DEATH RIDESTHE SKYWAY

M axwell Grant

This page copyright © 2001 Blackmask Online.

http://mwww.blackmask.com

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

CHAPTER . SAN FRANCISCO NIGHT

CHAPTERII. FLIGHT IN THE FOG

CHAPTERIII. DEATH TRAVELSEAST

CHAPTER V. THE SHADOW SUBSTITUTES

CHAPTER V. DOUBLE-CROSSERS

CHAPTERVI. DEATH AT DAWN

CHAPTER VII. THE LONE CLUE

CHAPTERVIII. THE CLUE REMAINS

CHAPTER IX. THREE ARE SUMMONED

CHAPTER X. DEATH ON THE SKYWAY

CHAPTER XI. CARDONA SEEKSFACTS

CHAPTER XII. THEHALTED CHASE

CHAPTER XIlIl. CROOKS CONFER

CHAPTER XIV. THE DECISION

CHAPTER XV. A MIDNIGHT VIS TOR

CHAPTER XVI. THE NEXT NIGHT

CHAPTER XVII. CARDONA'STRAIL

CHAPTER XVIII. FIFTEEN MINUTES

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW SURROUNDED

CHAPTER XX.DOUBLE BATTLE

CHAPTER XXI. THE CAPTURE

CHAPTER XXII. THE FINAL TRIUMPH

CHAPTER XXIIl. THE SHADOW REWARDS

CHAPTER |I. SAN FRANCISCO NIGHT

"PAGING Mr. Crofton!"

A sguare-built young man cameto hisfeet as he heard the bell boy's call. Striding across the hotel 1obby,

he stopped the attendant and acknowledged the summons.

"Miles Crofton?" heinquired.

"Yes, dr," returned the bell hop. "Y ou're Mr. Crofton?”

Miles Crofton nodded as he passed the boy a quarter. The bell hop turned smartly about and indicated a

row of telephone booths past the clerk's desk. "Telephone call, sir. Booth four.”

Miles Crofton sauntered to the booth. Stopping there, he looked quickly about; then entered and
removed the recelver from the hook. He gave his name to the switchboard operator. A click from the

wire; aquiet voice gave ahdlo.
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"Miles Crofton spesking,” acknowledged the young man. "Y ou are cdling me?’

A pause. Then came asinister tone, awhisper that held astrange reverberation asit quivered through the
receiver at Crofton's ear:

"Report.”

The voice of The Shadow! An eerie tone that had caused grim men to fater; awhisper that was sinister,
even though it spoke but a single word. Miles Crofton's festures tightened, then relaxed with an
expression of relief.

"Cruisers ill near Hylap's," reported Crofton. "Tam Soak's watchersin the offing. No change since last
report.”

"Report received,” came The Shadow's whisper. "Ingtructionsto follow."

Crofton listened to the intonation that resumed. Steady words hissed through the receiver. Findly, The
Shadow's orders ended with a pause. Crofton acknowledged.

"Ingtructions recaived.”

Hanging up the receiver, the young man strode from the tel ephone booth. He headed for the door, gave a
last look at the lobby and continued on to the Street. There he started briskly aong the sidewalk, for the
distance of half ablock. He dowed his pace, coming at last to astandstill in front of a darkened opening
between two buildings.

Glancing back, Miles Crofton noted the marquee of the hotdl that he had just left. Above the projecting
roof was an eectric Sgn that flashed the name "Hotel Aldebaran.” Crofton grinned. He had not registered
at the Aldebaran; no one had followed him, from the [obby.

Raw, dank mist swept shroudlike about Crofton's shoulders. That fog was in from the Pecific; for this
was San Francisco. The open spot where Crofton stood held the ruined foundations of a building that
had never been rebuilt since the great fire. But off beyond, hazy through the swirl of seafog, wasthe
persistent orange glow from the lights of the modern metropolis.

From one spot, only afew blocks distant, came alower glare. That was Chinatown; and Miles Crofton's
view of those fog-gfted lights was areminder that time had come for action. For Miles Crofton, herein
San Francisco as an agent of The Shadow, had held important dealings with certain men who dwelt in the
quaint Oriental digtrict of the West Coast metropoalis.

A TAXICAB was coming down the street. Itslights blinked from the fog; itstires doshed dong the
moistened thoroughfare. Miles Crofton stepped to the curb and ddlivered ahearty hail. The driver pulled
up; the young man stepped aboard.

"Whereto?" queried the cabby.

"Cut over past Chinatown," returned Crofton, gruffly, "then head for Telegraph Hill. I'll tell you whereto
sop.”

The cab started. Miles Crofton settled back in the rear seat. Crofton had come to the city, weeks ago, at
The Shadow's order. He had been delegated to remain in San Francisco as the appointed agent of a
mysterious chief. The Shadow, ever vigilant againgt crime, had needed atrusted man to servein such

capacity.



Soon after hisarrival, Crofton had visited Tam Sook. This meeting had given him an important contact,
for Tam Sook was a crafty Celestiad whose knowledge of San Francisco covered amuch greater area
than the mere confines of Chinatown. Tam Sook was afriend of The Shadow; and he had promised to
keep Crofton posted. Tam Sook had lived up to the promise.

A few days ago, the Chinaman had sent word of shady characters - men who deserved suspicion,
athough they had managed to dodge the law. Stedlthy and dinking, they had chosen afoca point - a
resdence on the sde of anorthern hill.

Crofton had visited the terrain. He had seen signs of prowlers. He had learned that the house was the
residence of Seton Hylap, aretired financier. Y et he had guessed no reason for the presence of the
riffraff. Seton Hylap, though aman of influence, was not enormoudy wedthy. His home, though large,
was unpretentious.

Crofton had sent word to The Shadow. His chief had left New Y ork by air. Tam Sook, meanwhile, had
cooperated in measures of stedlth. Influentia in his own quarter, Tam Sook had supplied Chinese
watchers. Craftily, these men from Chinatown were maintaining an outer cordon, ready to act should evil
threaten the beleaguered residence.

The call that Crofton had so recently received was news that The Shadow had arrived at the San
Francisco airport. From now on, the period of vigil had ended. If something waswrong at Hylap's, the
time had cometo learn the details. The Shadow had delegated Miles Crofton to that duty.

His voice hoarse from the fog-thickened night, Crofton gave a gruff order to the taxi driver. The cab
changed course; it labored on asteep incline. The cabby shifted to second gear in order to make the
precipitous hill. Half ablock later, Crofton ordered him to stop. Alighting, The Shadow's agent paid the
driver and stepped from the cab.

IT was anideal night for duty. Crofton was wrapped in fog and darkness before he had gone a dozen
yards. Crofton was proceeding shiftily. He intended to pass two thin groups of watchers: The Chinamen
and theriffraff beyond.

Nothing disturbed hismisson. Crossing astreet a the middle of ablock, Miles Crofton came within the
massive gloom of an old stone residence. Lower windows were but dimly lighted; the upstairs part of the
building was entirely dark. Treading carefully as he reached aflight of broad stone steps, Crofton
ascended and huddled in the darkness close to the large front door. Fumbling in the dark, he found a
push button and pressed it. A bell tingled faintly within the house.

Footsteps sounded, barely audible. The door opened inward, but showed no light, for the vestibule was
darkened. Crofton saw the pallid face of aservant. Moving inward, he gave afriendly greeting that
caused the man to step back without refusal of admittance.

"Who - who areyou, sir?" queried the servant, hisface startled and apprehensive. "I - | had not been
informed that avistor was expected.”

"I've cometo see Mr. Hylap," responded Crofton easily, as he drew a card from his pocket. "A matter
of important business. My nameis Gwynn" - he tapped the card as he handed it to the servant - "and my
businessisred edtate. | have cometo see Mr. Hylap regarding the purchase of some property.”

The introduction was an gpt one. Crofton had learned that Hylap was burdened with too much real
edtate. Apparently the servant knew the same, for he nodded wisely and motioned the visitor to achair.

"| shall tell the master that you are here, Sir,” stated the servant.



CROFTON watched the servant waddle across the hallway, toward a door farther back and on the
other side. There the fellow stopped and rapped. A few moments passed; the door opened part way and
along, pesked face peered into the hall.

"Who isit, Sowbry?" questioned the man from within, hisvoice low, but nervous. "Some visitor to see
Mr. Hylap?"

"Yes, Mr. Danning," nodded the servant. "A gentleman named Gwynn, here to see the master about real
edate.”

"Impossible,” returned Danning, with a shake of hishead. "Mr. Hylap isresting. He does not want to be
disturbed.”

"This may beimportant,” protested Sowbry. "Only yesterday, Mr. Danning, | heard the master mention
that he wished to sell some property -"

"Eavesdropping, eh?' Danning's interruption was asnarl. He swung fully into the hdl. "I shal report you,
Sowbry. Asfor tonight, Mr. Hylap wants no visitors. As his secretary, | shal not alow -"

Thistimeit was Miles Crofton who offered interruption. He had risen from his chair; he was striding
forward as he spoke. His voice came gruffly.

"l have business here," interjected The Shadow's agent. "Since | have taken the trouble to come here, |
fed that it isup to Mr. Hylap to decide whether or not heintendsto see me. | have notimeto listen to
petty arguments. Isthat understood?”

Danning shifted into the hall, pulling the door shut behind him. The secretary’s nervous face showed
high-pitched excitement. Throwing out his arms, Danning blocked the path.

"You can't see Mr. Hylap," heinssted hoarsdly.

Crofton chuckled. He viewed the frail, long-limbed secretary and saw that the fellow was quivering with
consternation. Crofton turned abruptly toward Sowbry; considering the servant asan dly, he gave an
order.

"Come, Sowbry," suggested Crofton. ™Y ou have my card. Enter your master's study and announce me."
"| shall be pleased to do so, Sir," acknowledged the servant. "But Mr. Danning is blocking the way -"

Another servant had appeared as Sowbry faltered. Thisfellow looked brusque and businesdike; his
uniform indicated that he was a chauffeur, who had probably been in the kitchen when he had heard the
noise of the argument. The arrival stepped up beside Sowbry; from hisnod, his glare toward Danning,
Crofton knew that this second servant would also favor his cause.

"So Danning isthe obstacle, ishe?' queried Crofton. "Well, Sowbry, | don't think that he will persistin
keeping you from your duty. Not after | have reasoned with him."

CROFTON took astep toward the secretary. With awild cry, Danning leaped forward from the door,
thrusting hisarms at Crofton's throat, beginning an unwarranted attack before The Shadow's agent had
even threstened him.

Crofton swung aside to avoid Danning's leap. He thrust out a brawny hand and clapped it hard againgt
the secretary's shoulder, giving awide lunge with hisarm. Danning spun around helplesdy and sprawled
to thefloor like aman of Straw.



Unhurt, he whimpered and knelt cringing. Crofton gestured toward the door; Sowbry nodded solemnly
and placed his hand upon the knob.

A hysterica cry from Danning. With the servants, Crofton turned about. The three sood Sartled asthey
viewed the insane bulge of Danning's eyes. Their faces showed darm asthey caught the glimmer of a
revolver that the secretary had drawn.

Frenzied, Danning had become amenace. Still intent to keep visitors from Seton Hylap's study, he had
brought aweapon into play. He was ready to shoot; ready to kill, should any man attempt to step across
the threshold of the room he sought to guard.

CHAPTERII. FLIGHT IN THE FOG
"MOVE away!"

Danning fairly shrieked the words. Sowbry sidied along the wall; Crofton copied the action in the other
direction. Danning's glare fixed upon the chauffeur, now the most prominent of the trio whom he
covered.

"You, too, Durfee!" ordered the secretary. " Get back from that door! All of you keep away fromit! Far
awvay!"

The revolver wobbled dightly as Danning kept shifting it back and forth, making asemicircle that caused
him to turn hishead aswell.

Therevolver wastraveling with Danning's eyes. That was the fact that gave Crofton an opportunity.
Sowbry and Durfee were too darmed to act; but Miles Crofton had faced situations of this sort before.
His snewstightened; hewaited for half a second, then launched aspring.

Crofton'slegp was perfectly timed. It came at the instant when Danning's eyes had swung directly toward
Durfee, the farthest member of the trio. Danning did not hear the onrush; it was through nervousness that
he sensed it. Coming up from his crouch, the secretary tittered a cry and swung back toward Crofton.

DANNING wastoo late. The Shadow's agent was surging with full force. As Danning tried to aim his
gun, Crofton'sright hand crisscrossed and clutched the secretary's wrist. Danning's finger pressed the
trigger as hishand went up. The revolver barked while pointing toward the ceiling. A bullet crackled
deep into the plaster.

Danning's cry ended. Bowled backward, the secretary flattened to the floor. His head struck the
upholstered side of achair; the blow half ssunned him. Danning moaned as his fingersloosened. Crofton
snatched up the revolver just after it clattered to the floor.

Rising above Danning's huddled form, Crofton looked toward Durfee and Sowbry. Then, as agesture of
aliance, he extended the revolver to the chauffeur, who accepted it. That done, Crofton spoke briskly to
Sowhbry.

"Y ou may announce meto Mr. Hylap," stated Crofton. " And when you do so, Sowbry, you can explain
what has happened here.

"Indeed | shal, sir," returned Sowbry, waddling toward the door.

Crofton stepped forward as Sowbry opened the door. He saw the servant enter asmal, lighted study
room. Crofton followed to the threshold. He heard a puzzled gasp from Sowbry. The servant was
looking al about. Crofton did the same. Hisface, too, showed perplexity, far Seton Hylap was not in the



study.

"The - the master has gone!" exclaimed Sowbry. " Of course - of course he could have left whilel was
not about. But why did Danning say that he was here?!

Asif seeking an answer to his query, Sowbry stared past Crofton, toward the spot where Danning had
falen. A sharp cry was Sowbry's next utterance. Crofton wheeled about; so did Durfeein the hal. They
saw the reason for Sowbry'saarm.

Danning had shown recuperation; coming up from the floor, the treacherous secretary was again showing
fight. Fiercely, he was springing forward to snatch the revolver from Durfee's hand.

MILES CROFTON acted ingtinctively. He shot his own hand to his pocket and yanked out an automatic
that he had brought with him on thismission. Gun in figt, he sprang forward to intervene.

At that ingtant, the door from the vestibule burst open. Into the hallway, shoulder to shoulder, cameatrio
of huskieswho brandished big revolvers. These were the riffraff whom The Shadow's agent had avoided
when be came here. They had heard the bark of the gun.

Crofton stopped short, just outside the door of the study. With one arm, he hurled Sowbry back to
safety. Raising his gun, he shifted as he aimed point-blank for the invaders. Durfee had grappled with
Danning; the chauffeur would haveto take care of himsdlf.

Shots roared smultaneoudy. Wild bullets zipped the plaster of thewall beside Crofton's shoulder.
Leaping invaders were coming forward to overwhelm thislone enemy. Crofton's automatic spoke along
with therevolvers.

One of hisquick shots clipped a hoodlum's shoulder, for the invader staggered. But these three were not
al; there were others behind them. The next volley seemed dated to spdl Crofton's doom.

Then came amighty sound from the rear of thelong, gloomy hdl. It wasthe fierce cry of astrident mirth;
aproclamation of vengeance that made would-be killers swing with angry snarls. Backing that weird
taunt, blending with its echoes, issued the roars of new gunsin the fray. The Shadow had arrived.

Invaders sprawled, firing vainly asthey fell. Others dived for the doorway, flinging avay gunsin their mad
rush for safety. One alone perssted in wild shotstoward that evasive, barely visible form. Thisrogue was
closeto Crofton. With ajubilant cry, The Shadow's agent flung himself upon the fiendish raider.

Asthey sprawled, Crofton drove the gun's muzzle to the felow's skull. Half groggy, the thug came up for
more, still clutching hisrevolver. As Crofton gave agrab for the man'swrist, someone sprawled beside
him. It was Durfee, downed by Danning's choking clutch. Hard upon that came Danning himself, fear
forgotten in madness. The secretary was pouncing upon Crofton, hisfirst foe.

Crofton logt his grip upon the groggy thug'swrist. He and Danning rolled in amad grapple. A revolver
sounded a muffled bark as The Shadow sprang forward to enter the close-range combat. Danning
groaned and sank from Crofton's grasp. The groggy invader had shot hisown dly. But now hewas
rising, that thug, aming to get Crofton before The Shadow's agent could roll in against him.

An automatic blasted itsfind stroke. The Shadow's shot singed an inch above Danning's sagging body. It
found the form of the thug who had aimed for Crofton. That would-be murderer sprawled upon the floor
beside Danning's writhing, long-limbed shape.

Durfee had managed to crawl into the study. Sowbry dragged him farther and dammed the door.
Weaponless, these two men had found a place of safety, not redlizing that they needed it no longer. Into



the lull that followed came the muffled tones of Sowbry'sfrantic voice. The servant was caling the police
over the study telephone.

Eyes upward, Danning was coughing incoherent words. The Shadow was close beside the wounded
secretary. Burning eyes caught Danning's glassy gaze.

"Speck”

THE hissed word was a command. Danning's lips moved; they managed to g ect gasped words. Mortaly
wounded, the secretary gave the answer to the riddle of his master's absence.

"Mr. Hylap left," gulped Danning. "Left here - afew hours ago. Going - going East. Mountain Pecific -
new train - the Typhoon. He - he - was not followed. Going to - to -"

Strength was spent. Danning's lips twitched; his glazed eyes bulged. The Shadow had gripped the man's
shoulders; he could fed Danning's body sag. The thug's bullet had completed its unintended work.
Danning was dead.

From far out in the night came distant crackles of revolver fire. Heeing men of crime had encountered the
cordon of Chinese. Shots were being exchanged during flight in the fog.

From somewhere, asiren was ddivering itsfaint whine. Police were dready on their way. The Shadow's
gloved fist gripped Miles Crofton's shoulder. In obedience to his chief, the agent followed as The
Shadow led the way through this hallway where frustrated invaderslay silent beside Danning.

LATER, aplanetook off from the fog-filled airport. Miles Crofton was at the controls of the swift ship,
rising for high dtitude as he chose an eastward course. Visibility would be clear after the plane had
cleared the bay.

The Shadow was aboard, resting silent in the cockpit. He had ordered his agent to pilot the plane; for
Crofton was a skilled aviator, and The Shadow was fatigued from the flight that had brought him to the
Coast. Moreover, The Shadow had work ahead.

His plane was off to overtake the Typhoon, a swift streamlined limited train that had become the pride of
the Mountain Pacific Railroad. Through new flight in the fog, off to the clear atmosphere abovethe
Serras, The Shadow was on hisway to find Seton Hylap, the man in whose absence crime had struck.

CHAPTER I1l. DEATH TRAVELSEAST

FLOODLIGHTS bathed the airport at the little town of Falko. Located near the foothills of atowering
mountain range, this spot was of prime importance to transcontinental planes. Meeting place of air routes
and raillway, Falko served also as atransfer point for passengers.

Hours had passed since The Shadow had left San Francisco. Miles Crofton, steady at the controls, had
headed the ship for Falko, hoping to reach the tiny town before the swift streamlined train that was
traveling east on the tracks of the Mountain Peacific.

Crofton had amost reached his god; aready eyes from the ground were viewing the lights that twinkled
high above the flooded gleam of thelanding field.

The plane made arapid landing. Rolling aong the ground, it came almost to a stop, then whedled and
taxied toward a hangar. From the cockpit dropped atall passenger who held alight suitcase in one hand.
With the other, he waved ingtructionsto the pilot; then strode rapidly from the edge of the landing field,
heading across a blackened areatoward the lighted station, afew hundred yards away.



Thearrival wasjud in time to make connection. Already, agleaming headlight waswhizzing into view
from beyond acurve. Then, into the lights of the railway station glided the Typhoon, adithering,
snakelike shape of silvery metdl. The streamlined limited had arrived.

Sliding doors opened. Passengers dighted from low steps and tramped the station platform. All of them
were planning to take planes that were due later; most of them looked about to find the direction to the
airport. There was one, however, athick-set man in gray overcoat, who needed no instructions. Coat
collar turned up; chin wrapped in amuffler, thisindividual strode past the others from the train and paced
sraight toward the road that led to the landing field.

THE SHADOW wasjugt in timeto spy that muffled passenger. A moment later the fellow was gone, too
quickly for The Shadow to observe his muffled features.

Pausing on the platform, The Shadow glanced through darkness toward the airport. A smal plane was
visble, moving forward, in preparation for atake-off. It was obvioudy no commercia ship. Indtinctively,
The Shadow linked this private plane with the muffled man who had departed from the station.

"All aboard!"

The conductor of the Typhoon was giving thefinal call. Forced to immediate choice, The Shadow
delivered a soft, whispered laugh; then boarded the train. Doors did shut; the Typhoon glided from the
dation.

The Shadow gave no new evidence of curbed mirth as he walked into the club cafe that formed the
observation section of the Typhoon. He had recognized that the departing passenger might be aman who
needed watching; but he had gained no evidence that the muffled man was Seton Hylap. The Shadow's
best course wasto take the limited, particularly since he had left atrump card at Falko.

The trump was Miles Crofton. A skilled agent in The Shadow's service, Crofton would alow nothing to
dip hisnotice. Still a the airport, Crofton would observe any passenger who took off in a private ship;
hence The Shadow would receive alater report on the man whom he had seen.

The chances were till large in The Shadow's favor. Odds were that Seton Hylap had chosen to ride
farther east than Falko. The Typhoon was not due for another stop until it reached Ridgley, a station one
hundred and fifty miles east of Falko. All passengerswould still be aboard at the next stop.

The Shadow seated himself by awindow near the rear of the car. He rang for the porter and ordered
refreshments, then leaned back in his cushioned chair and smiled dightly as he stared at the blackness
beyond the shatter-proof window pane.

I'T waslong after midnight. Some passengers must have stayed up in order to leave thetrain at Falko; but
they were gone and all others had retired. Except for the porter, The Shadow was aonein thisrear unit
of the streamlined limited. His thoughts were concerned with thetime that lay ahead.

A conductor entered the club car. He spied the tall passenger whom the porter was serving and
approached to collect tickets. The Shadow produced awallet, extracted a stack of currency and paid his
fare from Falko to Chicago. The Pullman conductor arrived during the process; he prepared areceipt
and assigned the new passenger to lower Berth 4, Car 2.

The conductors took seets opposite The Shadow. They began to check off the tickets that they had
collected. Forgetting the passenger who was dining acrossthe aide, they entered into adiscussion that
concerned the very fact that The Shadow had noticed - the reduced speed of the Typhoon.



"Five hoursfrom Falko into Ridgley,” grumbled the railway conductor. " That's no better than the Eastern
Limited used to do dong this stretch of pike."

"Only one hundred and fifty miles," observed the Pullman conductor. "It ought to be clipped to two hours
flat. Thiswindjammer could doiit.”

"Not quite. The gradeswould dack usabit. But right at present it'sthe curves. We can't hit them at top

"When isthe road going to bank them heavier?'

"They can't touch that stretch over therise" the railroad man declared emphatically. "Not a chance of
changing it. The pikewaslaid for heavy hauls and that's how it will stay. Let's see” - therailroad
conductor paused to speculate - "forty-five milesto the K and R junction - that could be stepped up a
bit.

"But from the Junction into Ridgley, the freights have it tough enough asis. That traffic dill hasrights, even
though we're trying to compete with airplanes. Any monkeying with the curves would play hob with the
freights”

"How about picking anew right of way?'

"Couldn't be done. There's one bet, though." The railroad conductor leaned forward and spoke
confidentialy. ™Y ou know the old K and R, don't you? Cuts off from the junction, goes through Altamont
and terminates at Ridgley?' The Pullman conductor nodded.

"Well, there'sarumor about,”" stated the railroad conductor. "1 heard it for the first timewhen | wasin
Frisco yesterday. They say the Mountain Pacific islooking to buy up theK and R."

"Touseit for afreight line?"

"No, for passenger service. There's going to be fortunes made out of high speed trainslike thisone. If the
Mountain Pacific takes over theK and R, they'll rig it up for speed.”

"Andif they don't get theK and R?"

"They'll be out of luck competing with the other transcontinenta lines. Three hourslost isgoing to be
plenty bad, when every through pikeis running streamlined limiteds.”

THE railroad conductor gave his head another emphatic shake. He became slent as he counted through
astack of tickets. Suddenly he paused and examined one dip of pasteboard.

"Fellow getting off at the K and R Junction,” he remarked. "Let's check this one. Where did you locate
him?'

"Lower 8, Car 3," returned the Pullman conductor. "Charged him same fare asfor a berth into Ridgley.
No ratelisted for the K and R Junction.”

"It'snot aregular stop for any through train,” mused the railroad conductor, "but we've got an agreement
withthe K and R in case astop is called for. Funny how that bird knew about it. First time any passenger
ever reminded me about it."

"Maybe hewas an officid of theK and R?'

"He'd have been traveling on apassif hewas. No, gir, this chap was adraight fare. Hesaid K and R;



and there | was."
"Therésaloca pullsout ontheK and R, isn't there?!

"Y eah. To Altamont, where the power dam isunder construction. Like as not thisfellow is switching to
thelocal."

The conductor placed the ticket aside. He went on with his other details. Neither he nor the Pullman
conductor glanced acrossthe aide. The Shadow had completed hislight repast. Hewasrising silently,
leaving hisgrip by the sedt.

Walking forward, The Shadow passed the corner where the porter was dozing. He waked through the
short vestibule into the car ahead. Thisunit of the articulated train was the portion to which the Pullman
conductor had referred as"Car 3." The Shadow's unit was one ahead; but he did not continue on to Car
3.

Instead, he stopped at curtains that read: No. 8. This was the berth occupied by the passenger whom the
conductor had discussed - the man who was dueto leave thetrain at the K and R Junction.

The Shadow had learned much from the short conversation that he had overheard. He knew that the
occupant of this berth must be a man who had some unusua purpose. He could be no chance traveler,
for hewould not have caled for the stop required by alittle known regulation.

The Shadow had ddliberately passed by the muffled passenger who had aighted at Falko because he
had conjectured no reason for Seton Hylap leaving the limited there. Conversdly, The Shadow was
stopping at this berth because he had decided that Hylap might be its occupant.

The retired financier was closeto affairsin San Francisco. It was quite probable he had learned of aded
that concerned the K and R Railroad.

CAREFULLY, The Shadow spread the curtains. Beyond them, he encountered ametd barrier; the
berths of these streamlined trains were equipped with such doors for passengers who chose to use them.
The Shadow did one hand aong the barrier. He found adight space. The door was not fastened from
theinsde.

Smoothly, noisdesdy, The Shadow did the sted sheet open. His hand moved through the darkness; it
found aswitch beside the window. Covering thelittle bulb of the berth lamp, The Shadow pressed the
switch. His pam covered the glow; carefully, he moved hishand sdewise, to let light trickle into the
berth.

Keen eyeswere staring toward the man whom they saw lying in the berth. The glow increased as The
Shadow continued the motion of hishand. Then, with suddenness, The Shadow removed hishand
entirely.

The man in the berth was dead. The burning lamp reveded that fact in dl itshorror. Lying face upward,
his body half out from the blankets, the victim was staring toward the bottom of the berth above. The
dead man's eyes were bulging sightless; hislipswere twisted in an expression of agony.

The Shadow had seen such degath before. He knew what had caused it. The victim had been poisoned;
thekiller had taken no chancesin making sure of certain desth. The man had died amid fierce pangs that
had prevented him from making an outcry.

However the killer might have administered the dosg, it was evident that he had made no visit hereto
view his handiwork. That would have meant too great arisk; furthermore, two articles of clothing



indicated that no intruder had been here. These were coat and overcoat, both neatly hung on hangers,
carefully buttoned from top to bottom as the dead man had arranged them.

CALMLY, The Shadow searched the pockets of both coats, he found only a handkerchief, apack of
cigarettesand apair of gloves. Through the cloth of the dead man's suit he could feel the dight bulge of a
wallet. The Shadow unbuttoned the coat and removed the object; then unfolded it in the light that filled
the berth.

Through the cdlluloid front of a pocket in the wallet, The Shadow viewed a photograph that matched the
dead man'sface. An oldish countenance, wrinkled with lines, blunt-nosed and thin-haired. On the same
card was atypewritten name; beneeth it an identifying sgnature.

The Shadow's search had ended with a thwarted mission. Death had gained itsway before The Shadow.
Themanwho lay lifelessin Lower 8 was Seton Hylap!

CHAPTER IV. THE SHADOW SUBSTITUTES

THE SHADOW had completed a brief examination of Seton Hylagp's wallet. He then replaced the wal l et
and its contentsin the ins de pocket of the hanging coat.

Immediately after that action, The Shadow swung about to face the aide. His action wastimely; the
porter had appeared at the end of the car and was coming dong the aide. The Shadow's hand found the
diding door of the berth and drew it shut. Then, asthe limited lurched on a curve, he siwung about to face
the closed berth. The porter, arriving, saw stooped head and shoulders as The Shadow closed the
curtains. He mistook The Shadow for Hylap.

"Just coming to giveyou acal, suh," informed the porter, thinking that he was speaking to the occupant
of the berth. "We're due at the junction in 'bout twenty-five minutes. Ah'll get your suitcase, suh. Right
from under hesh where Ah placed it."

