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CHAPTERI. THE HUSH OF DOOM

AN evening throng had filled the pretentious lobby of the Ontranta Hotd. Handshaking,
shoulder-clapping men were everywhere. The big badges that they wore proclaimed them as members of
the Dynamo Club. Thiswas the first night of the organization's State convention. The little aty of Ontranta
was hodt to the out-of-town delegates, and the Ontranta Hotel was serving as convention headquarters.

Two men had stopped a a corner desk, to obtain their badges. Each noted the other; they shook hands.
Both were members of the locad Dynamo. One had donned a badge that proclamed him as "Lynn
Gdbray, Redtor." The other's badge identified him as "Josah Dunlon, Jeweler.”

Gabray was atdl, round-featured man whose face carried a perpetua amile. He had an ar of afébility
that was something of a surface trend. It was good business for Gabray to be a greeter. It helped hm sl
red estate; and he thrived on socid contacts.

Dunlon, like Galbray, was amanin his forties; but he looked older. His face was serious, his amile dow
and only occasiona. Though dmogt astal as Gabray, Dunlon looked shorter because of his dight stoop.
His features were long and triangular, from wide forehead down to pointed chin.
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"Helo, Dunlon," greeted Gabray. "Glad to see you. Coming up to the penthouse with me?
"To the penthouse?' queried Dunlon. "I thought the banquet was to be held on the twdfth floor?'

"So it is" returned Gabray, "but Rufe Rokestone is having dl the locd members up to his place
beforehand.”

The two men entered an eevator. As the owner and manager of the Ontranta Hotel, Rokestone had
added the thirteenth-story penthouse as his own abode.

The devator reached the top. Gabray and Dunlon crossed the hdl and entered an open door, emerged
into a large living room where a dozen men were gathered.

RUFE ROKESTONE, tdl and tuxedo-clad, was chatting with his guests. Dark-visaged, furrowed of
forehead, Rokestone seemed to be a man whose mind was troubled. He gave a friendly nod to the new
arivas.

"Hdlo, Lynn," greeted Rokestone, cheerily. Then, a bit more formdly, "Mighty glad to see you here, Mr.
Dunlon. By the way"—he turned about, to introduce a gray-haired companion—"have you met Purvis

Arnledge?'

"Yes" acknowledged Dunlon, with a smile He shook hands with Arnledge. "But | haven't seen him
often. You don't spend agreat dedl of timein Ontranta, do you, Mr. Arnledge?'

"Why should 17" rumbled Arnledge. He was a big, booming sort of man, who smiled with a down-turn of
hislips. "I have no business here, snce | sold out my factory and traction holdings to Craydon Throy. By
the way, Rokestone'— Arnledge sivung to the hotd man— "where is our friend Throy, the King Midas
of Ontranta, the man at whose touch dl turns to gold? Has he become too sdlf-important to attend the
meeting of the Dynamo Club?'

"I expect him shortly,” returned Rokestone. "Heis dill a member of the Dynamo. A life member, in fact.
By the way, Arnledge—there is something | want to speak to you about. Pardon us, please.”

Rokestone's tone was nervous. Gabray and Dunlon nodded ther acceptance of the gpology. As
Rokestone drew away, Arnledge paused long enough to light a cigar. For this purpose, he used an
initided cigarette lighter that he drew from his pocket.

"See both of you later,” said Arnledge, to Galbray and Dunlon. "But remember, Lynn—don't let Craydon
Throy tak you into sdling out your subdivision. There's money in Grayminger."

ARNLEDGE turned to join Rokestone. At that moment, a fral, weary-looking man stepped up and
gmiled wanly as he thrust out a hand to Dunlon, then to Gabray. His badge proclamed him as "James
Kedley, Editor."

"Thought I'd take the evening off," remarked Kedley. "I usudly write my editorids a night; but this time |
can wait until the morning. | may gan some insoiration from the Dynamo banquet. Wdl, gentlemen, |
want to thank both of you for the fine advertisng support that you have given to the Evening Messenger.”

"You are the one who deserves the thanks, dJm," returned Gabray, promptly. "We get results from our
advertisements. At leadt, | do. How about you, Dunlon?'

"I find it a good advertisng medium,” nodded the jewder. "Frankly, the Evening Messenger is far
superior to the Morning Clarion.”



"Why shouldn't it be?" snorted Kedley. "Craydon Throy may have money, but he doesn't know the
newspaper game. He has turned the Clarion into a shopping news. He won't get bona fide advertisng
until he has no competition, which is something he will aways be up againg, so long as | run the
Messenger.”

"Which will be for along time, | hope" inserted Gabray, chearfully. "Longer perhaps than you will
control Grayminger,” returned Kedley. "Throy is after that subdivison of yours, Gabray, and Throy has
away of getting what he wants. He's been trying to get stockholders to sdl him the Messenger, too, but

"Throy will never buy Grayminger," interjected Gabray, impatiently. Galbray's voice was loud enough to
reach Rokestone and Arnledge, who were not far away. Kedley watched Gabray drall off to greet
newcomers. Nodding his approvd, the editor turned to Dunlon. He saw that the jewder's face was
sober.

"Y ouve been in town long enough,” stated Kedley. "You can understand it, Dunlon. Throy is an octopus.
He reaches everywhere, to snag dl that he can get. Legitimady, of course; yet I'm not so sure that his
past isflavless Not so sure”

Quietly, Kedley ddlivered a sarcastic chuckle, then added:

"You've only had your jewdry busness sx months, Dunlon. Y ou bought it after old Thadwaller had died
and the store was run down. But you're prospering; and youll be getting a persuasive bid from Throy.
Like Rokestone, for this hotd; like Gabray, for Grayminger; like mysdf, for the Messenger.

Off beyond Dunlon were Rokestone and Arnledge. They had seated themsdlves in easy-chairs and were
engaged in a discusson. Kedley, looking in ther direction, could hear snaiches of ther conversation,
while Dunlon was nodding to Kedley's statement.

ROKESTONE had reached an important point at the time when Kedley noticed him. The hotd man had
seen Galbray droll away; on that account, he was garting to make mention of the redltor's name.

"I'm worried about Gabray,” confided Rokestone, to Arnledge. "He knows tha Throy wants the
Grayminger development. Galbray doesn't want to sdl out; but he's afraid that Throy may force im to it.
S0, to keep inright with Throy, he might sdl him the property across the street from this hote.”

"Which would work againg you," nodded Arnledge, shrewdly. "Because then Throy would have the ste
for arivd hotd."

"I know it. That iswhy | mudt raise thirty thousand dollars, to buy the property before Throy goes after it.
Can you arrange the loan, Arnledge? You ill have a strong connection with the Ontranta Nationd
Bank."

"How soon would you need the money?"

"At once. Throy wrote me afind letter. Practicdly a threat. | scrawled my reply across the face of it,
tdling him to do hisworst. But | didn't have the nerve to dap it back a him until | talked with you about
the thirty thousand dollars™

"I can assure you of the loan.”

"Great! Thanks immensdy, Arnledge. | hoped that | could count upon you. Let me show you Throy's
letter, with my reply -"



Rokestone paused suddenly as he was drawing a folded sheet of paper from his pocket. He thrust the
letter out of sight. Arnledge followed his gaze toward the door of the room.

A TALL, dignified man had entered there.

Bdd, save for thin Sde patches of faded hair, he looked like a fierce gray eagle in search of prey. Stern
eyes were saring through high-rimmed spectacles. The arrivd was Craydon Throy.

"Il tak to you later," remarked Rokestone to Arnledge. "It will be policy for me to put up a front with
Throy."

Risng, the hoted man advanced and shook hands with the gray-haired arrivad. He introduced Throy about
the circle. Every one present had met Throy.

While various club members were ddivering flattering remarks to Ontranta's wedlthiest citizen, a waiter
appeared a the door to announce that the banquet room was open. The magnate paused a moment a
the threshold; there, he spoke with Rufus Rokestone.

"You received my letter?' quizzed Throy, harghly.

"I have the letter here" returned Rokestone, drawing the paper hdf from his pocket. "My reply is dready
written upon it. You will receive it in the morning, Mr. Rokestone."

"I shel appreciate it. Particularly because | can guess that it is negative.”
"You have guessed correctly, Mr. Throy."

A hard gmile formed on Throy's lips as he heard Rokestone's find statement. Without another word,
Throy turned about and went from the penthouse. Rokestone stood rigid; then, with a grim amile, he
closed the door and waked back into the living room. He sat down to puff a cigarette.

OUT in the anteroom, a Side door opened dowly. An ugly, leering face peered forth. It was that of the
waiter who had come to announce the opening of the banquet room. The fdlow had looked passable
when he had fird appeared. No one had noticed that he had performed a Sdestep into the anteroom.

There was another man hiding within the little room that led off from the anteroom. The peering waiter
did back into cover and whigpered to his companion. Apparently, the other had been here for some time.

"Rokestone's done, Sinker," informed the waiter. "The chief has gone out. Whadda we do next?'
"We gtick here, Riff," growled "Sinker." "The chief may need us. Everything dl right for our get-away?'

"Sure. It's a cinch! All welve got to do is cut in through the service door past the banquet room, then
down the fire tower -"

"Shhl Hold it, Riff!"

Rokestone was moving about. He had finished his cigarette. The lurking rogues heard the hotd man
dicking light switches. Gloom settled through the penthouse, except for the sngle lamp in the anteroom.
The hotd man reached the anteroom. He pulled the cord of the floor lamp. Amid total darkness, he
moved to the door.

A dick as Rokestone turned the knob. A dight puff of ar as he pulled the door open. Then a puzzled
exdamdion came from the hotd man's lips. The outer hdlway was in darkness. Some one had



extinguished itswal light.

Rokestone's interjection was an unfortunate one. It was in his norma tone, a sure give-away of his
identity. The event that followed showed the reason why the hdlway lights were out. Some one was
awating Rokestone's exit from the penthouse.

A dartled gasp came from Rokestone as an attacker pitched upon him. A snarl from the hoted man's foe,
as the two locked in the darkness. Hands mugt have gripped Rokestone's throat, for the next gasp thet he
uttered was a choked one.

Figures thumped againgt the wal. Then came a hard, resounding crack that meant metd driven againg a
humen skull. A body thudded to the floor.

Then came a harsh whisper in the darkness. Sinker responded:
"Chief!"

An evil chortle in the gloom. Sinker nudged Riff. Together, they advanced from ther doorway. They
sumbled over Rokestone's body. Together, they gathered up the crumpled form. A harsh voice
commanded them to wait. A hand fumbled a Rokestone's indde pocket. Paper crinkled in the darkness.
A low, ugly voice buzzed in Sinker's ear.

"All right, chief,” chuckled Sinker. "Leave it to me and Riff. If we don't come back, youll know the coast
isclear.”

There was work before departure, atask that both Sinker and Riff understood. Together, the two lurkers
were dragging Rokestone's body into the living room. Waiting in the anteroom, ther evil chief heard the
upward diding of awindow sash, the sounds of scraping by the window sl.

Then came hurried, tiptoed footsteps, as Sinker and Riff returned. The two thugs found their way out
through the open door. Their footsteps faded through the hdlway and down the stairs to the twdlfth floor.
Thelingering chief chuckled gloatingly. His turn to follow would come soon.

The hush of gloom had fdlen through Rufe Rokestone's penthouse. Deeth had been ddlivered in the dark.

CHAPTER II. THE D.A. DECIDES

OUT-OF-TOWN deegates had been assambling outside the twefth-floor banquet rooms when Riff had
gone up to make his announcement in the penthouse.

All this had thinned out rapidly. By the time that Sinker and Riff had come down the dairs from the
penthouse, the space by the eevators had cleared. The thugs lost no time in sneeking ot.

The banquet had been delayed; hence there were no lae arivds, for dl had been in the lobby. Thus
minutes passed during which few eevators came to the twefth floor. An intervad that was destined to
cause later gpeculation. An interva that came to an abrupt ending when an eevator delivered a stocky,
heavy-browed man at the twelfth floor. The elevator operator was spesking as the arivd stepped forth
from the car. "Mr. Rokestone may 4ill be in the penthouse," the operator was saying. "I'd advise you to
look for him there, Mr. Fleed. | can take you up -"

"Never mind. I'll use the sairs™ The eevator door clanged shut. Briskly, importantly, Fleed neared the
dars. He stopped short as he saw a man's figure come partly in view, then turn about to ascend the

steps.



"Rokestone?' demanded Fleed. "Is that you, Rokestone?"

The man reappeared suddenly. Instead of the dark features of Rokestone, Fleed eyed the overlarge face
of Purvis Arnledge.

"Helo, Feed,” Arnledge greeted the didrict attorney, in a tone of hdf surprise. "Are you looking for
Rokestone?

"Yes Ishein the penthouse?'

"I couldn't say for sure. | haven't been up there. | was one of the fird to come down. Right now, I'm
looking for a match, so that | can go upstairs and find the light switch. Some dub turned out the light in
the upper hdl. This makes a problem for you, Fleed.”

"I'min no mood for banter,” argued Fleed. He pulled aflashlight from his pocket. "Il find the light switch.
Come dong with me. But if you want to tak to Rokestone, make it brief. | have important business with
him."

"I won't be long," assured Arnledge. "I left something up in the penthouse. | was on my way up to find it.”

THIS conversation was taking place while Fleed and Arnledge ascended the stairs, the D.A. leading with
hisflashlight. It was not until they reached the top that the rays disclosed a brass switch platein the wall.

Fleed pressed the light switch. The hdlway filled with a melow glow. Fleed found the penthouse door
unlaiched. He opened it and saw the floor lamp in the anteroom. He entered and pulled the cord.
Arnledge strolled past, to look for the living-room light switch.

"I guess Rokestone has gone downdairs” remarked Arnledge. "Well, Fleed, if you will wait a few
minutes. | can go down with you -"

"Wait a moment,” FHeed interrupted. Stepping into the living room, he found the light switch for which
Arnledge was searching. The D.A. pressed it, and looked across the room. "Ah! There it is—an open
window. | fdt the breeze the moment | stepped in."

"What of it?" queried Arnledge.

"Look at the drizzle sweeping in," retorted Fleed. "What fool would raise a window wide open, with a
gorm coming up.”

"Maybe Rokestone did not know it. The place was duffy.”

"Perhaps there may be a more important reason. Rokestone seemed mighty anxious to tak to me about
something.”

Heed strode toward the window, thrust his large head outward and peered downward. Suddenly, he
wheded about and looked for Arnledge. The gray-haired man was fishing beside the cushion of a chair.
He looked up as Fleed turned.

"I haveit," chuckled Arnledge. He raised his hand and exhibited a amdl cigarette lighter. "I thought that |
hed probably dropped it here. Well, Fleed, hdl we shut the window and go down?"

"No," returned the D.A. "Come over to the window, Arnledge. | want you to look down and tdl me
what you see on the white roof of the old garage.”



Arnledge complied. He thrust his head from the window, craned his neck and stared. Findly, he pulled
back from the window and drew out a handkerchief to mop the drizzle from his face.

"I saw something blackish,” he admitted.
"Did it look like a body—the body of a human being?'
"My word, Fleed!" Arnledge paused. "Y ou—you don't think thet it could be Rokestone?”

"That'swhat 1'm going to find out!" As he made the firm declaration, Fleed reached for a telephone. He
put in acdl to the desk, identified himsdf, and ordered both eevators and the house detective to the top
floor.

WHEN the devators arrived, Fleed and Arnledge were awaiting them. Quickly, the D.A. made query of
the operators, while the house dick stood puzzled.

"Who was the lagt person to go down from here, within the last hdf an hour? And from the banquet
floor?"

Both operators shook their heads. One acted as spokesman:

"Only Mr. Throy," replied one operator. "l took him down just a little while before | brought you up to
the twdfth floor, Mr. Fleed. H€e's in the lobby now—meaking a long-distance cdl.”

"Throy rang for you to come up?"

"No. | just happened to come up. Mr. Throy was by the door of the banquet room when he heard me
open the elevator door. He sort of looked like he was going in there; then he changed his mind and came
down with me. Asked about the telephones on the way."

"That's enough,” decided Fleed.

Heed turned to the house detective. "Y ou and one operator stay here. Do not let any onein or out of the
penthouse uniil | return. Come, Arnledge” Entering the elevator, the pair descended. They made an
express trip to the lobby. As the operator opened the door, a fuming man stepped forward, about to
enter the car. It was Throy.

"Why the dday?' snapped the magnate. "I've been -"

Throy interrupted himsdf. He stepped back, saring in surprise as he saw Feed and Arnledge. The
solemnity of their faces impressed Throy ingtantly.

"Good evening, Mr. Throy," said the D.A., brusquely. "Can you come dong with us for a few minutes?'

For a moment, Throy seemed ready to deliver an objection. Then, nodding, he decided to comply with
the request. FHleed led the way rapidly, up aflight of sairs to the hote bacony. He entered a deserted
reception room and flung open a pair of French windows. Hisflashlight flickered upon the roof of the old

garage.
FLEED had guessed the spot dmost exactly. The rays of his flashlight settled upon the very edge of the
garage roof.

There, sprawled crazily in death, lay the body of aman. A head was twisted above the front of a tuxedo.
Though bashed, the bloodstained face was recognizable. Craydon Throy, saring, was the firg to gulp the
name



"Rufe Rokestone!"

Thedidrict atorney turned about and nodded. He motioned the other two men away from the windows.
Rokestone was dead; of that, Fleed was sure. The D.A. intended an investigation before he removed the
body. They reached the eevators, to find James Kedley awating them. The editor had apparently
learned something from the house detective, and had come down aone.

"Rokestone is dead?"' inquired Kedley, anxioudy.

"Yes" replied the D.A., as they entered the devator. Then, to the operator: "Take us up to the twefth
floor." They neared thelr dedtination in slence. Just before the car stopped, Arnledge put a sudden
question to Fleed.

"Jugt why did you come here to see Rokestone?"
The D.A. looked sharply at his questioner.

"Because" he sad, "Rokestone cdled me. He sad that he had received some sort of communication
which might be regarded as a threet.”

The car had stopped. The door was opening when Arnledge made another comment to Throy.

"Rather odd," remarked Arnledge. "Rokestone spoke to me about a letter from Throy that he had in his
pocket. In fact, he was about to show it to me, but changed hismind."

"Rokestone and | had some correspondence,” retorted Throy, with a glare. "But none of it was recent. It
concerned business only."

They were now in the hdlway. Kedley caught a nod from Fleed. It meant to remain with Throy and
Amledge. The D.A. stepped back into the devator and ordered the operator to take him to the
mezzanine. From this short route, the D.A. hastened to the garage roof. He found Rokestone's body
undisturbed. He began an examination of the dead man's pockets.

WHEN Fleed again arrived on the twdfth floor, he found a group there. Members of the locd Dynamo
Club had been quietly informed of Rokestone's death. Galbray, the redltor, was with Dunlon, the jeweler.
The two were taking to James Kedley.

Both Amledge and Throy were dlent. Ther mutud didike was apparent. Arnledge's remark about the
letter had fanned the flames of an old feud. Both men swung about when Fleed arrived, for each had
guessed where the D.A. had gone.

"I looked for the letter,” declared the D.A. "I did not find it in Rokestone's pocket.”

Arnledges large face sraightened. 1t showed no downward curve to indicate a smile. Chagrin was the
one expresson that he registered.

Theflicker of a amile showed upon the rugged lips of Throy's square-jawed countenance. His faint amile
was indication that he relished the fact that Arnledge's satement had been disproven.

Both Gabray and Dunlon looked puzzled when they heard Fleed's statement. Apparently, Kedley had
not told them about Arnledge's mention of Throy's letter. Tactfully, Kedley introduced himsdf into the
emergency. He spoke to Fleed.

"What next, Stephen?’ inquired the editor. "There were about a dozen of us up in the penthouse. All



talked to Rokestone. Perhaps they could give you some opinions?'

"I intend to hear them," asserted the D.A., promptly. "I want statements from dl who were in the
penthouse. We shdl meet up there a once."

LYNN GALBRAY moationed to the others. They began to file toward the gtairs. Only Stephen Fleed
remained, beside James Kedley. The didrict attorney's face was hardened. Kedley noted the furrows
above his heavy brows.

"Youll find the answer, Steve," assured the editor. "Rokestone was worried; dill there may be other
reasons for his suicide”

"Other reasons, yes" returned the D.A., soberly. "But not for suicide, Jm. He was murdered!”

Tuming about, Fleed beckoned for Kedley to fallow him to the penthouse. For a moment, however, the
editor stood motionless. A keen expresson came upon his face—one that might have dgnified the
confirmation of a sugpicion; the dawning of an idea.

Whatever Kedley's thoughts, the editor did not express them in words. His vishle regigration ended,
Kedley became poker-faced as he joined Fleed and accompanied the D.A. up the Sairs.

CHAPTER I1l. NEW DEATH STRIKES

IT was the second night after the death of Rufe Rokestone. Suicide or murder, the hote man's plunge
hed gtirred the city of Ontranta; and the news had caused much speculation in towns about the region.
This was apparent from the conversation in the smoking car aboard the inbound local, due to reach
Ontranta a midnight.

One railroad served Ontranta. It was a branch line that ran northward from a town cdled Fittford, the
junction point on the double-tracked K B. Thirty miles in length, the branch il preserved its identity as
an independent pike. It was cdled Ontranta Southern; and from PFittford, it formed a comparatively
draght ling, northward to Ontranta.

Among the passengers aboard the smoking car was a tdl, dlent personage whose face formed a
mesklike visage. Keen eyes peered from that inflexible countenance. Ligening, the passenger caught
every word that passed close by. He had come aboard from the K B Limited.

He was The Shadow. Master deuth who hunted down crime, The Shadow had been attracted to
Ontranta by the news of Rufe Rokestone's death. New York papers had taken up the story. To-day,
The Shadow had learned the news. He had started for Ontranta.

THE SHADOW, holding a copy of the Evening Messenger, was apparently reading; in redity, he was
ligening to the talk about him. This was to-day's paper—The Shadow had purchased it & Pittford—and
its tone had eased. No new developments since the news of Rokestone's desth had broken.
Nevertheless, to the travelers on the locdl, Rokestone's deeth was dill rife,

"Raying for votes, Fleed is" one passenger commented. "He's smart, even if he does kick up a ir.
Kedley with his paper, though, seems to be making trouble for Craydon Throy, too."

"Look's like Fleed's wrong this time" snorted another passenger. "Rokestone jumped—I say. Who
could have pushed him out?'

"Any of the bunch at the club could have doneit."



"There an't any one there who would have" another put in. "Those men there were too wel known,
particularly Craydon Throy. They say alot againg him, but | ain't with them that talks that way."

A pause. Another speaker entered the conversation, while the conductor paused to ligen. The new
entrant had evidently been ligening to rumors of a different sort.

"What about Arnledge?’ he inquired. "Take it from me, Purvis Arnledge is the fdlow who had it in for
Throy. Funny, isnt it, that the last two fdlows who could have seen Rokestone were Throy and

Arnledge?'

"Look a thistak about aletter that was supposed to be on Rokestone, but wasn't found? Arnledge kind
of lets on that it was from Throy; but Throy, while he isn't denying it, says any letter he sent Rokestone
couldn't have meant much. Who's lying? Which one?"

"Maybe both," interjected a wise-faced listener.
Guffaws from the crowd. Encouraged, the speaker added a statement to which dl agreed.

"But the two of 'em ant in cahoots" be assured. "Never was and they never will be. Throy froze
Arnledge out of too many propositions that turned out good.”

NODS and grunts of agreement. Conversation lapsed for a few minutes; then one man tapped his copy
of the Messenger.

"Lots of dy hintsin here" he affirmed. "One of ‘em is something I've heard talked about. All of you have
heard it. Throy was out to buy the Ontranta Hotel. That's why Rokestone was worried. Too, he couldnt
stop Throy from buying that property of Gabray's across the street from the Ontranta Hotel, to dtart a
hotd of hisown."

"Speaking of Galbray. Say—I guess he an't so chipper to-day. Rokestone owed money, you know,
which means that the hotd will have to go up for sale. Throy will buy it; and won't need that property of
Gdbray's"

"That's right! Then Throy will be dl set to make a bid for Grayminger.” Chuckles. One man opened a
copy of the Messenger. He pointed to an item that concerned the subdivison called Grayminger.

"The Grayminger Greeters are holding a midnight barbecue,” came the man's remark. "That's Lynn
Gdbray, dl right. Getting al the property owners out there, to soft-soap 'em. Make 'em gtick with him, to
keep Grayminger away from Throy."

"Wheregbouts is this Grayminger?' queried another.
"Here. I'll show you."

The volunteer produced a frayed letter and started to draw a diagram upon the back of the sheet. The
men was seated directly in front of The Shadow, who eadly observed the crude drawing.

"This her€'s the railroad,” announced the man who was drawing the diagram, "running straight north. The
town lies mostly on the east of the depot. Here's the road. It runs south from the town and turns west.
Cuts under the railroad and goes sraight into Grayminder.

"It an't the man road, you understand. That keeps south to Cdley's Mills, ten miles below Ontranta.
Then there's a road running from Caley's Mills over past Grayminger. Cdley's Mills is where they've got
thet big roadhouse, with dancing till 1:00 a m."



"Get back to Grayminder,” objected the questioner. "You say the road tha runs west goes under the
raillroad track? | thought it was a grade crossing, as | remember the road?”

"There was a grade crossing.” The map maker drew a dotted line sagging down from the Grayminger
road, then back up to it. "Nobody uses it no longer, though. They cut off distance when they made the
underpass. Maybe | could show it to you when we go by. Firg the grade crossing then a quarter mile to
the bridge over the new road -"

"Not much chance" put in the conductor, with agrin. "It's dark as pitch and there's another sorm coming
up.”

A srinkling of raindrops on the windows upheld the conductor's statement. The downpours had been
heavy recently; to-night, they had become intermittent. Heavy clouds, however, promised a deluge.

THE SHADOW leaned back in his seat. He referred to his copy of the Messenger, checking on
gatements that he had heard.

The feud between Amledge and Throy had interested The Shadow. It pointed to cross purposes
invalving Rufe Rokestone. Though no mention had been made of the fact, The Shadow could picture
Arnledge as amen of suffident means to back Rokestone in a dud with Throy. Thet offered atwig to the
case.

Mention of Gabray had fitted into another chain of thoughts which The Shadow had contemplated.
Arnledge and Throy were not the only ones associated with the Ontranta Dynamo Club.

