answer. Some of the would-be killers had survived that fray in which
Bruce Duncan had been rescued. But the only one who could have passed Cliff Mardand's name to the
underworld was dead.

Cliff, with "Hawkeye," the third agent in the fight, was now stationed at the mobland dive called the
"Black Ship." That meant he would soon report to Burbank for new ingtructions. Clyde Burke, reporter
of the staff of the New Y ork Classic, had covered detective headquartersto get information there.

All waswell, despite the fact that one mobster had fled and others had been crippled but not eliminated.
Apparently the crew had taken orders direct from Stinger Lacey. This, though it meant complete
coverage of The Shadow's agents, so signified that there could be no tracing of the connection between
the mob and events a the house on Delavar Street. Stinger was the only man through whom such
information might be gained.

Burbank's voice came once more. Thistime the contact man was making areport of hisown. He stated
inquiet tones:

"Call madeto New Jersey. Richards has received word from Lamont Cranston. He will arrive within the
next haf hour."

A pause. The Shadow was congdering thisinformation. Tonight, as often, he had played the role of
Lamont Crangton, taking the persondity of amillionaire globe-trotter who seldom lived at his New Jersey
home. The Shadow had been ready to discard his part immediately upon Cranston's return.

Burbank, as aradio technician, visited Lamont Cranston's home on occasions, to take charge of a
sending station that the millionaire had ingdled in hismansion.

Tonight, therefore, Burbank had been posted to keep tab on the real Cranston's return. Doing so, he had
just learned that Richards, Crangton's valet, had received awire from his employer. The Shadow laughed
in whispered tones as he thought of the servant's perplexity. Richards had believed that his master wasin



New Y ork.

"Call the Cobalt Club," ordered The Shadow. "L eave word that Mr. Cranston wants hislimousine
brought to New Jersey. The message must be given to Stanley, as soon as he arrives at the club.”

"Ingtructions received,” replied Burbank.

"New ingtructions," announced The Shadow. His right hand was inscribing words upon a sheet of paper.
"Agentsto go on specid duty a midnight. Detalls asfollows-"

The Shadow paused as his hand wrote on. Then he spoke again; the words that he gave were those that
he had written inink of vivid blue. Singularly, his hand continued writing as his voice spoke. One step
ahead in histhoughts, The Shadow was passing his orders on to Burbank.

At times, the hand dowed, indicating that The Shadow was contemplating some detail. Then, before his
voice approached that point, his hand sped itswork, driving further ahead. Oddly, too, the writing on the
paper was fading, line by line. Such was the way with the ink The Shadow used.

Thus The Shadow was making swift plans; he was repeating those that he had compl eted, that Burbank
might follow them; and automaticaly, al written traces of The Shadow's campaign were disappearing
fromview.

The writing ceased. The Shadow's steedy voice kept on speaking for five full seconds. Then the tones
stopped. Written lines faded; as the last was disappearing, Burbank's voice gave acknowledgment across
thewire:

"Ingtructions recaived.”

Earphones moved across the table. Enshrouding darkness echoed a solemn laugh. The Shadow had
completed hisplan of campaign. Information from Burbank had given him an unusua opportunity. The
Shadow was ready to take up his dangerous mission.

The bluelight clicked out. There was movement in the darkness; then, moments later, came the hush that
indicated the departure of The Shadow. He had |eft this hidden, blackened room by his own secret exit.

HALF an hour later, ataxi stopped afew blocks from the shortened thoroughfare that was known as
Deavar Street. A tal passenger dighted, paid the driver, and strolled away in leisurely fashion. Garbed in
evening clothes, hewas an unusud sort of vistor in thisgrimy didrict.

The black of the evening clothes merged oddly with darknessin front of buildings. The stroller had
pressed his coat |apd s together. His garb had the same blackness of cloak and douch hat. Only The
Shadow could have blended with gloom in such unaccountable fashion.

A few minutes later, this same shape was gliding past a darkened warehouse that marked the corner of
Ddavar Street. Enshrouded by darkness, The Shadow reached an old, two-story brick house. He saw
dully lighted windows on both stories; he noted a glass transom above the closed front door. Against the
light that showed through the transom, he discerned the faded number "18."

There was anarrow passage space between the house and the corner warehouse. That opening loomed
black, to The Shadow'sliking. Cautioudy, this strange prowler entered the narrow passage. A flashlight
flickered itsrays closeto the brick sdewall.

A glimmer showed an alcove. It was a peculiar niche with stepsthat led downward. The Shadow took
this course; it ended with adoor at the bottom of the steps. The location of this barrier corresponded



with the side door on Bruce Duncan's diagram.

The Shadow tried the door. He laughed softly as he found it unlocked. He stepped into alittle entry and
closed the door behind him. The flashlight showed another door at the left. This, too, opened a The
Shadow's touch.

Straight ahead was a stairway illuminated by asingle light at the top. It offered access to the second floor
of the building. With easy, steady stride, The Shadow ascended the steep stairsto reach alanding at the
top.

Here another door led inward to the house itself. The Shadow tried the knob. This door was locked. A
thin smile appeared upon the lips of the steady countenance which The Shadow wore. Again, thetall
vidtor placed hand to knob. At that ingtant, the landing light clicked off.

The Shadow wheeled about in darkness. He was too late to reach the stairs. Clicks came from portions
of thewadll; therewas aflash of blinding light from every side. The atmosphere was charged ingtantly with
the odor of ozone.

Huge arcs had shot a powerful current through the landing. Asflaring carbons faded, new clicks
announced the closing of thewalls. Thelanding light came on. It showed thetall figure in evening clothes
flattened on the floor, motionless.

The knob of the single door was opening. A trap had done itswork. Entering by the path that Bruce
Duncan had marked as safe, The Shadow had encountered an overwhelming snare.

Rendered helpless by aterrific eectric shock, the master investigator had become aprisoner. The
Shadow had fallen into the hands of those from whom Bruce Duncan had fled.

CHAPTER IV. THE INTERVIEW
"Good evening, Mr. Crangton.”

The greeting was uttered in a sarcastic cackle. The words came from the lips of adry-faced old man
whose eyes glared sharply through the rounded lenses of gold-rimmed spectacles.

To The Shadow, looking upward, the speaker's face was a blur, in which the spectacles appeared asa
pair of owlish eyes. Above the face was amass of whiteness; as The Shadow stared more steadily, he
made out the old man'sfeatures, topped by a mass of shocky white hair.

Limp in an easy-chair, The Shadow formed aweakened figure as he turned his head to survey his
surroundings. To hisleft, The Shadow saw a stocky, hard-faced man who looked like amobster. A
glanceto hisright showed him another man of the same sort.

These two rowdies were acting as servants of The Shadow's captor. Their disguises, however, werethin.
The Shadow knew them for smdl-fry gangsters recruited from scumland. Hislipsformed athin smileas
his eyes caught the venomous glares of these ruffians.

"Allow meto introduce mysdlf,” came the old man's crackly voice. "My nameis Professor Badridge
Jark. Perhaps, Mr. Cranston™ - again the tone had a sarcagtic tinge - " perhaps you have heard my name
before?

The Shadow had finished his study of the room. His chair and atable were the only articles of furniture,
Thefloor was uncarpeted. An old, unused fireplace was in back of Professor Jark. On the mantel above
it was the only other moveable item - aclock that registered haf past eleven.



"Half past eleven,” chuckled Professor Jark, as he saw his prisoner's gaze turn toward the clock. "Y ou
arrived here shortly after nine. That was the time at which you experienced the forcible e ectric shock on
the stairway landing. Perhaps, Mr. Cranston, that episode will jog your memory. | ask you again: have
you ever heard of me?

The Shadow moved leisurely in hischair. Inthe manner of Lamont Crangton, millionaire clubman, he
reached in his pocket and found a cigarette case. Extracting acigarette, helighted it with alighter that he
drew from avest pocket. Then he replied to the professor's question.

"Yes," remarked The Shadow, in the deliberate tone of Cranston, "I have heard of you. Professor
Badridge Jark, the electricd wizard. | supposethat it was one of your inventionsthat | encountered on
thelanding?'

"It was," chuckled Jark. "Y ou walked into a high-voltage area, Mr. Cranston. The direct current was not
designed tokill. It merely stunned you and | have been waiting more than two hoursfor your recovery.”

"Quite consderate of you, professor,” acknowledged The Shadow, dryly. "It isapleasure to meet you,
athough | fed that the circumstances could have well been less overwhelming. Tell me, professor - have
you gone back to your inventive processes? | understood, from the last report | heard, that you werein
retirement.”

The Shadow's words were well calculated. He had learned immediately - when addressed as Cranston -
that his pockets must have been searched for cards of identification. Jark had found some bearing the
name of Lamont Cranston. But he knew a so that the professor must have found Bruce Duncan's
diagram. In reaching for his cigarette case, The Shadow had gone to the pocket in which he had placed
Bruce'sfloor plan. He had found the paper missing.

"I went into seclusion,” declared Professor Jark, "not into retirement. | had greater work to do. New
inventions commanded my skill. That iswhy the public has heard but little of me, lately.

"And now, Mr. Crangton” - again the old man emphasized the name as he uttered it - "it ismy turn to ask
some questions; onesthat | shall expect you to answer, Since you were trespassing on my premises.”

THE SHADOW made no reply. Instead, he arose from his chair, smoothed the coat of hisfull dress suit
in fastidious fashion and turned to face the professor. A quizzica smile showed on The Shadow's steady
lips. It indicated, as much as words could have, that he was ready for the professor's quiz.

"Tell me, Mr. Cranston,” suggested the professor, "how you first came to be acquainted with my
secretary, Bruce Duncan.”

"Bruce Duncan?' questioned The Shadow, in apuzzled tone. "Who is Bruce Duncan?’

"Come, come!" snapped Jark, in an irritated manner. "'l have every right to demand fair answersto my
guestions. Y our acquaintance with Bruce Duncan isaknown fact.”

"The nameisnot familiar to me" affirmed The Shadow, in aconvincing tone. "'l have given you my
answer, professor. It is| who should be annoyed; not you. Let me ask why you have kept me here after
subjecting meto the peril of an dectric shock? What has warranted such behavior on your part?*

"Thidl" gaculated Jark, bringing a paper from the pocket of the old jacket that he was wearing. "This
paper, found in your possession. Not only do | recognize words in Bruce Duncan's handwriting; but the
information that it carries could only have been given by my former secretary.”

The Shadow stared curioudly at the paper in Jark’s hand. Hislips phrased adight laugh ashe



extinguished his cigarettein an ash tray on the table. Chuckling dightly, he spoke, il in Crangton's
fashion.

"So that was Bruce Duncan,” remarked The Shadow. "That wild-eyed chap without a hat, who came
barging into my limousine. Of course, | would have recognized the man, professor, had you prefaced
your question by speaking of thelist.

"This has been an adventurous evening, professor. It has caused me to miss my bridge game with the
acting police commissioner, Wainwright Barth. | wasto have met him at the Cobat Club this evening.
However, | doubt that Barth will start the police searching for me much before one o'clock. He never
worries about anything but bridge until after the gameisover.”

A look of worriment appeared upon Jark's face. The thuggish servant shifted uneasily. Seating himsdlf in
the easy-chair, The Shadow resumed his discourse.

"BARTH will have no trouble locating me," mused The Shadow. "I told the heed waiter in the grillroom
that | was coming to this address. Barth dways goesto the grill after he plays bridge. But that, of course,
isirrelevant to our present conversation. | suppose, professor, you would like to know how | camein
contact with Bruce Duncan.”

"l would," cackled Jark.

"It isamogt curious story," stated The Shadow. "Y ou see, professor, | have just returned from San
Francisco. Immediately on arriving, | went directly to the Cobalt Club. | had wired Barth that | expected
to beintonight. But | had informed no one else. Therefore, you can imagine my surprise when | found
Stanley, my chauffeur, outsde the club with my limousine.

"I noticed the car as| was going in the door. As| hailed Stanley, the doorman stepped up and gave me a
message. It was marked 'urgent,’ and it bore the Ssmple statement that the meeting would take place at a
corner on Third Avenue a eight o'clock.”

"At what timewasthis?' queried Jark, as The Shadow paused.

"Twenty minutes of eight,” returned The Shadow promptly. "The message intrigued me. | called Stanley
and told him to drive to the address given. It wasjust about eight o'clock when we neared there.”

"And then?'

"Stanley stopped the car as we heard gunshots beneath the Third Avenue elevated. | told him to turn the
limousine about, even though we were on aone-way street. While he was doing so, | dipped from the
car.

"Asthefiring ceased, | saw ataxicab speed away. Then aman came dashing in my direction. He had no
hat; he was panting; and blood was streaking hisface. He saw me by the car; he thrust that paper into my
hands. Before | could stop him, he dashed into a courtyard between two houses.

"Police carswere blowing their Srensfrom the avenue. | hastened to enter my limousine; | had Stanley
drive meto back to the club. When | arrived there, | asked him why he had comein from New Jersey.
He said that the club had phoned, stating that | wanted the limousine there. So | sent Stanley back to
New Jersey, stating that | would elther drive out in afriend's car, or would remain at the club overnight.”

The Shadow paused to light another cigarette. He was chuckling over the circumstances which he had
related. He seemed quite at ease when he proceeded.



"Barth was not due until half past nine," declared The Shadow. "I had supper in the grillroom and while |
was egting, ajolly ideastruck me. | decided to use this chart that the running man had given me; to find
out what mystery lay within this house. | thought that | might gain some unusua newsfor my friend, the
acting commissioner.”

The Shadow paused abruptly. He smiled as he shrugged his shoulders. His story wastold; idly puffing his
cigarette, he awaited Professor Jark's comment.

"Aninteresting tae, Mr. Cranston,” gibed the old man. "Unfortunately, it does not fully bear out
circumstances. At about half past ninetonight, | had afriend put in acal to your New Jersey home. Do
you know what he learned?’

"l have no ides, professor.”

"He learned that Lamont Cranston had been a his home this evening. That he had just |eft, shortly before
half past nine, for atrip to New Y ork. So it seems, Mr. Cranston, that you are amost unusua person.
Onewho can be two places at once."

The Shadow leaned back in hischair. Heindulged in a chuckled laugh that made the professor stare,
while the hard-faced servants looked bewildered.

"What ajoke on Stanley!" exclamed The Shadow. "Finding me at home when he arrived there. He must
have thought that | flew over by autogyro. Well, Stanley has been perplexed before; so thistime it won't
metter."

Rising to an upright position, The Shadow ended hislaugh. A sternness replaced the smile that had
shown on his steady, disguised features. He pounded afist upon the arm of hischair.

"The joke, however, has gonetoo far!" announced The Shadow. "I shdll tolerate no more of it! This
impostor who uses my name, my home, my club - | shall end hislark a once! | thought before that it was
foolish to allow the hoax to go on. Tonight has proven that the whole masquerade is dangerous.”

Professor Jark was staring, asif demanding an explanation. Before the old man could put a question, The
Shadow resumed in an irritated tone.

"I do not know the bounder's real name,” he declared, "but he calls himsalf The Shadow.' He had the
audacity to write me aletter, stating that he chose to pass himsdf as Lamont Cranston during my absence
from New York. If | objected, | wasto say so, by an advertisement in the want ads of the Globe.

"I never raised that objection. When my servants spoke of my having been a home when | was absent;
when strangers addressed me by name, | took it al asafriendly game. Particularly because | was never
redly annoyed by the bounder's activities.

"Infact, | never connected tonight's message with this chap who cals himself The Shadow. But now
when you tell methat | was at homewhen | was actudly here, | see the whole scheme of things. That
message at the Cobalt Club was not meant for me. It was sent to thisfellow who was masquerading
during my absence from town.

"What amessit has become. The cheeky fellow must have caled Stanley into New Y ork, so he could
return to New Jersey after his escapade. Since | had taken the car, he did not find it at the club, so he
went to my home by some other means.”

PROFESSOR JARK was gtill staring, totally swayed by The Shadow's indignation. He saw his prisoner
arise. He watched an impatient gesture of the black-coated arm.



"If this cad has been troubling you, professor,” declared The Shadow, "ded with him asyou choose. But
do not blame me for his meddling in the affairs of others. He has troubled me too much, thisimpostor
who callshimsalf The Shadow. Bah! Heisanuisance. | would liketo berid of him!"

The clock on the mantel was approaching twelve. Professor Jark stroked his chin. He watched his
prisoner pace back and forth. An annoyed expression showed on the firm-featured face that resembled
Lamont Cranston's.

"If you will excuse me, Mr. Cranston,” declared Professor Jark, inamild tone, "1 shal take up this matter
later. The factsthat you have told me are most astounding. | should like to discuss them in greater detail.
Kindly make yoursdf at ease until | return.”

The Shadow nodded in absent-minded fashion. Preserving hisrole of Cranston, hewas till pacing,
apparently more annoyed by the facts that he related than he was by his present predicament.

There were two doors in the room. The professor went out by the one at the left, which had been
ganding gar. The crimind-looking servants maintained their vigil. The Shadow, fuming to himsdf,
seemed obliviousto their presence. It was not until he again seated himsdlf that he again adopted the
placid manner that was usua with Lamont Cranston.

Drawing acigarette from his case, The Shadow placed it between histhin lipsand lighted it methodically.
Hislipswere sraight, his eyes were meditative as he sat smoking.

But dl thewhile, The Shadow was noting the clock on the mantel. The hour of twelve was gpproaching.
Midnight would bring the result he wanted. For then, if al went well, Professor Jark would be fully sold

on the idea that The Shadow had given him. He would have proof that the prisoner he held wasthered

Lamont Cranston!

CHAPTER V. THE MIDNIGHT STROKE

WHEN Professor Baldridge Jark closed the door of the next room, he turned to face two men who were
awaiting him. This pair had been listening at the partly opened door. They had heard every word of the
interview between Jark and The Shadow.

One man wastdl, dark-complected, with bushy eyebrows and bristling hair. His face, though hard, was
crafty; hisjaw carried an ugly thrust that gave him achallenging expression.

The other, short and sandy-haired, was afellow whose face had adownward droop. His countenance
was pae; hislips held ahaf-smoked, unlighted cigarette that hung downward like the corners of his
mouth.

Though more intelligent than the thugs who acted as the professor's servants, these fellows likewise had a
crimind look. They were strange companions for aman with the scientific stlanding of Professor
Badridge Jark.

"You heard it al?' cackled the professor. "What did you think of it, Theblaw?"
He addressed the tall man, who shrugged his shoulders. Jark wheeled to the short fellow.
"What isyour opinion, Wight?' demanded the professor.

"Digger don't know what to make of it," interjected Theblaw, speaking for Wight. "He'sleft it for meto
figure out. How about it, Digger?'



"Surething, Mait," acknowledged Wight.
"Sincethat isthe case," decided Jark, "1 await your comments, Theblaw.”

Matt Theblaw sat down. Thisroom was as poorly furnished asthe other. Itsonly furniture consisted of
three folding chairs. "Digger" Wight took a second seet, lighted his cigarette and tossed the burnt match
on the bare floor. Professor Jark seated himsdlf in thelast chair.

"Well," began Mait Theblaw, "it'sacinch that Duncan called some guy who knew The Shadow. One of
Stinger's men was listening outside of Duncan's door, at the hotel. He heard Duncan say something about
The Shadow. That'swhy Stinger called me.”

"Perhaps,”" admitted Jark. "At the same time, the man appears adventurous. Does he look like The
Shadow, Theblawv?'

It was Digger Wight who guffawed in reply.

"Say, prof," scoffed the little man, "who do yathink has ever seen The Shadow, anyhow? Do you think
he goes aroun' | ettin' people spot hismug?1'd say he don't! The Shadow'safox, heig!”

"So | have heard," cackled Jark, dryly. "But tonight - if our prisoner is The Shadow - we have seen the
infallible personage enter an awaiting snare.”

Digger looked puzzled by the professor's references. Matt, however, was quick to get the point.

"I'M glad you brought that up, prof," he asserted. "I must admit | was sort of on the fence. But The
Shadow walking in here don't quite go."

"He had that map," put in Digger. "He seen the way was clear. Duncan had marked it that way."

"Yes" admitted Matt, "but The Shadow, whether he talked with Duncan or not, could have guessed that
Duncan had scrammed out of this place. That would mean that we knew Duncan was gone.”

"Whichwedid," inserted Jark.

"And The Shadow should have figured that wed trap the side entrance,” continued Matt. ™Y ou know
what | told you, prof. | said put the extra apparatus on that landing. Have it ready if Duncan or anybody
elsetried to come back here. We needed time while we were getting the rest of the equipment away."

Matt paused while Jark nodded. A short silence followed; then the professor spoke.

"Y our comments, Theblaw,” said the old man, "make it gppear quite evident that we have captured the
wrong man. | am convinced that our present prisoner istherea Lamont Cranston.

"He appears to be antagonistic toward The Shadow because The Shadow has caused him trouble.
Therefore, it would be to our advantage to deal well with Cranston. Release him, with an gpology. | can
handle that in amanner which will not excite hissuspicion.”

"What's the good of lettin' the guy go?' demanded Digger. " Say - he'sworth dough, ain't he? Why not
hold him?'

"Canit!" snapped Maitt. "Were running no snatch racket, Digger. Thisguy'sapa of Barth's. What do
you want to do - have the bulls on our trail? The prof's got the right idea.

"The only thing is, we don't want to make amistake. No usein letting this bird go until were sure he's not



The Shadow. We can grab the other Cranston, talk to the two of them together, and find the right one
that way."

"Say, Matt," commended Digger, "That'sared ticket. Evenif the other mug's The Shadow, we ought to
be able to snatch him, knowin' where heis.”

"The only objection, Theblaw," inserted the professor, "isthis. If our present prisoner isredly Lamont
Crangton, holding him will cause meto lose hisfriendship. | would suggest therefore that you lose no time
in seeking to capture the other man. Unless-"

"Unlesswhat?" interposed Theblaw.

"Unlessyou can think of some other test," proceeded Jark. " Some clever bit of questioning that will settle
our problem rapidly. We have too great an opportunity ahead. We must not jeopardize matters by false

Steps”
Theblaw paced acrossthe room. At last he wheeled to Jark and made a definite assertion.

"LET'Sthink about Duncan for amoment,” he declared. "We know he got away from Stinger's crew.
That muchissure”

"On thisguy Cranston's say-s0?' demanded Digger.

"Certainly,” retorted Matt. "If weve redly got The Shadow, we know he's seen Duncan. If heisn't The
Shadow - if he's Crangton - he's given usastraight story. All right, supposing we've redly got Cranston.
That leaves Duncan in the clear, don't it?"

Matt had swung to the professor. Jark nodded.

"So we can figure," continued Matt, "that Duncan's passed the word to The Shadow. And if | know The
Shadow right, he won't be waiting until next week to come here."

"Sowhat?' put in Digger.

"The longer we wait, the better," asserted Digger. "There's the test you want, prof. Hold our prisoner for
twenty-four hours. No - that's too long. Twelve hours are enough. If The Shadow is coming, hélll be here

any time"
"And if he don't come?' asked Digger.

"It'1l mean that we've dready got The Shadow,” sneered Mait. "All weve got to do iswait. Sit up with
this prisoner of yours, prof. Keep him awake talking boloney about your inventions. And if nothing's hit
before daylight, Well give him the bump. Well know then that he's The Shadow.”

Another pause. Professor Jark was nodding as he rubbed his chin. Matt decided to drive his argument
home.

"Anybody'sliable to be dumb,” said thetal crook. "Even The Shadow. Maybe he's pulled aboner and
that's how we got him. What I've said still goes. If we've got the real Cranston, The Shadow will show
up. If hedoes, I'll bet it won't be by the side door."

"Why not?' queried Jark.

"Because held figure it was trapped by thistime," replied Theblaw. "If this prisoner isthe real Cranston,
the best argument he's got is one he hasn't mentioned. The fact that he camein the side door. The



Shadow wouldn't have been likely to havetried it.”
"Unlesshewastakin' along shot,” inserted Digger.

"Or crossing the dope,”" agreed Matt. "After al, you can't tell just what The Shadow'slikely to spring. But
my guesswould be that hed hit the front.”

“Why?

"On account of the hall being clear. If Duncan'stipped him, The Shadow would know that the wiring
don't begin until the foot of the stairs. Anyway, that's beside the point. If we haven't got The Shadow,
well know it when he comes here.

"The only thing we can do is plan what to do if he does come. He can't get by those stairs. Nobody can.
So hell haveto best it, and not knowing we've Cranston, he'll go back to New Jersey.”

"And well snatch him there?" queried Digger.

"Surething,” agreed Matt. "Understand, of course, thisisal figuring that The Shadow's till due. If he
comes and goes, welll know where he's gone then -"

"And then," interposed Jark, dryly, "you will perpetrate a ddiberate kidnapping. A mistake, Theblaw. A
bad mistake. We have done too much aready, seizing Lamont Cranston. We must cause no more
furor.”

FOR amoment, Theblaw fumed. He glared angrily at the professor, who met his gaze steadily. Then the
dark-browed crook laughed. His mirth was an admission that the professor had spoken wisely.

"It won't be asnatch, prof," assured Theblaw. "I'm glad you brought it up. It'1l work different, and I'll tell
you why. We can drop the redl Cranston, if we have to grab the phony. Both at the same time, see?'

From ahdlway outsde the room, came the jangle of amuffled bell. It wasringing in steady fashion.
"Thefront darm!" exclaimed the professor.

"That'sit!" acknowledged Theblaw, grimly. "Stay here with the prof, Digger. I'm moving out to shove
those other gorillas on the job. It's The Shadow!™

With that, thetall crook darted for adoor. The barrier opened just as he reached it. A dark-faced
mobster thrust his visage into the doorway. Theblaw motioned the fellow back into the hall.

Then Theblaw shouldered through and closed the door behind him. Digger grinned as he turned to the
professor. Old Jark was staring toward the door, half puzzled, half expectant.

"Matt caled it, didn't he, prof?' chuckled Digger. " Said maybe The Shadow was till comin'; that if he
was, held be due. Takeit easy, prof. There's nothin' to worry about. Matt an' them gorillas will take care
of him, if hedon't get ahot shot from the sairs.”

Professor Jark nodded, smiling. With an expression of relief, the old man resumed his chair. Like Digger
Wight, he was content to await the outcome of Matt Theblaw'simpending battle.

CHAPTER VI. SHADOW'S STRATEGY

Acrossthe street from the house on Delavar Street, two men were crouched in the doorway of a
half-empty loft building. They were watching another man whose figure they could scarcely discern. He



was huddled against the front door of the house that bore the number 18.

"Tapper'sworking dow tonight, Cliff,” whispered one of the crouched men. "Say - | don't figure why he's
here picking that lock, unless The Shadow is around at the back -"

"Psst!" Cliff'swarning was an interruption. "Keep your ears open, Hawkeye. Hear that? Sound like a
bdl!"

A faint jangle was barely audible. It probably could not be heard at the front door of number 18. The
location that Cliff and Hawkeye had taken must have placed them on aline with an opened upper
window in Professor Jark's present residence. They were listening to the same dlarm that Jark and his
companions had heard.

Thefaint tingling ended. Hawkeye gripped Cliff's arm and pointed across the street. The huddled figure
was moving down the steps. The front door opened an inch or two; astreak of light could be seen at its
edge.

"Tapper'sgot it!" whispered Hawkeye. "He's easing back, like he was going to be ready to join us. Say,
Cliff - The Shadow must've ordered Tapper on the job so's both doors would be ready -"

Again, Cliff stopped his companion'swords. Blackness had appeared againgt the grimy whiteness of the
house steps. An outlined figure was moving upward. The door svung wide; againgt the light from the
opened portal, The Shadow's agents saw the cloaked figure that represented their chief.

"Come on, Hawkeye!" ordered Cliff. "That's our cue. Ordersto follow The Shadow into the house.
Don't worry about Tapper. HeEs got his own ingtructions.”

A beckoning motion from acloaked arm. Running forward, Cliff and Hawkeye saw aturn of the douch
hat that topped The Shadow's garb. Then the cloaked figure strode straight into the house. The agents
reached the steps afew seconds later.

As Cliff and Hawkeye edged into a vestibule, someone came up behind them. It was " Tapper.” Likethe
other agents, he held aready automatic. He apparently had the same orders - to remain upon this
threshold while The Shadow ventured into the house itself.

THOUGH they themselves were in semidarkness, The Shadow's agents could see the scene before
them. Straight ahead was alighted halway. Acrossit rose aflight of sairs. In the center of the
uncarpeted hall was the cloaked figure of The Shadow, weaving warily forward.

Almost at the stairway, the figure paused. Cliff saw the black shape whed about; he caught a glimpse of
cloak collar muffled high about the face beneath the douch hat, giving no chance to discern the hidden
features. Then again, The Shadow's form turned toward the stairs. Sweeping arms suddenly displayed a
pair of heavy automatics.

The weapons were a challenge that came as the advance ended. The Shadow had stopped short of the
stairway. Harsh shouts sounded above. The cloaked figure swung backward just as wild shots broke out
at the head of the sairs.

With surprising haste, the cloaked figure made retreat. Swinging about as he hurried toward the door, the
attacked fighter loosed one round from each automatic. Derisive cries gregted thisinsufficient thrust.
Footsteps clattered on the Stairs.

M obsmen were dashing down to open fire on their retreating foe. They thought they had The Shadow on
the run.



But the agents at the outer door knew differently. Their chief's retreat wastheir cue. They understood the
ordersthat they had received, through Burbank, from The Shadow.

Up came automatics. Asthe cloaked figure sprang to the side of the hall, the entrenched agents opened a
barrage from their darkened post. Guns crackled; bullets ripped the stairway. One mobster, clipped by
Hawkeye, made a grab for the banister and clung there.

A second ruffian received adug from Cliff. With aterrorized shout, the thug pitched forward and came
whirling down the stairs. He struck head-first at the bottom, kept jouncing on and rolled over three times.
He sprawled motionlessin the center of the hall.

That was enough for the rest of the descending mob. As someone rasped an order from above, three
gorillas turned and dashed upward. The ceiling of the ground floor took them beyond range of The
Shadow's agents. But the mobsters were not free from pursuit.

Asthe agents stopped their usdessfire, they saw that cloaked figure spring out from thewall. Cliff
chuckled as his chief swept forward. Big automatics thundered from thin-gloved fists. Astwo of the
fleeing mobsmen reached the top of the stairs, the third floundered to hands and knees, wounded by a
Zipping bullet.

Half crawling, hdf diving, the fellow managed to reach the safety that the other two had gained. The
retreat had become a stampede. Crooks were madly fleeing from terror of The Shadow. Not one
remained, to fire at that dread figure on the ground floor.

FROM the outer door, Cliff watched the cloaked fighter step over the sprawled body of the mobster in
the hal. Therogue on the steps was huddled againgt the banister, his gun arm sagging. He could put up
no fight.

The Shadow's figure stopped just short of the stairway. Fists came up; automatics roared a brief barrage
toward the second floor. These shots were a preventive measure to keep the crooks cowering above.
One pace ahead - one more - the cloaked fighter stood stock-still.