Asthe porter pulled asmall dress suitcase into view, The Shadow reached down to take it from his hand.
He spokein avoice that was dightly querulous, atone that might well havefitted an elderly traveler like
Seton Hylap.

"I'll carry the bag, porter,” informed The Shadow. "I intend to go back to the observation car. My
overcoat is back there and | have nothing to pack. Do not disturb this berth, however. | might decideto
return.”

With that, The Shadow thrust adollar bill into the hand of the rising porter. Turning about, he walked
toward the rear of the car, carrying Hylap's suitcase.

That role of Hylap had to be dropped, however, when The Shadow entered the club car. The
conductors were gill there; they would remember him as the passenger who came aboard a Falko.

Just insgdethe club car was alittle writing desk. The Shadow saw the attendant, dozing on the opposite
sde of the aide. He stowed Hylap's suitcase beneath the writing desk. That done, The Shadow
awakened the porter by jogging the fellow's shoulder.

"Another cup of coffee," ordered The Shadow, quietly. "Bring it back to my chair.”

FIVE minutes |ater, the conductors arose. As soon as the conductors were gone, The Shadow rang for
the porter and told the man to bring the suitcase that he had |eft beneath the writing table. The porter
obeyed, atrifle puzzled.



He had not recalled two bags coming aboard with this passenger. The porter found the bag, however,
and brought it to The Shadow. As soon as the attendant had |eft, The Shadow opened Hylap's suitcase.

Except for afew articles of clothing, the only item in Hylap's bag was atimetable of the K and R
Railway. The Shadow perused the pages of the schedule. He discovered that alocal was dueto leave
the K and R Junction about fifteen minutes after the Typhoon would arrive there. There was only one
station of consequence on itsroute. That was the town of Altamont, where the locd's run ended.

The time-table listed names of officids of the K and R Rallway. The president and generd manager was
Gifford Barbridge. His office address was Altamont. That town was obviousy headquartersfor the K
and R. That fitted with facts that The Shadow aready knew concerning the jerkwater linethat paradleled
the Mountain Pecific.

TheK and R Railway had but one present reason for existence. It served the town of Altamont, which
had become important because of a new power development. The K and R afforded transportation for
supplies and equipment that were required by the Altamont Power Company.

Seton Hylap had been on hisway to Altamont. He could not have intended avisit to the officids of the
Altamont Power Company, for they were located in Chicago and New Y ork. Obvioudy, his purpose
had been to meet someone who represented the K and R Railway, probably Gifford Barbridge.

Seton Hylap was dead, however. The Shadow had gained no clue as to how the deed had been done;
but he did have anidea of its purpose. The murderer of Seton Hylap had wanted to keep the financier
from meeting Gifford Barbridge in Altamont.

HY LAPS death, however, was not the only mystery. Tracing back, The Shadow found contradictionsin
the happenings at San Francisco. First Hylap's house had been surrounded by potentia killers; yet none
had attempted to stay Hylap's departure from his home. The combination was paradoxical.

Next was the case of Danning, Hylap's secretary. Danning had tried to keep Miles Crofton from entering
Hylap's study. On the face of it, that would have indicated Danning to be a protector of his master. But
Crofton's discovery of an empty room had proven that Danning had played a bluff.

Lagt, the actions of the crooks had shown that they were with Danning, not againgt him. The secretary's
degth had been an accident so far as the hoodlum raiders were concerned. The Shadow could see the
answer now. A weakling, the secretary had succumbed to bribery. Danning had let Seton Hylap travel
East to doom which the secretary knew his master would surely encounter.

With Hylap dead, The Shadow's present course was asingle one. Hylap was expected in Altamont. It
would be morning before the porter would discover Hylap's body. The law would ingtitute an
investigation in San Francisco; days would elapse before investigators would decide that the trail might
lead to Altamont.

Therein lay The Shadow's advantage. By arriving at Altamont as soon as possible, he could study
conditions there and gain an answer before the law was on itsway. Seton Hylap had intended to go to
Altamont; in the dead man's place would be a substitute, but an unexpected one. That substitute would
be The Shadow.

Minutes aone remained before the diesdl-powered limited would makeits stop at the K and R Junction,
the station where the conductors expected a single passenger to aight.

The Shadow's course was plain. Rising, he picked up his own satchdl; inits place he put the flat suitcase
that had belonged to Seton Hylap. Strolling past the unwatchful porter, The Shadow placed his own bag



by the outer door.

THE speed of the Typhoon began to dacken smoothly. The Shadow strolled back and again aroused the
porter. He remarked that he was getting off at the junction. The porter nodded; the conductor had told
him that a stop would be made there.

Lights blinked beyond the blackened window as the Typhoon glided to astop. The glimmers of a station
platform; the dull illumination of the depot itself; beyond thet the glare from the headlight of alocomotive
that was waiting on another track. The porter joined The Shadow. Sleepily, he did open the car door just
asthe Typhoon halted.

Picking up his bag, The Shadow brushed by the porter as the man stepped to the station platform. The
porter turned to look for luggage; then saw that the passenger was carrying agrip closeto hisbody. The
conductor then came back through Car 3, to learn from the porter of that car that the passenger from
Lower 8 wasin the club cafe.

Reaching the door that the club car attendant had opened, the conductor saw a hunched-up figure
sriding away from the train. He asked the deepy attendant if that was the passenger for the junction. The
reply was an affirmative. Swinging to the platform, the conductor waved to a brakeman who had stepped
from afront unit of thetrain.

Both clambered aboard. Doors did shut; the Typhoon did forward. Gathering speed, the streamlined
limited bent fantastically asit reached a curve. Seconds later, itsrear lights had twinkled out of sight. The
Shadow's ruse had worked completely. Individualy, conductor and porters had believed that the right
passenger had stepped from thetrain at the K and R Junction.

Had Seton Hylap been diveto leave the Typhoon, hisfirst act would have been to enter the station
waiting room and buy aticket for the K and R local. The Shadow, however, had no such intention. He
had stepped to a blackened spot beyond the baggage room; there darkness had swallowed him.

Depot loungers had come over to learn why the Typhoon had stopped; but the limited had |eft too soon
for them to make inquiry. None had seen the dighting passenger. Later, should investigation be made,
there would be a conflict of testimony.

Conductors and porters of the Typhoon would swear that a passenger had alighted. People at the station
would declare they had seen no one; furthermore, the crew of the K and R local would testify no stranger
had ridden into Altamont, the train being on the other side of the tracks.

Stooping in the darkness, The Shadow extracted blackened folds of cloth from his satchd. Gloves
encased his hands; then two fingers grasped automatics. Next, the bag itself flattened and spread out like
aknapsack. Then The Shadow affixed it to his back, and the satchel had become an untroublesome
burden.

GLIDING from darkness, The Shadow headed toward the K and R local, reached the second baggage
car, then followed it to the coupling. Rising upward, The Shadow huddled into afixed position between
the cars. No eye would discern that motionlessform.

Minutes passed. The conductor gave the cry of "All aboard!" Last to ascend the steps of the passenger
car, he pulled the bl cord. With bell clanging, the K and R locd started its run to Altamont. With it rode
an unseen passenger. The Shadow was heading forth to learn the cause of murder, his purpose to thwart
the schemes of crooks. But even now, while The Shadow was riding blind-baggage onthe K and R,
cross-purposes were still at work. New and insidious crime was in the making, beyond The Shadow's
reach!



CHAPTER V. DOUBLE-CROSSERS

MOUNTAIN blackness spangled with twinkling lights. Such was the town of Altamont as viewed from
the platform of the railroad station. Small though the place was, it seemed to maintain an dl-night vigil.
Dawn was not due for another hour; yet activity was apparent.

Men were on the station platform, huskies who were garbed in flannd shirts, with khaki trousers tucked
into the tops of high boots. They were clustered beneath aglow of light, exchanging jests, these early
workerswaiting for their shift.

A rugged-faced man stepped up to the platform. Firm-jawed and cold-eyed, he looked over the chatting
group. Better dressed than the other men, he appeared to be someone of authority. Hisarriva brought
respectful nods of greeting from the men.

"Hello, men," spoke the rugged newcomer. "Any report on Number Four?”'

"Running about ten minutes late, Mr. Barbridge," replied one of the men. " She ought to makeiit up,
though.”

Barbridge grunted. He produced a pipe and pouch. He stuffed tobacco into the pipe and dug some
matches from his pocket.

"Expecting anybody, Mr. Barbridge?' came apoliteinquiry.

"Maybe," returned Barbridge, eyeing the speaker coldly. "Why did you ask?"

"Thought maybe he could've comein by plane. There was a ship went over here about half an hour ago.”
"Didit makealanding?'

"Couldn't tell. It passed the brow of the hill up yonder, where the emergency field islocated. | couldn't
seeit after that.”

Barbridge lighted his pipe and puffed furioudy. He shrugged his shoulders; then spoke in a casud tone:

"If anyone asksfor me, tell him I'm in the temporary office. | expect some friends of mineto comeinon
Number Four."

THIS ingtruction given, Barbridge strode across the tracks and took to amuddy road that ran close to
therailway. His course carried him straight toward the blackened hillside that the man on the platform
had mentioned. Therails veered somewhat in the opposite direction. By the time that Barbridge had
covered aquarter mile, he was afull two hundred yards distant from the tracks.

Coming to adarkened building, Barbridge produced akey and fumbled for alock. He opened a door
and stepped into an empty room. He pressed alight switch to reved alittle office with shuttered
windows. Thefurniture conssted of adesk and haf adozen chairs.

Barbridge pressed another switch. A large incandescent glowed outside the crude frame building. The
rugged faced man stepped out to view the effect. The light above the door read:

KR
OFFICE

Stepping back into the office, Barbridge closed the door but did not bolt it. From off of the hillside,



directly behind the shack came amuffled blast, one that made the crude building quiver. Barbridge
grunted.

The night shift wasfinishing with a series of blasts before the day men came to work. A second roar of
muffled thunder sounded while Barbridge stood beside the window.

Ensuing silence; Barbridge closed the shutter. He turned as he heard an unexpected sound. It wasa
rapping at aside door of the temporary office building. Barbridge stroked his chin; then went to the door
and opened it. A muffled man cameinto view.

BARBRIDGE watched the arrival remove coat and muffler. Hefound himsdlf staring at avisitor whom
he did not recognize. The newcomer was thick-set; hisface formed the shape of asquare. Sdlow inthe
light, the man's features were not pleasant. The smile that he ddlivered reveded jutting, fanglike teeth.

"Wel?' queried Barbridge sharply. "Who are you? What do you want here?

"Dropped into seeyou," returned the stranger, his voice a smooth purr that did not fit his expression.
"You are Gifford Barbridge, aren't you? President and general manager of theK and R?"

"That'swho | am. But who are you? What do you want?"
"Y ou never heard of me before. My nameis Zullick. Foy Zullick. From the Eagt.”

Barbridge watched the fang-toothed man sit down in achair beside the desk. Zullick's grin persisted;
again the fellow spoke, as suavely as before.

"Saw thelight out front," he chuckled. "That'swhy | came around to the side door."

Barbridge, seating himsalf behind the desk, said, "But that doesn't answer my question. What's your
business here?’

"The same asthat of Seton Hylap."
Gifford Barbridge stared; hisbig fists clenched.

"Let'stak turkey," suggested Zullick. "First of dl, Barbridge, I'm going to state some factsthat | know.
After you've ligtened, you'll understand why I'm here."

"Go ahead," growled Barbridge.

"All right," agreed Zullick. "Herésthe Situation. Y ou're president and general manager of theK and R.
Up until ashort while ago, you had alemon on your hands and abad one. Thisjerkwater linewasin the
red, just about due to go under.

"Y ou had dough tied up in the K and R. Y ou knew the road needed something more than a stuffed-shirt
president who spent histime behind amahogany desk. That's why you came up here and made yourself
generd manager, to run thingsright.”

ZULLICK'Stone was not uncomplimentary. The man's smoothness had a note of persuasion; at the
sametime, Barbridge felt himsalf on guard. He sensed that this was a build-up.

"Y ou saw agood proposition,” continued Zullick, "and you grabbed it. A deal with the Altamont Power
Company to handle their business and to use their juiceto eectrify your line. Y ou landed a swell break
on the contract, too. But it meant laying new tracks, building sdings aong the hill. That called for cash.



"The Altamont Power loaned you the dough - half amillion - to be paid back in five ingalments, They let
you ride past the first payments; but the works is due, mighty soon.

"And your ralroad isin hock. If you don't come through with the whole amount on a specified date, you
lose your security. By your security | meantheK and R."

Zullick paused. Barbridge had unclenched hisfigts, he was drumming the top of the desk.

"The Mountain Pacific may want theK and R, purred Zullick. "If they do, they'll pay plenty. It might
mean five million dollars, clear, to you, Barbridge, provided you own theline.”

"Andif | don't?' demanded Barbridge. "What then?"

"They'll still pay. Not to you, but to the Altamont Power. What's more, they'll pay more than they'd pay
you, because the Altamont Power could hold out - for double the sum or more!™

"What isyour racket, Zullick?' Barbridge demanded.

"No racket," was the smooth reply. "Just a suggestion. An easy one, too. Let the works dide, Barbridge.
Let the Altamont Power get what they want. Nobody can blame you; it would look al right. Just forget
the stockholders of the K. and R; and pull in acool bonus of one million dollarsfor yourself.”

"Sothat'sit!" Barbridge cameto hisfeet; his glare was savage. "Y ou're the under-cover man for the
Altamont Power! | knew they werein on the dirty dedl that 1've been getting! Trouble with the workers;
mistakes that took daysto correct; anything, everything that caused delay and cost money! Zullick, I'll
giveyou my answer! I'll make no deal with the crooks you represent; and when | see them persondly, Il
givethem atype of settlement they don't expect!”

"Youll never find the men you want, Barbridge," Zullick assured, in his suave tone.

"It doesn't matter who they are,” chalenged Barbridge. "I've beaten them already. They will have their
half million before it's due. No one can stop me. No one - unless-"

BARBRIDGE paused abruptly. Hisface clouded as he noted Zullick's hard smile.

"Unless" supplied Zullick, "isagood word. In this case, it means you've won out unless your angd fals
to show up. You'rewaiting for him right now; Seton Hylap, duein on your jerkwater local. Well,
Barbridge, you'll have along wait for Hylap.

"Let metell you afew facts. Y ou wrote to Hylap and arranged aded with him. He wasto lend the half
million at interest, and with it aflock of loose shares of K and R stock. A big profit for Hylap when the
Mountain Pacific would be ready to buy up K and R.

"But Hylap had asecretary - afellow named Danning - who didn't mind telling me al he knew. | paid him
for theinformation; and | watched him at the same time. 1've been keeping a strong-arm squad around
Hylap's home for a couple of weeks.

"Danning did al that was required. Kept me posted on the details. Destroyed al the letters that you
wrote to Hylap. Danning did that right after Hylap left hishome this afternoon. My squad was posted to
let Hylap pass, but they Hill kept watch after he was gone.

"Danning was rather short on nerve, so | didn't take any chances. Y es, Barbridge, Seton Hylap |eft
aboard the Typhoon, intending to get off at the K and R Junction. But | was aboard the train with him."



"Y ou - you threatened him?" sammered Barbridge. "Made him go on, while you - while you took his
place?'

"Not exactly,” leered Zullick. "I Ieft the limited at Fako. | had aplanewalting; | flew in here. My shipis
gl up at the emergency landing field. No" - Zullick paused to ddliver aninsdious chuckle- "1 didn't have
to talk to Hylap, but | fixed him so helll never be around to arrange his ded with you. Therewon't be
anyone herein place of Hylap."

BARBRIDGE had cometo hisfeet. Hisface showed fierce understanding. His hands were gripping the
edge of the desk. He knew the significance of Zullick's cold-blooded statement. Barbridge's voicerosein
accusation.

"Y ou murdered Hylap!" denounced the railroad president. "I understand your innuendo. Hylap cannot
come here because hislife has been ended! By your hand! You -"

Barbridge stopped. Someone was knocking at the side door of the shack.
Zullick threw anervous glancein that direction, then rose to hisfeet. The door sivung open.

Barbridge never looked toward the door. Instead, he yanked open the drawer of his desk and jerked
forth arevolver. Pointing the .38 straight toward Zullick, the railroad president gave the command:

"Handsup!"

Zullick complied promptly. Thistime it was Barbridge who chuckled as he shot a glance toward the door
and saw the ungainly, hard-faced man who had entered. Still covering Zullick, the railroad president

spoke:

"Closethe door Findlay." Then asthe hard-faced man complied, Barbridge added to Zullick: "Thisisone
man you couldn't reach, Findlay, my specid supervisor. He's one of the loya workers who made your
ratsdig for their holes after | came on thejob in person.”

Still looking & Zullick, Barbridge paused; then spoke to Findlay.

"Thismanisamurderer,” informed Barbridge. "Heis going to pay the pendty for the crimethat he has
practicaly admitted. I'll watch him, Findlay, while you go out and spread the word. | want you to bring

Barbridge's sentence ended as a husky form hurtled hard upon the railroad president. The attacker was
Findlay, springing in while Barbridge's attention was centered on Zullick. A rough fist landed on
Barbridge'srugged jaw. The revolver clattered to the floor; Barbridge sprawled and tried vainly to rally
againg this attacker.

Then Zullick leaped forward. His pounce ended Barbridge's resistance. The two attackers subdued the
railroad president; then hoisted him, limp and overwhelmed, into the chair behind the desk.

Haf groggy, Barbridge opened his eyes, he was staring into the muzzle of his own revolver; the gun was
gripped in thefig of Findlay. Zullick wasleaning upon the front of the desk, asneer upon hisugly
countenance.

"Let me maketheintroduction,” jeered the crook. "This man's nameisn't Findlay. It's Ramsted - they call
him " Soup" Ramsted, because he knows plenty about blowing safes. He was just the fellow we wanted
here. A fellow with histaent could fit in with your blasting crew. Of course, you didn't wiseto hisracket.
Hisjob wasto work close to you. Soup Ramsted, our inside man."



Gifford Barbridge groaned groggily from his chair. Double-crossers had sprung their trap; and Barbridge
wasthevictim!

CHAPTER VI. DEATH AT DAWN
"KEEP him covered, Soup. I'm going through the desk."

Foy Zullick gave the order harshly. His suave purr was no longer evident. While " Soup™" kept Barbridge
at the gun point, Zullick started his search of the desk. He calmly fished out a stack of correspondence,
went through letters and discovered the ones he wanted.

"These aredl that Hylap wrote," sneered Zullick. "Danning dipped me the copies, so | know. Well, old
socks' - he leered at Barbridge - "here goes the evidence, right in my pocket.”

Barbridge was staring coldly, though bound. Zullick observed Barbridge's expression. The crook knew
that compromise was useless.

"Y ou've got yoursdf to blamefor this mess, Barbridge," informed Zullick.

The crook's tone was significant. It meant that desth could be hisonly verdict. Barbridge remained
unflinching.

"l wish therewas still an out for you," spoke Zullick, resuming his cultivated purr. "Not because | mind
croaking you, Barbridge, because | don't. But nobody's ever going to lay the Hylap job on me. | don't
leavetrails. Just the same; it's best to be safe. What do you say, Soup?'

Before the safe cracker could reply, a new sound reached the ears of the three men. It was the distant
whistle of alocomoative, blaring from beyond the bend. The K and R loca was approaching Altamont.

A sudden expression showed on Barbridge's face. It was haf-hope, half anxiety. Zullick spotted it; his
grin hardened.

"Sothat'sit," he said smoothly. ™Y ou il think that maybe I've been bluffing about Hylap? Wdll, I'm
going to give you abresk. I'll wait until that local pullsin. I'll let you seefor yoursdlf that Hylap doesn't
show up. Then maybe you won't be so independent. That offer of amillion bucks may look good enough
then to take."

Againthewhistle. Zullick leered wolfishly. Barbridge remained cold in expression; but Soup Ramsted
began to display anxiety.

"It'smighty closeto dawn, Foy," remarked the dynamiter. "The day shift's dueto go oninsde haf an
hour. Y ou're going to put usin abad spot. I've got some of the night crew all set the way you wanted
them. What's more, daylight ain't going to help us none."

"Well wait until the local comesin,” retorted Zullick, histone a sudden rasp. "Don't get jittery, Soup.
Barbridge knows the proposition. HEll have about three minutes to make up his mind, after he's sure that
Hylap hasn't come.”

BOASTFUL, hardened to crime, Zullick intended to show Barbridge that he had made no bluff
concerning Hylap. The crook's quirk seemed to strengthen his game; not balk it. Actualy, the delay was
atimely one - for Barbridge. Rescue was aboard that rattling local. A superfighter had neared his goal.
Hylap was not coming to the office of the K and R, but The Shadow was.

Chance, however, was due for a sudden change. Crooks had chosen their course; their intended victim



was the one who wasto dter it. Asthe stopping local blared for the final crossing, asurge of thoughts
drove Barbridge to desperate action.

A double murder! The thought was overwhelming to Barbridge. He pictured Hylap - bdieving him il
aive - waking into this very trap. He could fancy Zullick chuckling as he and Soup performed adouble
killing. Thoughts of his own danger had not inspired Barbridge to action; but hisimagination concerning
Hylap did.

WITH afierce cry, Barbridge launched himsdf forward, squarely upon Soup. Zullick snarled ashe
legped into intervene. Barbridge had caught Soup's wrist; the henchman was going down benegth his
drive. Then, as Zullick arrived to wrestle with the grapplers, amuffled report sounded from the floor.

Barbridge's body went limp in Zullick's grasp. The railroad president rolled upon his back. Soup, hisgun
still smoking, came up on hands and kneesto stare at the body. Zullick ddlivered atriumphant snarl.

"Y ou've croaked him, Soup,” rasped the crook. "Well, that ends the argument. He thought | was bluffing
about Hylap."

"Weren't you?' queried Soup, coming to hisfeet. "Say, Foy, | wasthinking that maybe -"

"You'reasgoofy as Barbridge," interrupted Zullick. "Sure | croaked Hylap. Dosed his coffee while he
was egting dinner on the limited. He's not coming here, but were going.”

"Surething," acknowledged Soup. "Wed better scram by that side door, Foy. Listen - I'm pulling out
with you. I've got it fixed so it won't look phony. I'm supposed to have left for another job."

"Y ou've got the pay-off fixed? Ready to cover this mess!”

Zullick nudged toward Barbridge's body as he spoke. Soup nodded. Zullick motioned toward the side
door. Together the murderers made their way from the shack. They ducked to the rear of the office
shack and scrambled up the deserted dope.

Thelocomotive of theloca was clanging itsbell asthetrain jolted dowly into the station. Faint dawn had
streaked the sky; the loungers at the depot were looking over the cars asthetrain rolled in. But they saw
no sign of anyone riding blind-baggage.

The Shadow had dropped from the train just after it had made thefina crossing. From his perch between
cars he had spied the light in front of the office shack.

AS he approached the front of the building, The Shadow could not see the door onthe side, dueto a
dight angle of his course. He had failed to witness the departure of Zullick and Ramsted. The Shadow
then reached the door through which murderers had departed.

The door was unlocked. The Shadow opened it and entered. He saw Barbridge's body immediately. He
stooped to examine the dead man's form. The Shadow could smell the pungent aromaof powder. One
bullet only had dain Gifford Barbridge. The shot had been fired only afew minutes before,

The half-opened drawers of the desk showed that the office had been rifled. The bolted front door was
proof that the killers had left by the side. Though he had arrived too late; The Shadow till had
opportunity to pick up thetrail of murderers.

He understood why Barbridge had been here; why the light was on at the front of the building. An
gppointment had been due with Hylap.



But as he studied Barbridge's dead body, The Shadow recognized that certain facts needed explanation.
The killers must have known that Hylap was dead; that no one was coming promptly to the office. They
had still possessed opportunity to cover up their crime, either by removing Barbridge's body or by
making the death look like suicide. Why had they failed to do s0?

The answer came in the form of sllence. The Shadow's mind had the precision of clockwork; as he
studied Barbridge's form he expected a sound which did not arrive. A new time blast was due from the
dope. None occurred.

To an ordinary investigator that might have meant smply that the night shift had ended its duty. But to The
Shadow, it meant more; he knew that slence and inactivity could often carry grim foreboding.

Without an instant's hesitation, The Shadow yanked open the front door of the shack. He legped out into
the light; with long, swift bounds he sorang away into the increasing glow of dawn. He had traveled afull
fifty yards before the catastrophe occurred.

A TERRIFIC roar shook the hillsde directly in back of the office shack. Accompanied by avolcanic
spew of flame, the thunderous roar hurled forth ahuge area of soil and rock directly above the doomed
building.

The Shadow flattened to the ground, dropped by the concussion. Staring upward, he saw the hillside
loosen its huge burden. A mammoth landdide deluged the office building, shattering the crude shack and
burying it beneath an enormous mass of earth.

Asthe echoes of the thunder ended, the shouts of men arose. The cries came from the station, where
glass had crackled from the windows of the standing train. Witnesses had viewed the havoc of what they
had taken for amisplaced, ill-timed blast. They were coming toward the spot on the run.

The Shadow arose, ungteadily. Histall figure was plain against the whitened mass of tumbled rock which
caught the direct rays of the rising sun. Shouts announced that he had been discovered. Mistaken
workers had instantly connected the presence of this phantom figure with the overwheming crash that
had buried Barbridge's office.

They knew that the railroad president must be dead. They thought that The Shadow was responsible.
Ready revolvers crackled asloyad men sought vengeance on the tall intruder who had appeared so
suddenly upon the ground.

Shots were wide; but The Shadow had no timeto tarry. Vengeful men were closing in; hisonly course
was to leave without attempt at explanation. Swinging across the space toward the railroad, The Shadow
brought forth automatics and opened areturn fire. Hisfirewas wide, for he had no quarrel with these
men.

A chugging sound caused The Shadow to turn. A tiny car was coming around the railroad bend. Three
track walkers were aboard the gasoline car, following the loca into Altamont. A whispered laugh
escaped The Shadow's lips as he whirled about and swung toward the crossing. He had found the means
of departure that he wanted.

Revolvers barked as new pursuit began. The Shadow sent back a brace of shots, purposely wide. The
gasoline car coasted to a stop. Its alarmed occupants were looking past the darkened ground over which
The Shadow sped. Their attention was centered upon the horde of pursuers who were coming toward
the tracks.

The Shadow swung up suddenly from alow embankment. He delivered afierce laugh of chalenge ashe



appeared upon the tracks before the dowing car.

As The Shadow bounded upon the end of the car, two men dived to the right of way, fearful of the
looming automaticsthat they saw in black-gloved figts.

The last man legped forward to put up afight. He encountered The Shadow; the cloaked arriva sent him
sprawling to the ground beside the tracks. Grasping alever, The Shadow put the car into reverse. Rising,
he delivered alast round of high shots over the heads of the running men who were nearing the tracks.

REVOLVERS crackled; spent bullets dug into the ties of the railroad track. The gasoline car wasrolling
away, the space increasing between The Shadow and those who had given chase. Aided by the
downgrade, the little car whizzed around the bend.

Past the bend, speeding through the dawn, The Shadow saw something that no others could arrivein
time to observe. From behind the brow of the hill, an airplane was rising from alow platesu.

Murderers were on their way. They had buried the evidence of crime. Crushed beneath the ruins of his
office, mangled beyond recognition, the body of Gifford Barbridge might never befound. If it should be
uncovered, the chances were that no one would learn that the president had been shot before the hillside
had tumbled down upon him.

An airplane had comein from the night. It had left at dawn. Itsarrival and departure were known to but
one: The Shadow. Murderers had covered their trail; temporarily they were free, while The Shadow was
sought asafugitive,

That stuation soon would change. His own dilemma ended, The Shadow would seek anew trail to some
lair that harbored men of crime. Alone, aboard the speeding track car, The Shadow ddlivered hisgrim
laugh of chdlengeto the villanswho had euded him.

CHAPTER VII. THE LONE CLUE

THIRTY -SIX hours had passed. It was early evening in Chicago. The Midwest metropolis lay glittering
with myriad lights, its mighty buildings undisturbed by chill winds that whistled inshore from wave-swept
Lake Michigan.

Viewed from the window of aroom in an antiquated hotel, the city seemed lacking in menace. Half a
dozen gtories below, an devated train was curving lazily asit sivung about the loop, the lights of each car
blinking off and on in dow succession asthey passed abresk in thethird rail.

Beyond were the gleaming headlamps of automobiles on Michigan Boulevard, toylike sparkles that
continued in ceasel ess procession. Even farther off were quivering glows that betokened vessels on the
blackness of the lake.

Y et to Miles Crofton, standing by the window, these sights were scarcely noticeable. The Shadow's
agent was tense, listening while he waited. Only four feet away was a closed door that connected with an
adjoining room. Beyond it, Crofton could hear some occupant moving abouit.

A buzz sounded from the side of Crofton's bed. Quickly, The Shadow's agent sprang across the room
and picked up the telephone. He had fixed the bell so it would not even give atifled ring.

His problem now was to keep his voice unheard. Crofton settled that by carrying the telephoneinto a
closet just beyond the bed. Closing the door after him, he spokein alow but steady tone.

A whisper answered. Eerie though it sounded; the words were plain. The Shadow was on the wire,



Crofton spoke tensely, his utterances but brief corroborations of facts which The Shadow apparently
aready knew. Conversation ended, Crofton hung up and stepped out into the room.