The Shadow knew, from a statement in the Messenger, that James Kedley had been present. Kedley
was one; Gabray was the second; there would be others, whose names The Shadow had not yet
learned.

Noting an advertissment, The Shadow saw the name "Josah Dunlon, Jewder.” It was an ad for Dunlon's
store and it bore the statement: "Member Ontranta Dynamo.” That fact added Dunlon to the li.

From up ahead of the baggage cars came the blasts of the locomotive's whidtle.

"There's the grade crossing you talked about," the conductor remarked. "Nine more minutes brings us
into Ontranta -"

The conductor was turning toward the front of the car as he spoke. A sudden jounce speeded his trip
forward. With terific suddenness, the whole car lurched crazily, heaving as though about to leave the
track. Every rivet of the old coach wrenched as brakes sought to bring the train to an indant stop.

The conductor sprawled againg the door of the baggage compartment. Passengers pitched hadfway over
the seat in front of them. Others were precipitated to the floor. The Shadow caught himsdf hafway from
the seat; his quick clutch of the outer arm stayed his sprawl.

While other passengers floundered helplessy, The Shadow doubled his body, ready to withstand the
jounces that would come should the train hurtle from the rails and roll down an embankment.

A curve had added to the precarious sway of the top-heavy coach and for an indant safety hung at
hazard. Then, with alifdike quiver, the car seemed to right itsdlf. The locomotive had dung to the ralls, so
did the remainder of the train. Thefirg shock ended, the locd jolted to a stop.

Conductor and passengers, coming to ther feet, were shaking themsdves in bewildered fashion.
Jounced, but unhurt, they were trying to understand what had happened.



Into the last moments of that terrific hat had come the discordant jangle of a bell—a sound that had
increased as the train had approached it; and which had faded after the train had passed. The discord ill
remained.

The Shadow heard it; and peering through the window, he could catch the red flicker of a blinking
wamning light, beside the sngle track. He knew what had happened, even before the conductor blurted
forth the news:

"The old grade crossing! Mike's hit something! Come on, some of you! Up ahead!”

MEN sprang forward to follow the conductor. He had opened the door into the baggage section; they
were choosing that route to reach the locomative. The car cleared as excited men dashed dong. Camly,
The Shadow followed.

He grolled through the deserted baggege section; there, he noted his own bags, checked to Ontranta
depot. Reaching the front steps of the old-fashioned combination car, The Shadow descended and
dropped to the darkness of the roadbed.

Hashlights were blinking; train lanterns were bobbing up ahead, by the front of the locomotive. The
excited men had guessed that an automobile musgt have been on the track, at the old grade crossing. They
were leaning tha fact from Mike, the engineer; but even he could not state whether or not the
automobile had contained an occupant. Until a search was made and completed, only one person present
could have given a positive answer to that question.

The Shadow knew. In brief seconds, he had summed the Stuation. The Shadow could have stated with
positive assurance that the car did contain an occupant.

More than that, The Shadow knew who the man in the car must be. The grim whisper that came from his
fixed lips was like a prophecy.

The name that The Shadow whispered was that of Lynn Galbray, the Ontranta redltor.
CHAPTER IV. THROUGH THE RAIN

WHEN The Shadow reached the front of the panting locomotive, the earlier arrivals had dready made
their discovery. Off on the fringe of the headlight's glare, crumpled at the bottom of a low embankment,
lay the wreckage of what had lately been a new coupe.

The car had been picked up by the pilot of the locomotive. Smashed, then tossed, it had lost wheds and
fenders, findly, the car's body had been pitched from the locomotive's front. Strongly built, the al-sted
body had retaned some of its shgpe—more, in fact, than the searchers had expected before they
reached it.

Though doors had been ripped from hinges, the interior of the coupe was not entirdy demolished.
Climbing upon it, one man flashed a light through the broken doorway. Behind the whed, he saw a
crumpled body. The vicim was dead, but not badly mangled. Another arriva, dimbing up beside the
fird, was quick to shout his recognition of the dead face.

"Lynm Gabray!"

The Shadow had arrived beside the smashed car. He saw men looking at the broken hulk, nodding as
they spoke to the conductor. He heard their excited comments.

The conductor was teking charge. At his order, men raised the wreckage. Galbray's body did from



behind the twisted steering whed and rolled from the lower sde. Men lifted the corpse and took it to the
embankment. The conductor made a comment:

"It must have been the jolt that killed him. Look at that amash on the right Sde of his head. He got that
when he was hurled across, indde the car. It's what killed him, dl right. Put imin the baggage car. Were
riding into Ontranta. All aboard.”

Men carried Galbray's body, while others followed soberly. The Shadow, standing aside, waited until the
conductor had gone dong. Sowly, he followed close besde the blackness of the locomotive. He
reached the steps beside the cab. Mike, the engineer, was sanding there. The conductor placed his hand
upon the engineer's shoulder. " Shaky, Mike?!

The engineer nodded.

"Don't worry, old man,” added the conductor. "You did dl you could. Look —the light is il blinking a
the grade. Y ou can hear the bel ringing. I'll get witnesses to it, before we pull dong.”

"It's not that, Bob," stated the engineer, soberly. "It was the way the automobile was sdtting there, sort of
waiting for me when | come around the bend. If it had shot in front of me, maybe it wouldn't have been
S0 bad.”

"You mean the car was stdled on the grade?"

"Hafway across it, Bob, with them warning lights blinking on it. Redlike, the auto was, when | firg
spotted it. Hickering like it was dongside a burning house."

"Keep that for the inquest, Mike. Get back to the throttle and ride us into Ontranta. Listen, old man, it
just looks like this fellow was out for suicide and happened to pick this old hog of yours to help him on
his route."

Mike nodded as he caught the dant. The conductor watched the engineer dimb back into his cab, then
proceeded to the combination car. The Shadow stepped away from the locomative. He merged with
darkness beside the right of way.

Unnoticed, raindrops had been plopping dl the while They were increasng and they formed a drizzy
heze as The Shadow observed the glaring path of the headlamp.

AS the short train rolled past, The Shadow glimpsed the conductor and a group of passengers upon the
platform of the rear car. The conductor was pointing back to the bobbing lights of the grade crossing.

The passengers were nodding; they could dill hear the danging bdll. Then the train was gone; and as its
lights vanished, the ringing ceased and the grade-crossing Sgnals went out.

Increased patter of the rain became the only sound as The Shadow stepped up to the tracks. The
Shadow had remained, a lone investigator, to study the scene of death before the coroner arrived from
Ontranta.

Often, when he roved a night, The Shadow adopted the guise of black cloak and douch hat—an dtire
that rendered him amog invisble To-night, such garb was unnecessary. Dark clothes, dark hat, were
auffident to hide The Shadow's course. All that revedled him was the blink of atiny flashlight; yet even
that was guarded.

Approaching the wrecked body of the coupe, The Shadow examined it and found it empty. Returning
dong the right of way, he blinked his light a various spots. Nothing showed; except bits of wreckage.



The Shadow's first clue came when he reached the grade crossing.

Here were tire tracks, in the mud, to show tha the coupe had driven straight westward to the grade
crossing. It had been ddiberatdy parked upon the railroad track. The tral, however, did not end at that
point. Where the path of the car had ended, The Shadow found evidence of something else.

Scruffed gravel at the grade crossing. A lindike mark that indicated the edge of a footprint. Men had
been here; they had kicked up the turf in order to obliterate Sgns of their presence.

Ran was beeting down by this time. Added to it, came the fury of a sweeping wind. Clouds were
opening; the downpour became a dduge. The fierce rain merdly spurred The Shadow to his quest; for he
knew that soon, even these partid marks would be gone.

The Shadow remembered the rough chart that the man in the train had drawn. He knew that soon this
dretch of old road would again merge with the regular road that led to Grayminger.

Coming out of Ontranta, Lynn Galbray's coupe had been detoured off on the old road. It had stopped a
the grade; but men had kept on from there. Had they continued on foot, clear to the highway? The
Shadow was determined to learn the answer while opportunity il alowed.

TRACKING back and forth, The Shadow spied a deep puddle &t the right of the road. From it, he saw
abroad mark that ended upon rocky soil. Stooping, The Shadow swept his hand through the edge of the
puddle. A momentary flash showed him a continuation of the broad mark. It was a tire mark; the tread
worn so smooth that its surface had not delivered an added clue,

The width indicated a light car; but it could have been of dmost any make. This cdlue was hardly better
than the smears from pressed-out footprints. But The Shadow knew that here was a spot that cdled for a
father search; and a quick one. He flashed his tiny light dl about. Across the road, he saw another
smudge in the mud.

A token that would soon be gone. New evidence of waking men—one that The Shadow had passed at
fird, because it had veered so far to the left. Just beyond the smudge was a rocky path that went
southward, through the woods. The Shadow knew that this was a course that certain men had taken.

The path approached the rallway; or, in a sense; the railway came to it. Soon, The Shadow was on the
edge of a deep cut, where only athin line of trees stood between the path and the railroad. Below was a
leftward curve, going away from the direction of Ontranta. The Shadow was heading southward, toward
the road that ran diagondly from Grayminger to Caley's Mills.

The Shadow had consumed considerable timein his search. It was likdy that he could be close upon the
trall of the men whom he sought. Hence, his flashlight was gleaming frequently as he passed the sgplings
that skirted the brow above the railroad. Then, suddenly, The Shadow's flashes ended.

CONSTANTLY dert, The Shadow had caught sounds from up ahead. The dight flick of a loosened
sone; the swish and spatter of a pressed tree branch— these were tokens that lurkers had remained
upon this path. Waiting men were crouched in ambush. They had seen the geam of The Shadow's
flashlight; but when the glimmer had paused, the lurkers had begun a cautious creep. The Shadow had
heard them on the move.

With darkness, The Shadow gained slence. Tenseness reigned in the lower gloom where The Shadow
stood, ready for the approach of hidden foemen.

Into that strange hush came another note; the far-off blasts of a locomotive whidle. It was the



southbound freight, blowing for the grade crossing, which lay fully haf amile to the north of this spot that
The Shadow had reached. Then, faintly through the deadened spatter of the rain, came the discordant
jingle of the automatic crossing bell. Oddly, The Shadow, in his southward trail, had reached the very
location a which the northbound loca had whidtled for the crossing. That whistle had presaged a gartling
event. Another episode was due, here in the darkness.

Ddiberatdy The Shadow ddivered two quick flashes graight for the thicket where he knew the men
mud be. It was a chdlenge from the darkness, proof that The Shadow had heard the ambushed men in
moation. The rays of the tiny light were not sufficient to reved the foe.

The Shadow had not counted upon such results. His purpose was to bait the lurkers, to give them what
they thought was a target in the dark.

For with the finish of his second flash, The Shadow was twiding Sdewise through the blackness. Off
from the path, toward that fringe of samdler trees that topped the edge of the railroad cut.

REVOLVERS barked from the thicket that marked the inner edge of the path. Stabs of flane, ddivered
inunison, told that four marksmen had opened fire toward a common point.

They had amed for the spot here The Shadow's flashlight had last glimmered; but that space was no
longer occupied. Swinging sSidewise, The Shadow had cleared the danger zone. His answer came while
gunshots echoed.

Whipping a Sngle automatic from benesth his coat, The Shadow jabbed two shots in the direction of the
would-be killers. Men of murder had shown ther intent; The Shadow was giving them payment in return.
Revolver spurts had become his targets, he had picked two for hisfird fire.

A howl came from the thicket. The Shadow had clipped one of the hidden foemen. A tree had deflected
his second shot; otherwise, it would aso have found a murderous skulker. Oaths followed the cry of the
wounded man. Wildly, the other three opened firein the new direction that The Shadow had given them.

Amid those new gunbursts came an accompaniment the approaching thunder of the southbound freight.
Therain was dattering toward the railroad cut; but its coming arrival meant nothing to the battlers above.

Agan, sharpshooters were aming for The Shadow; once more they were baited. In reply to their futile
valley came a taunting laugh, a dozen paces farther away.

No answering shots thistime. The Shadow wanted his foemen to unload before he again used bullets. His
drategy was perfect. Hearing hislaugh, killers paused to take new am.

Inthat interva, The Shadow reversed his course. Invisble, he whirled to a new vantage spot, aimed for
the new revolver spurts that he knew would surdy come.

Hnishing his speedy move, The Shadow stopped himsdf againgt two stout-sgplings upon the very fringe
of the embankment. Paused upon the brink, he amed as crooks started their next fire,

Braced between the dender trees, The Shadow had a perfect opportunity to dip his disorganized
foemen. He had beaten them at every guess. The dimax had arrived.

The automatic tongued through the darkness; yet itsfirg shot went wide. The Shadow's am was logt; but
not by his own fault. The saplings had yidded benesth The Shadow's weight. Rain had undermined this
edge of the embankment; earth was caving beneath The Shadow's feet. His hand, uptilted, had logt its
am.



Quickly, The Shadow gripped the tree at his left. His action was too late. The trees were spreading,
fdling. Only their roots held them to the brink. The Shadow's sole support was the earth beneath his fedt;
and that ground was gone. An avdanche of soil and stone was pouring to the bottom of the railroad cut;
and with it plunged The Shadow.

AMBUSHED foemen heard the crackle of the tree, the roar of the yidding earth. With one accord, they
orang across the path. Dropping to the ground, they peered from the brink, ready to use flashlights on
the scene below. Such illuminaion proved unnecessary. Ancther was dready provided.

The glare of the freight locomoative had flashed into the cut. The earth dide had not quite reached the ralls.
But The Shadow, precipitated farther, had sprawled to the far rall of the sngle track.

Saring thugs saw the foe whose life they had sought. They saw him as a tdl figure, clad in ordinary garb.
Though The Shadow's laugh had chilled them, his present plight destroyed thelr fear.

They saw The Shadow as a man doomed to death. He looked pitiful as he tried to rise, his hands
gripping the cold ted rall. His body sagged as his fingers lost their hold upon the dippery surface.

One man had died upon this right of way. Another seemed doomed to the same fate. The Shadow, like
Lynn Galbray, was in the path of a juggernaut. Though dill two hundred yards away, the freight train was
thundering onward, with no chance of stopping, even should the engineer oy the sprawled figure in the
locomotive's path.

Ten seconds were spaced between The Shadow and the crush of doom. Fate had tricked himin hisfight.
His plunge had thrown him upon a path where death was due.

CHAPTER V. TRAILSPART
TEN seconds.

No droning count to tall them; nathing but the increesing roar of the onward surging freight. A monster of
ged was edting up the yardage in its drive for human prey. The Shadow, like a punch-drunk fighter, was
on hands and knees, dipping with each attempt to rise.

The glare showed the faces on the brink, those evil, downward-gazing countenances. One face was
Sinker's, another Riff's A thin face, that of an underling, was close beside those partners who had twice
served a murderous chief of crime.

A hand had thrust forward. It was Riff's From that grimy paw extended a revolver. Vidoudy, at the fifth
second of the lgpsing time space, Riff fired two shots toward the limp shape of The Shadow. Savagely,
Sinker gripped his partner's arm. Shots were unnecessary. Sinker did not want them.

Both dugs had szzled wide. One bullet, however, had clanged the rall besde The Shadow's stooped
head. The ricochet of the futile bullet was a sound that The Shadow heard. It was different from the
increasing thunder of the freight. It was like the cry of an ardent supporter, urging a battered pugilist back
into the fight.

The Shadow's automatic was gone. He had logt it in his plunge. But the absence of the .45 made no
difference. The dang of one misspent bullet had brought back The Shadow's fighting indinct. His grip
tightened; his body diffened upward.

Risng dmog at the count of nine, The Shadow swung about, directly in the path of the locomative. His
grength gave; he tripped backward over therail, went plunging to the mushy gravel beyond the ballasted



track. Into that surprisng picture had come the datering locomotive. Less than a dozen yards distant
when The Shadow had performed his backward sprawl, the thundering engine gobbled the center of the
scene.

It was a black-out marking the finish of a dramatic surprise. Then, a second later, the roaring steed of
ded had passed. Inits wake came a long line of dark dattering cars. Logt in the blackness below, only
the train's noise gave proof of its presence.

"Missed hm!" spat Sinker as he glared down from above. "Lousy luck! Well have to get him!"

Riff did not reply. The noise from the cut had changed. The clatter of the cars was dowing. The train was
a farly long one twenty cars had gone by; but there were more to come. Now the freight was
threstening a stop, to form a barrier between the killers above it and The Shadow, helpless on the ground

beyond.

"Sowing for the trestle,” informed Sinker, suddenly. "The hogger didn't see the guy on the track. He's just
dowing down because he dways does. Hell pick up speed pretty soon. Watch."

BEYOND the train, The Shadow, too, was conscious of the dackening speed. His pitch from the ral
hed roused him somewhat. He had managed to crawl to the far embankment, haf a dozen feet beyond
the spot where he had findly sprawled. While the rapid clatter had persisted, The Shadow had dazedly
redlized his present plight.

Hisright knee, badly wrenched, was usdess. His left am was weakened, but had been sirong enough to
ad himinhisfind rise from the track. Hiswhole body shaken, his head in a whirl, it was difficult for him
to fully grasp the Stuation; yet the vitd factors had definitdy dawned.

The Shadow knew that he was weaponless, that enemies knew where he lay. Blood was warm upon The
Shadow's face. His head was svimming; despite his efforts to regain full reason. He knew that whatever
drength he had would be no more than temporary. Thisredization came amid the dackened clatter of the
cars.

For a moment, The Shadow was impressed with the thought that the freight would stop. Then, with the
speed reduced to a dozen miles an hour, a long, successive jolt of couplings told that the speed would
00N increase.

A hollow roar filled The Shadow's ears, like the sea echo from a conch shell. The sound was repeated,
then became successive. Dimly, The Shadow redized its meaning. His saring eyes discerned odd
changes in the darkness. The cars that were passng were empties. Box cars, with open doors tha
accounted for the persstent roars; the dternate streaks of changing black.

Straining, The Shadow rose from the embankment. Throwing his weight to the left, he steadied. Trucks
clattered squardy in front of him, marking the passage of one car; the ariva of another. With an effort;
The Shadow staggered forward. He logt his foating for the moment, and his left arm, groping forward,
received another wrench asit struck the solid side of the box car.

Then The Shadow's hand dipped forward. It had encountered the open door. Lunging, faling leftward,
The Shadow recelved a hard scrape on the left shoulder. The impact was throwing him clear when his
right hand gained a backhand clutch upon the edge of the open door.

Thetrain jolted at that ingtant. Grabbing tight, The Shadow was wrenched upward, his body whirling like
an acrobat's, while his hand refused to yidd its grip. Doubling his body, The Shadow became a swvinging
pendulum, a the mercy of the car's sway.



Then hisleft hand gained a clutch. Though weakened, it aided. The Shadow managed to hunch upward.
Though the wrench hurt every musde in his left arm, he svung his body sdewise and kicked his I€ft leg
into the opening.

He could gain no footage; but the sway of the train came partidly to The Shadow's aid. The cars were
graghtening for the trestle; the speed, somewhat increased, was congant. Stiffening his right arm, The
Shadow used it dmogt as a lever, to plunge his body leftward. He rolled hdf into the car, then dragged
hisright leg after him.

With alimping crawl, The Shadow made for the depths of the car. He reached the back of it; his fingers
told him when he had arrived at the end wall. The struggle was finished; overtaxed strength was needed
no longer.

Slently, The Shadow collapsed upon the floor of the empty box car. He became a sprawled-out shape,
that rocked and jolted with every mation of the car.

BACK upon the embankment, the evil trio were dill watching. The end of the train had arrived. Sinker
emitted a gloating chuckle.

"Weé're going down to croak that gazebo," he volunteered. Then, turmning to the third man of the group.
"Louie, you go back and hep Skeet dong the path. Well meet you down below the trestle.”

Skeet departed. Snker and Riff used ther flagilights to find a safe path down the dangerous
embankment. They nearly logt their foating in the middle of the journey. Stones and mud gave way; but
the pair were lucky enough to grab tough bushes near the bottom.

"Here's right where he ought to be." Sinker growled the statement as he flashed hislight with hisleft hand.
Hisright was dutching his revolver; hisfinger was dready on the trigger. But the light showed nothing but
the driving downpour of the rain.

"Whereisthe guy?' demanded Sinker. "He couldn't have crawled far. Come on—we've got to find him!™

Sinker was growling congtantly as the pair paced dong the ties, falowing a southward course. Nowhere
did they find a 9gn of the vicim that they sought. They came to the trestle. Sinker shoved his revolver
into his pocket and pulled his cap from his head. While he was wringing water from the cap, he spoke
with findlity.

"The mug must have hopped the freight,” declared Sinker. "He don't know who we were, though. The

red point is that the chief croaked Galbray; and we did the job we were supposed to. Planting the coupe
on the grade crossing.”

"And staying long enough to see thet the locd cracked it," added Riff, "besides having everything fixed so
that the chief could make his get-away.”

"Cdl it aget-away?' queried Sinker. "Guess again, Riff. The chief isframing an dibi; and it will be a swell
one. Well, we did something else. We met up with Louie and Skeet. They know the job we pulled; but
they don't know who the chief is. That's the way it's supposed to be.”

"Louieis getting away with it as a cab driver," remarked Riff. "Only thing is—what about Skeet?"

"Wha about him? Nothing. He's just a guy who came to Ontranta to find a job. He went out to
Grayminger early; then when Louie came dong with another passenger, Skeet hired the cab to go down
to Cdley's Mills The road goes under the trestle; and Loui€'s got the cab parked there for us. Well drop



off with Skeet and take him to the hideout. He's not wounded bad.”
"But what about Louis, coming in with no passenger?”

"That won't matter. A lot of cabs have been riding empty, from Grayminger to Caley's Mills. Going
down to pick up fares from the roadhouse. Louie will be thereintime. Hell just be another cab driver.”

VEERING from the railroad, the two crooks descended a path that brought them below the trestle.
There, in the darkness, they found Loui€'s cab. Skeet was propped in the front seat beside the driver.
Snker and Riff entered the rear of the car. It was Smply alight sedan thet did service as ataxi.

Louie drove them to the highway, then turned eastward toward Cdley's Mills Asthey rode dong, Sinker
growled new oaths.

"That bimbo's dill dive" decided Sinker. "What's more, he may be back here. If he does come, he may
meen trouble for us"

Sinker's tone was one of speculation. It would have been one of surety, had he known the identity of the
fighter with whom these murderers had battled.

CHAPTER VI. WORD DELAYED
CLICK-clack—click-clack—

The persgtent rattle of the whedls was thrumming its monotony to hearing ears. The Shadow, chance
passenger upon the freight train from Ontranta, had regained the consciousness that he had logt with his
last dump in the empty box car. Stirring wearily upon the joggling floor, The Shadow groped Iin
blackness.

The Shadow had logt his flaghlight dong with his automatic. Propped againg the wal of the box car, he
drew a watch from his pocket. The luminous did registered twelve-thirty—a proof that the watch had
been damaged in The Shadow's fdl. Haf an hour after midnight had been the approximate time of The
Shadow's fight on the brink above the railroad cut.

A laugh sounded in the gloom of the pitch-black car. Though weary, the tone carried a touch of grim
mirth. Already, The Shadow's brain was commencing its review of the past, picking out the sdient points
of to-night's episodes. Piece by piece, The Shadow was fitting together the portions of the crime.

Coincidence had played its part tonight. While The Shadow was en route, akiller had designed death for
Lynn Gabray. The murderer had chosen the locd train as a convenient device to ad his scheme.

In picturing Rokestone's death, The Shadow had recognized the probability of a murderer aided by
subordinates. Some one—a daring kille—had apparently overpowered the hotd man, then had caled
upon others for a prompt disposa of the body, through the penthouse window. Such had been The
Shadow's theory; to-night's developments had established it.

Smilaly, the murderer had planted Gabray's coupe across the tracks of the O S, that the killing might
pass as a grade-crossing accident.

THE SHADOW had recognized the murderer as an opportunist, who worked with speed. In picturing
the killer's future actions, The Shadow had thought of Lynn Galbray. The talk, aboard the train, had given
The Shadow reason to believe that Galbray stood in danger.

That was why The Shadow had been pogtive that Galbray's body would be found &fter the crash at the



grade crossing. With the finding of the body, The Shadow had made immediate deductions. Galbray had
been on his way to Grayminger. Like Rokestone, he had been dan by the murderer. As with
Rokestone, the killer had arranged to frame a suicide tableau.

Why had Gabray chosen the old road, with its dangerous grade crossing, instead of the new road with
the safe underpass? The answer had been plain to The Shadow. Gabray had not chosen the old road at
al. Some one had struck down Gabray in the coupe. The killer had driven the car to the grade crossing.

From then on, The Shadow had put his theory to the test. He had believed that the murderer had left
Rokestone's body to some underlings. If so, he would certainly have done the same with Galbray's.

Hence The Shadow had looked for trals and had found them. One man - the murdere—had hurried
from the grade crossng to gan a car parked on the old road. The others—tools of the kille—had
placed Galbray's coupe on the grade crossing, then had chosen the path through the woods.

They had supplied the killer with a car for a quick get-away. Ther own course had been for another
road—the one from Grayminger down to Cdley's Mills They had met wating companions, soon after
the crash a the crossing. Their bold lingering had given The Shadow a chance to overtake them.

Though he had fought the underlings, The Shadow could make no close guess as to ther actud identity.
Thefray, too, had been too brief for The Shadow to rate their aility as marksmen.

A future menace existed. With such contempt for humean life with such defiance of the law, the murderer,
would not be apt to stop if others blocked his path. Rokestone and Gabray were but mere links in a
longer chain of crime.

Ontranta. The name throbbed in The Shadow's brain. Wearily, The Shadow tried to rise. His right leg
faled; he sprawled back upon the floor of the rocking box car. The crippled fighter could do no more
then wait.

Two hours had passed since that fray in which The Shadow had so nearly logt hislife The through freight
hed passed Rittford; it was hurtling eastward dong the K B.

The Shadow had no way of caculating ather time or direction; but he knew that the train was carrying
hm steadily away from Ontranta. It was essentid that he reverse his course, that he arrive a the cty
where crime had prevailed. There, in Ontranta, The Shadow mus learn vitd details; new clues that would
enable him to intercept new deeds of death.