For some reason, Cliff decided, The Shadow choseto go no further. That, to Cliff, was puzzling. He
could see the purpose of the fase retrest. It had drawn the gang into arange of fire. But why was The
Shadow pausing?

At that instant, the cloaked figure made amove. It looked like afeint on The Shadow's part. A quick
gride to the very bottom of the stairs; then a sudden whirl about for anew, deceptive retreat. It was at
that ingtant that the unexpected happened.

Blue lights blazed with roaring crackle from both sides of the stairway. Hidden arcs shot ripping streaks
of man-made lightning about the spot where the cloaked figure was turning. Dazzling, blinding glare made
The Shadow's agents throw their arms before their eyes.

Then, as blankness faded, they saw thefigure of their chief rocketing toward the floor. Turned full about
asthe current was loosed, the cloaked fighter was hurtled outward by the shock that he had received. He
had been caught just within the edge of the danger zone.

Cliff knew ingtinctively that the shock had been little more than staggering. He redlized now why no
advance had been made beyond the foot of the stairs. In one glimpse, he had seen leaping currents
obscured by the cloaked figure of The Shadow. Closenessto the current had felled the turning fighter.

Someone above must have recognized the same. New footsteps were clattering. Rallied mobsmen were



springing downward to aim shots for their crippled foe. Cliff sngpped a command to Hawkeye and
Tapper. Rising, thetrio sprang forward, opening fire.

Mobstersfatered before they could ddliver shots at the cloaked body on the floor of the hall. One man
sagged; the others made another wild dash up the stairway. Cliff and the other agents barked dugsin
plenty, up to that bel eaguered second floor. Everyone above had dived away.

AS Hawkeye and Tapper still continued firing, Cliff legped forward and caught the cloaked shoulders of
the prone man on the floor. Dragging the victim to safety, he barked another order to Hawkeye and
Tapper. They thrust away their gunsto aid Cliff with The Shadow.

Carrying their cloaked burden, they reached the street. Again Cliff spoke astemporary leader. Pointing
Hawkeye and Tapper toward the corner past the warehouse, he ordered them forward, while he hurried
to apost acrossthe street. Cliff's move was an effective one.

Some sniper darted fire from a darkened upstairs window. Cliff fired a the blackness where he had seen
the flame spurt. The sniper dropped back, no longer anxiousto am for the men who were hurrying to the
corner.

Then came police whistles, ablock away. Scudding from his post, Cliff followed after Tapper and
Hawkeye, who had turned the corner. Shots broke out behind him as he ran; Cliff swung about at the
corner to fire at two men who had come from the front door of the bel eaguered house.

Then, passing the corner, he saw awaiting cab. Cliff leaped aboard. Hawkeye and Tapper were already
aboard, a dumped black shape between them. A crafty-faced driver saw Cliff enter. The cab shot awvay
as shots sounded wildly from the corner. Cliff responded with aquick volley from the cab window, just
asthetaxi rounded a corner.

The belated move was Cliff's one error. The cab had run into the path of a police car, coming from the
street into which they had turned. Shots came from the police, asthey sped in pursuit of the cab. The
chase that followed was amad one.

Luckily, thiswas no ordinary cab in which The Shadow's agents rode. The driver was Moe Shrevnitz, an
agent of The Shadow. The cab was The Shadow's own, which Moe drove as an independent. Like other
cabs, it was geared low for traffic; but it also had afourth gear for speed.

No jehu in Manhattan could outdo Moe Shrevnitz. The twisting course that he took gave the patrol car
no opportunity to deliver damaging fire. Moe was half ablock ahead when he turned into the broad
gpace of aclear avenue. There he took to a straight-away course.

The officersin the patrol car thought their opportunity had come when they reached the corner that Moe
had turned. But to their surprise, they saw the cab afull block ahead, waking away from them with ease.
After half adozen blocks, the taxi was out of sight.

CLIFF MARSLAND bregathed easlly, five minutes later, when Moe threaded into a darkened street and
brought the cab to ahdt. Cliff knew that he had brought on the chase; not only had it caused temporary
trouble for Moe, it had also allowed respite to those in the house on Delavar Street.

Cliff knew that mobsmen could easily have scurried back to safety; that the closed door of 18 Delavar
would give no clueto the palice. Thelaw would put down this episode as a running mob fight. Thus had
Cliff's rescue of The Shadow devel oped into amad flight.

But Cliff had another matter in mind. Thefigurein the cab was gtirring. Cliff gave an order to Hawkeye



and Tapper. The two dipped from the cab and moved away in the darkness. While Moe waited at the
whed, Cliff turned on the light to learn how fully The Shadow had recovered.

That action brought the fina surprise. As Cliff looked at the cloaked figure, he saw shoulders move. The
douch hat dipped from the head that it covered. Bewildered, Cliff found himsdlf staring into the face of
Harry Vincent.

"Hello, Cliff." Harry spoke with aweak grin. "Got me out of it, didn't you? | should have kept further
fromthose gairs.”

"You - you were The Shadow?' gasped CIiff.

"Pinch hitting," returned Harry. "Don't ask me why. | don't know. Burbank's orders, that's al. A package
arrived for me at the hotel. | wasto hit that house a midnight, to wait until Tapper cracked the door.
Then fake afight and best it."

"Youfakedit fine," acknowledged Cliff. "Y ou had me buffaoed. Hawkeye and Tapper, too.”

"| faked it too well," decided Harry. "Burbank told me those stairs meant danger. Well, it worked out
well enough to deceive those fellows at number 18, whoever they are.”

CLIFF opened the door of the cab. He sdled out into darkness; then spoke to Moe and told him to
driveto the Hotel Metralite. In the cab, Harry Vincent settled back on the cushions. He shifted the cloak
from his shoulders, bundled it with the douch hat and automatics; then dropped the load into an open bag
that he saw on thefloor.

Tonight had been a succession of surprisesfor Harry Vincent. The rescue of Bruce Duncan; the ordersto
attack the house on Delavar Street; the masguerade that he had played; that powerful shock at the foot
of the stairway in the beleaguered house - dl blended into mystery for Harry Vincent.

Harry could divine only that The Shadow had wished to trick the occupants of the house. To make them
believe that he had come there; that he had picked the lock of the door and had waged battle asa
sequel. Through Tapper asthe lock picker and Harry as the cloaked fighter, The Shadow's ruse had
doubtless succeeded.

But Harry, recdling orders, remembered that retreat was to have been the finale of a swift, hot fray. The
retreat had come, dl right, thanks to Harry's own misfortune. It had been precipitous; but convincing,
inasmuch as Harry - presumably The Shadow - was out of combat.

But what could The Shadow have to gain by making enemiesthink that he had lost a battle? That wasthe
guestion to which Harry Vincent could not even imagine an answer. For once, Harry felt himself believing
The Shadow had made atactical error.

Harry's thought was erroneous. The agent would have been amazed had he known the vaue of the
service that he had performed tonight. Already, The Shadow was reaping the fruits of prearranged

srategy.

The Shadow had issued tonight's instructions knowing that he was bound on amost dangerous mission
that might lead to his capture. Actualy a prisoner, The Shadow had bluffed his captors.

Wil had The Shadow bluffed, and with confidence that he could keep up his pretended role of Lamont
Crangton. The prearranged attack at midnight, with Harry Vincent faking himsdf as The Shadow, was
the clinching argument in The Shadow's game of bluff.



CHAPTER VII. THE DECISION
"IT was The Shadow, right enough.”

Matt Theblaw gave thisverdict as he faced Professor Baldridge Jark. The two werein the room where
they had held previous conference. As before, Digger Wight was witness to the confab. Digger had
remained with Jark while Matt had been out directing combat.

"Heblew inbig aslife," asserted Matt. "Pulled a smart stunt on us, too. Dodging back from the sairs, so
the gang would follow. With abunch of hedlslaying back to plug our mob on the Sairs.”

"We heard plenty of rodsworkin'," put in Digger. "Who did he get?'

"Between him and his outfit,” caculated Matt, "Charley and Fritz took the bump. Luke and Brodie got
plugged; but not very bad. They'll hold out until we get them to the medico.”

"Yeah?' quizzed Digger. "Wéll, where's the sawbones?’

"You'reasking methat?' scoffed Matt. "What about Doc Baird? Weve got him tucked away, haven't
we? On your account, prof” - Matt smiled cunningly as he turned to Jark - "but | guess you won't
squawk if we make Baird do extraduty.”

"Not at dl," commented Jark, dryly. "Suit yourself, Theblaw. It isal for the common cause. This means,
of course, that you recommend a prompt departure from this house.”

"Yes," nodded Theblaw. " Suppose we work it thisway. Y ou ride with Digger, in the sedan. Parsons can
st in back, looking out for Luke and Brodie. Digger knows the way to that flossy hide-out of ours.
Meanwhile, I'll take therest of the mob in the other cars. Well dump Charley and Fritz out of one; well
carry thisbird Cranston in the other.”

"What about the junk around here?" demanded Digger.

"Y ou and the prof can pack it," suggested Matt. "L eave the furniture; it's no account. The equipment isal
you'll want to take. How about it, prof?"

"Quite satisfactory,” assured Jark. "With this exception, Theblaw. | would recommend that Wight
dismantle the equipment before you start. Unless the wounded men arein critical condition, it would be
advisable for meto tak with this man Cranston.”

"That'sright," decided Matt. " Sure thing, prof; the gorillas can wait. | want to listen in and hear how
Cranston takes the spiel you hand him. Make it snappy, prof. Don't spill too much about the shots he
heard."

"| doubt that he heard them at all," assured Jark, with asmile. "The noise of the firing was scarcely
audiblein thisroom. The closed door would have prevented Cranston and his watchers from having
heard it."

With that, the old man went to the door of the next room. Matt gave anod to Digger, who sidled out into
the hall. Then Matt moved behind the door as the professor opened it.

Jark, when he entered the adjoining room, was careful to leave the barrier gjar. Peering through the
crack, Matt could view both the professor and the prisoner.

THE gorillas who guarded The Shadow looked restless, as though they had sensed that afray was on.



But The Shadow, calm in the guise of Lamont Cranston, gave no indication that he had noticed anything
unusud. He was seated languidly in the easy-chair, dmost half adeep.

Matt Theblaw attributed that to weariness, following the powerful eectric shock that the prisoner had
received. The crook watched Professor Jark approach the easy-chair; he saw alistless gaze on the
features of Lamont Cranston. Apparently the prisoner was not worrying about his present situation.

"Wdl, Mr. Crangton” - there was no sarcasm in Jark's present mention of the name - "1 have attended to
my other duties. Let usresume our discussion whereit ended.

"It is gpparent that you came here under a misapprehension. Y ou chanced to meet my secretary, Bruce
Duncan. He passed you a paper that he was anxious to be rid of and did not have the opportunity to
destroy.”

"Interesting,” observed The Shadow, becoming lesslanguid. "I should like to know more about this man
Duncan.”

"Hewas my secretary,” stated Jark. "'In that capacity, he had accessto plansthat concerned my new
inventions. Duncan, as | learned by chance, saw opportunity to sl his knowledge to rogues who wanted
to capitalize upon my efforts.

"Unfortunately” - the old professor smiled blandly, and ran his clawlike fingers through his moppy hair - "I
suspected Duncan of complicity and moved al my files and gpparatus from this residence. Duncan had
aready accepted money from hisbribers. That put him in amost embarrassing postion.

"Heleft herelast night. Undoubtedly he formed contact with the rogues who had paid him. He must have
arranged to meet them; to give them the floor plan that would enable them to come here for themselves.
But he was dealing with dangerous persons. The meeting proved to be atrap. Duncan barely escaped
with hislife, according to your testimony.”

"And handed me the paper,” chuckled The Shadow. "Of course - that was the best step he could make.
Had hethrown it away -"

"The others might have found it," interposed Jark. "Perhaps, in justice to Duncan, we may believe that he
saw my lifein menace aso. Duncan was crooked, but not murderous. But whatever his motive, hefdt -
after that attempt on hislife - that he must preserve the information.”

"Possibly,” mused The Shadow, " Duncan thought that | was the impostor who cals himsdf The
Shadow."

"Possibly," agreed the professor. "That, however, does not concern us. Let usforget Duncan, Mr.
Crangton. Instead, picture my own position. | have aways feared intruders here. Thieves - robbers -
adventurers coming to stedl my inventions. That iswhy | installed electric devices at every door.

"Duncan knew of the ones at front and back; but he did not know that | had aso equipped the side door.
Naturally, | was on guard after Duncan's surprise departure. When you arrived tonight, you received the
shock that | had prepared for my enemies.

"Having convinced me of your innocence, Mr. Cranston, you are entitled to my profound apology. | can
assure you that your unpleasant experience will leave noiill after effects. But before you depart, | fed that
we should come to amutua understanding.”

The professor paused emphatically. He eyed the prisoner steadily. A fixed smile showed on The
Shadow'sthin lips.



"I SUPPOSE, professor,” remarked The Shadow, camly, "that you refer to the rather unusua
circumstances which marked my visit here. | presume that you would prefer that they remain
unmentioned.”

Professor Jark nodded soberly.

"Quitealogica request,” assured The Shadow. "I can readily appreciate your Situation, professor. The
very fact that you are il actively engaged in inventive effort is something which you do not care to have
the public know."

"Exactly! What ismore, should the authorities begin prying into my affairs, | should be forced to go into
lengthy, troublesome details. My work would be disturbed -*

"This matter, professor,” interposed The Shadow, rising, "does not concern the police whatever. |
understand the point of your worriment. Y ou require assurance that | shall not mention my experienceto
my friend, Acting Commissioner Barth.

"Infact” - the fixed smile was steady on The Shadow'slips- "I fed that we both have mutua cause for
indignation. Not only against your crooked secretary, but against the masquerader who calshimself The
Shadow. If you, professor, could use one of your electrica devicesto give that chap alesson, | should
be most gratified.

"Anything to rid me of histroublesome intrusion. He has annoyed me quite as much as Duncan has
annoyed you. Well, professor” - The Shadow glanced at the clock upon the mantd - it is consderably
past midnight. Too latefor meto vist the Cobat Club. | should like to return home and call the club from
there, amply to inform them that | was otherwise engaged this evening.”

The Shadow extended his hand. The professor received it in clawlike grasp. With hisfree hand, the old
man clapped his prisoner upon the shoulder. Then Jark nodded to the crook servants.

"My men will drive you to New Jersey,” informed Jark. "1 have asmall sedan that will be suitable for the
journey. Perhaps, Mr. Crangton” - the professor's smile was subtle - "they may encounter thisimpaostor
who calls himsdlf The Shadow. Should they do so, they will beinstructed to bring him to me.

"I should liketo talk with him; to inquire what he knows concerning Duncan's treachery. Should | have
the opportunity to talk with him, | shal convince him that it will be unwise for him to trouble you further.”

Professor Jark walked across the room and opened the closed door on the right. He watched histall,
leisurely, prisoner stroll out with aguard on each side. One of the gorillas|ooked back to caich anod
from Jark. The Shadow did not observe the professor's order of assurance.

AS soon asthetrio had left, Jark hurried back to the door on the left. The barrier opened as he
approached it. Matt Theblaw stepped into view to give acommending nod.

"Good work, prof,"” commended thetall crook. ™Y ou fixed Cranston, dl right. He won't do any
sguawking. He showed he was worried when he admitted he was in the wrong coming here.”

""He understands nothing about our plans” assured Jark. "I watched him closdy, Theblaw, dl thewhile
that | was spesking to him.”

"I'm following over to Jersey" - Matt made a gesture toward the doorway and three rowdies entered -
"s0 we can clinch the proposition. Go on down, Louie, and dip thisnote to Pete."”

He handed afolded paper to one of the gorillas, who hurried through the far door after the pair who had



conducted The Shadow.

"Tipping them off," explained Matt, "so'sthey'll hang on to Cranston until after we've snatched The
Shadow. That's my part of the job. In the meantime, when you and Digger leave here, put in acal to the
Cobalt Club. Give the message that Mr. Cranston has gone home. Tell them to pass that newsto Barth.
Hell call New Jersey before he makes avigt here. So we won't have any trouble.

"But, after al, why worry? Nobody knows anything. Just so long as we don't have asearch onfor a
wedlthy guy like Crangton, theré's nothing to worry about. We covered the snatch when we grabbed
Doc Baird. Soif Cranston does any talking it won't put anybody wise. Especidly™ - Matt spoke with
assurance - "after we've got The Shadow.”

Thetal crook crossed the room, followed by the other two gunmen. At the same moment, Digger Wight
entered from the door on the left. Turning about, Professor Jark saw the little crook. With adry smile,
the old inventor joined Digger to prepare for their mutua departure.

IN a space behind the old house; The Shadow was smoking a cigarette as he sat in a coupe. Behind him,
in the rumble seat, was one of the thugs whom Jark had termed a"servant.” The other rowdy was at the
whedl. A man came up in the darkness and passed afolded dip to the driver. It was Louie, contacting
Pete.

The driver read the note by the dashlight. He tore up the paper and growled his understanding. Louie
stepped away; Pete shoved the car in gear and drove off. The Shadow, hdf reclining, could see Pete's
eyeswatching himinthe mirror.

From behind came the roar of another motor. A glance in the mirror gave The Shadow aglimpse of a
second car following thefirst. Thethin smile remained fixed upon The Shadow'slips.

It was dtill wiseto continue hisruse. A horde of enemieswas gill concentrated upon him. He saw that it
would be well to prolong the game, postponing action until his captors were totaly off guard.

CHAPTER VIII. THE SHADOW'S THRUST
"WE'RE going to stageit like a phony snatch, see?’

Matt Theblaw growled this newsto the men with whom he wasriding. Seated in the rear of a sedan, the
tall crook was leaning over the back of the front seat, watching the tail-light of the coupe ahead. Louie
was at thewhed of Matt's car.

"Thewhole thing will look like abum job," continued Matt. "But it won't be. Because there are two guys
who look like they were each other. Just as much asif they were twins. When we grab the new bimbo,
Pete dropsthe old one. That'sdl."

Matt paused to poke Louie's shoulder. Pete's coupe was drawing ahead past aturn in the road. Matt
wanted the driver of the sedan to keep closer. Louie stepped on the gas.

"We don't want a squawk," explained Matt, "so we're going after thisguy in ahurry. No fireworks,
unless he yanks agat. But he don't know were after him, so that gives us an edge. When you fellows
snatch him, Louieand | will be tting back with our rods. Well pump him if he getstough.”

Louie chuckled.

"Bet youwewill," hevolunteered. " Say, Mait - the way you talk about it, you'd figure this mug we're
after was The Shadow.”



Chucklesfrom the other mobsters. They liked the jest. Matt maintained silence. He had not wised his
men to theidentity of their prey. Only Digger and the professor had shared Matt Theblaw's knowledge.
There was no reason to give the information to these yeggs.

But Jark had suggested nothing that indicated murder was afoot. To preserve the friendship of the
prisoner they dropped, it was essentid that they should avoid akilling under the very windows of Lamont
Crangton'shome. But if the new victim should put up afight, Matt intended to mow him down, with
Louiesad.

Matt Theblaw was clever. Two of his men knew what was up. But those two were the pair up in the car
ahead: Pete and hispal. They had been present during Professor Jark'sinterview with the prisoner. They
knew the part they were to play; but they had gained no chance to talk with Matt's crew.

All thiswasto Matt'sliking. The crook was thinking of the surprise his men would get after snatching The
Shadow; when he revedled the identity of their new victim. For Mait, relishing the idea of a surprise
attack, felt full confidencein hisscheme.

Matt wanted The Shadow alive. He had - so he thought - a golden opportunity to trap the master fighter.
Never before, to Matt Theblaw's knowledge, had rai ders managed to catch The Shadow unaware. For
once, Matt believed, The Shadow's own confidence would make him easy prey.

Guised as Lamont Cranston, not knowing that his counterpart had returned to New Y ork, The Shadow
would be enjoying arespite from battle when he returned to his New Jersey home. Tonight - so Matt
believed - The Shadow had been balked in open fray.

The gorillas with Matt were men who had fought from atop the stairway. They were still exultant over
The Shadow's retreat. Not eated enough to tell them that they would again be up against The Shadow.
The memory of falen companions might throw cold water on their enthusiasm.

But they were confident enough to seize aman from ambush. That was sufficient for Matt Theblaw.
Watching the road ahead, the big crook smiled to himself as he listened to the chuckles of Louie and the
other mobsmen.

THE coupe ahead had taken to alondly road. Matt Theblaw knew the generd vicinity of Lamont
Cranston's home. He had looked into that after the early evening capture. He was sure that they must be
closeto the grounds of the millionaire's estate.

Then the coupe began to dow. It pulled up past agateway, where Pete piloted it to a stop beyond some
bushes. Matt gripped Loui€'s arm and told the driver to stop in front of the gate. Louie complied.

"We're heading in," informed Matt, "without lights. Fed your way, Louie, by the gravel onthetires. Pete's
holding that guy he's got until we make the snatch. Look there; see thelights of the house? Guide by
them."

Louieblinked off the lights. He turned the sedan into the driveway. A dight glow from windows of the
mansi on ahead showed that the driveway separated to form acirclein front of the house. Matt gave
another nudge.

"Taketheleft," hewhispered. " Stop before you get to the house. | don't think the bird's home yet. If he
comesin, hell cut around by theright.”

Louie obeyed the ingtructions. He brought the sedan to a stop at the edge of the circle. Matt motioned
the two gorillas out into the drive. They moved up to the steps of the house and crouched there, ready for



anew command.

OUT on the road past the gate, Pete and his pa were waiting in the coupe. Their prisoner was between
them; both thugs had hands upon revolvers, but they were keeping the weapons out of sight.

The Shadow was calculating. He had played his ruse dmost to the limit. He had brought Pete to Lamont
Crangton's, believing that Matt Theblaw might have learned the exact location of this estate. The Shadow
knew that Matt had followed; he knew that thetall crook was posted with his crew.

Moreover, The Shadow had figured Matt's game to the dot. He knew that the crook would want to
make asilent capture; that there would be no fireworks, if Matt could help it. But The Shadow did not
careto trust that to chance.

Here, in the confines of the coupe, he was waiting for the right opportunity to deal double attack against
Pete and the fellow's pa. Unarmed, The Shadow faced bad odds. But he had a plan of action that would
work. Soon, he was sure, either Pete or the other mobsman would get the idea of stepping from the car.
Then would come opportunity. Already Pete was shifting at the whedl, one hand on the handle of the
door.

Then, just as The Shadow saw success before him, anew event spelled finish to the plan. A glare of light
flashed suddenly from the road at the gateway; the glow turned suddenly and cut off into the drive. With
it came the crunch of heavy tires upon grave.

Lamont Crangton'slimousine had comein from New Y ork. The millionaire wasriding straight into the
trap that Matt Theblaw had provided for him. Pete and his pal becamerigid, guns haf drawn from their
pockets. The Shadow could only wait.

A battlein the coupe would prove fruitless. Shots here would cause hubbub by the house. A man'slife
was at stake. The Shadow could not afford to risk a disturbance that might bring wild action elsewhere.
He ill, however, had one factor upon which he could count. The chances were that the capture at the
mansion would be an easy one. After that would come The Shadow's turn.

UP by the house, Stanley had dighted from the limousine. The chauffeur was opening the door of the big
car. The front door of the house opened dso. Richards, the valet, stood in view. A shaft of light showed
the cement walk beside the drive.

Then, from the limousine, stepped the red Lamont Cransgton. Light showed full upon the millionaire's
face. Lurking mobsters recogni zed the double of the prisoner who had been at Professor Jark's. As
Cranston stepped toward the house, two brawny forms lunged forward to meet him.

The millionaire was caught entirely off guard. The attack bowled him over. As herolled upon the ground,
the thugs pounced fiercely and dragged him to hisfeet, haf dazed. While Stanley and Richard stood
astounded, the captors swept their bewildered prisoner toward the car where Matt and Louie awaited
them.

On came the lights. The sedan was in reverse as the mobsters bundled their captive aboard and legped in
after. Revolvers were pressed againgt Cranston's body; then the guns were raised asthe victim sank
helplessin Theblaw's clutch.

The sedan swished backward through a shrubbery bed. L ouie spun the wheedl to head it for the gate. At
the house, Richards gave a cry of darm and dashed in to find aweagpon. Stanley, in turn legped to the
whed of thelimousine, to give pursuit.



Out on the road, Pete had seen the blinks of lights. Hearing the cry of Richards, the driver of the coupe
gave ahoarselaugh. The job was done. It wastimeto get rid of hisfirst prisoner. Pete grunted to hispdl,
who yanked open the door on theright.

"Hop out,” ordered the gorilla, shoving The Shadow forward. "Were goin' places.”

"And call off the bloodhounds," added Pete, remembering ordersin Matt's note. "Tell'em you'redl right.
Sawy?"

The Shadow dropped from the step. As Pete shoved the coupe in gear, his companion leaned forward to
close the door. Then came The Shadow's stroke. Like aflash, he dropped lethargy for action. Long arms
shot forward; vise-like fingers caught the leaning gorillasthroat.

PETE was stepping on the gas as The Shadow grabbed his pa. Turning, Pete saw thefellow go
headlong from the coupe. The Shadow had whipped the thug clear with the precision of amongoose
attacking awrithing cobra.

Pete jammed the brakes. Ashe did, he heard aterrorizing sound. From that figure on the ground came
the burst of awild, outlandish laugh. It was acry that had until now been sllent - the mocking merriment
of The Shadow.

Wildly, Pete stepped on the gas. As the coupe shot away, The Shadow dived to the ground and grabbed
up agleaming revolver that had come from the clutch of the man whom he had overpowered.

Whirling, The Shadow dashed through bushes, toward the gate. As he took that direction, he again
emitted his strident, unmistakable laugh. The weird crescendo quivered upon other ears. Mait Theblaw's
sedan was whizzing from the gate. Matt and the gorillas with him caught The Shadow's chalenge.

A revolver barked from blackness. The bullets szzled past the opened window of the sedan. A second
shot, as The Shadow dashed forward. With the echoes of hisfire came that gibe that only he could utter.

Mait Theblaw fumed as he dropped his hold upon Lamont Cranston. Whirling about, thetall crook
jabbed his hand from awindow and opened wild fire from the fleeing sedan.

"Thewrong guy!" muttered the crook. "Weve got thewrong guy!" Then, inaharshraspto Louie: "Get
going! Keep going! It's The Shadow! He'sin the clear!”

The Shadow's laugh had ended. Again came the staccato bark of arevolver. The Shadow was at the
gate, squarely in the middle of the road, when suddenly his evening-clothed form was outlined in ablaze
of light. Stanley was coming from the driveway in the limousine. The chauffeur gpplied the brakeswhen
he saw his master.

"Mr. Crangton!" cried Stanley, leaping from the big car. "Are you hurt? How did you get free?!

Trembling, the chauffeur was holding arevolver that he had pulled from a pocket in the car. Without a
word, The Shadow swung and plucked the weapon. With agile stride, he sprang to the whedl of the
limousine. With Stanley's gun as reserve, The Shadow shot the big car forward, leaving the chauffeur
bewildered by the gate.

Far ahead, The Shadow caught the twinkle of the sedan'stail-light. The limousine, heavy and powerful,
clung hard to the winding road asits driver impdled it forward. Steadily, The Shadow was closing the
gap between himsdf and the fleeing sedan.

Raising the gorillas gun with hisright hand, The Shadow dedlivered three quick shots. Revolvers answered



from the sedan. The chased car veered to the center of the road, amost into oncoming traffic.
Approaching cars took to the shoulders.

The Shadow sped the limousine up on the right. Hislaugh rang clear, taunting, vengeful, terrifying. Hisleft
hand flashed the revolver that he had snatched from Stanley. A mobsman fired blindly toward the
limousine. The Shadow answered; his bullet sent the gorilla sinking back into the sedan.

Matt Theblaw fired once and ducked. The cars were dmost alongside. A mobster took pot shot from
the front seat. The Shadow picked him off with the second of two swiftly delivered dugs. Lamont
Cranston's face was showing white at the window. Matt had dropped from view.

Again, The Shadow raised his strident laugh. He had abead on Louie, but he did not fire. The driver
must have known his danger; he dung the sedan to the right to force The Shadow's car to the ditch. The
Shadow jammed the brake. His big car dowed enough to avoid the crash.

Then, asLouie saw aclear path to the left, the sedan kited suddenly in that direction. Half skidding, it
took to asde road asthe limousine kept straight. Louie caught his grip on the whed!; the sedan righted
and keptinflight.

From the limousine came find shots; with them, the last taunt that The Shadow choseto give. The tones
of that fear-provoking mirth brought tremorsto Matt Theblaw and Louie. But to Lamont Cranston, The
Shadow's laugh gave hope.

The sedan kept oninitsflight for safety, far dong the side road that Louie had thought himsealf lucky to
find. But thelimousine, till on the main road, was following a course to Manhattan. The Shadow had
given up the chase of Lamont Cranston's abductors.

HALF an hour later, the big car stopped near Delavar Street. Stepping from his post behind the whed,
The Shadow strode in the direction of the house that bore the number 18. He found the front door
unlocked. He entered.

Downgtairs and up, the building was empty. Professor Jark had left with hisdectrical equipment; only
odd pieces of furniture remained on the second floor. Still in hisguise of Lamont Cranston, The Shadow
turned on lights and laughed sardonicaly as he viewed the room wherein he had played his game of bluff.

The big clock on the mantel was gone. Jark had evidently taken that oneitem with him. Turning, The
Shadow extinguished the light and made his departure through darkness. Hislaugh was soft and
prophetic.

The Shadow had no fear for the present safety of Lamont Cranston. Crooks had not wanted the real
Cransgton before; they would not want him at present. Ddliberately, The Shadow had restrained himself
from shooting Louie; for had he wounded the driver, he would have wrecked the sedan with Crangton in
it.

Lamont Cranston would come to no harm, thanks to The Shadow's chase. For in that pursuit, The
Shadow had pronounced his own identity in amanner that Matt Theblaw would remember. Crooks had
grabbed the wrong man after all. They would release Cranston as willingly asthey had The Shadow.

Having driven Matt Theblaw into flight, The Shadow had chosen to let him go, that Cranston's safety
might be assured. Instead of continuing the chase of the sedan, he had come swiftly to this house on the
chance that Jark and Digger had lingered too long.

Those birds had flown; learning that, The Shadow had searched for some clue. None found, histrail was



ended. Crime il lay ahead; and, asyet, The Shadow had gained no inkling of its purpose.

Though he had saved Bruce Duncan'slife; though he had bluffed and extricated himsdlf from captivity;
though he had assured Lamont Cranston's safety - The Shadow was back amost to his sarting point.

Stinger Lacey and various mobsmen had fdlen in gtrife againgt The Shadow. The master fighter had
displayed amazing prowess. Y et the real men behind crime were il at large; and The Shadow had no
knowledge of their whereabouts nor of the crimesthey contemplated!