From a suitcase, The Shadow's agent produced an automatic. He thrust it into his coat pocket, flattened
the cloth so the gun did not show; then stepped to the door. Cautioudy, he emerged into the hall. His
own room number was 714; Crofton went to the entrance of 712.

There he stopped to listen again. A bell was ringing insde the room; a partly opened transom gave clarity
to the sound. Crofton heard someone move about; then the occupant of 712 began to speak in an
undertone.

"Hello..." Thevoice wasahit strained. " Sure thing, Finger... Yes, I'm al ready. Just been waiting to hear
from you... What's that? The car will be waiting for me? Good... Sure, I'm glad to save taxi fare...

"No, no, I'm not worrying any longer... Sure, | must have been goofy... Yeah, | saw the evening
newspapers... Sortta clear things up, don't they? All right, Finger... Sure. All I've got to doiscdll the
porter and check out after that... In about ten minutes - say fifteen.”

Crofton heard the receiver click. He placed his hand upon the knob of the door and gave adow turn.
The door was unlocked. Carefully, Crofton entered, hisright hand ready at his pocket. Just insde the
door, he stopped to observe the stooped form of a man who was strapping alarge suitcase.

Crofton closed the door just asthe fellow finished histask. He saw the man reach for the telephone, to
make hiscall for the porter. It was then that Crofton gave audible sgn of hisarriva, by reaching
backward and rapping the door with hisleft hand.

THE man whirled about, away from the telephone. Crofton saw a pae but well-featured face. He caught
the gleam of startled eyes. The occupant of 712 gave a hoarse gasp; then stood riveted. Crofton
advanced dowly toward him and spoke in an inquiring tone.

"Your nameis Jolles, isnt it?" questioned The Shadow's agent. "Newd | Jolles?"

The man hesitated; then nodded. Hisfistswere half clenched; they loosened suddenly as he saw
Crofton'sfingers dip into the right coat pocket beneath them. Jolles delivered another gasp.

"l - I haven't done anything,” he ssammered. "If - if youre adick, you don't want me. Honest -"
"Sit down," ordered Crofton.

Jolles complied. Hisfingers plucked nervoudy. Crofton stretched out hisleft hand and drew up achair.
He sat down opposite the nervous man.

"My nameis Crofton," he stated. "Miles Crofton. Don't worry; I'm not adick. Here - thiswill explain.”

He reached into a vest pocket and produced a card. He extended the pasteboard to Jolles, who studied
it, then looked relieved. The card was an airplane pilot's license.

"| flew aship out of Falko two nightsago," remarked Crofton, casudly. "the same night you were there. |
landed just before you took off. | learned who you were and found out later that you were in Chicago.
Thought I'd better look you up.”

Jolles began to twitch hislips. His restlessness had returned. He chose to listen, however, as Crofton
proceeded.



"A friend of minejust landed at the airport,” resumed Crofton. "I had left amessage there for him. He
caled me up; | made sure about something that 1'd looked into when | was out there. | cameto ask if
you were going out tonight.”

"Certainly | am," returned Jolles, trying to curb his nervousness.
"Inwhose ship?'

"The onel brought in here.

Crofton chuckled.

"That ship went out this afternoon,” declared The Shadow's agent. "Y ou're flying it no longer, Jolles.
What's more, you're not expected at the airport.”

"Why Finger told me," began Jollesin excitement that ended with a sudden correction. "A friend told me
that -

Jolles hesitated. Crofton was shaking his head; the gesture was emphatic. Jolles could not hel p but
believe the negation. He stared anxioudy toward hisinformarnt.

"Tel me about that trip from Falko," suggested Crofton. "Why did you make alanding near aplace
cdled Altamont? Come on, fellow, I'm here to help you out of atight jam.”

"Mindif | cal theairport first?"
"Not at al."

JAW s, with nervousness curbed, Jolles picked up the telephone. Crofton lighted a cigarette and sat
back in his chair while the aviator got the airport on the wire. In brief conversation, Jolles corroborated
Crofton's statement. He hung up the receiver and turned squarely to The Shadow's agent.

"You'reright, Crofton!" exclaimed Jolles. Then, in aworried tone: "This businesslooks bad. It'sworrying
me; because | was scheduled to fly down to Kansas City. Y ou look like afellow whoison thelevd,
Crofton. Tell me - what do you know about this Altamont business?*

"That'swhat 1've cometo ask you," grinned Crofton. "I saw you take off from Falko. Later, afriend of
mine reported seeing your ship take off at Altamont. He called me by long distance. I'm hereto find out
about that passenger who waswith you."

"He had nothing to do with that explosion at Altamont,” declared Jolles, nervoudy. "L ook at thisevening
newspaper. They're after afellow who made agetaway on agasolinerailroad car.”

"I know dl that, Jolles. | dso know that they are on the wrong trail. The man responsible for that
Altamont business was your passenger. What's more" - Crofton took the newspaper that Jolles had
picked up - "your passenger did thisjob. It wasn't any suicide; no mysterious person who left the
Typhoon at the K and R Junction figured in the desth of Seton Hylap. The murderer, Jolles, was the man
who joined you at Falko!™

Crofton was pointing to a photograph of Hylap. A newspaper story told of the financier's mysterious
death aboard the streamlined limited. Hylap's body had been discovered in the morning; the authorities
were investigating, but they had seen no apparent link between the death of Seton Hylap and that of
Barbridge.



Jolles gaped as he heard Crofton's denunciation. A ook of fear showed on the aviator's face. Crofton
observed it; he knew that histhrust had gone home. Jolleswould talk.

"Let'shear what you know," suggested Crofton.
JOL LES gulped and nodded. He had trouble finding his voice but finaly managed it.

"I've been flying private ships," explained the aviator. "Out of Chicago, mosily. Carried someretired
racketeers at different times. Fellows who thought they were big shotsin their day; some of them ill
have dough.

"Finger Lurbin was dong on onetrip. HE's atough egg who'sin wrong in New Y ork; but that doesn't
keep him from going back there. In fact, he's not in Chicago often. But he was here about aweek ago;
that's when he propositioned me.

"I wasto fly to Falko and stay there. | wasto get word when afriend of Finger's was coming through; to
pick thefelow up and follow hisingtructions. Finger assured me there was nothing phony about it; and
Finger wasn't aguy to argue with. Get me?"

Crofton nodded.

"I picked up the passenger in Falko, two nights ago,” resumed Jolles. "Couldn't see hisface; hewasdl
muffled up. Assoon as| took off, he shoved me anote, telling meto head for the emergency landing field
above Altamont. | did what he wanted; he left me there.

"I heard blasting on the hill while | waited for the fellow to come back. Last of dl, that big blast the
newspapers spoke about. Right after that, this passenger of mine showed up, another muffled man with
him. Thetwo came aboard, and | took off for Chicago.”

"And after you arrived here?' quizzed Crofton.

"They left me at thelocdl airport,” returned Jolles. "But Finger Lurbin was herewhen | arrived; he knew |
stopped here at the Coliseum Hotel. Told me to keep my trap shut, Finger did; | wasto fly to Kansas
City tonight.

"Reading the newspapers made me think there was nothing wrong after dl. | wasjust sarting down to
meet Finger, to go out in his car to the airport when you popped in on me."

"Itslucky | did, Jolles."
"Y ou mean -"

"Finger Lurbin hasyou dated for the spot. He wants to put you where you'll never have achanceto
qued.”

Jolles paed. He sank back in hischair, gulping. Miles Crofton picked up the telephone and cdled for the
porter. Calmly, he hoisted the bags that bel onged to Jolles and carried them to the hall.

The porter arrived dmost immediately; Crofton ordered him to get the bag in 714 and send all three
suitcases to the airport by taxi. He tendered the porter afive-dollar bill; then went back into 712. He
found Jolles dumped in his chair, head buried in hands.

"Buck up,” snapped Crofton. "Y ou've shot square, Jolles. I'm getting you out of the mess. Our bags have
gtarted out to the airport. Well head there in another cab. My ship'swaiting; well fly it to Frisco.”



"Wewill?' Jolleslooked up, hopefully. ™Y ou'll keep me out of sight, Crofton, so Finger won't get me?”

"Hell never know where you are," assured The Shadow's agent. "Come dong” - he clapped Jolles on the
back - "we're starting."

JOLLES arose and gripped Crofton's hand. The aviator started to speak; suddenly he gulped and tried
to point straight ahead. Miles Crofton wheeled about; then becamerigid. The door of 712 had opened,;
on the threshold stood three men, armed with revolvers.

The center of the trio was a glowering ruffian whose face showed mdice. Miles Crofton needed no word
of introduction to thisleader of theintruders. The man in the doorway was "Finger" Lurbin.

Wondering at the delay made by Newell Jolles, Finger had come to seek the man whom he had dated
for the pot. He had brought two tough thugs with him; atrio of killers, they were ready for business.

But instead of one potentid victim, they had found two. Finger Lurbin's leer was proof he knew that
Jolles had been talking. Finger Lurbin had a cure for that. He was ready to rub out Miles Crofton along
with Newd| Jolles.

CHAPTER VIII. THE CLUE REMAINS

"TRYIN' to stage arun-out, en?" snorted Finger Lurbin, in an ugly voice. "Thought maybe you was
pulling something likeit, Jolles, when you didn't show up out front. Who's this bozo with you?"

Finger gestured toward Crofton. Rigid, hands half up, The Shadow's agent made no reply. Jolles spoke
instead. Hisfearsredlized, the aviator could scarcely express himself.

"He - hisnameis Crofton,” sammered Jolles. "A - another pilot - friend of mine. Hesal right, Finger.
Just - just showed up to say hdllo. | wastaking to him - asking him to fly down to Kansas City with me

"Yeah?' Finger snarled the interruption. "Well, he's going where you're going, Jolles. And that's with us.
Savvy? Out by the stairway - for aride. Come on - both of you! Walk up herel™

Jolles advanced unsteadily. Crofton followed. Finger's two aids stepped back into the hall, till keeping
their revolversleveled, whilether chief shifted to the Sde, to let the intended victims pass.

Miles Crofton stared sourly at Finger as he edged by the fellow. He noted the hand that held the leveled
gun. Onefinger - thelittle one - was missing. That was probably the reason for Finger's nickname.

INWARDLY, Crofton was fuming. His past had been a checkered one; circumstances had forced himin
with brutes of Finger'silk. That period past, Crofton had become an agent of The Shadow, to do his part
in balking men of evil. Twice The Shadow's agent had been stopped from following atrail. Present
circumstances made it appear that thissingle clue - the mention of Finger Lurbin - would never reach The
Shadow.

That thought rankled Miles Crofton. As he and Jollesreached the hdl, hefelt awild desire for action.
Finger growled to the prisonersto face the stairway at the end of the corridor. They turned in that
direction while Finger's henchmen edged up to cover them. It was then that Crofton acted.

Straight ahead was blackness, the little-used stairway that descended to a spot secluded from the lobby
of the Hotel Coliseum. That was the route by which the killersintended to march their proposed victims.

That stairway offered a chance for escape, could aman reach it ahead of the ns. One could gain



the exit if another could momentarily handle Finger and the thugs. One man safe would mean aclue
preserved for The Shadow, who was aready on hisway in from the Chicago airport.

Jolles was the man who could run for it. Unarmed, aready terrorized, he would make abalt if he had the
chance. Crofton decided to give Jolles the opportunity, even though to do so would mean Crofton's own
immediate desth.

Crofton was astep ahead of Jolles; both were holding their arms upraised. With adight shift, Crofton
edged to theright, atriflein front of the aviator. He dropped hisright hand to his pocket, unseen by the
thugs behind. In an undertone he mumbled:

"Divefor the stairway! Quick!"

As he gave the mumbled command to Jolles, Crofton wheded about, yanking his automatic from his
pocket. He pumped shots as he turned, hoping by luck to down an adversary; as he ddlivered hiswild
bullets, he sorang squarely toward the two thugs who were coming up behind him.

SNARLED oaths were the rgoinder. Both of Finger's henchmen aimed for Crofton. One fired wild in his
hurry; then Crofton grappled with the second. Finger himsdlf came plunging from the room, bellowing an
order for quick murder.

Jolles had started for the stairway; then faltered. He had spread himsdlf againgt thewall, staring
open-eyed at the men by the door. The rowdy who had missed Crofton heard Finger's order, then saw
Jolles. With a harsh oath, the henchman turned and aimed at the helpless aviator.

At that ingtant, afierce chalenge came from the blackness of the stairway. A wild, outlandish laugh, it
riveted the aiming crook. Recognizing the cry as amenace, the thug forgot Jolles. Swinging toward the
stairway, he fired quick, random shots.

A roar from the stairway; a spitting tongue of flame from an autometic. After the burst came aweaving
figure cloaked in black, afighter who delivered another token of defiant mirth. The Shadow, arriving from
the airport, had chosen as means of entrance the very route that Finger had picked for exit.

The thug was sagging as The Shadow forged forward. Downed by the cloaked fighter's single shot, one
ruffian was out of thefray. His pa was il grappling with Miles Crofton; behind the pair was Finger
Lurbin, about to pitch in and finish Crofton.

But Finger knew The Shadow's laugh. He had heard of that fierce cry; he knew the menace of this
cloaked foe from darkness. Dropping back, Finger snarled vicioudy as he amed past the strugglers and
fired toward The Shadow. Hisfirst shot sizzled wide.

The Shadow replied with aquick shot. His bullet, too, wasinchesfromits mark. A shift made by Crofton
and the thug had disturbed The Shadow's aim. Oddly, neither Finger nor The Shadow could take a
pot-shot at that grappling pair. The thug's back was toward Finger; Crofton's toward The Shadow.

Finger ripped avolley of shots as The Shadow weaved acrossthe hall. All were wide and high;
moreover, in his effort to clip The Shadow, Finger had no chance to bag Jolles. The Shadow had swung
away from the spot where the aviator cowered.

Again an automatic spoke. Thistime, it was Finger's chance drop back that preserved hislife. The
Shadow had picked a space between the struggling men for aquick shot a Finger. Luck alone had
spoiled The Shadow's opportunity.

Finger dived farther back, against an eevator door. Furioudy, hefired the last two cartridgesthat his



revolver contained. Bullets flattened againgt the wall; The Shadow had aready driven forward, closer to
Crofton and the thug.

UP came an automatic, aming, its muzzle thrust toward Finger. Frantically, Lurbin clicked the trigger of
his emptied gun. The Shadow's fierce laugh formed amighty whisper that seemed to presagethekiller's
end. Then came a bresk that gave Finger amomentary respite.

Crofton and his antagonist lurched toward The Shadow. The thug pulled one hand free and jabbed the
muzzle of hisrevolver against Crofton's forehead. His own face bobbed suddenly past Crofton's
shoulder; The Shadow saw aleer of triumph.

A roar echoed through the hal. It did not come from the would-be murderer's gun; the ruffian failed to
pressthe revolver'strigger. The Shadow, changing aim, wasthere to beat the thug's shot. The thunderous
burst came from The Shadow's automatic; the flash that accompanied it was arrowlike in itsdirection
toward the thug's leering countenance.

Shot through the brain, the thwarted murderer toppled in Miles Crofton's grasp. The Shadow's agent
staggered free, to see his enemy sprawling on the floor, loaded revolver clattering from his usaless hand.

Y et the leader of the killerswas still due for luck. As The Shadow downed the thug, a clang sounded by
the spot where Finger stood. The elevator door jerked open; a dumb-faced operator stared into the hall.
Finger, haf leaning againgt the door, was dmost precipitated into the car.

The crook lost no opportunity. Jolting the astonished operator, he dammed the door shut just as The
Shadow opened fire with both automatics. Zimming bullets thudded the stedl barrier too late. Finger
Lurbin was on hisway below.

Within the elevator, the crook had jabbed his empty gun into the operator's ribs. The dumb fellow was
dropping the car in obedience. Once the lobby was reached, Finger would have afree road for adash to

siety.

UPin the saventh-floor hall, The Shadow stood with lowered automatics. He knew that Finger Lurbin
had made a get-away. There was no useto follow. Instead of taking up pursuit, The Shadow turned to
Miles Crofton. The agent spoke tersdly, telling what he had learned from Jolles, naming Finger Lurbin as
the aid of unknown killerswho had ridden with the aviator.

The Shadow whispered prompt instructions. Crofton understood. Swinging across the hall, he gripped
Jolles, who had dumped hdf to the floor, completely bewildered at sight of the fray. Jolles braced as
Crofton spoke. The Shadow saw the aviator nod; then both Crofton and Jolles scudded toward the
stairway that offered departure before the police arrived.

One thug was dead; he was the rat who had grappled with Crofton. The other was gasping from the
floor. The Shadow approached the man and stared into the ruffian's glazing eyes. Inacold, fierce
whisper, he spoke commanding words. The thug heard and tried to reply.

"Finger - Finger Lurbin,” gasped the dying killer. "He - he wasworking for - for -"

The thug coughed as he tried to gulp out the name of Foy Zullick. With a half-gasped groan, herolled
over on the floor, unable to complete his sentence. The second of Finger Lurbin's henchmen had paid the
price of evil.

One clue only had remained. Newell Jolles had told al that he knew; the aviator had named Finger
Lurbin, and the crook had shown up to corroborate the statement. Finger had escaped; he would have to



betrailed again, should The Shadow hope to gain afurther step to the identities of those men whose
names he had not yet learned: Foy Zullick and Soup Ramsted.

The Shadow's laugh was grim - awelird, whispered tone that quivered in that hal of doom. Rising from
beside the dead thug's body, the cloaked avenger turned and swept toward the stairway that Crofton and
Jolles had taken.

The Shadow, too, was on hisway. Crofton and Jolles were flying to San Francisco; The Shadow's
course would lead to New Y ork. That was the city from which Finger Lurbin had come; The Shadow
knew that cross-country crime must have been fostered in Manhattan. Eastward would be The Shadow's
route - eastward, on amission of grim vengeance.

CHAPTER IX. THREE ARE SUMMONED

AFTERNOON in Manhattan. A chubby-faced man was seated at a mahogany desk, staring morosely
from the window of a high situated office. This complacent individua was Rutledge Mann, prosperous
investment broker.

With Mann, business was aways good, even when the market was lethargic. For Rutledge Mann was
not dependent upon security sales as a sole means of income. He served also as secret representative of
The Shadow.

Proof of Mann's specid calling lay on the desk. Newspaper clippings, typewritten pages, mimeographed
stock reports, printed bulletins - these were Mann's present tools. Through their use, the investment
broker was seeking information for The Shadow.

Of dl personsin New Y ork, Rutledge Mann was best equipped to learn the facts that The Shadow
wanted. The Shadow had arrived in New Y ork this very morning; he had communicated with Mann and
had given theinvestment broker the task of gaining certain names: those of the chief stockholdersin
Altamont Power.

At theend of aday'swork, Mann found himsdlf balked. Already early lights were beginning to glimmer in
the windows of skyscrapers. Manhattan's sky line was becoming dim againgt the background of ahazy
horizon. Hisinvetigation finished, Mann had learned nothing,

Clippingstold a consecutive story. Fingering them, Mann studied the continuity. Thuggish raiders hed
attacked the home of Seton Hylap in San Francisco. Danning, Hylap's secretary, had died in the fray.
Seton Hylap, himsalf, had been found dead aboard the Typhoon.

Whether the financier had committed suicide or been murdered was still amystery to the law. No
evidence had been gained to tell how or when the poison had been administered.

There had been an explosion a Altamont. Gifford Barbridge, president of the K and R Railway, had
been avictim, presumably through accident. Posses were searching for a supposed dynamiter who had
outdistanced pursuers aboard agasolinerail car.

Last night, according to brief itemsin the newspapers, two toughs had participated inagun fightina
Chicago hotd. They had remained on thefield of battle while others had departed. The fray was classed
asachance gang feud.

Neither the law nor the newspapers had linked this caval cade of events. But Mann had learned - through
The Shadow - that the four episodes formed a sequence. Behind it lay an obvious plot to those who
recognized thelinks.



A plot had been fostered to gain control of the K and R Railway. With Barbridge's death following the
demise of Hylap, nothing could prevent the K and R from falling into the possession of Altamont Power.

Mann'stask had been to find the names of those who controlled the power company. That was the point
on which the investment broker had encountered a stone wall. The unlisted securities of the Altamont
Power Company had faded completely from the market. Mann had been caling brokersal day, offering
to purchase available shares. There had been none obtainable.

Mann shook his head as he turned on the desk light and studied alist of names. He was going through a
process of eimination, checking off persons whom brokerage firms had mentioned as possible
shareholders. The only truth that Mann had guessed was that certain wed thy men must have acquired a
corner on Altamont Power.

Unquestionably that unknown group held an abundance of proxies through straw men. But asto the
identities of the actual men concerned, Mann had no clue. Nor could he guess the number in the group.

WHILE Rutledge Mann was engaged in studying hislist, another New Y ork broker was also occupied
at adesk inalavish office. Shrewd-faced, wrinkled of foreheed, thisindividua was|ocated in thefiftieth
floor of askyscraper inthefinancid didtrict.

He was Hosea Selger, aman whose sharp sense of the security market had long been a source of envy
to his competitors. At present, however, Selger was not concerned about the stock market. He was
reading atelegram that had been delivered at his office. The telegram had come from Philadelphia. It
stated merdly that the required steamship reservations had been obtained.

Selger pressed abutton on his desk. A weary-faced man gppeared and stood waiting in the fashion of a
patient secretary. Selger looked up from the desk. He lifted the telegram so that the secretary could see
it.

"I am leaving for acruise, Widdop," stated the shrewd-faced broker. "The Elite Travel Bureau obtained
the accommodationsthat | required through their Philadephia office.”
"Yes, gr," acknowledged Widdop. "When do you intend to leave, Mr. Selger?!

"Tonight. My destination, Widdop, is unimportant. | shal be gonefor several days. | do not wish to be
annoyed by businessdetails, so | am keeping the name of the ship to mysdf.”

"Very wel, gr."

Selger smiled dryly as he tore up the telegram and tossed the fragmentsinto the wastebasket. Thiswas
not the first time that he had left on such atrip. Widdop was used to the procedure. The secretary,
however, had something elseto say.

"About Mr. Mann," stated Widdop. "He caled again, Sr. He wanted to make certain that we had no
record of purchaserswho might hold Altamont Power stock.”

"What did you tdll him, Widdop?' queried Selger, tetily.

"That | had made athorough search, Sir," replied the secretary. "That our files showed nothing concerning
the Altamont Power Company.”

"Quiteright," acknowledged Selger, rising from hisdesk. "I was positive that | was correct about the
matter, Widdop. | knew that your search would show nothing.”



Obtaining hat and coat, Hosea Selger bade the secretary good night. He stalked through alarge outer
office and reached the hall. There the shrewd-faced broker descended by elevator. When he arrived
upon the street, he walked eastward until he found asmall coupe, conveniently parked.

Entering the car, Selger started the motor and headed in the direction of the Holland Tunnd. He was
driving for adegtination on the other side of the Hudson River.

AT thetime of Hosea Selger's departure from the financia digtrict, another episode wastaking placein a
gloomy office of alarge uptown store. A stooped-shouldered, long-faced man was standing by alarge
desk reading atelegram that was Smilar to Selger's.

Thisindividua was James Dulkin, prosperous merchant who had goneinto semiretirement. The
management of Dulkin's store was in the hands of younger men; as president of the concern, Dulkin
found it necessary to be on hand only afew days each week.

Dulkin had finished reading the telegram from Philadelphia. A seated stenographer watched the merchant
tear the yelow sheet and toss the fragments into awastebasket. Dulkin smiled weerily.

"No answer, Miss Willis" announced Dulkin. "Thismerely meansthat | can leave for Horidatonight. |
wanted reservations at hotelsin various cities. They have been obtained; that meansthat | can arrange my
itinerary after | reach the South."

"Y ou areleaving tonight, Mr. Dulkin?" inquired the stenographer.

"Yes," nodded the merchant. "I have my Pullman reservations, and | shal go from here directly to the
dation.”

Dulkin donned hat and coat. He left the gloomy office and descended to the ground floor of the store.
Hislong face showed a troubled expression as he walked toward an outer door. The closing hour had
passed; the store was like a mausoleum. Dulkin did not brighten until he had reached the street. Even
then, the smile that he showed was indicative of forced effort.

Like Selger, Dulkin walked along the street. The merchant also stopped at aparked car; hisvehicle,
however, was amuch larger one than Selger's. It was along, heavily built coupe of expensive make.
Dulkin entered the car and drove southward. He, too, was heading for the vehicular tunnel beneath the
Hudson.

ABOUT thistime, athird episode was forming into action. It concerned atall, gray-haired man who was
reading atelegram as he stood by the window of a sumptuous living room. A Filipino vaet wasin
attendance.

The gray-haired man was Peter Widpath, aretired banker. His family was absent from New Y ork; he
was living done in the gpartment where he now stood. Finished with hisreading of the telegram, Widpath
tore up the paper and turned to the Filipino.

"Wdll, Jose," remarked the banker in atone that lacked enthusiasm, "my plans are completed. A
Philadelphiatravel agency has arranged my reservations e amountain hotel in Pennsylvania. | shal start
out tonight; you can remain here.”

"Areyou driving, Sr?" inquired Jose.

"Yes," returned Widpath. "Y ou may pack my luggage for aweek'strip. Then summon Burrett; have him
bring the sedan from the garage.”



"Burreit isgoing with you, Sr?'
"Yes. | prefer to have a chauffeur do the driving. Start packing, Jose."

The Filipino departed. Widpath plucked a panatelafrom a glass humidor; as he lighted the thin cigar his
eyes stared thoughtfully from the window. In methodical fashion, he reached to the table and picked up
the torn pieces of the telegram. He lighted the papers, watched them burn and finally dropped the flaming
fragmentsinto an ash tray.

Puffing his cigar as he sudied the burnt resdue of the telegram; Widpath continued hisreverie. His
meditation came to a sudden interruption when atelephone bell began to jangle. Widpath strolled over
and obtained the telephone.

"Hdllo..." The banker spoke ddiberatdly. "Mr. Mann? Rutledge Mann? The nameis not familiar.

"Ah, yes, | recdl you now... Rutledge Mann, who handles specidized investments. Yes, | remember. We
did business not long ago..."

Widpath paused. As he listened, hisface tightened. There was adistinct dignity to the banker'sthin
countenance; an expression that Widpath usually retained. On this occasion, tenseness caused a change;
but despite his strained expression, Widpath, spoke easily as usua when he madereply.

"l have heard of the stock.” Widpath gave an informative toneto hisvoice. "Y es, the Altamont Power
Company was recognized as sound. An excellent concern, so | wastold... No, | made no purchase, nor
do | know of any actua buyers... Western utilities frequently become specul ative no matter how soundly
the companies are formed.

"Y es, State control boards are the trouble. Once they begin to bear down, profits are clipped. Some of
the best companies prove hazardous... | see... Well, | wish you luck in supplying your customer. | would
suggest negotiation with brokerage houses on the Pacific Coadt... Yes, they are most likely to have
sharesavaildble...”

Widpath hung up. He strolled across to the window; there, he enjoyed asmile as he puffed his panatela.
Jose entered and put in acall for Burrett. Widpath walked to a hallway; there the Filipino helped him on
with hat and coat. Widpath left the apartment, Jose following him with two large suitcases

They were going down to meet the sedan when Burrett arrived with it.

IN his office, Rutledge Mann was making afind check-up of hislists Firdt, the names of brokers. From
thislist, Mann crossed out those which he felt sure could give him no facts regarding Altamont Power.
Among those which he eliminated was the name of Hosea Selger.

Next, thelist of individuas. James Dulkin did not appear thereon; but Peter Widpath did. Mann crossed
out severd names, among them Widpath's. He compiled anew list of remaining names;, then wrote out an
inked report and sedled it in an envelope. Darkness had settled over Manhattan. Lights were glowing
everywhere when Rutledge Mann reached Broadway. The investment broker was carrying his sealed
envelope; he was on hisway to Twenty-third Street, to drop it in aspecial door box from which The
Shadow collected such reports.

Tomorrow, Mann would begin where he had | eft off this afternoon. There were other namesto cdll, in
search for holders of Altamont Power stock. Mann's quest, however, was aready doomed to failure.
The investment broker had aready passed his only opportunities.

Hosea Selger - James Dulkin - Peter Widpath - these three aone could have told him who the hidden



stockholders were. Of the trio, Mann had tested the broker and the banker; he had not guessed that the
merchant might have belonged on thelist.

Mann had been bluffed by the two whom he had cdled. Though both Selger and Widpath had believed
that the investment man was actualy working for a customer; they had taken no chances. The pair had
covered themsdlves perfectly.

A trail had failed. While Mann speculated on the morrow, men who shared the secret of Altamont Power
were aready on their way to a hidden rendezvous there to discuss the fruits that could be plucked
through crime.

CHAPTER X. DEATH ON THE SKYWAY

HIGH hillslay black benesth the thickened midnight sky. Rising winds were whistling through swaying
tree tops, aslow-scudding clouds left trail s of whirling mist above the wooded dopes. Only the whine of
the gathering gale gave life to the desol ate stretches of the Watchung Mountains.

Though less than thirty milesfrom New Y ork, though flanked by large towns and skirted by express
highways, this double range of hills bore semblance to awilderness.