For the present, The Shadow lay helpless. He redized, too, tha his present injuries might prove a
handicap in the immediae future. Soon, perhaps, he might gain some opportunity to leave this speeding
train. When that time came, The Shadow wanted to be ready. There were men upon whom he could
depend. He would need them in this new campaign.

With his right hand, The Shadow reached into his ingde pocket. He brought out a wdlet; from it, he
extracted a folded sheet of paper. Thiswas a tdegraph blank, recognizable by its sze. With a pencil, The
Shadow began to inscribe a message, writing in the darkness.

He thrugt the wdlet back into his indde pocket; folding the telegraph blank, he dipped it into a sde
pocket of his coat. That telegram would be ready when The Shadow found opportunity to send it.

In his present guise, The Shadow was traveing as Lamont Cranston, an identity which he frequently
assumed. Cards in his wallet bore that name but he carried dothing that marked his destination as
Ontranta. He had given his ladt ticket to the conductor on the locd. He had checked his baggage; and



had mailed the checks to himsdf, in care of the Ontranta Hotd.

The Shadow had money in hiswallet; but most of his cash was secreted in hidden pockets of his clathing.
Getting to Ontranta would not be a difficult task, once he could dight from this moving train.

Nevertheess, The Shadow saw dements of delay, dependent upon the time and place where he might
leave the freight; aso upon his own condition. He was badly in need of medicd trestment.

MINUTES passed while The Shadow rested. The jouncing of the train was painful. After a short while,
however, The Shadow managed to drag himsdf toward the open door on the right. Driving rain swept
into the car and sprayed hisface. The cold wind gave refreshment. Dizziness diminished as The Shadow
stared out into the blackness of the night.

At lagt his watchfulness was rewarded. Far off amid the rain, he saw the hazy dlitter that marked a town.

Brakes began to grind as The Shadow made this discovery. The box car jolted past a 9gnd tower;
wheds shrieked as the train swung to the right. The frogs of a switch produced danking thumps. Speed
dill reducing, the freight was nearing a station.

Gripping the edge of the door with hisright hand, The Shadow peered outward. He saw the tiny lights of
adation platform; he saw a dgn that bore the name of "Barnington.”

The Shadow knew the town. It was thirty odd miles east of Fittford, on the K B. Aboard this freight, The
Shadow had traveled more than sxty miles back toward New York. Already, he was too far from
Ontranta. In Barnington, The Shadow saw an advisable stopping place.

The fraght was dill dowing as it passed the long station platform. Grimly, The Shadow prepared for a
drop. Clinging hard with hisright hand; he swung his body from the side of the box car. Poised above the
passing platform, until he neared the end. He wanted to be beyond the Station lights before he "joined the
birds’; nevertheless, he preferred to end his nose dive upon the platform, rather then trust to a doubtful
embankmen.

Twenty feet to the platform's end. The Shadow released his hold. His body launched itsf like a
tossed-off mal sack; despite his crippled condition, The Shadow was counting upon a timdy landing. Il
luck, however, was his due.

Thetrain gave an increased jolt at the precise moment of The Shadow's jump. A legp became a hurdle,
carying The Shadow father than he had anticipated. The Shadow's feet struck an aily platform.
Skidding upon the water-soaked surface, The Shadow struck the end ral of the platform with his
shoulder. Nor did his course stop there.

Like a wrestler hurled across the ropes, The Shadow bounced headforemost over the rall. His hands
dipped from the wood. He plunged, sorawling, to the edge of a cindery embankment. His head struck
hard; he became a crumpled figure that rolled sdewise to the ditch. There, The Shadow lay slent, while
the long line of freight cars rolled past, a dozen feet above.

SOON éfter the freight had rumbled in the distance, a svinging lantern appeared upon the right of way.
Two men were approaching the station, coming from the lower Sgnd tower.

As they neared the lower end of the plaform, one man dipped upon the cindery edge of the
embankment. The other grabbed his elbow; the fdlow regained his footing. The lantern, swinging wide,
threw its gleam down toward the ditch.
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One man turned a the other's exclamation. Staring, they saw the huddled figure of The Shadow.
Together, they scrambled down the embankment and bent above the unconscious form.

"He's out cold," growled one of the rallroad men. "Must have dropped off number forty-four, or been
hove off."

"Mebbe he wasn't going east,” returned the other. "He could have come from number thirty-one. There's
no tdling which. Anyway, thisguy ain't no hobo.”

"You're right. Don't matter which train he was on. Give me allift. Well get him into the station and cdl the
ambulance.

Hoiding their burden, the two men carried The Shadow into the station. They put in a prompt cdl to the
locd hospitd. The ambulance arrived. Hdf an hour after his fdl from the freight, The Shadow, ill
unconscious, was stretched upon a hospita cot. Hisinjuries were receiving prompt attention.

LATER, the chigf resdent physcan was seated a his desk, studying reports that concerned the
newly-admitted patient. An interne entered, carrying ayelow dip of paper. It was the tedlegram that bore
The Shadow's penciled scrawl.

"I've called New York," explained the interne, "but | can't locate this fdlow Rutledge Mann, to whom
Crangton's teegram is addressed. Naurdly, theré's no one a Mann's office. He mud live a some
goartment house, because he has no home tdephone.”

"What about the cards in Cranston's wallet?' queried the chief resident. "They're an odd assortment,”
replied the interne. "They identify him dl right, but there are none with any addresses. Theré's nothing to
prove that he'sa New Y orker."

"Let me see the tdlegram again." The interne passed the ydlow paper across the desk. The physdan
dudied it; he noted that the words were written shakily and were not placed properly upon the lines of
the blank. That, however, did not particularly impress him. He was interested chiefly in the message,
which referred to purchases and sdes of investments.

"This fdlow Mann must be a broker," decided the resdent physician. "Probably a friend of Cranston's.
The best thing to do is cal him sometime in the morning. Find out al we can about Cranston; and ddliver

this message. It may be important.”
"Perhapsif we called the New Y ork police -"

"I wouldn't. This accident probably would not concern them. It would be better to wait until the patient
regains consciousness, or urtil we have talked by telephone, with Rutledge Mann.”

The chief resident physician picked up his report sheets, together with some prints of X ray photographs.

"No sgn of afracture,” he stated. "'l doubt that any brain concussion will prove serious. Sprains, bruises,
contusons—but no fractured limbs or ribs. This patient must be built like a rock. What he needs is rest.
Penty of recuperation. We shdl see to that."

There was findity in the doctor's verdict. Though it meant wel for The Shadow, so far as recovery was
concerned, it did not fit with The Shadow's plans. Should the physcian's verdict stand, days would
elgpse before The Shadow would make his desired return to the city of Ontranta.

CHAPTER VII.LINKSTO CRIME



IT was the next afternoon. Stephen Fleed, Ontrantals keen didrict attorney, was seated in his office.
Before him lay report sheets that concerned the deeth of Lynn Gabray. Across the desk was a tdl,
droopy-faced man, who puffed a a cigarette. He was Jary Winson, the chief of Ontrantals dim
detective force.

"Il sum it, Jerry," decided Fleed, in abrupt fashion. "Lynn Gabray was lagt seen dive at deven o'clock
lagt night. He stopped at the Century Drug Co., to buy some cigars for the crowd at the barbecue. He
|left the drug store and walked down Cedar Street, toward the lot where he usudly parked his car.

"He was carrying a briefcase, in addition to the cigars. When his car was hit at the grade crossing, both
those items were missing. We don't know what was in the briefcase, but we can guess that it had to do
with Graymingter. Maybe the briefcase held important papers covering the red estate development.
There are peoplein this town who might be able to use such documents.”

Winson nodded, then queried, "Y ou figure it's murder?'

"I do," returned Fleed. "Gdbray had no reason to be on that old road. Moreover, his car wasn't as badly
smashed as might have been expected. Galbray's body wasn't mangled; his head showed a mark that
looked like a blow from some ingrument.”

Winson nodded his agreement, then indicated the report sheet.

"They told me a the drug store that Gabray had been seen a Dunlon's” remarked the chief of
detectives. "l talked to Dunlon. It seems that Galbray stopped in the jewdry store at hdf past ten, to buy
a fountain pen. It was the pen that was in Gabray's pocket when we examined the body. Dunlon
identified the pen.”

Heed arose from his desk. He started toward the door.

"At midnight," he reviewed, "Gabray was found dead. At deven o'clock, he had been at the Century
Drug Co. At ten-thirty, he wasin Dunlon's jewdry store. I'm going to keep tracing back, Jerry. The next
sep isto see Dunlon.”

THE jewdry store, like Fleed's office, was on the main street. The D.A. crossed the thoroughfare and
walked to the jeweler's. He found a dreary, stoop-shouldered man behind the counter.

"Hdlo, Shyvan," greeted Fleed. "Where is Mr. Dunlon?'
"In the office, Mr. Heed."

A door opened from an inner partition, before Fleed could respond. Dunlon stepped into view; he
nodded as though he had expected his vistor. The long-faced jewder beckoned; Fleed entered the office
and the two sat down a aamdl desk.

"l want to talk to you privately, Dunlon," announced Fleed. He thumbed toward the door that the jeweler
hed closed. "What about old Shyvan? Can he hear us?'

"Shyvan is too deef," returned Dunlon. "Wel, Mr. Fleed, | suppose you would like to know about my
last chat with Galbray? It was very brief. He stayed here only five minutes when he bought the fountain

pen.
"Did he seem gloomy? Asif he fdt like trying suicide?'

"No." Dunlon shook his head emphatically. "He was quite jocular. | wanted him to drive out with me to



the barbecue; but he could not join me. He said that he had an gppointment.”

"An gppointment? With whom?'

"He did not say. He smply said he could not gtart for the barbecue until after eeven o'clock.”
"Then he mugt have seen some one between ten-thirty and eeven o'clock?!

"I believe s0; but | did not see him &fter heleft here. | closed the store shortly before deven and walked
home through the rain. | drove my own car out to Grayminder.”

"Was Shyvan here when Galbray bought the pen?'

"No. It was Shyvan's evening off." Fleed pondered, then asked:
"You do not know where Gabray was before ten-thirty?'
Dunlon shook his head.

The D.A. made a few notations, then departed. He eyed Shyvan on the way out, and decided that the
old clerk was of little importance. Shyvan had worked for Thadwaller, the former owner of the jewdry
store; Dunlon had kept him as clerk, after buying the business from Thadwaller.

WHEN HFHeed arived back at his office, he found that Jerry Winson was gone; in his place was a
newcomer. The vigtor was Purvis Arnledge. The big, gray-haired man greeted Fleed with a downward
amile

"l just talked to Winson," rumbled Arnledge. "He said you were trying to find out where Lynn Gabray
was before ten-thirty. | can answer that for you, Fleed. Gabray was a my house, dmost until haf past
ten."

"Hewas?' exdamed Fleed. "What time did he come to see you?"

"Around ten o'clock. Wanted me to go out to Grayminger with him; but | said the weather was too bad
for the trip."

"Did he have anything specid to say?

"He wanted to raise some money, to buy up options on Graymingder property. He was afrad some one
else might grab them.”

Fleed decided that "some one dsg' mug be Craydon Throy. Arnledge took thet for granted, as his next
Satement proved.

"I told Galbray not to worry about Throy,” boomed Arnledge. "I told him to hang on to hisligts of names.
Gabray knew who the option holders were. Throy could only guess. Galbray had the edge.”

"Throy wanted those names?"

"Apparently. Galbray had an gppointment with Throy lagt night. That's why he left my house at ten-thirty.
He was going down to Throy's office.”

Fleed's heavy eyebrows were raised. The D.A. was piecing facts. Lynn Gabray had cdled on Purvis
Arnledge at ten o'clock. At approximately ten-thirty, the dead man had arrived at Dunlon's store. He had
Stayed there only five minutes, but it was eeven when Galbray had entered the Century Drug Co. During



the twenty-five-minute interva, Galbray mugt have visited Throy's office. Thet office, as Fleed knew, was
on Cedar Strest.

In brisk fashion, Fleed picked up the telephone and called Throy. He was connected with the millionare
tersdy, the D.A. requested Throy to come over a once. Arnledge smiled during the conversation. When
it was finished, he arose.

"I shdl be on my way," rumbled Arnledge. "I don't care to meet Throy."

HALF an hour after Arnledge's departure, Craydon Throy entered Fleed's office. The badish magnate
showed ill humor, particularly when Fleed snapped the question:

"Mr. Throy, when did you lagt see Lynn Gabray?'
Throy glared, then decided to answer.
"If you have heard some report concerning Galbray and mysdf," he remarked, "why not state yoursdf?*

"Veay wel," returned Fleed. "I have heard that Gabray had an appointment with you at ten-thirty last
night. Isthat correct?"

"Yes" replied Throy, meegting Fleed's steedy gaze. "Gabray came to my office on Cedar Street a a
quarter of eleven. We talked about red estate. Our chat was pleasant, but we transacted no business.
Gdbray was anxious to leave for Grayminger."

"Weas Gdbray in good spirits?'

"No. He was nervous. He seemed worried.”

"Did he have a briefcase with him?’

"I believe that he had one with him." Fleed sat sllent for a moment, then shot another question:
"When did you leave your office, Mr. Throy?'

"At a quarter past deven,” replied Throy, promptly. "I cdled my chauffeur, Sedy, after Gabray left.
Sedy brought the limousine, but he was not very prompt about it. | was impatient; that is how | happened
to be looking a my watch when Sedly arrived.”

Fleed offered no more questions. Abruptly, Throy arose and walked from the office. It was located on
the second floor; hence the magnate had to descend a fligt of dtairs to reach the Street. There, he
boarded awaiting limousne but before he could order the chauffeur to drive away, Fleed appeared. The
D.A. had hurried downdtairs after the magnate.

"The time dement may be important,” declared Fleed. "Is this Sedly, the chauffeur who brought your car
last night?'

"Yes" replied Throy. Then, to the chauffeur: "Sedly, | told Mr. Fleed that it was quarter past -"

"Il ask the question,” snapped Fleed. "Sedy, a what time did Mr. Throy cdl from his office last night?'
"It was just about midnight, sir," began Sedly, "when | brought thisbig car from the garage -"
"Midnight?' broke in Throy, angrily. "Come, come, Sedly! You arived for me a a quarter past deven.”



"l looked at the dash clock, gr -"

"The dash clock?' Throy snorted. "It's never right. Look at that dash clock, Fleed. What time does it say
a present?

Fleed studied the dash clock of the limousdne It showed twenty minutes after five Throy produced his
own watch, tapped it, to show that it registered hdf past four.

"The dash clock isfifty minutes fagt,” laughed Throy. "No wonder you thought it was midnight when you
camefor me, Sedy."

"I was adeep when you called, gr," admitted Sedly. "I logt dl track of time. | thought you'd taken the
roadster downtown, gr; but | found it in the drive and had to move it before | could bring out the
limousne”

"Enough, Sedy,” interrupted Throy. "My statement stands. You came for me a a quarter past deven.
Tdl Mr. Fleed where we went after that.”

"To your home, gr," stated. Sedly. "You kept me busy for hdf an hour building firesin dl the fireplaces,
to keep the house from becoming too damp from therain.”

THROY ddivered a sarcadtic amile as he watched Fleed's expresson. Then, in casud fashion, the
magnate glanced across the street and noted a Nava observatory clock in the window of Dunlon's
jewery store. He compared it with his watch and made remark.

"My watch is not quite accurate, Fleed,” said Throy. "It happens to be three minutes dow; but that is not
enough to matter. | shdl have it adjusted later. You can aways rey upon meto keep tabs on the time”

The limousne pulled away, leaving Fleed daring from the curb. The D.A. stroked his chin as he
summarized facts that involved Lynn Galbray, prior to the murdered man's death.

Hazly, Stephen Fleed was building conclusons that strengthened his bdlief that the case was murder.
Nevertheless, as in the indance of Rokestone's death, problems intervened. They were problems that
puzzled the didrict attorney.

Fleed could picture a supercrook behind two deaths; but there his caculaions stopped. The possibility of
henchmen had not yet struck the digtrict attorney.

CHAPTER VIII. WORD FROM THE SHADOW

ALL the while that Stephen Fleed had been in his office, ayoung man had been gralling about the Iobby
of the Ontranta Hotdl, haf a block down the man street. Light of build, but wiry; restless, but keen of
face, this stranger looked like a reporter from some metropolitan newspaper. Which, in fact, he was.

He was Clyde Burke, of the New York Classc; and he had come to Ontranta ostensibly to cover the
supposed suicides of Rufe Rokestone and Lynn Galbray. Burke of the Classic was the only New Y ork
newshawk in town, and had practicaly talked himsdf into the assgnment.

Clyde Burke had a double purpose. His job as a reporter was a blind. Secretly, Clyde was an agent of
The Shadow.

At nine this morning, Clyde had received a teephone cdl from Rutledge Mann, the investment broker.
That cdl had meant one thing. No word from The Shadow. Mann had expected some communication
from Ontranta. It had not arrived.



Clyde's cue was to head for Ontranta as soon as possble. He had done a good job persuading the
managing editor that the trip might prove worthwhile. Clyde had then boarded the train for Ontranta.

Arriving a the Ontranta Hotel, Clyde inquired for Lamont Cranston, only to learn that such a person had
not arrived. There were letters for Mr. Cranston; but so far, the guest had not appeared. So Clyde
registered and kept gralling about the lobby, in hope of awire from Mann.

IT was nearly five o'clock when Clyde decided to fare forth on a temporary quest. He had read the
Morning Clarion, to find but brief mention of Galbray's death. The Evening Messenger was not yet on
sde. It appeared in asngle edition, published late in the afternoon.

Clyde had grown impetient as five o'clock approached. He wanted to accomplish something, and a vist
to the didtrict attorney's office seemed like the logica procedure.

Waking from the lobby, Clyde chanced to see a large limousine pull up to the opposite curb. A man
stepped from the car. Clyde saw his face. The reporter noted an aristocratic profile, topped by a pair of
hightrimmed spectacles.

A name popped ingantly into the reporter's mind. That man must be Craydon Throy, the magnate who
controlled nearly dl of Ontrantas profitable enterprises. Clyde paused to watch the course that Throy
took. He saw the magnate enter a jewdry store.

Clyde ambled across the street. He paused to look into a haberdashery window. He decided to dlow a
few minutes before stopping at the jewdry store. Clyde's hunch was that he might hear something
important should he grall in on Throy; but he wanted to dlow alittle time. On that account, Clyde missed
an opening conversation.

The store that Throy had entered was Dunlon's. Shyvan was behind the counter; the withered clerk
recognized Throy.

"Haven't seen you since old Mr. Thadwaller used to run this store,” greeted Shyvan, in a cackly tone.
"I haven't bought much jewdry latdy, Shyvan."

"Want to buy jewelry, hey?”

"Not to-day." Throy's tone was louder. With his left hand, he placed his watch on the counter. "I want
thiswatch adjusted, Shyvan.”

The dlerk pointed to Throy's left hand. The magnate was wearing a heavy gold ring that was set with a
large green cameo. Despite its Sze it was inconspicuous, until atention was directed to it.

"You bought that here," cackled Shyvan. "I remember them cameos. Mr. Thadwdler had hdf a dozen of
‘'em. So close dike, you couldnt tdl ‘em apart. | reckon, he sold most of ‘em -"

"Give me another waich,” interrupted Throy, "to serve while mineis being adjusted.”
While Shyvan was looking for a subgtitute watch, Throy inquired in aloud tone:
"Where is Dunlon?'

The desf clerk turned about.

"Inhisoffice, Mr. Throy," he replied. "Shdl | cal him?'



"Never mind. Find me awatch."

IT was a this moment that Clyde Burke decided to enter the jewelry store. The reporter srolled in and
began to look at cheap watches. He was too late for the conversation; but soon, he heard the click of an

opening door.

Clyde looked up, to see a solemn-faced man coming from a door in a partition. He guessed that this was
Josiah Dunlon, whose name appeared outside.

Dunlon stared as he saw Throy, then approached to greet the customer. Throy shook hands in an
indifferent fashion.

"A nice store you have here, Dunlon,” remarked the magnate. "You keep a better stock than Thadwaller
did."

"I put severd thousand dollars into the business” replied Dunlon. "It was well invested. This store shows
excelent profit!"

Clyde saw a covetous gleam appear in Throy's eyes. The magnate showed a sudden interest; Dunlon,
anxious to create a good impression, eaborated further.

"I have fine stones, not on display,” the jewder told Throy. "I should like to have you see them.”
"I an very busy," objected Throy. "If | can find time -"

"I can bring the gems to your home."

Throy considered, then nodded. "That might do. Perhaps you will hear from me, Dunlon.”

Recaiving a subdtitute watch from Shyvan, Throy left. Clyde saw him look about when he went out as if
meking a quick gppraisa of Dunlon's stock.

Dunlon went back into his office to answer aring of the telephone. Clyde could hear him talking after he
hed closed the door. The words came through the thin partition; Dunlon was promisng a prompt ddivery
of some bracelets. Shyvan had not noticed Clyde, so the reporter gtrolled to the street. Throy and the
limousine were gone.

GOING dong the street to a teegraph office, Clyde entered and asked if a tdegram had come for him.
Theman at the desk gave a nod.

"Here you are, Mr. Burke. It came in two hours ago, addressed to you a the Ontranta Hotd. You
weren't registered there.”

Clyde fumed at his own supidity and that of the clerk at the hotel. The telegram must have arrived just
before Clyde had registered. The clerk had forgotten to mention it and Clyde, in turn, had made no
inquiry regarding telegram.

The telegram was ogtensibly from the New York Classic; but Clyde knew that it had actudly been sent
by Rutledge Mann. The message read:

RETURN AT ANY TIME STOP
NO FURTHER REPORT NEEDED STOP
WILL ARRANGE IMPORTANT INTERVIEW



WHEN YOU REACH NEW YORK

The message was as definite as a code. Clyde had talked matters over with Mann before leaving New
York. Mann had sent a message which he knew Clyde would understand because of his knowledge of
circumstances.

They had agreed upon certain points. Fird, that Clyde would be needed in Ontranta until The Shadow
arived. Therefore, the supposed order from the Classc to return to New York needed a different
interpretation. It referred to some one other than Clyde—namely, to The Shadow. It meant that The
Shadow was "returning” not to New Y ork but to Ontranta. Mann had heard from The Shadow.

The matter of the report was something, aso. Clyde was to learn what he could in Ontranta. "No report
needed” was a clever satement on Mann's part. It Sgnified that a report would be imperative, particularly
because The Shadow's arival might occur a any time. The mere reference to a report was a jog for
Clyde Burke.

The find statement, regarding arrangement of an important interview in New York, was aso clear to
Clyde. Since he was daying in Ontranta, he mugt arrange an interview here. He had aready planned to
interview persons, therefore, this statement had a stronger significance.

By "interview," one person was meant. That person must be the one most deeply concerned with coming
eventsin Ontranta.

It would be Clyde's task to contact some important person and to stay close to that individud until The
Shadow arrived. Andyzing the Stuation. Clyde saw two possihilities.

Lurking kille—potentid victim—both were in Ontranta. So far, Clyde had noted but three
persons—Craydon Throy, Josah Dunlon and Shyvan. Shyvan, though, was a doddering old relic, of
gpparently no consequence.

Clyde knew that he must learn of others, in order to come to a sound concluson. One man, done, could
gve the required information. That was the didtrict attorney, Stephen Fleed. As a newspaper reporter,
Clyde could at least gain an interview with Fleed. Therefore, The Shadow's agent decided to make that
task hisimmediate objective.

COMING from the telegraph office, Clyde looked across the street. There, he saw a man who was
waking with a rapid dride. Loose-jointed and unganly, the fdlow reminded Clyde of a human
scarecrow. In one hand, the man was flourishing a newspaper; his face wore a glesful grin. Clyde
watched him swing into a doorway and up aflight of stairs.

The man whom Clyde had spied was James Kedley, the editor of the Evening Messenger. Perhaps it
was a newspaper man's indinct that had caused Clyde to watch this fdlow member of his craft.

The result, however, followed when Clyde noted the doorway which Kedley had entered. There, on a
large board, appeared the names of persons who had offices in that building. One was Stephen Feed;
Clyde knew that he was the didtrict attorney. Crossng the street, Clyde entered the doorway that Kedley
hed used.

Ascending the gtairs, Clyde followed a hdlway. The furthermost door was gar. He heard voices, Kedley
and Fleed were in discussion. The editor was talking about the editorid his paper contained—an editoria
written by him.

"I ripped loose, Steve," came Kedley's voice. "My drive is againg monopoly. Why should Throy control



dl of Ontranta?’
"He has along way to go, Jm," objected Fleed. "Throy isworth only a few millions”

"Hell be worth twenty million indde another year. All he needed for a clear track were the Ontranta
Hotd and Graymingter. He can buy the hotd on promises, with Rokestone dead. He can snatch
Grayminger by buying up afew options, with Galbray dead. There's no other opposition. Throy will buy
up the department stores; the power company; the theaters. The only man big enough to block Throy is
Amledge; and he's a has-been.”

"Youredill dive and active, Jm." A laugh from Kedley. It was not a pleasant one.
"Throy would get the Evening Messenger if | wasn't dive" asserted the editor.
THERE was alull; then Fleed spoke.

"You printed a srong editorid, today, Jm," he declared. "Though you do not mention Throy by name,
you state that you will reved facts concerning a certain grasper. What do you know about Throy's past?'

"A few things" replied Kedley, soberly. "These deaths—Rokestone and Gabray—frankly, they could be
draight cases of suicide. Both of those fdlows knew that they were licked finencdly.”

"Odd to hear you say that," returned Fleed. "Your own newspaper has intimated that the cases could be
murder.”

"Because it makes good news. That'sdl."

"All right. Here's some more news." Fleed was speaking with briskness. "I've checked on Lynn Gabray's
actions lagt night. He was with Purvis Arnledge from ten to ten-thirty, told Arnledge that he intended to
fight to hold Graymingter. He stopped a Dunlon's jewery store right after that and was in a good mood.
He mentioned to both men that he had an gppointment. He kept that appointment at a quarter of eeven.
It was with Craydon Throy, in Throy's own office” Kedley grunted his interest.

"Throy said his chauffeur came for im at a quarter past deven,” resumed Fleed. "He had an dibi for the
next haf an hour. The chauffeur, though, said that he came for Throy a midnight. Sedly, the chauffeur,
based histime on the dash clock. That clock was running fifty minutes fast to-day.”