CHAPTER IX. DOUBLE FACESDOUBLE

AT eight o'clock the next morning, acoupe pulled up in front of Lamont Cranston's mansion. Astires
crunched on gravel, Stanley came into view from the garage, while Richards, the valet, appeared from the
house door. Both men stared in surprise asthey saw their master stepping from the coupe.

"| thought you were till adeep, sir," exclamed Richards, from the porch. "It was after four o'clock when
you arrived home, Mr. Crangton. | did not suppose that you would be rising until noon."

"| decided torise early,” came the dry comment. Richards saw asmilefixed on hismagter'slips. "You
were not about when | caled; so | strolled out without your knowledge. Y ou should be more dert,
Richards."

The valet nodded at the rebuke. Y et Richards was puzzled. He would have sworn that his master was
gill upstairs adeep.

"How did you get the coupe, ir?" inquired Stanley. "Y ou usudly keep it in the Manhattan garage. And
what about the limousine, Mr. Crangton? | asked you about it when you camein at four o'clock.”

"One quedtion at atime, Stanley," was the chuckled rebuke. "I drove the limousineinto New Y ork and
left it there. When | came back, | used the coupe, but |€eft it at the garage near the station.”

"And that was how you happened to be walking in, Sr? At four thismorning?"

"An excdllent guess, Stanley. The air was so delightful at four o'clock that | preferred astroll; and |
decided to take another walk, half an hour ago, down to obtain the coupe.”

Strolling past the puzzled servants, thetall arrival went up the steps to the house. There he paused, to
remove an object from his pocket.

"By theway, Stanley" - atoss sent aglimmering gun to the chauffeur - "hereisthe revolver | borrowed
from you. | forgot to giveit to you at four o'clock. And Richards, | am going to my room. Do not disturb
me. If anyone telephones, tell them | am adeep.”

STANLEY and Richards exchanged astonished glances astheir master disappeared through the door.
The chauffeur scratched his head. It was beyond him.

"l can't understand it," asserted the chauffeur. " The magter, coming in a four o'clock, al ragged. Why
should he have strolled up from the station?”

"Hewasvery taciturn,” recalled Richards. "And very tired, Stanley. Exhausted, Stanley.”

"Hedidn't tell uswhere he had been. But the air was not delightful, Richards. It was drizzling. Indeed it
was."



"Asif | didn't know it, Stanley. Why, the master's evening clothes were drenched and bedraggled. It
astonishesme! Here Mr. Cranston has dept but four hours; and look at him, asvigorous as ever."

"He showed surprising agility, Richards, when he sped after those ruffianslast night. Well, we did right
not to inform the authorities. | was sure that the master would return.”

The servants separated, shaking their heads. They knew their master for an eccentric person; but on this
occasion, he had shown activity that seemed amogt incredible. Stanley, recaling other perplexities,
turned about to make another statement.

"Last evening,” declared the chauffeur, "1 had the limousinein town at the club. Mr. Cranston rendered
aid to an unfortunate man; then | returned to the club and received word to come back here -*

"But Mr. Cranston had aready notified meto expect him," put in Richards, "and he was here before you
arived -"

"Only to go out again, asif he had not beento New York at al -"
"And then to return to be trapped by those abductors. He was helplesswhen they seized him, Stanley.”

"But he was free from them, Richards, before they reached the gate! There hewas - | saw him with my
own eyes- driving after themin thelimousine-"

"And walking in a four o'clock, only to arise a haf past seven. Strike me, Stanley, | have never known
thelikeof it!"

UPSTAIRS, thetal arrival had reached the door of afront room. Opening it softly, he peered into a
chamber where blinds were lowered. A man was deeping in the bed. The visitor approached, after
closing the door, and turned on areading lamp.

The glare troubled the deeper. A hand shook his shoulder. Mumbling, the man in the bed sat up, while
the other took his seet at the foot. The two were face to face - the man in bed blinking, hisvisitor smiling.
It was astrange scene; for the visages of these two seemed absolutely aike. Double was facing double.

"Good morning, Cranston,” came a quiet tone from the foot of the bed.
"Good morning, yourself,” returned Cranston, rubbing his eyes without noticing the visitor.
"Y ou should say: Good morning, mysdlf,” chuckled The Shadow, dryly.

Crangton was pulling down the deeves of his pgamajacket. He sat bolt upright, staring. Then adow
smile showed on hislips; onethat was amost areplicaof The Shadow's.

"Soit'syou,” remarked Cranston, deepily. "Well, | knew that last night. It was about time we crossed
paths again. Well, old man, you landed mein for plenty thistrip.”

"| expected that they would release you," stated The Shadow, "They didn't want me when | made them
think that | wasyou. So it waslogicd that they would not hold you after they learned you were yoursdlf.”

"They didn't," admitted Cranston, "but they were so anxiousto elude you that they did not stop for a
dozen miles. Then they ditched me most unceremonioudy in the middie of a country road. | walked back
through fog and drizzle, across fields and meadows, curaing the bounders dl the journey."

"And arrived here a four o'clock.”



"Who told you?'
"Stanley and Richards."

Cranston leaned back and chuckled. The Shadow watched him with asmile. It was but another test that
showed how closely The Shadow had learned to copy Cranston's gestures.

"| said nothing to the servants,” remarked Cranston. "I merely told them that | intended to deep. |
supposed that by morning | might hear something from you. But | had not expected a persona visit. How
did you deceive Stanley and Richards?'

"| told them," declared The Shadow, "that | had left the [imousinein New Y ork, to come back to the
station garage in the coupe. Desiring a pleasant walk, | came up from the station at four o'clock. Rising
early, | went down there again ahaf hour ago, to bring the coupe.”

"And dl thewhile, you actudly stayed in New Y ork? Leaving the limous ne there and bringing the coupe
thismorning?'

"That iscorrect."

CRANSTON shoved bedclothes aside and perched on the edge of the bed. He found cigarettes on the
telephone table; The Shadow supplied aflame from alighter before Cranston could ignite amatch. The
millionaire noted that The Shadow'slighter boretheinitias"L. C."

"Y ou handle every detail, don't you?' questioned Cranston in admiration. "Jove! | remember thefirst time
| met you. (Note: SeeVal. |, No.8) In thisvery room. Y ou dropped cloak and hat and |eft me looking at
my own faceasplainly asif | had seenitinamirror. Just asit istoday."

"And | advised you," recalled The Shadow, in Cranston's own tone, "to take atrip abroad, while | used
your identity. Y ou were abit exasperated &t fird."

"I must admit that | was. | threatened to have you arrested, as an impostor, until you proved that you
knew more about my affairsthan | did. Jove! | redlly believethat if it had come to ashowdown, | would
have been proven the impostor and you the genuine Lamont Cranston. Jove!"

"Jove," repeated The Shadow, quietly, "Y ou have acquired that expression recently, Crangton. | shall
remember it for future reference. Y ou have a penchant for acquiring anglicisms during your sojournsin
British colonies. Jovel"

"Bounder and blighter,” laughed Cranston. "Don't forget those. | il usethem occasiondly.”

"I worked those words last night,” recalled The Shadow. " Cranston, you have my confidence to some
degree. Naturdly, you do not know my identity. Y ou appreciate that | am a capable disguise artist,
inasmuch as| can play your part aswell asyoursdf. Outside of that, you know only that my life purpose
isone of counteracting crime.”

"And criminds," smiled Cranston. "Like our enemy who caled himsdf the Black Falcon. (Note: SeeVal.
V11, No.5) Jove! That blighter did kidnap me proper. He thought he had you - like those rogues did last
night.”

"The Black Falcon was adifferent sort,” reminded The Shadow. "At present, | am campaigning against
criminalswho play a much deeper game. One so involved that | do not as yet know its hidden
sgnificance.



"Last night, | fell into the hands of the foe. | expected danger; | went on my adventure in your guise. After
| was captured, | tricked my inquisitor - | had contact with only one important man - and made him
believethat | wasyou.

"I backed my bluff by having one of my agents attack the house, wearing my familiar black. My captors
decided to release me. | was sure that they did not want Lamont Cranston. Therefore, | had no quams
when | learned that they intended to exchange mefor you.

"Indeed, | actually offered them suggestions along thet line. | showed them the way, so that they would
bring me here. | intended to prevent the exchange atogether; but, unfortunately, you arrived too early for

my plan.

"So you were seized. | nullified your abduction by means of aprompt pursuit, which left no further doubt
asto who was actualy Lamont Cranston. As| expected, your captors released you."

Cranston nodded as The Shadow paused.

"There were two of them,” stated the millionaire. "One called Louig; the other, Matt. Louie wasthe
driver; Matt wasin command. | say there were two; actualy there were four when the chase began. Y ou
managed nicdly, however, when you iminated two of the subordinates.”

"| alowed the escape,” said The Shadow, "so that you would not be involved in awreck of the car. Now
| am at the beginning of anew trail. | intend to traceit in anew way."

"By dropping my identity?"

"Yes. And in order that no new complications may arise, | suggest that you start on another trip. Y ou
have worked well with mein the past, Cranston. In fact, we have become very much in accord.”

"I'm gamefor the future. Another trip? Certainly. | have been considering avoyage to the Argentine. |
have my passport available. Suppose | start tomorrow?”

"Excdlent!" The Shadow arose and extended his hand. Cranston gripped it. ™Y ou are sure about the
passport? If not, | have aduplicate, bearing your name.”

"I haveit. But you forget nothing, do you? Wéll, cable mein Buenos Aireswhenitistimefor meto
return.”

RICHARDS was not in the hall when The Shadow emerged. On looking through an upstairs window,
the visitor saw the vaet out front talking with Stanley. Descending to the ground floor, The Shadow went
out to aside veranda. He paused as he neared the front of the house. He could overhear the servants
taking.

"Most darming, Stanley,” Richardswas saying. "As| chanced to pass the master's door, | heard him
taking to himsdf."

"Mumbling?' demanded the chauffeur. "Like he had goneto deep agan?’

"I could not digtinguish thewords," stated the valet, "but he seemed to be engaged in an actud
conversation. Questioning himself and answering. Chuckling and laughing. One would have thought that
two personswere in the room. But both voices were the magter's.”

Stanley shrugged his shoulders as he went to the coupe. He intended to driveinto New Y ork, to get the
limousine. Richard went back into the house, wondering if he should awake his master from what he



believed must be a strange sort of nightmare.

The Shadow stepped into view as soon as Richards had closed the front door. He reached the coupe
just as Stanley was about to start. Opening the door, he smiled in greeting, then took his seat beside the
perplexed chauffeur.

"Cobalt Club, Stanley," ordered The Shadow, in Cranston's easy tone. "L eave me there and go up to the
garage. Drop the coupe. Have the limousine washed and bring it back here. | may be home again before
your return.”

Stanley was silent as he drove dong. He decided that his master must have been awake when Richards
had heard him talking to himself. Stanley made no comment, however. Lamont Crangton's servants were
trained to be slent.

While The Shadow was riding Manhattanward with Stanley, Richards, passing Lamont Cranston's room,
heard adight motion from within. The vaet decided that his master must have returned to bed; that the
talk that he had heard had actualy occurred while Lamont Cranston was adeep.

Once again, the servants of this household had anew problem to baffle them. Y et the fact that they
served two masters had never yet dawned upon the faithful attendants of Lamont Cranston!

CHAPTER X. BRUCE DUNCAN'S STORY

LATE that afternoon, ataxicab stopped in front of an uptown apartment house. The figure that alighted
wasthat of Lamont Cranston. The Shadow, traveling about in Manhattan, had still retained the
millionairésguise.

The ground floor of the gpartment building housed a physcian's office. The name that appeared upon the
brass plate was that of Doctor Rupert Sayre. The Shadow entered the office.

A few moments later, an inner door opened. A serious-faced young man peered into the reception
room.

Thiswas Doctor Rupert Sayre. Despite his youth, Sayre had already gained ahigh reputation asa
medical practitioner through study both in America and abroad. To counteract hisyoung appearance, he
had cultivated a solemn air that made him look half a dozen years older than he was.

Sayre recognized the features of Lamont Cranston. Well he might, for he had contacted this visitor in the
past. Infact, The Shadow - as Cranston - had himsdlf been a patient of the skilled young physician on
more than one occasion.

The Shadow had origindly performed signd service in Rupert Sayre's behaf. The physician owed his
own lifeto The Shadow's intervention, when one Eric Ve don, self-style master of death, had held Sayre
prisoner.

Since then, Sayre had ever been ready to perform services for this personage whom he knew as Lamont
Crangton. Sayre had hazily identified Cranston and The Shadow as one. He knew that this mysterious
friend was constantly battling for right. Under such circumstances, Sayre believed that the rendition of
medical aid was both ethical and just.

Last night, Sayre had accepted Bruce Duncan as a patient. There had been no question in the physician's
mind. Bruce had been brought here in Crangton's limousine. That was sufficient. Today, Sayre had
received telephone calls concerning the condition of the patient. He had suggested that Lamont Cranston



cdl at five-thinty.
"How isthe patient, doctor?"
The question came in Cranston's quiet voice. Sayre smiled as he heard The Shadow's query.

"I owe mysdf acompliment,” remarked the physician. "My patient was ill in astupor thisnoon; but |
was confident that he would be fully conscious by five o'clock. | wasright. Save for the after effectsof a
dight brain concussion, he came completely to his senses haf an hour ago.”

"I can see him then?"
"Certainly.”

Sayre ushered The Shadow through ahalway. They reached an inner room - Sayre's gpartment adjoined
the office - and there The Shadow saw Bruce Duncan propped in bed. The young man's head was
bandaged. His eyes were closed as he rested his head back upon his pillows.

The Shadow nodded to Sayre. The physician stepped back into the hal and closed the door, leaving
vigitor with patient. The Shadow took achair beside the bed. He spoke in adight, dmost inaudible
whisper. Bruce Duncan opened his eyes.

BRUCE'S visonwas il blurred. He could bardly distinguish the features of hisvisitor. But he knew,
from the whisper that he had heard, that The Shadow had arrived for conference. Bruce tried to spesk;
then he heard aquiet voice; thistime, Cranston's tones.

"Tel your story,” urged The Shadow. "But use no effort as you do so. Merely mention names asthey
occur to you. | shall understand.”

Bruce Duncan nodded; then he spoke dowly.

"Some months ago,” he stated, "I met Professor Baldridge Jark. It was purely a chance meeting; but
when Jark learned that | had some knowledge of electrica apparatus, he offered me aposition ashis
secretary.”

"That came about in naturd fashion?' inquired The Shadow.

"Yes" acknowledged Bruce. "Much of my incomewastied up and | had become confidential secretary
for Talbot Lowberry, the banker. It was at Lowberry's homethat | met Jark. The professor, learning that
| intended to leave Lowberry's employ; offered me ajob."

"Proceed,”" remarked The Shadow, after a pause.

"Professor Jark wanted seclusion,” declared Bruce. "He was working on anew invention, adisintegrating
ray with which he had gained some success. | saw designs of the gpparatus. It was a concave projector,
broadmouthed but shalow, itsinner surface fitted with powerful coils.

Bruce paused to rest. The Shadow made no comment. He watched the young man's eyes close and
waited until Bruce had again opened them. Bruce reached for a glass of water on the table. The Shadow
tendered it. Bruce swallowed a drink and proceeded.

"In hisexperiments,” said the young man, "Jark discovered that by lengthening the bow! of the projector,
he could considerably increase the range of the ray. Roughly, abowl projector, one foot in depth could
cast rays only one foot from its mouth. But by increasing the bowl to atwo-foot depth, it would gain a



range of eight feet; while athree-foot bowl would send the ray twenty-seven feet.”

"l understand,” nodded The Shadow. "The ratio of the range increase would be the cube of the bowl
depth. A geometrical progression.”

"That isright," stated Bruce. "With a projector thirty feet in length, the professor knew that he could drive
his ray twenty-seven thousand feet - gpproximatdly five miles.”

"But hemust dso havelearned,” remarked The Shadow, "that the power of the ray would diminishin
proportion to the increasing length of the projector.”

"Right again," announced Bruce. "'l believe that his experiments showed aone-hdf loss of intengity for
each added foot of the projector. That meant that the power of the ray would be quite feeblein a
thirty-foot projector.”

"How did the ray act with the one-foot projector?”

"Powerfully, | am sure, athough the professor was very loath to make admissions. | am positive, though,
that hisorigina projector - one foot in depth - was capable of disintegrating substances less than one foot
away. Professor Jark must have experienced that much success. Otherwise he would not have
proceeded with further experiments.”

The Shadow nodded in acknowledgment of Bruce'slogical statement.

"IT was Jark's hope," resumed Bruce, "to produce what he termed an atomic gun. He believed that if he
could congtruct athirty-foot projector, it would be possible to insert coils al aong the tube. He would
thus have thirty units combined in one; with this stepped-up power, the atomic gun would gain the
drength of the origind disintegrator.”

"And that," inserted The Shadow, "would mean that his gun would destroy any object that came within a
fivemilerange”

"So Professor Jark believed,” said Bruce, wearily. "He needed capitd for his experiments. He gained it
through a promoter named Basil Tellert. It was Tellert who introduced the professor to Lowberry and
other wedthy men."

Another pause while Bruce took asecond drink of water. Eyesfully opened, Bruce was surveying his
cam-faced vistor more clearly. A bit of enthusiasm showed in Bruce's voice as he proceeded with his
sory.

"I handled the correspondence between Jark and Tdllert," stated Bruce " The Professor had his gpparatus
inthe house a 18 Delavar Street. | wasliving there; and there was a so a servant named Harkins. Jark
was alway's eccentric and close-mouthed about his experiments. The only reason | learned asmuch as|
did was because | kept my ears open and made no comment.

"A few weeks ago, Jark wrote to Tellert in reply to aletter from the promoter. In his|etter, the professor
stated that his atomic gun would surely be a success; but that because of its amazing power, he had
decided to offer it to the government. He added that when he did this, he would ingst that the original
investors be reimbursed dollar for dollar.”

"And Tdlert'sreaction -"

"Was one of indignation. He wrote aletter stating that he doubted Jark’s sincerity. He intimated that Jark
was aswindler, hisdisntegrating ray afake. Hetold Jark that unless he came clean, within areasonable



period, he could expect prosecution for fraud.”
"What did the professor do about it?"

"That brings me to the strangest part of my story,” declared Bruce, emphaticaly. "The professor wrote a
letter to Tellert stating that he was overworked and needed arest. Hetold Tellert that he intended to go
on avacation. That did not surprise me, for | had already overheard Professor Jark making atelephone
conversation to aspecialist named Doctor Nordis Baird. Apparently, Baird intended to take atrip
somewherein the West, and wanted Jark to go with him for trestment.”

"Had Jark dready been undergoing trestment from Doctor Baird?"

"Yes, and hisliferedlly depended upon Baird's trestment. | never learned the exact nature of Jark's
alment; but | did know that it required certain changesin medicine at irregular intervas. Baird done
could diagnose Professor Jark's varying condition. If Baird went away from New Y ork, Jark would have
to accompany him."

"Proceed."

"Telert must have accepted Jark's statement. Like mysdlf, others who knew Jark understood the
importance of histreatments. | wondered, when Jark sent the letter, whether or not he wastrying to
deceive Tdlert. A few days|later came amost remarkable proof that some hidden game was under

way."

Bruce paused to rest. He was coming to the crux of his story, gathering hislatent strength in order to be
accurate with the facts which he had in mind.

"PROFESSOR JARK |€ft the house one afternoon,” declared Bruce, "stating to methat he had an
appointment with Doctor Baird. The next day Jark remained indoors. That evening two men cameto call.
Onewastall and dark-complected. He said that his name was Theblaw. His companion was short and
sandy-haired. The name that he gave was Wight.

"They looked like bad customers. With them was another pair, who had the appearance of mobsters.
Theblaw and Wight told me that Tellert had sent them; that they wanted they see Professor Jark. Their
introduction sounded like afase one; but the whole crew |ooked so dangerous that | was forced to
announce them to the professor.

"They went into an upstairs study, leaving the two toughs on guard downgtairs. | redlized that the thugs
were watching me, so | went about my businessin matter-of-fact fashion. The rowdies watched me when
| went upstairs, but offered no objections.”

The Shadow raised his hand for a pause, partly because Bruce wastiring and partly because he had a
question. He waited for afew moments; then put hisinterrogation in an easy tone.

"Wasthislong after the arrival of Theblaw and Wight?' asked the Shadow.

"About ahdf an hour after they camein,” replied Bruce. "I waswondering if the professor had
encountered trouble. That was why | thought it imperative to go upstairs. It happened that the door of the
study was gar; it had never latched properly. | could hear the conversation that was going on within.

"To my astonishment, | overheard Professor Jark talking in amost crafty tone. He was chuckling, almost
gloating, enthusiagtic as he talked of success. | heard Wight address Theblaw as'Matt'; while Theblaw
called Wight 'Digger.' From their remarks | gathered that Matt Theblaw had important gang connections
while Digger Wight was obvioudy an experienced safe-cracker.



"Then came abuzzing sound. | knew that the professor must have brought in hisorigina disintegrating
apparatus, to give ademondration. After the buzzing ended | heard Jark say that it would require only a
few weeksto properly adjust the machine; that if it gave trouble, he could dwaysrepair it.

"Theblaw and Wight seemed satisfied. Then | caught some anxious remarks from the professor. Hewas
referring to Doctor Baird. | heard Theblaw assure Jark that he and Digger would see that Baird was at
the new place. By that | inferred that Jark intended to change hisresidence. At that point, | considered it
wiseto return downgtairs.”

Another pause. Bruce had afaraway 100k, as though reviewing tense days that he had experienced. His
next statements came in short, terse sentences.

"MATT THEBLAW and Digger Wight remained,” declared Bruce. "So did their henchmen. Harkinswas
dismissed. Jark retained me. | knew too much. | knew | was under observation - both from Jark and
these men who were dways with me. More henchmen arrived at the house.”

A few moments of rest; then Bruce added:

"Professor Jark had previoudy equipped both the front stairs and the back door with eectrical devicesto
surprise burglars. There was also a side entrance. Its equipment had caused a short circuit; and Jark had
removed it for repairs.

"So | knew that if | once managed to leave the house, there would be amethod of reentry. Everything
was being moved out - gpparatus, furniture, files. Whereit was going, | did not know. | realized, though,
that | would be forced to travel dong when Jark and his associates departed.

"My one opportunity was to escape before moving day. | found my opportunity night beforelast. | fled
by the sde doorway. | went to the Palladium Hotel. From there | communicated with Harry Vincent."

Bruce rested back wearily. He knew that The Shadow knew the rest. As Bruce's eyes closed, thetall
vigitor arose. Passing into the halway, The Shadow continued to the office, where he found Doctor

Sayre.

"| am Starting on ajourney tomorrow," informed The Shadow, in Cranston'stones. " To Buenos Aires.
Take care of the patient, doctor. Allow him to communicate with hisfriend, Harry Vincent. A friend of
mine may aso cdl here - agentleman named Henry Arnaud. Should he vidit you, you may spesk to him
as confidentialy asyou would to me.

"Mention that to your patient dso. It may prove wisefor him to talk to Arnaud on certain occasions.
Good night, doctor. | should say, rather, good-by, for you will not see me during the next few months."

"Bonvoyage," acknowledged Sayre, extending hishand.

Leaving the physician's office, The Shadow entered a cab and rode toward Times Square. As he neared
the brilliant digtrict, glowing light showed the firm features of the disguise that he till wore,

The Shadow's expression was meditative. His keen brain was piecing Bruce Duncan's story, adding
Bruce'sfindingsto factsthat The Shadow had aready gained. Bruce's reference to Matt Theblaw and
Digger Wight was important. The Shadow had heard of both these crooks before.

Jark - Theblaw - Wight - Tellert - Baird - five names had been mentioned by Bruce Duncan. From one
of these, The Shadow might gain aclue. That point managed, the master deuth would have agtart dong
the blind trall that still confronted him.



CHAPTER XI. THE SHADOW'S VIGIL

ON thefollowing morning, atal man of distinguished appearance entered amedica building on Fiftieth
Street. There was something about thisindividua that was dimly reminiscent of Lamont Crangton.
Perhapsit wasthefirm mold of hisfeatures. It could have been nothing more, for faciadly, he did not
resemble Cranston closdly.

Arriving on the third floor, this visitor entered a physician's office and inquired for Doctor Nordis Baird.
The girl a the desk informed him that Doctor Baird was out of town; but that certain of his associates
were available.

"Another will not do," remarked the tall man, dmost coldly. "I must see Doctor Baird persondly. | am
Mr. Arnaud - Henry Arnaud. | telephoned yesterday, stating that | would call today.”

"l am very sorry,”" informed the girl, serioudy. "It is absolutely impossible to reach Doctor Baird. No one
has any ideawhere he may happen to be."

"They told me that when | called his apartment house. But they added that | might gain information here.”

"We do not know ourselves, Mr. Arnaud. He left about aweek ago, for acomplete rest. He may be
gonefor aperiod as long as three months. We are to expect him when we see him."

A smile showed on the lips of Henry Arnaud asthe visitor |eft the office. It was asmilethat differed from
that of Lamont Cranston. For Arnaud and Cranston were two contrasting persondities, even though both
were parts played by The Shadow.

AsHenry Arnaud, The Shadow had more leeway in hiswork. For there was no real Henry Arnaud. The
Shadow could let the role suit his own convenience. Asarule, however, he preferred the role of Lamont
Cranston.

The Shadow had reverted to the Arnaud role because of his recent experience while playing the part of
Crangton. As Arnaud, he was brisker at times. More of a business man than aleisurely gentleman of
millions

At the same time, he possessed well-faked credentials, and could summon influential friends to prove that

Henry Arnaud was aman of means and ability. Therefore, the part of Arnaud was eminently suited to
The Shadow's present investigation.

As he reached the street and summoned a cab, The Shadow's disguised face showed plainly inthe
daylight. It carried something of the hawkish trace that marked The Shadow's impersonation of Lamont
Crangton. But the features of Henry Arnaud were thicker and heavier. Somehow, aso, The Shadow
appeared shorter as Arnaud than as Cranston.

HALF an hour after his departure from Doctor Baird's, The Shadow reached an office building south of
Times Square. He took the elevator to the fourteenth floor. There he entered an office that bore the
glass-paneled legend:

BASIL TELLERT
PROMOTIONS

This suite, numbered 1409, was equipped in modernistic style. The reception room had chromium-plated
chairs and settees; an oddly designed rug adorned the floor. It was obviousthat Basil Tellert wasin
businessto stay.



The Shadow knew that these Signs of affluence were not faked. Basil Tdlert was aman who had beenin
the news. He had been connected with the promotion of certain sporting events and spectacular stage
productions.

Moreover, when Tdlert dedt with investment promotions, they usualy showed themselves sound. The
Shadow had thisinformation direct from an investigating agent, Rutledge Mann. Presumably an
investment broker, Mann was actually an aid of The Shadow; and he had contacts that frequently proved
vauable. Thismorning, Mann had forwarded a preliminary report that spoke highly of Tellert's dedlings.

The Shadow gave a secretary a card marked with the name of Henry Arnaud. He stated that he was
hereto see Mr. Tdlert. The girl surveyed the vistor; then entered an inner office. A minute later, she
reappeared with the announcement that Mr. Tellert was ready to see Mr. Arnaud. The Shadow entered
theinner office.

Bas| Tdlert was aman whose face was a symphony of curves. Hisflorid countenance was
well-rounded. His hair line formed a perfect arc; his eyebrows matched the exact curve. His forehead
bore three creases identical in gppearance, dl curving, with exact spacing between.

Hislips curved upward in awelcoming smile that looked like aforehead crease inverted. Spreading from
each 9de of hisnosewere vertical curvesthat gave hisfaceitsfind symmetry. Tdl, heavy of build, Tdlert
was animposing figure.

"Good morning, Mr. Arnaud,” greeted Tellert, in arich baritone. "Kindly be seated. | would appreciateit
if you would begin by stating the nature of your business. That isusud, when | hold interviews."

"Very wdl." The Shadow seated himself and accepted acigar that Tellert offered. "I have come here,
Mr. Tellert, a the advice of afriend who stated that you were promoting a project that might interest
r],E.ll

"Thefriend's name?"

"Cargtairs Townsend. At present in Florida, wherel met him last week. Like mysdlf, heisamember of
the Merrimac Club."

"I do not know him."

"So hetold me. But he has afriend whom you know quite well. At least, so Townsend told me. | refer to
Tabot Lowberry."

"Ah, yes, the banker. Mr. Lowberry isnow in Europe.

"Townsend mentioned that fact. He stated also, Mr. Tellert, that you had interested Lowberry in some
new eectrical marvel - an gppliance invented by an eccentric old scientist: Professor Baldridge Jark.”

Tdlert'samilefaded. Hislipstook on adownward curve. Placing his cigar between them, he stared from
the window while hisleft hand drummed the table. Then, suddenly, he faced The Shadow and spoke

emphdticaly.

"I AM glad," declared Tellert, "that you have referred to Professor Jark as eccentric. The word describes
him exactly. | made amistake, Mr. Arnaud, in attempting to promote the man'sinvention. | am afraid that
itisgoing to prove abad venture. One of the very few with which | have been associated.”

"Theinvention isnot satisfactory?'



"l am afraid not. Asyet, | have not informed my clients - such as Mr. Lowberry - because| ill hold to
the hope that my opinion may be wrong. But | have positively decided againgt interesting any new
investorsin the proposition.”

"Frankly put, Mr. Tellert."
The promoter drew himself up proudly behind his desk. His eyeswere straight, his manner was direct.

"l believe in frankness, Mr. Arnaud,” he asserted. "That method of dealing has been responsible for my
success. Therefore, | fed that you are entitled to afull explanation of the circumstancesinvolving
Professor Jark. It ispossible - as | mentioned before - that hisideamay be as good as | once thought it
was.

"Should such prove to bethe case, | should certainly recommend your investing init. So | consider it
good palicy to give you afull account of the matter, that you may be ableto judge it properly at some
future date."

Tellert pressed abutton. A stenographer entered. Tdlert called for the Jark files. The girl Ieft and
regppeared in less than one minute, bringing afolder of papers and letters. Tellert began to talk again,
referring to the data as he spoke.

"Professor Jark," he stated, "first came to me with news of anew device that he had invented. He termed
it the disntegrating ray. Fundamentdly, it was an dectrica process through which he could reduce the
component parts of any solid substance that came within its path.

"Jark, as you doubtless know, is an eectrica wizard. He gave me ademonstration with amodel of his
invention. The bowl-shaped projector which he used did have the qudity of melting, or destroying, crude
bricks, blocks of cinders, and certain dloys.

"Commercidly, theideahad two possibilities. Built on alarge scae, it would offer ameans of demolishing
buildings and other structural objects. It might be used in quarrying, or in other projects. Apparently, it
afforded a chegp and efficient method of doing away with certain old and expensive mechanica
processes.

"But Jark needed funds to continue with the invention. In its present form, it could not do the work that
must be expected of it. The reduction of solid objects was dow; and in most instances, afailure. But the
principle was present. It waslogical that Jark - given opportunity - could make the device accomplish
marves.