Termed mountains because of their steep and rugged aspect, the Watchungs form apair of separated
ridges through New Jersey. To north and south lie populated digtricts; but the valey between the twin
ranges has long formed a sparsdly settled region.

Railroads swing wide to avoid the Watchungs. The one good road between the ridges had but occasiona
connections with the outer highways. The stretches between, heavy dopes and thickened woods, are
reached only by rutted, rocky byways. In one such stretch of wildernessin miniature lay the focal point of
thismidnight scene,

Lightswere glimmering from the windows of aflatened building perched high upon amountainsde. The
place was an isolated lodge, supposedly vacant at thistime of the year. Completely surrounded by a
broad veranda, the building nestled againt the edge of aravine.,

Vigtorsentered it from alevel patch of clearing; but above one sde of the house rose the mountainside,
whilethelower side and rear of the building stood high above the ground, propped by twenty-foot

pilings
WITHIN the lodge, agroup of men were seated by afireplace. The living room was on the upper side of
the building; its windows were shuttered and barred, to avoid glimpses of entry from the dope above.

Thelightsthat did show were those of windows on the lower Sde and rear; tall, intervening trees
prevented sght of them fromthe valey.

Theliving room was comfortably furnished. The hearth was warm and inviting, thanksto the crackling
fire. The occupants, however, had little thought of their surroundings. They were engaged in serious,
low-toned discussion. There were three men seated. Hosea Selger, his shrewd lips set; James Dulkin, his
long face haggard; Peter Widpath, dignified and meditative. Two other men were present, standing.

One was Foy Zullick, his countenance showing its wolfish leer. The other was Soup Ramsted, whose
hard face wore a scowl. Apparently, Soup had just joined the group, for Zullick was spegkingto himin a
tone of explanation.

"It'stimefor you to listenin, Soup,” stated Zullick. "I've been beefing with these bozoslong enough. I'm



going to get down to tacks, with you on hand to hear. How's everything outside?"
"Right enough,” returned Soup. " The outfit's on-deck. Keeping watch like you ordered.”
"And this chauffeur who came with Widpath?

"He'sadeep in hisroom. Jake's on duty outside.”

Peter Widpath showed sudden interest at Soup's statement. The banker started to cometo hisfeet.
Zullick waved him down.

"Let medo thetalking,” purred the murderer. "I'm going over the facts that we've discussed. I've listened
to dl this batting back and forth; it's brought us nowhere. Let's see where we redly stand.

"Y ou felowswanted the K and R. Since you controlled Altamont Power, the raillroad was dated to be
yours, unless Barbridge raised the dough. That's why you put me on the job; why | sent Soup and his
crew to Altamont. To dow things up for Barbridge."

"That istrue," agreed Widpath, in dignified tone. "We suggested, Zullick, that you use discretion in your
actions”

"Which | did," inserted Zullick, smoothly, "until we got wind of it, through Soup, that Barbridge was
trying to get dough from Hylap. That'swhen | hopped to Frisco and fixed Danning. Y ou paid methe
doughto linethe guy up."

"To act asaninformant only," reminded Widpath, " Such were our ingructions, Zullick.”

"Your ingtructions, yes," retorted the wolf-faced killer, "but your purpose was to keep Hylap from
loaning dough to Barbridge. That waswhat | was out to stop. | did it."

"Through murder," objected Widpath, as spokesman for himself and his companions. "A terrible
procedure, Zullick."

"l bumped Hylap because it was the only way to stop him," inssted Zullick. "The only guy who could
have pinned it on me was Barbridge, after I'd talked to him. | thought amillion buck offer would shut him
up. It didn't.”

"He'sright,” agreed Soup. "We had to croak Barbridge, too. It wasthe only out."

"And Soup covered it,” grinned Zullick. "Hewas al st for the emergency when it hit. Nobody knows
who we were, not even that dumb flier, Jolles. We had him dated for the spot, too. He was lucky to get

away.
WIDPATH was on hisfeet. The banker began to storm indignantly.

"All this proves premeditation, Zullick!" accused Widpeath. "Wanton premeditation. Crime thought out
and arranged - crimewith which I, for one, deny al connection -"

"Trying to passthe buck?' snarled Zullick, his query showing the change of voice that he introduced
when angry. "Crawling out of it, are you? Sit down, Widpath. Let metell you what'swhat!" Then, asthe
banker subsided, he added to Selger and Dulkin: "This goesfor you two aswell.”

Soup had stepped forward to Zullick's support; Zullick waved his fellow murderer back. Resuming his
suave purr, he stated terms.



"Y ou're going through with thisdedl," he told the three men before him, "just like you planned. Those
office boys who pass as executives of the Altamont Power Company will get hold of the K and R just as

you expected.

"When the Mountain Pacific wantsto buy the line, those dummieswill haveto cal for ashareholders
vote. You've got thelists of proxies, Widpath. The straw men will do what they're told.

"Thethree of you will have your split; but before you divvy, | get my cut. Ten percent was what you
promised; but I'm counting on more than that. Just what belongs to me - the dough that you were ready
to pass over to Barbridge if hed played ball."

Zullick paused, expecting a protest. It came, from the logical man: Peter Widpath.

"QOutrageous, Zullick!" exclaimed the banker. "Our offer to Barbridge was alegitimate transaction. Y ou
are asking us to make payment for adeed of murder! You -"

"I'm getting what I'm asking for," interrupted Zullick, maintaining his smooth tone. "No more argumernt,
Widpath. Y ou three had expected to buy out Barbridge and till have millionsto split among you. |
finished Barbridge. I'm riding on histicket.

"But that's not dl. I'm not taking chances on any of you getting cold feet. No run-outs, get me? | was
working for the three of you; you're al staying in the game. Take alook at these papersthat I've fixed up
foryou."

ZULLICK produced three typewritten sheets from his pocket. He passed them out among the three
men, who stared at the unsigned statements. A gasp came from Dulkin, an oath from Selger. It was
Widpath who spoke.

"Y ou mean," demanded the banker, "that each of us must Sign astatement admitting respongbility for the
murders of Seton Hylap and Gifford Barbridge?'

| do," purred Zullick. "Those sheets are waiting for your monikers."
"And suppose we refuse?”

"You'l wait here until you decide to sign. Those long vacations you told people about will makeit just
right. You'ved| pulled that stdl every time you've come out here. Thistrip, I'm getting my innings.”

Widpeth glared indignantly.

"Y ou havetricked us, Zullick," he denounced. "Y ou led usto believe that Hylap and Barbridge were
victims of misadventure, not of murder. That fact a one brought us here -"

"And when you showed up,”" supplied Zullick, "I spilled thered lay. Wdll, that was shooting Sraight,
wasn't it? | wanted to see how you birdstook it. | thought you'd welsh and | was ready to handleit.

"We've got plenty of timeto St here. That K and R dedl won't ripen for amonth or more. Meanwhile,
Hylap and Barbridge will be forgotten - so far as we're concerned, anyway. I've got nice quarters here
for dl of you; and Soup has brought on his strong-arm workers. Y ou'll it tight, all of you, until you sgn

those papers.”

"I shall never sign,” stormed Widpath, risng. "Here, Zullick, take back your paper. | prefer to remain a
prisoner rather than acknowledge connection with thisdirty business!”



"Good enough,” smirked Zullick, receiving the statement. "I'll keep it for you, Widpath. Y ou'll change
your mind later. Meanwhile, I'm bunking you in the big room with your chauffeur. HEll stay here, too,
since he happened to come with you."

Widpath stood glaring, fists clenched. Zullick nodded to Soup; the lieutenant produced arevolver and
brandished it in threatening fashion. Widpath winced a the sght of the gun; Zullick extended the paper
with aquestioning glance. Widpath shook his head defiantly; Soup nudged the banker with the revolver
and forced him to the door of hisroom.

After bestowing Widpath in his temporary prison, Soup returned. He had pocketed the revolver;
nevertheless, both Dulkin and Selger looked restless. They could hear the pacing of men on the outer
verandas. They knew that armed ruffians were on duty. Escape would beimpossible.

"Wdl, Dulkin?' quizzed Zullick.

The long-faced merchant was quaking. He lacked the dignity that Widpath had maintained; nevertheless,
he showed courage as herdlied. There was decison in histone, despite the sammer that he could not
control.

"l - 1 cahnot sign,” announced Dulkin. "It would be - be afagty. | wasnot party - not at al aparty - to
the murdersthat you committed. No, | shall not sign.”

Lipstwitching, Dulkin passed the paper to Zullick. For amoment, the murderer showed signs of anger;
then his suavity returned. He shrugged his shoulders with a gesture of indifference; then motioned to
Soup. Thelieutenant brought out hisrevolver.

Nervoudy, Dulkin backed away as Soup forced him to a second room. On the threshold, he paused,
gasping, and Soup waited, expecting the merchant to change hismind. Again Dulkin ralied and shook his
head emphaticaly. Soup pushed him into the room, closed the door and returned.

"Wel?' queried Zullick. "What about it, Selger?”

THE broker smiled weekly; yet his expression showed his natural shrewdness. Bringing the paper into
the light of the table lamp, heread it carefully; then put a question.

"Why do you ask that | admit full responsibility?" he queried. "Dulkin and Widpath arein oniit, too. Why
arethey not named?"

"Their atements read the same asyours,” growled Zullick. "That covers them.”

"Granted," admitted Selger, after amoment's thought. "But what about yourself, Zullick?Y ou are not
named - nor are any of those who worked for you."

"Why should | be named!" purred Zullick. "Thethree of you hold the Altamont Power Company. I've got
to have something, don't 1? All I want ismy cut, after you've swung the dedl. If | hold your Statements,
sgned, | know you'l cash in with what you owe me.

"If I mentioned mysdlf in the statements, 1'd nullify them. After al, I did the bumping, didn't 1? Suppose
you gave methe go-by - wherewould | beif | threstened to make statements public, with those
gtatements pinning the jobs on me?

"What's more, 1'd be afool to ever use those statements against any of you unlessyou tried to
double-crossme. Y ou've dl got dibis covering the actua killings. You'd al name me- and I'd have to
takeit onthelam.



"Stands to reason, doesn't it, that when | get my dough I'll prefer to takelife easy? Why should | spring
any phony business after I'min amillion bucks?'

Selger smiled and nodded. His quams were ended. The avaricious gleam that appeared upon his shrewd
facewasamaich for Zullick'swolfish leer.

"We can't bring back Hylap and Barbridge," observed Selger, hisvoice apartid sneer. "They are dead;
and that fact does not dter the Situation so far as we are concerned. | am inclined to sign this document,
Zullick. I am caculating the effect that my signing would have on Dulkin and Widpeth."

"It would have plenty," assured Zullick, suavely. "Come on, Selger; sgn up. I'll show the paper to those
bozosin themorning.”

"You mean | shal be freeto go a once? Before they sign?
"Certainly. Provided you go straight back to New Y ork. I'll have to keep in touch with you."

AN evil chortle came from Sdger'slips. It was plain that he was willing to compromise with the
murderer, once Zullick had explained himself. The broker appeared to have none of the abhorrence that
both Widpath and Dulkin had evidenced. Drawing afountain pen from his pocket; Selger sgned the
paper and handed it to Zullick. The wolf-faced rogue turned to Soup Ramsted.

"How about Selger's car?' questioned Zullick. "Isit ready for him?'

"Surething, Foy," grinned Soup. "1 parked it for him when he camein. Herésthe key. The gasiskind of
low, | noticed, but there's a couple of gdlons, | guess.”

"All right, Selger," said Zullick, passing the key to the broker. "On your way. Don't fill the tank, though,
until you've gotten close to the Lincoln Highway. We don't want anybody to notice people who come
from up here."

"Very wdl," assured Sdger. "But what of Dulkin and Widpath?"

"Y ou'll hear from them soon enough. Don't worry about them. They'll Sgn. Nothing out here for them -
no newspapers, no radio, no telephone - they'll get itchy soon enough. Particularly after they seethis”

Heflourished Selger's sgned statement. The broker grinned; then shook hands, dmost with admiration at
Zullick's cleverness. Accompanied by Soup, Selger |eft by the front door. The two followed a path down
to the rocky road.

Selger's car was parked in aclearing. He entered it and turned on lights and ignition. Soup remarked
again that the gasoline was low. Selger nodded and drove away.

KNOWING theway out to theisolated lodge in the Watchung M ountains, Hosea Selger had no
difficulty in retracing his route along the valley road and over to the express highway. Half an hour after
his departure from the lodge, the broker drove benesth the bridge of the Lincoln Highway and came on
to the main artery that led into Manhattan.

He stopped at afilling station, cutting across the road to do so. Traffic waslight at thishour; Selger lost
very littletimein getting gasoline. Waiting until afew trucks rumbled past, he drove back on to the
highway and headed east.

He passed the turn by the Newark Airport; traveling at forty, he covered the few miles between that
point and the exit where trucks were forced to take the down-grade from the bridged highway. Bearing



right, Selger began the ascent of the great high-level viaduct. He was on the cel ebrated Pulaski Skyway,
swinging into New Y ork.

Glimmering lights of lower ground dwindled far beneeth. From afew miles ahead came the glare of
Manhattan, a man-made aureole against the mist of night. Sight of that distant radiance was pleasing to
the returning broker. His chuckle was a scheming tone as he drove hislight coupe under the
superstructure of the bridge that spanned the Passaic River.

A mile ahead lay the bridge across the Hackensack, twin of this great structure, with the dipping surface
of the Skyway between. High, concrete curbs, massiverails of stedl gave security to the sides of the
meatchless highway.

Glittering lights fought envel oping blackness. On this clouded night, the cars on the Skyway seemed
actually to beriding in the upper reaches of theair. Y et to Selger, at thewhed of his coupe, this stretch
of high-bridged boulevard seemed the least hazardous of any spot aong the route.

The speedometer clicked past athousand mark asthe car neared the midpoint of the one-mile stretch
between the bridges. Again, Selger chuckled, as he thought of the warmth awaiting in Manhattan, amuch
more comforting habitat than the chill of the wind-swept Watchungs.

Then, while the chuckle was ill on the broker's lips, catastrophe came with fell swiftness. The speeding
coupe gave a sudden jolt upward and forward. With that bounce, amighty blast resounded through the
night. A hugeflare of flameripped up in volcanic fury asthe rear of the coupe split with the explosion.

ASthe whed jolted from Selger's hands, the front of the car dived at a crazy angle; the whole rear
shattered; the radiator drove hard into therail, sted posts twisted; wheels jarred against them and went
rolling free. The bulk of the car, till hurtled by the impetus of that thunderous explosion, lopped off a
portion of therail and plunged, amass of flaming wreckage, toward the ground bel ow.

The sted structure of the Skyway scarcely quivered from the tremendous blast, but cars, approaching,
cameto quick hatsasthelr drivers applied screaming brakes. A cloud of smoke had come with the
explosion; it was settling, adingy pal, about the spot where the coupe had been.

Terrified observers stared, believing that they had withessed the crash of an airplane making aforced
landing on the Skyway. Then, asthe thick smoke faded, cars came into motion. Three vehicles arrived at
the spot; soon, swift motorcycleswhirled into view, ridden by patrolling troopers.

Wheds, fenders, fragments of glass and sted - these were the only relics of the crash that remained upon
the Skyway beside the twisted rail. Peering below, those on the viaduct could see the flattened bulk of
the coupe. A truck had stopped upon aroad below; from itstoylike front, pygmy men were dashing over
to view the wreck.

The burst of flames had died when they arrived; but those above could make them out by the fading
glare. Thetroopers saw the truckmen examining something that looked like a human form; then they
observed the men look up to beckon for assistance.

Hosea Selger had taken hislast ride. Firgt of the three men to sign Foy Zullick's required statement, the
broker had headed forth to doom. That object that the truckmen had found upon the ground was the
broken, mangled body of the coupe'sdriver.

Hosea Selger, inspired by avarice, had placed himsdlf on written record as a sponsor of crime. He had
hoped, thereby, to gain afortune; instead, he had merdly played into the hands of a supercrook. Plotters
had been through with Hosea Selger. Death had accompanied him aong that Skyway ride.



CHAPTER XI. CARDONA SEEKSFACTS
"EIGHT o'clock, Joe."

A brawny detective sergeant spoke the news from the doorway of an office. Acting Inspector Joe
Cardonalooked up from his headquarters desk. He folded some report sheets and arose.

"All right, Markham," acknowledged Cardona. "Ready to sart, are you?"

"Can't makeit, Joe. Just going out on specia duty. | came by to tell you. How about getting Casey to go
with you?"

"I'll go done. It won't take me long. I'm going out to Selger's homewhen | get back. But it don't look like
I'll find anything new out there."

"Y ou think this gasoline Sation fellow isthe best bet?"
"He may give me something. It'sworth achance, anyway."

Cardona paused to it down on the edge of the desk. Stocky of build, swarthy of countenance, the acting
inspector appeared to be aman of both purpose and action. Long known as the ace of New Y ork's
detectives, Cardonawas famous for his hunches. On this evening he intended to follow one.

"Here'sthe layout, Markham," explained the ace. "We know that Selger was supposed to have gone on
acruise. Booking passage from some Philadelphiatravel bureau that doesn't even exist. We got that by
quizzing his secretary.

"What we want to know is. Where was Selger and what it was about. He had his own car. It bore the
proper New Y ork license plates and he had hislicenses and all that. The explosion came from the back
of the car. It may have been the gasoline tank, but gas tanks don't just bust and blow up.”

Markham nodded wisely.

"That fellow Caulkens at the gas station,” resumed Cardona, "filled the tank. He remembered the car and
told the Jersey State police about it. They let it go at that; they had dready guessed that Selger camein
by the Lincoln Highway. Caulkens only told them what they aready knew.

"But I've been thinking it over. I'd like to talk to Caulkens and see if he remembers anything else. It'sall
dead at thisend; and even though it happened in Jersey, Selger wasaNew Y orker, coming home. That's
why I'm going out to see Caulkens. Since you can't comedong, I'll go done.”

"Why don't you take Burke?' questioned Markham, with adight grin. ™Y ou know - the Classc reporter.
Hewasin here while you were talking with me."

"Burkewasn't interested. Anyway, | don't want anewshawk tagging dong when I'm going over to
Jersey. | told the troopersI'd like to talk to Caulkens. They said to go ahead, but they might be sore if
they saw me bringing aNew Y ork reporter.”

Cardona gtrolled over toward the door; he and Markham walked together through the hall. Outside of
headquarters, they parted. Cardona climbed into his parked car and started histrip to New Jersey.

The ace had dismissed the matter of Clyde Burke. As Joe had stated to Markham, the reporter had
appeared disnterested at the time when Caulkens had been mentioned. That, however, was Ssmply proof
that Cardona's hunches were sometimes lacking. Clyde Burke had actually seen important possibilitiesin



Cardona's proposed trip to New Jersey.

For Clyde Burke was secretly an agent of The Shadow; Clyde'sred job for the present was the tracing
of information that concerned Hosea Selger. The Shadow had recognized that the broker could well have
had a connection with the Altamont Power Company, despite Rutledge Mann's contrary guess.

OUT on the Lincoln Highway, a car was stopping upon the wide-shouldered road on the near side of the
filling station that Hosea Selger had vidited the night before. Thefigure that aighted was not that of Joe
Cardona. Ingtead, it was a phantom shape that lingered close beside the trim coupe, out of the glare of

passing lights.

The Shadow had learned Cardona's plans from Burke. He had arrived ahead of the ace. His purpose,
however, was not to interview Caulkens. The Shadow intended to leave that to Cardona. His own plan
wasto listen in on the discussion; an easy task when one considered the terrain.

The highway here was built dong a stretch of meadow, with low embankment on each side. Thefilling
station occupied a square of ground that also stood above the lowland. Itslights fronted on the highway;
at therear of the space was the service station itsdlf, fringing upon the darkness of the meadow.

Fading away from his car, The Shadow descended the embankment and approached the rear of the
filling station. Arriving at the back of the house, he edged past the corner and peered through an opened
window. Away from the lights of automobiles, The Shadow had gained a perfect observation post.

He had not long to wait. A roadster rolled up and stopped by an obscure gasoline standard. A stocky
man dighted; in the light, The Shadow recognized the arrival as Joe Cardona. The New Y ork deuth
walked to the service station and met an attendant just within the door.

"Y our name Caulkens?' queried Cardona, loud enough for The Shadow to hear.
"Yeah," replied the attendant, briskly. "Anything | can do for you?"

"Let your pa out there attend to the customersfor aminute. | want to talk to you insde here. I'm
Inspector Cardona, from New Y ork."

"| talked to the Jersey police, ingpector -"

"I know that. I'm not here officidly. | just want to hear your whole story. My jobisto find out dl | can
about Selger. HewasaNew Y orker; and I'm trying to get aline on where he was last night.”

Caulkens nodded; then shrugged his shoulders.

"Wish | could help you," he gated. "All I know was that the guy was low on gas and sort of sore abot it.
Said heldd thought held had enough to get into New Y ork; but found he hadn't.”

"He didn't say where he had filled up last, did he?" quizzed Cardona.
CAULKENS shook his head.

"l thought maybe histank wasleaky," explained the attendant, "but | found it wasn't after | filled it.
Leastwise, it didn't seem to be."

"Wasit nicked or anything?'

"Y eah. In one end, high up. Looked like somebody had cut out a chunk of the tank, then patched it up.
But that couldn't have accounted for aleak, because it was at the top of the tank. Good repair job -



painted over; | got some of the paint on my fingerswhen | waslooking for ahole-"

Caulkens stopped. A man was rapping at the half-opened door of the service station. Hisface half
muffled, Caulkens could not make out the fellow's features. Nor could The Shadow, for the door
blocked his view through the window.

"What you want bud?' queried Caulkens.

"Out of gas," replied athick voice. "Fellow brought mein with him to get some. Only thingis, | may have
trouble startin' my old boat. Thought | could makeit worth whileif you'd come along with me."

"l don't think | can," returned Caulkens. "Two of us are supposed to be on duty right now. Anyway, |
can give you acouple of galonsand afunnd.”

With anod to Cardona, indicating that he would return immediately, Caulkenswalked out front. The car
that the man had come from was at the far end of the filling ation space, dmost on the edge of the
road.

Cardona gtrolled to the door and watched Caulkensfill atwo-gallon can for the stranger. The two
walked to the car; there the can was passed into the rear seat. Caulkens started to turn away. Cardona
saw the stranger speak to him; Caulkens apparently decided to get aboard.

Joe Cardonawas not the only observer of that scene. The Shadow had deserted his place by the
window; he had rounded the little house and was peering from the farther sde. From his position, he
could witness something that Cardonafailed to see. The Shadow had spied the reason why Caulkens
was stepping aboard the old touring car that was waiting.

The man who had spoken through the service station door had turned so that Joe Cardona could not
spot the glimmer in hishand. That glimmer was arevolver; with firm fit, the stranger had jammed the gun
againg Caulkens ribs. He was growling alow command for his victim to get aboard the car.

Caulkens had talked too much. His memory of arepaired gasoline tank was proving hisundoing. Menin
this cruising car had recognized Joe Cardona. They had rolled up to dea with Caulkens before the
innocent attendant could gain a chance to complete his descriptive remarks.

The Shadow edged forward from darkness. He was skirting the embankment, crouching low as he
neared the touring car. The man with the gun was pushing Caulkens aboard. A moment more and the
intended victim would bein thetoils of killers

I'T was then that The Shadow rose from darkness. With amighty spring, he shot forward into the light.
With one terrific swing, he sent the armed thug sprawling, before the rogue redlized that an attack had
come. With his other arm, The Shadow seized Caulkens and dragged him from the car.

Whirling about toward the darkness that he had |eft, The Shadow sent the rescued man spilling down the
embankment to a spot of safety. Completing histwist, he pulled two automatics from beneeth the folds of
his enveloping cloak.

Deayed action had terminated none too soon. The sprawled thug was coming to hisfeet, rasping a
command to those aboard the touring car. New revolvers flashed into view. Quick shots spat into the
darkness as snarling fighters sought to stop the attacker who had wrested avictim from their grasp.

In reply to those wide stabs of flame came the sudden boom of automatics. In answer to fierce snarls, the
armed thugs heard the strident tone of a mocking laugh. From darkness, The Shadow was ddlivering his
challenge to men of crime; histaunt was aweird tone that told those skullcaps who their foeman was.



From his vantage place bes de the highway, The Shadow had gained new opportunity. Once again, he
was dedling with hired assassins, minions of murder who had come from their lair to kill.

CHAPTER XII. THE HALTED CHASE

TO Joe Cardona, just outside the door of the service station, the blaze of shotswasasigna for action.
His attention momentarily misdirected, the ace detective had been startled at the sound of scuffling by the
touring car.

Joe had looked up just in time to see the sprawling form of the thug who had threstened Caulkens. He
had caught a glimpse of the filling station attendant toppling over the edge of the embankment.

For the moment, Cardona had not redized that The Shadow was present. Ingtinctively, Joe had yanked a
stub-nosed revolver from his pocket. The weapon was in Cardonas hand at the instant when shots
began to boom. Amid the bark of guns, the deuth heard the challenge of The Shadow's laugh.

Spurts of flame from the touring car were answered with jabs of fire from the edge of the embankment.
Cardona legped forward to lend The Shadow aid. One man saw him coming; that was the thug whom
The Shadow had flattened. The fellow was on hisfest, revolver ready.

Cardonaaimed for the standing crook. Hasty in hisfire, Joe sent two bulletswide. The thug blazed back;
Cardona dropped away as bulletswhistled past his ear. Stumbling over the concrete base of agasoline
standard, Joe lost hisfooting. Before the ace detective could arise, hislone antagonist amed

point-blank.

Sudden shots ripped from the edge of the embankment. Hot bullets from The Shadow's automatics
staggered the thug who sought to day Cardona. Coming up to one knee, the detective ddlivered two
quick shotsinto the toppling rowdy's body. Joe had found the range; but his bullets were unnecessary.

Cardonas blunder was due to cause misfortune. It had come hard upon the opening shots between The
Shadow and the occupants of the touring car. In that preliminary fire, The Shadow had sought to draw
the aim of his opponents; then to deceive them asto his own position.

He wanted to send crippling shots, amed at flashing revolvers, to wound these enemies and thereby hold
them for the law. For through these marauders could be learned facts concerning those higher up; facts
that The Shadow had been unable to gain from the dying underling in Chicago.

To save Cardona, The Shadow had diverted hisaim. That deed had ended the career of the would-be
killer who stood beside the touring car; but it gave amomentary respite to those who were il in the
automobile. The driver was quick to take advantage. He jammed the car in gear; the vehicle leaped
forward to the highway.

Traffic had stopped al dong. A clear path lay ahead for thwarted killers. Cardona saw the situation and
blazed wide shots at the departing car. The detective's effort was usaless. Only The Shadow could have
stopped that fleeing automobile. Swift in aim, sure with the trigger, The Shadow had that opportunity.

Y et the Shadow never fired after the departing car. He was facing toward Cardona as the thugs started
their getaway. To aim, The Shadow would have been forced to whed in darkness. Before he could
perform aswinging action, The Shadow saw an arriving menace; one that meant more than the flight of
defeated skullcaps.

JOE CARDONA was squardly in front of the service station, a conspicuous figure. Twenty feet beyond
the sdwart deuth was the other service station attendant; thisfellow waswisdly diving for thefar



embankment, getting into safety like that which Caulkens had obtained.

Still farther on, from amass of halted traffic, The Shadow saw a speeding touring car. It was the mate of
the one that had fled, an automobile manned by thugs. A cover-up squad was coming in to back up the

departing group.

Danger lurked in that approaching car. The men in the first machine had been picked merdly to take
Caulkensfor aride. Y€elow in the face of fire, they had sped away once their game was challenged.

But these newcomers would be shock troops, killers equipped for massacre. Directly in their path,
obliviousto the coming threat, stood Joe Cardona, finishing hisfutile fire toward the car that had fled.

A surging mass of blackness, The Shadow sprang forward from the embankment. With long, bounding
grides, he reached Cardona; with incredible swiftness, The Shadow hurled along, cloaked arm about
the startled detective's body. Unhalting in his stride, The Shadow swept on toward the farther
embankment, whirling Cardonawith him.

Shouts from the touring car asit swung in from the highway. A clatter, like that of ariveting machine,
accompanied by rapid jabs of flame, aimed too late for the two who were hurtling toward the
embankment. Cardona, carried away by The Shadow's swift sweep, redlized that he had been jerked
from the path of amachine gun.

Coming out from the direction of the city, the gunnersin the cover-up car had pointed their "typewriter”
at aforward angle, intending to blaze away asthey approached. The Shadow's quick endeavor had not
only beaten the opening clatter of the machine gun; it had carried Cardona away from the path of death.

Snarling gunners swung their weapons, hoping to loose adeuge of bullets back toward the embankment
which they had passed. Their effort wastoo late. Already, their would-be victims had reached the edge.
Hinging headlong, The Shadow and Joe Cardonawere rolling to the mushy soil below the embankment.

The machine gun clattered a usd ess rat-tat-tat; its bullets, aimed for the embankment, were Szzling high.
Some of the shots struck the gravelly edge and ricocheted; those bullets, too, went over the heads of The
Shadow and Cardona. The two had rolled apart; but both were lying low in darkness.