"Humph," put in Kedley. "The dash clock could have been set ahead to-day.”

"Exactly," declared Fleed. "Here's a theory, dm. Throy could have ridden dong with Gdbray in his
coupe.”

"How would Throy have gotten back to town?

"In his roadster, which was in his driveway. Throy could have waked to his office from his home. It's
only afive-minute walk -"

"Y ou're trying to hang murder on Throy?"
Kedley laughed sourly.
"Why not pick on Arnledge?' he queried. "He didn't give you any dibi. Why not pick this jeweer



Dunlon? One stayed at home; the other drove out to Grayminger.”
"But neither had a grievance againg Galbray."

"Nor did Throy. He profited by Gabray's deeth; but he had Gabray as good as licked anyway. If you
don't like Arnledge or Dunlon as a suspect, why not consder me? | have no dibi."

"You were writing an editorid, Jm."

"So I've told you. The lights were on inmy office; but that's no proof | was there. Steve, | Smply want to
prove that any one could have murdered Gabray."

FOOTSTEPS scruffed. Kedley was rising from his chair. Outside the office, Clyde Burke looked dong
the hall; saw he could not reach the stairs. Boldly, Clyde knocked at the door. It opened promptly.
Clyde was faced by the sharp eyes of Stephen Feed. Cadmly, Clyde introduced himsdf. When he
mentioned that he was from the New Y ork Classc, James Kedley stepped into the conversation.

"My nameisKedley," stated the editor. "I'm a newspaper man, editor of the Evening Messenger, here in
town. Y ou're up here covering the Galbray desth?’

Clyde nodded. Kedley flashed alook to Fleed; the D.A. gave an understanding nod.

"Come dong with me, Burke" suggested Kedley. "Il tdl you dl about the Galbray story. Mr. Fleed is
too busy.

As they walked toward the dairs together, Clyde indulged in a smile. He knew that Fleed was glad to
shunt im on to Kedley.

Nether suspected that Clyde had been outsde the door. Fleed was sure that Kedley, as a newspaper
men, could lul the Classc representative and hence keep Clyde's invedtigation within bounds. That
showed good tactics on the part of both.

Clyde, however, was pleased. He had found the man he wanted. Clyde had dready decided that James
Kedley was deep in the intrigue that concerned afars in Ontranta. Kedley had stirred up trouble with
one editoria. He apparently intended to do the same again.

Rufe Rokestone and Lynn Galbray had both held ambitions that opposed the purposes of Craydon
Throy. Rokestone and Gabray were dead. Surviving them was James Kedley, a third who chose to
block Throy's path to domination. Such a comparison marked Kedley as a potentia victim.

Therefore, the game was to stick with Kedley until The Shadow arrived. For Clyde was sure that with
the advent of his chief, the riddle would be answered.

CHAPTER IX. THE GREEN CAMEO

BY nine o'clock that evening, Clyde Burke had assumed a new duty in Ontranta; the waiching of James
Kedley. At the same hour, important events began in the town of Barnington, where The Shadow was
dill a patient in the hospitd.

A vigtor from New York arived a the Banington hospital a nine. He introduced himsdf as Doctor
Rupert Sayre. The chief resident physician received him promptly and offered an apology.

"A tdegram was found in Mr. Cranston's pocket,” explained the chief resident. "It was addressed to
Rutledge Mann, in New Y ork; unfortunately, through an oversght, Mr. Mann was not notified regarding



Mr. Cranston's accident until one o'clock this afternoon. | talked with Mr. Mann by long distance. He
told me to expect you, Doctor Sayre. You are Mr. Cranston's physician, | understand.”

Sayre nodded. The chief resdent passed him the nurse's report. It stated that the patient had regained
consciousness at nine o'clock in the morning then had lgpsed into a stupor until noon. Since then his
condition had shown steady improvemernt.

"Mr. Crangton spoke of kidnapers” explained the chief resident, while conducting Sayre to The
Shadow's room. "They must have seized him near New York and dragged him aboard a freght, for we
are sure that he leaped from the westbound train.”

Sayre amiled to himsdf. He was sure that The Shadow had bluffed when he gave his story; that, to
Sayre, was proof that The Shadow's condition had improved. However, he would not be dlowed to
leave the hospitd without a physician to assume the responghility. That was why Sayre had come to
Barnington, on the five o'clock train from New Y ork. Sayre, in a sense, was an agent of The Shadow.

THEY found the patient propped up in his cot. The Shadow's countenance was pae; his hawklike
features were the ones that Sayre identified with Lamont Cranston. Sayre noted that The Shadow's left
am was bandaged and in ading; while hisright leg was bulkily swathed.

"Hdlo, Sayre," greeted The Shadow, in Cranston's tone. "Are you ready to take meto New Y ork?'
The hospitd phydcian started to offer an objection. Sayre intervened.

"It can be done," he asserted. "Thereis atran a ten o'clock. We could occupy a drawing-room; and
when we reach New Y ork, | can have a private ambulance meet us"

"Veay wdl," decided the chief resdent. "I rely upon you, Doctor Sayre, to see tha Mr. Cranston goes to
another hospitd. He should remainin bed for at least a week."

By quarter of ten, The Shadow and Sayre wereriding in ataxi to the Sation. Holding a cane with hisright
hand, The Shadow szt slent.

The Shadow's telegram to Rutledge Mann had been given to the invesment broker over the telephone.
Init, The Shadow had included certain specific provisons. Mann had pressed Sayre into service, that,
however, did not mean that the New York invesment broker had neglected other provisons. It was
evident that Sayre had come to Barnington with the express intention of taking The Shadow to New
Y ork on the ten o'clock train.

Hence, as they neared the Station, The Shadow gazed keenly toward a short row of parked cars that
stood near the platform. His fixed lips retained their amile,

Sayre and the taxi driver helped The Shadow from the cab. The injured patient hobbled into the waiting
room with his physician. Sayre arranged for a drawing-room in one of the Pullman cars. As they waked
out to the platform, The Shadow and Sayre saw the distant gleam of an gpproaching searchlight. The
New York train was ariving on schedule.

The locomoative clanged closer. Grinding brakes brought it to a stop down the platform. Doors banged
open; a porter descended from a Pullman and placed a step upon the plaiform. This was the car on
which Sayre had arranged a reservation.

The physician urged his companion toward the step. The Shadow stared away, toward the parked
automobiles. He saw aman standing beside a coupe.



"One moment, Sayre." The Shadow's tone was cam. "In my coat pocket - on the left Sde—a letter -"

The physician reached beneeth the ding that supported The Shadow's left arm. He found an envelope in
the 9de pocket. Sayre removed it.

"Mall it, please" indsted The Shadow, quietly. "It is important. The mal box is by the sation door.
Hurry, Sayre. The porter will hdp me aboard.”

Sayre turned away. The Shadow told the porter to get the luggage. As the porter obeyed, The Shadow
hurried away from the train, managing speed, despite hislimping pace. The man by the coupe stepped up
to meet him.

Sayre, meanwhile, was blinking at the envelope that he hdd. It had no stamp; no address. It was
unsedled. Deciding that The Shadow had made a mistake, Sayre hurried to the train. Boarding the
Pullmen car, he found the porter there, with the bags. There was no sgn of The Shadow.

Thetrain was pulling from the station. A thought gripped Sayre; he opened the unsedled envelope; indde
it, he found a brief note from The Shadow. "Dear Sayre," read the physician. "Sorry to reverse your
decison. Other business requires my atention. Thanks for your cooperation, Cranston.”

BACK at the Barnington station, the coupe had pulled away at the same time as the train. While the train
was heading eastward, the automobile was taking a westward direction. Behind the whed was an dert
driver, who had brought the car from New Y ork, while Sayre was on hisway to Barnington by train.

Thisdriver was Harry Vincent, most competent of dl The Shadow's agents. Dispatched to Barnington by
Mann, Harry had been ready for The Shadow's appearance.

Asthey rode, Harry reported, while The Shadow, usng his right hand only, opened a bag that his agent
had brought. From it, The Shadow was bringing a douch hat; a black coat; a brace of automatics.

"Cdl made to Ontranta Hotdl," reported Harry. "Stated that it was from New York Classic. Asked for
Burke. He Ieft word thet he, would be with James Kedley &t the office of the Evening Messenger.”

There was a soft laugh in the darkness. From the report, The Shadow knew that Clyde had found and
was covering a man vitdly concerned in Ontranta. It was ten o'clock; the coupe was edting up the miles
as Harry speeded toward the one destination that he knew The Shadow wanted: Ontranta. The distance
was sixty-five miles from Barnington. Harry hoped to make it in an hour and a quarter.

There was need of such speed. Tonight might bring new crime to Ontranta. The Shadow knew it; so did
Harry Vincent. There was another man who aso recognized the possibility; that was Clyde Burke, who
was dready handling hislone duty.

Clyde had drifted around town with James Kedley; at hdf past ten, they strolled toward the building that
housed the Evening Messenger. Passang through a darkened side street, they reached the rear of the
squat, two-story building.

At the entrance of a blind dley, used by newspaper trucks, Kedley opened an unlocked door. He and
Clyde went upgtairs through darkness, Kedley driking matches on the way.

At the top, Kedley opened a door and pressed a light switch. A bluish glare filled a plain office that was
furnished with old chairs, a rickety desk and a battered typewriter table. Kedley pointed to frosted
windows, then indicated the bluish light in the calling.

"That light is a beacon," chuckled Kedley. "It is the lamp of progress, that tells when | am hard a work;



solving the problems of Ontranta; driving out editorias for the benefit of a benighted public.”
"Do you dways leave the place open?" inquired Clyde. "lsn't someone likdy to walk in and rifle it?"

"What would they get?' laughed Kedley. "Look at this old typewriter. It's an antique; the old premier
type with double keyboard, one set for capitd |etters; the other for lower case. Nobody would want this
junky machine, Burke, even though it suits me.”

Kedley sat down in front of the typewriter and began to write out copy for his editorid. He had finished
the firg page and was working on the second when footsteps came from the back stairs. Kedley stopped
typing to greet a man and young woman who entered.

KEDLEY introduced them to Clyde. The man was Tilton, a reporter on the Evening Messenger; the girl
was Madge Kedley, the editor's niece. They explained that they had come from the movies, sopping at
the parking lot in back of the Messenger building, they had seen the blue light upstairs.

The telephone jangled its discordant bell during this explanation. Kedley picked up the insrument from
his desk; the others silenced while he spoke.

"Hello..." Kedley showed a hard smile. "Throy? Yes, | am surprised to hear from you... Yes, I'm busy on
another editoridl... No, | don't intend to be disturbed...

"I can't come up to your house. I'm busy... Ligen, Throy, you own the Morning Clarion. If you don't like
my editorids, pan mein your own sheset... That won't do you much good, though. Nobody reads the
Clarion... Look here, Throy: if you're asking for it, youll get it... Yes, | can be more direct in what |

With a bang, Kedley hung up the receiver. He pointed to the page and a hdf tha he had written. Clyde
came over to read it with Tilton and Madge.

"It sarts out eesly," remarked Kedley. "More criticiam, in a mild way. But look how | ended the last
paragraph. It sates: 'No sngle monopoly was ever beneficid to any community.’ Watch this”

Kedley pounded another paragraph, bringing him two thirds down the page. He read the words doud:

"One man seeks to rule Ontranta. That man is Craydon Throy. Monopoaly is bad enough; but when it is
based upon a doubtful record, it becomes a double evil."

"Pretty strong Suff, boss," remarked Tilton.

"Why not?' demanded Kedley. "Do you know what Throy was saying when | cut him off? He was tdlling
methat he intended to run the Messenger out of business, if it took every nickd he owns. He can't buy it;
30 he wants to kill it. That means war."

Kedley eyed the typewriter awhile, then produced a key which he handed to his niece.

"Go into the dity room, the three of you," suggested the editor. "After | get through with this job, you can
read it."

Kedley placed the fird sheet of his editorid upon the desk, which was close to the outer door. Madge
went to an inner door; unlocked it. Clyde followed with Tilton, into the room beyond. Looking back,
Clyde noted Kedley at the typewriter. He dso observed the outer door; it stood gar and there was a
key on the indde lock.



Moving through the room that they had entered, Clyde and his companions came to the city room. Tilton
turned on lights; and the trio sat at desks. Madge queried:

"Wha does Unde Jm know about Craydon Throy?'

"Not much," replied Tilton, "except that he doesn't like his methods. Maybe he has something on Throy,
though. Listen to him bang away.”

Clicks stopped, then resumed. There was another pause; more clicks. The rattle of the typewriter
carriage followed. A page was bang removed and another inserted. Clicks resumed; paused again.

"Twenty minutes past deven,” remarked Tilton, glanang at his watch. "We came in here a quarter of an
hour ago -"

Tilton ended abruptly. A crash had come from the editor's office. It sounded like the overturning of a
table, with a amash of metdl.

"The typewriter tablel" exclamed Clyde. "Hurry, Tilton! Let's see what happened!”

Clyde dashed through to the editor's office, wrenched open the unlocked door. He stopped, with Tilton
close behind him. Both stood aghast.

JAMES KEDLEY lay sprawled upon the floor; beside him was the typewriter desk, overturned. Close
by was the typewriter, with a sheet of paper projecting from it. Kedley had fdlen from his chair;
goparently he had overturned the table in his sorawl. He was lying face upward, dead beyond a doubt,
for from his breast projected the long handle of a knife.

Madge had arrived. The girl uttered a cry. Clyde and Tilton wheded toward the outer door, as Madge
pointed. On the desk, close by that partly opened door, were the fird two sheets of Kedley's editorid:
the short one, done in Clyde's presence; the next, which Clyde and the others had heard pulled from the

old typewriter.

Moving in from the door, like a creeping, crawly creature, was a hand. Its owner was out of Sght beyond
the door. He was trying to gain the typewritten sheets unnoticed. The hand stopped its cravl a Madge's
ary; it lingered, trembling with eagerness. That hand seemed to have a brain of its own.

Detected, it quivered, asif ready for flight; then rigid, it remained, determined on its purpose. Clyde and
the others stared, trandfixed in terrible fascination.

They were viewing the hand of a murderer!

Possibly not the actud hand that had ddlivered deeth; for this was aleft hand that sought to follow up the
evil that its mate had performed. The killer was usng his left hand because the far door opened from the
right, looking inward, and the desk was to the right.

Upon the third finger was a piece of jewdry, that might have ordinarily been inconspicuous but in this dire
moment, it stood out as the hand's mogt noticeable fegture.

Dul green captured the gleam of the blue office light. The green was the color of the large cameo which
adorned the ring upon the murderer's hand. Three pairs of eyes saw that teltde jewe. Then the hand
suddenly ceased delay.

With a crablike snatch, fingers snatched the second page of Kedley's editorid. Haf crumpling the paper,
the hand withdrew. The green cameo vanished with it. The murderer had gained the object that he



sought.

Clyde sprang forward, too late. The door dammed as he reached it. A key grated in the lock; the killer
had taken it from the ingde of the door. The barrier was clamped when Clyde tugged. Tilton shouted;
Clyde stepped away as the loca reporter came up with a chair and pounded againg the door. Thin
pands broke under heavy strokes.

Madge was a the window, trying to open it. Clyde joined her; broke the window catch and shoved the
sash upward. He raised a shout that could be heard outside, above the smashing blows that Tilton dedlt
agang the door.

Amid this scene, the face of James Kedley stared celingward. The dead man's eyes, though sightless,
seemed to bulge with a hope of vengeance. Kedley could have named the killer had he lived a few
minutes longer. But Kedley was dead, struck down while friends were near; and his murderer had made

his escape.

Rufe Rokestone's death had looked like suicide. Lynn Galbray's death had been a matter open to doulbt.
But James Kedley's death was cold, calculated murder; a proof that crime was rampant.

James Kedley was dead; struck down before The Shadow could arrive to save him.
CHAPTER X. THE WRONG TRAIL

SECONDS were important to that departing murderer. More important than the killer himsdf had
supposed. Had he lingered longer at the scene of crime, the man with the cameo ring would have been
trapped. Already, a counterstroke was on the way.

A coupe had stopped on the rear street near the newspaper building. From that blackened car, keen
eyes had seen the bluish lights of Kedley's frosted windows. A shrouded shape had glided from the car.
Though limping in his pace, The Shadow had started a slent approach toward a given god.

He had arrived with Harry Vincent at dmogt the exact time when Clyde and the others had heard the
muffled fal of Kedley's body. Outside the building, The Shadow had been too far away to caich tha
sound for the locked windows stopped it. Nevertheless, The Shadow had continued his dow advance.

The Shadow knew that Clyde Burke was covering James Kedley that both were at the Messenger
office. Those window lights had indicated ther presence. The Shadow, as a prdiminary action, had
intended to look in upon the scene.

He had spied the lower door that opened from the tiny dley. The Shadow had chosen to enter unseen, in
case that lurking watchers might be about. For The Shadow had dready conceded that new death might
be due in Ontranta

Success would have followed The Shadow's course had Clyde and the others been dower in ther rush
to Kedley's office. Ghostlike, The Shadow had dmogt reached the dley door when a huge commoation
began from above. Firgt: Tilton's battering, that awoke echoes down the entire sairway. Next: Clyde's
dam; the rattle of an opening window, the shout that The Shadow's agent raised.

STOPPING short in darkness, The Shadow stared upward. He was far enough from the building to see
Clyde framed in the window. Ingantly, The Shadow, turned his gaze and looked dong the street. He
wanted to learn who ese had heard Clyde's cry. The Shadow saw.

Huddled men came lurching forward from a parking lot across the street. They had been hiding among



parked cars, in places where even The Shadow had not spied them. As they sprang to the sidewalk, they
came into the fringe of a street lamp's glow. The Shadow caught the gleam of raised revolvers. Threein
al, these lurkers were aming for Clyde Burke's window.

From benegath the ding that held hisleft arm, The Shadow whipped an automatic. The .45 loosed fire the
indant that it had cleared The Shadow's cloak. With a quick barrage, The Shadow was stopping this trio
of assassins before they could open fire againgt Clyde.

One ruffian sprawled with a wild howl. The others turned savagely, to am for their unexpected enemy.
They were too late. The Shadow had them covered. He ripped quick shots that winged a second
marksman and sent the third diving for cover. Then, suddenly, The Shadow's fire ceased.

The Shadow had heard footsteps from within the doorway. Some one was coming out into the dley.
Tilton's strokes were dill banging from above. The Shadow knew that the arrivd mugt be the man of
crime, whose flight Clyde Burke was trying to foretal.

Clyde's shouts ended. A loud crash from above told that the upper door had been shattered. The
Shadow knew that Clyde had joined the door breaker, that the pair would soon be cdlatering down the
steps. Turning toward the dley, The Shadow hissed a fierce command—a warning for the murderer to
stop. He heard a tense snarl from the lower doorway. The trapped man could not see The Shadow.

Then, from the dley itsdf came a hurtling figure. Another man wasin the darkness. A lurker placed there
to cover up the murderer. This fdlow had been lucky enough to guess the direction of The Shadow's
hiss. He was flinging himsdf upon the cloaked battler.

The Shadow sidestepped, to whed in upon this foe. He had a way of deding with such unexpected
adversaries. Tonight, the method falled. As The Shadow whedled to drive his gun hand upward, his
weight shifted to the right. Unsupported, The Shadow's right knee gave. He sprawled to the sdewalk,
caught in the new attacker's grip.

"I got him, chief -"

The man who had gripped The Shadow was Sinker. As he pummeed The Shadow, the rogue ddivered
his dated cry to the pausng murderer. Footsteps were pounding on the gairs. The killer waited no
longer. With one spring, he cleared the locked fighters and dashed across the street toward the parking
lot.

The Shadow was putting up a one-handed fight, wrestling to wrench free from Sinker. He drove hard
with his gun; his stroke glanced from the thug's shoulder. Sinker, snarling, drew back his hand to deliver a
downward blow. Raised above The Shadow, the thug's form was etched againg the dim light of a farther
corner.

Gunshots ripped from down the street. Whidling bullets Snged past Sinker.

With a maddened growl, the thug leaped to his feet, hurling The Shadow Sdewise. Sinker's footsteps
clatered as he dashed for the corner. Those shots had been amed for him.

Harry Vincent was the marksman. He had dropped from the coupe, to creep up in the darkness. He had
heard the scuffle; he had recognized The Shadow's plight. Harry had let the murderer fleg, in order to
dedl with The Shadow's antagonist. Spotting Sinker, Harry had fired.

The Shadow had rolled away from the dley entrance when Harry arrived. Still sprawled, the cloaked
fighter clutched his automatic, hoping to recuperate auffidently to rgoin the fray. Then, from the



doorway, two men pounced forth; Clyde and Tilton, armed with heavy chair rungs, wild in the hope of
overtaking the killer.

Clyde had seen the shots from the parking lot. He and Tilton were making in that direction, heading past
The Shadow and Harry without naticing them in the darkness. They gained the opposite curb, where two
thugs were sprawled. There, others rose to meet them. Revolvers stabbed the night.

THOSE firg shots were fortunately wild. As Clyde and Tilton floundered for cover, The Shadow came
into the game. Prone upon the sdewalk, he jabbed quick shots for the armed ruffians. Redlizing what had
happened to their pal's, these rowdies scattered.

The Shadow had not sought hits with hisfirg shots; his purpose had been to break the attack. Four men
scudded among the parked cars. Seeing them in flight, Clyde and Tilton pursued, dill brandishing ther
improvised cudgdls.

A hiss from The Shadow. Harry understood. He sped back to the coupe. Half riang from the sidewalk,
The Shadow |ooked toward the corner. He saw Sinker making a dive for a roadster that had svung in
from the opposite direction. Correctly, The Shadow guessed that the car contained a driver who had not
been present at the fray. The man behind the roadster's whed was Riff.

As the light car shot from view, another automobile roared from the parking lot. This was a sedan, its
doors dill dosang as men dived aboard. The car lurched as it sped into view, coming out & the very
corner. The Shadow swung to am. He fired one hasty shot that clipped a fender, but did no other
damage.

Harry was here with the coupe. Headlamps on, the glow showed the rigng figure of The Shadow. Then
the momentary shape was log, for Harry had sivung the car hdf in the dleyway, that The Shadow might
board it from the right side.

Hinging his automatic to the floor, The Shadow used his right arm to haul himsdf into the coupe. Harry
drove the car into gear. They sped in pursuit, wheding at the corner.

"Two cars," came The Shadow's whispered statement. "The sedan is more important than the roadster.
The sedan came from the parking lot.”

Hary understood. The man from the newspaper building had fled to the parking lot. He could be in the
second car. The chase had begun, and Harry gripped the whed in earnest.

Asthey swung to the front of the newspaper building, Harry saw excited pedestrians pointing to the left.
Thefleaing cars had headed southward. Harry took the same direction.

There were the cars, blocks ahead, riding wild, while other vehidles took to the curb and pedestrians
scattered for shelter. The way was clear for Harry. He pressed the accelerator to the floor. Then
competition entered. As Hary swept past a cross dtreet, a sren sounded. A touring car wheded in
behind. It was a police car, coming to the chase.

Shots echoed dong the main street. The cops were firing at the coupe. They did not know that this car
was in pursuit of the others. They had taken it for a third member of a thuggish caravan, Harry's face
turned grim; from beside him came a whispered laugh. It gave Harry confidence.

Immediady determination gripped Harry. He fought for every ounce of speed and the coupe responded.
Shots from the touring car faded.

Out into the open country they swept. A broad, sweeping highway, where tiny lights sped across a



darlighted panorama. First, the fleeing roadster; a hundred yards behind the pacemaker came the sedan.
A quarter of amilein back was the coupe; afew hundred yards behind it, the touring car.

His eyes focused on the lighted path before him, Harry held the swift coupe fast to the road. The highway
hed dipped; it was curving through wooded stretches. Gain was dight a times, but sure. In a few miles,
Harry cut the space between the carsin hdlf.

The Shadow was dumped in the seat beside Harry. He was slent. His eyes watched the road, then
turned to the speedometer. Eight miles from Ontranta. The tenths of miles clicked quickly, as Harry
drove the car a ninety. The Shadow looked ahead. Less than a hundred yards separated them from the
sedan.

Nine miles Ten. A curve dowed both the coupe and the sedan. The police car was far behind. Fleaing
cars faded within a wooded stretch. Harry rounded the curve. The road straightened, then twisted in S
fashion. Harry dackened the car's speed to seventy. He yanked the car into a sraight stretch. Then, in an
indant, he saw aterrible danger.

His lights, swinging to the right, revedled the Sgn of a grade crossing. Ffty yards ahead, the sedan had
jolted high as it whipped across the tracks. A bel was ringing; red lights were blinking. Roaring in from
an agle was the searchlight of a locomotive. It was the northbound locd; the engines whisle was
sounding a blast that echoed hallowly from the trees.

INSTINCTIVELY, Harry sought to stop the car. He had started the speed toward eighty; there was a
bare hope he could hdt the coupe before it struck the crossing. Harry's right foot shot from accelerator
to brake. But the coupe never fdtered.

The Shadow had acted more rapidly than Harry. His able right hand had reached the dashboard, to pull
the hand throttle. This deed offset Harry's rdinquishment of the accelerator pedd. At the same indant,
The Shadow's left leg svung upward in a wel-aimed kick. His toe caught Harry's hed and drove the
driver's foot from the brake pedal.

All that Harry could control was the steering whedl. He dung to it like mad as the coupe burned up those
find yards. The locomotive was towering above them, a monger in the night. The coupe seemed to fling
itdf from the tracks; its rear hurtled free, skimmed by the locomotive's pilot.

They were on the open road. The train was behind them, rattling off into the woods, the echoes of its
whidle plaintive in the night. The Shadow's hand pressed in the hand throttle. Harry's foot had gone back
to the accelerator. Roaring dong a eghty, they had not dackened speed. They had gained on the sedan.
It was scarcdly thirty yards ahead of them.

They were dosing in on the sedan. Revolvers were stabbing back from the fleang car. Frantic men were
trying to hdt the pursuing coupe. A grim laugh came from The Shadow's lips. His right hand whipped a
fresh automatic from beneath his cloak. A nudge of his left shoulder caused Harry to swing to the left of
the road.