Telert made new reference to his papers. He brought out certain letters and laid them to one side. Then
he resumed hisdiscussion of the invention itsdlf.

"ANOTHER possbility that Jark presented,” stated Tellert, "was the stepping up of the deviceto
produce what he caled an atomic gun. He claimed that with this device he could project aray severa
miles, destroying dl objectsin its path.

"He spoke of the atomic gun as awar weapon. He pictured squadrons of airplanes dematerializing under
the withering effect of his machine. He talked of melting battleships. Such outlandish satementsworried
me. Nevertheless, | waswilling to concede that the atomic gun, in modified form, might be apossibility of
the future.

"| provided the funds, fifty thousand dollarsfor experimentation, which | received from interested clients.
Jark declared that the amount would be more than ample to perfect the disintegrating ray machineto a



point where it would be commercidly satisfactory.

"But dl thewhile, Mr. Arnaud, he perssted in his desire to develop an atomic gun. He could not think in
saneterms, or let ussay” - Tdlert smiled - "in sound businessterms. The time came when the prdiminary
funds were amost exhausted. It wasthen that | received this letter.”

The promoter passed atypewritten sheet to The Shadow. It was signed with aragged scrawl that
represented the signature of Professor Baldridge Jark. While The Shadow was reading the letter, Tdllert
added a carbon copy of his own reply; then passed over more shests.

"You see" explained Tdlert, "1 write Jark quite frequently, asking for reports on the progress that he was
making. It wasin reply to one of my usuad lettersthat he again sdetracked mention of the disintegrating
ray machinein order to discuss the merits of the atomic gun.

"Apparently - from hisinferences - the disintegrating ray had aready reached its proper point; but he
wanted to drop it. Hiswonderful gun was aredlity; and because it was so amazing, he could deal no
longer with private interests. All of his creations must be offered to the government.”

"He mentions here," remarked The Shadow, "that hewould insst that the investors be rembursed.”

"Yes," agreed Telert, "but how? Only one way would be possble: through a government appropriation.
And when? No one could tell. Furthermore, my clients did not invest with the understanding thet they
would smply be reimbursed.

"The agreement with Jark - | haveit here - wasafair one. If the disintegrating ray should gainitsrequired
intengity, it would become the property of a corporation in which the investors and the professor would
have interest.

"I replied with an indignant letter," asserted the promoter. "I told Jark what | thought. Perhaps | put it
strong, Mr. Arnaud, but | believethat | read correctly between thelines of Jark's own letter. The
progress that he claimed sounded doubtful. It looked as though he had decided to try some dodge. His
reply stated that he was overworked; that he intended to go away on avacation.”

Telert indicated Jark's last letter with anudge of histhumb. Then, leaning forward on his desk, he spoke
introubled tone.

"l FELT that | had been harsh with the old man," he declared. "His|etter indicated that his opinion might
be changing. | thought that he was coming to his senses. | felt sure that he would write me later, at least to
tell me when he expected to leave New Y ork.

"No further letter came. Y esterday afternoon - that was about aweek after he wrote me - | telephoned
the professor, only to find that the service had been disconnected. | sent amessenger to hishome. |
received the amazing report that the house was deserted.

"I could not believeit at first. | went there mysdlf, to make sure. The house was open; | entered and
found it practicdly barren. Without aword to me Professor Jark had flown, carrying thousands of dollars
worth of equipment, al of which had been provided through the investors who had shown trust in me."

Tdlert sank back in hischair. He drew asilk handkerchief from his pocket and mopped hisflorid brow.
It was plain that the promoter saw himsdlf in amost embarrassing dilemma; one that would be difficult to
explain to the men who had invested in Professor Jark's invention.

The Shadow arose. He passed the papers back to Tellert. Everything that the promoter had said; al this
datafrom thefiles, bore testimony to Bruce Duncan's statements regarding Professor Jark's strange



behavior.

"Would it be possible," he asked, in the monotone of Arnaud, "that Professor Jark could have decided to
conduct hisfuture experimentsin some other place? Where he could not be found? So that he would
experience no interference from you?'

"| thought of that," responded Tdlert, lso rising. "But thereis one factor in the way. The matter of
money. Jark has very few remaining funds."

"Could he have acquired some e sawhere?’
Tdlert looked startled.

"By Georgel" he gaculated. "That might beit! Do you know, | was thinking that the old codger had
merely worked amild swindle; or that he had run away, seeking to cover failure. But it might be that heis
playing adouble game.

"Thisisserious, Mr. Arnaud.” Tdlert sobered. "May | ask that you keep thisinterview as a matter of
confidence? Redlly, my position ismost embarrassing. | have been hoping only that Jark would soon
return. Now | am beginning to doubt him atogether.”

"I shdl mention thisto no one," assured The Shadow, steadily. "Only one matter till puzzlesme,
however. What do you intend to do about Jark's disappearance?’

"I can only wait," answered Tellert, mopping hisforehead. "Wait - for afew weeks - maybe for amonth.
Then, if | have heard nothing from Professor Jark, | shall be forced to place the matter in the hands of the
proper authorities.

"But to brand Professor Jark asaswindler will be adrastic step. One, | assure you, that will prove
damaging to my own reputation. For my clients have dways placed greet store by my opinions. | must
certainly wait, for amonth at least, before proclaiming publicly that | have been adupe.”

Tdlert managed to smile hopefully after this statement; but it was evident that new apprehensons
troubled him. He shook handswith hisvisitor as he accompanied him through the outer office.

The skyscraper which housed Tellert's suite of offices was known as the Lambreth Building. Outside that
towering edifice, The Shadow strolled away toward Times Square; then increased his pace to abrisk
walk. Thefigure of Henry Arnaud mingled with the crowd.

LATER, alight clicked in The Shadow's sanctum. Although it was daytime in Manhattan, this secluded
room was black save for that one spot where blue light glowed upon The Shadow's table. Hands came
benesth the glow. Upon a sheet of paper, The Shadow wrote the single word:

CRIME

A sibilant laugh. The word and the mirth summed The Shadow's findings. He had seen the one point of
contact through which Professor Jark and the men with him could be reached.

Bruce Duncan's story was vauable. The Shadow knew of Matt Theblaw and Digger Wight. The former
was asmart ex-racketeer who had long been latent. The latter had done time for safe-cracking, and had
not recently been seenin New Y ork.

Thelr statement, to Bruce Duncan, that they had come from Tdlert, had obvioudy been made to deceive
the young man. Bruce's observation and his eavesdropping proved clearly that Professor Jark could have



contacted with these criminas outside his home; and given them acue for introducing themsalves when
they met his secretary.

It was definite that the crooks had agreed with Jark to lull Bruceinto thinking that al waswell. Despite
the presence of mobgters from that time on, Bruce might have falen for the game had he not overheard
the last portion of Jark's conference with Theblaw and Wight.

Half an hour, Bruce had said. Those thirty minutes of early discussion must have been important. Had
Bruce overheard that portion of the conference, he might have learned facts that would give The Shadow
adefinite trace to the present whereabouts of Jark and the professor's new associates.

Asit was, Bruce had been lucky to get away. Crooks must have planned to take him with them to
wherever they were establishing new headquarters. Once he had managed to leave the house on Delavar
Street, the plotters had decided that his desth was necessary.

At present, Bruce Duncan was safe. From him, The Shadow had learned dl that could be gained. Two
new leads had arisen. The Shadow had followed both. Doctor Nordis Baird was supposedly on
vacation. The Shadow knew that the speciaist must have been abducted.

Baird was necessary to Jark. Hence the physician must be a the new headquarters. But Baird's own
penchant for keeping his vacation plans unknown even to his associates meant that it would be impossible
to pick up the physician'strail.

By interviewing Tellert, The Shadow had learned the promoter's side of the story. At present, Tellert was
latent. He did not intend to do anything about Professor Jark's disappearance for amonth at least.
Neverthdess, Tdlert's future actions might have some important bearing on the activities of Professor
Bddridge Jark.

THE SHADOW inscribed brief coded notes. One to Rutledge Mann; the other to Harry Vincent, for
ddivery through the investment broker. To these agents he was deputing the task of cautioudy watching
Badl Tdlert, for the definite reason that crooks might a so be keeping close check on the promoter.

Jark - Baird - Tellert - not one gave present promise. In that trio, The Shadow saw how one man had
been duped and a second kidnapped to serve the wiles of amaster plotter. The Shadow, in hisown
mesting with Professor Jark, had gained an inkling of the old man's cunning.

He had divined how capable Jark was at playing a double game; how craftily Jark could cover up hisred
purposes. Taking with the supposed Lamont Cranston, Jark had made himself out to be afriendly
individua who had merely taken drastic measures against trespassers.

Yet al thewhile, crooks had been listening in on Jark's shrewd palaver. Nestly, the professor had
avoided dl mention of hisdisintegrating ray, that device which both Bruce Duncan and Basil Tellert had
sketchily described.

Crime. Therein lay The Shadow's contact. The change of Professor Jark's abode indicated that plans
were ready. The collaboration of Matt Theblaw and Digger Wight showed that quick-acting crooks were
on thejob, ready to use Jark'sinvention to the limit.

Bruce Duncan had escaped. Although Jark, Theblaw and Wight thought that Bruce knew lessthan he
did, they must redlize, nevertheless, that the missing secretary could eventudly cause trouble.

Crooks were holding Doctor Nordis Baird. There, again, would be difficulty in the future, when Baird's
associates redlized that his prolonged absence meant abduction. Another point. Basil Tdlert, within the



next few weeks, would be forced to proclaim that Professor Baldridge Jark was aswindler.

Findly, The Shadow himsdlf had entered the game. Captured, he had bluffed the foe. But crookswould
know that he would not rest until he had carved deeper into their hidden game.

Crime, therefore, would be immediate. The stage was set for it. Quick, swift thrusts, with rapid clean-up,
could be the only course. Mait Theblaw and Digger Wight were backed by a brainy master who would
certainly order theselieutenantsto lose no time.

Crimewould strike in Manhattan. That was another logica deduction. Matt and Digger knew thisterrain
and their contacts here. New Y ork offered the richest opportunities, with the greastest number of varied
griking points.

Crime would be covered. Workerslike Stinger Lacey would be used to trick the police into thinking that
ordinary criminals were pulling routine jobs. That was The Shadow'sfinal deduction. It marked the
coursethat he intended to follow at once.

Earphones came from the wall. Burbank's voice came over the wire. In whispered tones, The Shadow
issued ingructions. Ordersto Cliff and Hawkeye. Through these agentsin the underworld, The Shadow
saw means of counteracting the strokes of evil that soon would be due.

CHAPTER XII. CLIFF'SPROPOSITION

EARLY evening showed aglittering bright spot west of Sixth Avenue. Blazing lights atop amarquee
proclaimed to Gothamites that the Club Cadilly offered the best floor show in Manhattan with no charge
other than the price of adinner.

Customers were entering the place when ataxi pulled up outsde. Moe Shrevnitz was a the whed. The
passengers were Cliff Mardand and Hawkeye. Cliff dighted. He was attired in tuxedo and made a
striking appearance as he entered the Club Cadilly.

Moe drove away, with Hawkeye huddled in the back seat. Around the block, a three-minute trip brought
the taxi back to its starting point. Hawkeye, also tuxedo-clad, dighted and walked into the club.

Though Hawkeye lacked Cliff's gentlemanly appearance, he was not out of hiseement. For the Club
Cadilly had never been patronized by the dite. Its chief customers were characters of underworld
connections - dl abovethelevel of ordinary crooks, but none of red social background.

Cliff had taken a seat on one sde of the night Club's floor. Hawkeye did not approach him. Insteed, the
second agent seated himself fully thirty feet away. Cliff looked dmogt aristocratic in hisevening garb;
Hawkeye was incongruous in the tuxedo that he had hired. No one would have recognized the pair as

pals.

Filtering among the tuxedoed rabble were men of better appearance. Close observation of their
countenance, however, showed marks of disspation. They were rogues who had found the Club Cadilly
to tharr liking. The attraction that had brought them here was located beyond a curtained archway,
through which these respectable-looking customers stalked one by one.

Cliff, after spotting Hawkeye's arrival, decided to follow the others who had gone through the arch.
Leaving histable, he took that path and came to aloopholed door at the end of a corridor past the
curtains. Cliff knocked.

The loophole opened. An eye surveyed Cliff'sface. The door unbolted.



"Hello, Cliff!" greeted afat-faced guard whose rumpled tuxedo looked two sizestoo smdl. "Say, |
wondered who was trying to crash dis gate. Ain't you wise to the knock? Ain't you never been here
before?!

"No," chuckled Cliff, with ashake of hishead. "But | figured that whoever was |ookout would know me.
| wasright, wasn't |, Beef?"

"Sureting," rgoined the fat-faced fellow. "Any guy dat knows his onions knows dat Cliff Mardand'sin
de know. Y ou get by widout no stdlin’, on any gate I'm watchin'.”

"Thanks," said Cliff, dryly. "Listen, Beef: I'm here to see Luke Cardiff. Wherewill | find him?”

"Go t'rough de gamblin’ joint. Pick de door over past de table where dey're playin' chuck-a-luck. If any
mug asks where you're goin', tell him you're afriend of Mr. Carney. Dat's de password.”

Cliff nodded. "Beef" rapped at a second door; it was opened by another rowdy who a so recognized
Cliff. The Shadow's agent strolled into alarge gambling room. The place was hdf filled, with roul ette and
faro tables going, while men aong the walls were dropping quarters and haf dollarsinto dot machines.

The chuck-a-luck table had not yet opened. Cliff received no challenge as he passed it. He found the
door that Beef had mentioned and rapped upon it. A gruff voice ordered him to enter. Cliff wentinto a
little office, where a gawky, long-jawed man was going over books at adesk.

THE fdlow showed a gold-toothed grin as he recognized Cliff Mardand. The man at the desk was Luke
Cardiff, proprietor of the Club Cadilly. The restaurant with its floor show was ablind for the gambling
casino that Luke had recently opened.

Cliff seated himself opposite Luke. The proprietor offered hisvigtor acigar; then waited for Cliff to
speak. Luke knew that Cliff had arep in the badlands. A vigit from someone so closdly in the know
promised to be important.

"Say, Luke," began Cliff, in an indifferent tone, "have you seen Mait Theblaw latdy?"

"No," acknowledged L uke. "What's the matter? Somebody gunning for Matt? He was an old pa of
mine; if any rats are making trouble for him, I'll be glad to know it."

"Y ou and Matt were pretty close, weren't you?"
"Sure. But Matt knew alot of other guys, too."
"Stinger Lacey for ingance.”

Luke's eyes opened. The underworld had been talking about Stinger's demise. Rumor had it that the mob
leader had succumbed following a battle with The Shadow. But no other names had been mentioned in
connection.

"Y ou mean Stinger was working for Matt?' demanded Luke.

"l know hewas," returned Cliff. "That'swhy Stinger built hismob - on Matt's account.”
"Whered you get that dope?”

"Straight from Stinger. The night before he took the bump.”

Luke Cardiff whistled.



"Heresthelay, Luke," asserted Cliff. "Matt told Stinger to build up acrew. Stinger did; but it wasn't
enough. Matt wanted a second outfit to work with the first. But he was playing straight with Stinger,
see?!

"That's the way Matt would work," acknowledged L uke.

"So hetold Stinger to get agood guy for the new mab,” continued Cliff, smoothly framing his story ashe
went along. "Stinger picked me. Hetold me Matt wasin back of the dedl. | wasto get my own gorillas
and team up through Stinger."

Luke nodded his understanding.

"Then Stinger got his" declared Cliff sourly. "What's more, it came so quick after held talked with me
that he couldn't have had a chance to wise Matt up to it that he'd picked me.”

"Which leaves you out in the cold,” remarked Luke.

"That'sit," stated Cliff, "with abunch of swell gorillasitching to go to work. | want Matt to know where |
stood with Stinger. That'swhy I've cometo talk to you. Y ou're the one guy who was ever redlly in as
partner with Matt Theblaw."

LUKE nodded as he considered. Cliff had stated a known fact. Matt Theblaw and Luke Cardiff had
once been termed the Siamese twins of mobland. They had maneuvered rackets, with mob leaderson
their payroll. But they had wisdly dropped their activities at atime when the going became too hot.

"We worked together, Matt and |," acknowledged Luke, dowly. "Made some good deal s between us.
We split because we were wise. What Matt's pulled since, | don't know. Thisgambling joint's my gravy
right at present; and I'm working it lone.”

"I know that," agreed Cliff, casudly. "All | wasfiguring, Luke, wasthat you might have some way of
passing word to Matt. Whatever he'sworking has got big dough init. Stinger wised meto that. With
Stinger out, it'sacinch that Matt needs me more than he did before.”

"l get you," nodded Luke. "Y ou'd like to know who Matt would pick now that Stinger's gone. So you
could seethe bird and tell him how close you were to Stinger.”

"Sure," asserted Cliff. "Y ou've got the idea, Luke. Maybe you know who Matt would be picking.”

L uke became thoughtful. Cliff knew that he was recalling old names, going down alig, just asif heand
Matt were till paired in effort, with big crime astheir stake. At last Luke spoke.

"Il tell you the guy," he declared, dowly. "Maybe you know him aready. He's the next best bet to
Stinger, to do the mob work Matt would want: Loco Zorgin. He hangs out down at the Black Ship.”

"Loco Zorgin," repeated Cliff with anod. "Sure, | know him. I think I'll ankle down there and ook him
up. Thanksfor thetip, Luke. I'll let you know how | make out.”

That ended the conversation. A handshake concluded the discussion; Cliff |eft the office and went out
through the gambling joint. He whacked Beef on the back; then, as the entrance closed behind him, Cliff
thrust hisright hand into his coat pocket.

Quickly, he used the stub of a pencil to write terse words on atiny pad. Plucking off the written sheet,
Cliff rolled it into a pellet and brought it out between hisfingers. Strolling through the place, he passed
Hawkeye'stable. There, Cliff paused to bring apack of cigarettes from his pocket.



The pellet dropped from Cliff's fingers as he pocketed the pack. Hawkeye saw it; he watched Cliff light a
cigarette and continue out. Hawkeye shifted and let his hand rest on the pellet, which had falen on the
table. A few minuteslater, he also decided to leave the Club Cadilly.

Outside, Hawkeye unrolled the pellet and read the words: "The Black Ship - Loco Zorgin."

HALF an hour afterward, both Cliff and Hawkeye were in the underworld dive known as the Black
Ship. An underground hangout, thisjoint was one of the crossroads of the underworld. At different tables
in the smoke-filled dive, both of The Shadow's agents were keeping their ears open.

Hawkeye had picked a spot near two sweatered mobsters. The pair were discoursing, in low tones, over
abottle of grog. Hawkeye had recognized them as ruffians who might be torpedoesin the employ of
"Loco" Zorgin. As helistened, hiswiry body hunched at his own table, Hawkeye realized that his
conjecture was correct.

"Loco didn't want us hookin' up with the rest of the outfit, see?' One thug was talking to the other. "Us
watchin' that house was somethin' he needed done. But there was the chance that some harness bulll
might've spotted us."

"Sure," camethereply. "An'if th' bull had tipped some dick to it, we'd have been trailed back to th'
outfit. Sure, | get it. Loco waswise."

"The mob's keepin' in between the bank an' the house wewas at," added the first speaker. "Comin' up
therewith Loco. It don't matter to uswhat's up. Loco's the guy that's doin’ thejob."

"Yeah," was the response, "but it's atough one. Say - that Colonnade Trust Company ain't no
easy-lookin' joint. If Loco bugtsintoit, hell be doin' somethin'.”

"Loco an't bustin' in; he's coverin'. But lay off the gab. It ain't good to talk too much nowhere. Not even
inthisjoint. You can't tell where stoolies are planted.”

The conversation ended. Warily, Hawkeye watched the torpedoes. He gave them five minutes, while
they kept downing their grog. Then Hawkeye arose and shuffled from the Black Ship. Outside, he made

for anear-by dleyway.

Five minutes more. Someone approached. Hawkeye recognized the step. He gave awhisper. 1t was Cliff
Mardand. Thefirst agent had seen the second leave the Black Ship. Cliff had stalled afew minutes
before following.

Hawkeye whispered the news that he had heard. 1t was sufficient. Mention of the Colonnade Trust
Company told where crime was due.

Cliff and Hawkeye made their way together from the dley. They separated; Cliff, with Hawkeyetrailing,
was heading for the nearest telephone.

Word to Burbank. Prompt information for The Shadow. Following the lead that had been given him,
Cliff, with Hawkeye's aid, had achieved immediate results. Luke Cardiff had named Loco Zorgin.
Minions of the latter had talked of the mob leader's doings.

Crime was dready in the making - crimethat could be traced to Matt Theblaw, through him to professor
Jark and the disintegrating ray. Thetime had aready arrived for The Shadow to spring acounter thrust.

CHAPTER XI11. CRIME COMES THROUGH



CLIFF MARSLAND, reporting to The Shadow, knew that crime wasin the making. How closeit was
to completion, Cliff had not guessed.

For at the very timethat Cliff had started to call Burbank, agroup of men were participating in amost
remarkable scene, close by the foundation of the big building which housed the wealthy Colonnade Trust

Company.

The men where crouched in acircular tunnel that measured five feet in diameter. Extending from the cellar
of avacant house, the tribe had been burrowing for adistance of thirty feet. Along the floor of the tunnel
ran an insulated wire which hooked with amechanism at theinner end.

There, afive-foot concave bowl was faced againgt solid concrete. The glow of burning light showed from
itsrim. A singing buzz was coming from the device, with occasiond crackles. Matt Theblaw, close
againg the back of the machine, was pressing it forward in adow, regular manner, while Digger Wight
and otherswatched him in the dim glow.

The disintegrating ray was eating through the stone foundations of the Colonnade Trust building.
Concrete was melting away asif before asand blast. But Professor Jark's invention was smoother and
more efficient than any old-type device. It conquered stedl and other metals as effectively asit withered
rock.

"Werethere" came Matt's growled announcement, heard despite the crackles of theray. "Move back -
al of you."

He clicked aswitch. The glare of the ray machineflickered into oblivion. Matt swung the shalow bowl
Sdewise and drew the base of the machine toward him.

"Hashlights" he ordered in the darkness.

Glimmers came. Digger and Louie aided in pulling the machine edgewise back through the tunnel. Matt
groped through to the finish of the cavity; then clicked his own flashlight. He chuckled as he saw the
interior of ahuge vault. He had picked the right god.

Crookswent to work at Matt's order. In and out, in and out, they rifled the contents of the nest to which
they had penetrated. Stacks of currency, piles of negotiable securities, boxes of silver coin condtituted
their spails.

The Colonnade Trust Company had connections with banksthat did alarge businessin foreign markets.
Its vault - the one that Matt had reached - was used to store large quantities of foreign aswell as
domestic currency. The crooks were making a haul that meant huge profits.

Dragging boxes as they worked with speed, Matt's picked henchmen brought the spoilsinto the cellar of
the empty house from which the tunneling had begun. Digger wasin charge there; he had dismantled the
ray machine and boxed it. Matt ordered his crew to carry the boxed machine up with the swag. The
workerswere to load cars that were parked on streets close by.

DIGGER was engaged in anew task. The short crook had gained his nickname because of his ability to
carve hisway through barriers. Tonight's job was one that he could not possibly have accomplished; but
it was hiswork to make it ook as though some force other than the ray had done the trick.

Sillfully, Digger began planting dynamite charges dl the way through the tunndl, from the vault back to
the cdllar of the house. He had accomplished this by the time the last boxes were gone. Setting atime
fuse, Digger gave the word that he was ready.



"Thisway, Digger," ordered Matt, asthey reached the ground floor above the cdllar. "Were going out by
the front door. So's| can pass the tip-off to Loco."

The swag carriers had taken arear exit. The entire terrain about this vacant house was under guard. As
Matt and Digger emerged from the front door, they stepped to a secluded street, where the whiteness of
the Colonnade Trust building showed cater-cornered from where they stood.

A man shouldered up to the doorway. It was Loco. Matt spoke in an undertone. Thiswas the word for
the cover-up crew to spread. No more watchers were needed between the old house and the bank
building.

"WEIIl be clear insde of ten minutes,” informed Matt, "but you won't have to wait that long. Just hold it
for acouple of minutes after the soup blows. That's going to bring the bulls. Give them a chance to spot
some of the cars. Lead them aphony chase, with agood start.”

"That'sall fixed, Matt," assured Loco. "Leaveit to me. The whole crew's posted. But they'll fill be
watching out until the blow-off comes.

Long and lanky, Loco sidied away from the house. Matt nudged Digger. Together they walked aong
until they reached a passage between two houses. Moving through, they cameto arear street, where
three cars were waiting. Matt and Digger each boarded a different vehicle.

The caravan started. With lights dimmed, the cars were moving out into an avenue, thereto take up a
northward course, increasing speed asthey cleared thisdistrict. Matt had ddliberately planned for the
fireworksto start soon after the get-away.

That was because he did not want Loco's crew lingering longer than was necessary. Rather than figure
haf an hour for the swag bearers to make distance, he had counted on only ten minutes. To draw in the
police and to give them ablind trail of mobster cars, was the ideathat Matt had picked as best.

There were few cars passing along the avenue. The leading vehicle in Matt's procession waited until the
broad street was cleared; then it swung out with the other cars close behind. But while the three cars
were turning, another vehicle swung into the avenue from three blocks below.

It was atrim coupe that had made haste in reaching thislocation. The driver, looking up the avenue,
spied the three cars coming into the wide street. A whispered laugh came from blackness above the
whed of the coupe.

FROM the details of Cliff Mardand's report, The Shadow had divined that robbery might be completed
by the time that he reached the vicinity of the bank building. He had ddliberately arranged his course so
that he might spot any suspicious-looking cars that were abouit.

For even if crime had succeeded, The Shadow had arare opportunity. He knew that crooks would not
expect followers. Thiswas his chanceto pick up atrail that would lead him to the new headquarters of
Professor Baldridge Jark.

The Shadow had reasoned that Matt and Digger would be the jobdoers; that Jark would till be at the
unknown spot where Doctor Baird was held prisoner; that reserve gangsters would be there also. The
Shadow aso knew that traffic on the avenue would be running without interruption.

Coming into skirt thisdigtrict, he had seen the beginning of the get-away. His plan wasto keep on the
trall. 1dling aong in the coupe, he gave the three cars more leeway; then, when they were four blocks
distant, The Shadow suddenly increased speed.



Wil had The Shadow calculated. But chance, which had first favored him, was now ready with abit of
trickery. From astore front on the avenue, sharp eyes were watching The Shadow's coupe. Those optics
belonged to one of Loco Zorgin's pickets.

The crouching mobster noted the coupe's increase of speed. He watched the vehicle for amoment; then
decided to look along the avenue. That was when the freak of chance occurred. Just as the picket
spotted the swag-bearing cars, the leader of the procession swung off the avenue into another side
dreet.

But for thisfact, the picket would not have suspected the coupe. Asit was, he reasoned backward. He
thought that the driver of the coupe had seen the cars turn and on that account had increased
acceleration. Leaping from his post, the mobster gave the darm by opening fire on the coupe.

The Shadow was dready fifty feet beyond the picket's post. His increasing speed made hiscar an
evadvetarget. The picket's bullets whistled wide. But other gunmen bobbed into view; like the firgt, they
sought to riddle the coupe.

INSTANTLY, The Shadow decided to run the gantlet. Whisking an automeatic as hejammed the
accelerator to the floor, he leaned from the window of the coupe and aimed ahead. Mobstersin the rear
did not matter. They werefiring at acar asit sped beyond them, adding to the range.

But those ahead must be eliminated before the coupe came aongsi de them. Responding to the picket's
fire, dl mobsters on the avenue had swung from their hiding places. They thought it would be easy to stop
this suspicious coupe. They had not reckoned on the fact that The Shadow was at the whed!.

An automatic spat flame at the nearest sniper. A searing bullet sent the rogue spinning to the sdewalk.
This mobsman had been a The Shadow's | &ft; but The Shadow had fired in crisscross fashion with his
right hand. Left fist il gripping the whedl, The Shadow shifted hisform clear acrossto the window on
the right. Out shot that automatic; again its muzzle jabbed atongue of flame.

Anaming gorillasank to the curb, hisrevolver rattling asit struck the gutter. Snarling, the mobsman was
clutching hisright arm. He was an open target; but The Shadow did not want him. Again shifting to the
left, the cloaked driver aimed for athird mobster who was on the | eft side of the Street.

Two guns barked smultaneoudy. The mobster's dug cracked the little window just back of the coupe's
door. Shatterproof glass did not scatter. But the burst of The Shadow's automatic was an effective one.
Asthe coupe sped by, the third foe lay flattened. He, too, had taken abullet from The Shadow's .45.

Cutting straight across the avenue, The Shadow was heading for the Street that the three cars had taken.
The last picket was diving for the shelter of afat fire-plug. The Shadow, his automatic regained, was
ready to drop the mobsman if hetried to fire. But that moment, anew threat roared into view.

From the street which The Shadow had last passed, a mobster-manned touring car had whirled out into
the avenue at the very moment of The Shadow's veer. Whizzing up the right sde of the avenue, it was
bulging straight for the swinging coupe. Two mobsters were aiming abulky machine gun from theleft sde
of thetouring car asthe driver cut in to meet the path of the coupe.

AS hejammed the brakes of his car, The Shadow aimed a straight shot for the most vulnerable point
among hisfoemen; the driver of thetouring car. A zimming bullet jolted the fellow up from the whed.
Unguided at thisimportant ingtant, the long car went into ahaf skid.

Itsrear veered to the left. The man beside the driver uttered a cry as he grabbed the steering whedl to
yank the car off the curb. The machine gun rattled; but its aim was hopel ess. The sudden swerve of the



rakish car caused the stream of bulletsto zip in front of the halted coupe and clatter off the brick wall of a
corner building.

Then, asthe car swung zigzag fashion, The Shadow blazed away at the machine gunners. He nipped the
man who was trying to change the heavy weapon's aim. Asthe rattle broke off, the touring car took
another sde skid, squardly into the coupe.

The jar whacked the lighter car haf around and sent its front wheel's jouncing up upon the curb. But the
touring car, with its combined weight and momentum, was due for aworse fate. Its rear wheels caught an
oily section of the Side street's asphalt. The big car keeled over onitssSide asit hit the curb.

At thisingtant came the muffled roar of a subterranean blast. Digger's charge in the tunnel between the
old house and the bank. The ground shook; glass clattered from hundreds of windows in the surrounding
blocks. Amid the reverberations of the explosion sounded the shrill notes of whistles. A siren whined
from off the avenue.

The Shadow yanked the coupe into low gear and stepped hard on the accelerator. The car fairly leaped
over the curb and out into the avenue. A sharp swing of the steering whed, aquick shift into high speed
second. Whizzing across the avenue, The Shadow sped away into the silence of the side street to the
|€ft.