A growl camefrom the leader of those aboard the touring car. The voice wasthat of Soup Ramsted, in
the front seat beside the driver. The man at the whedl responded; he had gpplied the brakesto aid the
machine gunners, now he released them and gave the car the gas.

Soup's brawny fist shot out from the Side of the car. It bulged with a bulbous object that the driving paw
released. Asthetouring car cut back toward the highway, a blackened spheroid curved through the air
and struck between the gasoline standards.

A TERRIFC roar sounded; bursting flames rent the night as the bomb exploded. Soup had chucked a
pineapple in hope of producing havoc. He succeeded in that effort. The blast completely wrecked the
standards and penetrated to the tanks benegth. Like answering echoes came the muffled explosions of
stored gasoline.

A heavier blagt shivered upward. With it, the ground shook as the vacated service station was hoisted
into fragments. Flames roared upward as gallons of spattered gasoline produced a holocaust. Huge
flamesthrew their glare dong amile stretch of highway.

Joe Cardonatook to the meadow, fleeing from the scorching edge of the embankment. Beside him ran
the attendant who had dived for shelter. Over beyond was Caulkens, scrambling to hisfeet and getting



away across the softened ground. Long lines of automobiles had halted, dll far enough away for safety.

The dretch of highway in front of thefilling station was completely deserted; and luckily so. It was
covered with pools of spreading fuel that had ignited to form sheets of risng flame.

Up ahead, continuing its path from New Y ork, was the second touring car commanded by Soup
Ramsted. The stopping of traffic had given the crew an open path dong the right side of the highway. Joe
Cardonafumed as he clutched his usdessrevolver, while he sared at that speeding car ahaf amile

away.

Then, from the side of the highway, came the grind of astarting car. Joe Cardonastared as he saw a
coupe leap forward from the shoulder of the road, to cut in front of halted traffic. It was on the near Side
of the burning filling station; Cardona gasped in amazement as he saw the car dart forward toward the
flames.

The Shadow! He was taking up the chase. In that pursuit, he was risking death. The coupe sped forward
in glent second; it had attained a speed of forty miles an hour asit shot into the scorching sector of the
highway.

Broad pools of flaming gasoline seemed like living things as they flared up in challenge. The coupe drove
into the blaze; for amoment it was envel oped by afurnace of furiousfire. Then it emerged, still speeding,
beyond the roaring sheets of burning fudl. The Shadow had run the gantlet of the mighty conflagration. He
was on thetrail of evildoers, his objective that car that carried the second band of malefactors.

Devouring flames died down; the spattered fuel had been rapidly consumed. Still, thefire resembled a
living thing; itsflaring tongues might well have been acknowledging defeet in their effort to thwart The
Shadow's chase. Up ahead, the coupe was driving aong beneath the subsiding glare, cutting down the
space between The Shadow and the men whom he sought to stop.

IN high gear, hitting eighty-five miles an hour, The Shadow could see the car ahead. It had stayed on the
Lincoln Highway, doing close to seventy asit sped on past ranks of stopped cars. It was reaching a
place where traffic was gill moving in toward Manhattan, where vehicles were dowly piling into afarther
jam aong the road.

The Shadow saw the touring car swerve, skid at the Side of the road and resumeits course. A moment
later, he saw the reason for the action. A large truck had swung out from the opposite traffic; itsimpatient
driver had decided to passthe doubleline of cars.

The Shadow's speed had exceeded ninety. He was cutting down the space as the truck continued out
into the road, its driver thinking the way was cleared with the passage of the touring car. A cloaked
shape above the whedl, The Shadow held the coupe at top speed, counting upon the truck to press
toward the center of the road and alow him clearance.

But as the distance dwindled, The Shadow saw a sedan shoot out in front of the truck. Itsdriver, too,
had been struck with the idea of bucking traffic. The truck was lumbering down upon the sedan; the
driver of the car jammed his brakes. So did the truck driver, as he swung the whedl. The vehicles
sdeswiped with ajolting crash; both veered to a stop, blocking the road.

The Shadow gave the brakesto his coupe. The car swayed wildly as he dackened itsterrific speed. The
Shadow was hurtling down upon the locked vehicles. Another crash seemed imminent. To theright lay a
steep embankment, the shoulder offering space for nothing wider than amotorcycle. To the left wasthe
doubleline of cars bound toward Manhattan.



Just as his coupe was dmaost on the blockers, The Shadow saw opportunity. The inbound cars had
halted at sound of the crash between truck and sedan. A few ahead had been moving dowly; a
twelve-foot gap had widened in the doubleline.

The Shadow swung hard to theleft. Tireswhined as the coupe raised on itstwo right wheels. Releasing
the brake momentarily, The Shadow piloted the car through the opening, his speed cut to below thirty
miles an hour. Then, with aterrific pull of the whedl, he skidded right, to gain the far shoulder of the
road.

The embankment there was lower; moreover, the shoulder was not crowded by the widened bulk of a
crashed truck. Theright whedls of the coupe hung to the road, while the left tires pounded dong doping
ground. Controlling the coupe despite its crazy tilt, the indomitable driver brought the car to a safe stop.

Theleft rear tire had blown at the finish, taking thefina strain of the swift-twisting maneuver. Startled
inbound drivers were staring from behind their wheds. Traffic here had gapped aswel as up ahead. The
Shadow did not chooseto linger.

He started the coupe forward, dowly; then, reaching an opening, he pulled the edge-clinging car in from
the side of the road. Cutting between cars, he regained the outward traffic lanes.

The chase was off. The murderous vandas who had wrecked the filling station had gained afull two miles
through The Shadow's forced delay. With flattened tire, the coupe was uselessfor further pursuit. The
Shadow spied an obscure road that led off a hundred feet ahead. Filoting hislimping car dong the
outbound highway, he reached the turn and veered off to the right.

DARKNESS huddled over the jouncing coupe as The Shadow watched for a secluded space where he
could stop to change the tire and begin areturn trip to Manhattan. He knew that he would not be
troubled during his stay on thisisolated byway; excitement back on the highway would be concentrated
on the damaged truck and the half-wrecked sedan.

Circumstances had once again blocked The Shadow in his search for murderers. He knew that those
fiends of the road had come out from hiding at the order of an evil chief. Thetrail of crime had centered
near New Y ork, as The Shadow had expected.

Asin Chicago, the necessity of rescue had forced The Shadow to give enemies a chance to make their
get-away. Meanwhile, another well-planned murder had been accomplished. Like Seton Hylap and
Gifford Barbridge, Hosea Selger had been dain.

Last night's murder on the highway had brought The Shadow to this present quest. Balked in pursuit, he
was ready to seek new trails. For The Shadow could see further murder in the offing. To prevent new
crime, he must press hard upon his task.

CHAPTER XI1l1. CROOKS CONFER

TWENTY -FOUR hours had e gpsed since The Shadow's fight againgt the attackers of the filling Station.
New cloud banks scudded low above the Watchung Mountains. The whistling of outside winds made the
living room of Zullick's lodge aplace of desirable occupancy.

Foy Zullick was seated alone before the fire. Hiswolfish face was sour; his eyes showed an impatient
glitter asthey watched the crackle of sizzling logs within the fireplace. At odd moments, the murderer
glanced toward the outer door; then, at last, he paused to listen. He had caught the sound of footsteps on
the veranda.



The door opened. Soup Ramsted entered. The dynamiter doffed arain-soaked overcoat; he grinned as
he came over to enjoy the warmth of the fire. Zullick snorted angrily; Soup maintained hisgrin ashe
pulled anewspaper from his pocket.

"Lamp that,” suggested Soup. "All the latest news about last night. | was right, Foy. Nobody got on our
trail.”

"Maybe not," grumbled Zullick, as he scanned the headlines, "but it wasn't brains that pulled you out of a
tight one. It wasluck."

"Yeah? Well, if | hadn't have throwed that pinespple, the story might have been different. It wasthe only
out, Foy."

"You didn't get Caulkens, did you?"

"No. He dived out of sght too quick."

"Well, then, what was the use? Y ou only messed it worse by heaving the pineapple.”

"It covered the get-away, Foy."

Zullick shrugged his shoulders. He began to read the detailsin the newspapers. Soup put aquery:
"Where's Dulkin and Widpath?'

"In Dulkin'sroom," returned Zullick, "talking things over."

"About this?"

"No, you sap. Do you think I'd let them know what's been going on? They're talking about Selger.”
"They know he's dead?’

"Say, Soup, you are dumb.” Zullick folded up the newspaper and pitched it to atable. "All they know is
that Selger sgned the paper. 1've been grinding that into them, so'sthey'll weaken."

"And arethey?’
"Not yet. It'sjust aswdll to givethemtime."
ZULLICK arose and stalked to the door of Dulkin's room. He listened a few minutes; then returned.

"Y ou've muffed things, Soup," declared Zullick, reverting to the theme of last night's attack. " Just because
it'sblowing over isno reason to think you pulled asmooth job. Look at it thisway. First there was
Hylap. | croaked him so neat that they aren't sure yet it wasn't suicide.”

"Yeah?' queried Soup. "What about Danning? Things went haywire there, didn't they?*

"No. It was astrong-arm job. The crew wasto have snatched Danning in a pinch; instead, they must
have bumped him by accident. Anyway, Danning isn't around to squawk. Now take it with Barbridge.
Y ou fixed things good there, Soup. That exploson wasarea pay-off. We rubbed out the guy we
wanted; we covered it."

"What about Chicago? Finger Lurbin muffed that job of his, didn't he?'

"Y eah. He should have gotten Jolles; but he didn't. Anyway, Jolles has scrammed and won't show his



nose. If he does; it'll be tough for him.”

"Seemslike you're gtretching things, Foy, when you figure | pulled amuff last night. | didn't do no worse
than others did in Frisco and Chicago -"

"Y ou don't seethe difference yet? Well, I'll makeit clear to you. Firgt off, Selger was handled right. |
figured held bethefirst to sign up. That'swhy | had you drain his gastank and cut it open. That wasa
good stunt of yours, planting the phosphorous capsule.”

"Glad you're giving me credit for something, Foy. | knew it would work. After | soldered up the tank, the
capsule was stuck up there near the top. It wouldn't work until the gas came up close to the patch. That's
why | only put a couple of gallonsback inthe car.”

"Y eah, the capsule melted nice enough after Selger filled up on gas. The phosphorous mixture got
working at the right spot, too - between those big bridges, An explosion in afull gastank doesthetrick,
with alight car like Selger's. But were getting away from the point.”

ZULLICK eyed Soup steadily; then picked up the newspaper and glanced at it for amoment. He shook
his head and resumed:

"We heard that the guy at the filling station remembered Selger," stated Zullick. "We knew which bozo it
was - Caulkens - and there was a chance that Selger might have said something to him. That'swhy |
staged last night's job. Jake to pull in and invite Caulkensfor aride. Y ou to cover up just in case you
were needed.

"Jakeflivved. Of dl timesto pull into that joint, he picked the worst - when Joe Cardona was there. Joe
plugged him and the bunch with him used their noodle when they forgot Caulkens and travel ed.

"Then you came dong. First you try to chop down Cardona; then you heave a pinegpple, with no chance
of getting either Joe or Caulkens. Then you come blowing in hereto tell medl about it.”

"Nobody tailed us, Foy," inssted Soup. "We didn't use the regular road, neither. We must have rode
over half of Jersey before we blew in here. Then you told usto scram.”

"Sure - to that Trenton hide-out. | said to let it cool for twenty-four hours. Well, it looks like we've had a
break. This newspaper says that Caulkens thinks Selger's gas tank was tampered with; but he don't
know where Selger was coming from.”

Zullick sat down. His scowling face looked somewhat relieved. Thistime it was Soup who showed signs
of anxiety.

"I brought the crew in with me," remarked the pineapple thrower. "L eft Jake's outfit up in Trenton. I've
been talking with ‘em, though. They've wised me up to something.”

"What's that?' demanded Zullick.

"Who it was that queered the job," returned Soup, "and from what | saw of Joe Cardonawhen he was
diving for that bank, | think they'reright."

"Y ou mean somebody was helping out?"
"Sure. The Shadow!™

ZULLICK swung about; hisfanglike teeth were set. The murderer's breath came with aharsh hiss,



followed by a sharp oath.

"It was The Shadow who started it," assured Soup. "He snatched Caulkens away from Jake. It was him
that plugged Jake afterward, not Cardona. He grabbed Joe and hauled him to the bank when | was
coming up. | didn't think much abouit it then; but afterward, | -"

"Never mind, Soup. You'reright. It fitsin with what Finger wrote me, to the Trenton hide-out. It was The
Shadow, he thinks, who pulled Jolles out of that jam in Chi."

"Say - maybe he was the bird the newspapers talked about at Altamont - the guy that beet it on arall car

"Y eah - and he could have figured at Frisco, too, Soup. Well, with The Shadow iniit, the lay looks bad.
Mighty bad, if hesbeeninit dl adong."

"How's he going to spot thisjoint up here?

"How?" Zullick snorted. "Say - if The Shadow hit Frisco, Altamont, Chi, then New Y ork right on our
hedls, theré's no telling how close helll be within acouple of days. Look here." Zullick snatched up the
newspaper. "Read this about a daring motorist running through thet fire! Who do you think it was?"

"The Shadow?"
"Sure. He was after your buggy.”
"But hedidn't catch us”

"No - if he had, maybe you wouldn't be here. I'll tell you why you outdistanced him. He was blocked by
that smash on the highway that's mentioned right here.”

Zullick pointed to a paragraph; then scowled and tossed the newspaper back on the table. He produced
acigarette, lighted it and puffed nervoudy while Soup watched. Whining winds whooed weirdly from the
mountainsde. They seemed to portend disaster, even to such an unimaginative brute as Soup Ramsted.
The dynamiter began to evidence nervousness.

THEN Zullick spoke. The wolfish crook had regained his sang-froid. His nervousness ended, Zullick was
resuming his smooth purr, the tone that gave confidence to the rogues who served him.

"It meansasmooth job, that'sal,” assured Zullick. "Different from any wevetried before; yet near
enough to make The Shadow hook it up with what's happened previous. A job with anew trail, leading
away from here.

"What's more, the sooner we pull it the better. Maybe not too soon; but at the first opportunity. It's got to
be timed right on schedule. Well, that'sthe way well handleit. Kegp them guessing.”

"If you're getting rid of Dulkin and Widpath," suggested Soup, "why don't you croak ‘em here and be
done with it? Of course, you'd have to get ‘em both to sign at once.”

Zullick eyed Soup coldly; then repressed atoothy smile. He followed with a smooth-toned objection.

"Firg of dl," he stated, "they both won't Sgn. Not together. Dulkin will be the first to weaken. Hell go
out of herelike Sdlger. After that, | can handle Widpath differently.”

"That'sright," admitted Soup. "Y ou've got the chauffeur, too, to think about. But if you rubbed 'em al out
here-"



"If any crimeis done here, it would mean acover-up. With The Shadow init, that's bad stuff. He's
smeared the cover-up jobs three times now. That's something I'm not forgetting.”

Zullick sat down before thefire. He pulled a sheet of paper from his pocket and began to make notations
with a pencil. He nodded to himsdlf; then spoke to Soup.

"WEell be hearing from Dulkin and Widpath soon," assured Zullick, smoathly. "They'll be finished with
their confab. Then well know what's what. Meanwhile, don't disturb me. I've got an ideathat'll beat The
Shadow and keep him off us afterward. I'm doping it out right now."

Soup nodded. He picked up the newspaper and began to read the sporting page. Zullick continued his
cd culations, marking the sheet with diagrams as he proceeded. The fire flickered intermittently aswailing
winds drove fierce gusts down the chimney.

As minutes passed, Foy Zullick's grin increased. It became an evil leer; the crook's lips ddlivered
subdued chuckles.

In his mapping of new murder, thiskiller was developing a scheme which he believed would outmatch the
offsetting prowess of The Shadow.

CHAPTER X1V. THE DECISION

WHILE FOY Zullick was completing plansfor crime, two men who figured in his caculaions were
engaged in conference. James Dulkin and Peter Widpath, companionsin plight, were seated in the chill of
Dulkin'sroom. Outside they could hear the muffled pacing of aguard on the veranda.

"Weve heard nothing from Selger," Dulkin was declaring. Wearing overcoat and muffler to offset the
chill, the merchant was huddled pitifully in his chair. "Nothing from Sdger, Widpath. | had thought surely
that hewould aid us"

"Hardly," returned Widpath. The banker's tone was cam. "Do not forget that Selger has signed an
incriminating document. Heis now in an unenviable position - one from which he can make no thrust
againg Zullick."

"No worse a position than the one we occupy,” affirmed Dulkin, in amiserable tone. "L ook at us,
Widpath. We are prisoners, half frozen, likely to be sarved.”

Widpath smiled. He, too, was wearing his overcoat; but he did not mind the dight chill of the room.
Moreover, he knew that Dulkin's second reference was an exaggeration. The merchant was a dyspeptic;
finicky about food. He had objected to the smple fare that Zullick had provided hisforced guests. Y et
the quantity had been ample.

"Our choice of thisroom," remarked Widpath, "was our own preference. We wanted to talk matters
over, without Zullick hearing. Hetold usto go in either of our rooms; we chose this one so asto avoid
Burrett, who wasin my room.

"Once we have come to some decision, Dulkin, we shall be free to return to the comfortablefire.
Therefore, | propose that we settle upon our plan.”

"Weve dready settled it, Widpath."

"I have definitely decided what | shall do. | havetold you, Dulkin, that | shall not compromise. But at the
sametime, | am cherishing no fase hopes. | do not think that we shdl hear from Selger. | entertain no
hope that Zullick will weaken in his determination to keep us here.”



"Then what will be the climax, Widpath? Are we to remain here forever? To see our plansforestalled,
while amurderer stays free?!

"Y ou can answer that aswdl asl, Dulkin."

THE merchant nodded, in troubled fashion. His long face looked peaked; his hands rubbed together
nervoudy. When he spoke again, hisvoice carried a quaver.

"We had our test, Widpath," affirmed Dulkin, soberly. "You and | and Selger. Inasense, | wasthe only
one who redly faced atest. Y ou and Selger, smply responded according to your natures. It wasa
revelation, Widpath, arevelaion.

"Fancy it, the three of us engaged upon a speculative enterprise. An enterprise, | may add, that was
guestionable. Suddenly we were faced by the truth; we learned that our plans had produced murder. We
were confronted by a horrible fact.

"Frankly, | wastorn between two phases of my nature. | had a choice to make; | saw two examples
before me. Selger, avaricious, was willing to condone crime since it had been done. Hewas asbad as
the murderers themsalves.

"But you, Widpath, showed nobleness. Y ou fed remorse because of what has happened. Y ou preferred
forced imprisonment to any admission that you had to do with crime. And 1, Widpeath, have cometo the
same decison.

"The choice has been adifficult one. | have heard Zullick's persuasive arguments. | know that he will not
produce the incriminating paper should | Signiit - not if | ‘play ball,' as he expressesit. Wedth will be
mine, Widpath, but I, like you, do not want it. It would be blood money."

Widpath nodded; his dignified face was serious. The banker lacked the eation which he had shown
before starting on thistrip. Dulkin eyed Widpath's countenance and observed an expression of firmness
and decison.

"l wish that | had your courage, Widpath," declared Dulkin, risng. "Y ou have met facts and have
accepted them. Y ou have held no illusions concerning our present plight. But | am wesk and miserable.
Likeafoal, | have counted on Selger; dl dong | should have redlized that heis acomplete scoundrel.
Y ou have driven that fact home, Widpath. | believe you.

"Y et something must be done. | am losing my courage, despite the inspiration that you supply. Therefore,
| intend to do adragtic thing; but before | take the step, | want to convince you of my true intention.”

"Y ou intend to Sign the paper?' questioned Widpath, in areproving tone.

"Yes," returned Dulkin, "but only because it will mean freedom. Oncel am clear of here, like Selger, |
can take stepsto free you."

"But you will incriminate yoursdlf! Zullick will hold your actual confesson!”

"It may not matter, Widpath. Once you are free, you can testify to this present conversation. Y ou can
assuremy jury that | acted under forced circumstances.”

WIDPATH nodded his solemn agreement. Y et his face showed worriment over Dulkin's position. The
merchant observed the fact and spoke again. Thistime hisvoice carried firmness.

"l shdl bring the law upon Foy Zullick," he affirmed. "With Zullick's capture, your rescue will be made.



Y ou deserve such assstance, Widpath. If one of us must suffer unjust accusations, | should bethe
person. | wavered, Widpath; you did not.

"But, after dl, it would not be unjust if | gained punishment. Some amends must be made for the deaths
of Hylap and Barbridge. So | am going through with it, Widpath. | shall sign the paper that Zullick is
holding for me."

Dulkin was risng wearily. Widpath arose a so; he clapped hisleft hand on the merchant's shoulder; then
extended hisright to deliver awarn handclasp.

"Y ou are the one who has shown courage, Dulkin," commended Widpath. "Because of it, my quamsare
ended. Y our plan isasound one; it isup to one of usto agreeto Zullick'sterms. Let me bethe oneto
pretend such choice. Allow metosign-"

Dulkin shook his head in emphétic interruption. He spoke with firmness.

"Theduty ismine, Widpath," he maintained. "I intend to takeit. Y our placeis here, where you can
maintain your decison in spite of adl the argumentsthat Zullick can marshd. Come - we shdl go out and
gpeak to Zullick. Stand by me, Widpath."

"One moment, Dulkin," pleaded the banker, cautioudy. "In going through with this, use gresat discretion.
Do not show too much willingness. Offer to Sign - but set atimeinterval.”

"Youthink that Selger might actudly aid us?'

"Thereisthat possibility. Y our own change has convinced me that Selger might also undergo amental
process that would make him redlize the vaue of judtice.”

“Very well, Widpath. Stand by me""

The two men went to the door of the room. Asthey opened the barrier, they were met by the warmth of
theliving room fire. Foy Zullick looked up from his diagrams, he thrust paper and pencil in his pocket.

"Take off your coats," he purred. "Make yoursalves at home, gentlemen. Wdll, | hope your long
conference has brought you to your senses?

"l am ill maintaining mine," declared Widpath in atone of dignity. "I do not intend to Sgn that paper,
Zullick."

"Suit yoursdlf, Widpath," sneered the crook. "Well, Dulkin, what's your verdict?'

"| fed differently,” returned Dulkin. "If you give metime, Zullick, | may accede to your terms. Suppose -
supposethat | should signit later - say tomorrow night -"

"Wel?'
"Would | then be free? Like Selger?’

"Certainly. Why not? All | want ismy own protection. Selger wised up to that quick enough. What's
been eating you mugs, anyway? But say, just aminute” - Zullick eyed Dulkin sharply - "how do | know
you're not going to be thinking different tomorrow? Maybe you'd better sign the paper now."

DURKIN looked to Widpath, who gave an imperceptible nod; the dignified man spoke coolly to
Zullick.



"Dulkin and | have both made our decisions,”" informed Widpath. "Heintendsto sign; | do not. That will
befind, Zullick. Y ou have my word for it."

"And that's good enough for me," snorted Zullick, convinced. " One thing about you, Widpath, you aren't
jumpy. If you're so sure about what Dulkin intendsto do, I'll take your word for it. Sit down, the two of
you. I'm going out with Soup."

Asthe prisoners divested themsel ves of coats and took the chairs by the fireplace, Zullick edged Soup to
the outer door. They stepped out to the veranda; Zullick closed the door and spoke in aharsh whisper,
that Soup could hear despite the howling wind.

"Stick around tonight Soup,” ordered Zullick. "In the morning, I'll spill you al the dope. I'm going to do
sometalking to Dulkin, done; I'll talk to Widpath, alone, too, so'sto makeit look like I'm putting
pressure on one of them.

"But it's Dulkin I want to make sure of, so's he won't back out on signing. No use in working on
Widpath; his mind's made-up. But it will have an effect on Dulkin. Maybe hell sgn up tonight even.”

Zullick paused; his chuckle was harsh as he added:

"But if he does sign up tonight, it won't make any difference about when he leaves. He's not going to pull
away from here until tomorrow.”

"Youll fix hisbus?' queried Soup. "Want meto gimmick the gastank, likel did with Selger's?

"Not achance, Soup. Thisisgoing to be different. Dulkin will have aclear route on the way in - until he
reaches a certain point. There hesgoing to get his- but from the other direction.”

"You're bringing Finger into it? From New Y ork?"

"Sure. Y ou can reach him by long distance. But you'll haveto go to Trenton fird. I've got something
waiting there for you to use. And you'll need that crew of Jake's, from the hide-out.”

"What'sthe lay, Foy?"

"You'll know that tomorrow. Take one of those rooms downgtairsfor the night. I'm going in to chin with
Dulkin and Widpath, each by each. But I'll tell you this much, Soup. I'm going to make this new job look
enough like thelast oneto drive the bulls goofy - and The Shadow, too."

"Y ou mean you're going to have Dulkin rubbed out when he hits the Skyway?"
Zullick chuckled his corroboration.

"Y ou guessed it, Soup,” affirmed the murderer. "And the cover-up will be on deck when thejobis
pulled. And whoever musclesin will get what Dulkin gets.”

WITH that, Zullick turned about and entered the lodge, leaving Soup standing open-mouthed. It wasa
full minute before the dynamiter moved away; when he did, he snarled an unpleasant laugh. For Soup
Ramsted had confidence in the methods used by Foy Zullick.

To Soup, the murder of James Dulkin was aready aforegone concluson. He could pictureit only
imperfectly at present; but he knew that tomorrow would bring hisfull enlightenment. Soup would have
bet hisbottom dollar againgt Dulkin'ssurvival.

There was afurther reason, however, for Soup's harsh laughter. He could see beyond the elimination of



Dulkin, to the conquest of afoeman who had risen more formidably than the law. That enemy wasthe
onewhom Zullick had meant when he had mentioned plansto ded with any muscler.

Foy Zullick had not forgotten The Shadow. The henchmen who set forth tomorrow night would be
prepared to dedl with that cloaked avenger should The Shadow, grim hunter of crime, be on hand to
interferewith men of evil.

CHAPTER XV.A MIDNIGHT VISITOR

WITHIN the confines of Manhattan lay a spot as secluded as the Watchung wilderness. A room that
harbored Stygian darkness, that caught no sound of the city's tumult. A place that held the ftiliness of a
tomb, save when aliving presence chose to make it histemporary abode. Such was The Shadow's
sanctum.

Here, on this night when crooks had conferred, asingle light was gleaming. Bluish rays cast their eerie
glow upon the surface of apolished table. White hands moved beneath the focused rays; from the finger
of one glimmered aweirdly sparkling gem, The Shadow's girasol.

Clippings, reports from agents - these were the papers that The Shadow studied. No trace had been
gained of the broken trail left by Soup Ramsted's squad. Not even the identities of the marauders had
been learned. Jake, the lone fighter eft on the field of battle, had been scorched to acrisp by theravaging
flamesfrom theleveled service Station.

The Shadow had not forgotten other possible trails. Miles Crofton was still busy in San Francisco,
seeking facts concerning theriffraff who had battled there. Nothing of vaue had been learned on the
Coast. Meanwhile, agentsin New Y ork were seeking Finger Lurbin. Two capable aids were at work:
"Hawkeye," clever spotter who knew Manhattan's underworld; Cliff Mardand, who had acquaintancesin
the bad lands.

Clyde Burke was a so on the job. Frequently the reporter had gathered tips of consequence. Clyde had
contacts with headquarters; he rated high with Joe Cardona. Y et Clyde, like the others, had gained no
results. One course alone seemed open.

The Shadow must scour digtricts aso; he must contact the police commissioner to learn if facts had been
gained higher up. In thefeigned guise of Lamont Crangton, millionaire globe-trotter, The Shadow
numbered Commissioner Ra ph Weston among hisfriends.

Rutledge Mann had dipped up in hisfirst investigation. He had failed to fathom Hosea Selger's possible
connection with Altamont Power. But Mann had used hislists again; thistime, he had learned an
important fact.

Peter Widpath, retired banker and heavy investor in various stocks, had taken ajourney from New
York. Yet neither Mann nor Harry Vincent, an agent deputed to visit Widpath's apartment, had gained
an inkling of where the banker might be.

From this, however, The Shadow knew that a second man might be in the same circumstances that had
gripped Selger. Thefacts of Widpath's departure from Manhattan resembled those of Selger's. The
Filipino valet, talking to Harry Vincent, had stated that his master had engaged reservations somewhere
out of town; that was all that Jose knew.

Selger - Widpath - were there others? If so, were they due to meet afate smilar to the broker's? Those
were the problems that confronted The Shadow; and as he studied them, he found no satisfactory
answer. Further search for men connected with crime was the only course that could bring results.



THE bluish light clicked off; asignal of The Shadow'simmediate departure. But on this occasion, The
Shadow lingered in the thick blackness of the sanctum. Aningtant after he had extinguished the light, a
tiny bulb glittered from thewall beyond the table. In the dark, The Shadow produced earphones. He
spokeinawhisper. A quiet voicereplied:

"Burbank spesking.”
"Report.”

"Report from Mardand. Facts regarding Finger Lurbin. Formerly engaged in racketeering with Duke
Harley, present proprietor of the Club Diabolo."

"Other associates."

"Tony Pascini linked with the racket. It ended when Tony left New Y ork, wanted for murder. Finger and
Duke never linked with the crime. Still dlied, but not actively.”