The big .45 pumped leaden messengers. Bullets, whose pursuing speed could outmatch anything on
whedls. Shooting from the right window, The Shadow was perfect in his am. His firs shots riddled the
gasoline tank of the car ahead. His next was answered by a loud report as the bullet punctured the left
reer tire,

The sedan did a huge, jouncing spin. It rocked across the road, back and forth, like a scudding, bounding
rabbit. Harry was jamming the brakes of the coupe anxious to avoid a crash. He was dmogt upon the
Sedan when the car ahead went into alast careen.



It sdeswept from the road, ripped away awhite fence and toppled hard againg a massive tree. As Harry
stopped the coupe, the sedan teetered backward and settled at a crazy angle on rough, rocky ground.

An order from The Shadow. Harry turned a spotlight and clicked the switch. The glare showed opening
doors; four men, tumbling from the wrecked car. Three managed to crawl about; but the fourth rolled
inet. He was the driver; he had been crushed lifdess by the whed. The dead driver was wearing a
chauffeur's cap. This car was one of the locd taxicabs. Ontranta's cab service consisted of ordinary cars,
converted to taxi purposes.

The Shadow's gaze was grim. There were men of murder; but they were mere hirdings. The supercrook
had not come with them. Nor had he gone in the roadster that had led the caravan. That front car,
however, was one that now became important. The men who had traveled in the pace-making machine
were unquestionably two lieutenants of the master murderer.

A digtant roar denoted an approaching car. The police were making up for logt time. The Shadow gave a
command to Harry, who shoved the coupe in gear. The speedy car shot forward, leaving the wrecked
sedan and its occupants to the tails of the law.

ROADS diverged a mile father on. The roadster that had led the flight was too far ahead to be
overtaken. The Shadow knew thet its occupants mus be the two men whom he had traced on the night
of hisfirg arriva in the vidnity of Ontranta. Lieutenants of a supercrook.

The Shadow had gambled on the chance that the murderer had taken to the sedan. Instead, the master of
aime had fled on foot after reaching the parking lot. Heaing henchmen had served him as a blind. The
Shadow had not overlooked that possibility. He had smply taken a long shot because it dso served his

own expediency.

The Shadow gave the order to drive to Fittford, the town thirty miles south of Ontranta. Coming there by
aroundabout course, he and Harry Vincent could register a a hotel, without persons suspecting that they
hed been in Ontranta. In the meantime, Clyde Burke could serve as The Shadow's representtive.

For the menace had struck. Crime would be latent, now that a third death had been ddivered. Though
Clyde had falled to protect James Kedley, his usefulness had suddenly increased. For Clyde Burke had
been a witness to the circumdtances of Kedley's death; he would be closer than ever to afars in
Ontranta.

Whatever Clyde might learn, The Shadow would gain. The morrow would bring opportunity for The
Shadow to resume his own campaign.

CHAPTER XI. THE FULL REPORT

LATE the next afternoon, a solemn group was gathered in Stephen Fleed's office. From behind his desk,
the bushy-browed D.A. was surveying the witnesses who had firs found James Kedley's body. Clyde
Burke and Madge Kedley were seated opposite Fleed. Tilton was leaning againg the wall beside the
door.

"We are faced with murder,” stated Fleed, soberly. "Vidous, ingdious murder. The facts that we have
learned have given us a knowledge of the murderer's methods. Y et our path is blocked by lack of certain
information.

"Let me summarize wha we have learned. Rufe Rokestone plunged twelve stories from his penthouse.
Lynmn Gabray was in his car when it was struck by a locomotive. James Kedley was stabbed by an
assassin. Rokestone's death was suspicious, Gabray's, more so. Kedley's fate proves that a murderer



dedt with dl three.

"That killer struck down Rokestone. He had accomplices to help him hurl the body from the window, or
do the job themsdves. He dso dispatched Gabray; and again, his underlings aided him. These facts
Seem certain, because the murderer used men to back his crime, when he openly dew Kedley.

"It is probable that he wanted them to hdp him dispose of the body. The killer was baked of that
purpose when you three arrived upon the scene. He was forced to fleg; but it is evident that he did not
leave Ontranta. This murderer must obvioudy be some one who livesin this very city—some one close
enough to locd afarsto have chosen the best times for crime”

Risng, Fleed paced back and forth across his little office. Clyde Burke, watching him, was sure that the
digrict attorney was conddering factors that he did not mention. When Feed findly paused, he spoke
abruptly. Clyde could not tel whether or not he was gaing everything that wasin his mind.

"Two men fled in an unidentified roadster,” declared Fleed. "Pedestrians saw them speed away. A sedan
followed, with four seen aboard. There were others, wounded, left near the parking lot. They, too, had a
taxi for a get-away, but could not use it.

"A coupe followed the firg two cars. Findly, a police car finished the processon. We have reason to
bdieve that those in the coupe were friends of the law. They wrecked the sedan, which happened to be a
locd taxi, and enabled the police to capture those who were in the demolished car.”

FLEED paused. His face had soured. "Unfortunatdy,” he resumed, "the driver of the sedan was killed in
the crash. His name was Louie Stargan; he was working in Ontranta as a taxi driver. The others were
merdy loca hoodlums, whom Louie had lined up to work with him. They have been unable to give us
any information.”

Seating himsdlf, Fleed drummed the desk while he eyed his listeners. He began a new chain of discussion.

"One man has profited directly by the deaths of Rokestone, Gabray and Kedley," asserted the D.A.
"Thet men is Craydon Throy. Yet only a fool would jump to the concluson that Throy could be the
murderer. If we concentrate upon the death of James Kedley, we find that circumstances form an equd
balance.

"I talked with Kedley yesterday afternoon. He, himsdlf, was not indined to consder Throy as a menace.
Itistrue that Kedley received a cdl from Throy lagt night, while dl of you were present. Yet Kedley did
not tdl you of any threat across the telephone. On the contrary, the conversation inspired him to put
bating remarksin his editorid. Remarks directed againg Throy.

"The taxicab—that is, the wrecked sedan—belonged to the company that Throy owns. The drivers of
those cars, however, have certain individud privileges Jarry Winson, our chief detective, has made
definite inquiry. He has talked with the lesser officids of the cab company; the ones to whom Louie
Stargan reported. They had no suspicion of Stargan's activities.

"The fact that the sedan belongs to Throy's cab company is proof of Throy's innocence, rather than his
ouilt, if we choose to ded with circumdantia evidence. We have nothing tangible with which to build a
case againg Throy. On the contrary”—Heed paused, and his amile was shrewd—"we shdl not diminate
Throy from suspicion. We shdl preserve the balance, so to speak.”

No one had comment, dthough al the ligeners were deep in thought. Fleed swung about in his
swive-chair and opened the door of a smdl safe. Within the iron box was Kedley's typewriter; upon it,



an envelope. Fleed removed the latter and brought out two sheets of paper.

"When Rokestone died,” mused the didrict atorney, "he had a letter missng from his pocket. That
letter—I have been told—came to Rokestone from Throy. But no one actudly saw the letter. Rokestone
is credited with having said that he wrote a reply upon it. | should like to find that missng |etter.

"When Gabray died, his briefcase disappeared. It contained documents that pertained to the subdivison
of Grayminger, induding - we bdieve—the names of certain persons who hold options on Graymingter
property. | should like to find that missng list.

"Ladt night, the three of you saw the hand of a murderer. You saw dutching fingers snatch the second
page of an editorid written by James Kedley. A sheet that was typed upon this shattered machine before
itsfdl. 1 should like to find that paper. We could identify it by the typing. This machine is an old-timer."

Fleed put the papers on the desk and pointed to one of them.

"Thisshet," he declared, "is the first page of Kedley's editorid. You read it, Burke, and have identified
it. It serves as the firg gpecimen of the work done on Kedley's old machine. This sheet"—Heed pointed
to the other— "wasin the typewriter when Kedley was dain. It isthe third page of the editorid. It carries
but a brief statement; however, the wording isimportant.

"I sl read it. It garts in the middle of a sentence, obvioudy continued from page two. It says '- tha
Craydon Throy would use every effort to suppress these facts; not only because they would not be to his
liking, but, o, becauise his past is not an envigble -' there the sentence ends. We know from it that the
second page mugt have contained fact statements concerning Throy."

FLEED placed the paper in the envelope. As he turned to the safe, Madge Kedley spoke suddenly.

"You have read wha my uncle wrotel" exclamed the girl. "He said that Throy would use every effort to
suppress those facts. What more do you need, Mr. Fleed? Those words prove that Throy -

"They prove nothing,” broke in Fleed, swinging about. The didrict attorney's face was angry in
expression. "The statement is merdy the opinion of James Kedley. It is vaueess unless we know the
sentences that preceded it."

"Thet is your own opinion,” retorted Madge. "l should like to learn what public sentiment would be if
those words were printed.”

"They will be kept from the press," asserted Fleed, hotly.

"Anyway," put in Tilton, histone sarcastic, "there's one item you can't keep out of the Messenger. That's
the fact about the cameo ring. You told us not to tak about it. We didn't; but | mentioned it in the story
thet | wrote today."—Tilton glanced at his watch.—"In five minutes, the Messenger will be on the street.”

Fleed came to his feet, sheking hisfig at Tilton.

"You fool!" stormed the D.A. "That should have been kept secret, to trap the murderer! 1 had hoped that
we would find some one wearing a cameo ring!"

"Say," sneered Tilton, "don't you think thiskiller has brains? He knows he flashed that ring. Hed be wise
enough to get rid of it. I've helped you by printing the news. As it stands now, every person who ever
saw any one ese wearing a green cameo will comein here to tdl you about it.”



Fleed chewed hislips. He saw logic in Tilton's statement. After alull, Madge inquired of Feed:
"Have you seen Mr. Throy since lagt night?"

"I talked with him by telephone a noon to-day,” replied Fleed. "He was in bed with a dight cold. He
admitted cdling your uncle by telephone last night. He said it was just before he retired.”

"Did he say that Kedley hung up on him?' queried Tilton.

"No," replied Fleed. "Throy sad he merdy made a friendly cdl. Well, we've covered everything. Go
dong, dl of you. If you find evidence, bring it to me. Remember: dl of you will be needed as witnesses
when | get the murderer.”

Tilton opened the door. Madge walked out in silence. Tilton followed,; Burke came lagt, bid farewdl to
Madge and Tilton.

CLYDE stopped off a the Ontranta Hotel. A man brushed past him near the news stand, carrying a
copy of the Messenger. The man was carrying a gold-headed cane under his am; he was aso wearing
kid gloves.

Clyde noted the face benesth a Derby hat. The man was Craydon Throy. Clyde saw him enter his
limoudne, caught a last glimpse of Throy's sharp profile. The millionaire was eagerly scanning the front
page of the Messenger, while he used his gloved Ieft hand to adjust his high-rimmed spectacles.

Clyde found a tdlegram a the desk. It was from New York, reputedly a Classic message. It repeated
yesterday's wire, up to the find wording. There it changed. The message read:

RETURN AT ANY TIME STOP
NO FURTHER REPORT NEEDED STOP
ALL INTERVIEWS CANCELED UNTIL FURTHER NOTICE

Clyde knew that The Shadow would again be in Ontranta; that he must have a full report; that no one
needed to be watched for the present. That was a rdief to Clyde, for he was ill chiding himsdf over
Kedley's death. Clyde had not redlized that danger was so close last night, when he had Ift the editor's
office with Madge and Tilton.

Going up to his room, Clyde penned a complete report on the statements that had been made in Fleed's
office. He read his copy of the Messenger and clipped the paragraphs which told of Kedley's murder and
the killer's cameo ring. A contrast to the story that had appeared in the Morning Clarion. That shest,
gpparently, had known nothing of the dl-important clue.

Leaving his report in an envelope, Clyde went down to the lobby. As he stepped from the devator, he
passed atdl, incoming guest who was leaning on a cane. He did not see the stranger's face; but when he
entered the dining room, Clyde did observe a visage tha he knew.

A young man was seated at a table, motioning to Clyde. His gesture indicated that he did not want the
reporter to recognize him. Clyde wisdy took another table; while his thoughts reverted to the passer a
the eevator. A gmile of confidence showed on Clyde's lips.

The man a the far table was Harry Vincent. The person whom Clyde had passed at the eevator was
The Shadow, disguised as Lamont Cranston. The master deuth had arrived, to stay in Ontranta until he
hed solved completely the crimes that perplexed the residents of thisisolated city.



CHAPTER XII. THE SHADOW'S CLUES

DUSK had settled over Ontranta when Clyde had descended to the lobby. Gloom perssted in the
upgtars corridors of the hotel. The bell boy who had accompanied the limping guest found difficulty in
locating the door of the correct room. At last he found it and turned on the light.

The bel hop had brought only one bag, and that was a amdl one. He watched the hawk-faced guest tear
open an envelope that he had received a the desk. From it, the ariva extracted two baggage checks
and gave them to the bl boy, with atip.

"My other luggege is a the dation,” he explained, quietly. "Send these checks down there. When my
bags arrive, have them kept at the desk. The nameis Crangton. Lamont Cranston.”

The atendant departed. The Shadow placed his bag upon the bed. He turned out the light, then opened
the satche. The swish of coth sounded in the darkness. A few minutes later, the door opened. A
cloaked, hatted figure stepped into the gloomy hdl.

The Shadow was moving toward Clyde Burke's room. His course was dow; he was waking without his
cane. His gloved right hand used the wall as an occasiond support, while his left arm, rested limp againgt
hisside. The Shadow had recuperated considerably, despite the episodes in which he had engaged since
his departure from the hospitdl.

REACHING Clyde's room, The Shadow used a skeleton key to unlock the door. He entered, closed
the door, then drew down the window shade. He pulled the cord of a andl table lamp. The glow
reveded Clyde's well-padded envelope. Easing hisright hand from its glove, The Shadow began a study
of the agent's report.

Written lines were in a code which faded as The Shadow completed each page. Clyde had used the
gpecid ink required in such important communications. Yet the disappearance of the writing did not
trouble The Shadow. Keenly, he was picking out the points which most interested him. Those were the
only ones that he required.

With a pen of his own, The Shadow made notations upon a blank sheet. The Shadow was mogt
concerned with Craydon Throy. His name was one that had been definitdly concerned with each of the
three murdered men. There was dgnificance to tha chain. It meant—to The Shadow— that future
happenings would concern Throy as well.

It was plain, however, that The Shadow was ready to attach importance to whatever he could learn of
Throy. The detall of the millionaires vist to Dunlon's jewdry store was meager indeed. In fact, Clyde
Burke had missed the fird part of it. He had merdy noted that Throy had made a careful Sze-up of
Dunlon's business and that the magnate had promised the jeweer the opportunity of a vigt to display his
best gems.

Jewe ry—cameo. The two words appeared as The Shadow wrote them on the paper. A link; perhaps a
definite one. The words faded. The Shadow ddivered a whispered laugh. Impressons such as these
might prove consequential. Reviewing, The Shadow recalled other of Clyde Burke's notes. Those that
concerned Kedley's tak with Fleed.

To The Shadow these were useful because the didtrict atorney had told the editor how Lynn Gabray's
course had been traced. Gabray had talked long with Arnledge. He had stopped a Dunlon's. He had
hed a private interview with Throy. Though he had heard such details second hand, Clyde had gained
and recorded a very concise report.



The Shadow's fird action had started on the night of Galbray's death. The murder of the redtor was as
definite in hismind as the killing of James Kedley.

The Shadow was interested in the movements of others upon that night. Hence he had lost no detail of
Clyde's report.

Subgantialy, The Shadow was ganing a postion that matched that of Stephen Fleed. Through Clyde
Burke's contact with the D.A., the magter deuth had reached the point of find summary. He needed one
chance only; an opportunity to examine the exhibits that were in Fleed's possession. That was to be The
Shadow's firg task.

THE table lamp clicked out. The Shadow went from the room. He found a sairway; easing his weight
agang the banister he descended. The stairs ended at a secluded corner of the lobby. Beyond was a
Sde door that led to a narrow street beside the hotd. The Shadow took that avenue of exit. He chose a
direction that led him dong a rear street in back of a row of buildings. He reached the one that housed
Fleed's office.

There was a back door—one that The Shadow opened without difficulty. Moving forward through the
hdl, The Shadow came to a glass-paneled door, the one that opened on the man street. The door was
locked; through its pane, The Shadow could see across the street, into the window of Dunlon's jewery
store, which was a a disant angle. He spied two men taking behind a counter as they looked out on the
sreet. He knew that one mugt be Dunlon; the other, Shyvan.

The Shadow ascended the gtairs to Fleed's office. He saw a streak of light that came from a doorway.
Approaching, The Shadow paused. This was Fleed's office; the didrict attorney was dill a work. The
Shadow could hear his voice. Fleed was taking on the telephone.

"Yes, Amledge..." The Shadow heard Fleed pause. "No. It was not my idea... Tilton ran the story
without my permisson... What's that? Y ou think it was a good idea? Why?...

" see... That iswhat Tilton claimed.... You say you know something? About the cameo? Whét is it?..
Wel, yes, | agree with you. A bad idea to say too much across the telephone... Certainly. | can come to
your house...

"Yes My watch shows hdf past seven... In an hour?... Yes, that will dlow me time for dinner... What's
that? Throy?... Yes, | have thought about dropping in on him... Yes, later would be dl right... He will
aurely be a home...

"No, no... | don't think that Throy would mind if you came with me... Just what is it that you know about
Throy?... You think he might help us, eh?... All right, Arnledge... Yes, | can wait for the details urtil | see
you a hdf past eight..."

Footsteps. Fleed was coming from the office. The hdl was dark, The Shadow faded as he drew back
into a doorway. The action was scarcaly necessary, for Fleed turned out the light in his office and groped
through the darkened hdl to find the stairs. There he pressed a light switch; but did not look back. The
Shadow heard the didrict attorney descend and unlock the lower door.

Luck had favored The Shadow. He had entered here in time to hear the conversation between FHeed and
Arnledge. For the present, however, The Shadow had something that concerned hm more. He had
come here to view the contents of FHeed's safe.

ENTERING the didrict attorney's office, The Shadow drew the window shades. He turned the gleam of
histiny flashlight upon the front of Fleed's box-like safe. Removing hisright glove, he began to work upon



thedid.

Tumblers clicked under The Shadow's deftness. No easy mark, this safe. It was an old one, but of a
make which could prove troublesome. The Shadow's touch was uncanny. With consummete patience, he
ligened to each dick; fdt every throb that quivered in the did, as perfectly as a physician would time a
pulse best.

The safe came open. The Shadow's light glowed upon Kedley's ruined typewriter. His examination
proved that Fleed had been correct when he had said that pages typed on this machine would be easy to
identify. The Shadow took the envelope that lay upon the typewriter. He removed its two papers. the firg
page and the third of Kedley's editoridl.

The Shadow read the first page. He noted itsfind paragraph, that ended in the middle of a sentence. The
typing appeared as follows

We are opposed to dl monopolies for three reasons.
fird, because they diminate competition; second, because

The page ended with the word "because’; obvioudy, the firg word of the second page would again be
"they." The second page, of course, was absent. The Shadow studied the other sheet, the third page of
the editorid. His keen eyes looked closdly at the typed words on this sheet:

that Craydon Throy would use every effort to suppress these
facts, not only because they would not be to hisliking, but
a0, because his past is ot an enviable

Caefully, The Shadow replaced the papers in their envelope and put them with the typewriter. His only
comment was a whispered laugh, that sounded as he closed and locked the safe. The Shadow's light
blinked out. Soon sllence reigned in the little office. The Shadow had very quietly made his departure.

A few minutes later, the door to the man street opened. The Shadow stepped out into the light, a a
moment when no people were near by. He was no longer guised in black. His cloak was folded over his
left arm and appeared to be a raincoat. He was wearing his douch hat; but its shape had changed. The
front brim was leveled, the rest upturned.

To dl appearances, The Shadow was a chance sroller upon the main street of Ontranta—a stroller who
limped dightly as he walked across the street. Iding past the fronts of buildings, The Shadow paused to
look into the window of Dunlon's jewelry store.

SEVERAL minutes passed. The Shadow saw Dunlon behind the counter, waiting upon customers while
Shyvan, in a corner, was usng a magnifying glass to eye the interior of a watch. The last customer
departed. The Shadow srolled into the store. Dunlon greeted him with a pleasant nod.

The Shadow displayed an interest in diamonds; but it soon became apparent that nothing in Dunlon's
stock would stisfy him. The jeweler shook his heed.

"You are a connoisseur, my friend,” he stated. "The modern style of jewery would not interest you."
"Of course, you have other stonesin stock."

The Shadow spoke casudly as he replaced a diamond ring in the tray which Dunlon had produced. The



jeweer nodded.

"Some better items” he amiled, "from the standpoint of sze and showiness. Nothing, however, tha
would attract ared collector. Of course, | can obtain some excdlent stones. Will you be here long, Sr?"

"Only afew days" replied The Shadow.

"Too short atime" said Dunlon, with a shake of his head. "W, i, it has been a pleasure to mest some
one who has an undergtanding of rare gems. | remember when | firg started business. Twenty years ago,
inCleveland, | -"

Dunlon paused. A telephone bell was ringing. The jeweer bowed, then went into his office. He closed
the door behind him. The Shadow lisened intently, unwatched by Shyvan. The Shadow, however, was
natidng the old clerk who dso acted as watch repairer.

Shyvan had lad his work aside. He was picking up a copy of the Evening Messenger. The Shadow
could see a gleam in the man's dull eyes as Shyvan scanned the front page paragraphs. Evidently it was
not the firg time that Shyvan had perused the evening newspaper. The Shadow could see the clerk’s lips
move, as they repeated words that Shyvan was reading. There was something mechanicd in the old
fdlow's action.

Meanwhile, Dunlon was talking on the telephone. The Shadow could hear the jeweler's voice:

"A pleasure indeed, Mr. Throy... | had hoped that you would cdl; but | had not expected to hear from
you S0 soon... Yes, | can bring out the gems | mentioned... Fine settings, some of them... No rarities, you
understand, but they are better than the ordinary run... Wdl priced, too...

"l see... Certainly, | can be there in hdf an hour... | understand. You are busy and would prefer to talk
ater | arrive?... Very wel, gr... Yes. In hdf an hour...”

Dunlon came from the office. He spoke gpologeticdly to The Shadow. "Sorry to cut our conversation
short, gr," said the jeweler, "but | must go out on avigt to a cusomer.” He turned to Shyvan: "Hurry o,
Shyvan, and get your sandwich and coffee. Don't waste time. | am leaving in a few minutes. | am taking
some gems out to show Mr. Throy."

"Mr. Throy?" Shyvan's mouth opened. He was dill dutching the newspaper as he spoke. "That's funny,
Mr. Dunlon. There's something | want to talk to you about concerning Mr. Throy. Did you -"

"I have no time for talk, Shyvan,” broke in Dunlon impatiently. "Go out and eat. Hurry back. | may make
agood saeto-night. | cannot afford to be late with my gppointment.”

"Veay wdl, gr."

Shyvan nodded obediently as he tossed his newspaper asde. Dunlon went back into his office The
Shadow caught a view of a large safe as the jeweer opened the door. Covering his limp, The Shadow
grolled from the store. A moment later, Shyvan shambled forth. The Shadow watched the clerk head for
alunch counter.

GOING to the hotd, The Shadow entered the lobby. Pausing in a corner, he wrote brief words upon a
sheet of paper. He noted Harry Vincent seated in a chair, reading a newspaper; Clyde Burke was a
dozen feet away, looking over some magazines a the news stand.

The Shadow folded his note. As he passed Harry, he let the paper drift againg Harry's deeve. Harry
spied the missve and opened it behind the newspaper. He read a message. Its words faded. Rigng,



Harry caught Clyde's eye and signded. He strolled to the street. Soon, Clyde followed.

The Shadow, meanwhile, had gone toward the side door of the lobby. He paused a a telephone booth
long enough to look up a name and address in the directory. Stepping toward the darkened sde door, he
unfolded his cloak; with hisright hand, he siwung it across his shoulders.

A taxicab was parked outsde the door; its driver drowsing. It was one of the converted sedans of the
Throy-owned company. The Shadow stepped slently aboard. In the quiet tone of Cranston, he gave a
dedtination to the driver. The taxi man awoke with a start, then took the whed.

The cab rolled dong the main street. The Shadow glimpsed Dunlonin the jewdry store. He was back at
the counter, finishing the packing of a amdl bag. He spied Shyvan in the window of the quick lunch,
gobbling a sandwich a an amchair while he gripped a cup of coffee. The Shadow dso saw Hary
Vincent and Clyde Burke, pogting themsdves. They had met momentarily and Harry had passed the
word to Clyde. The Shadow's orders "Watch Shyvan."

The cab traveled severd blocks and stopped on a corner of Cedar Street. The Shadow passed a dollar
to the driver, with the quiet statement to keep the change. While the driver was dill amiling his thanks,
The Shadow stepped from the car. Darkness swalowed him as he passed a row of trees. The cabby
started back toward the hotdl.

The Shadow traversed hdf a block, kegping to the inner edge of the Cedar Street Sdewalk. He stepped
through a low hedge, then made his way across a blackened lavn. He approached the sde of a large
mandon. He saw alight shining past the edges of a blind that formed the facing of a porch door.

The Shadow did not choose that way of entry. Instead, he skirted the house and found a darkened
doorway in an acove. Usng a pick, he turned the lock. Limping dightly, he stepped softly into a
darkened hdl. He noted a passage; the door at the end of it stood gjar. A light glowed from within.

The Shadow approached the portal. He peered into a room and saw a man door beyond, the usud
route by which a vistor would be admitted. He aso spied the door to the porch; edging farther, he saw a
desk. Turned hdf toward him was a man with high-rimmed spectacles, who was dgning a stack of
letters.

The man was Craydon Throy. The Shadow had arrived a the side door of the millionaires study. From
this spot of secluson, he was ready to observe the interview that was due between Throy and Josiah
Dunlon. Again, The Shadow had learned of an gppointment; but not through luck, as he had when
ligening in on Stephen Fleed.

The Shadow had anticipated that Craydon Throy might wish to talk with Josiah Dunlon. That was why he
hed visited the jewedler's to-night. The Shadow had heard Dunlon agree to make a prompt visit. He had
come here to be present when the jewder arrived.

CHAPTER XII1. TRAILSARE CROSSED
"MR. DUNLON is here, gr."

"Show himin, Rudley." Craydon Throy gave the order to a droopy-faced servant who had come to the
front door of the study. Rudley departed; he returned a minute later and ushered Dunlon into the room.
Throy rose to greet the vigtor.