Ashis car whirled toward the corner, The Shadow added aftermath to chaos. Above theroar of the
motor came the chilling mockery of his strident laugh. Sweeping away from pursuing cars, baking the
attack of enemieswho had dl but surrounded him, The Shadow was leaving his disorganized foemen to
bear the brunt of aconverging policedrive.

Left at the post, the mobsters would be forced to scatter in flight. The Shadow had given them the dip;
should they take up achase, they would run risk of dashing squardly into the intervening approach of
police cars. Their only choice wasto flee up the avenue, leaving stragglers to be captured by the police.

The Shadow had made the most of belated opportunity. Unable to meet crime before it struck, he had
sought to gain an important trail. Chance had robbed him of his mission. Outspread mobsters had sought
to down The Shadow within their cordon.

Once again, The Shadow had conquered evil hordes. Y et hisquest till lay blank against him. Though he
had delivered telling blows to the minions who had covered crime, he had made no score against those
villanswhose game must yet be besten.

CHAPTER XIV. THE FALSE THRUST

THREE days had passed since The Shadow's running fray with Loco Zorgin's mob. Newspapers had
been filled with details of the daring robbery through which supposed dynamiters had rifled the
Colonnade Trust Company.

At detective headquarters, the work had been attributed to local mobs. Police were on the lookout for
signs of the swag. Captured mobsters had been quizzed; but it was apparent that those arrested had been
no more than members of a cover-up crew.

On the evening of thisthird day, Detective Joe Cardona, acting ingpector on the case, was segted at his
desk a headquarters talking with two of his men. Cardona, aman of stocky build, showed grimnesson
his swarthy features.

"Weve got to get at the guysin back of it," announced the detective. "There's no mystery about how they



pulled that job. They must have been working for aweek from the cellar of that empty house. Drilling so
they could plant the dynamite.

"It was that fight out on the avenue that fooled us. It Started about the same time as the blow-off. It gave
theinsde gang a chance to crawl through the hole and grab the swag. They delayed their get-away until
we had finished pulling in some of those felows outside.”

"Theinside gang had nerve," indsted one of the subordinates. "It wasn't long after the fight that we found
where the explosion had been. It was afast get-away, Joe."

"Weé're dealing with afast-moving bunch,” declared Cardona. "Weve got no line on them either. The only
mugs good enough to have pulled that job - fellows like Soup McClannley or Digger Wight - haven't
been seen around for months.

"Our only lead isto spot the cover-up crew. But there's no use for the dragnet until we know better
where we stand. I've got a hunch, after looking over some of those mugs we brought in, that Loco Zorgin
headed the outside maob. But until -"

Cardona broke off as he heard footsteps in the hal. He waited until a newcomer entered.

THE arrival was aman of wiry build, who was wearing his hat tipped back from hisforehead. Cardona
recognized Clyde Burke, reporter from the Classic.

A redl friendship existed between the ace detective and the newshawk. There were times, however,
when Cardona chose to be noncommittal with Burke. Thiswas one of those occasions.

"Nothing new, Burke," informed Joe. "I'll let you know when anything turnsup.”
"Nothing on elther end?" queried Clyde. "No dynamiters? No mobs?'

"None," replied Cardona. "Ask the boys here, if you don't believe me.”

"I'll take your word for it, Joe," decided Clyde.

Turning about, the reporter nearly ran into abrawny newcomer whom he recognized as a detective
sergeant named Markham. With anod to Markham, Clyde kept on. He was satisfied that Cardona had
nothing for him.

For Clyde, secretly an agent of The Shadow, wasinterested chiefly in Cardonas opinions on the mode
of robbery. Clyde had gained factsin a message that he had received through Rutledge Mann. He knew
that dynamite charges had not admitted burglarsto the vault of the Colonnade Trust.

The Shadow had recognized that the criminas had used the short-range disintegrating ray invented by
Professor Jark. Though the power of the ray was limited to a distance no greater than the depth of its
projector, the crooks had, by moving the machine constantly forward, found it asmple task to burrow
their tunnel through steel and concrete.

Dynamite had covered up thiswork. Cardona had no clue to the actual means that the crooks had used
intunneling. And Clyde, after aglance a the deuth's glum face, had decided for himsdlf that Cardona had
not gone far in his search for the leader of the outside mob.

That was where Clyde had made amistake. Back in Cardonas office, Markham was spesaking in alow
tone. Receiving anod from the ace, Markham went out. He returned afew minutes later, bringing a
scrawny, dope-faced man who was attired in baggy trousers and grimy sweeter.



Thiswas"Bagger" Lungley, amobster who had turned hophead. Since he had joined the ranks of the
cokers, Bagger had turned yellow. Some smart detectives had threatened to frame him unless he turned
stoolie. Bagger would once have scorned such athrest; but the prospect of avist to the Idand worried
him, now that he had become an addict of the"snow."

So Bagger had resigned to the ultimatum. Markham had brought him in tonight, believing that he knew
something. Bagger's drawn countenance showed that he knew what was coming.

Cardona smacked on the heat.

"Hello, Bagger," he growled. "Coming clean at lagt, are you? Well, I'm telling you something. | know who
wasin the outside at that bank job the other night. Some of the birds we pinched weakened when we
talked to them. It looks like you know what | know; and | want to check up on what those fellows said.
Solet'shaveit.”

"I'll talk," promised Bagger. "Honest, Joe, I'll talk, if you'll give me a decent break from now on. Don't
make no ordinary stoolie out of me, will you, Joe? | can be worth moreto you if you go easy with me."

"That'sago," promised Cardona. "Hear it, boys?' The dicks nodded. " See that, Bagger? Now, come
clean.”

Bagger licked hislipswarily; then spoke.

"It was Loco Zorgin," informed the newly initiated stool pigeon. "That's the Sraight news, Joe - no
grapevine chatter. Because - listen, Joe - | met one of the gazebos who wasin on it. See? And hewas
talking to me about joining up with the mob."

"How soon?’
"Any time now. Maybetonight.”
"Who'sthe mug?'

"A fellow named Clatz. Hangs around the Pink Rat. That'swhere I'm to hang out. Waliting, in case he's
got the job for me. Saysthat so many of Loco's crew got bumped or pulled in that L oco needs more
rods.”

"ThePink Ret, en?'
Cardona arose and began to pace his office. Suddenly he turned about and faced Bagger squarely.

"Listen, you," ordered Joe. "Go down to the Pink Rat like you're supposed to. Stick there and go
through with the dedl if it comes your way. Don't worry about anything. If you join up, tel mewhat
happens. That'sfair enough, eh?"

"Thanks, Joe," whined Bagger. He shifted toward the door. "Y ou - you mean | can dide dong? Just act
like wasn't no stoolie?’

"That'sit. Scram."

Bagger departed, sneakily. He did not want to be spotted in the neighborhood of police headquarters.
Cardona alowed time for consderation as he sat down at his desk. Then he gave an emphatic thump
with hisfig.

"That'swherel'm going,” hetold the listening dicks. "Down to the Fink Rat. I'm giving Bagger rope. I've



got ahunch helll be signing up tonight. I'm going to trail him and the other guy, Clatz."
"Going done, Joe?' queried Markham.

"No," replied the ace. "All three of you are coming with me. Y ou'll ay further off. I'll give you the high
sgnif I need you along. Comeon, let's get started.”

WHILE Joe Cardona was concentrating on the Pink Rat, another crime investigator was still keeping
close watch on the Black Ship. It was from that dive that The Shadow's fird tip had come. Tonight, ason
previous evenings, Cliff Mardand and Hawkeye were posted within those portas.

But another was on thejob as well. The Shadow was lurking in darkness outside the notorious dive.
From adarkened aleyway, he was watching al who entered and departed. Tonight, there would be no
deay if thetip should come again.

About an hour after the scene at headquarters, The Shadow saw two stawart thugs emerge from the
Black Ship's portals. Three minutes later, Hawkeye sidied into view. Thelittle spotter headed for the
alley where The Shadow stood. It was the direct route toward the place where Hawkeye usualy
compared noteswith Cliff.

"Report."

The lower whisper stopped Hawkeye short. He could see no one in the darkness; but he knew the
author of that weirdly spoken word. Hawkeye edged to the wall beside the aley. Whispering in return,
he answered The Shadow's demand.

"The two gorillasthat just came out,” explained Hawkeye. "They're heading to a house one block below
the East Side Bank. House number istwo forty-six. They're helping Loco Zorgin on acover up job.”

"Ingtructions,”" came The Shadow's whisper. "Contact Mardand. Have coupe stationed two blocks east.
Closein carefully on the house. Use judgment in case of trouble. Otherwise await ingtructions.”

A swish in the darkness. Hawkeye thought he caught a momentary glimpse of solidity in the blackness.
Then The Shadow was gone. Hawkeye moved dong toward the spot where he was due to meet Cliff.

THE East Sdewas abank at which crooks had taken previous stabs. The Shadow knew itslocation
wadll. It wasthere that he had once battled with the minions of a supercrook who had caled himsdf the
Red Blot. (Note: SeeVol. VI. No. 1)

Since those days, the old bank building had been strengthened to a point where few criminaswould
condder attacking it. But to Matt Theblaw and Digger Wight, aided by Professor Jark's disintegrating
ray, the East Side Bank would prove asimplejob.

It was alogical objective for them to choose. Suspicious characters would be less conspicuousthanin a
neighborhood like that of the Colonnade Trust. Knowing that the police would be vigilant after the recent
fray, the criminals could not have picked a better location for asecond crime.

Threading hisway from the bad lands, The Shadow progressed aong the fringes of less disreputable
digricts. He traveled back into doubtful terrain, followed the line of an eevated railway and findly
entered the danger zone about the East Side Bank.

Here, the cloaked avenger becametotdly invisble. Any aley, any building front might be the lurking spot
for pickets. As he reached the street behind the bank building, The Shadow edged forward until he
reached the blackened front of a house which he calculated to be number 246.



White steps showed despite their griminess. The Shadow approached them from the side, raising himself
to the top of the steps so that he did not blot out one glimpse of the dull whiteness. He tried the knob of
the front door. It was unlocked.

Gliding through the door as he opened it, The Shadow moved softly. through ahall. He used no flashlight;
feding wals, he found adoor. He opened it noisdlesdy; he caught adraught of air. It was the entrance to
thecdlar.

Descending, The Shadow closed the door behind him. He had sensed that lurkers were present on the
ground floor; but he had passed them without giving an inkling of his presence. Moving past aturnin the
dairs, The Shadow spotted aglimmer of light. He caught the sound of muffled voices.

Blackness ended at the bottom. The Shadow stood in the last limit of darkness. He viewed acdllar
illuminated by asinglelight. At the other sde was acoa bin. The Shadow could seeits boarded side; its
entrance, apparently, was from the far end. It was from the coa bin that the voices were coming.

Carefully, The Shadow edged toward the right, where hel pful blackness offered him a shaded path. He
wanted to gain a vantage point from which he could observe the entrance to the coa bin; but as he
craned adong, hisfirst glimpse showed him that the bin had a closed door.

Moreover, just as his moving form became partidly reveded by light, The Shadow caught a reflected
glimmer from between two wooden dats at the sde of the bin. Ingtantly, he knew its meaning. The
interior of the coal bin was sheeted with stedl.

Thiswas no base tunneling operation. It was atrap. The coa bin was a veritable pill-box, an armored
turret which congtituted afortressfor the meningdeit.

ON the edge of the lighted floor, The Shadow wheedled. His discovery had been afortunate one. The
Shadow had made it a scant second before the watchers from the pill-box had spied the edging shape of
his cloaked form.

Muffled cries arose as The Shadow made a sweeping dive to regain the stairway .

A gloved hand grabbed the door frame at the bottom of the cellar stair-way. Like awhip, The Shadow
snapped his body around and upward, finishing with a headlong dive hafway up the steps. His speedy
maneuver wasdl that saved him.

A machine gun loosed itsrattle from the cod bin. With aclatter of an eectric drill, the "typewriter" drove
astream of stedl-jacketed bullets that ripped the doorway and the lower stepswith its deadly spray.

But with that barrage came a challenge to those below - mockery that taunted the would-be killers. His
presence known, The Shadow had delivered a strident laugh to taunt the foemen who had failed.

With the laugh came action. Gaining the turn in the stairs, The Shadow pulled two automaticsin the
darkness. Straight upward he aimed, just as the door at the top swung open. The automatics blazed.
Cries sounded atop the gtairs. Blasting with al the fury of his guns, The Shadow dashed upward.

Dropping as he reached the top, The Shadow thrust eyes and fists over the uppermost step. Mobsters
had dived for cover - with good reason. The front door of the house was open; there, a husky mobster,
arm back, was about to hurl arounded object that showed dull black in the light.

Thefellow waslaunching a"pinegppl€e” for the steps, intending to wreck that vantage point and day its
occupant with the same stroke. The thrower's arm was already on the move as The Shadow pressed the
trigger of an autométic.



Thetimely bullet clipped the husky'swrist. The effect was that of astopped throw. The pinegpple sailed
upward asthe hurler received thejalt. It crashed the celling and exploded. The house front shook; beams
and plaster tumbled down to mass debris where the big mobster had been.

Shaken windows dropped their panes in echo. Following the clatter of glass camethe bark of revolvers.
Mobsters who had piled behind doorways to alow the bombing were coming back to action, firing from
cover toward the stairs.

Below the top step, The Shadow held one gun upward. A new automatic from a second brace, he had it
ready to ddliver jabbing bullets should amass attack begin. With his other hand, he had an automatic
tilted downward, to meet any comers from below.

Then came aburst of gunfire from the back of the house. Warning shouts were followed by a sudden
scurry. The upper mob was dashing back to meet some unexpected ondaught. The Shadow peered
quickly from the steps. He saw nothing except the ruined hdl at the front door, where the dust of plaster
wasdill risng.

Swinging downward, The Shadow gained the turn in the stairs. From blackness, he opened sudden fire
upon creeping mobsmen who had come from the stedl-sheeted coa bin. Thinking The Shadow occupied
above, the lower crew had started this stedlthy approach.

Two thugs sagged. Another pair scurried toward the rear of the cdllar. Cut off from their protected
pill-box, they were seeking prompt exit, caught unaware by The Shadow'sfire.

Instead of pursuing, The Shadow headed up the tairs. He could hear pounding footsteps from the rear.
The hoarse orders of avoice he recognized. Detective Joe Cardona was here with asquad. Bagger had
met Clatz. Cardonaand his men had followed these two members of Loco's cover-up crew.

THE SHADOW swung forward toward the debris at the front. Close to the door, he found footing at a
side by the wall. He reached the outer steps; then dropped suddenly as a broad figure surged toward
him. A revolver spoke; flame seared The Shadow's hat brim as abullet whistled ascant inch from his
ear.

The Shadow answered with an automatic. His foe succumbed upon the steps. The Shadow had dropped
from the side; that move had saved him. Crouched in darkness, The Shadow viewed agrimy face upon
the dirty white of the step. Light from within the house dimly reveded the features of the foe whom he
had dropped. Loco Zorgin, second of Matt Theblaw's mob leader's, had goneto join Stinger Lacey.

As The Shadow swung from the steps, shots broke out from picket posts along the street. The Shadow,
moving swiftly, used revolver spurts astargets. Mobsters could not find the moving shape that never
remained in one spot.

Other automatics barked with The Shadow's. Hafway from a corner, Cliff and Hawkeye were aiding
their chief. Mobsters formed scurrying figures asthey fled in the opposite direction. They stopped and
tried to hide asthey saw the lights of a police car coming from the direction toward which they ran.

Five minutes|ater, the law wasin full control. Mobsters, dead, wounded and captured, were dl that
remained of Loco Zorgin's formidable crew. Two blocks away, a coupe was swinging out from a
secluded curve. The Shadow was at the whedl ; with him, Cliff and Hawkeye.

A police car saw the departing coupe. It swung in to take up achase, believing that other mobsmen were
inflight. The Shadow took atwisting course that | eft the chaser far behind. Stopping in aquiet spot, he
ordered Cliff and Hawkeye to take the car.



Leaving the coupe, The Shadow glided into darkness. Again he had won avictory, but with no progress
toward his goa. He had been trapped; and escape might never have been hislot had not Joe Cardona
and his men gppeared to give unwitting aid.

The Shadow was dedling with crafty, dangerous foemen. The proof of their full cleverness came, one
hour later, when the cloaked fighter had gained his sanctum. There he received atelephoned report from
Burbank, giving newsthat Clyde Burke had gained at headquarters.

While The Shadow and Joe Cardona had been busy in the neighborhood of the East Side Bank, crime
had struck elsawhere. A dynamite explosion had brought policeto ajewelry store on Fifth Avenue,
where they had arrived too late to prevent the flight of two dozen mobsmen.

The police had uncovered atunnel blown into the basement of the jewery store from the cellar of an old
gpartment house in the rear. Crooks had made ahuge haul from therifled vault. The law could not
understand how the swag had been gained so rapidly. The Shadow knew. Matt Theblaw and Digger
Wight had pulled asecond job with the disintegrating ray provided by Professor Jark. Some new mob
leader had been chosen as the man to cover up. Loco Zorgin had been deputed to draw The Shadow
elsawhere; to end the career of the foe whom al crooks feared.

The Shadow had finished Loco instead. But the sinister laugh that echoed through the sanctum showed
that he was not pleased by tonight's episodes. Men of crime had tried The Shadow's game with good
results. They had covered their own thrust with a perfect bluff.

CHAPTER XV.LUKE MAKESA DEAL
"CULLY FREERisoutsde, Luke"
"Show him, in, Beef. And listen: nobody's to know he's been here. Savvy? Nobody."
"That goes, Luke."

Luke Cardiff settled back in the chair behind his desk. He glanced at a clock and noted the time as ha
past five. A smile showed on Luke's long-jawed face. Early for customers to be coming to the Club
Cadilly. That wasto Lukesliking.

Beef had gone out into the deserted gambling room. When the fat-faced lookout returned, he was
accompanied by a stocky, square-visaged man whose ugly features showed a scar that circled one
eyebrow in acourse from forehead to cheek.

"Sit down, Cully," ordered Luke. "Outside, Besf."

Cully took achair and eyed L uke suspicioudy. The gambler made no comment until after Beef had gone.
Then, in adry tone, he remarked:

"Nicejob you did last night, Cully. Y ou dwayswere agreat guy for handing the bullsabum steer.”
Cully scowled; then shrugged and delivered adight laugh.

"Don't get you, Luke," he scoffed "Whet isthis - some kind of agame? Bringing me up here to spring
some boloney?"

"Y ou know what I'm talking about," assured Luke. "Y ou were covering for Matt Theblaw, up at that
Fifth Avenue jewdry store. Pulling ablind while Loco Zorgin was getting his over by the East Sde
Bank."



"Y ou mean | wasin with the guy that grabbed the rocks?" queried Cully asif in surprise. "Say - what use
have | got for sparklers? D'you think 1'd want to take a chance like that?"

"Y ou wouldn't have cracked the place yoursdlf, Cully. That isn't your racket. But covering up isyour old
bet. That'swhy | sent Tony down to tell you | wanted to see you."

"Nix, Luke. | don't get it."

Luke straightened behind his desk. Hisface wore a hard |ook; one that made Cully stare. Emphaticaly
the gambler drove fist to woodwork, so hard that the desk clock jounced.

"Youregoing to get it, Cully!" growled Luke. "Ligten, you mug! I'm talking straight - telling you
something for your own good. First off, Matt Theblaw and | used to belike that. Y ou know that much,
don't you?'

Cully nodded as he saw Luke raise hishand and cross two fingers. Like othersin the underworld, the
scar-faced rowdy knew that Matt Theblaw and Luke Cardiff had been pals.

"All right," assured Luke. "We never split, Matt and |. We used to think dike. We till do, even though
we'rein different rackets. Whatever either of uswould be doing, the other might be. Savvy that?"

Agananod from Cully.

"If I'd been picking some gazebo to head amob of mine, the first bet would have been Stinger Lacey. It
wasn't long ago, Cully, that Stinger got his. My second bet would have been Loco Zorgin. Hetook it last
night.

"Matt would have made the same picks as | would" - Luke's eyeswere narrowing - "and if either of us
had lost Stinger and Loco, the third guy we'd have used was you. Get that, Cully?

"Y ou know who bumped Stinger, don't you? I'll tell you. It was The Shadow. And who got Loco? The
same guy. And who's going after you next? I'll tell you: The Shadow! Listen, Cully, how much is Matt
paying you to takeit on the chin?'

CULLY''S mouth had widened. Half nervous, the mob leader started to say something, and then
stopped. Luke chuckled.

"Comeon, bo," he suggested. "Spill it. I'mwise. I'm apd of Matt's. Y ou're not going to tell me anything
that'll hurt Matt's racket. But maybe you're going to fix it so | can help yours.”

"All right," decided Cully, shifting. "Maybe | am workin' for Matt. But that don't mean nothin’, Luke. |
ain't even seen him. When | hear from him, it's over atelephone down at Crazy Tochler's pool room.
Supposin' Matt did sign up. That don't mean | know anythin'.”

"| get that much,” chuckled Luke. "Mait always was close-mouthed. | didn't think you'd know how he
wasworking. | don't know mysdf. He's got some swell racket, that'sall. But it'sacinch you've heard
from Matt and that you're going to hear from him again. That'swhy | caled you in - so you could hand
himatip fromme"

"I'll do that, Luke."

"All right. Listen, Cully. There wasaguy camein here not long after Stinger took the bump. Y ou know
the bird; hisnameis Cliff Mardand. He told me he was close to Stinger. He'd found out that Stinger was
working for Matt Theblaw. Mardand was supposed to have signed up; with Stinger out, he wanted to



know who might be taking Stinger's place.”
"Andyoutold him?"

"Yeah. | wasadub. | named Loco Zorgin. That same night, Loco ran into it tough over by the
Colonnade Trust Company. Mardand dropped in again; said he hadn't got in touch with Loco, but it
looked like Loco must have handled that mob. Said he hoped maybe he could get ahold of Loco later.”

"Did he?'

"I don't know. But wed talked about The Shadow, Mardand and |, and it looked like maybe The
Shadow had started that mess for Loco's outfit. Well, last night, Loco and a bunch got wiped out. Joe
Cardonatook the credit.

"But | read the newspapers pretty close” - Luke indicated a stack beside hisdesk - "and | figured more
than the bulls did. What wastheidea of fixing up acod bin like apill-box? The bulls say it wasto cover
while charges were being set off to blow the East Side Bank. They say there was a premature explosion
upstairsin the house.

"Boloney! Look at these pictures. It was a pineapple wrecked the front of that house! Loco Zorgin
wasn't there to cover up anything. That joint wasrigged like atrap, to nab The Shadow. They had him
between the pill-box and the pineapple heaver. But something went wrong.

"Because who was it bumped Loco? It couldn't have been the bulls. The mob turned yellow and gave up.
The Shadow wasin on that dedl. Matt knew he wastrailing Loco and gave Loco the job of fixing him.
Loco flopped. But I'm telling you something that Matt don't know. I'm wise to how The Shadow got on
Loco'strail. Leastwise, I've guessed it.”

"How?' queried Cully, eagerly.

"Mardand's working with The Shadow," confided Luke. "I told the guy too much. But he told me too
much. It's even. He claimed he was once with Stinger; said he wanted to get with Loco. Well, there's
Stinger and Loco. One and one. How many does that make, Cully?"

"Oneand onestwo."
"You'reright. Two: Cliff Mardand and The Shadow."
Cully's smile was not a pleasant one. The mob |eader was experiencing quams.

"l want to close thisgambling joint of mine" Luke said. "1 want to get in with Mait. And I'll makeit worth
whilefor him. I'll do more than hand Mardand abum steer. I'll bluff the guy so good that I'll snake him
right out from wherever heisand bring himin to Matt.

"That'll bring me and Mait together, with one of The Shadow's stooliesin our claws. Well put the heat on
Mardand and make him blab. That way, well get The Shadow. So al you've got to dois put Matt wise.
Relay hisanswer through to me. Cal me here from the pool room. Well arrangeit right.”

CULLY consdered. Anideawasfiltering through the mob leader's brain. Cully offered it asan
objection.

"Say, Luke," he volunteered, "It'd be acinch for meto grab Mardand, with my mob. We could drag him
somewhere where Matt could pick him up. If he got tough, we'd rub him out.”



"Yeah?' Lukestone was savage. "Get that pipe-dream out of your noodle, Cully. Keep your trap shut;
spill nothing to nobody except Matt. Do you think The Shadow's dumb enough not to be covering
Mardand? Say - if you grabbed that guy in the open, you'd bein for it as bad as Stinger and L oco.

"I'm going to stall him. So nest that he won't suspect nothing. Matt's wise enough to know that, when you
tell him what I'vetold you. I'm not naming you, Cully. Passthe newsto Matt. Leave him think it over.
Tdl him I'll bringin Mardand. Savvy it?"

Cully nodded. Luke Cardiff arose and shoved out a paw. Cully accepted it; then waked to the door.
Luke urged him out with aparting warning.

"Don't be seen diding out of here," said the gambler. "Get down to that place of yoursand lielow. | want
thisword to get through to Matt. It's going to mean alot to both him and me."

AFTER Cully Freer's departure, Luke Cardiff busied himsdf in the gambling room. An hour passed;
throngs began to arrive. While businessincreased during another hour, Luke kept strolling back and forth
between the gaming room and the office.

Shortly before eight o'clock, Luke heard the jangle of the telephone. He entered the office and closed the
door. Lifting the receiver, he recognized the voice at the other end. It was Matt Theblaw.

"Hello, Matt..." Luke was terse as he spoke to hisold pd. "Cully wised you, eh? Good... Yes... Yes...
All right, tomorrow night... Don't worry about my end of thededl... Yes, | canfix it swedt... Just tell me
wherelI'mtotrave to... Yes... Yes... I'vegot it...

"All right. That'sago... Sure, plant the busand I'll tell you whereto haveit... Downin Hoxler'sold
garage, next to Nagan's pawnshop... That's right, the garage is empty... What's that? Cully? Well, | don't
know... All right, he can call me... Sure, I'll have him cover; but not too close... Leave it to me, Matt..."

Luke hung up. He plucked acigar from his supply of perfectos and chuckled as he seated himsdlf at the
desk. A complete plan had formulated in hismind. That was fortunate, from Luke's viewpoint, for while
he pondered, the gambler heard arap at the office door. When Luke growled to come in, the door
opened and Cliff Mardand entered.

Lukereceived hisvistor with asour grin. As Cliff sat down, the gambler spoke the facts that seemed to
be uppermost in hismind. They concerned the death of Loco Zorgin.

"Wdl, Mardand," announced L uke, "we've lost another bet. | made a good enough guess, didn't ?
Picking Loco asthe bird that Matt would use with Stinger gone.”

Cliff nodded soberly.

"It puts us back to scratch,” growled Luke. "And believe me, I'm feeling as sour asyou are. I'd like to get
in touch with Matt, and I've figured that if you make the contact, you can fix it for me. But with Loco out,
it'stough.”

"It looked like there were two jobslast night,” remarked Cliff casudly. " Some mob was pulling a cover
up a the Fifth Avenue jewelry store. Loco couldn't have been handling that squad, too.”

"I know it," agreed Luke, "and that's our one bet, Mardand. I've been reading the newspapers' - he
motioned to the Side of the desk - "and I've been thinking it over. Only troubleis, | can't believeit'sthe
guy | think itis"

"Whoisthat?'



"BatsDilladay. Y ou've heard of him?'
"Sure. | thought hewasin gir, though.”

"Got out of the Big House amonth ago. Last | heard, he'd headed west. But | figure Matt must have
gotten hold of him."

“Why?

"Because nobody could have moved out so neeat as Bats did. He wasn't as good a bet as Stinger, or
L oco, because Bats hasn't got the fight those bimbos had. But it looks like Matt was counting on Loco to
draw the bulls after aphony job. That jewelry store needed careful covering.”

Cliff nodded.

"And Batswasthe guy for it," assured Luke. "Soit's aten to one shot that Bats is somewhere around
town. If heis, I'll know it by tomorrow night. I know acouple of guyswho'll be ableto tell me. See me
about thistime tomorrow, Mardand. | may have some dope for you then.”

"Suppose Batsis around. Wherell he be?’

"In some hide-out. That's hisusud system. Particularly now, since hesbeenin gtir. I'll haveit fixed so you
can get to see him. Leave that to me.”

Cliff departed, satisfied. Luke sat back in his chair, smoking his perfecto. His long face showed agrin as
hisfingersflicked ashes on the floor. Luke chuckled.

For Luke Cardiff was one of the few personswho knew that "Bats' Dilladay had headed for Chicago
and waslying low in that city, hoping to make some mid-West gang connection.

Craftily, Luke had set the stage for a perfect frame. Onethat Cliff Mardand had not even begun to
suspect. Secretly, the old team of Matt Theblaw and Luke Cardiff was again in operation. Luke had
paved the way for Matt to gain a new advantage over The Shadow.

CHAPTER XVI.CRIME STRIKESAGAIN

IT was early the next evening. A dampening drizzle was producing haze about Manhattan'slights. On
intermediate avenues, where traffic was not heavy, darkened spaces were prevaent between the spots
where street lamps glowed.

A patrolman, following his beat, paused to sudy ahuge mansion that stood surrounded by ahigh brick
wall. He noted lights from the upper floors, satisfied, he resumed hispace. Thisold building, relic of a
once fashionable neighborhood, was the residence of Montague Reisert, derly multimillionaire.

The man on the beat was not alone in his careful scrutiny of the large residence. A patrol car, coming up
asdedrest, rolled dowly by whileits occupants took front view of the building's perspective.
Observation of the Reisert home was definite routine duty on the part of the police.

Aslong asdl waswel outside, the law was satisfied. The millionaire's home was a veritable fortress,
garrisoned by adozen servants. It would take a healthy mob invasion to make adent in the portals of that
mammoth building.

At the same time, Rei sert's residence was known to contain amass of wedlth. It housed art galleries,
curio rooms and furnishings of incredible value. Benegth the buildings were vaults that contained treasures



that were neither on display nor in use.

One of old Reisert's hobbies had been the collection of solid gold tableware. This penchant had cost him
afortune, despite the fact that the millionaire was a shrewd bargain hunter. Some thirty-odd years ago, he
had purchased gold table sets that had been carried from a Peking pal ace during the Boxer insurrection.

A few decades|ater, he had acquired smilar items that had been the property of the Czar of Russia.
When kings had abdicated in Europe, when members of the nobility had found themsdvesin Straitened
circumstances, Reisart had stepped in with ready cash to buy their plate.

Reisart had acquired most of histreasures at little more than the actual value of their gold content. Some
for less, for in certain cases he had made purchases from doubtful owners; in other instances, he had
accepted valuable items as pledges for oans that the reci pients had been unable to repay.

But except on specid occasions, when he gave receptions for wedlthy guests, the old millionaire kept his
golden possessions buried away in the degpest of the formidable vaults beneath his home.

THE cop kept dong his beat. He passed the end of arow of houses, tawdry buildings that fronted on the
sreet in back of Reisert's mansion. Glancing down this thoroughfare, the patrolman spied asmdl truck
parked at an angle from the curb.