"Report received.”

The Shadow hung up the earphones Thelittle bulb went out. Moving through darkness, The Shadow
reached a corner of the sanctum; there he turned on another light that revedled a jet-black filing cabinet.
A drawer glided outward; The Shadow referred to afolder that bore the name of Tony Pascini.

Police officid s would have been amazed had they seen the information that The Shadow's file contained.
Along with enlarged photographs of Tony Pascini were typewritten facts that covered numerous details
of the racketeer's career, Minute points of information that made police records no more than a
condensed version.

Despite that fact, The Shadow's file was not complete. Though it told of Tony's quirks and numerous
activities, though it named dozens of the fellow'sfriends, it did not mention the racketeer's brief
association with "Duke" Harley and Finger Lurbin; that was one connection that had escaped The
Shadow.

To offset the lack, however, were facts of Tony's subsequent career following his abrupt departure from
New Y ork. The Shadow had gained news of him through informants; and those latest details were points
that not even Tony's former pas had heard about. That discovery suited The Shadow. Hislaugh
whispered strangely through the sanctum as he retained the file and closed the drawer. Thelight clicked
off.

It was not surprising that The Shadow's information had failed to link Tony Pascini with Duke Harley. Of
all the poker-faced rascalsin New Y ork the proprietor of the Club Diabolo was the smoothest. Duke's
crimind connections were few and well spaced. He avoided such dliances, except when they promised
largeganwith little risk.

ON this night, Duke was standing at the entrance of the Club Diabolo, a secluded bright spot that he had
opened on the twentieth story of a Manhattan office building. Duke gained his clientele from former
patrons of speakeasiesthat he had managed. His customers liked the thrill of coming to a place that
others did not know existed.

Midnight had arrived; some fifty guests were enthusiagtically applauding ateam of dancerswho provided
afloor show. Waiters were scurrying back and forth between the tables and the bar. The cash was
rolling in; Duke felt satisfaction, even though hisface did not expressit. It took ared jolt to change the
gpathetic air that Duke's phlegmatic visage continually registered.



Satisfied that businesswas being properly handled, Duke turned to cross the hal to his office on the other
side. As hedid, the door of an elevator clanged open; the proprietor turned to see who was arriving. A
solitary passenger aighted; at sight of the newcomer's face, Duke forgot himself. For once agasp came
from the night-club proprietor'sfirm lips.

With ahasty glance over his shoulder, Duke saw that no one was watching. He turned to the arrivd,
whose sallow, pock-marked face displayed atwisted grin. Duke nudged his thumb toward the office
door; the arrival nodded and went in that direction. Duke followed.

Oncein thelighted office, Duke thrust out hishand. As he did, he uttered alow-voiced exclamation that
indicated concern aswell as surprise.

"Tony!" gasped the proprietor. "Tony Pascini. Say - | might have taken you for aghost!”

"Thought | was dead, en?" snorted Tony; then, in agrating tone: "Well, 1've been gone long enough to be.
But | ain't the only mug who's come back to the big town. Whatta they been saying about me?’

"Some thought you'd been croaked,” returned Duke. " Other wisenheimers had it that you'd taken arap
somewhere; that you were doing a stretch under aphony moniker. But | didn't figure you werein abig
house."

"I wasn't. I'll tell you where I've been, Duke, Saint Looie for awhile; after that | headed for Mexico. |
picked a spot called Ensenada, atown below the Californiaborder. I'm going back thereto clean up.”

"What'sthe racket?"

"Anything. Ensenada draws alot of chumps from Tia Juanaand Agua Cdiente - you know, Americans
who think it's grand stuff to take adrive down into Lower Caifornia. Most of 'em have dough. Soft
pickingsfor me."

"Squared yoursdlf there, have you?'

"Sure. | look likeaMex. | talk the lingo; the good old Espanol. The greasers don't count me as a gringo.
But what | need down thereisaguy to work the front, while | take care of the insde. Finger isthe bozo |
want."

DUKE nodded wisdly. He had ahunch that Tony was hinting at a snatch racket, agame in which Finger
Lurbin had figured in the past; from which, in fact, Finger had gained his nickname. After he had finished
nodding, Duke became serious.

"Sounds good, Tony," hedeclared. "Troubleis, | don't know how to get hold of Finger. Hes hiding out,
herein New Y ork; but | haven't seen him. He calls up, though.”

"How often?' demanded the sallow-faced visitor.

"Couple of timesaday," responded Duke. "Keeps asking meif anybody wantsto call him. Heswaiting
to hear from somebody; when that other guy cals, I'm to put Finger wise when he asks me.”

"So the other bloke can call him at some special place?’

"That'stheideaof it, Tony. But | don't know who the other bird is. It's none of my business, anyway. I'll
get paid off by Finger after they've finished whatever job they're working.”

"Maybe Finger will tell you where| can get hold of him."



"I doubt it, Tony. Not until thisjob'sfinished. It wouldn't be good for him and you to get together - both
wanted by the bulls. Not just yet, anyway. Finger is playing them close. He's even finicky about getting
guysto work for him."

"Torpedoes?’

"Y es. Wanted meto dig up acouple. Said held tell me what they wereto do. But | couldn't think of any
that were a safe bet.”

A broad grin showed on the sdlow face of Tony Pascini. Reaching forward, the visitor picked up pad
and paper from Duke's desk. He scrawled a tel ephone number on the paper.

"Tdl Finger to cdl there," he suggested. "Have him ask for Jack. Tl him what he wants, when he wants
it

"Jack'sworking for you?"

"Sure. Him and another guy. Both aces. Jack ain't the fellow'sreal name; but that don't matter. It'sthe
moniker hésusing an' it's good enough.”

"Sounds O.K., Tony."

"You bet it is. These bozos are heading West with me. | lined 'em up, soon as| landed in town. Just tell
Finger | was here; that | know the guys. That'll be enough for him."

"Say - havethey got acar?'

"Sure. An' they know how to handle their rods. They can swing atypewriter if they need to. Y ou know
the kind of torpedoes | handle, Duke. No punks on my pay roll."

DUKE nodded. He tucked the sheet of paper under acorner of the desk blotter. Rising, he nudged his
thumb toward a cabinet, where liquor bottles were in evidence.

"Help yoursdlf to adug, Tony," proffered the proprietor of the Club Diabolo. "After that you'd better
scram. The harness bull on the beat blowsin here every night, off and on. I don't want him to spot you.
He might wonder who you were."

"I'm moving, Duke," grinned the vigitor, rising. "Never mind thedrink. | don't need it."
"Alwaysdid lay off the hooch, didn't you, Tony?I just remembered it.”
"Booze does for the saps, Duke. Not for the guy that's handlin' the racket.”

Duke accompanied hisvistor to the hall. He watched Tony enter the elevator; then went back into the
office. Though his poker face did not expressit, Duke Harley felt relief. He was glad to work with Tony
Pascini, as hewaswith Finger Lurbin. He saw profit through the possibility of bringing thetwo
ex-partners together again; but he preferred not to have elther of them visit the Club Diabolo in person.

DOWN on the street, Duke's visitor was entering ataxi. A dight grin still showed upon the sdlow
features of Tony Pascini; it faded asthe cab rolled from the curb. Lips changed their contour; they
delivered awhispered laugh that carried aweird, chilling tone.

Duke Harley would have been troubled had he been there to hear that laugh. Tony Pascini could never
have delivered such mirth asthat. Duke Harley had been deceived by his midnight visitor. The supposed
Tony Pascini was none other than The Shadow.



Master of disguise, The Shadow had made up to represent the ex-racketeer. From hisfile he had taken
photographs, descriptive data, points of information that had depicted Tony Pascini toa"T." Moreover,
The Shadow had recited facts of the past that had properly impressed Duke Harley.

Not only had The Shadow dropped remarks that had brought back Duke's recollections of Tony Pascini;
he had a so given points concerning Tony's actua journeying after the sallow crook had fled New Y ork.
Tony Pascini had goneto . Louis, from there to Ensenada

But The Shadow had topped those statements with his story of why he, supposedly Tony, had come
back to New Y ork. He had taken no risk in doing so, for thefinal fact which The Shadow knew
concerning Tony Pascini was one that Duke Harley had never learned. It was apoint that Finger Lurbin,
likewise, did not know. Something that only The Shadow had uncovered.

Tony Pascini had started aracket in Ensenada, lining up a crew of bandits from the mountains of Lower
Cdifornia. A troop of Mexican cavary had annihilated the budding outlawsin a short-lived fray. They
had buried the dain men without troubling themselves asto their individua identities.

The Shadow had taken no chancesin hisvisit to Duke Harley. The nightclub proprietor could not have
heard from the former racketeer within the past twelve months. The Shadow, in posing as Tony Pascini,
had played the part of aman who had been dead one year.

CHAPTER XVI. THE NEXT NIGHT
"BURBANK spesking.”

"Report.”

The Shadow wasin his sanctum, earphones clamped to head. Twenty hours had passed since hisvist to
the Club Diabolo. During that interval he had awaited reports from agents. One had comein
mid-afternoon.

Hawkeye, answering to the name of "Jack," had received acall from Finger Lurbin at ahang-out called
the Black Ship. The telephone number of that scumland dive was the one that The Shadow had given to
DukeHarley.

Finger had told Hawkeye that he and his pa would be needed. That was dl that the crook had stated;
but Hawkeye had lingered at the Black Ship for another cdll. It had come with early evening; Burbank
was relaying it to The Shadow, prompt upon Hawkeye's contact report.

"Finger callsfor two men,” came Burbank's monotone. "To be at arestaurant called the Knife and Fork,
one block north of the Holland Tube. Telephone number is Dorset 6-3811. Both to be there by half past
eleven, with their car outside.

"Someonewill cal after that time, asking for Jack. That will mean to be ready in the car. Watch for a
sedan with green stop-lights. Follow it into the Holland Tube. Tall it through to the Skyway.

"Hawkeye and Mardand to hold back traffic, dlowing front car to gain distance, until it has passed the
first large bridge. Then to speed up, come in as cover-up crew between the two bridges. Follow the
sedan through to agetaway."

Burbank's monotone ended. The Shadow spoke:

"Report recaived. Ingtructions. Shrevnitz and Vincent to cruise in taxicab near the Knife and Fork.
Vincent to have suitcase, also arplaneticketsfor al shipsleaving Newark Airport between twelve



o'clock and two. Duty: To cover Hawkeye and Mardand, with airport asdibi. Inform Mardand.”
"Indructionsreceived.”

The light on thewall went out after Burbank's statement. The Shadow removed the earphones; his
whispered laugh sounded foreboding amid the black-walled sanctum. Into the bluish light, his
long-fingered hands drew a detailed map of the Pulaski Skyway.

The Shadow had not located Finger Lurbin. The crook whom he had thwarted in Chicago was till safe
in some New Y ork hide-out. But Finger had falen for The Shadow's game. Something was up; Finger
was ready to use the aids whom he thought Tony Pascini was providing through Duke Harley.

A sedan with green stop-lights. The size of the car indicated that Finger must have some men of hisown.
The Shadow had disposed of the two torpedoesin Chicago; evidently Finger had managed to acquire a
few in New Y ork. He had needed others to man a second car if needed. That waswhy he had putina
request to Duke Harley.

STUDY ING hismap, The Shadow gained inklings of deep strategy. He knew that Finger Lurbin was
smply apiece upon the board. The red brain was the man who had planned and executed the murders
of Hylap, Barbridge and Selger.

There had been cover-upsin San Francisco, in Altamont, in Chicago. Another had been that wild attack
upon the Lincoln Highway, when thugs had tried to silence Caulkens. New murder was due; the problem
had been to pick the spot for crime. Particularly since by thistime, the master crook knew that The
Shadow was carving into the game.

Of dl places, the most unlikely one had been chosen. That was the spot where Hosea Selger had died. It
was merely by chance that the broker's coupe had been wrecked between the two great bridges of the
Skyway. The gastank had been fixed to explode after filling; it had blown up at the middie of the
high-levd viaduct only by coincidence.

By rights, that spot should be avoided by men of crime. Instead, they wereto useit for new murder. A
daring ruseto trick The Shadow and the law; more than that, a scheme that would throw doubt upon the
correct theories that had been formed concerning the death of Selger.

Joe Cardona had advanced the claim that Selger had died through a prearranged explosion. It was
aready conceded that the broker could not have started hisinbound trip from apoint very far outside
Manhattan. New Jersey State police were working on that assumption. It would be asmart move by a
master crook could he throw them off the search.

New crime on the Skyway would produce that very result, particularly if it involved the presence of
murderous men, fleeing to agetaway. Selger's death would be likened to this coming one; moreover,
crooks would be ready to diminate any witnesses who might make future trouble. They had missed a bet
in not trailing Selger in dong the Skyway. Had they done so, they could have rubbed out Caulkens
immediately after Selger's death.

A break had comein The Shadow'sfavor. It was not just luck, however, that he had gained this
opportunity to ded with men of crime. His own indomitable persstence; hisrescue of Jolles; hisstrokein
behalf of Caulkens and Cardona - these had forced a hidden enemy to concentrate full force upon
tonight's event.

Though The Shadow had logt certain trails, he had maintained diligent search for Finger Lurbin, knowing
that the man might be used again. The Shadow had gained news that he wanted. He had used it to



advantage in hisvisit to Duke Harley. He was regping the reward of perseverance.

Time was short for The Shadow. He needed to map aquick campaign. Studying his diagram of the
Skyway, he made notations besideiit, in ink of vivid blue. Written words, tiny arrows and other indicators
that faded after their inscription. These were visible expressions of The Shadow's thoughts.

Someone was dated to die tonight; someone whose position resembled that of Hosea Selger. Perhapsit
would be Peter Widpath; possibly it would be another also in the web. Whoever it might be, that man
would be driving into New Y ork over the Skyway route.

FINGER LURBIN'Stime of departure was as yet unstated. That meant that Finger was till awaiting
word from someone outside New Y ork. The victim would be driving in about midnight. Finger would
know when to start out and meet him.

At midnight or theregfter, traffic would be light on the Skyway. Carswould hold to the established
maximum of forty milesan hour. It would be an easy matter for Finger to reach the one-mile stretch
between the giant bridges at the same time as a car coming from the opposite direction.

Would crooks be heading inward as well? The Shadow, drawing arrows that came points together,
delivered awhispered laugh that spelled the answer. Hisfinding wasin the affirmative. Tonight'scrime
was one of concentration; avictim was due to be trapped completely.

The whole game could be stopped by atip-off to the law. But The Shadow knew that such an action
would merely mean postponement of crime. In al probability, cars of innocent gppearance would first
ride over the Skyway. Presence of patrolling troopers would be met by change of method.

Death for the victim elsewhere. Lost opportunity for The Shadow. Again, the whispered laugh sounded;
its Snister tones betokened that the task of thwarting murder would be The Shadow's own. Already he
possessed an advantage that would serve him. Hawkeye and Cliff, designated to hold back traffic, could
arrive a the vitd moment. It was plain that they were supposed to shift from one traffic lane to another,
keeping down to thirty, thereby blocking impatient motorists should any be close behind them. But they
were aso to peed up asthey neared the bridges.

They would do just that. Moreover, asecond car would travel up close behind them, bringing two more
of The Shadow's agents: Moe and Harry. These four could nullify Finger's crew, by striking
unexpectedly. Keeping on, they would then be free to encounter the inbound thugs whom The Shadow
anticipated.

The Shadow's pen moved outward aong the line that showed the Skyway on the map. The pen stopped
asit reached the space between the bridges. Stretching forth his hand, The Shadow made another line
inward; again he stopped at the spot where crime was due.

Hewas forming his own plan; hiswhispered laugh was snister as he observed the high-level stretch upon
the map. With that tone of sardonic mockery, The Shadow's plan was formed. He folded the map and
brought forth the earphones. To Burbank, he gave new ingtructions, final word to waiting agents.

Crime was dueto click in clockwork fashion, timed to the minute. That factor wasto The Shadow's
liking. It would enable him to estimate when crime would be due and to act accordingly. The Shadow
had full details of the Skyway and itsterrain; moreover, he would be able to supplement that knowledge
through later contact with Burbank.

Vita to The Shadow's plan would be the action of his agents. Through those trusted aids, The Shadow
could gain the opportunity he needed. Men of crime were concentrating strength, to give battleto The



Shadow should he attempt to stop their murderous deeds.

Tonight, their hope would beto eiminate their superfoe. At the sametime, the crookswould fed surety
aswdll ashope; surety that they would be able to do as they had done before - prevent The Shadow
from following atrail should he be fortunate enough to survive thefray.

THE SHADOW knew the surety that crooks must fedl. That was why hislaugh resounded after he had
given fina ingtructions to Burbank; it was a so the reason for the persistence of his sardonic mirth after he
had extinguished the bluelight of the sanctum.

In tonight's counterstroke, The Shadow could leave battle to his agents. Supposedly cover-up men for
Finger Lurbin, Cliff and Hawkeye would be able to strike from within the ranks. They, in turn, would be
backed by Moe and Harry. With surprise astheir advantage, The Shadow's agents would hold the
odds.

The Shadow, himsdlf, would be free - clear to take up the chase, ready to handle the aftermath of
frustrated crime. Hisindirect contact with Finger Lurbin had given him sufficient knowledgeto form a
workable plan that would confound the schemes of murderers.

Shortly after The Shadow's departure from his sanctum, a speedy coupe appeared on a Manhattan
avenue, en route to the Holland Tube. It was the same machine that had chased Soup Ramsted's car
aong the Lincoln Highway, two nights before. At the whedl of his swift automobile, The Shadow was
Jersey bound, aiming for a contact point where he could await word from Burbank.

The Shadow's purpose was established. His counterstroke was ready; crooks would not suspect it. As
circumstances stood, al wasin The Shadow's favor. Y et even as The Shadow traveled westward, events
wererising to obsiruct hiswell-formed plans.

Chance was bringing anew factor into the Skyway game. Unknown to crooks, unreported to The
Shadow, an eeventh-hour entrant was joining the contest. A freak of luck, arriving on the eve of conflict,
was bringing into action theforces of the law.

CHAPTER XVII. CARDONA'STRAIL

THE SHADOW, in hissurvey of the coming Stuation, had definitely chosen his course. Murder wasin
the making; prevention of crime, not mere postponement, had become The Shadow'saim.

A swift counterstroke; arapid follow-up; after those accomplishments, the law's cooperation would be
welcome. It would come soon enough, as amatter of natural course. Too early an intervention would be
dangerous.

The crooks, themselves, evidently had confidence in their ability to avoid suspicion of New Jersey
highway patrols, at least up to, and including the time that crime would strike. That left Joe Cardonaas
the one remaining factor; and The Shadow had been wise enough not to underestimate Cardona’s ability.

As detective and as acting inspector, Cardona had frequently shown skill in tracking down deep-set
crime. To keep tabs on the stocky deuth's findings, The Shadow had deputed Clyde Burke to visit
headquarters,

On thisevening, Clyde had sent in a positive report that Cardona had temporarily dropped the matter of
Hosea Selger's murder. Finding no new evidencein New Y ork, Joe had |eft the case in the hands of the
New Jersey authorities.



Not long after The Shadow's departure from Manhattan, Joe Cardona strolled into his office at
headquarters. The ace went to his desk, opened a drawer and began to study a stack of report sheets.
They, together with accompanying documents, concerned a series of warehouse robberies. Cardonawas
deep in histask when he looked up to see Clyde Burke standing in the doorway.

"Hello, Burke," growled Joe. "What do you want?'
"A sory," responded Clyde. "L ooks like you might have onein thet pile of junk.”

CARDONA chuckled. He studied the wise-faced reporter; then held out the batch of papers. Clyde had
been lounging in the doorway; at Cardona's gesture, the reporter's indolence ended. His dender, wiry
frame became active as Clyde stepped forward eagerly. Then alook of chagrin appeared upon the
reporter's face.

"Thisgtuff!" gaculated Clyde. "Say - | thought you'd finished with thisinvestigation, Joe! Just a bunch of
petty thievery, these warehouse jobs.”

"I know," nodded Cardona, "but there's ftill afew pointsto be cleared. The commissioner wantsa
completely summarized report by morning. It may take me until two in the morning to finishit. But hell
get it, provided that fellowslike you don't barge in hereto disturb me."

Clydetook the hint. With adight grin, he handed the papers back to Cardona; then strolled from the
office. Clyde knew Cardonawell enough to know that the detective was not bluffing. On hisway back to
the newspaper office, the reporter intended to put in afina report to Burbank.

Joe Cardona had not bluffed. At the time of Clyde Burke's departure, nothing could have been further
from the ace detective's mind than the matter of Hosea Selger's recent death upon the Skyway. It was
not until two unexpected visitors came suddenly into his office that Cardonas mind reverted to that
theme.

Hearing footsteps, Cardonalooked up angrily, thinking that another reporter had arrived. Instead, he saw
the bulky figure of Detective Sergeant Markham; with Markham was a scrawny, pasty-faced fellow
whom Cardonarecognized as " Coffer" Wolich, asmall-fry pickpocket.

COFFER looked nervous. From his pasty lips hung the unlighted stub of ahand-rolled cigarette. Hisface
was twitching; hisragged attire indicated that his recent luck had been bad. The dip tried to make a
protest as Markham shoved him into the office. Cardona silenced Coffer with agrowl.

"What's Coffer been doing, Markham?" queried the acting ingpector, brusquely.

"Found thison him," informed the detective sergeant, producing awallet. "Got about forty bucksiniit;
Coffer was counting the dough on astreet corner when | ran into him."

"Itsmy own kae, Joe," whined Coffer. "Markham didn't see me doin' nothin'. The leather's mine, too."

Cardona examined the wallet. It was a shabby one, more likely to have been picked from an ash can
than from a person's pocket. Joe shrugged his shoulders.

"What dse, Markham?'

The detective produced alarge, old-fashioned watch. Cardona grunted as he received it. The silver case
was in battered condition; Joe marveled at the fact that the timepiece was till running. Coffer managed a
grin ashefumbled for amatch to light the remains of the cigarette.



"The turnip's mine, too," informed the dip, nudging a thumb toward the watch. "I been tryin' to soak it;
but couldn't get nothin' for it."

"How doesit happen you've got forty dollars?' queried Cardona.
"Been savin'it," returned Coffer. "It's gettin' cold out, Joe. | was goin' to blow myself to anew benny."

"Y ou need an overcoat, dl right," admitted Cardona. "Well, Markham, it looks like the pinch was abum
bet."

"I'd have thought 0, t00," agreed the detective sergeant, "if it hadn't been for the way that Coffer took it.
He's got something on his chest, Joe."

"Spill it, Coffer," ordered Cardona,

Thedip eyed hisinquisitor. He saw that he was on the verge of freedom. He knew also that Markham
had his number. Coffer had had a reason for trying to duck the detective sergeant. After amoment's
consideration, the dip spoke.

"l an't no stoolie, Joe," he whined, "an' that'swhy | was leery when Markham grabbed me. There was
somethin’ | knew about - wasn't none of my business - an' | thought maybe hewaswise. | didn't want to
get shoved on no parade aong with abunch of other mugs. Maybe it wouldn't have been good for me.”

"Youll beintheline-up if you don't talk."

"l ain't said | won't talk. Listen, Joe. | was down at the Black Ship, see? | wason the Erie- ligenin' into
what some guyswas sayin' - but not meanin' to? Get me?"

Cardona nodded.

"Well, they wastakin' about Finger Lurbin,” resumed Coffer. "One guy figured Finger wasin town. Said
maybe Finger could have been in on that rub-out over in Jersey, It started likeit was goin' to be asnatch
- an' that was one of Finger'srackets.

"Then another guy spilled somethin' none of ‘em knowed. Said Finger used to be partners with Duke
Harley, who's runnin’ someritzy joint uptown. Well, Joe, figurin' that you nearly got bumped over in
Jarsey, | wasafraid you'd haveit in for any mug like methat knowed maybe Finger was mixed in it.”

CARDONA eyed the dip steadily. Coffer had steadied; histone wastruthful. Sowly, the detective
handed the pickpocket hiswallet and watch. Then Joe turned to Markham.

"Anybody see you pick up Coffer?" inquired Cardona
Markham shook his head.

"All right, Coffer," ordered Cardona. "' Scram. Ease him out by the side, Markham, so nobody will see
him leaving. Just keep thisto yoursdf, Coffer. It won't be hedthy if you talk."

Coffer nodded as he went out with Markham. The pickpocket knew that silence was his only course; for
he feared both the underworld and the law. Cardona had wisdly counted on that fact. Knowing that
Coffer had told hiswhole story, he had decided it best to leave the dip at large.

When Markham returned, he found Cardona ready with hat and overcoat. Joe had bundled away the
warehouse reports. Markham nodded as Cardona beckoned toward the door. The detective sergeant
needed no information regarding their destination. He knew that they were starting forth on a surprise visit



to Duke Harley, at the Club Diabolo.

IT was close to eleven o'clock when Cardona and Markham left headquarters. At approximately half
past, Duke Harley was seated at the desk in his office when the telephone bell rang. Answering the call,
the night-club proprietor heard a harsh voice that he recognized as Finger Lurbin's.

Cautioudy, Duke spoke. Hisend of the conversation told the entire story:

"All set, eh, Finger? Good... Sure, I'll put in acal therefor you... Knife and Fork Restaurant... Ask for
Jack... Tell him to be outside at ten minutes of twelve... Wait aminute, I'll write down the number..."

Duke reached for the piece of paper that was under the corner of his blotter. There, with the number that
The Shadow had given him, he wrote Dorset 6-3811. Then: "Sure, | understand, Finger... It'sabumidea
for you to stop anywhere and telephone, once you get started... Y eah, it's better not to tip Jack off for
ten minutesyet... Sure, I'll remind him..."

Duke hung up the receiver. He strolled from the office and wandered into the night club, where midnight
hilarity was just beginning. The proprietor held a short chat with the barkeeper; then walked back into his
office. No one was in the hall when Duke went by; just seven minutes had €lgpsed since Finger's call.

Approaching the desk from in front, Duke pulled out the paper that bore the telephone numbers. He
picked up the telephone, waited for afull minute; then raised the receiver and diaed the Dorset number.
A cautious voice responded promptly.

"Fellow named Jack there?' queried Duke. Then, in return to an affirmative reply he added: "So you're
Jack, en? Wdll, fellow, the time's set... Ten minutes of twelve, on the dot... That'sright, outside, you and
your buddy, in your bus... And don't forget - follow the buggy with the green stop-lights..."

Dukeslipsformed ahdf smile asthe night-club proprietor hung up the telephone. Then the expresson
faded suddenly from the night club proprietor'sface. Bluff in countenance, Duke swung about and
dropped his right hand to the pocket of histuxedo. Hisfingers froze as he looked toward the door.

Duke had sensed that someone had entered the room. He was right. While his own voice had been
drowning sounds, an intruder had cautioudy invaded Duke's office. The poker-faced proprietor was
garing into the muzzle of ablunt-nosed revolver, held by a man whom he recognized: Detective Joe
Cardona.

"All right, Markham." Cardona opened the door with hisleft hand as he spoke. Markham shouldered
into view. "Frisk Harley while | keep him covered. Meanwhile, Harley, you can tel me what that phone
cdl was about.”

DUKE raised his hands but made no comment. Cardona advanced and picked up the piece of paper
that lay on the desk. He grunted as he noted one number, the first that had been written.

"So you were cdling the Black Ship, eh?" queried Joe. "Wadll, that fitsin with what we're here about. But
it'snot the Black Ship that this fellow Jack is going to be outside. Cars don't hang around there. More
likely it'sthis second number that you called last. What about it, Duke?"

Duke gave no response. Cardona picked up the telephone and put in acal to headquarters. He called
for immediate information regarding the Dorset number. The man at the other end consulted areversed
telephone directory. He gave Joe the name of the Knife and Fork, together with the address.

Clicking the receiver, Cardona gained another connection and snapped emergency orders. Duke Harley
glared helplessy as he heard the acting ingpector's ingtructions.



"Patrol car to the Knife and Fork Restaurant,” ordered Cardona. "Investigate car parked there; two men,
one named Jack. Waiting to tail acar with green lights. Stop that car, too, after making arrest.”

Hanging up, Cardona grinned at Duke. Pocketing his revolver, the acting ingpector strode toward the
door; there he stopped and gave afind statement to Markham.

"If Duke knows what's best for him," jeered Joe, "helll do sometaking. If he does, Markham, teke it
down. Keep him here until you hear from me, anyway. Asfar as1'm concerned, he's talked enough

aready.

"It's quarter of twelve. The boyswill queer that bunch down by the Knife and Fork. I'll bethereina
hurry, to find out what it'sal about. Two of them in acar outside, ready to chase abuggy with green
sop-lights. | haven't forgotten that, Harley."

Stll grinning, Cardona left the Club Diabolo, confident that he had wrecked the hopes of crooks. Like
Duke Harley, the ace had no inkling of the real identities of the men whose arrest he had ordered.

Cardona had instructed concentration upon the car parked outside the Knife and Fork, thinking that it
threatened ill to an automobile that was due to pass that spot. He had mentioned stopping the car with
the green stop-lights only as an afterthought.

Following alucky break, Joe Cardona had entered the game just before the zero hour. Speeding aradio
patrol to a hurried task, he was following up another stroke of luck - his chance overhearing of Duke
Harley's second telephone call.