"Glad to see you, Dunlon,” amiled the magnate, rdlaxing from his domineering pose. "Ah. | see that you
have brought a fair-szed bag."



"I have," assured Dunlon, returning Throy's amile. "Since you did not specify the sort of jewdry that you
wished to see, | have brought a complete line of the best.”

"Veay good." Throy seated himsdf at the desk and watched Dunlon open the bag and take out jewd
cases. "Hm-m-m. Some finger rings. Let me see some of them, Dunlon.”

"For yoursdf, Mr. Throy?"

"Wel—yes" Throy nodded. "I have been wearing one ring for quite a while" He held up his left hand.
The Shadow, gazing from darkness, could see avivid, bluish sparkle.

"An excdlent sgpphire” remarked Dunlon, as Throy removed the ring and passed it to him.
"It does not suit me™ conceded Throy. "It isan old ring; sort of afamily heirloom.”

Dunlon nodded; he passed the ring back to Throy. He opened a amdl jewd box. Ruddiness reflected
light.

"I would suggest this ruby,” said Dunlon. "A better type of stone for you, Mr. Throy. Compare it with the
sapphire. Y ou will agree with me"

THROY compared the rings and nodded. He leaned back in his chair and gazed approvingly a Dunlon.

"Y ou're doing better than Thadwaler did,” remarked Throy. "Your business has been good in Ontranta.
Tdl me how did you happen to pick this city for your store?"

"Purdy on prospects,” replied the jewder. "You see, Mr. Throy, | have found it profitable to buy and <l
businesses, rather than sdl gems. When | find a town that needs a better jewdry store, | buy out a dow
but reputable concern and improve it. When | have raised it to leadership, | sdl before too many
competitors appear. | keep my profit and use the origind capital to buy a store in another city, where |
repeat the process.”

"Good business” approved Throy. "By the way, how did old Thadwaller manage the business?'

"Vey poorly. His books were badly kept. | found them usdless, there were so many errors in the firg
inventory; so | packed them away. | never refer to them; but | do have a lig of Thadwaler's regular
customers, with a rough total of their purchases.”

"Was my name on that lig?"

"Yes Your purchases were not itemized, however."
"Couldn't Shyvan have helped you with the books?"
Dunlon shook his head.

"Shyvan isavery poor clerk," he complained. "'l keep him only because he has friends in Ontranta. They
might resent it if | discharged him; and that would be bad for business. If | could afford it, I would put in
another dlerk.”

Throy was pondering. The Shadow could see a reflective gleam in the magnate's eyes; it denoted the
formation of a plan.

"I talked with Shyvan yesterday,” declared Throy, dowly. "I suppose, you heard my conversaion with
him?'



"l was in the office when you came into the store,” reminded Dunlon. "The door was closed. | heard
nothing until | came out and found you tdling Shyvan about your watch.”

"That's so. | had forgotten. Y ou know, Dunlon, Shyvan welcomed me as an old customer. | used to buy
from Thadwaller; bracelets, necklaces, chiefly. My wife and daughters are fond of such adornments. | felt
sorry for Shyvan when | saw him. He looks weary. He needs a rest. | would like to do something for
him, Dunlon. Through you, of course.”

Dunlon looked quizzicd. Throy explained.

"I am something of a philanthropist,” stated the magnate. "l like to help worthy persons, without them
knowing it. Twenty miles from hereis alittle colony caled Stonybrook; it is an al-year resort on a amdl
scae. | own afew cottages there,

"Suppose you tdl Shyvan that he can obtain one a very low rent, then offer im hdf his present sday as
sort of a pengon, if he goes there? | think that he would accept.”

"Thisisred generodty on your part, Mr. Throy."

"Merdy atrifling bit of philanthropy, for a deserving person. Tak to Shyvan to-night; send him off to
Stonybrook & once; with one month's salary in advance. The name of the cottage is Happy Haven. You
can count on me for regular payments on the pension.”

Throy took a check book from a desk drawer, then added:
" shdl take the ruby ring. Give meits price; aso the amount needed for Shyvan.”

Dunlon gave the total. Throy wrote out the check and passed it to the jeweler. He dropped the sgpphire
ring into the desk drawer; and dipped the ruby on his finger. The new ring fitted well. Rudley was at the
door. Throy looked up; the servant announced new visitors. Mr. Fleed and Mr. Arnledge.

Throy glowered at mention of the second name, then nodded.
"Show them in."

THE SHADOW saw the newcomers enter. Fleed was brisk in manner; Arnledge's down-turned lips
showed a dight glodt.

"I want to talk to you, Mr. Throy," announced Fleed. "I am glad to find Mr. Dunlon here, as we intended
to vigt him later. We want information on cameo rings.”

"Cameo rings?" inquired Throy. "Why such a project?'

"Dont you read the Evening Messenger?' put in Arnledge, his tone pretending afability. "It carries the
answer, Throy."

"The Messenger?' retorted Throy. "l have no use for that ydlow journd.”

"James Kedley was murdered lagt night,” stated the D.A., soberly. "The man who killed him wore aring
with a green cameo. Like this one”

Fleed produced the ring and showed it to the millionaire Dunlon approached and aso studied the ring
with interedt.

"Thisring," put in Arnledge, "is one that | purchased from Thadwadler. He had others in stock like it.



When | read the Messenger this afternoon, | looked for this old ring and found it in a discarded jewd
box."

"Arnledge says that Thadwadler had sx such rings" added Fleed. "We want to trace dl of them. He
remembered that you wore one."

Throy displayed hisleft hand to show the new ruby. Arnledge stared &t it; he aso saw the empty box on
the desk.

"A nice ruby," remarked Arnledge. "Did you buy it to-night?"

"Yes" admitted Throy, dryly, "but not to replace a green cameo. My old ring had a sgpphire, as Dunlon
can tedtify. Hereitis”

He produced the sapphire ring from the desk drawer. Dunlon nodded agreement, then looked at
Arnledge's cameo.

"There were none of these in Thadwaller's stock,” declared the jewder. "He must have sold dl of them
before | bought the store.”

"Quite likey," rumbled Arnledge, his sarcasm gone. "I bought this ring nearly a year before Thadwaller
died. What about the old books, though? Would they carry entries?'

"Hardly," replied Dunlon. "I have afew of his account books; but | am sure they would be vaueess™
"What about Shyvan?' asked Arnledge, suddenly. "Would he know about the cameos?’

"Shyvan made very few sales for Thadwaller,” replied Dunlon. "He was a repair man. He was very poor
hep when he and | went over the remains of Thadwaller's badly kept records.”

Fleed was about to speak when Arnledge interrupted. In booming tone, he declared his disappointment.

"ltisno use, Heed," was Arnledge's verdict. "We might as wdl giveit up. Throy knows nothing about the
cameos. Dunlon did not come here until after they had dl been sold. Well—you can keep this one as a
sample. It will do for a comparison if you ever find the murderer.”

"And hisring," added Fleed. Then, to Throy: "Sorry to have troubled you. Good evening, Mr. Throy."

Throy arose as the two men left. Dunlon began to pack hisjewd casesin the bag. In a quiet tone, Throy
reminded the jeweler not to forget Shyvan. Dunlon nodded as Throy eyed him.

The Shadow could see Throy's face. He noted a satisfied gleam. Throy was positive that Dunlon had not
been prejudiced by the events of the brief interlude.

THE SHADOW eased from the door. He left the house and skirted to the front. He stopped by a hedge.
He could hear Arnledge talking to Fleed, in the latter's car.

"Throy has staged a biuff," came Arnledge's low rumble. "He foxed Dunlon fird. Then it was our turn. He
never wore that sgpphire ring before to-night. | tel you, | saw the green cameo on his finger. As recently
as the night of the Dynamo banquet.”

"Why did you sgnd to leave?' inquired Fleed. "If we had pressed him a bit -"

"It would have been no use. He was ready for us. Our one bet isto see Dunlon after he gets back to the
gore. | don't think that he can hdp us, though. He probably never heard of the cameos. But Shyvan



might.”

"Well tak to Shyvan. A good idea, Arnledge. We can wait a the corner until Dunlon comes out, then
falow, to arive as soon as he does. We don't want to worry Dunlon by taking to his clerk behind his
back."

Arnledge grunted his agreement. The car moved forward, then rolled to a stop a little farther on. The
Shadow was no longer wetching it. He had turned away, moving slently, at a surprisng gat despite his

limp.
Tralls had crossed to-night. Schemes and counterschemes had been at variance. The Shadow, aone, had

heard dl. He could picture a coming scene a Dunlon's store. He intended to arrive there ahead of the
others.

For The Shadow had detected the man who was the red conniver. He had gained one due that told him
of a dlever part that had been played. More facts were needed to fit into the patchwork. The Shadow
knew that he soon would hold those facts.

CHAPTER XIV. AGENTSARE ALERT

"WATCH Shyven."

Such had been The Shadow's order, and his agents had obeyed it. After The Shadow had started for
Throy's, Harry Vincent and Clyde Burke had seen Shyvan return to the jewdry store. They had
observed Dunlop leave immediatdy after the clerk’s arriva. They had deployed dong the front street, to
watch the store from two angles.

It was a consderable time after Dunlon's departure when a roadster coasted up to the curb across the
street. Two men peered from within the car; one gave alow growl to the other.

"It looks like Dunlop's gone, Sinker."

"Sure he is, Riff," was the response. "I told you that was his car we passed. When we were swvinging in
on Cedar Street.”

"But we were supposed to cdl his place. To pull a 9l over the tedephone, so's he would go out and
leave the joint with Shyvan -"

"That was only in case Dunlop hadn't left. He's gone out for some other reason, so it's dl the better.
Maybe somebody dse cdled him, Riff."

"That's, probably it, Sinker. The chief is smart. HEd figure it best for us to stay off the telephone. Only
who else would he have fixed to make that cdl?'

"How do we know anybody did cal? Use your bean, Riff. It's natura for aguy that owns a storeto go in
and out, aint it? Particularly when he's got an old guy to tend store for him? Anyway, Dunlop's out. | can
see the door of his office and its part open. Well rall around to the back. That's the way were to goin."

The roadster rolled dowly from the curb; but during its short stay, it had been spotted. The man who had
seen it was one who recognized the car; namdy, Harry Vincent. Sinker and Riff had not taken many
chances driving their machine back into Ontranta.

Last night's get-away had been so swift that no one had gained a good look at their speedy car during its
flight dong the main street. But Harry had spied the roadster when Sinker had boarded it near the



parking lot, behind the Messenger building.

STEPPING from a dim arcade, Harry waked past the jewelry store, and stopped a a window where
Clyde was eyaing sporting goods. Quickly, Harry dipped the word to his fdlow agent. He dso gave a
prompt and effective suggestion.

"Weére gaing in there, Clyde," informed Harry, grimly, "and one of usisgoing to stay. Where nobody will
seehim.”

"In Dunlon's office?' queried Clyde.

"Yes" returned Harry. "Il be the one. You can keep Shyvan busy; then sick outsde and if Dunlop
comes back, gdl him, so | can dide out.”

Clyde nodded. Harry walked away and peered into the jewdry store. He saw Shyvan busy behind the
counter. Harry beckoned, then gtrolled into the store, making as little noise as possible.

Shyvan did not see him. The old clerk was examining the works of a watch. Clyde arrived when Harry
was dmost past the counter. The reporter spoke loudly from the door. Shyvan turned around to see a
customer. Clyde asked to see some slver penknives that were in the nearest digolay box. As Shyvan
came toward the front, Harry dipped into the office, dill leaving the door half open.

As he listened, Harry heard sounds from a passage that led by the office. The walls of this improvised
room were dmog as thin as pasteboard; moreover, the partition did not go completdy to the ceiling.
Clydé's tak with Shyvan was audible; but these other sounds were closer.

A key was dickingin a lock. Its clatter told that some one was trying to effect an entry. Then came the
opening of a door; whispered growls that Harry could hear planly.

"That was easy, Riff," Harry heard one man say. "The old long key was dl we needed.”

"Sure thing, Sinker," was the response. "The chief knew it would be soft for us. Pst. Is that Shyvan
taking?'

"Yegh. With a cusomer. It's O.K., now. The guy’'s going out. Side that handkerchief over your mush.
Likel got mine We're going to tak to the old canary.”

From the door of the office, Harry could see Clyde going to the street. Shyvan was returning to the back
end of the counter. From his pocket, Harry drew an automatic. He knew that Clyde, too, was armed
to-night. But it was best to wait, rather than precipitate a battle. Harry had heard Sinker and Riff say that
they intended to "tak" to Shyvan; they had not discussed taking the man'slife

Two figures Sdled past the opened door. Harry saw the bulky figures of the ruffians. Both were weering
bandanna handkerchiefs as masks. He saw the two approach Shyvan. Metd glimmered as the leader
jabbed arevolver againg the old clerk's ribs.

Shyvan turned about with a gasp. He quavered; dmogt fel. He thought that these were burglars, coming
to rifle the jewelry store. He found out differently when the two thugs gripped his arms.

"Come dong," growled Sinker. "We want to tak with you."

Quaking, Shyvan obeyed. His captors edged him to the passage that led past the office. Harry could hear
Sinker's growl. The crook was laying down the law to Shyvan.



"I'm talking brief, mug,” came Sinker's growl. The ruffian must have been spesking close to Shyvan's ear.
"But I'm saying plenty. Y ou know something about a cameo ring, don't you? A green cameo ring that you
sold to aguy herein town -"

"To Craydon Throy -"
Sinker's snarl followed Shyvan's gasp.
"Who have you told that to?" demanded the crook. "Anybody? To your boss, Dunlon, maybe?!

A SHOULDER was pressing agang the partition. Sinker's, so Harry judged by the closeness of the
man's voice. Harry held his automatic ready. He intended to blast shots through the thin wood, should
Snker order death to Shyvan. The criss eased, however.

"|—I've spoken to no one" blurted Shyvan. "I thought—I thought that | should tdl Mr. Dunlon firg,
unless| saw Mr. FHeed, the digtrict attorney. He is the one who ought to know -"

"Nobody's going to know!" broke in Sinker, savagdy. "Nobody! Do you get that?'
"Yes—yes, gr." Shyvan was sammering. "If—if you say I'm not to talk -"

"That'sjust what | am saying,” interrupted Sinker. "Listen, mug. We could shuff you out right here. This
minute. Or we could take you for aride that wouldn't be no round trip. Y ou get the idea, don't you?"

Shyvan was blurting piteous pleas, promising not to talk. Sinker snarled alaugh, in which Riff joined.

"Nobody helped out the three guys who have been bumped aready,” reminded Sinker. "Nobody's going
to look after you. If you want to go the same route as Rokestone, Galbray and Kedley, well oblige you

"No, no!" gasped Shyvan. "I—I won't tak!"

"It's curtainsif you do," growled Sinker. "Remember—youll be watched. One blab from you will be the
finish. We're not the only guysin this game. There's others watching you dl the time”

"Squawk if you don't believe us" put in Riff. "See how long you last. Listen, mug—the firg bird you
might try to talk to would likely be the wrong guy. The wrong guy for you—but the right one for us™

"Keep your trap shut when your bossis around,” added Sinker. "Well have our eyes on Dunlon, too. If
you spill anything, it will be tough for the guy who listens, as tough for him as for you."

"Andif you squawk to the D.A.," volunteered Rift, "youll be taking the worst bet of dl. We're close to
Fleed—closer than you think -"

"Close enough so we wouldn't mind rubbing him out,” interrupted Sinker. "Let me do the taking, Riff.
Ligten, Shyvan. Keep your trap shut. Do what you're told. Youll be dl right. We're here to warn you for
your own good— not to hurt you, if you play bdl."

"l undergtand,” cackled Shyvan, histone one of a dight reief. "I - | won't forget what you have told me.
|—1'll play bal."

"Get back to your counter then," ordered Sinker. "Well stay here a while. We won't mind drilling you
with these rodsiif you try to double-cross us. On your way, mug.”

Harry saw Shyvan shambleinto view. The clerk’s lips were twitching. Nervoudy, Shyvan took his place



behind the counter. Harry could tdl that the man was thoroughly intimidated. Sinker knew the same; for
Harry could hear his whisper to Riff:

"Ease back. Well scram pretty quick. Shyvan won't talk. He's taking our orders from now on."

OUTSIDE, Clyde Burke had passed the jewdry store twice. The fird time he had noted Shyvan's
absence; on the second trip, he saw the old clerk coming out from the rear of the store. Clyde paced
dong until he reached the arcade. A streak of blackness edged up from the opposite direction, diding
aong the sdewak. A hissed whisper ordered:

"Report.”

It was The Shadow! Gladly, Clyde gave quick detalls to the being who had arrived from darkness. The
Shadow returned a prompt command. Clyde was to return to the jewdry store to make another
purchase. To give Harry opportunity to come from his hiding place.

Clyde heard a swish as a figure moved through the arcade. He knew that The Shadow was heading for
the narrow rear street that ran in back of Dunlon's store. Clyde would be covered when he entered the
front. Turning about, Clyde made for his destination. He entered the store and spoke to Shyvan. Clyde
wanted to exchange the knife that he had bought.

Wild fear glimmered momentarily in Shyvan's eyes. The clerk looked at Clyde with blinking gaze. He had
recdled that this customer had gone out just before the masked men entered. Shyvan was ready to
bdlieve that Clyde was one of the watchers whom Sinker and Riff had mentioned. Fumbling, he took the
knife that Clyde handed him, then opened the display case to produce a subgtitute.

Clyde saw Harry sdle from the office and make for the back of the store. The reporter guessed that men
mud have entered, then gone, after they had dedlt with Shyvan. Harry mugt know that they had left, for
he was fallowing. Clyde's surmises were correct.

Harry had heard Sinker and Riff edge away. He had ligened to the back door close; but he had not
detected the turning of a key. Clyde's prompt advent had given Harry opportunity to take up the trall. He
was only haf a minute behind Sinker and Riff when he stepped out into the darkness of the back street.
Across the narrow thoroughfare, Harry saw the parked roadster. He was about to creep forward when a
Soft hiss stopped him.

The Shadow! He had arrived smultaneoudy with Harry. The Shadow aso saw the roadster. Like Harry,
he heard the Sarter buzz, then watched the car jolt forward. The Shadow's order was for Harry to bring
the coupe; to try to pick up the roadster's trall.

With only a dight falter, The Shadow swung swiftly across the street. His right hand caught the knob on
the roadster's rumble seat. Harry digtinguished a blackened shape that stretched itsdf againg the back of
the car. The Shadow was travding with Sinker and Riff.

Asthe roadster rolled away, its lights blinked on. Harry, however, was dready speeding for the arcade.
His own car was on the man street. He knew that he could gain it and take up a pardle course, with
chances of catching the roadster.

WHILE Harry was fallowing The Shadow's order, Snker and Riff rode onward for three blocks. There
they turned right and parked their car in front of a vacant store. The two men dighted. The Shadow
heard them wak away. He arose from the back of the roadster and dropped to the sdewak. A street
lamp showed Sinker and Riff, forty feet ahead. They cut through a vacant lot. Handicapped in his stride,
The Shadow lost ground.



When he reached the lot, he heard a motor rumble from beyond. A car's lights blinked in the darkness.
The automobile shot away, dong another street. The Shadow had no chance to follow. He returned
toward the abandoned roadster. He understood the game.

Snker and Riff had brought in their old car, to leave it on an Ontranta street. The police would probably
guess that it was the car that had figured in aflight. They would think that the crooks who owned it were
somewhere about Ontranta. Instead, the pair would be gone, usng another car that they had hdd in
readiness for future activities. A coupe was coming aong the street.

Harry Vincent was at the whed; he had spotted the roadster. The Shadow spoke as Harry arrived. The
door of the coupe swvung open. The Shadow stepped aboard, too late to follow Sinker and Riff. They
werewd| on their way.

"Return to the street in back of the jewdry store," ordered The Shadow. "Report as we proceed.”

Harry talked. He told of Sinker and Riff. He gave their names; he described their voices. He repeated the
words of the conversation in which they had intimidated Shyvan. The Shadow's response was a
low-toned laugh. Harry detected a strange echo in that mirth.

The Shadow was pleased and with good reason. He had suspected some such happening, ever since he
hed |eft Throy's. When he had departed for the millionaires, The Shadow had counted upon Harry and
Clyde to protect Shyvan, in case men sought the old clerk’s life. The Shadow had known that killers
would be wary, coming into an open store. He had fdt that he could rely upon his two agents to save

Shyvan'slife

But Shyvan had not been attacked. He had been threatened only. This fact coincided with the new inkling
ganed by The Shadow, while a Throy's. Enough murder had been accomplished in Ontranta. The
magter crook was planning to reap a ripened harvest. Degth to Shyvan was not part of the fiend's present
scheme. The murderer's ways, from now on, would be screened. New pieces had fitted into The
Shadow's picture. The master deuth had caught a glimmer of the game. His part, for the future, would be
to match the moves of the supercrook, to gain a checkmate, then to strike. The Shadow would watch
and work from darkness, without need to disturb such lesser crooks as Sinker and Riff.

Harry's coupe reached the street behind Dunlon's. The Shadow gave a find whisper, ordering his agent
off duty. Like a gliding specter of blackness, The Shadow made for the rear door of the jewdry shop.
Another scene was coming, when Dunlon returned.

This time, it would be The Shadow who would watch and ligen. From the darkness of tha same little
passage where Sinker and Riff had made their threats to Shyvan.

CHAPTER XV. THE STAGE SET

CLYDE BURKE was dill in the jewdry store when The Shadow entered at the back. The reporter had
considered it policy to wait in case of new developments. Clyde was taking no chances on anything
heppening to Shyvan. He had not forgotten the costly result of hislack of vigilance when he had watched
Kedley.

Peering from the gloomy passage, his shape a part of blackness, The Shadow awaited opportunity to
ggnd his agent. Before he could attract Clyde's attention, a man came into the jewery store. It was
Dunlon, carrying hislittle bag. The jeweler was wearing a pleased amile

Dunlon saw that Shyvan was busy. He went into the office, opened the safe and deposited the bag
without unpacking it. Before Dunlon had time to close the safe and lock it, two other men entered the



store. One was Feed; the D.A. was accompanied by Arnledge. They had followed Dunlon in from
Throy's.

Hearing voices, Dunlon came from the office. His eyes showed perplexity when he saw the vigtors.
Feed had recognized Clyde Burke and was introducing the reporter to Arnledge. Dunlon joined them;
the D.A. made another introduction. Clyde shook hands with Dunlon.

"We have thought of something important, Dunlon,” began Fleed. "It concerns the matter which we were
discussng with Mr. Throy -"

"Jus a moment, FHeed," interposed Arnledge. The big man nudged toward Clyde. "Don't forget that a
reporter is present.”

"Burkeisdl right,” assured Fleed. "He can remain. Y ou understand, Burke, that thisis confidentid ?*
Clyde nodded. Fleed turned to Dunlon.

"Regarding those green cameos” stated the D.A. "Since Mr. Throy denied that he owned one, we
thought it best not to press the subject. Sometimes, however, people are forgetful. They make mistakes

"No criticiam of Throy, you undergand,” boomed Arnledge, interrupting the D.A. "The fact is, Dunlon,
that | was sure | saw Throy wearing a green cameo. Of course, | may have been at error; yet it is hardly
likdy that 1 would mistake a dull cameo for a brilliant sapphire.

"On the contrary, Throy may have been mistaken. He may have worn the cameo, then forgotten it. The
best way to decide the matter is to find out if Throy did buy a cameo here. Could we see whatever
records you have of Thadwdler's old busness?'

"Certainly," nodded Dunlon, "but | doubt that they will be of any use to you. | have the only remaning
booksinmy safe. | threw out some of the records—piles of papers that were dmogt illegible”

He turned toward the office; Fleed and Arnledge followed him. The Shadow could hear them talking as
they went through the open safe. At last the books were collected, dong with a smdl stack of old
papers. They brought the records to the desk, where Fleed stated that he would go through them.

ARNLEDGE accompanied Dunlon out into the store. Smiling in casua fashion, the big man began to
cha with Shyvan. The clerk looked nervous. "Do you remember the green cameos?' queried Arnledge.

"Green cameos?' responded the old clerk. "No. What did they ook like, Mr. Arnledge?"

"Mr. Fleed will show you one that | bought from Thadwaller. But | thought you would at least remember
them. | think Thadwaller had hdf a dozen."

The Shadow could see the pdlor on Shyvan's face; the clerk, however, was doing vdiantly as he sought
to cover hisworriment.

"I am very forgetful,” stated Shyvan. "l remember very little about Mr. Thadwdler's stock.
[t—it—wadl, | can not recall -"

"Jog your memory, Shyvan,” interposed Dunlon. "Time and agan you have spoken to me about
Thadwaler's business. Y ou seemed to remember quite afew detalls, particularly about customers.”

"Cugtomers, yes," nodded Shyvan, "because | chatted with them. But Mr. Thadwaller made most of the



ses. | remember some diamond brooches that he once had in stock. And those Swiss watches, with
glass cases; but, of course, | did repair work on watches. But—but -

"Nothing about cameo rings?'
"Nothing at dl, Mr. Dunlon. | doubt that | would recognize the one that Mr. Fleed intends to show me."

Shyvan pulled a handkerchief from his pocket and mopped his forehead. The clerk looked ill. Dunlon
noticed it; he looked troubled.

"You have been overtaxing yoursdf, Shyvan,” said the jewder. "You should have mentioned it to me.
Thisnight work is too much for you."

"l don't think so, Mr. Dunlon -"

"l am to be blamed. Last night | went out to see a customer; to-night | did the same. To-morrow | have
three gppointments. So | have to keep you on the job, Shyvan, unless | hire another clerk. Well, thet is
exactly what | intend to do. A young fdlow named Melson was in here looking for a job. | shdl put him
on beginning with tomorrow."

"But Mr. Dunlon -"

"Don't worry, Shyvan. Your job will be safe. By the way, how long isit Snce you had a vacaion?'
"Nearly three years, sr. Mr. Thadwaler aways needed me”"

"You need arest, s0 that you can recuperate. We shdl tak about it later, Shyvan."

Feed camein from the office, shaking his head.

"Nothing in the books," remarked the D.A. "Those records are hopeless. Perhaps Shyvan can hep us™

"I have talked with im," put in Arnledge. "He does not remember the cameo rings. Show him the one |
gaveyou, Fleed."