Two men were arguing asthey jacked up arear whed of the vehicle. The policeman could seethemin
the light from the tail-lamp. Walking in that direction, he noted that the truck was old and empty; it
carried New Jersey license plates.

"What'stheidea?' growled the cop. "Obstructin'’ traffic, en? How long are you goin' to keep thiswagon
ddled here?'

"Sorry, officer," replied one of the truckmen, rising in the darkness. "Weve got aflat and no spare. We're
yanking off thetire so my helper here can take it over to agarage and haveit fixed."

"Yeah?' queried the patrolman. "And you're keepin' thisjunk of yours hdfway in the middle of the street?
For an hour or two? Nothin' doin', friend. Y ou're movin' along!"

"It'sthe only tireweve got, officer. We can't afford to cut it up -"
"Maybe not. But you're not parkin' here, nor on the aveynoo, either."

Whilethe truck driver mumbled to himsdlf, anewcomer arrived. Thelight of astreet lamp showed a
stocky man who was wearing an oilskin dicker. The arriva had heard the last words of the conversation.

"Y ou don't have to worry about thetire, you guys,” informed the man in the dicker. "I'll help you out and
al it'll cost you will betwo bits"

"Whao'reyou?' quizzed the officer.

"I'm the night man for that parking lot that Bill Morey isrunning,” wasthereply. "Hejust put meonthe
job tonight. Y ou're name's Henderson, ain't it?"

"Yeah?'
"Morey told me you'd be on this beat. Said to say hdllo for him."

"So Morey'sfigurin’ on pickin' up some night business again, huh? Well, it ain't abad idea. Got any other
customersyet?"



"Only acouple. But Morey said | ought to be able to tag abunch of carsaong this street.”
"Morey'sagood talker. What's he doin’ - havin' you work on a percentage?’

"Y egh. Fifty-fifty."

"| thought s0."

The patrolman was laughing to himsdf. Meanwhile, the truck men had decided that it wasworth a
quarter to usethe parking lot. They pulled the jack from under the rear wheel and the parking lot
attendant guided them to a space between two buildings, twenty yards ahead.

The patrolman followed. He watched the crippled truck limp crosswise, in order to back into the narrow
lot. Then, hearing amotor coming from the avenue, he turned around to see the patrol car.

"What'sup?' came aquery.

Henderson strolled over to explain. While he stood with one elbow on the window of the patrol car, the
truck limped back into the parking lot. The attendant followed, hisfigure bardly discerniblein the feeble
light of the truck’s poor lamps.

The patrol car rolled along. Its occupants glanced into the parking lot as they went by. They saw two
cars parked at one side; they noticed the dull lights of the truck, with steam rising from the radiator, to
minglewiththemis.

WHEN Henderson paced by, the lights of the truck blinked out. Then aflashlight appeared by the
crippled rear whedl. The cop continued along his beat. Immediately, whispers began. The chief truck
driver wastaking.

"All right, Digger" - Matt Theblaw's voice was no longer disguised - "get the boxes out so we can set up.
All clear into the cdllar of the old house, Bevo?'

"Bevo" wasthe man in charge of the parking lot. A member of the gang, he had framed the story that he
had given the cop. Hisvoice camein an affirmative grunt.

"When the touring car shows up,” ordered Matt, "flag it in here and chase the boys aong. And dl the
while, Bevo, you stick out by the street, like you were flagging other cars. That will kid the harnessbulll, if
he comes by again."

Anocther grunt from Bevo.

"Louiswon't bedriving thetouring car,” added Matt. "Pikeis bringing the bunch. Tell him to stick around,
after you park his car dongside those others. Kid the rea customers when they come around.

"And another thing. Have Pike ditch those Jersey license plates off thistruck. | knew the harness bull
would spot them. Pike can stick on the Pennsy plates instead. They're under the front seet.”

Joining Digger at the rear of the truck, Matt aided with the hoisting of two boxes. Straight behind the
truck was the broken entrance to the cellar of an old house. Taking the boxes downward, the two
crooks used aflashlight when they reached the cellar.

Together, they produced the shalow, five-foot bowl of Professor Jark's disintegrating ray machine.
Mounting it on asemicircular base, they carried it to the front of the cellar, where aniche past the furnace
afforded an excdlent starting point.



Matt used aflashlight to find the switch of the house current. He attached awire to aplug. On camethe
juice. The bowl of the ray machine began to flicker. Digger pressed its mouth squardly against the wall.
Bricks and mortar began to melt away.

"It'sworking swell tonight,” growled Métt, as he pushed the diding base forward. "L ook at it take away
that first foot. Warming up, too. Say, the prof sure stepped up the power since that last job."

"I'll say hedid," chuckled Digger. "Wait'll wetell hisnibs about theway it'shitin'. I'll bet hell get akick.”

"Maybe; maybe not. HE's ftill goofy over that long-range gun of his. He might just aswell be, Ssncewere
handling thiswork. It's good for us, though.”

"How do you figure that, Matt? That gun stunt ain't goin' to work. An'if it does, how'll we useit?'

"Weé're getting the benefit of it right now. Theimproved coilsthat the prof fixed for hisgun werejust the
ticket for thismachine. | had him put aset of them in the disintegrator. That'swhy it'smoving so fast."

Already, the machine had eaten so deep a hole that Matt was crawling in to keep it going forward.
Digger, crawling after, kept up conversation while they worked.

"LOUIE'S seein’ Cully?" questioned the dynamiter.

"Sure," replied Matt. "L uke's staging the stunt; but Cully's covering. Thisis one job we don't need any
cover up for, Soit leaves Cully loose."

"And well have him waitin' after tonight, until we pull other jobs."

"Other jobs nothing. We're through with this business after we clean out Reisert's vault. When weland
Mardand, well have aline on The Shadow. Luke's going to be with us from now on; between him and
me, welll figure away to get The Shadow after Mardand talks."

"Goin' to put the hest on Mardand in ahurry?'

"Well take our time, maybe. It al depends. But I've got other ideas, Digger. | think the prof will like
them. Well be close to amillion, after we make this haul .

"That'salot."
"Y eah, but not enough. But it fixes us so we can lay off New York."
"And hit around the country?'

"No. Take atrip abroad. The prof was suggesting that we ought to make another move. Maybe he's
right. We could go to London, for instance, live swell, and figure how we could take acrack a some
joint like the Bank of England.”

"But the prof'sgoin’ to be missed. And Baird -"

"That'sjudt it. If the prof writes Telert from England, saying he's quit inventing, and sending dough to pay
off the investors with a profit, that whole business can be settled nice, without anybody getting wise. See
theidea?'

"But won't Tellert have to say the prof is phony?'

"Why? He's got areputation, hasn't he? Held be acting dumb to shoot it, wouldn't he? It's the naturd way



out for him asapromoter. Hell tell his clientsthat the prof iswhere he can't be reached. An unproven
swindle, with money returned, won't allow a chance for extradition. What Tdlert will do will beto talk
things over with hisclients. They'll al be glad to get better than an even break when they realize how
eccentric the prof has been.”

"What about the sawbones?"
"Baird? The prof can handle him. Y ou remember how we listened in while they talked.”
"The prof sure handed out the soft soap."

"The old boy's sure been warmin' up aswe go aong. | thought he was kind of goofy ét first, when he
began spillin' hisideas. But the way he's stepped up is somethin' nifty.”

"I'll say itisl Look at thisnew baby burn!”

THE improved ray machine had been going steadily onward; Matt and Digger had followed it well
benesth the street. They were more than halfway to their god - the rear of Montague Reisert's mansion.

Digger crawled back through the hole. He was gone for adozen minutes. When hereturned, it was with
the newsthat Pike's men had arrived. These were al members of the gang that was hiding out with Matt
and Digger at Professor Jark's new headquarters.

Matt told Digger to stand by. A few more minutes passed. The glow from the machine began to widen,
forming an auraaround the edges. Mt clicked off the switch. Waiting afew moments, he turned the
machine edgewise and flashed atorch.

They had reached Reisert's lowest vault. Locked cabinets showed where the swag was housed. Matt
entered. Breaking alock, he opened a cabinet to reved stacks of golden dishes that looked like
mammoth coins. Mait blinked the light through the tunnel.

Digger and the helpers came through the shaft. Sacks werelaid flat on the floor. Mobsters set to work on
each cabinet that Matt cracked. Spoils, literdly worth their weight in gold, were passing into the hands of
these lawlessraiders.

Therifling required fifteen minutes. Matt, the last to leave, passed Digger in the cdllar of the old house.
Thelittle crook had brought in new boxes from the truck, handling them gingerly. He was ready to set the
charges.

Outside, Matt found the golden harvest stored in the truck that now had Pennsylvanialicense plates. He
took two mobsters aboard; the rest joined Pike in the car that wasto serve asrear guard. Matt waited at
thewhed of thetruck until Digger joined him.

Thetruck rolled away a asigna from Bevo on the sdewalk. The patrolman, Henderson, had passed ten
minutes before, sugpecting nothing. At the corner of the avenue, Matt blinked the tail-light. Bevo gavea
signal to Pike. The car - asedan - rolled out to the street and Bevo sprang aboard.

A dozen minutes later, the loaded truck was chugging through upper Manhattan. A hidden sparetire had
been fitted on the rear whedl during the stay at the parking lot. That had been Pike'sjob. The old
dilgpidated vehicle was actualy much more powerful than its gppearance indicated.

Digger'stime-fuse was a dow one tonight. There was no need for rapid results, since a cover-up crew
was absent. The blast was due to go an hour after the crooks had made their get-away. Then the police
would have anew dynamite mystery on their hands.



Mait Theblaw was chuckling at the whed of the truck. But thetall crook was not thinking about the
coming explosion. He was considering events that were due to happen e sewhere.

For, asaclimax to successful robbery, another important piece of busnesswasin the making. Luke
Cardiff was due to spring afast one that would leave The Shadow guessng.

CHAPTER XVII. THE TRAP SPRINGS

WHILE Maitt Theblaw and Digger Wight were wending from their latest scene of crime, Cliff Mardand,
agent of The Shadow, was at the beginning of what he believed would be a successful trail.

Cliff wasagain avidtor in the office of Luke Cardiff. The gambler was passng him news that promised to
be important. For Luke was emphatic in his statement that he had located Bats Dilladay, mob leader so
recently in dir.

"Batsisno dummy," said Luketo Cliff. "He'sgot ared hide-out. But therésaway to reach him. You
know where Crazy Tochler's pool roomis?'

Cliff nodded. The place waswdl known. It was ajoint near the Bowery. "Crazy" Tochler, the
proprietor, was an ex-pug who had been punch-drunk from so many bouts that he had apparently gone
half goofy. He had invested earningsin apool room, which had promptly become aloafing place for
toughs.

"Bugs has alookout posted there," resumed L uke, referring to the pool room. *Go down to the joint and
let aquarter hit the sdewalk when you'regoing in. A guy will grabit up for you.”

"What then?'

"You'll hear him say: 'Her€'s your two bits." That's his password. And you say: Two hits? | thought it was
adime™

Cliff nodded. A man dropping aquarter accidently might mistake it for anickel but not aten cent piece.
Cliff could guesswhat would follow; but he listened to make sure.

"The guy will walk away,” explained Luke. ™Y ou go dong, too. Hell tip you off to the hideout and how to
let Batsknow afriend iscomingin.”

Concluding, Luke gave anudge toward the door. It wastime for Cliff to be starting. The Shadow's agent
grolled out and left by way of the gambling room.

Hardly had Cliff departed before Luke Cardiff sprang to hisfeet. He opened adoor at the side of the
room. It was a passage that afforded a private exit. Cully Freer was standing there, grinning.

"Snapped it, eh, Luke?"

"You bet hedid, Cully. But it'stime to be moving. Got your man posted at the pool room?"
"Surething.”

"All right. Let'strave.”

SOME twenty minutes after he had left the Club Cadilly, Cliff arrived near Crazy Tochler's pool room.
Thelights of the Bowery were gleaming from the nearest corner. Elevated trains were rumbling by as Cliff
approached.



Seeing three loafers outside the pool room, Cliff paused dmost between them as he lighted a cigarette.
Then, as he thrust his cigarette pack back into his pocket, helet a coin drop to the sidewalk.

Cliff had chosen abright quarter dollar. The coin made a glimmering splotch asit hit the cement. Asit
bounced, one of the loiterers pounced forward and planted hisfoot on it. Stooping, the fellow picked up
the coin. He turned to Cliff.

"Heresyour two bits."
"Two bits?' Cliff feigned puzzlement as he took the coin. "I thought it wasadime."

The other made no reply. Turning, he douched toward the Bowery. Cliff strolled in the same direction.
Onelook at the face of the fellow had told Cliff that this must be his man. He was obvioudy amember of
some mob; athough Cliff had never encountered him previoudy.

Acrossthe Street, a solitary observer had witnessed the meeting. Thiswas Hawkeye. Thelittle spotter
had been at the Club Cadilly; he had received a scrawled pellet in the usud fashion which Cliff had |ft.

Hawkeye had put in areport to Burbank; then he had hurried hither to cover up. Cliff had not dallied
long in keeping the rendezvous, but he had dlowed sufficient time for Hawkeye to get posted.

Hawkeye waited until Cliff and the other man had reached the Bowery. He watched the direction that
they took; then trailed. On the Bowery, he could spot them well ahead. Hawkeye alowed three blocks
leeway until he saw Cliff joining the other man. Thetwo turned into aside Stre<t.

As Hawkeye douched in prompt pursuit, he noticed two rowdies detach themsalves from agroup on a
corner. This pair followed the direction that Cliff had taken. Hawkeye became troubled. He had inkling
suspicions of atrap.

Reaching the corner, Hawkeye huddled by aflight of elevated steps; looking aong the street, he could
see Cliff and the other man turning at the next block. Shiftily, Hawkeye headed dong the Bowery. His
plan was to reach the street below; there to cut over and come closer to Cliff's path.

Thistime, it was Hawkeye who was observed - not from the street, but from a cab coming in the
opposite direction. A lone passenger, lost in the blackened interior, saw the spotter moving toward his

god.

The driver of the cab was Moe Shrevnitz. Leaning back from the whedl, Moe caught awhispered order.
His passenger was The Shadow; Moe maneuvered a prompt turn among eevated pillars and headed
back toward the street which Hawkeye had chosen.

Fifty feet off the Bowery, Moe halted. He caught the dight sound of arear door opening. As helistened,
he thought he heard a swish in the darkness. Moe waited at this post. He knew that The Shadow was
going up ahead.

HAWKEY E, nearing the next street, was puzzled. He had made a bad guess. He had seen no sign of
Cliff Mardand crossing at the lighted corner. Hawkeye knew that he should not have alowed Cliff to get
so far ahead. He understood now that Cliff must have entered some building in the block that paralleled
the Bowery.

Peering from the corner, Hawkeye spied the house that |ooked suspicious. He saw that two lurkers had
edged up to adoorway. The man whom Cliff had met must have steered him into that house. The place
was covered. Hawkeye moved forward.



Sudden danger prompted him to turn. Swinging, Hawkeye dodged as a powerful watcher sprang upon
him. Thisrogue, stationed at the corner, had seen Hawkeye shifting forward. The two scuffled in the
darkness. The muzzle of agun swung for Hawkeye's head. Hawkeye's arm went up; but the warded
blow was hard enough to jolt him.

Another figure caught him from behind. Arms pinioned while he struggled, Hawkeye heard agrowled
order to deliver another blow. Hawkeye ducked, expecting to find the process usaless. But no second
swing of the rod was forthcoming.

Massed darkness seemingly sprang from the blackness of the corner. A gloved fist swung for the
dugger's chin. Hawkeye heard the crack asthe driving punch landed. Wriggling away from his present
captor, he saw the man with the gun go hurtling backward to land flat on the sdewalk.

The gorillawho had gripped Hawkeye swung to meet the strange foe from the darkness. Thisfellow was
whisking ablackjack. The weapon was usdess. As his startled gaze met the blaze of burning eyes, the
ruffian saw awide swinging a'm come sweeping toward him.

The Shadow landed aterrific punch. He had felled the first crook with an uppercut; the second
succumbed from a powerful left hook. Y et The Shadow's full purpose had not been redlized. He had
sought to dispose sllently of these thugs. Instead, the vehemence of his blows had flattened them so hard
that their sprawls were audible across the street.

Crooks by the doorway were drawing guns. Others at picket posts were dert asthey saw the action of
the men across the street. The Shadow drew Hawkeye back into the Side street. Posting the little agent
there, he crossed and moved away through gloom.

Hawkeye knew The Shadow's purpose. He was crossing the lengthwise street below the intersection, so
that he might cregp unnoticed upon the guards who were still peering across toward the corner where
two sluggers had dropped unconscious to the darkened sidewak. Hawkeye drew an automatic, ready to
cover when thetime came.

CLIFF had gone into the doorway that Hawkeye spotted. The Shadow's agent had contacted with the
guide; the man had led him here and had left him with the terse growl: "Foist door at detop. T'reeraps
dentwo."

Unsuspecting, Cliff had entered. Hisguide, in the street, had shifted to alookout post while another pair
of rowdies had closed in to cover the doorway. Cliff, moving up aflight of gadighted stairs, had found the
doorway in the second-floor hal. He had ddlivered the required signdl.

No answer. Cliff rapped again. He heard a hoarse, whispered voice, apparently, from the keyhole, which
Queried:

"Who'sthere?'

"Cliff Mardand,”" responded Cliff, in alow tone. "From Luke Cardiff."
"Who do you wanna see?'

"Bats Dilladay."

A bolt drew back. Cliff stepped dightly away from the door while a crack opened and an eye peered
through. Cliff had his hands away from hisbody. No reason to give Bats the ideahe had agun. The voice
had sounded suspicious.



The door opened. A hand motioned for entry. Cliff walked in; he looked about as the huddled man who
had received him closed the door again. A single gasjet provided alow-turned illumination. Cliff could
bardly discern the figure of the man who had received him.

Then, as he turned to meet the fellow face to face, the huddled man straightened. His right hand whipped
out ashining revolver. Cliff, garing into the muzzle, gaped as he recognized the long-jawed face behind
the gun.

"Luke Cardiff!" gasped Cliff.

"The same," growled the gambler. With hisfree hand, he bolted the door. "Thought you'd bluffed me, en?
Wéll, | knew you for aphony. That'swhy | pulled the stal about Bats Dilladay.

"Ease back” - Luke was gesturing with the revolver - "because you're going for aride. Maybe it won't
end so bad for you if you don't make trouble. But if you do, Mardand, I'll drill you and -"

From somewhere below came the muffled report of agun. Then came other shotsin response. Some
sort of battle was starting on the front street. For amoment, Cliff tightened, thinking he could spring upon
Luke. Then came a sound from behind him; his arms were pinned.

A door had opened in the further wall - one that Cliff had taken for an entrance to aclost. Cliff was
gripped by abig mobsman who had entered. With the rowdy was a man whose face Cliff recognized. It
wasthat of Cully Freer, the mob leader.

Too late, Cliff redized the red man whom Luke could have named. The whole frame-up dawned on him.
Chance of escape, however, was ended. Cully wasfinding Cliff's automatic; the mob leader had it.

"Turn him around,” snapped Luke. "I'm taking him out, Cully. Y ou follow."

As Cliff was spun about, L uke jabbed the revolver muzzle in the back of his neck. He drove his prisoner
through the door, into a house that was the twin of the one they were leaving. Here, however, Luke took
aflight of rear steps. They reached the bottom. Luke pushed Cliff through an opened door.

Two men were standing there. One was Louie, Matt Theblaw's henchman. The other was a second
gorillaon Cully Freer's payroll. Cully ordered his man upstairs. He turned to L uke.

"What's next?"

"Y ou'd better head up, too," returned Luke. " See what that shooting isal about.” The gambler paused as
he heard new shotsfrom far in front. "Leave thismug to Louie and me. So long, Cully. We're heading
into the garage.”

THE firing that Luke and Cully had heard was a peculiar one. Itsdirection had changed in sngular
fashion. That was because The Shadow had opened one of his surprising frays.

Almost at the doorway of the front building, he had been spotted by a picket acrossthe street. Instead of
dropping back, The Shadow had landed squarely upon the two guards out front. Felling one with aswing
of an automatic, he had met the second, guns muzzle to muzzle, and had besten the thug to the shot.

Whirling into the doorway while bullets spattered al about, The Shadow had tricked Cully's pickets as he
had Loco's on that night at the Colonnade Trust building.

Bounding from their posts, mobsters had sought opportunity to fire. Swinging suddenly back into view,
The Shadow had jabbed quick, effective shots at the nearest figures. Astwo mobsters toppled,



wounded, those further away had dropped to take aim at their cloaked enemy.

That was when Hawkeye opened. Crawling forward, the crafty little agent had reached a spot near one
of the knocked-out mobsters whom The Shadow had first felled. With hisleft hand on arevolver that
one had dropped, Hawkeye raised his automatic in hisright and began to pump away &t figures on the
gloomy street.

Hewasfiring pot luck as he emptied hisrevolver. Hiswide shots ricocheted from asphalt. Lucky enough
to wing one mobster, Hawkeye heard the fellow's cry; but with it came the oaths of others, asthey
wavered and dived for the shelter of buildings.

Hawkeye had emptied his own gun with spreading fire. His object wasto give the impression that ared
flank attack was coming through. Hawkeye succeeded. As his quick shots ended, he heard The
Shadow's ringing challenge, aweird mocking laugh that defied al comers. With last stabsfrom his
automatics, The Shadow swung about and dashed up the stairs of the building.

With the gorillasrevolver in his clutch, Hawkeye scrambled back to the shelter of the corner building,
ready to open against any who came hisway; ready, aso, to blaze at the doorway acrossthe street,
should mobsters follow The Shadow.

But the street gained a complete lull. Mobsters, not guessing the number of The Shadow's reserves, were
crouching in the holes that they had gained.

At the top of the steps, The Shadow formed aweird figure in the flickering gas light. He waslooking at
thefirst door; stepping close, he listened. He could sense movement within. The Shadow stepped back.
His eyes rested squarely upon apand of the door.

Raising hisright hand automatic, The Shadow poised; then drove the wegpon downward with dedge
hammer power. That caculated blow could have felled asteer. The heavy gun ended itsterrific sweep
sraight againgt the flimsy panel just above the doorknob.

THE blow did not merely crack the door. It smashed the pand completely out of itsframe, opening a
rectangular window that showed the room within. With that downward stroke, The Shadow had brought
his gun from the vertica to the horizontd.

Asthe stroke fell, the guarding mobster swung to aim. Instinctively dropping back as he heard the crash,
thefellow lost the advantage that he needed. The Shadow's gun was through the door; above it came
burning eyes. The Shadow fired quick shots while hisfoeman gave response,

Neither aim was perfect; but The Shadow's hand was moving as he fired, spraying while the lone
mobster fired wild, frantic shots. Revolver bullets tore through the door just above The Shadow's
shoulder; then adug from The Shadow's gun found its desired mark. The mobster sprawled.

The Shadow clicked back the bolt with the barrel of his automatic. He swung into the room; sprang
forward asthe far door opened, and pounced upon the second mobster who was coming through. The
fellow dropped back, diving for the rear stairs as The Shadow followed.

Other enemies might lie ahead. The Shadow's unused cartridges were few. The master fighter needed no
bulletsto ded with this surprised foe. Asthe gorillawheded at the top of the sairs, The Shadow swept
in past hisaming gun and felled him with adownward blow of a heavy automatic.

Asthe gorillasagged at the top of the stairs, aspringing figure met The Shadow. It was Cully Freer,
lunging up from below. The Shadow dropped away from arevolver muzzle that was thrust between his



eyes. Herolled beneath the forward sagging body of Cully's henchman.

Cully'srevolver ddivered its blast a split-second late. A bullet singed the top of The Shadow's hat. As
Cully snapped his hand downward to ddliver asecond bullet, The Shadow's .45 spoke its answer
upward.

Cully rolled to thefloor. Like Stinger, like Loco, he was another mob |leader gone.

Rising clear of Cully and the mobster, The Shadow hurtled down the steps. He was stopped when he
reached the bottom. Cully had locked the rear door and taken the key.

There was alight here. It showed the door to be aflimsy one. No need for The Shadow to bother with
the lock. Swinging about, The Shadow leaped three steps upward, to prepare for alunge. A sound from
above stopped him. He looked up to see the dugged mobster raised on hands and knees, aiming with a
revolver, down the sairs.

The Shadow could not begt the shot. But he whirled sidewise as he aimed with his own gun, trusting that
the mobster's hand would waver. A burst came from the revolver; a stinging sensation cameto The
Shadow's | eft shoulder as the bullet nipped hisflesh.

Asthe mobster essayed a second shot, The Shadow fired with hisright-hand gun. His bullet reached its
living target. The crook straightened, wavered right to left, then pitched forward.

LAUNCHING himsdlf right shoulder foremost, The Shadow hit the door in afierce drive from the steps.
The shaky barrier caved. The Shadow staggered out into the open air, tripped, then regained his footing.
A clatter was coming from behind him. It was the mobster, plunging head foremost down the steps.

Gathering momentum, the crook’s body came spinning out through the opened door, to roll over and lie
sprawled. Thisgorilla, like the one upstairs, had witnessed Cliff Mardand's capture. Both he and hispd
were dead, dong with Cully Freer. None of the cover-up crew - the only oneswho would remainin
New York - knew that Cliff was an aid of The Shadow. Those who had known, were dead.

Blood was streaming from The Shadow's arm. The deeve of the cloak was soggy. Thetrickle had
reached the gloved left hand. Crimson drops were dowly pattering the paving. But The Shadow gave no
thought to hiswound.

Hewas listening to the roar of amotor. A car was leaving an old garage across the tiny court from the
house that The Shadow had |eft. Dashing for an opening, The Shadow cut through to the next street. He
saw the departing car turning acorner.

Aningtant later, The Shadow caught sound of another car. This one was approaching. It was Mo€'s cab,
whedling around from the sde street, Hawkeye on the running board. Moe had spotted Hawkeye
backing from the corner out front. He had driven up, snatched the little fighter aboard and kept on
coming to contact The Shadow.

Hissing an order, The Shadow shoved Hawkeye in through the door that M oe opened. Following
aboard, The Shadow dropped to the rear seat. Right arm thrust from an opened window, bearing hisfull
weight on that sde, The Shadow directed the pursuit of Cliff Mardand's captors.

Moe spied the other car; but could not gain on it. The chase kept on; Louie was threading awild course
with many turnsthat kept Moe afull two blocks behind. The course led northward, into adistrict where
the whine of sirens became suddenly audible.

The fleeing car sped across an avenue. Moe, driving up, jammed on his brakes at a crossing one block



behind. Quickly, the cab driver turned off the cross street. A police car had cut in from the avenue. It
was heading straight for the cab.

Chance of pursuit was ended. Luck had again tricked The Shadow. The dynamite had blown beneath the
street in back of the Reisert mansion. The Shadow's chase had led through adigtrict to which police cars
were converging.

Moe's get-away was easy. The cabby nodded as he heard awearied order from his chief. With no
further opportunity of rescuing Cliff, The Shadow was giving thought to himself. Soon hewould leave this
cab, letting Moe and Hawkeye go their way.

For Doctor Rupert Sayre was due to meet an emergency patient. As Henry Arnaud, friend of Lamont
Crangton, The Shadow would soon introduce himself to the physician whose door was away's open.

CHAPTER XVIII. AGENTS CHOOSE

MORNING journas blasted big news of the Reisert robbery. Huge headlines gloated in their
proclamations. The crimina activities of the unknown dynamiters had become anews sensation. The
evening sheets were planning extra editions to keep pace with any new developments.

Detective Joe Cardona was fuming at headquarters. Deluged with reporters, the ace deuth was at his
wit'send. The acting police commissioner had shoved the newshawksin his direction. Cardonawas
beating off the pests asfast asthey arrived.

Worst of dl, from Cardona's standpoint, the reporters had been harping on one question. Did Cardona
intend to use the dragnet? Joe had given no reply; but he knew that the afternoon newspapers would
predict the use of that weapon. There had been a gang fight near the Bowery, last night. The dragnet
would be heralded asthe logicd bet.

Actudly, Joe Cardona did intend to put the dragnet into operation. That was the chief reason why he
fumed. To suit his best advantages, he was withholding his orders to scour the underworld. He wanted to
spring the net tonight. Meanwhile, the newspapers were practically tipping off the mobsto what was
coming; and there was no way to muzzle the press.

WHILE Cardonawas having his difficulties, two men were discussing the same problems that perplexed
the detective. Their meeting place, however, was far from detective headquarters. These two were
seeted in an office high in the towering Badger Building, near Times Square.

Onewas Harry Vincent, sober-faced and thoughtful. The other was a rotund, |ethargic man who sat
behind the desk. Thiswas Rutledge Mann, chubby-faced investment broker whose real work wasto
serve as contact agent for The Shadow. The meeting place was Mann's office.

Reaching in adark drawer, Mann extracted an envel ope and passed it to Harry Vincent. The visitor
opened it, read a coded note, and nodded. The writing vanished after Harry's perusal. It was a message
from The Shadow.

"l anready," declared Harry, decisvely.
"Y ou recognize therisk?" inquired Mann.

"Certainly," responded Harry. "Cliff Mardand'slifeisat stake. The only way to save himisto find out
whereheis"

"Mardand may aready be dead.”



"Andif heis-"
"It will mean death for you aso."
Harry amiled.

"It'safifty-fifty chance, Mann," he declared. "If they're holding Cliff to make him talk, they will hold me
aso. | anready torisk it. | shal give you my own message, ating that | have started on the venture.”

"One moment,” interposed Mann, with adight drawl. "Are you sure you read the message exactly?"

"Certainly,” returned Harry. "It said that someone was needed to take the risk that might save Cliff. That |
wasto decideif | was ready for such aquest. Whatever my decision, | wasto discuss the matter with
you."

"Precisaly,” declared Mann. "The message, however, did not name you as the specific person to
undertake the job."

"l inferred that it meant me."

"It did, Vincent; but not you alone, | received amessage of my own. It was probably the same as
yours."

"Y ou mean thet you -"

"| was offered the same privilege. The message referred to 'someone,’ and that iswhy we must talk the
meatter over."

Harry smiled. Thiswas unusud. Dangerous duties usudly evolved upon the active agents. On this
occasion, however, The Shadow had given Rutledge Mann the same status as Harry Vincent.

"You see," affirmed the investment broker, thoughtfully, "whichever of ustakes up thisduty isametter of
equd choice. The purposeisto begin atral. Do you remember, Vincent, when we were boys. how if we
lost amarble, we used to toss another on the ground to seeif it rolled to the first one?!

"| certainly do," laughed Harry, "and the odd part about it wasthat it generaly worked.”

"Itislikely to do sointhiscase, Vincent. We are marbles. Another, marble, namely Mardand, has been
lost. Our question is: which of usisto betossed.”

"And the decisonisup to us?'
"Obvioudy. And since | am asready to go asyou are, we must come to some choice between us."
HARRY pondered the matter.