In these quick-timed efforts, Joe Cardona thought that he was blocking men of crime. Instead, he was
putting a crimp into awell-planned counterstroke. Those whom Joe Cardona was out to get were agents
of The Shadow - men upon whose aid the superfighter had depended in a battle soon due upon the

Skyway!
CHAPTER XVIII. FIFTEEN MINUTES

I'T was Hawkeye who had answered Duke Harley's call. A huddled, wizened-faced little man, Hawkeye
had stationed himsdlf in the rear corner of the hashhouse known as the Knife and Fork. He had been
close beside the telephone; he had answered it amaost unnoticed, the moment that it had begun to ring.

After that, Hawkeye had promptly shambled to the front counter and paid his check. From there he had
shuffled to the street, to join aman who was waiting in a parked coupe: Cliff Mardand. A short interval,
then Cliff had entered the Knife and Fork.

A clock on thewall showed quarter of twelve as Cliff dropped anickd in the pay telephone. Husky and
broad-shouldered, Cliff kept his back to the few patronsin the cafe as he dialed a number and gained
Burbank on the wire,

"Eleven-fifty," informed Cliff in amuffled voice. "Zero from the Knifeand Fork."
"Report received,” came Burbank's quiet reply.

Cliff walked out to the street and boarded the car. Seated at the whedl, he started the motor and waited
while Hawkeye, beside him, peered backward along the street. Three minutes passed; ataxi coasted to
the curb a block behind. Hawkeye whispered to Cliff. "Moe's ready."

Cliff knew that Moe Shrevnitz must have been near by, awaiting acall from Burbank. He knew aso that
the same information must have been forwarded to The Shadow, wherever the chief might be. Then Cliff



began to caculate.

Fifteen minutes was his guess regarding the time that it would take to reach the bridges on the Skyway.
Eleven-fifty was zero; twelve-five would be the crucid minute.

A HISSfrom Hawkeye. Cliff peered from the window of the driver's seet. A car was swinging down the
avenue, cutting over toward the curb. It looked like a patrol car. Worried, Cliff shoved hisown car into
gear. He garted dowly forward.

A uniformed officer legped from the car. Y anking a gun, he bounded forward; a that moment, another
machine swung from a corner and sped past Cliff's coupe. As Cliff took aglance &t it, the car jolted
dightly with the application of brakes. Green stop-lights blinked from the rear of the large sedan.

Cliff shoved the accelerator pedal, just as the officer from the patrol car barked acommand to halt. The
coupe shot forward in pursuit of the sedan, as green stop-lights blinked anew signal from half ablock
ahead. The officer on the curb paused, about to fire after Cliff's car; then stopped as he heard a shout
from his patrol companion.

The patrol car was aready speeding to the chase. The cop with the revolver sprang to the running board
asit passed. Asthe driver shifted from second into high, the officer with the revolver opened fire, blazing
wild bullets after the coupe.

The sedan had swung from view ablock ahead. A chase was on, Cliff and Hawkeye fleeing in the sedan,
pursued by copsin the patrol car. Behind them came athird car, following; it was Moe's taxicab, with
Harry Vincent as its passenger.

Driving grimly, Cliff Mardand recognized his dilemma. Hisorigind duty had been to follow the sedan. To
do that would be to spoil The Shadow's plans. Once the sedan had dipped into the Holland Tube with
the coupe after it, the law would be on the trail. Moreover, Cliff, pursued by apatrol car, could not get
by thetoll officer at the entrance of the tube.

To abandon the origind plan would be to shift ahopeless burden to The Shadow. Wdll did Cliff know
that his chief wasrelying upon the aid of his agents. In those tense moments, Cliff struck upon the only
schemethat seemed feasible. Ashe arrived at the nearest corner, he swung right.

He must escape the patrol car; that was most pressing at present. By leading the police away, he could
gl ad The Shadow's scheme and seeto it that his chief gained aid. For Cliff knew that Mo€e'staxi could
keep on. Two men, at least, would be on hand atop the Skyway.

Moreover, Cliff had the quick hope that he could €ude the patrol car by atwisting course; thet given a
break he could bob back and head for the tube. It would mean that he and Hawkeye would arrive after
Harry and Moe - provided, of course, that the wild effort worked.

Bulletswhined close as Cliff managed the sharp turn. The patrol car was close; its Sren waswhining
furioudly. Cliff pressed the accelerator to the floorboard as he reached the side street. The coupe roared
its response, speeding up in high gear. More shots sounded from in back. The cop on the running board
of the patrol car was a poor shot.

BACK on the avenue, Moe Shrevnitz was kegping on. He was doing so in response to aquick order
from Harry Vincent, in the back seat. Harry had guessed Cliff's game. The present job wasto take after
the sedan.

But Moe was due for trouble. As he shoved the brakes for the next corner, planning to veer left and



approach the tubes, a policeman came dashing from the curb to commandeer the cab.
"Hold it, therel" roared the officer. "Pull over - I'm coming aboard!™

Moe looked back quickly a Harry, who gave anod. Thetaxi driver dowed the cab, the cop leaped to
the running board and gave a quick glance into the back. He saw Harry. "Better jump out, fellow -"

AsHarry shook his head, Moe jerked the car into gear. He swung right and sped along aside street, the
direction which the officer wanted, for the chase had gone that way. At the next avenue, Moe swung right
again; as he neared the next Sde Street, he veered suddenly to the left, without warning.

The officer had picked the running board on theright, to be ready with hisrevolver. He waslooking
draight ahead when Moe curved left. The swing sent him lunging out to the middle of the avenue. Harry
had been leaning forward, ready to loose the cop's hold on the door. The action had not proven

necessary.

The policeman sprawled unhurt in the middle of the crossing, hisrevolver clattering upon the asphdlt.
Moe had reduced speed; it was the suddenness of the jolt that had enabled him to get rid of this

unwel come passenger. Asthe cop sailed clear, Moe rammed the accelerator. The cab whizzed down the
Sde street to the [ ft.

Moe was grinning shrewdly. He would have aswell story, if ever called to task. Thiswasthe Street that
the patrol car had taken; histurn here had been anatura one, despite the fact that the cop, abit
bewildered, had decided to keep up the avenue. Moe could explain later that he had thought the officer
was gtill aboard. Harry could testify the same.

There was no sign of coupe or patrol car asthey neared the next avenue. Moe swung left again, his
purpose to travel south astreet, then head back for the Holland Tube. But as they neared the crossing, a
car cut in from theright, skidding straight across their path. Moe jammed the brakes as he recognized
Cliff's coupe.

Onetire flapped completdy off its rim as the coupe climbed the curb. The patrol officer had winged it at
long range, firing down the street from which the coupe had come. The siren of the patrol car was
whining wildly as Moe made the crossing. Asthetaxi driver sopped, Cliff and Hawkeye came tumbling
from their wrecked car.

Harry Vincent had thrust open the door. Cliff dived into the cab, Hawkeye just behind him. Moe stepped
onthe gas asthe patrol car dhrilleditsarrival. Asthey turned the corner, the policemen saw the
abandoned coupe and took up the chase after the speeding cab.

ANOTHER srren was blaring, coming in from the direction of the tube entrance. Police carswere
converging; an attempt to gain the tunnel would be hopeless. M oe sped southward, histaxi showing
amazing speed. He picked astreet to the left and negotiated a quick turn that enabled him to increase the
space between his vehicle and the pursuers.

In the exciting minutes that followed, Moe Shrevnitz displayed the driving skill that had caused The
Shadow to choose him as an aid. Three patrol cars had entered the pursuit; they were taking varied
coursesto block off the fleeing cab. But Moe knew every crisscrossed thoroughfare of this downtown
area. He whirled a ong beneath elevated structure; he yanked the cab about between the dangerous
pillars.

He chose side streets that seemed to open as he amed for them. He threaded a zigzag course that had
his three passengersrolling, sprawling and floundering in the back seet. At last he reached the vicinity of



Brooklyn Bridge and swung into amass of traffic. Following northward, Moe cut over to another avenue
and chose an open route.

In adozen minutes, he had duded his pursuers. Outdistancing them, Moe had logt himsdlf in the shuffle
and had come out again, free from the chase. His cab was just one of the thousandsrolling uptown in
Manhattan. His three passengers, settled in the back seat, were silent.

Moe had done dl that was possible in the pinch. They had landed in too deep. Theloss of the coupe did
not matter; it was not registered by either Cliff or Hawkeye. Escape had been paramount in the
emergency; The Shadow himself would have ordered it. But there was no chance now for these agentsto
aid The Shadow. A report to Burbank was al that could be done.

DOWN by the Knife and Fork, afuming man was standing by the curb. It was Joe Cardona; the acting
inspector had just arrived to learn that his plan had failed. The coupe had been spotted; its occupants had
made a get-away by grabbing ataxicab.

Moreover, Joe had received a negative report regarding the sedan with the green stop-lights. Thefirst
patrol car had taken after the coupe; the others had not even seen the sedan. To add to Cardonas
disgruntled feglings came an arrival whom the ace had not expected. It was Clyde Burke, stepping from a
taxi.

"Hello, Joe," greeted the reporter. "Say - you pulled afast one on me, didn't you? Telling me nothing was
up -"

"Canit, Burke" interposed Cardona, angrily. "Thisisno timefor alot of gab. Some tough gorillasjust
staged a get-away, and I'd like to know who wasin that other car. I'm betting now that it was the main
outfit. Those mugs we chased were nothing more but decoys.”

"What's the story, Joe?"'
"Don't bother me. Say, Burke, how did you climb in on this, anyway?'

"We heard the row up in the newspaper office. Sirens - shots - the Classic office isn't far from here.
That'swhy | chased out after the story."

Clyde said no more. He could have added that he had known what must have happened; for Burbank
had informed the reporter of the Situation at the Knife and Fork, prior to the excitement. Clyde was
tensaly anxiousto get information.

"Ten minutes of twelve," growled Cardona. "That's the time the car with the green stop-lights went by.
It'sfive after twelve now. Say - I'd like to know where that car went to. We chased the coupe and the
taxi -"

"How about the. Holland Tube?' queried Clyde. "Maybe the car you're talking about best it for Jersey. If
it did, you ought to be ableto nab it."

Cardona spun about, his dark eyes agleam. The detective whacked an approving hand upon Clyde's
shoulders. Then Joe began to bark orders.

"Come On!" Joe nudged toward apolice car. "We're going through to Jersey. Get the other side of the
tube on thewire. Notify the Jersey pairol. Maybe that car's going out by the high level stretch.

"We're going in two cars - you can come aong, Burke. Join up with the Jersey police when we hit the
other sde. Tell them to comein from the other end of the Skyway. Make it snappy. Y ou, Leighton."”



AS adetective scurried into the Knife and Fork to make the telephone calls, Cardona bounded into the
first car. Clyde jumped in beside him. Officers joined the pair; others sprang aboard the second car.
Sirens bellowed as the vehicles roared from the curb.

Clyde Burke had acted well in apinch. He knew that The Shadow was bereft of aids. Clyde had given
the suggestion that would bring the law into the game with promptness, coming as The Shadow had been
willing it should, soon &fter the stroke of crime.

Y et Clyde was tense and unelated, for he could see the grim danger that circumstance had produced.
Fifteen minutes had € gpsed; the climax of crime was due. The Shadow, unaided, would have to dedl
with murderous men done.

CHAPTER XIX. THE SHADOW SURROUNDED

WHILE wild chase had carried scouring patrol cars through lower Manhattan, all had been quiet dong
the Skyway. It wasalight night for traffic; the four lanes of the high-leve viaduct had been singularly clear
of speeding cars. Y et one man, inward bound, had encountered an unusual obstacle.

That driver was James Dulkin. The long-faced merchant had signed his confession of complicity. Foy
Zullick had returned him his big coupe; Dulkin had said good-bye to Peter Widpath and had started in
from the Watchung Mountains.

Dulkin had followed aroute as advised by Zullick. He had found driving easy until he had reached the
Lincoln Highway. At that point, alarge truck had started up from the side of the road. It had lumbered
ahead of Dulkin to the airport; thereit had turned left.

It had been impossible to passthat truck. Not only was the old vehicle bulky; it was dso dragging a
traller that equaled it in Size. Thetruck wastraveling a thirty-five miles an hour; it was staying hdf in each
traffic lane. Dulkin could not blame the driver; he knew that the fellow was worrying about the sway of
thetrailer and wanted to keep well out from the curb.

But the Stuation was annoying, for Dulkin was anxious to reach New Y ork and did not like the thirty-five
mile an hour pace when he knew that he could do forty - and perhaps above - without being halted by
patrollers on the high-level roadway.

AsDulkin recalled the Skyway regulations - and his surmise was correct - trucks were alowed to follow
it only asfar asthe Skyway proper. Just before the Passaic River, there was atunneled ramp in the
center of the viaduct. That was where trucks were forced to descend; conspicuous signs acquainted the
driverswith that fact.

So Dulkin had restrained his temper, thinking that the truck would soon be gone. He had noticed that
there were few patrollers on the viaduct; that was naturd, Snce traffic was so light. But when the truck
reached that |ast exit, Dulkin had found causeto fume,

INSTEAD Of descending by the ramp, the truck and itstrailer had taken the lane to the right. Following
the curve, the driver of the truck was disobeying regulations. He was deliberately routing himsdlf over the

Skyway.

Thetruck was dowing on theincline asit neared the Passaic, first of the two rivers. Dulkin, noting that it
would il be difficult to passthe swaying trailer, looked from the window of his coupe in hope of spying
amotorcycle patrolman. He saw none; moreover, he noticed that no other cars were closeto him.

The nearest lights of automobileswere far behind, dmost back by the turn at the airport. Evidently some



other vehicleswere clogging traffic, an oddity on this night when few drivers were coming into New
York.

The truck rumbled beneath the massive girders of the Passaic Bridge, Dulkin keeping areasonable
distance behind it. The merchant chuckled haf sourly, haf hopefully. Hefdlt sure that when the truck
reached the other end of the high-level Skyway, it would be spotted and the driver arrested. He decided
that he would stop and give histestimony asto the driver's road-hogging methods.

Distance widened as the truck took the easy, downward dip between the bridges. Dulkin thought for a
moment of passing it; then noted a troublesome spot in the center of the road. It wastherail that fenced
off another ramp, coming up into the center of the Skyway, alittle more than midway between the two
immense bridges.

Dulkin, like many who travel the Skyway, had forgotten about the existence of that ramp. He had fancied
that the stretch was absolutely clear aong the mile space between therivers. He realized now that he had
seen theramp before.

It opened westward and served as an exit for westbound traffic aswell as an entrance for eastbound.
Dulkin, going east, was encountering the point of the VV-shaped fence.

The truck passed the ramp. It took the upgrade to the bridge across the Hackensack. Dulkin went by the
ramp aso, dowing the speed of his car, for the truck, veering oddly to the left, was blocking the Skyway
worse than it had before. Moreover, it was stopping. Dulkin brought his coupeto ahalt and stared in
puzzlement asthe truck stopped sharply, just asit reached the Hackensack bridge.

UP ahead, a hard-faced driver was peering from the whed of the truck. Another rowdy was beside him.
The driver had the truck in gear, the front wheels were swung to the | eft so that he could shove the big
vehicle straight across the road if occasion demanded. But these two were not the only men aboard.

There were others, at the rear of the truck. They were yanking at the big pin that held thetrailer. The
connection cameloose. Slowly, thetrailer did backward. A man aboard it cut away arope and yanked a
lever. As curtained sides flapped loose, amotor chugged beneath the front of the trailer. The loosened
vehicle began to swing about. Dulkin, at the whed of his car, saw it coast, then jolt backward asit
skidded down the dope. Thelights from railings revealed the contents of the transformed trailer.

It was amachine of death. Motorized to give it impetus, the trailer was aso equipped with eccentric
whedls, afact which had accounted for its constant swaying whilein tow of the truck. That waswhy it
skidded about asit came, floundering from one curb to the other, covering the full width of the Skyway.

That was not al. The contents of the bulking trailer formed the Sight that made Dulkin gasp, aghest.
Dropped curtains had revealed aload of heavy, crushed stone, bulging againgt tipsy posts and |oosened
cross-braces that threatened to collapse once the trailer crashed.

A mighty Jagannath was swaying down upon adoomed car - Dulkin's coupe. Frozen at the whed, the
gtartled merchant had been singled as avictim for an overwheming deeth.

Dulkin had no chance to swing about and flee; the crashing monstrosity would arrive too soon. Nor could
leaping save him while that huge device was il in motion. He would be overtaken before hislegs could
carry him from its path.

Up ahead, a sedan, westward bound, had swung into view upon the Hackensack bridge. It was the car
with the green stop-light. Finger Lurbin driving with another thug beside him. Asthe sedan stopped
beside the truck, the men on the bridge scurried to join it. The fake truck driver, the men who had loosed



thetrailer - al were prepared to make their get-away with Finger.

Crime had struck on schedule, timed to the exact minute. Men of murder were on hand to witnessthe
death of James Dulkin, hopelessin the path of that descending load of stone. Hismotor stdled in his
excitement; his hands trembling asthey tried vainly to open adoor of the coupe, Dulkin seemed totally
doomed.

But crooks, like their victim, had forgotten that one avenue in the center of the Skyway. That ramp led up
from Kearny, the district between the Passaic and the Hackensack.

Though Dulkin was unable to whedl his car about and seek the ramp as an exit to safety, the incoming
inclinewas gill destined to serve him. Asthe wheding trailer rumbled with amammoth skid, thewail of a
car in gear came from that opening in the center of the viaduct.

OUT from the depths sped a powerful coupe, driving upward at forced speed. Behind itswhed wasa
blackened shape that drove with fury, afigureinvisblein the confines of the car. Grim in the face of
disaster, The Shadow, too, had arrived on timely schedule for thisimportant move.

Wisdly had he kept from the Skyway, to avoid the observation of spying crooks. Hewas making his
entrance at the crucia moment, timing hisarriva to a perfect estimate after receiving acal from Burbank
at awaiting spot below the Skyway.

The Shadow had expected amass attack of murderers. Instead, he came hurtling into the path of the
desth that the killers had prepared for Dulkin. As his car whizzed past the merchant's stalled coupe, The
Shadow saw the stone-laden trailer performing the last of its eccentric skids.

The truck was whedling toward the high curbing at The Shadow's left. Half spinning, it was due to jounce
back and pitch straight toward Dulkin's coupe, no more than fifty feet from its oncoming path. Itswork
would be done within brief seconds, at the speed which the trailer had gained.

Blazing eyes saw the Stuation in an ingtant. His own car traveling &t forty-five, The Shadow possessed
the opportunity to cover the intervening space between himsdf and the trailer before it made that |ast
drive againgt the curb on theleft. Already chunks of stone had falen with each jar; those blocks of
evidence gave The Shadow knowledge of what he could accomplish.

Straight for the twisting trailer. The Shadow, too, was aming for the curb. His hand flung the right door
open; as his car drove head on for thetrailer, The Shadow dived from the driver's sest. The gear-shift
lever was forward; it offered no obstruction. Moreover, the fact that the car was in second gear served
as additiona serviceto The Shadow's leap.

The accelerator pedal bobbed up as The Shadow's foot deserted it. In gear and on the climb, the motor
responded like a brake. The speed of the car was lessening as The Shadow's cloaked form emerged
headlong from the opened door. Y et the coupe still possessed the force of a battering ram asit covered
the last twenty feet between its bumper and thetrailer.

Theimpact was amazing. As prelude, The Shadow's diving form struck the surface of the Skyway and
rolled over in acrobatic fashion. At the same ingtant the lunging car rammed the hurtling trailer at an angle
as the two vehicles reached the curb. What the car lacked in Size and weight, it possessed in speed and
impetus.

Thetrailer could not have toppled from its own force when it struck the curb; but the smash of The
Shadow's car gave it the required urge. The coupe mashed as completely asif it had struck astonewadll;
the trailer, moving, yielded despite itsweight.



STOPPED dead by the shattered car, the massive vehicle careened. Balanced on two wheelsiit
wavered; beneath its bulk, The Shadow lay crouching, barely recovered from hisfadl. Had the big trailer
resisted theimpact; had it come back to all four whedls, it would have sprayed blocks of stone upon this
being who had dared molest its course.

But The Shadow's quick-gauged estimate had been agood one. The wrecking of his car had
accomplished what he hoped. Asthetrailer balanced over the curb, itsloose-packed burden shifted in
the right direction. Stays burst; a deluge of rock smashed down upon the Skyway rail. Huge sted guards
had been built to stop the wildest driven car. But they could not resist this downpour of loosed tonnage.
Battering blocks crashed a pathway through the thick-set rail. Carried along with the huge release, the
trailer clattered sidewise over the curb.

A flood of pouring stone roared from the Skyway level. Thetrailer, overturning, struck the opening that
therock had cleared. It turned turtle, like atoy tossed from a child's haphazard hand. Itslowest layer of
sonefollowed the torrent that had ruined the guard rail; then, like an unwilling mongter, thetrailer itself
went over the edge.

Wheds il spinning from their motor, the trailer plunged downward to the Kearny flats. A terrific crash
announced itsarrival upon the shattering heap of stone that had once formed the desth machine's own
contents. All that remained within the flattened guardrail was the pitifully mashed ruin of The Shadow's
car. That and afew chunks of stone that lay just above the shattered curb.

The Shadow had conquered the Jagannath. With a supreme endeavor, he had prevented death upon the
Skyway by a counter-drive againgt the killing messenger that crooks had launched. No longer in the
danger zonethat he had diminated, The Shadow cameto hisfeet with amocking cry of defiant triumph.

He had disposed of amighty instrument designed for crud daughter. He had saved James Dulkin,
intended victim of the killerswho had set loose that driving monster. The Shadow was reaedy to dedl with
the evil perpetrators whose method he had thwarted.

CHAPTER XX. DOUBLE BATTLE

JAMES DULKIN was gtaring, stupefied, from his coupe. His dull eyes saw that cloaked figure on the
Skyway. His ears could catch the unreal pedl of The Shadow's chdlenging mirth. Looking beyond; the
merchant could see the stalled truck; beside it the glaring headlights of a stopped sedan.

Men of crime dtill lingered; headed toward their prey. But blocking them was the same fierce fighter
whose craft had foiled them once. The Shadow had pitted the frail structure of his automobile againgt the
towering bulk of the death-designed trailer. He had won; now, alone fighter, he was ready to match his
prowess against the strength of an entire crew.

Like Dulkin, crooks were stunned. They knew that odds meant nothing to The Shadow. For amoment,
their thoughts were those of fear. Then came the growled assurance of their leader, Finger Lurbin.

"We're hereto get Dulkin," snarled Finger. "To rub him out anyway, if thetraller flivved. An' were
figuring for aget-away, ain't we? An' not back through New Y ork, where the coppers nailed our
cover-up crew. Well - what's stopping us?"

"The Shadow," protested ahenchman. " That's him - it couldn't be no other!"
"Yeah?' jeered Finger. "Wdll, he goesfirst. Gats ready, you bimboes. We're going.”

Finger drove the sedan in gear. The car jolted forward as thugs flourished their revolvers. Pulling the lever



into high gear, Finger coolly yanked forth agun of hisown, ready to join in the coming fray. Stepping on
the accel erator, he sped the sedan straight forward toward that lone figure on the Skyway.

THE SHADOW had produced two automatics. Ready with raised weapons, he stared beyond the
driving car. He had expected to see two others - a coupe and ataxi - bringing in the agents upon whom
he had counted. No headlights gleamed from benegath the blackened outline of the Hackensack bridge.

The Shadow's laugh rosefiercely above the roar of the oncoming motor. Asthugs fired wild, opening
shots, leaning from the windows of the sedan, The Shadow's leveled automatics flashed their answer,
each with deliberateaim.

Simultaneoudy the sedan’s headlamps shattered. The Shadow had picked those glaring targetsfor his
first bullets. His perfect am gained its result. The sedan swerved as Finger Lurbin emitted a hoarse oath.
No longer did thuggish marksmen have their cloaked enemy in aspotlight.

Instead, they saw The Shadow only by the lights along the Skyway. The sudden contrast showed him as
an evasive, whirling figure, sweeping toward the curb beyond the opening that the crashed trailer had
cleavedintherail

Finger Lurbin, still hoping to run down The Shadow, responded ingtinctively by jolting the whed to the
right. The Shadow had expected that act; he had purposely stayed hisfire. But as the sedan veered, he
opened aripping volley with one automatic, histarget thetire of the right, front whedl.

Thetire flattened as the bullets ploughed it. The car swung from Finger's control. Wild shouts from
frenzied mobsters. Their car was hurtling straight for that broad gap in the Skyway rail.

It was unlikely that the sedan would climb the curb; but that fact did not occur to the maddened
occupants - not even to Finger Lurbin. Astheir leader jammed the brakes, his henchmen thrust open
doors and dived out in hope of safety. Asthey came to hands and knees, they aimed wildly for The
Shadow. Automatics volleyed while fingers were seeking revolver triggers.

Two thugs sprawled wounded. They were the ones on the near side of the sedan, which had twisted
about as Finger stopped it. A crook bobbed up from behind the hood of the sedan; The Shadow's next
shot dropped the man while he was aiming. He was the torpedo who had come with Finger.

Three werel€ft, dl beyond the sedan. That spot of security was not sufficient. Y ellow in the pinch, no
longer hopeful of aget-away in the sedan, these three who had | eft the truck turned hedl and fled, dashing
back up the dope toward the bridge that they had | ft.

The Shadow's next shots quickened the scurry of those rats. Fight was gone from them; The Shadow
waswilling to let them flee. They would find no lurking spots upon the bridge. Alreedy distant Srenswere
sounding the gpproach of troopers from the inner end of the Skyway.

The Shadow had whedled away from the curb. Swinging across the traffic lanes, he waslooking for
Finger Lurbin. He knew that the chief foeman was il in the fight. Finger had dropped low in the front
seat when his crew had bolted.

The door on the left was closed. No head or hand appeared there. The Shadow stopped short; he
looked beyond the front of the stalled sedan. His hunch was atimely one. It located Finger Lurbin.

Crouching low, the dangerous crook had dipped through the door which his torpedo had opened on the
right. He was coming over the hood, aming for The Shadow.

A CLOAKED form whirled. An automatic pumped quick shots that skimmed the polished hood of the



sedan, just as arevolver spoke twice from Finger'sfist. Two bulletswhistled through the folds of The
Shadow's cloak asit flung wide from histurning body.

But Finger Lurbin gained no such respite. Snarling, crippled by The Shadow's quick shots, he staggered
backward to the curb. There, with an effort, he came up beside the broken rail.

Towering, with left hand clutched againgt his chest, Finger aimed again, hisfrenzy carrying him to
superhuman effort. Had he loosed another shot, it would have clipped The Shadow, for the cloaked
marksman was plainly outlined againgt arail light on the other sde. But Finger gained no opportunity. The
Shadow best him to the find shot.

An automatic spoke its just message. Finger Lurbin blurted a sharp cry. Staggering backward, he
dropped hisrevolver and clutched both hands to his chest. Sumping, the crook rolled to the edge by the
broken rail; there his hands clawed wildly for ahold that they could not clutch.

Slipping backward, Finger sprawled from the brink. Hisbody spun like atiny pinwhed asit whirled to
the stony bed upon theflats.

Motorcycles had reached the bridge; thiswas the vanguard of the law. Troopers were stopping, to level
revolvers at the surrendering trio who had fled The Shadow's wrath. Turning away. The Shadow saw the
glare of approaching headlights, driving down from the westward bridge across the Passaic.

JAMES DULKIN had seen them dso. Frantically, the merchant had legped from his coupe. He was
running toward The Shadow, crying out hisdread. Ingtinctively, Dulkin had guessed the meaning of those
oncoming cars. They were the ones that had been following so far behind. Dulkin knew that they must
mean belated pursuers.

The Shadow knew it also. As Dulkin scurried up the incline, The Shadow swept forward with swift
stride. He dashed past the coupe; he reached therail of the ramp by which he had reached the Skyway.
Dropping behind the stedl barricade, he opened fire on the first car.

Wild shots answered. Bullets flattened againgt steel posts. Cowering crooks emerged from their car, only
to hear the fierce burst of The Shadow's chdlenging laugh. Too late did they redlize the identity of their
foe. They had come on because they had not seen Finger heading outward.

Ruffians dropped as The Shadow's quick shots clipped them. Writhing wounded on the bridge, they
served as examples of what would happen to the others. Two men dived beyond the car and dashed
back to a second automobile that had stopped many yards behind. Out of range, they clambered aboard.
The car siwung about and sped away.

Soup Ramsted was one of those who had fled from thefirst car. In charge of the inbound cars, he had
been deputed to head the reserves. With chaos on the Skyway, Soup chose flight. His guesswas not a
bad one. Already Srenswereraisng tumult from the direction of the airport.

Madly, Soup and his henchmen were heading back across the Passaic, to reach awestbound exit just
beyond the bridge before the summoned police could cut them off.

Dulkin was till running for the Hackensack bridge. He could see the troopers; he wanted their
protection. The Shadow, lingering, saw the glare of motorcycle lights bob up from beneath the
superstructure that towered over the Passaic.