The didrict atorney produced the ring. Shyvan examined it and shook his head. Fleed gave a shrug.
"Wdl, Arnledge" he commented, "we might as wel be going. Come dong, Burke, over to my office”

THE three departed; but The Shadow remained, secretly watching Dunlon and Shyvan. He heard the
jewder speak to the clerk.

"Suppose you take an extended vacation, Shyvan,” suggested Dunlon. "You can go on hdf pay; and live
a a place where expenses would be low, until | need you again.”

"Where could | go, Mr. Dunlon?'

"To Stonybrook. | heard of a cottage there; one cdled 'Happy Haven,' that can be obtained amogt rent
free. It isfurnished; since you live aone anyway, you would like it."

Shyvan nodded eagerly.

"Your vacation begins to-morrow," decided Dunlon. He scrawled a note, and peeled some money from
arall of bills "The note is to the caretaker a Stonybrook. The cash is a month's pay in advance. Don't
bother to come back here before you leave.”



"Could—could | leave to-night?" queried Shyvan, with a sudden stammer. "For Stonybrook, I mean?
Thereis alae bus that goes past Stonybrook. | could catch it.”

"Quit yoursdlf, Shyvan. Good-by and good luck.”

Shyvan made an eager departure. Dunlon smiled; went into his office and dided Throy's number. The
Shadow heard Dunlon speak.

"I told Shyvan..." Dunlon was taking in pleading fashion. "I cdled it an indefinite vacation, rather than
retirement... He's so pleased that he wanted to start to-night... Teking the late bus... No, Shyvan has no
idea that you supplied the wherewithd. He thinks that | am responsible...”

Dunlon ended the cdl and came from the office. Hardly had he reached the counter before Arnledge
entered the store.

"Say, Dunlon!" boomed the big man, "I just saw Shyvan passing the hotd. He was grinning dl over. What
did you do? Offer im a partnership in the business?'

"Not quite” smiled Dunlon. "I just told him to take a vacation. He needed one. A month's rest will do him
"Hewill be gone for a month?"
"Longer, perhaps. Shyvan has seemed very tired, latdly. | found out the reason. He has had no vacation

for three years. | intended to hire another man, anyway; so | thought it the right time to reward Shyvan
for hisloyd service"

Arnledge eyed Dunlon suspicioudy. The Shadow saw the jeweler stroke his chin. Dunlon seemed to be
meking a mental comparison of Throy and Arnledge. The jeweler was a least recdling Throy's wish that
no one know of his philanthropy toward Shyvan. Dunlon spoke dowly.

"I gained a good customer to-night,” he told Arnledge. "Mr. Throy bought a very vaugble ruby. The sde
brought me a good profit. | hope to do more businesswith Mr. Throy, and Shyvan is responsible.”

"Shyvan?' queried Arnledge. "How?'

"When Mr. Throy came in here the other day,” replied Dunlon, "Shyvan was quite polite to him. It put
Mr. Throy in a good mood. It made him friendly enough to cal me to-night and ask me to bring some of
my best stones for hisingpection. | thought that Shyvan deserved areward.”

"I suppose he did,” laughed Arnledge. "Few employers would have thought of it, however. Where does
Shyvan intend to go?'

"Not far. He plans to take a cottage at Stonybrook."
"A good quiet place. Just right for an old codger like Shyvan. W, good night, Dunlon.”

Arnledge sauntered from the store. Dunlon watched his departure. After the big man had gone, the
jewder stared speculatively, then began to busy himsdf rearranging stock. Two customers came into the
store; both were women. The Shadow knew that Arnledge would not return, and that Clyde Burke was
with Fleed. There was no reason to remain longer. Slently, The Shadow glided through the back door.

IT was hdf an hour later when Clyde Burke and Stephen Fleed appeared upon the man street, coming
from the didtrict attorney's office. As they reached the corner near the Ontranta Hotel, they encountered



Shyvan. The stoop-shouldered man was puffing as he lugged two heavy suitcases.

"Hdlo, Shyvan!" exdaimed Fleed, in surprise. "Where are you going? | thought you stayed a the Store
until dosing ime?”!

"My vacation has begun,” chuckled Shyvan, glesfully. "I am leaving on the late bus.”
"Where to?" inquired Fleed.

"To Happy Haven," replied Shyvan. Then, as the D.A. looked puzzled, the old fdlow laughed and
added: "That is the name of the cottage. It isa Stonybrook. Thiswill be my firgt vacation in three years."

"Makeit along one and a good one," suggested Fleed. A bus was stopping a the corner. "Here. Let me
help you aboard.”

Clyde saw the D.A. stare deadily as Shyvan boarded the bus. Fleed was dill watching when the vehide
pulled away. There was something hard about Fleed's amile then the expresson faded. The atorney
seemed to forget Shyvan.

"Good night, Burke," said Fleed. "Remember—what you know is confidential. Nothing to your own
newspaper for the present, nor to Tilton. | don't want the Messenger to gir up a lot more hubbub about
the cameo ring."

Soon after Clyde had reached his room, the telephone bell rang. A quiet voice told him to report. It was
The Shadow, usng the tone of Cranston. Clyde had but little to say about his stay in Fleed's office. The
D.A. had medy warned him to say nothing about the fact that Arnledge had a cameo; and that Throy
might possibly have owned one.

Clyde, however, did have word to give regarding Shyvan. He repeated the short conversation that Fleed
hed held with the old clerk. That statement concluded Clyde's report.

IN another room, The Shadow was seated by a shaded lamp. He was reviewing new facts that he had
learned. More items had fitted. The Shadow's picture was complete. The Shadow had profited wel
to-night. First through his vigt to Throy's, then through Harry Vincent's clever work of ligening in at the
jewdry store.

After that The Shadow had gained information for himsdf, with Clyde Burke adding a find bit of news.
Craydon Throy's plan had gone through. Shyvan was on his way to Stonybrook; thanks to Josah
Dunlon's natura willingness to cooperate. But Throy and Dunlon were not the only persons who knew
Shyvan's degtination.

Dunlon had mentioned Stonybrook to Purvis Arnledge, when the latter had cagily questioned the jeweler.
Shyvan, himsdf, had talked to Stephen Fleed. The only men not in the know were Sinker and Riff, the
pair whose threats had cowered Shyvan. It would not be long, however, before Sinker and Riff would
learn where Shyvan was. In fact, they might already have received that information.

For The Shadow was podtive of the master crook’s identity; and he knew that the superfiend had
knowledge of Shyvan's destination. Through Sinker and Riff, a murderer had threatened Shyvan. The
killer would seek to retain the control through which he had slenced Shyvan.

The Shadow penned a message. An order to Harry Vincent. The agent was to leave Ontranta; to cover
Snker and Riff. But not at their present hide-out. They would be using it no longer. Soon they would
have a new headquarters. Stonybrook.



There, the skulkers would keep watch on Shyvan; and they, in turn, would be under the vigilant
observation of Harry Vincent. The Shadow's suppressed laugh ended with a whisper that faded as his
hand turned out the light.

CHAPTER XVI. A VIGIL ENDS

EIGHT days had passed since the night when The Shadow had been a Throy's and Dunlon's. Eight quiet
days, aluling aftermath in a town where three murders remained unsolved by the law. For The Shadow,
these had been days of physcd rest but mentd vigl. Sill a guest a the Ontranta Hotel, he had
recuperated fully from hisinjuries.

AsLamont Cranston, The Shadow appeared to be a wedthy, lesurdy guest who had chosen Ontranta
as a good town for a vacation. Yet dl the while, The Shadow had been weatching events with hawklike
observation. There was but one reason for his lack of action. He was waiting for the murderer to move.

The Shadow knew that a stroke was coming. A different line of attack; a caculated effort by a schemer
who bedieved himsdf secure. A killer was waiting to reap the profits of his crimes, postive that he done
knew theintricacies of hisown game. That was where the supercrook was mistaken. The Shadow—his
presence here unsuspected— was dso in the know.

Tak of murder had subsided. Didrict Attorney Fleed was getting nowhere with his investigation. Yet dl
the while, events were devel oping—so subitly that they passed amost unnaticed, except by The Shadow.
He could see how everything was building to a dimax.

Craydon Throy had purchased the Ontranta Hotel. He had aso acquired control of Grayminger. The
magnate had learned of option holders and had bought them out. At the same time, newspaper criticiam
of Throy had ended. Murder talk had subsided, even in the Evening Messenger.

There was a reason for this find paradox. The Messenger was sdling out, to none other than Craydon
Throy. Quietly, the magnate had approached the stockholders and had offered them their price. With
Kedley dead, there was no one to object. Throy's terms had been accepted.

The transaction had not been heralded. Smdl wonder; for Throy owned the Morning Clarion, and with
his acquigition of the Evening Messenger, there had been no remaining journd in Ontranta. The owners of
the Messenger had considered it good policy to do as Throy desired. They had fired al objectors: Tilton
and afew others. Their ded with Throy had been completed.

The Shadow had learned indde facts from Clyde Burke. Madge Kedley had hopes of dating an
independent newspaper in Ontranta and had asked Purvis Arnledge to back the plan. Arnledge had
promised aid, but had advised postponement.

His argument was a good one. He bdieved that the Messenger might lose hold under Throy's ownership,
for its best men had quit ther jobs. He wanted to wait urttil the circulation had dropped, then start ariva
publication.

The Messenger had, in fact, logt strength aready. It was sdling only because it had no competition. The
Shadow, seated in the lobby of the Ontranta Hotel, was scouring the current issue for news. The only
front-page item of any importance was the announcement of a locad Dynamo dinner, a seven o'clock
to-night.

IT was dready hdf past Sx. The Shadow, guised as Cranston, was dttired in a tuxedo. The new manager
of the Ontranta Hotel had invited him to attend the dinner. The Shadow had accepted, for the Dynamo
dinner had every reason to prove important. It would bring together certain men who had not met in eight



days.

Craydon Throy had been confined a his home with the grippe. Tilton, taking to Clyde Burke, had
cdamed that this was a sympathy gag to lull public criticiam. However, Throy had been latent—so much
90, that he had not even called Dunlon to ask if the laiter had heard from Shyven.

Clyde Burke had learned this by pumping Melson, the new clerk at the jewdry store. Clyde had made
the fellow's acquaintance and had found Meson takative. He wanted to become a reporter, with hopes
of ajob on abig aty newspaper. Hence he had lunched and dined with Clyde at every opportunity.

Throy's watch was 4ill a the jewdry store. Although repaired, it had neither been cdled for, nor
ddivered; and that was sufficient indication to back the conclusion that Throy had forgotten Dunlon for
the present.

Purvis Arnledge had not seen Josiah Dunlon. Arnledge had been out of town most of the past week. He
hed talked with Madge Kedley on one occasion only. That had been when Arnledge had made a brief
trip back from New Y ork. He had gone away again, but was expected in Ontranta this evening.

Stephen Fleed had been busy with court cases, dong with his invegtigation of three murders. He had
gpparently tossed aside the clue of the cameo ring, since it had led him nowhere. Clyde had seen Fleed
frequently; and had heard no mention of Throy or Arnledge. Nor of Dunlon.

Events had developed as The Shadow had expected, so far as Shyvan was concerned. Harry Vincent
was a Stonybrook, living a the lodge. Two men had come there; they had rented a cottage next to
Happy Haven.

They were watching Shyvan; and the pair answered the description of Sinker and Riff. Harry was sure
thet they were the strong-arm men whom he had heard threaten Shyvan. Moreover, they were keeping
out of Shyvan's Sght.

Seven o'clock arived while The Shadow was dill sudying the pages of the Evening Messenger. The
Dynamo dinner was being hed on the main floor. Guests were dready ariving. The Shadow saw a
limousine pull up. Craydon Throy stepped from the car. A few minutes later, Purvis Arnledge arrived,
back from his trip. Then Dunlon, accompanied by two other Dynamo members who had gpparently met
hm & the jewelry store. The Shadow lad his newspaper aside. He drolled into the private dining room.

THE SHADOW arrived in time to see Craydon Throy shaking hands with Josah Dunlon. As The
Shadow watched, the millionare drew the jeweler toward a corner cloakroom. The other arrivas were
placing ther hats and coats upon chairs that lined the walls of the dining room. Hence Throy and Dunlon
hed found a secluded spot. "Have you heard from Shyvan?' questioned Throy. His voice was an
undertone, but The Shadow's keen ears caught it. "Has he been wel?"

"Only some picture post cards,” replied Dunlon. "His scrawled messages are dways the same. He says
thet he would like to see me. That isdl.”

"Is something troubling im?'

"I hardly think so. He should not be needing any money for a few weeks. Although"—Dunlon paused
reflective—"dthough it was very odd, the night he went away. Y ou had mentioned that Shyvan looked ill.
| saw it when | reached the store. He was as pale as a ghost.”

"Before you told him the good news?'
"Yes After that, he livened up. W, it could not have been very serious. How about yoursdf, Mr.



Throy? | understand you have had the grippe?'

"I have. But | fed better to-night. One thing more, though, about Shyvan. You say you expect to see
him?'

"Whenever he happens to come into town. That may be soon. Do you know what his trouble may be?
He might be homesick for the store.”

"That might be it. Do you think it was a mistake for me to send him away?'

"Possibly. Of course, Shyvan thinks that it is only a vacation. | don't know how he will take this pension
businesswhen | bresk the news to him."

"Hemay not like it?"

"Thet is the answer. Shyvan has a great dedl of work left in him. He knows the jewelry business better
than one would suppose. He has a certain amount of independence, aso. He may not relish beng
shelved."

Diners were teking their places at the big table in the center of the room. They were pinning Dynamo
badges to their lapels, shouting for the dinner to begin, for others to seat themsaves. Dunlon started
toward the table. Throy restrained him.

"I have an ideg," said the millionaire. Y ou are right, Dunlon. Shyvan might resent it if he knew that | was
treating him like aman who needed charity. Thet iswhy | did not want my name mentioned to him. But
suppose | gave him a business opportunity? That is something that he would certainly appreciate.”

"You meen that you would like to back himin the jewdry business? With a store of hisown?'
"Yes. Your ore.”

Dunlon blinked.

"My store?' he queried. "Here in Ontranta?”’

"Where ds=?' laughed Throy. "Y ou told me that you intended to sl it some day. Suppose | should meet
your price, with amargin beside?!

Throy was moving toward the table as they spoke. Mechanicdly, Dunlon was nodding as he followed.
The Shadow could Hill hear their conversation.

"l am leaving early,” remarked Throy. "You might aswel stay here, Dunlon. But | should like to see you
later. Come out to the house later on."

"Veay wel," agreed Dunlon. They had reached the table. "I Shdl be there before nine o'clock.”

A MAN had entered the dining room while the two were taking. Approaching the table, he had arrived
jugt in time to catch the find words between Throy and Dunlon. The arivd was Stephen Fleed. The
Shadow, as he gtrolled to the table, could see a shrewd expression on the didrict attorney's face. Fleed
hed heard the making of the appointment.

Seating hmsdf at the table, The Shadow glanced back toward the corner where Throy and Dunlon had
been. A man was stepping from the cloakroom. One guest, a least, had chosen to hang his hat and coat
there. The Shadow, when he had entered, had faled to see Purvis Arnledge. That fact was explained.
The man coming from the cloakroom was Arnledge. He had heard the early conversation between Throy



and Dunlon.

Arnledge took a seat opposite Fleed. Like the D.A., he occasondly eyed both Throy and Dunlon, who
had separated. The Shadow noticed this his disguised lips wore a dight amile, that remained as the
dinner progressed.

Speeches were to begin a @ght o'clock. Before that hour arrived, The Shadow saw Craydon Throy
arise and leave. A few others were doing the same; the rest were pushing back their chairs, for they had
finished dinner. Josiah Dunlon was chetting with some friends. He did not see Purvis Arnledge lean over
and whisper to Stephen Fleed. The didrict attorney looked toward the door and nodded. Arnledge
spread hisleft hand twice, indicating ten minutes.

Joining two departing guests, The Shadow strolled unnoticed from the dining room. He went to the lobby
and entered a telephone booth. In Cranston's tones, he told the operator to connect him with the lodge a
Stonybrook. The cdl was completed; The Shadow asked for Mr. Vincent. Harry's voice followed.

"Report," sad The Shadow.

"Snker and Riff dill on the job," came Harry's undertone. "Ancther man has joined them. They cdl him
Skest. All three are watching Shyvan.”

"Report received,” replied The Shadow. "Await my arriva.”

As he walked from the telephone booth, The Shadow saw Arnledge come from the dining room. The big
men had brought his hat and coat. He looked about, then sat down in a char near the news stand. The
Shadow went to an devator. As he entered it, he saw Fleed appear. The didrict attorney walked briskly
from the lobby. Apparently he was going to his office,

A few minutes later, The Shadow came downgtairs. He was cloaked in black, dmogt invighle in the
gloom of the steps. He stopped and peered into the lobby. He saw Arnledge stepping from a telephone
booth. He had just completed a call.

The Shadow watched Arnledge gtrall toward the front door and pause there, apparently awaiting Fleed's
return. The ten minutes were not yet up. Apparently, Arnledge intended to meet Fleed outside.

Passing from the sde door of the hotd, The Shadow reached a secluded spot and stepped aboard an
old sedan. This rattletrap was a car tha Clyde Burke had bought. It befitted a newspaper reporter's
dender purse. It suited The Shadow, however, for his trip to Stonybrook. After he arrived there, he
could use Harry Vincent's speedy coupe.

SOON the old car was ralling dong the hilly road to Stonybrook, swaying as its driver pressed it to the
limit. Even a full speed, it would take more than thirty minutes for the ride. The time dement, however,
did not concern The Shadow.

Come what might, The Shadow would be ready. For he had guessed the game at stake. He knew that a
superplotter had been merdly awaiting opportunity and the time was ripe for that murderous crook to
reved his hand. Complications might develop. If so, they would not disturb The Shadow. For he knew
the red dementsthat existed in the game; and other factors would merdly cloud the issue, not destroy it.

Shyvan, however, had become a vitd person in the Stuation, even though the fdlow did not know it.
Until to-night, Shyvan had been a pawn; but with the pay-off ready, his importance had megnified.
Oddly, Shyvan stood in no great danger. He was too vauable to be sacrificed.

All this The Shadow knew; and meanwhile, he had kept Shyvan guarded by Harry Vincent.



Inconspicuous a Stonybrook, Harry had not been noticed by the crooks whom he had watched. Harry
would serve until The Shadow arrived. The Shadow's laugh rang out in sinister tones that blended with
the roar of the old motor.

That laugh was one that marked the culminaion of a quest. Yet in the mirth was a note that held
foreboding. Superman though he might be, The Shadow never overlooked the fregkish twists that chance
might produce.

It was well that The Shadow made such alowance. Wel-fashioned though his plan might be, he was due
for unexpected trouble on this dl-important night.

CHAPTER XVII. THRUSTSFROM THE NIGHT

THICK murk had clouded overhead when The Shadow neared the little settlement of Stonybrook. A
road curved from the man highway, to form an entrance to the secluded colony. Motor throttled low,
The Shadow swung left, into the sde road. A few moments later, he saw the lights of Stonybrook,
shining from among the trees.

Theroad circled atiny lake, which reflected the lights of the lodge building on the other side. Off beyond
the sdes of the lodge were walks, illuminated by widdy separated lamp posts. These paths led to the
cottages.

The Shadow coasted the car into a space between some trees, off to the right of the drding drive. He
knew that Shyvan's cottage was a the extreme right of its row; the building nearest the main road. That
was where he would find Harry Vincent.

Alighting from his darkened car, The Shadow moved slently among the trees. He reached the secluded
end cottages. Thelight of alamp showed hanging signs. The Shadow read the name "Happy Haven" and
noted a light in the window. The cottage next in line was caled "Pleasant View"; it was the one tha
harbored Sinker, Riff and their pal " Skeet." The Shadow noted thet this cottage was entirdly dark.

Rounding the side of Happy Haven, The Shadow paused in darkness and ddivered a low whisper. A
crouched figure arose from behind a rear window. Harry came close to ddiver a report. As Harry
whispered, The Shadow approached the window. Harry had requested him to look insde.

The Shadow peered across the sl to spy Shyvan huddled in a chair. Opposite the hunched man was a
ganding man who toyed with a .38 revolver. He was a hard-faced rogue who eyed Shyvan with
contempt.

The window was open, but a screen intervened. The lower corner was ripped loose and Harry
mentioned that fact to The Shadow. Harry's whisper was bardly audible, even to the black-cloaked
lisener who stood beside him.

"I've been keeping him covered through the hole in the screen,” explained Harry. "This fdlow is Skest,
who showed up to join Sinker and Riff. Everything was dl right until about haf an hour ago. They were
dl in the other cottage.

"Then the telephone bell rang. Sinker talked to some one. The three of them came out. First thing | knew,
Skeet had ducked in here. | came around to the back and found him covering Shyvan. I've been ready to
drill imif he means murder.”

"Report on Sinker and Riff," whispered The Shadow.



"They drove off somewhere," informed Harry. "They may have gone into Ontranta, around by the long
road. Maybe they will be back soon. I've been ligening for them.”

THE SHADOW whispered for slence. Skeet was facing Shyvan. The thug was growling at his prisoner.

"Dont worry, mug," sneered Skeet. "You won't get the bump unless you start some monkey business.
When Sinker and Riff come back, we may invite you for a trip. Or maybe well keep you here a while

longer.

"Remember—if any one comes barging in here, I'll croak 'em. And it will be tough for you if you try to
hep 'em. Youll find out whet it's like to have arod bean you on the konk." Skeet made a gesture with his
gun, to indicate a downward stroke. "Because I'll knock you cold, in a pinch. Yeah, and I'll cart you
dong with meif | have to scram. | could lug you under one arm.”

Skeet looked capable of carrying out his threst. He was a square-shouldered husky, who weighed a
leadt fifty pounds more than Shyvan. The prisoner huddied deeper in his chair. Skeet leaned back againgt
the wall.

The Shadow had risen closer to the window. Harry could see his cloaked figure, slhouetted againgt the
light from the room. Like darkness itsdlf, The Shadow was cregping upward. The screen was moving
under pressure. Silently, it ascended.

The Shadow was drawing himsdf up to the ll. A mammoth, black blot, he was easing inward, blocking
Harry's view. Skeet did not detect the slent entrant. Harry could anticipate the surprise that the thug
would experience when The Shadow closed upon him.

All would have been wel, but for Shyvan. The huddled man happened to look past Skeet. His eyes
bulged as he saw tha cloaked invader at the window. Spying eyes that burned from blackness, Shyvan
was seized with panic.

He did not redize that The Shadow was a friend. Reason was lacking from Shyvan's befuddled brain. It
was to Skeet that he cried franticdly for ad, preferring a human enemy to a being that he thought was a
living specter.

"Look!" shrieked Shyvan. "Look! Save me-"

Skeet wheded toward the window. He saw The Shadow driving forward in a mammoth spring. Gunless
hands were aming for Skeet's throat as the startled thug amed. Skeet fired one shot from his .38—a
wild, hagty effort while his gun was 4ill on the move. The bullet scorched the deave of The Shadow's
cloak. Unscathed, the inveder fdl upon Skeet.

The thug snarled as he twisted from The Shadow's grip. Wheding about, he drove his gun am down. A
trip hammer fig plucked the crook's wrig and stopped it short. The Shadow's other hand jabbed its
gloved hed hard againgt Skeet's jaw. At the same ingant, an automatic spoke from beyond the window.

Harry had gained a bead. He had fired to wing Skeet before the ruffian could complete his downward
drive. Harry's quick shot glanced a rib. Skeet roared with fury. The wound seemed to spur him to a
harder fight. Twiding, he locked with his cloaked foe. Still trying to free his gun hand, Skeet hurled his
whole waght againg The Shadow's shoulder.

The fighter sprawled. Skeet's gun roared in a hopeless shot that blasted the caling. Shyvan, wild with
fear, went dashing toward the front door, screaming as he fled out into the night. Harry saw two figures
writhe. He heard a muffled gunshot. Skeet's body came ralling sidewise. The Shadow rose dowly from



the floor.

He had turned Skeet's gun upon the crook. Spasmodically, Skeet had tugged the trigger with his own
forefinger. The Shadow had won the fray. Harry's job was to overtake Shyvan, to bring the
terror-stricken man to his senses. Harry dashed from behind the cottage.

WILDLY, Shyvan had rushed for darkness, heading away from the lodge instead of toward it. Harry
shouted to him to stop. Shyvan kept on plunging toward the high road. Harry gained ground as he heard
the fdlow sumble. Then came the dhriek of brakes. An automobile had jammed to a stop, svinging helf
about in the middle of the highway. Shyvan was dashing into the glare of heaedlights.

Harry heard aloud cry from some onein the car. Shyvan heard it, too, and fdtered. He dived away from
the lights, then pitched over the edge of the road. Harry came dashing up. He saw a husky figure in the
goom; a man was dragging Shyvan toward the car. Hary came plunging over the edge of the
embankment. A second man arose to meet him. A fig drove through the darkness, squardly, it clipped
Harry's chin. The Shadow's agent sprawled at the sde of the road. His autometic thudded the
embankmen.

Then came quick, staccato shots, ddivered from the porch of Shyvan's cottage. Bullets whistled above
the car; for it was protected by arise of ground. The Shadow had guessed Harry's plight. He had started
abarrage to drive off foemen. The man who had dugged Harry did not linger.

He sprang with his companion. Together they hurled Shyvan into the rear seat of their car. The driver
janmmed the machine into gear. Wheding past the embankment, the car shot off in the direction of
Ontranta.

New shots from The Shadow's automatic. Bullets that served only to spur the fleeing car to greater
speed. The embankment, a stone wall, thick tree trunks these were barriers that prevented any tdling
am. The Shadow reached the edge of the road. His flaghlight glimmered upon Harry's out-sprawled
form,

Dropping to the road, The Shadow raised Harry upward. The young man uttered a despondent grunt.
He had come to his senses, to redize that he had faled to stop the men who had snatched Shyven.
Wavering, Harry saw his gun and stooped to pick it up.

"The coupe,” whispered The Shadow.
"Parked below the lake" responded Harry. "In—in among the trees. The coupe -"

The Shadow dragged his fatering companion forward. Up the embankment, over the wadl. In among the
trees, while excited persons were shouting from the front of the lodge. Gunfire had roused the dim
populaion of Stonybrook. Two men were hurrying dong the path toward Shyvan's cottage.