"Perhaps,”" he said, at length, "to befair about it, we ought to decide who will be the more useful. | mean
by that, which of usisthe one who should resign from the quest. Take yoursdlf, for instance. Y ou have
thisoffice, with itsduties-"

"Thereisno choice, Vincent," interrupted Mann. "If one were better for the mission than the other, one of
uswould have been designated.”

"But our activities are widely different. We are piecesin the same game of -"



"A good andogy, Vincent. Y ou are familiar with the game of chess, are you not?!
Harry nodded.

"Very wdl," smiled Mann, "we know that the different pieces of the chess board have varying moves. A
gueen ismore vauable than acagtle; in turn, acastle is more valuable than aknight or abishop.”

"Yes" agreed Harry. "And the pawns are least of al.”

"We are not quite down to the pawn level," chuckled Mann, in hisleisurely fashion. "L et us stop with the
knight and the bishop. Consider yoursdlf asthe knight, Vincent. Y ou can be moved to any spot on the
board, used in attack or defense. 1, however, am in the position of the bishop.

"Therearedigtinct limitationsin my case. The bishop is confined to only one haf of the squareson the
board. Y et there are times when the bishop can be moved to marvel ous advantage; particularly when the
player seeksto check his opponent.

"Chess experts have decided that the knight and the bishop are practically equa in vaue. If one must be
sacrificed, or placed in danger, it islargely amatter of the player's choice. Do you grasp the anaogy,
Vincent?'

"Perfectly,” nodded Harry. "Y ou have put it very clearly, Mann. | have been moved into many
unexpected squares, like the knight on achess board. Y et there have often been timeswhen you were
never moved into play, just like a chess bishop on the squares of the wrong color."”

"Yetl," remarked Mann, "have been quite as desirous of difficult assgnments as have you. | should like
my turn; nevertheless, | hate to deprive you of the opportunity. By the way, Vincent" - Mann glanced at
hiswatch - "we have plenty of timeto talk thisover. It isonly haf past eleven. We have until two for our
decison. Suppose we go over to the Cobalt Club for lunch.”

Harry suspected that Mann was working out some plan of choice. Therefore, he willingly accepted the
invitation. The two left the office and rode by cab to the Cobalt Club. They chatted awhile on other
subjects; then went to the grillroom for lunch.

It was nearly one o'clock when the agents arose from their table. With asmiling glance a Harry, Mann
put an unexpected question:

"Just how good a chess player are you, Vincent?'

"Not bad at dl," laughed Harry. "Out homein Michigan, | was picked asthe best player in &. Joe's
county. And they play real chess, out there. They have plenty of sparetimein the winters, between the
mint crops.”

"Good," said Mann, decisively. "Let usgo up to the library. | want you to see the corner nook."

THE spot to which Mann referred was a quiet corner where a chess table stood with the quaint pieces all
set up ready on their squares. Mann flipped a coin; Harry called heads. The coin fell heads.

"White," chose Harry, as Mann motioned to the table.

Harry took the white side of the board; Mann the black. Asthey studied the pieces, Mann leaned
forward and spoke quietly:

"The gakein thisgame-"



"l understand,” nodded Harry. "Knight or bishop."

Harry used the Ruy L opez opening. Mann met it with a customary defense. The game progressed; both
playersforgot their surroundingsin the dow tenseness of the play. Pawns were sacrificed; other pieces
were exchanged.

Harry saw himsdlf the coming victor. His pieceswere well clustered about hisking. Mann's queen was
across the board. Harry moved a pawn to threaten it. Ddliberately, Mann placed hisfingers on ablack
bishop and moved it in to take an unguarded white knight that was on asquare diagona from Harry's

king.

"The bishop takes the knight," asserted Mann, significantly. "Check, and Mate. Bishop winsfrom
knight."

Mann's queen was covering the bishop that the round-faced broker had moved. Except for hisking,
Harry had no piece that could diminate the bishop. The game belonged to Rutledge Mann.

"Quarter of two," remarked the investment broker, as they shook hands across the board. "I must be
going, Vincent. Y ou will attend to Twenty-third Street?"

Harry nodded his agreement. Mann had reference to an officein an old building where messagesto The
Shadow were deposited. That was usualy Mann'stask. Under the circumstances, it would be Harry's.

When they parted at the entrance of the club, Mann took a cab and ordered the driver to travel to Times
Square. Riding in that direction, the investment broker considered well the part he was about to play. For
Rutledge Mann had banked on winning his game with Harry Vincent.

Asafriend of Bruce Duncan, Harry would have had one opening for the coming duty. Mann, asan
investment broker, had another. But in hisinsde pocket, Mann had the object that he needed - aletter,
addressed to himsdlf, from Bruce Duncan. The Shadow had included it with the morning messages.

Mann had another |etter also. One from Bruce to Harry, which he wasto have given Harry, had the latter
needed it. Mann had carried it dong, in case Harry won the match. Since Mann was the winner, this
second letter was no longer needed.

Drawing the extraletter from his pocket, Mann toreit to shreds between his chubby hands and et the
tiny fragments scatter at intervas from the window of the moving cab.

Thetaxi reached Times Square. Mann alighted and paid the driver.

Then, with aquiet ar of confidence, the investment broker set out afoot in the direction of the Lambreth
Building. Asafirst sepinthisspecid duty for The Shadow, Rutledge Mann was paying avist to the
officeof Badl Tdlert.

CHAPTER XIX. THE WAY ISPAVED
"Most astounding, Mr. Mann! Most astounding!”

Basl Tdlert, his curve-streked face aghast, was haf indignant, half troubled, as he spoke from behind
his desk. In one hand he clutched aletter that Mann had given him to read.

"Y ou were acquainted with this man Bruce Duncan?' inquired Mann.

"l have seen him," responded Tellert. "Hisclaim is correct. He was formerly Professor Jark's secretary.



But why do you suppose he wrote to you, and not to me?”

"A few years ago," explained Mann, "1 handled some investmentsfor Duncan. Since then, | have neither
seen him nor heard from him until thismorning. | suppose he wrote to me, knowing that my contact with
investments would make methe logica person to visit you. He might have chosen some friend; but
perhaps he could think of no one available.”

"There gppearsto be no way of communicating with Duncan,” decided Tellert, studying the | etter.
"Naturaly not, Snce he statesthat hislifeisin danger.”

"Our only hope," returned Mann, “isto follow the plan which he suggests. He promised to call onyou
personally, once you have made public these facts concerning Professor Jark.”

Tellert dropped the | etter on the desk. He arose from his chair and paced to the window, where he
gtared in meditation. Then, turning about, the promoter nodded his accord.

"That isright, Mr. Mann," he decided. "We have only one course. We must issue a statement to the
newspapers. And yet" - he hesitated - "we must use discretion at the start. Until we have actudly talked
with Duncan; until we have him present, to swear to these reveations that he has made -"

"| agree with you entirely," interposed Mann. "Duncan's |etter is no proof. It might even be ahoax; or a
forgery.”

"No, no," indsted Tellert. "It hastruth in back of it, Mr. Mann. | am sure of that much; and | reaize what
afool | have been not to see the vile scheme mysdlf. Day after day, | have been reading of these
robberies, yet never oncedid | think of connecting them with Professor Jark's disintegrating ray.”

"Y ou saw the machine that Jark invented?"

"A crude mode of it, yes. But onethat had nothing like the power that the present device must certainly
possess. Then thisdynamiting business fooled me, besides. | thought that the criminds had blasted their
way into those vaults they robbed.”

"That wasthe police verson.”
"Exactly."

Again, Tellert paced. Then he sat down in his chair, folded his hands and faced Mann. Straightened lips
formed an odd contrast to the ever-present curves of the promoter's face.

"Inthisletter,” declared Tellert, "Bruce Duncan states that Professor Badridge Jark hascdled in the
services of two dangerous criminds, whose names, Duncan says, can be made public later.”

Mann nodded.

"Also," continued Telert, "Duncan affirmsthat Jark has chosen anew headquarters, location unknown,
from which - so Duncan believes - the crooks are making their forays and are returning with their spoils.
Duncan aso expresses belief that Jark holds aphysician named Nordis Baird. That is quite possible.”

"Why would Baird be a prisoner?'

"Jark would need some physician to attend him. The old inventor had some strange maady which
demanded constant trestment.”

"Was Baird hisphyscian?'



"I do not know. That would be easy to find out, however, by caling Baird's office."

Again Mann nodded. Tellert was showing prompt response. It was gpparent that the promoter intended
to throw willing aid into this cause that lay ahead. Mann tightened. It was part of The Shadow's plan that
he should moderate the promoter's actions. That, Mann knew, was one reason why no letter had been
sent directly to Telert from Bruce Duncan.

"FRANKLY " declared Tdlert, "1 am so perturbed that | could scarcely begin to suggest our first move
inthiscase. Apparently, however, Duncan has given the matter much careful thought. The concluding
paragraphs of hisletter, more temperate than the opening ones, bring up a point that offersusaid in our
dilemma"

Mann smiled dightly. Thiswas the very comment that he had been prepared to make, should occasion
demand it.

"Duncan says' - Tellert was referring to the | etter - "that Jark is an absolute swindler. That he has duped
those willing men who invested in hisinvention. He stlands ready to provethat Jark isaswindler. That is
excdllent; because it isaline aong which we can proceed without Duncan's presence.”

"Y ou mean," responded Mann, "that we can publicly accuse Jark of trying to defraud the investors?'

"Certainly,” replied Telert. "Thisinformation settles my perplexity. Thereisonly one course now open.
That isto break the newsthat Jark isaswindler. It will pave the way to the very results that we seek."

"It will tel Duncan," agreed Mann, "that we have accepted his statements to some degree at least. It may
be sufficient to bring him from hiding, so that we shdl have him asawitness”

"Yes," assured Tellert, "and it will not tip off the criminasto the fact that we know their game. That
would beinadvisable, until we have notified the police of dl we know."

"Y et we are not sure of how much we redly know until we have Duncan with us. | fed sure, Mr. Tdllert,
that Duncan will appear as soon as the newspapers run the swindle story.”

"L et us hope he will appear, Mr. Mann. He may not, though. But if he remainsin hiding, we can give
further newsto the newspapers. Our real courseisto tell the reporters but little at the start. Enough to
make agood story - that isall. We can build up later.”

Rutledge Mann nodded wisdly. He saw Tdlert's expression easing. It wastime to bring up another point.

"Y our postion isadifficult one, Mr. Tdlert,” stated Mann. "The story will have to come from you, Sinceit
would be unwise to mention Duncan until heiswith us."

"Quiteright," agreed Tdlert. The sory will comefrom me."

"Then how," objected Mann, "will you explain it to the investors? How will you convince them that it was
right for you to hold back this revelation after you knew that Jark had left town?

"By George! That isagticker!" exclamed Tdlert. Hisface showed worriment. "It will make melook
mighty bad, Mann. Only anincompoop will take aweak middle course. That is exactly what | have been
fearing, dl dong.”

"Perhaps, Tedlert, if you could attribute this discovery to news received from someone other than Duncan



"That'd be an answer to theriddle! But who will stand for it? Who can we bring into this? Other than -"

"Other than mysdlf,” interposed Mann, as Tellert hesitated. "Y es, that isthe only final answer. | am not
keenfor it, Tellert; neverthdess, | have voluntarily taken on this duty; and | would be a poor sport not to
gtand by you."

"Thisisfineof you, Mann."

"Only fair, Telert. Our questionissmplified. | shal state that certain investors asked meto inquireinto
Professor Jark's electrica inventions. | cameto you; at my request, you tried to communicate with Jark
and found him missng.”

"Excdlent, Mann! We can both state our bdlief that Professor Jark has turned swindler. Let's cdl the
newspapers at once."

"Just amoment." Mann stroked his chin. "We must limit thisstory at the gart. | think it would be best to
choose amorning newspaper and give it an exclusive story. That should mean front-page news, Tellert.”

"Y es. But which journa? The Sphere?’
"Too conservative. | should prefer atabloid. The Classicisthe only one”
"TheClassc! It isayellow sheet, Mann."

"Certainly. All the better for our purpose. We want thisto be a strong story. The Classic will makethe
mogt of it. What ismore, if we do not giveit to the Classic, that journa will lift from the others and will
digtort it -"

"True enough. Do you know anyone at the Classic, Mann?"'

"Hardly." Mann amiled. "That scandaous journd is denounced by al the conservative club memberswith
whom | meet."

"I never read it," snorted Tellert, "but the stenographers do. Wait; | think thereisa copy in the outer
office”

TELLERT went out, to return almost immediately with a copy of the Classic. He passed the tabloid to
Mann, who thumbed the pages amost gingerly, then stopped with asudden exclamation.

"What isit?" inquired Tellert.

"An article signed by a chap named Clyde Burke," chuckled Mann. "1t knocks the spots out of Wall
Street. A good story, too, with plenty of meet in it. Suppose wetry to get hold of the fellow?”

Tellert picked up the telephone. He instructed the switchboard operator to call the Classic and get Mr.
Clyde Burke on the wire. Then he handed the instrument to Mann.

"You dothetaking," suggested Tdlert, "whilel outline my statement. Y ou will have timeto make yours
afterward.”

A few minuteslater, Mann was taking to Burke. He spoke cryptically as heinvited the reporter up to
Tdlet'soffice. Then Mann busied himsdlf with the statement that he was to make.

When Mann and Tellert had spent some twenty minutes reading their statementsto each other, a
stenographer rapped at the door to announce that the men from the Classic had arrived.



Mann reached quickly across the desk. and plucked up Bruce Duncan's |etter. Tellert nodded in
approval asthe investment broker pocketed the sheet of paper. He gave the nod for the visitor to enter.

Clyde Burke barked briskly into the office, followed by two pudgy photographers. He saw Tdllert behind
the desk and nodded.

"You're Mr. Mann?' he questioned. "The felow who caled me?!
"That isMr. Mann," responded Tellert, pointing across the desk.

"Full name, please," requested Clyde, looking at Mann without a smile. Mann gave the response:
"Rutledge Mann;" and Tellert added hisown full name.

"What's the story?" demanded Clyde.

"Here are our statements,” returned Tdlert, handing the reporter two written pages. "If you prefer, | shal
have them typed -"

"Never mind," interrupted Clyde. "I can read this." The reporter perused the first sheet; his eyes opened
wide. He turned to the second: "Say - isthisthe Professor Jark - the eectrica wizard -"

"Thesame" put in Telert, "but we have no photograph of him.”

"That doesn't matter,” laughed Clyde. "The morgue down at the office has awhole flock of photos
showing that old boy's physiognomy. What | want is some shots of you two."

Tellert began a protest; so did Mann. Clyde overruled. The photographers were dl ready with their
cameras. One focused on Tdlert, while the other clicked aflash bulb. Turn about, the picture takers
reversed jobs as they snapped Mann.

"Both together, now," ordered Clyde, briskly. "On the same side of the desk. Over here, Mr. Mann.
Here, Mr. Telert, hold this sheet of paper, like you were reading Mann's statement.”

"Therésnothing onit,” objected Tdlert. "It'sablank sheet.”

"Doesn't matter,” returned Clyde. "We're shooting the back of it. Closer - like aconference. Readly,
Jerry. Flash, Steve. That'sit.”

POCKETING the statement, Clyde was starting from the office. Tellert was spluttering. Rutledge Mann
was on hisfeet, showing indignation. One of the photographers shouldered up and wanted their full
names. Thefact that Clyde had gotten them did not matter. The editorid and photographic departments
were separate. Both had their routine orders at the Classic.

Tellert calmed as he gave his name. Mann managed arather annoyed smile. The photographers followed
Clyde Burke. The story was on itsway to print, five minutes after the enterprising tabloid trio had
breezed into Tdlert's office.

"Wdll," decided Tellert, "thereis nothing to do but wait. But | must see you tomorrow, Mann. We may
beinforit."

"By dl means," agreed Mann. "Hereismy card, with my office telephone. | shdl be therefrom nine
o'clock on."

They shook hands. Mann departed. Traveling down in the evator, The Shadow's agent wore adight
but steady smile. For Rutledge Mann knew that he had accomplished all that was needed for the present.



He had paved the way for Clyde Burke; and the reporter had played the part of astranger. Clyde, too,
was under The Shadow's orders.

Then Mann's smile faded. Hislips became tense. Mann was thinking of the morrow. As Tellert had said,
haf jesting: they might beinfor it. In deeper, perhaps, thought Mann, than Tellert had suspected.

For The Shadow, through Mann, had played a card that the foe would be sure to trump. When the
enemy moved, danger would begin. A bold stroke - one that risked alife - yet the only move through
which The Shadow could counteract the terrible advantage that men of crime had gained.

CHAPTER XX. THE NEW PREY

BLACKNESS surrounded the blue glow in the corner of The Shadow's sanctum. Outside it was
afternoon; but here, no light of day was present. Twenty-four hours had passed since Rutledge Mann's
vigt to Bas| Tdlert'soffice.

Clippingslay on The Shadow'stable. Usudly, these came to him through Rutledge Mann. Today, they
had been supplied by Harry Vincent. Mann, on new duty, wasin contact only with Burbank; and even
that touch was limited to necessary phone calls.

The Classic had scooped the town with the story about Professor Baldridge Jark. The front page
showed a photo of the shock-haired inventor working at alaboratory table. This picture was an old one,
taken two years before.

Alongside wasthe picture of Mann and Tellert, both sour-faced, looking at a sheet of paper which
purported to be a statement to the Classic. The features of both men had been clearly recorded by the
camera

Post-mortems about the Reisert robbery had been relegated to inner pages, dong with pictures of the
dragnet in operation. Other newspapers had featured this stuff. The Classic had scored a beat with its
front-page smash, which credited Rutledge Mann with stating that Baldridge Jark had turned swindler.

A tiny bulb glimmered. It meant acall from Burbank. The Shadow received aterse report. Mann had
cdled Tdlert, putting off an gppointment until evening, on account of difficulties with reporters. Mann had
goneto the Cobdt Club. Tellert was at hishome on Long Idand.

The Shadow gave terse orders. He clicked out the bluish light. His whispered laugh sounded within the
sanctum'swalls. Evening was close a hand; adventure lay ahead. Y et The Shadow's laugh was grim and
mirthless.

HOURS passed. It was haf past seven when Rutledge Mann strolled from the portas of the Cobalt
Club. Hardly had he appeared before a cab shot up to the entrance before the doorman had begun to
beckon.

Mann entered; the cab sped away, leaving the uniformed porta keeper bewildered by the quickness of
the service.

Moe Shrevnitz was at the whed of the cab. Two blocks down the avenue, the speedy taxi driver
negotiated aleft turn, roared along a Side street and swung left on another avenue. He followed with a
right turn, then continued a threading course toward an East River bridge.

On the second avenue, a coupe had started up as Moe approached. The driver of that car had followed
the taxi's course through dl the maze of streets. The coupe never lost thetrail. Only onedriver in al



Manhattan was capable of keeping so constantly to Moe's evasive track. That helmsman was The
Shadow.

Basl Telert'shomewasin alLong Idand suburb not far from Manhattan. 1t was not until Moe had ddmost
reached the destination that houses thinned and the streets became at all secluded. At last Moe drew up
infront of an unpretentious residence. Mann aighted, passed him payment, and Moe drove away.

The coupe had followed to the corner before Tl lert'sresidence. There, The Shadow had turned right, to
park in front of a house. Lights extinguished, he stepped out in darkness. Moving across the blackened
Street a a spot midway between two well-separated lights, he gained the side yard of a gloomy, unlighted
house.

The Shadow gave a soft hiss. A man's form moved beside the house. Harry Vincent whispered areport
that nothing had been observed. The Shadow skirted a hedge in back of Tellert's house. He reached a
vacant ot on the other side. Closeto apile of building stone, he gave a second hissed signdl.

Thistimeit was Hawkeye who whispered aresponse. Like Harry, Hawkeye had seen nothing. But as he
stared through the darkness, trying to make out The Shadow's position, Hawkeye spied amovement
from acrossthe street. Faint forms could be seen againgt agray stonewall.

The Shadow, too, had spied the motion. Again came hislow hiss, thistime awarning, before Hawvkeye
could whisper the news. The Shadow swished softly forward to the edge of the lot. He saw other
shapes. The men were cutting through from the back of an empty house.

View of Tdlert'shomewas partidly obscured by ahedge, which lay between it and the empty ground.
The Shadow spoke softly to Hawkeye, sending him to relay word to Harry. Approaching the hedge, The
Shadow could see shapes beyond it.

Therewasalight in aliving room on thisside of Tellert's. Just in front of its French windowslay aside
veranda. One set of windows was open; it was probable, snce the night was mild, that Tellert and Mann
might decide to come out on the porch.

The Shadow watched huddled men crouch by the house. Then his keen ears caught adight sound from
the rock pile. Moving thither, The Shadow whispered to Hawkeye and Harry. The agents saw his shape,
vaguely, as he twisted about between them and the house.

Harry wasto watch through the hedge; Hawkeye, to follow The Shadow. The latter task would have
been impossible, even for Hawkeye, for cloudy night formed a blackened shroud that The Shadow used
asamantle of invishility. But as Hawkeye moved forward, he caught dight, hissed sgnas. He kept close
behind The Shadow.

THEY reached the house across the way. Skirting it, The Shadow and Hawkeye spied two carsthat had
comeinto an obscure driveway from arear street. The front machine was a sedan. A man was standing
on the gravel beside it. Both The Shadow and Hawkeye could hear the crunch of hisfootsteps as he
moved aong by the car.

The rear automobile was a coupe, parked twenty feet behind the sedan. A whisper from The Shadow.
Hawkeye followed to this car. Looking at the chromium handle of the rumble seet, he saw what looked
like blackness come forth to cover it. It was the hand of The Shadow.

Noisdesdy, the rumble seat came up. The Shadow's hand probed the space beneath. Cushions had been
removed. This compartment, when used at dl, was required for carrying bulky articles.



Standing in amazement, Hawkeye sensed blacknessrising. It settled; he realized that The Shadow had
entered that vacant space.

Something clicked dmost inaudibly. The Shadow was demolishing the catch that locked the back of the
rumble seat. He was doing the job with some smdll, metallic instrument. Then, as Hawkeye leaned
againg the fender of the car, The Shadow spokefinal orders.

Hawkeye eased back. Thetop of the rumble seat came downward without a sound. Circling away from
the coupe, Hawkeye followed a stedlthy course back to the street. Cutting wide, he camein to the rock
pile on the vacant lot. He crept up to the hedge and whispered to Harry.

Guns ready, the agents waited tensdy. They were to use their automatics only if revolvers barked beyond
that hedge. Asthey listened, Harry and Hawkeye heard footsteps on woodwork. Then voices. Two men
were coming out on the porch: Rutledge Mann and Basil Tellert.

Peering through the branches of the hedge, the watching men saw the stroke that followed. From both
ends of the porch, attackersrosein pairs. Springing forward, they fell upon the two men and bore them
to the soft ground off the porch.

Short choking gasps - no cries. Then growled warnings that noise would mean trouble. Neither Mann nor
Tellert decided to fight. Swift workerstied them; the prisoners were gagged. The abductorsraised their
burdens.

Harry Vincent was quivering from fierce restraint. It was Hawkeye's hand that held him back. Under
thosefinal orders, the agents could make no move unless a battle started. Huddled by the hedge, The
Shadow's agents watched the captors carry their victims across the street toward the vacant house.

Figures disappeared. Then came the faint sound of motors starting. Carsin gear. Crooks were on their
way.

Hawkeye spoke to Harry, no longer in a complete whisper. Harry was to take The Shadow's coupe.
Hawkeye would get the car in which he and Harry had come here.

On theway to Manhattan, they wereto flash Moe Shrevnitz. The jehu waswaiting in his cab, only afew
blocks away, ready to join any anticipated chase. But there would be no action from the taxi driver
tonight. Like Harry and Hawkeye, M oe would have to wait further word through Burbank.

HARRY VINCENT, on hisway to The Shadow's car, was thinking of Rutledge Mann - and of the
Shadow's actions.

The Shadow, seeing that shrewd methods lay behind the work of criminas, had thrown unexpected bait
before the master who controlled the game. By sending Rutledge Mann to Basil Tdllert, by presenting
gartling news which had forced the promoter to lose no time in denouncing Jark, The Shadow had made
it imperative that Mann be abducted.

The Shadow had watched Mann in Manhattan. There had been no followers there. Crooks had chosen
towait until Mann had met with Tellert, at the latter's secluded home. They had bundled Tellert away
aong with Mann. That was the stroke by which they made it impossible for anyoneto give new facts
regarding Jark.

Harry knew that The Shadow had foreseen the move. He redlized how cagily The Shadow had gambled.
The Shadow had played on the fact that the chief of crime was crafty. Crooks could no longer be
launched againgt Bruce Duncan, whose whereabouts were unknown. But Bruce - o the crimina brain



reasoned - would not dare issue forth, once he knew that both Mann and Tellert had been kidnapped.

These were the thoughts that flashed through Harry's brain as he redlized that Mann till had a chance for
safety. For Harry had learned, from Hawkeye, that The Shadow had found a berth in the rumble seet of
the coupe that was covering up the sedan on itsflight with newly taken prisoners.

The Shadow had watched for opportunity. When he saw it, he had not missed its knock. He had eased
his agents out of sight, that he might seize the golden chance that only alonetrail offered.

Responding to the bidding of a supercrook, mobsmen had issued forth from Professor Jark's new abode.
Their crows had gained new prey. Another agent of The Shadow - asyet unidentified as such - would
soon be on their grill.

But in effecting their swift capture, these henchmen had unwittingly gained a passenger for whom they had
not bargained. Heading back to their secluded retreet, they were taking the very master whom they
feared - The Shadow!

CHAPTER XXI. HANDS FROM THE DARK

CROOKS had moved circuitoudly following their coup at Basil Tellert'shome. First the two cars had
headed northward, toward Long Idand Sound; then they had shifted west, north again, and finaly esst.
This had been amove to throw off trailers.

Nestled in the hollow compartment of the coupe's rumble seat, The Shadow was riding with the crooks
themsealves. He had tricked the band into afedling of complete security.

Along an open road, the cars were moving swiftly. Blinking atiny flashlight in the folds of hiscloak, The
Shadow consulted atiny compass on the top of hisfountain pen. He could gauge the direction as east.
By that he knew that Jark's new abode lay somewhere on Long Idand.

Milefollowed mile. The coupe jolted aong astretch of dirt road. Its course was dow and twisting. At
last the car's whedl's crunched on gravel. The coupe hated; The Shadow heard muffled sounds of diding
doors. The coupe rolled forward, hit smooth cement and came to astop.

Footsteps clattered on stone. V oices growled. Doors banged shuit.

As sounds moved away, The Shadow reached up and raised the top of the rumble seat. It was loose; but
he had kept it clamped by gripping cross-ribs during the rough part of the journey.

Through atiny dit, The Shadow saw the prisoners being carried through a doorway. The cars had
arrived in alarge, stone-walled garage. Parked here were other cars; two more sedans and a brightly
painted truck. The crooks had dressed up the old, dilapidated-looking vehicle with which they had
hauled away the swag from Reisart's,

There were three lightsin the garage. The mobsmen did not extinguish them after their departure.

Knowing that no one was about, The Shadow eased out from his cramped quarters. Hisfigure stretched
as he reached the floor. Then it moved swiftly toward the door through which the men had gone.

Testing the knob, The Shadow found the door bolted on the other side. Moving toward the diding door
of the garage, he saw that they had been clamped on theinterior. If heleft by one of them, anyone
coming down from the house would find one catch undone.

Such problems as these did not trouble The Shadow, if he had time to handle them. But the fact that the



garage had remained lighted was indication to The Shadow that someone was due. Looking back at the
cars, The Shadow laughed softly as he studied the coupe.

It wasthe only small car in the place. The one most likely to be used if anyone was going out. Moreover,
it offered The Shadow the best of hiding places. But before he returned to the rumble seat, The Shadow
had work to do. A smple task.

Stepping into the coupe, he seized the knob at the rear of the seat and lowered the back window.
Stepping out, heraised the top of the rumble seet.

At that ingtant, The Shadow caught the sound of aclicking bolt from the house door. Like atelescoping
figure, he dropped into the rumble compartment. The top dropped with him; but it did not bang. The
Shadow stopped it an inch beforeit hit.

KEEPING atiny crevice through which he could peer, The Shadow saw two men gpproaching. One
was Louie; the other was Pete, the mobster who had driven The Shadow to Lamont Cranston's. The
Shadow listened to their conversation.

"Y ou know what the chief wants," Louie was saying. "Mait and Luke ain't interested in any of theold
gangs no longer. It'll be acinch for you to frame things over the telephone. Nicky used to be a pd of
yours."

"Heisyet," returned Pete. "An' nobody's goin' to figger him back on thejob. Ownin' them gas Sationsin
Brooklyn iskeepin' him clear of the dragnet.”

"But heslosin' out on the bum gas, ain't he?'

"Sure. Runnin' that bootleg gas ain't no cinch, since the Feds has been makin' it hot. Nicky'sgoin' to be
glad to hear fromme."

"All right. Hop adong then. But don't call him from too closeto here. Head acrosstheidand. Ten miles,
anyway."

Pete chose the coupe. As he started the motor, Louie unlatched adiding door. Thelid of the rumble seat
closed imperceptibly. The coupe backed out. Once again The Shadow was undergoing the
inconvenience of awe|-cramped ride.

Pete found agood road and traveled for about fifteen minutes. The coupe stopped; The Shadow heard
the driver get out. Peering from his compartment, The Shadow saw Louie enter afair-sized drug store
that stood on the fringe of alighted digtrict. Further on, were thelights of arailway station.

Straight back was the road by which they had come. It paralleled the railway and came directly in from
the darkened spaces of the countryside. The Shadow eased down into the compartment. Three minutes
more and Pete was back in the car.

The mobster turned the coupe around. He headed aong the road beside the railway. Pete was whistling
to himself as he drove. Evidently he had made the required contact with Nicky. But Pete, as he watched
the road, never realized what was happening in back.

Thetop of the rumble seat was coming up by inches. Long black hands were probing from the space
provided. Pete could not see them in the mirror; for they were below the ledge of that opened rear
window. The Shadow had particularly noted, back at the store, that Pete had not closed the glass pandl.

Onething ese. Coming in, The Shadow had noted aturn and ajounce where Pete had dowed amost to



astanddtill. He had learned its meaning. The coupe had gone over arailway crossing. That was the spot
for which The Shadow was waiting.

It came. Pete gpplied the brakes and swung the car dowly to the right, shifting into second. It was then
that The Shadow rose. The top of the rumble seat was heaved up by hoisting shoulders. The gloved
hands shot through the opened window. Like claws of sted, they clutched Pete's throat.

The mobster struggled, raising his hands from the whed to fight off the attack. His body writhed, while
the coupe, almost stopped, encountered the rise to the crossing and stalled. In gear, it did not coast
back. The Shadow's grip, meanwhile, never lessened. Pete's body became limp.