Soup's band had made alucky getaway. Perhaps some troopers had pursued them; but others were
certainly coming on. New motorcycles were arriving from the east; two groups were converging toward



The Shadow. From now on, the law would hold this area where strife had ended. The Shadow had other
tasks to consider. The intended victim saved, there was no need to linger.

The Shadow sprang to Dulkin's coupe. He had it in reverse as he pressed the starter. He swung the car
backward; then forward. With aburst of speed, he shot the car straight down the center ramp of
Kearny. Thetaillight blinked from the view of gpproaching men on motorcycles.

Ashearrived, so did The Shadow leave, by that center ramp that he had chosen as his avenue of action.
He had come in one car; he was leaving in another. He had come to conquer crooks and leave the law in
charge. He had succeeded.

UP from the ramp came the last echoes of adeparting laugh; acry of mirth that carried a note of triumph.
Though he had gained no new trail, The Shadow had deprived villains of ther victim. With an informant
saved and in their hands, the law could learn which way to move.

State troopers made no chase of that departing car. It had |eft at terrific speed; there was no sign of it
when they reached the ramp. Moreover they knew - without the need of telling - that the fighter in that
car had battled and won for right.

Dulkin's blurted statements; the gaping space aong therail; the surrender of three cringing crooks - those
factors ended guesswork.

Victory for The Shadow meant triumph for the law. The hardest thrust of crime had been stopped and
broken. Y et asupercrook was il at large. Other victims might bein his grasp. The law would learn; the
law would move. If possible, The Shadow would move a so.

After that tremendous battle atop the skyway, any task to come would lie within the range of possibility.
For The Shadow, bound from a scene of triumph, had become supreme.

CHAPTER XXI. THE CAPTURE

A PANTING man was scrambling up anarrow path. Stumbling over underbrush, he fatered; then
regained hisfooting. He blinked aflashlight, then continued onward. After him followed others. The
leader stopped as he struck the flooring of averanda. He managed alaugh as he noted the glow of dull
windows.

The laugh was Soup Ramsted's. The dynamiter paused for breath then blinked his flashlight on awatch
that he had drawn from his pocket. The time was half past one. Soup had returned to the lodge in the
Watchung Mountains.

Faint winds produced subdued whistles. Storms had passed; though the air was ill, acadmness was
settling over the londly retreat. Soup showed confidencein his voice as he growled to his men.

"Comeinwith me, you fellows," he ordered. "Foy'sliable to be sore when he hears how things turned
out. Back me up in my story. Get it?'

Affirmative growlsfrom the others. One man flashed alight dong the veranda. Soup snatched it from the
henchman's hand. Histonewas angry.

"No glims," hereminded. "Useyour brains, al of you. There's nobody around here, Foy isdoing duty
himsdlf tonight. He's watching those two mugs on hisown.”

SOUP opened the door and strode into the living room of the lodge. Zullick was seated at the fireplace;
he looked up puzzled at the entrance of several men. A glower showed on the murderer'sface; but when



Zullick spoke, he used hisacquired purr.

"Well, well," he remarked smoothly. "Bringing them dl in, eh, Soup? That's anew wrinkle. Whereésthe
others? Did they take it on thelam dong with Finger?'

"These are dl that'sleft,” returned Soup abruptly. "The breaks went againgt us, Foy."
Zullick came angrily to hisfeet. He stared at his lieutenant, expecting an explanation. Soup gaveit.

"The Shadow muscled in," stated the lieutenant, uneasily. "Took acrack at Finger and his outfit - after
they'd cut loose the trailer that I'd sent in from Trenton.”

"And where were you?"

"Laying back, like | was supposed to be. We had the two cars side by side, so'sto block off other cars;
but there weren't any coming.”

"So you let The shadow shoot it out with Finger?”

"Y eah. But we didn't know it at the time. It was when Finger didn't come along that we breezed up to
learn thelay. That's when The Shadow gunned for us."

"Y ou saw him? The Shadow?"

"Wedidn't lamp him; but we heard him. He handed us the ha-ha and opened up with those gats of his.
Sharpshooters from behind some sted pillars. We had to scram.”

"Ydlow, eh?"

"The copswas on us, Foy. We only had time for aget-away. The Shadow had crippled one buggy - we
couldn't take no chances."

Mumbles of approval came from Soup's companions. Zullick eyed the hard faces; then forgot his suave
tone as he rasped a sharp question.

"What about Dulkin?' demanded the crook. "Finger got him al right? Pulled the rub-out, even with The
Shadow there?'

"Sure," returned Soup, with an attempt at bravado. "Finger must have plugged Dulkin. That'swhy The
Shadow was so tough. Trying to get even -"

"Wait aminute," interposed Zullick. "What about thetrailer? Did it ride down on Dulkin?”

"It must have. We saw the truck, way up on the Hackensack bridge, when we was coming acrossthe
Passaic. Thetrailer wasn't on it. There was a car wrecked at the edge of the viaduct. Looked like the
trailer must have rammed it. Of course, it was from a distance that we saw it -"

"Wherewasthetraller?'

"Must have gone through the fence. Big hole there past the busted car. Then there was another bus,
gtting inthe middle of the road”

"Wrecked?'

"No. Didn't look it."



"WhichwasDulkin'scar?"
"| figured the one that had been in the smash. Both of the cars were coupes, though -"

A SNARL was Zullick'sfina interruption. The murderer had heard enough. Glowering at Soup and the
others, Zullick issued atorrent of condemnatory words.

"Paookas, the pack of you," stormed the wolfish crook. ™Y ou don't get close enough to see anything.
Y ou know the job's been queered; yet you takeit for granted that Dulkin was rubbed out. What if he's
gill alive? Where do we stand?’

"We had to best it, Foy," pleaded Soup, while his companions stood silent. "We made a get-away in
time to shake the cops. | was foxy enough not to come straight here. | went clear past the hillsand
doubled back through the valey after | was sure nobody wastailing us."

"What'sthisyou'retelling me?' demanded Zullick. "Y ou didn't come straight here?”

"Sure not, Foy. Dulkin wasn't losing no time going into the city. When | spotted him on the express
highway, | put in that cal to Finger; then took after Dulkin, knowing the truck would be on the look-out.
But it wasagrind catching up.”

"What time did you tell Finger to hit the Skyway?'

"Twelve-five. | figured his speed from where he passed us on the express highway. The truck was posted
to hold him back. Finger must have got there, dl right, Foy. Even if thetrailer didn't crack Dulkin's buggy,
you can bet that Finger chopped the guy down.”

"With The Shadow there? Listen, you dumbbell, suppose Dulkin wasn't bumped! Don't you get it? Hell
be bringing the coppers herel"

"| figured that, Foy. | wasthinking of heading straight here; but | wasworried for fear somebody was
closeto us. That'swhy | cut around the mountains. | wasn't counting on any trouble from Dulkin,
anyhow. Y ou've got the signed paper. Dulkin would be afraid to squawk."

Foy Zullick was shaking both fists, maddened to a heet of fury. The murderer could no longer restrain his
intengity. Oaths spat from hisugly lips as he cursed hislieutenant'sfolly.

"How do you know Dulkin won't squawk?' stormed Zullick. "Now that he knows we tried to bump him,
things are different. He's been on the spot, Dulkin has. He can swear that signature of hisis phony - or
that he signed the paper under threat - and the bullswill believe him. Particularly if he sayswe put on the
heat.

"Hell be thinking of Widpath, too. Telling them that Widpath'sin ajam and needs to be helped out of it.
Meanwhile, you've been chasing al around the county. Say - they've had an hour to listen to Dulkin and
get on the move besides! They'relikdly to bein here any minute!”

"Wed better takeit on thelam, Foy," suggested Soup, weakly. "Bump Widpath and that chauffeur of his,
or snatch them aong with us. Say" - hoping to defend his own mistakes, Soup shot acriticism at Zullick -
"areyou sure you've still got Widpath and the other bozo? Y ou've been here aone, Foy - that window of
theirs opens out to the veranda.”

"I've got both of them,” snarled Zullick. "They till think theré's watchers posted outside. I'm getting the
pair of them right now, to drag them along with us." He turned toward Widpath's door but stopped as he
reached for the knob.



"Meanwhile, you sap, do something!" Zullick's tone was hoarse with fury. "Get outside - talk to any of
the mugs you posted down the path! Seeif they've spotted anyone!™

"I didn't leave anybody down there," protested Soup. "Thisisal of usthat'sleft, Foy. | told you that
aready -"

Soup broke off as Zullick bounded away from Widpath's door. Angrily, Zullick dashed acrosstheliving
room and grabbed the knob of the outer door. He faced the crew that stood in front of the fireplace.

"Outsde, dl of you!" shouted Zullick. "Best it down where we keep the carsl Get ready while | bring
Widpath and Burrett!"

ZULLICK wasdrawing arevolver as he spoke. He turned the doorknob as he delivered furious
epithets. Then, snarling, he added:

"Y ou've shown yoursdf adim-wit, Soup! Get busy and make up for your dumbness! Nobody outside -
say, the cops could be here already, without our even guessing it! Maybe they're driving up the hill with
Dulkin showing them the way. Get going - be ready to shoot it out with anyone you see-"

Zullick had opened the door. He was il facing his henchmen. He stopped his command abruptly ashe
saw achange come over the group. Hands had aready started for gats, copying Zullick's example.
Those hands had stopped; they were risng mechanically while faces stared sullenly.

Zullick swung toward the door, snarling as he aimed his revolver. Dropping back, he let the weapon fdll
as he, too, shoved his hands upward. There was no chance for fight. Crooks had been trapped in their
lar.

Bristling from the doorway was a quartet of revolvers; the wegpons were held by Joe Cardonaand atrio
of New Jersey troopers. The law had done what Foy Zullick had feared. James Dulkin had told of Peter
Widpath's plight. Rescuers had arrived; they had captured the lodge by surprise.

CHAPTER XXII. THE FINAL TRIUMPH
"NO usg, Zullick."

Joe Cardona ddlivered the ultimatum as he shouldered in through that doorway. Beside him wasa
lieutenant of New Jersey troopers; behind them a pair of State policemen. The four spread out; motioning
with their revolversthey forced Zullick and the other crooksto line up in surrender along the walls.

The State officer took charge. Thiswas hisjob, dthough he had dlowed Cardona equa sharein staging
the surprise arrival. A fifth man had entered behind the others, brought in by the call that dl waswell. This
was James Dulkin, brought to identify al prisoners.

"The building is surrounded,” spoke the State police lieutenant. "If you try abresk for it, my men will
shoot to kill."

Like Cardona, the officer addressed hisremarksto Zullick. Dulkin had given agood description of the
murderer. There was no mistaking that wolf-faced rogue.

"Where's Widpath?”

Zullick heard the next demand. He shrugged his shoulders; then nudged an uplifted thumb toward the
door that he had first approached.



"Inthere,” informed the crook, "with his chauffeur. They're guests - not prisoners.”

A trooper strode across and opened the door. He spied two haggard-faced men and beckoned. Peter
Widpath came out into the living room, followed by Burrett. The gray-haired man smiled happily ashe
saw Dulkin with the officers. Burrett, blocky and droop-faced, managed to give apleased grin.

Dulkin nodded to the troopers, to indicate that these were the men whom they had cometo rescue. The
uniformed lieutenant was prompt with explanation.

"Mr. Widpath," he stated, "afew nights ago, a man named Hosea Selger was killed on the Skyway while
driving into New Y ork. Tonight, an attempt a murder was made on James Dulkin. He told us that both
he and Selger had been prisoners here.”

"That is correct,” acknowledged Widpath. "We were held by this man, Foy Zullick, whoisa
sef-admitted murderer. Zullick isresponsible for the desths of Seton Hylap and Gifford Barbridge.”

"These men with him?"

"Areformer members of ablasting crew that worked for the K and R Railroad. Zullick enlisted them to
serve himin crime. They were under the command of Soup Ramsted, the prisoner beyond the fireplace.”

There was a pause; then Widpath advanced toward the uniformed lieutenant. With agleam of satisfaction
on hisface, Widpath spoke again.

"| have proof of their perfidy,” he announced. "Documentary evidence which these scoundrelsdid not
know wasin my possession. | have been holding it in hopethat | could ddliver it to the law."

From hisinside pocket, Widpath produced along envelope. He handed it to the officer; then stepped
back. Instructing the troopers to keep the prisoners covered, the police lieutenant opened the envel ope
and drew forth awad of folded papers. As he uncreased the documents, Joe Cardona stepped forward
to view them.

"These papers are blank!"

As he gaculated the words, the officer looked up. At that instant, he heard afierce, triumphant snarl. The
troopers behind him became rigid, unable to move despite the fact that they held loaded revolvers.

TWO men had acted as one: Widpath and Burrett. Stepping back to rejoin his chauffeur, Widpath had
yanked agleaming .38 while Burrett had produced asmilar weapon. They wereaiming straight for the
armed pair of troopers; and their guns aso covered Cardona and the Jersey lieutenant, caught flat-footed
in the foreground.

Only Dulkin was out of range; but the astonished merchant was too startled to make amove. Widpath,
his face betraying venom, was brisk with a snarled command. The troopers|et their revolvers clatter,
knowing that they had no chance. Their lieutenant dropped hislowered gun; Cardona did the same.

"Hold it, chief," purred Zullick, lowering hisarms and stooping to pick up hisrevolver. "Therésabunch
of copsoutsde. They'll bargein hereif they hear ablow-off. Better make aded with these mugs before
we start any fireworks.

"Weshdl let Dulkin talk," decided Widpath, in biting tones. "Come, Dulkin, speak. We know that you
were rescued. Y ou can admit that part of it. What did you tell the police?!

"| - | told them to come here," stammered Dulkin, his voice weak and pitiful. "I trusted you, Widpath; | -



| thought you werein danger. | was taken to a State patrol headquarters. That's where - wherel
talked."

"Towhom?'

"To - to the lieutenant; and to Cardona. There was areporter there, too, from the New Y ork Classic.
Hisname- | think - was Burke."

"Whereis he now?"

"He went back into New Y ork, to write astory about the fight on the Skyway. He had to go in order to
get it into the newspaper. But - well, he knew we were coming here.”

"Y ou arranged this expedition?’

"I cameto show theway. We were careful coming up the road. We were dl on foot; and | pointed out
the path when we reached it."

"How many troopers are outsde?"

"A dozen - al back in the woods watching. They - | told them that maybe guards would be on the
veranda."

Widpath delivered an insdious chuckle. While he, Burrett and Zullick still covered their quickly taken
prisoners, Widpath calmed histone and spoke in dry, careful words.

"Zullick has suggested that we make terms," stated Widpath. "In order that we do so, | must explain the
circumstances. Three of us: Selger; you, Dulkin; and mysalf were agroup that expected to acquire the K
and R Railroad through our proxy holdingsin Altamont Power.

"Zullick notified me privately that murder might be necessary. | told him to proceed with it in case of
emergency; that if he chose to commit crime, | would deal with my squeamish associates.

"Zullick chose murder. Wefollowed by holding aconference here. Zullick handled it for me, treating me
asone of thetrio, smply to curb al doubts. It was quite apparent that Selger was undesirable; and you
aso, Dulkin. So Zullick and I, in private conference, arranged to dispose of the two of you."

WIDPATH paused. His face showed areminiscent expression, tinged with evil. Hisvoice was cutting in
its harshness as he resumed his discourse.

"Signed confessions of complicity!" snorted the salf-admitted master of crime. "Bah! What would they
have meant with their sgners il living to blame Zullick asthe actua murderer?

"You failed to seethat, Dulkin, just as Selger did. Perhaps, to put it the other way about, you did see that
the confessions lacked value, because both of you expected to live. But there was something that you
faled utterly to redize: That was Zullick'sinability to handle the sde of the K and R Railway should he be
compelled to do so if we refused.

"Only one of us could do that, Dulkin. Zullick was no financier, no dedler in big busness. Hewasa
bluffer, though, and he fooled you as | thought he would. Those confessions could not servehim, a
murderer; but they weredl that | needed to proceed and regp full profits.”

Again Widpath paused. Understanding was dawning on Dulkin's terrified face. Cardona and the State
policemen were grasping the e ements of the scheme, despite the fact that they lacked knowledge of the



details.

"With you and Selger gone, Dulkin," remarked Widpath, "I aone would have access to the straw names
of shareholdersin Altamont Power. | could swing the entire sdle of K and R to the Mountain Pecific. All
profitswould be mine.

"Did | say ‘would be?' Widpath chuckled. "I should have said 'will be'; for my gameis till safe. Should |
be subjected to investigation later, | shall let those confessions cometo light through some unsuspected
source.

"It will never be known that | was associated with Hosea Selger and James Dulkin. They will be marked
asmen whom | blocked in atransaction; they will be the ones upon whom the law will place the charge
of hiring murderers when they saw achancefor millionsfading.

"I do not need dl the proxiesthat | now hold. | shall leave some planted, to be pinned on my supposed
rivals, Selger and Dulkin, should | be forced to bring the confessionsinto light. But | doubt that such
heroics will ever be necessary.

"Full profit will bemine. | shal pay off these henchmen who have supported me. Y ou, Zullick and
Ramsted, with the men who have served you. Y ou dso, Burrett.”

Foy Zullick's wolfish face showed atroubled look. The murderer spoke as Widpath paused.

"Don' tel them too much, chief,” purred Zullick. "Maybe you've doneit dready. How can you make
terms, with what you've said?’

"Terms?' Widpath's query showed sarcasm. "Why make terms, Zullick? Thereisonly one course - a
break for safety by you and your companions. There are less than adozen men outside. They are
scattered; and they think that they will have none to handle except stragglers.

"Drive through them. Gain the cars and take to flight. Some of you may fall; but therisk isworthiit.
Remember, Zullick, your own sharewill be greet; asfor your men, they will gain haf amillionto divide
among them.

"Large portions each” - Widpath was smiling dryly as he glanced at Soup and the others - "for there are
but few remaining to share. The sake isworth the battle, Zullick."

FOY ZULLICK nodded as he gave awolfish grin. The others grunted their willingness for conflict. Then
Zullick spoke aquick question.

"What about you and Burrett, chief?'

"We shall remain here," replied Widpath, camly. "To be rescued by the troopers who escape your
bullets. Some of them will probably surviveyour drive.”

"But what about these mugs?* Zullick spoke savagely as he indicated the prisoners. 'Y ou've told them the
works, chief. They'll squawk - unlessyou -"

Zullick paused. His grin was fiendish. The murderer saw the answer; but Widpath proceeded to give it
aoud for the benefit of Zullick's henchmen.

"Thefight will begin here," explained the gray-haired chief of crime. "It will be quick and effective, with no
survivors among those who represent the law. Which, | may mention, include James Dulkin."



The gray-haired fiend had ddlivered hisfinal terms. To Joe Cardona and the troopers, it meant one lone
chance; to divefor their guns and go down shooting. That, despite the fact that Widpath had been
caculating when he had said that there would be no survivors.

Widpath saw the sudden tension that gripped the helpless prisoners. He knew that awild break was due
to start; he was prepared to end it as it budded. In aquick, sharp tone of command, the crook snapped
theword:

"Prepare!”

At that ingtant, a startling sound broke free in weird crescendo. Above the supercrook’s sharp order rose
aburg of strident mockery that chilled the rogueswho heard it.

Peter Widpath, swinging toward the direction from which the laugh had issued, wasthefirgt to view its
author. The supercrook stared toward the room wherein he and Burrett had faked imprisonment.

On the threshold stood The Shadow, his cloak aflowing shroud. From benesth his hat-brim gazed eyes
burned with chalenge. Looming from his gloved fists were mammoth automatics, their muzzles cannonlike
asthey covered startled crooks.

The Shadow had arrived to claim the find triumph.
CHAPTER XXIII. THE SHADOW REWARDS

INTO thelast scene had stepped The Shadow, as weirdly present as before. As he had been on the
Skyway to prevent the scheduled murder, so was he here to stop wholesale daughter.

Systematized method had marked The Shadow's quest. Departing the Skyway, he had headed
westward, knowing that he must take that direction to find the headquarters of crime. Reaching a
secluded New Jersey town, The Shadow had contacted Burbank. He had learned that Clyde Burke had
caled shortly before.

The reporter had served his chief well. Once he had heard James Dulkin's statement to the State police,
Clyde had faked areason for returning to New Y ork. He had told Joe Cardona that he wanted to make
the last edition with astory of the Skyway fray.

Actudly, Clyde had wanted to relay word to Burbank. He had heard Dulkin locate the lodge in the
Watchungs. He knew where the law was heading. That news reached The Shadow, nearer the god than
the starting State police. The Shadow had set forth, to arrive ahead of the invading squad of State
officers.

Finding the lodge, The Shadow had scaled the veranda. Through Widpath's window, he had seen two
unguarded men. Knowing through Clyde that he rescued aman named Dulkin, The Shadow had guessed
that he was viewing Peter Widpath; for Dulkin had aso mentioned Widpath asafellow prisoner.

The lack of guardstold The Shadow that Widpath was no prisoner. Burrett, friendly with his master, had
answered the description of Widpath's missing chauffeur.

Moreover, The Shadow had seen adeep game behind the dealings between Altamont Power and the K
and R. He had known that someone more brainy than Foy Zullick - ahidden murderer - would be
necessary in the swinging of thefina dedl. The Shadow had bided histime so asto dlow the law's
arivd.

After Widpath had |eft hisroom, The Shadow had entered by the window. Delayed in such action, he



had been just in time to see the tables turn. Knowing that Widpath would gloat in evil triumph, The
Shadow had lingered while the arch-crook spoke

Evil schemes had been revealed by their maker. Threats of death had been delivered, bringing
prospective victimsto apitch of tenson. With the crisisimminent, The Shadow had made his entry. Once
again he had chosen the vital moment to deal with would-be murderers.

With one exception, crooks faltered momentarily as they heard The Shadow's taunt of chalenge. The
onewho did not waver was the master rogue of all.

PETER WIDPATH, whedling, pressed the trigger of hisrevolver asasignd for thefray.

Widpath's shot wasfirgt; but the bullet found the frame of the doorway. Widpath was ill spinning,
lunging toward The Shadow. The crook's shot was too quick.

Automatics roared. One bullet caught Widpath in hissurge. A shot from the other .45 clipped Zullick as
the murderer aimed. Burrett was dower than the pair. As The Shadow's next shot crippled the chauffeur,
Joe Cardona piled upon the fellow and bore him to the floor.

The troopers, led by their lieutenant, were hurling themsdlves upon Soup Ramsted and the men by the
fireplace. Those rogues were snatching their revolvers from their pockets; but they had no chance against
the uniformed huskies.

With bare fists the fighting troopers smashed down risng gun arms. They drove hard punchesto
unshaven jaws, flattening the murder squad before it cameto action.

Peter Widpath had reached The Shadow. Though mortally wounded, the fiend had still charged onward.
A gloved fist swung; an automatic knocked away Widpath's revolver. The gray-haired crook lunged
forward and grappled with his cloaked adversary.

Hinging Widpath about, The Shadow swung inward to the living-room. With his right hand free, he took
quick aim beyond the fireplace, where one lone crook had ducked atrooper's punch. Soup Ramsted,
back to thewal, was swinging his gun, aiming for The Shadow.

A trooper legped up to grab the murderer's gun arm. The officer wastoo late; Soup's finger was dready
on thetrigger. But The Shadow's automatic boomed as Soup tried to fire. The crook sagged, histrigger
finger wavering; then collapsed as the trooper bore him to the door.

Joe Cardona had grabbed Burrett's revolver. He had easily subdued the crippled chauffeur; Joe found
Burrett's gun nearer than his own. Swinging up, Cardona saw Foy Zullick, wounded, on hands and
knees. Savagely, thekiller aimed for Joe.

Two gunsroared smultaneoudy. One was The Shadow's; the other was the revolver that Cardona had
grabbed from the floor. Both bullets found their target. Zullick floundered, dying. Credit for that able
deed was shared by The Shadow and the law.

JAMES DULKIN had dived for the outer door. Opening it, the merchant stopped on the verandaasa
flood of reserve troopers came bounding to the lodge. The Shadow heard the shouts of the arriving
officers. Whedling, he siwung back into the inner room, with Peter Widpath gtill clinging to his cloak.

The supercrook's hands wererigid in adeath grip. They loosened as The Shadow broke their clutch.
Widpath's body rolled face upward on the floor. The Shadow saw the white edges of folded papers,
projecting from the inside pocket where Widpath had kept the dummy envelope.



With aquick move, The Shadow gained the creased sheets. Swinging about, he placed the papers
beneath his cloak as he took long strides toward the open window. Vaulting the sill, The Shadow
reached the veranda. He was lost in darkness when Cardona arrived with troopers to view Widpath's

body.

Chaos had ended in the captured lodge. An evil chief had perished; with Peter Widpath's body lay the
remains of the murderer who had served as hislieutenants: Foy Zullick and Soup Ramsted. One had paid
for thekilling of Seton Hylap; the other for the daying of Clifford Barbridge.

Like Finger Lurbin, they had met the end that they deserved. Of lesser henchmen, some were deed;
otherswounded - and all who lived were in the hands of the law. Like those pretended truckmen who
hed fled pell-méll dong the Skyway.

Rising winds sghed from the wooded dope of the Watchung mountainside. Even the eements had found
apaean of victory. But to ligtenersin the lodge came a note that was more triumphant than the moaning
of thewind. It was acry that sounded from the darkness; an eerie gibe that might well have been uttered
by some unearthly banshee of the hills.

A long, trailing laugh; mirth that rose to afierce crescendo, then shivered into startling echoes that
persisted with the whining winds. Such was the sound that findly faded into nothingness, leaving only the
vivid memory of its chilling notes. The Shadow, departing, had delivered his triumph laugh askndll to men
of crime.

THERE was asequd yet to follow. It came days afterward - within that abode where intervas of time
seemed meaningless, where darkness enshrouded the passage of events: The Shadow's sanctum. There;
beneath the glow of the blue light, the victorious master was making hisfind summary of the crimethat he
had conquered.

Authenticated clippingstold of James Dulkin, the sole survivor of agrasping trio. The merchant, tested in
the crucible of honor, had proven himself aman of worth. He was different from Hosea Selger, who
would willingly have regped his share from crime; different from Peter Widpath, the archplotter whom
The Shadow had diminated.

James Dulkin had recognized and certified alist of straw men found in Widpath's suitcase at the lodge.
Dulkin had handled the proxiesto openly call ameseting of stockholdersin the Altamont Power
Company. The debt of the K and R Railroad had been written off. The stockholders whom Gifford
Barbridge had sought to protect were due to receive their rightful sharesfrom fair sdle of theK and Rto
the Mountain Pecific.

Dulkin had been cleared of complicity in crime. Histruthful story placed the blame where it belonged: on
Peter Widpath. No evidence had been produced to blemish the name of James Dulkin, nor that of his
murdered associate, Hosea Selger. The law had not found the confessions which the two had signed for
Foy Zullick.

Into the light of The Shadow's lamp came folded papers; long fingers uncreased the documents. Benesth
the paragraphed statements were signatures. On one paper was Dulkin's on the other, Selger's.

The Shadow's hands brought the papers together. The girasol gleamed in thelight as long, white fingers
tore the documents. One hand struck amatch; the other held the fragments while the tiny flame ignited
them. Increasing fire consumed the papers, they were ashes when The Shadow let them flutter to the
table.

Hosea Selger had been dain by vicious enemies; he had paid for his avarice. James Dulkin had been



saved through The Shadow's prowess; he had shown his appreciation of hisrescue. In return, The
Shadow was clearing both names forever.

Those ashes represented the remains of the documents which The Shadow had taken from Peter
Widpath's body; they had been turned over to the master crook by hisunderling, Foy Zullick.

I ncriminating documents, from now on to be forgotten; not even to exist among the secret archives of The
Shadow.

THEEND

"The grestest highway project in the United States today,” and "the most outstanding highway-engineering
achievement in history," are but two of the phrases descriptive of the world-famous Pulaski Skyway, that
high-level roadway which takes the never-ending stream of carswhich leave New Y ork City through the
Holland Tunnd, or come south from the George Washington Bridge or the many ferries, and carriesit
above homes, factories, rivers, drawbridges, railroads and cross-streets, past Jersey City, out toward
Newark Airport, over asection of Newark, on to Elizabeth and points south.

Twenty million cars may travel over this superhighway each year and il not overjamit. Two lanesin
each direction, with an extralane for emergency. Continuous traffic, without astop light or cross-traffic to
interfere. Ramps or right-turn elbows take care of traffic getting on or off the Skyway in such away that
it does not interfere with the forward movement of cars.

The viaduct section of the Skyway was constructed a a cost of seven million dollarsamile! But even that
tremendous cost has been found judtified in the time and trouble it has saved for treffic. Itisfine
vindication of the judgment and foresight of those who planned this great structure.

Although at placesit is necessary to bring the road level up high enough to give an under-clearance of
135 feet, a no point on the skyway isthe grade more than 3.5 per cent. All curves are so constructed as
to offer absolutely no danger. The viaduct is built upon pairs of reinforced concrete shafts linked together
with reinforced concrete and capped by sted "shoes' which support arched spans of lattice stedl. A
record depth for pneumatic drilling was established in the excavations for the foundations which were
carried, 147 feet below mean-high-water level for the bridge piers. In order to speed the construction of
the highway, more than a score of contractors were working s multaneoudy on the project, making
record congtruction time.