LEAVING the rumble seat The Shadow dropped to the ground. He entered by the driver's side, pushed
Pete into the other half of the seat, started the motor and went over the crossing.

Hefollowed the road along the other side of the railway. He cameto asmdll, darkened station.

Here The Shadow pulled the car into a sheltered spot and extinguished the lights. He bound Pete's hands
and feet; then flicked the rays of aflashlight squardly in thefellow'sface. He studied Pete's features
carefully, to find that he had recollected them perfectly from the previoustime he had seen the man.

Pete opened his eyes and started to make an outcry. A gloved hand covered his mouth. The Shadow
whisked a handkerchief from the pocket of Pete's coat and used it to gag the mobster. Prior to the
binding, The Shadow had pulled that coat from Pete'slimp body. It was conveniently on the steering
whedl when The Shadow needed the bandanna.

Pete's only gun wasin the coat aso. The Shadow hoisted the unarmed mobster from the coupe, carried
him back and sprawled him in the rumble seat. The lid down, The Shadow went toward the little station.
Hefound it locked.

Entering required only afew minutes. Insde, The Shadow found alittle ticket office and a pay telephone
booth. He chose the latter and put in acall to Burbank. Referring to aroad map that he had taken from a
side pocket of the car, The Shadow gave instructions.

The map was unmarked; moreover, it was one of severd, al showing different states. The Shadow had
no clue from the map itself. But he had seen the name Almeda on the station at the town; and hewas
making this cal from astation caled Shawlawn. Finding those spots on the map, The Shadow had dl he
needed.

Back in the garage, he had checked the mileage on the coupe's speedometer while opening the rear
window. He had estimated nine miles as the distance between the new headquarters and Almeda,
deducting approximately for the return distance from Almedato this next station, Shawlawn.

The map showed only one paved road running out in this direction. The Shadow knew that the
headquarters was a s zable house within awoods, about one mile from the highway. He gave Burbank
the direction.

After other ingtructions, The Shadow returned to the coupe. Turning on the domelight, he spied a
package on the floor. Pete had brought it from the drug store; opening the package, The Shadow found
four boxes of cigars, evidently suppliesfor the mob at the house.

Turning out the dome light, The Shadow removed his cloak. He folded it, pried open the cigar boxes and
dumped their contents one by one, through the rear window and down into the rumble seat which he
raised for this purpose.



Two hundred cigars formed clusters about Pete's huddled form. Then The Shadow ripped off the lids of
the boxes, broke out the fronts and threw the discarded portionsin with his prisoner. He closed the top
of therumble sest.

Using the boxes as shells, The Shadow formed alarge container for his cloak. He wrapped the four
boxesin the paper and tied the strings. The package was the same as it had been before. The Shadow
laid it on the floor; then donned Pete's coat.

There were objects on the seat beside The Shadow - automatics that he had taken from the folds of his
cloak; other items, and aflattened box. The Shadow tucked the gunsin abelt that he was wearing. He
opened the flat box and turned on aflashlight.

The Shadow was|ooking straight into amirror that formed the interior of the box lid. His right-hand glove
was off. With fingers obscuring hisface, The Shadow was applying make-up from the box. Histask half
done, hisfeatures |ooked rough and ill-formed.

Then The Shadow turned on the dome light to complete histask. Both hands were working nimbly. Little
by little, the features changed until they began to resemble those of The Shadow's prisoner, Pete.

Hastily, The Shadow applied finishing touches. He turned out the dome light, tucked the make-up box in
an ingde pocket of Pete's coat and clicked the front lights of the car.

RETURNING toward the house, The Shadow had no trouble gauging hisdirection. Hisdirectionsto
Burbank were proving amazingly accurate. His headlights showed saverd dirt roads veering off to the
right. He kept past four, until he found the one that seemed correct.

The coupe's whedlsjounced through jagged ruts; over alittle bridge. Points that The Shadow
remembered. One milein, The Shadow cameto adrive that led to the left. His sense of direction told him
that thiswas where he should leave the road. He drove a hundred yards on, until the car passed between
two stone gates.

The Shadow stopped and extinguished the lights. He crept along through treesfor another fifty yards,
then reached a clearing. Boughs were creaking overhead. Rising wind was dispelling the clouded sky that
had marked the early evening.

Straggling moonlight, increasing in intensity, reveded the gone walls of the house wherein men lay
prisoners. Evidently an old lodge of some sort, this building had been acquired by crooks as
headquartersfor crime.

The building was two stories high. All the lower windows were iron shuttered; the upper ones were
barred. But the building had abroad, flat roof, afact which brought a soft laugh from The Shadow.

There were lightsin the upper windows. That second floor was where The Shadow would find both
crooks and prisoners. The garage, The Shadow noted, was a one-story extension to the right of the
building proper.

Softly, The Shadow moved back into the gloom of the trees. He was returning to the coupe, there to
makefina plansfor hisdisguised entry into thishouse of evil.

CHAPTER XXII.WITHIN THE HOUSE
"COME on, you!"

Rutledge Mann raised his head from between his hands. He looked up toward the doorway to seea



rough-faced fellow who had growled the command. Mann arose dejectedly from the dilapidated chair on
which he had been seated.

Ever sncehisarriva in the house on Long Idand, Mann had been kept donein alittle, barren room. His
captors had carried him there through a halway. They had cut his bonds, ungagged him and shoved him
inthechar.

Barred windows and bolted doors had made escape usdless. Mann had waited patiently for new
developments. At last some crisis had arrived. Sowly, the chubby-faced prisoner walked out into the
hallway that his summoner indicated. A revolver muzzle jabbed Mann's back. He was urged aong the
hall.

Light showed from an opened door. The mobster behind him urged Mann through the opening. Blinking
in brilliant light, the captive investment broker stepped into an oddly arranged room.

White plastered walls showed on all sides, except where doorways broke the calcimined spaces. A few
chairswerelocated in one corner; in one of these was Basl Tdlert, hisface drawn and troubled.

In another corner was a flat-bowled projector that reminded Mann of acircular electric heater, built on
large scale. Mann, informed by The Shadow, knew that this must be one of the disintegrating ray
machinesthat could eat away substances that came too close to its wide mouith.

In another corner, partly covered by atorn canvas, was another device. It was an elongated projector
shaped like the shell used in afield gun. It was more than three feet in length and its mouth was afoot in
diameter.

Mann knew that this was an experimenta atomic gun, an attempt by Professor Jark to amplify the work
of the disintegrating ray. Apparently, Jark had been experimenting of late, for a heavy, insulated wire was
attached between the atomic gun and the floor plug.

The tough looking mobster jostled Mann into achair beside Tellert. As he sat down, Mann noted others
who were standing about. Pacing the corner near the atomic gun was awhite-haired individual whom
Mann knew must be Professor Jark.

Leaning againgt thewall was atal, heavy-browed fellow who answered the description of Matt Theblaw.
Near him was along-jawed onlooker who Mann decided was L uke Cardiff. Then adoor opened and a
short, sandy-haired individua stepped into view. A half-smoked cigarette dangled from the newcomer's
pasty lips. Digger Wight, decided Mann.

Matt Theblaw looked toward Professor Jark. The old man nodded wisdly; then stepped forward and
studied Mann through thick-lens spectacles. Mann met the professor's gaze. He redlized immediately that
he was facing aman of shrewd ingtinct.

"Good evening, Mr. Mann," began Jark, with achuckled cackle. "I regret exceedingly that your presence
here has been amatter that involved forced action. Nevertheless, it wasimperative that | interview you."

"l understand,” remarked Mann, serenely.

"Mr. Telert has explained to me," declared Jark, "that he received word from Bruce Duncan, my former
secretary. The word came through you. | might mention” - Jark's manner was leering - "that | had aready
formed the theory that Duncan had communicated with you and Tdllert.

"It required considerable persuasion before our friend here" - Jark indicated Tellert - "waswilling to
admit that my assumptions were correct. But | finaly convinced him that it would be wise to speek the



truth. That advice, Mr. Mann, will apply to you aso."
Mann nodded soberly as Jark paused for aresponse.

"Y ou received aletter from Bruce Duncan,” asserted Jark, his cackle dightly harsh. ™Y ou were asked to
communicate with Mr. Tdlert."

"That istrue," admitted Mann.

"Theletter," resumed Jark, "requested you to denounce me asaman of crime. Y ou and Tellert decided
to brand me asaswindler.”

"Inaway, yes," returned Mann, dowly. "We issued statements to the newspapers.”
"But you mentioned nothing about Bruce Duncan.”

"No. Wethought it unwise until we managed to locate him."

"Very good. Whereis Duncan?"

"1 do not know."

Mann had come back with a prompt reply to Jark's quick question. The professor scrutinized the
prisoner closaly; then nodded in satisfaction. His eyes became narrow through their lenses as he started a
new tack.

"Bruce Duncan,”" asserted the old man, "was rescued by a person who calls himsalf The Shadow. Tell
me who is The Shadow?"

"The Shadow?" echoed Mann, hisround face puzzled. "The nameis strangeto me."

Jark stared closaly to seeif the investment broker might be bluffing. Mann retained his composure. Jark
raised a hand and motioned to Digger Wight. The short man opened adoor. Mobsters shoved Cliff
Mardandinto view.

"Do you know thisman?" snapped Jark.

MANN studied Cliff soberly, asthe mobstersforced the prisoner forward. In easy, methodica fashion,
he eyed every feature of Cliff'sface. Then, asif troubled by hisown inability to give an affirmative reply,
Mann shook his head.

"l am sorry," hetold Professor Jark. "This gentleman is an absol ute stranger.”

The old inventor eyed Mann as keenly asthe investment broker had studied Cliff. Jark rubbed hischin
reflectively; then turned to Theblaw and gave ashake of his shocky head.

"Neither Tellert nor Mann knows Mardand,” decided the professor. "I think it would be best to offer
terms. Do you agree?’

Maitt looked to Luke, who nodded. Digger joined in the nod. Jark swung about to Tellert and Mann.

"I amwilling," he dated, "to rlease you if either of you can offer proper bond. By that | do not mean
cash. | require some form of assurance that will make it impossible for you to betray me.

"On that account, | shal alow you to talk matters over, together. | promise you that your conference will



not be disturbed. Moreover, | shal place Mardand with you. Perhaps you may wish to hear hisopinions,
for he has been a prisoner before tonight.

"Moreover, heisan agent of a certain meddlesome party who cals himself The Shadow. We know that
fact, dthough Mardand has not chosen to admit the connection. Perhaps, by thistime" - Jark chuckled,
gloatingly - "Mardand is convinced that not even his mysterious chief can aid him. That iswhy | think it
wiseto leave him with you."

Jark waved toward adoor behind the prisoners. Digger walked over and opened it. Mobsters made
nudges with revolvers. Mann and Tellert went into aroom beyond the door. Cliff followed. The door
closed behind them; the three men heard abolt click shut.

A DIMLY lighted room, with three chairs. Barred windows asin Mann's former prison. Seating
themsdlves, thetrio looked at each other. Tdlert, after studying Cliff, spoke in awhisper to Mann.

"Becareful,” urged Tdlert. "We may be overheard. What is more, this other man may be aspy.”
Mann nodded.
"If you know him," added Tellert, hislips scarcdly moving as he whispered, "ask him for acigarette.”

Mann made no move. He deemed it unwiseto give even Tdlert the true information. The promoter had
weekened under aprevious grilling, according to Jark's statement. Having told old facts, he might tell
new.

"Weve got to get out of this, Mann," asserted Tellert. "What do you think of this offer of terms? Can you
give Jark the security he wants?'

"l don't see how," replied Mann, soberly. "Have you any way to help yourself out?!

"Yes." Telert consgdered. "Onetime, Mann, | was connected with a certain enterprise which failed. If
facts concerning my connection were known, it would be damaging to my reputation.”

"How damaging?'

"Vey little" Again Telert wasamost inaudible; yet Cliff could hear him aswell as Mann. "Nevertheless,
| can convince Jark that | would be branded asacrimind if the news came out.”

Telert concluded with adight nod. Mann caught the cue. Picking up his question, he asked, inaraised
voice.

"Y ou mean you might go to prison for your former connection?'

"l do," replied Tellert, hisvoice also raised. "I was connected with the Augustine Gold Company, Mann.
They sold watered stock; and if | mention that to Jark, he will know that he has the goods on me as much
as| haveonhim."

"Then hewill rdeaseyou," agreed Mann. "But why will he do s0?"

"In order that | can squash future stories in the newspapers,” rejoined Tellert. "That is hisgame, Mann. |
suppose he will aso want me to cover up your absence. | can do that for him aso.”

Rising, Telert paced the floor in front of Mann and Cliff. Hisfigure was between them and the bolted
door, the only entrance to thisroom. Again in hiswhisper, as he faced the others, Tellert spoke:



"Oncefree, | cannot talk to the police. Who ese can | inform?Who can aid you?"'
Mann shook his head soberly. Cliff Mardand was Staring straight at Tellert.

"Write something,” urged the promoter, "while | am covering you. Drop it in my pocket aswe go back to
the other room."

Again Mann shook his head; but thistime, Cliff's hand stole to his coat pocket. His captors, after
searching him, had |eft him objects which seemed unimportant. Among them were the short pencil and

the pad.
"Shdl we go out?' questioned Tellert, in anormal voice.

Mann nodded. Cliff arose. As Tellert went toward the door, Cliff followed. Mann, rising, came behind
them. He saw Téellert knock at the door; then he saw Cliff's hand ease over and drop something into the
promoter's pocket.

A psst from Cliff; anod from Telert. Then abolt clicked; the door opened. They stepped out into
Professor Jark's improvised |aboratory.

A STOOP-SHOULDERED gray-haired man was standing near the professor. The moment that the
prisoner arrived, Jark eyed them and indicated the newcomer.

"Do any of you know thisman?' queried the professor.
No one responded.
"No one knows Doctor Nordis Baird?'

No response. Jark |ooked at the physician, who shook his head to indicate that he knew none of thetrio.
Jark'strick had failed.

"I can offer surety, professor,” declared Tdlert, suddenly. "If you will release me, | can convince you that
| shall be unableto betray you. That is, | can convince you that | would suffer more than you would,
should dl facts come out.”

Jark made no reply. He eyed Tellert as though expecting that a game was up. He studied Mann and Cliff
aswdll. Then his gaze turned as adoor opened in the far corner of the room. A mobster was entering. It
was Matt Theblaw who spoke to him.

"Hello, Louie" greeted Matt. "Where's Pete? Wasn't that him coming in?"
"Hesright here behind me," returned Louie.

Another figure entered. Matt recognized the features of Pete. The second arrival was wearing an old
brown coat and had a square package tucked under hisarm.

"What kept you so long, Pete?' demanded Matt, while Jark remained silent until this palaver had ended.

"Louie, for onething,” growled The Shadow, in atone that answered for Pete's. "I was out front there.
He didn't show up to open the door."

"l didn't hear you honk," put in Louie.

"Why should | honk?" queried The Shadow, in his disguised growl. "That would have meant noise."



"Petesright,” brokein Maitt. "How about Nicky, Pete?’

"Couldn't get him. That was another reason it took me so long.”

"Y ou got the cigars, though,”

"Yegh. Wherell | put them?'

"Over on thewindow gll."

Jark turned to speak to the prisoners; then paused again as Matt offered another query.
"Did you bolt theinside door, Pete?' he asked.

The Shadow, back to the crook, gave a shake of his head. He was putting the package on the window
sl ashe growled:

"Thought L ouie wasto do that."
"Guessit'smy job," vouchsafed Louie. "I'll go down and bolt up, Matt."

Thistime Jark waited to make sure there would be no interruptions. Then, in asarcastic voice, he
Queried:

"Soyou are anxiousto leave us, Tdlert?"
"Quite anxious," admitted the promoter. "L et me explain, Professor Jark -"

"Sounds phony, prof," inserted Matt, stepping forward. He gave beckoning signd to Luke and Digger.
"Let'sseewhat this guy's got on him. Search his pocketswhile | hold him."

"No, no!" protested Tdlert, wildly. "No, no, | tell you -"

Matt muffled Tdlert's mouth while Digger dug into the promoter's pockets. Thelittle crook gave a
chuckle of eation as he brought out atiny wad of paper. Matt pounced upon it and opened the pellt.

"Hereitis, prof!" heexclamed. "Wegoat it! It says. 'Call Shadow' and it gives a phone number. It came
from Mardand. Isthat right, Tellert?

THE promoter nodded weskly. Mait looked jeeringly at Cliff, who made no comment. Mann was tense.
He had expected some result such asthis; but he had gained no chance to give Cliff warning of hisfears.

"Y ou'll spill more from now on, Mardand,” sneered Matt. "Bring themob in, Luke" - he pointed to the
door to the hall - "and tell them to start the heat. We've got the wedge we want. Well make Mardand
squawk.”

Of dl the mobgters, only one was present; hence Matt had given Luke the order to bring in therest. That
lone underling was Pete, standing by the window sill. His hands were coming from his coet, asthough to
be ready with gunsif needed.

But thiswas not the real Pete. It was The Shadow. He was prepared to make an unexpected thrust; to
mow down opposition before L uke could give the call. He was waiting only until crooks stepped away
from the prisoners. Digger, done, had drawn agun, to urge Cliff forward. Opportunity wasamost in The
Shadow's grasp.



Then, at thiscritical instant, the corner door burst open. Two men came hurtling inward, each with a
revolver. They had come up by the stairway from the garage. The foremost was Louie; behind him was
therea Petel

By some freskish chance, Louie had heard anoise from the rear of the coupe. He had found Pete and
released his pal. The two had dashed up, Pete giving his story on the way. Right now, Louie was crying
the truth as he thrust his gun toward the figure by the window sill.

"That's not Pete!" howled Louie. "He's The Shadow! The Shadow, | tell you! Get him!™

Hard upon L ouie's damaging words came aresponse from the fal se Pete. The Shadow's disguised lips
delivered alaugh that |eft no doubt. As he whisked two huge automatics from beneath his coat, The
Shadow till raised his mocking chalenge in defiance of the odds that he must face.

CHAPTER XXII1.JARK TRIUMPHS

AMID hisburgt of pealing mockery, The Shadow whedled from his place bes de the window. Quick
with hisaim, he pressed the triggers of his automatics. Bullets seared forth from flashing muzzlesas The
Shadow picked the closest of histhreatening foemen.

These were Louie and Pete. Unwittingly, they had given The Shadow abreak by their excited entrance.
Already prepared for battle, the master fighter was quicker than they when it came to the opening shots.

Louiefired before The Shadow; but that was only because the mobster was hasty in hisaim. Hisrevolver
bullet whistled wide of the disguised warrior. Before Louie could fire again, he was tottering, clipped by
one of The Shadow's firg shots.

Pete, The Shadow's second target, had dropped back as Louie fired. The move saved him momentarily,
for it placed him behind Louie and The Shadow's second gun could not follow to itsaim. But asLoui€'s

body sagged, the way was open.

Savagely, Pete aimed at his double. Hewastoo late. Again, The Shadow fired. Pete wavered; his gun
clattered from his hand.

The Shadow had laughed with purpose. His jubilance was more than achalenge. It was a stroke of
intuition; yet one that carried tremendous risk. For by hisweird cry, The Shadow had drawn upon
himsdlf the third man who was reedy for the fray: Digger Wight.

Whirling away from Cliff Mardand, Digger had aimed for The Shadow. Quick aswell as accurate, he
had gained a prompt bead on his adversary. A snarl was Digger's expression of eation over hisown
opportunity. But asthe short crook pressed histrigger, afierce attack lunged him forward. Digger's bullet
missed The Shadow and buried itself in thefloor.

The Shadow had counted upon Cliff Mardand; and Cliff had not failed. With the sound of The Shadow's
laugh, Cliff had siwung about and away from Digger. Seeing the crook aiming, Cliff had pitched upon him
with avengeance.

Luke Cardiff waslegping for the door to the hdll, yanking agun from his hip as he made the spring. Matt
Theblaw, pulling arevolver with one hand, grabbed Doctor Baird as a shield and backed up against the
whitewall to gain aim at The Shadow.

Rutledge Mann was piling into aid Cliff Mardand with Digger, who was putting up astruggle; while Basl|
Tellert was diving to gain the revolver that Pete had dropped.



AMID this chaos, there was one man who performed most singular action. That was Professor Baldridge
Jark. With aloud, fiendish cackle that sounded high above the crack of guns, the old inventor raised a
paean of long-repressed triumph. Bounding toward the far wall of the room, the professor reached his
atomic gun and whipped away the canvas covering.

"Stop him!" The sharp cry was from Tellert. " Stop the professor!*

The old man heard the words. His answer was ajeering cackle that derided the promoter's cry. With
claws clutching the chromium surface of the three-foot tube, Jark began to tug the machine clear of the
wall. He was swinging the tube on apivot.

Matt Theblaw had fired two quick shots at The Shadow. At that instant, The Shadow dumped. Matt
sent Baird sprawling againgt the wall, while he sprang forward, shouting triumph. 1t was then that the
dark-haired crook learned hiserror.

The Shadow's drop had been a bluff to make Maitt toss Baird aside. An automatic spoke as The
Shadow's fake dive ended. Matt'slegp ended in ajolting, upward bound; from that spring, the crook
pitched forward to thefloor.

Luke Cardiff had wheeled as he reached the doorway. He had yanked open the door to bring in the
reserves. He was starting to fire at The Shadow; hisfirst shots were wide ones that flattened against the
whitened walls beyond the weaving figure that looked like Pete.

"Stop Jark!" Tdlert'syell was repeated. The promoter had yanked up the revolver that he sought. " Stop
Jark!"

Cliff Mardand heard the cry. So did Rutledge Mann. Cliff had finished L ouie with agun rap on the head.
Mann was close besde Cliff. Both saw Tellert aiming wildly toward the professor as The Shadow, il
weaving, swung in that direction aso, while heignored Luke's spattering fire.

Jark had pulled the atomic gun clear from thewall. It was pointing across toward the outer door; the
professor was ill clutching the pivoted barrel as he kept behind the machine. But Cliff had achanceto
wing him. The Shadow's agent aimed.

Mann was looking past Cliff, straight for both Tellert and The Shadow, who were but afew feet apart.
He saw Telert suddenly change aim; The Shadow must have sensed it, for at that instant, the master
fighter whedled toward the promoter. The Shadow gave afierce warning hiss, & the same ingtant, Mann
uttered an understanding cry.

Hurling his rotund body forward, the investment broker made a grab for Cliff Mardand'swrist. Hejarred
the am just as Cliff fired. Cliff's bullet went wide of Jark and found the wall instead. Then, dully grasping
Mann's meaning, Cliff shot aglance toward T lert and The Shadow. Like Mann, Cliff saw the
unexpected.

The promoter's aim for the professor had been abluff to divert The Shadow. But the master battler had
sensed it. The Shadow had guessed what was coming. Dropping as he whedled about, he aimed hisown
automatic for Tellert. At the same moment, the promoter pressed the trigger of the revolver, aiming the
weapon straight at the spot where The Shadow had been.

Tellert's shot went wide, despite the close range. The Shadow's quick fall had won. An automatic blazed.
Tellert dumped backward and rolled to the floor. The Shadow caught himself and swung about to rise.

LUKE CARDIFF had heard Tdlert's cry; but he had not heeded it. Just as Tellert had counted on The



Shadow and CIiff to polish off Jark, so had Luke, seeing Tellert'saim, believed that the promoter would
do the job that he had so suddenly demanded.

To Luke, The Shadow was the only target. Luke, a poor marksman at long range, had spent five usaless
bullets. The Shadow'sfdl, however, had given him a better chance with the sixth. Lukefired as The
Shadow rose.

Cliff saw The Shadow jolt. The Shadow's right arm gave. Luke had scored alucky hit. He had sagged
The Shadow with abullet to the right shoulder.

Wildly, Cliff wheeled toward the door, ready to do lone hopeless battle. As heraised his gun, he knew
he wastoo late. A surge of mobsmen was coming through the door.

Reinforced with half adozen henchmen, Luke Cardiff was ready for daughter. With The Shadow
wounded, with Cliff holding asingle gun, with Mann and Baird unarmed - the ex-gambler saw prompt
and overwheming victory. His men were swinging gunsto aim. But Luke, in hisdesreto finish The
Shadow, had forgotten al about Professor Jark.

In the sudden lull of gunfire, the shock-haired professor ddivered ahigh-pitched cackle as he snapped
the switch of hisatomic gun. Blue coilsflared and emitted shafts of crackling light. Behind the
shell-shaped tube, the professor wavered the rounded barrel on its pivot. The mouth of the death
machine shook back and forth asit pointed toward the doorway from the hall.

Luke Cardiff'sface showed sickly. His emptied revolver fell from his hand. The long-jawed man clamped
hands to chest. Then, with asighing gasp, he sank to the floor.

Behind him and beside him, mobsterswithered. Like Luke, they were learning the power of amachine
that could ddliver paralyzing desth. Guns clicked to the floor. Mobsters toppled from their shaky legs.
Only one of the six - the nearest to the door - had strength to back away. He succumbed as he reached
the doorway in hishdting, reversed dtride.

Blue lights faded as crackling ceased. Professor Jark had turned off the switch. Then, as The Shadow's
laugh was slent, there came adifferent cry of triumph that marked the victory of right over evil. That cry
was the jubilant chortle of Professor Badridge Jark.

THE SHADOW wasrising by the window sll. With one hand, he thrust the automati cs beneath the coat
that he was wearing. With that same hand, he clutched a package from the sill. Still in the guise of Pete,
he wavered.

Cliff Mardand sprang forward to catch his chief. Rutledge Mann followed.

Another joined them. It was Doctor Baird. In aquiet, but assuring tone, the speciaist took charge. At his
order, Cliff and Mann aided The Shadow past the withered mobsters by the door. Baird led theway to a
room that wasfitted like aphysician's office.

Cliff and Mann placed The Shadow on a couch. Baird cut away the coat deeve and found The Shadow's
wound. He ordered Mann to rgoin Jark. Then, with Cliff aiding, Baird probed the wound. Cliff brought
the instruments as the physician called for them.

SOME whilelater, Doctor Baird and Cliff Mardand returned to the laboratory, to find Professor Jark
engaged in conversation with Rutledge Mann. Both inventor and the broker were anxiousin their gaze.
Baird smiled.

"Thewound isnot serious,” declared the physician. "By giving it prompt attention, | have been ableto



eliminate complications. It was sufficient to put anyone out of action. Y et this patient has regained
strength in most amazing fashion. He isresting, in the darkness. He would like to talk with you, professor.
Immediately and done.”

Jark nodded. He walked out into the hall and found Baird's room. He groped through the darknessto a
chair beside the couch. The old man heard a soft, whispered laugh.

"Agan we medt, professor,” came alow voice from the couch. "Thistime, thereis no occasion for usto
hide our true expressions.”

"Y ou understand?"' queried Jark. "That night when you posed as Lamont Cranston?”

"Partly,” replied The Shadow. ™Y ou had no need of the thugs who were present at our interview. By al
rights you should have talked with me aone. | suspected listeners, dso. Outside the room."”

"Theblaw and Wight."

"So | decided, later. Duncan told me afterward that he had listened in the night they came to your home.
He heard you conspiring with them.”

"But not at first! They threatened me. They told me they had dready taken Baird. My only hope wasto
pretend that | was as crooked as they were -"

"I know. Duncan did not overhear thefirst half hour of your talk."
"And yet you understood -"

"That if you had summoned those two as aids, you would have settled the important details promptly.
Y ou would have ridded yoursdlf of Duncan beforehand. Y ou would have written Tellert that you were
going on avacation, without sending him aletter that would stir his antagonism.”

"l understand. Y es; it would have been a mistake to have sent him that letter saying | wanted my
invention for the government. If | had actualy been crooked -"

"But you were not, professor. Y ou were sincerely anxiousto place your greet invention in the proper
hands. That waswhy Tédllert decided it wastimeto play his game of crime. He sent hislieutenants,
Theblaw and Wight. They and their underlings watched you, constantly. Y ou did your best to save your
own life- and Baird's - and Duncan's-"

THE SHADOW paused to rest. Professor Jark was nodding solemnly in the darkness. He still could
hear the echoes of the whispered voice. He marveled at the power of this mysterious avenger who had
brought needed rescue. A question leaped to hismind. Singularly, The Shadow answered it before Jark
could spesk.

"Tellert was clever," declared the speaker from the couch. " There was no proof againgt him. Y et whether
he was innocent or guilty, he was the only man through whom | could operate, once Mardand wasa
prisoner.

"l sent Mann to Tellert. | knew that Mann would be saized. Tdlert, if innocent, would be taken a so.
Knowing that, Telert adlowed himsdlf to be abducted aong with Mann. So that he could work fiendish
trickery."

"Whilel," put in Jark, "was still forced to act as his spokesman, thanks to the presence of hishellions.



"Y es. But the abduction was so easy that it proved my suspicions. It took place a Tdlert'shome. No
one was about except Tellert and Mann. Crooks had learned the terrain; too promptly, however -"

"Tellert made atelephone call to Theblaw," interposed Jark. "Thereis ateephone in this house, used for
incoming cals-"

A soft hissfrom The Shadow. Jark listened. From above, anoise coming lower, closer, then ending. The
Shadow spokein tones of findity.

"Y our move for the machine wastimely," he commended. "It told me, at the crucia moment, that you had
perfected your atomic gun. Tellert'sact wasfina proof of hisevil scheming. | left thefield to you,
professor, while | dedt with Tdlert, the master of these crimes.”

Something thudded softly on the roof above. A dight scraping followed.

The Shadow rose from the couch and moved toward the dim light of the opened door. Jark stared at
sght of cloaked and hatted shape. The Shadow had donned the garments from the box, during Baird's
absence.

"Come, professor,” whispered The Shadow. " Show me away to the roof.”

Jark led the course to a stairway. He and The Shadow ascended. The professor unbolted a trapdoor
while The Shadow gave words of ingtruction.

"I know that the spoils must be here,” he stated. " Therefore, professor, you can return them to the law.
Baird, Mardand and Mann were | egitimate prisoners. Their sories, their testimony, will substantiate your
gatements. | shall inform Duncan of the facts. He will appear to give hisevidence aso."

As Jark watched The Shadow step to the moonlit roof, the old professor saw the outline of an autogyro.
A man was standing by the craft. It was Harry Vincent. Receiving an order from The Shadow, Harry
alded his chief aboard the ship; then followed.

Guided by Miles Crofton, daredevil aviator who served The Shadow, the autogyro throbbed loudly asit
rolled forward. Huge vertical blades bent to their task. The ship ascended asit reached the edge of the
roof. Ascending abruptly, the autogyro rose verticaly above the trees.

Professor Jark watched it in the moonlight. The old professor chortled. Then, as he listened, hiswhite
hair flowing in thewind, the inventor heard the fading ped of asinister mockery. Weird laughter reached
its crescendo, then ended amid the breezes of the night.

The Shadow had brought victory. Professor Jark had cackled in jubilance at the moment of battle's end.
Now, with all completed, The Shadow was proclaiming the achievement that had been hismission. The
Shadow had sounded histriumph laugh. THE END