The Shadow had come to Harry's coupe. He shoved his groggy agent into the car, then took the whed.
More shouts arose as persons heard the car start forward. The Shadow did not turn on the lights until
they had neared the highway.

FIVE minutes had been logt. The other car was miles awvay by this time. Harry seemed to redize it as he
mumbled incoherently. One thought only could impress his mind.

"They—they got Shyvan," muttered Harry. "Got Shyvan. Came back for him, they must have. Sinker and
Riff. They got Shyvan. Came back to get him—to get Shyvan -"

The Shadow's right hand left the whed, to dutch Harry's head and shake it. The pummeing roused



Harry. Heftilted his face againgt the open window. Fresh ar sweeping in from the night added its reviving
grength. Harry fdt his head clear.

"One of them dugged me" he declared dowly. "l don't know who— which one—it was. He didn't use a
gun, though -"

The Shadow's voice interrupted, above the smooth pur of the motor. This car was making speed. The
Shadow had been wise to choose it ingead of the older machine which he had used to come to
Stonybrook. In weird, uncanny tones, The Shadow was making a statement that drilled through Harry's
thoughts.

The Shadow was correcting an impression that had befuddled Harry. He was dearing up a mydery that
involved the seizure of Shyvan.

He was dating facts that Harry had not begun to guess. For The Shadow, in his say a Ontranta, hed
kept Harry and Clyde concentrated upon their own duties, without adding details that concerned his own
activities

Ffteen minutes would bring them into Ontranta. In that time space, The Shadow was planning. He knew
the factors that had dtered the crime Stuation. He could understand dl that had occurred and why those
events had come about, even though he had believed that such difficulties would have been avoided.

Shyvan's panic had been the turning point. But for it, The Shadow would have rendered Skeet helpless a
the very outset. Shyvan would have listened to The Shadow. He would have gone with his black-cloaked
rescuer. Others who were coming to take Shyvan would have suffered disgppointment.

Steps ahead of his comptitors, The Shadow would have carried through a predetermined purpose. That
opportunity was ended. The Shadow had lost ground in his race. His purpose, however, had not been
dtered; nor had his god. The Shadow had struck an emergency which he had aready contemplated.
One for which he had measures, dthough his task had magnified.

The Shadow needed Harry and Clyde to meet these atered circumstances. A lone game would no
longer be sufficent. Harry mudt contact Clyde, talk to him, tdl him what to do. These were points that
The Shadow was explaning in grim tone, while Harry listened, once more dert.

The Shadow's intonaions ended. While the car whirled dong a mad speed, Hary repeated the
indructions Word for word, he had remembered them. The Shadow's approva came A
chuckle—amost sniger—filled the interior of the swift coupe.

The Shadow's laugh was one of forewarning. A threat to men of evil, had they been here to ligen to its
tones. Baked by circumstance, with Shyvan gone from his control, The Shadow had suffered a bad
set-back in the hour of dimax. That fact merdy stirred his power of action.

For The Shadow had answers to dl problems. Though hazards lay ahead; though other lives would be at
stake, The Shadow was ready for the dimax. He was heading toward the find venture, prepared to run
therisks that ill luck had thrust upon him.

And Harry Vincent, though he knew the dangers tha were coming, fdt a share of that confidence which
came with The Shadow's utterance of mirth.

CHAPTER XVIII. TRAILS CONVERGE

IN contrast to the excitement that had reigned at Stonybrook, a quiet scene was taking place in Ontranta.



The setting was the study at Craydon Throy's home. Tired-faced but amiling, Throy was seated behind
his desk, viewing a visitor who had jugt arrived. Josiah Dunlon had come to keep his gppointment.

"Wdl, Dunlon," Throy was saying, "l see that you have arrived early. | am not surprised at the fact. |
doubted that you would stay to hear dl the speeches a the dinner.”

"I kept thinking of your propogtion,” returned Dunlon. "After dl, Mr. Throy, | have intended to sdl my
jewery store eventudly. With an offer coming from a person like yoursdf, | thought it best not to keep
you waiting."

"You have brought statements?’ queried Throy, indicating a portfolio that Dunlon had laid upon the desk.
"You can show me facts and figures that will enable us to determine afar price for your busness?!

"Yes" answered Dunlon, with a nod. He began to open the portfolio. "I brought some data from the
sore; dso some records that were a my home. | thought you would like to know exactly how my
enterprise sands."

"Absolutdy,” agreed Throy. "When | make an offer, Dunlon, | mugst know the facts. If a propostion
seems worth while, | am dwayswilling to pay a generous sum. But when people try to interfere with my
plans

Throy broke off abruptly. Dunlon had looked up; Throy spied an anxious expresson on the jeweler's
face. Quickly, the millionaire eased histone.

"Certain men have been unfortunate” said Throy, with a sad shake of his head. "They happened to be
persons with whom | had transactions. But, they were not representative cases, Dunlon. Ther
misfortunes could not be attributed to me. | have done business with many who have experienced full
satisfaction. | fed sure that you will find yoursdlf in that class.”

"I hope s0," acknowledged Dunlon. He seemed less troubled after hearing Throy's tactful statement. "My
only fear, Mr. Throy, was that you might not be satisfied. | have been fortunate here in Ontranta. | would
not like to sacrifice the profits which | have wanted to make. Therefore, my price -"

"May be higher than | expect? Wel, we can tak that over when we see the figures Let us get to
business, Dunlon."

"Veay wdl, Mr. Throy."

THE jeweer was drawing sheets of paper from the portfolio when a buzzed commotion broke out from
beyond the front door of the room. A door dammed. Rudley's voice was heard in argument. Throy came
to his feet; Dunlon turned about. Two men suddenly appeared in the doorway. Throy glared as he saw
Stephen Fleed and Purvis Arnledge.

Rudey was falowing the arrivals, protesting againgt their sudden intruson. Throy saw the servant and
rasped an order.

"Go dong, Rudley,” he commanded. "I shdl talk with these two men. What is the meening of dl this
Feed?'

Throy was addressng the didtrict attorney, but it was Arnledge who answered. With chdlenging stride,
the big man crossed the room. Reaching the desk, he boomed an accusation.

"We have come for a show-down, Throy,” asserted Arnledge. His soured smile was hard. "A
show-down of my making. | have learned a few facts about your past. | have taked with persons who



used to know you; persons now in New Y ork.

"You had money when you came to Ontranta. No wonder. Y ou made some shrewd sdes of Slver mines,
years ago, in Nevada, under another name. Y ou made enough money to establish yoursdf as a man of
importance, herein Ontranta. But the buyers of those mines fared badly.”

Throy's glare faded. His lips formed a contemptuous smile

"S0 you have decided to rattle a skeleton,” he sneered. "Wel, Arnledge, you have shown yoursdf a fool.
You have heard hdf a gory - not a whole one. Certainly, | disposed of slver minesin Nevada, but not
under an assumed name. | had a partner named Julius Hagedorn; and | made the transactions in his name
ingead of my own. The deds that | made proved profitable, but | swindled no one. The men who bought
the mines were graspers; they thought that they were going to make huge fortunes a my expense.
Meanwhile, Hagedorn died, and left me his share of the money from my sales. Because | had money, the
disappointed mine purchasers accused me of having swindled them.

"They wanted to sue me but the case never reached court. | was cleared of blame, but ugly stories
perssted. Rumors that could not be killed. Naturdly, | have sought to keep such tak quiet. 1 hold the
confidence of the people in Ontranta and | intend to retain it.”

Throy drew himsdf higher as he spoke. His face was proud; his manner one of chdlenge. Then,
indignantly, he added:

"It is apparent, Arnledge, that you are seeking to blackmail me. It was kind of you to bring the didtrict
attorney dong on your excurson. He has heard your attempt; Dunlon stands here as a witness -"

Arnledge interrupted. His voice rumbled as he turned his back on Throy and spoke to Fleed.
"Let Throy see who iswith us," was Arnledge's suggestion. " Perhaps that will change his tune, Fleed.”

The didrict atorney had been blocking the doorway with his broad shoulders. He stepped aside; another
men entered the room. It was Shyvan, his face pae but determined. Throy stared.

Hislips twitched as his eyes surveyed the unexpected arrivdl.
"Make your statement, Shyvan," boomed Arnledge. "Throy wants to heer it."

SHYVAN looked toward Fleed, who nodded his approval. The old clerk spoke in tremulous tone,
wagging along forefinger toward Throy.

"l saw the cameo,” stated Shyvan. "That man was wearing it. The afternoon before James Kedley was
murdered. The green cameo, that | had sold him. | mentioned it when | talked with Mr. Throy. He could
not have forgotten.”

Shyvan paused. He lowered his hand. His figs tightened as he continued.

"The night after Kedley died,” tediified the clerk, "two masked men entered the jewery store. They
threatened mewith death if | spoke. | promised not to mention the name of Craydon Throy when asked
about the cameo ring. That was why | was glad to go to Stonybrook when Mr. Dunlon offered me a
vecdion there"

"What has dl thisto do with me?' demanded Throy, savagdly. "If you think that you can threaten me -"

"Thisisno threat, Throy," brokein Arnledge. "Perhaps you did cover your old gamein Nevada; but your



present schemes have failed. Y ou murdered Rokestone, Galbray and Kedley. But you left one dangerous
cue. Persons saw the green cameo, that night at Kedley's.

"You knew that Shyvan had seen thering on your finger. So you had men threaten him—the same thugs
who had aided you before. You bluffed dl of us, Throy, until to-night. Dunlon first, when you asked him
to give Shyvan a vacation. Then mysdf and Fleed, because we did not know that you were behind
Shyvan's departure.

"You lulled Dunlon because he had no suspicion of your crimes. To-night, however, | overheard your
conversation with him. Fleed, aso, caught some of the remarks. | spoke to Fleed; we put our heads
together. We knew that Shyvan was at Stonybrook. We went there to get him.

"Some one tried to prevent us, but failed. Another of the crooks who serves you, we supposed. We
overwhelmed the fdlow and brought Shyvan with us. When he recognized us, he was happy. He began
to tak. We brought hm here."

Arnledge had finished his denunciation. Glared satisfaction showed upon his face. Throy, however, had
regained composure. Quigtly, the millionaire turned to Fleed.

"Thisis news" remarked Throy, in a sarcastic tone. "The didrict attorney ading in an abduction. What
right did you have, Fleed, to seize Shyvan and carry him away by force?!

"Every right," retorted Fleed. "Arnledge and | went to vigt Shyvan. To tak with him. He was in trouble
when we arrived. We aided him to escape danger. We acted on our own; but not unlawfully.”

"Onyour own?' queried Throy. "Or a Arnledge's suggestion?”
Fleed hesitated. Throy was persistent.

"Ansver me" he stormed. "Did Arnledge talk you into snatching Shyvan? Yes, | can see that he did. |
can see more than that." Throy chuckled dryly. "I can see deep into Arnledge's game. Arrest him, Fleed.
He is the man whom you want."

ARNLEDGE was fuming, wordlessly. Feed stood open-mouthed. Throy continued his denunciation.

"Arnledge could be the murderer as much as |," stated the millionaire. "He had the same opportunities.
The one due is the cameo ring. The man who wore it was the murderer. You asked me the other night if
| owned a cameo ring. | gave a negative reply. Why? Because | had owned such aring; but | disposed of
it, destroyed it, immediatdy after | read the story in the Evening Messenger.

"My act was not acimind one. | redized that my possession of the cameo might bring fase accusations
agang me. | guessed correctly. Arnledge had seen me wearing such a cameo. He brought you here,
Fleed, to make trouble for me"

"To expose you as a murderer!” roared Arnledge. "I knew that the man who owned the cameo ring must
be the culprit -"

"Of course, you knew it," interposed Throy. "Because you owned such a ring yoursdf, Arnledge. You
were the schemer—not 1. That iswhy you boldly produced your own ring and showed it to Fleed. While
[, an innocent man, was fearing of consequences.

"I knew that a schemer wasin back of crime. | protected mysdf by destroying the ring. | brought out an
old sgpphirering to replace it. | asked Dunlon here, to tak of rings. | bought a new one—the ruby that |
am wearing. Not only that, | wanted to gain more protection.



"l was afrad that Shyvan might talk. But | was not a man of crime; it was not my purpose to intimidate
him. | arranged with Dunlon to send Shyvan away; for Shyvan's own benefit; to keep him out of the net.
Those thugs who threatened him must have been yours, Arnledge, because you did not know thet | had
talked to Dunlon about Shyvan.

"You wanted to make the case stronger againg me. To have Shyvan speak, not only about the ring, but
of the two men who had intimidated him. You have cleared the scene, Arnledge, through your own
denunciaions. You hated me, Arnledge. Because of that you sought to destroy me.”

Throy's words were ringing. Dunlon was nodding dowly; Fleed seemed impressed. Shyvan was saing,
totaly confused. Arnledge, however, was quick with his comeback.

"If I had wanted to destroy you, Throy," sneered the big man, "'l would have dedlt with you directly. You
sy | hated you. Suppose | did? If | had possessed the murderous indinations which you dam, | would
have used them againg you—not toward others.

"You have proven yoursdf acunning twister, Throy. You are running true to form. But your game is up.
Y ou cannot confuse the issue. Fleed is here to arrest you. Hewill do his duty—the law's duty -"

Arnledge was swinging past the desk as he spoke. Throy made a move in the opposte direction,
snaching up a heavy inkwdl. Dunlon, soringing away, uttered a sharp cry to Fleed:

"Stop them! Stop them!”

Arnledge had gripped Throy's arm. He roared exultantly as he stopped his rivd's swing. Throy twisted
fiercely. Arnledge bellowed for ad.

"Hdp me herd" he boomed. "Help me get him!"

Throy, too, was belowing for ad.

"Rudey!" he shouted. "Herel Help me—any one -"

Heed was bounding forward; his shout of encouragement came to Arnledge.
"Il get im!" bawled the didtrict attorney. "This job ismine -"

Throy jounced againgt the wall. The inkwel dropped from his hand. Fleed arived and thrust Arnledge
back. The commotion ceased as Rudley arrived. Fleed saw the servant and ordered Rudley to stand
where he was. The man obeyed.

"Well settle this matter right now!" stormed Feed. "You had your say, Arnledge! So did you, Throy! My
turn has come to decide the Stuation!”

A STARTLED cry came from Dunlon. The jeweler was pointing toward the door from the porch. That
barrier had opened during the scuffle. Two men had edged into view. The portions of the double door
were closaing behind two gloating, evil-faced ruffians.

Each man held two guns. Sinker and Riff, Sde by side, were covering the entire group. Though they were
unmasked, Shyvan knew that they mugt be the crooks who had threatened him. The old clerk
whimpered. Rudley stood helpless beside Shyvan. Both clerk and servant raised ther arms.

The hard-faced intruders were contemptuous of both Shyvan and Rudley. Both Sinker and Riff were
covering the four men by the desk. Other arms came up. Throy's promptly, then Arnledge's. Dunlon's



hands rose shakingly; Fleet's were lagt. The D.A. seemed dow and reluctant.

Trals had converged. The red showdown was in the making. Heated in their argument, Throy and
Arnledge had come to a find issue. The garting of ther scuffle had marked the end of parrying; the
beginning of action. A murderer had relied on bluff no longer.

Amid the brief fray, the killer had cried out hissgnd, to lurking henchmen who had crept up to the house.
Sinker and, Riff had heard the summons of ther chief. In readiness for complications, they had sprung in
through the door to back the evil killer whom they served.

Four slent men were facing them; each with thoughts of his own. Shyvan and Rudley, quivering
hopdesdy againg the wal, were medy spectators. Sinker and Riff were wating for ther chief's
command, ready to gal should he cdl for bluff; ready, aso, to act, should he order deeds of violence.

Tenseness reigned in this hushed room. For innocent men, bewildered, had redized that a superfiend of
crime wasin contral.

CHAPTER X1X. A MURDERER SPEAKS

"YOUR move, Throy," rumbled Arnledge, to end the slence. He was eyeing Sinker and Riff as he
spoke. "These mere are yours."

"Not mine" returned Throy, standing motionless. "They are your henchmen, Arnledge. Order them to do
their worst."

Something in each man's tone mugt have impressed the other. Arnledge dowly turned his head to look at
Throy. He saw no menacein the millionaires gaze. Throy looked past Arnledge. Turming his head again,
the big man stared in the new direction.

Both rivals observed Fleed. The didrict atorney was displaying an ugly leer. It might have passed for
chdlenge, snce Fleed was fadng Sinker and Riff. But Throy and Arnledge took it differently. Blurted
words came from their lips.

"Heed!" gulped Arnledge. "Heed isthe man -"

"The one who has tricked ud" exclamed Throy. "Look at hisface!”

Feed turned his head. He spat words at the staring pair, while his upraised arms shook in ange.
"You dubd" protested the D.A. "Do you think that I—that | would treat with ruffians like these?!

A harsh chuckle sounded from another spot. The eyes of three men turned. All saw Josiah Dunlon. The
jewder was lowering his arms. Camly, he nodded to Sinker and Riff who grinned their understanding.

"Dunlon!" gasped Fleed. "Y ou—you -"

"I am the murderer,” interposed the jeweler. His tone was inddious, his face a gloating countenance of
evil. "l am the man you wanted. One whose game was so deep that none of you suspected it. However,
fools are sometimes lucky. All of you, through your meddiesome blunders have forced an issue which |
hed hoped to avoid.”

He was mationing the three men to the places where he wanted them. Backed by the covering revolvers
of his henchmen, Dunlon walked to Throy's desk and shook papers out of his portfolio. He sneered with
jeering mdice.



"I came here to do business" stated Dunlon. "l intended, soon, to cdl on Craydon Throy. By chance, he
asked me here to-night; so | took this as my opportunity, for the time had ripened. These men of ming'—
he waved toward Sinker and Riff—"were watching Shyvan. | cdled them in and had another do ther
duty until they returned. | expected that | might need Shyvan later.” Dunlon was arranging his papers. He
chuckled as he eyed them.

"Any one in Ontranta could have been the murderer,” laughed the supercrook. "Any of us in particular.
Throy, Arnledge or mysdf. Throy, epecidly; for | saw to that. Thanks to Rudley."

Dunlon glanced gpprovingly at the servant, who lowered his hands while he grinned.

"I went back to the penthouse and killed Rokestone," stated Dunlon, camly. "My men pitched him from
the window. | followed them down the gtairs. Asfor Gabray, he taked a bit that night when he found me
donein the jewdry store. More than | stated.

"He told me that he had an appointment with Throy. He dso asked me to ride out with him to
Grayminger. | declined; but after he had gone, | caled my competent lieutenants. They took my car to
the londy road. When Gabray arrived at his parking space on Cedar Street, he found me in his coupe. |
hed decided to go with him.

"I blackjacked Gabray outside of town, then drove his car mysdf. My men parked the coupe on the
grade crossing, while | continued on to Grayminster in my own car. None of you ever suspected that |
might have been the murderer.

"I murdered Kedley. | let witnesses see the cameo ring, for | knew that Throy owned one. | ordered my
men to intimidate Shyvan because he knew about the ring. If Throy had not asked me here that night, |
would have left the jewdry store anyway. The intimidation of Shyvan was essentid. Sending him to
Stonybrook happened to be Throy'sidea. | saw no reason for objection.”

DUNLON paused. He had finished with his documents. They lay like exhibits upon Throy's desk.
Dunlon faced his listeners, who dill stared puzzled.

"You wonder why | have said dl this?' he queried. "1 shdl tdl you. Because | intended to talk to Throy.
Since the rest of you intervened, you can ligen aso. By grabbing Shyvan, you accidentdly crimped my
game—the greatest game that any blackmailer ever played.

"Thet is my specidty. Blackmail. Posng as a reputable jewder, | go to dties where | see a suitable
vicim. | buy a store. | conduct business. Later, | sdl. But not until | have plucked some helpless fools
who livein the town where | am operating—persons who have no chance to fight me.

"I knew of Throy's Nevada dedings | came here and established mysdf, hoping to tap him for haf a
million dollars. But | redlized that my case was weak. Moreover, | saw something else. Craydon Throy
possessed severd million dollars. Given opportunity, he could increase his fortune to twenty millions. Or
more.

"Three men stood in his path. Rufe Rokestone, Lynn Galbray, James Kedley. That iswhy | killed them.
That Throy might profit. | wanted to fatten the goose; to bring Throy opportunity for many millions—
then to demand a share of those unexpected profits. And with it, | strengthened my own case. | gathered
evidence with every murder. Evidence that would terrify Throy when he saw it. | produced threats that
would make my game of blackmall ar-tight. Here, on this desk, are the weapons that | brought to ded
with Throy."

Dunlon picked up asngle paper. He held it in hisleft hand and tapped the sheet with his right forefinger.



"Throy's letter to Rokestone," declared the crook, "demanding that the Ontranta Hote be sold, with
Rokestone's refusd written at the bottom. This letter, in the hands of the law, would have placed Throy in
adifficult podtion. The letter is dmog a threat—not quite— but enough so, consdering that Rokestone's
desth looked like murder.

"Hereis the lig from Galbray's briefcase." Dunlon picked up a sheaf of papers. "Throy had the names of
various option holders who owned Grayminger property. | learned that long ago from Rudley. Throy
was holding back because he wanted to ded farly with Galbray.

"But when Gabray died, Throy went after the options himsdf. This lig would have proven most
damaging, had it been uncovered here in Throy's house. This is exactly where | could have planted
it—through Rudley—had Throy refused to ligen to my terms.

"Lag of dl"—Dunlon picked up a Sngle sheet—"we have the second page of Kedley's editorid, which
mentions Throy's Nevada dedlings. This paper, had it come to you, Fleed, would have been sufficent to
lay Kedley's desth on Throy. My whole game was iron-clad.”

Chuckling, Dunlon stacked the papers, placing Kedley's sheet on top. Smugly, he invited Throy to seat
himsdf at the desk. The millionaire obeyed.

"I had my henchmen ready," remarked Dunlon, "in case you tried to fight and seize my documents.
Paticularly, this page from Kedley's editorid. It was the red dincher; for its typing could be compared
with Kedley's other pages. Then, besdes'—another gloating chuckle— "I had Shyvan as an
ace-in-the-hole. That covers everything. It istime for terms.

"Hve million dollars, Throy. In ingdliments as you gain the money. As promissory note, you can proceed
to write out a false confesson. Tdl how you killed Rokestone, Gabray and Kedley, even though you did
not perform those deeds. | shdl dictate the detalls.”

"Suppose | refuse?' queried Throy, aoruptly.

"Then | shdl bring this evidence to light,” returned Dunlon, shaking the papers that he had stacked. "They
will come into the hands of Ontrantas next didtrict attorney. For Stephen Fleed will not be hereabouts
after to-night.”

"One moment,” protested Throy. "What do you intend to do with Fleed and Arnledge? With Shyvan,
too? Do you plan to murder them?'

"Perhaps,”" rgjoined Dunlon, in an ugly tone. "It would be to our mutud interests, Throy."

"Then | shdl not write the confession. Kill meif you want. | shdl not force these men to their doom!”
"Suppose | let them live? As part of the price?!

"Then | shdl bewilling to sgn.”

"Vay wdl. | ddl let them live”

THROY eyed Dunlon suspicioudy. The millionarres lips tightened. He knew that Dunlon's statement was
alie Yet Throy did his utmogt to vell his opinion. He looked about for paper upon which to write the
confession. Seeing none, he reached for a desk drawer. Dunlon saw the tremble of Throy's hand as the
drawer came open. Ingantly, the crook whipped out arevolver.

"Stop where you are, Throy!" he snarled. "' know that you have apistol in your desk! Rudley warned me



of it. One fase move will mean your desth!”

Throy's hand dumped back upon the desk. Cadmly, Dunlon pocketed his revolver. Sinker and Riff were
dill steady with their guns, covering Fleed and Arnledge. Rudley, meanwhile, had frisked the D.A. and
his companion. He had found agun on Fleed and had put it in his own pocket. The covered men had half
lowered thelr arms.

"Hereis paper,” sneered Dunlon, pushing blank sheets from his portfolio, "and a pen as wdl. Follow my
dictetion, Throy. If you bak, you will diel”

Throy refused to budge. Sinker and Riff leered as they watched Dunlon. The master crook thrugt his
hand toward his pocket; ready to go through with his threat of murder. Throy waited, pade but
determined. He saw Dunlon's hand stop suddenly.

Then the room filled with a quiver. A Snigter, shuddering whisper awoke echoes as some one laughed.
Fearful was that mirth that crept in from the unnoticed sde door of the room. Sinker and Riff became
rigid. Thar bulging eyes saw a menace. Dunlon whedled to stare with them.

Jugt within the portal stood a being in black. Burning eyes peered from beneeth the brim of a douch hat.
Gloved hands, thrust from a cloak, gripped mammoth automatics that covered each of Dunlon's
henchmen. Shaky fingers opened. Revolvers clattered to the floor as Sinker and Riff et them drop.

A vengeful shape, The Shadow stepped forward to dominate the center of the room. His face hidden,
save for hisblazing eyes, he appeared as a strange specter from some unknown realm of space; Dunlon
and his henchmen knew the idertity of this stranger—for they were crooks. To the others, it was some
unbelievable rescuer.

A deep hush followed the echoes of The Shadow's taunt. Staring, Dunlon faced the master foe who had
trapped him. Then, like the others present, Dunlon heard a voice. A sniger intonation that reveded the
uncanny knowledge of this master who chose to battle crime.

The Shadow was adding to the words that Dunlon had uttered. He was denouncing the evil murderer's
game, reveding that Dunlon's part had dready been learned. For The Shadow had waited for this
moment. His turn to speak had come,

CHAPTER XX. THE SHADOW SPEAKS

"YOUR crimes have faled you." The Shadow's tone was gibing as his eyes gleamed their fire upon
Dunlon. "They have faled because they were known. Even those papers that you hold are usdless. The
one upon which you most depended isfdse"

Dunlon's elbow was resting upon his shesf of documents. The second page of Kedley's editorid was
uppermogt. It was the paper to which The Shadow had referred.

"Kedley knew but little of Throy's past,” stated The Shadow. "But you, Dunlon, knew much. That is why
you entered Kedley's office and stabbed him. After that, you added to the lines that Kedley had written
on his second page. You stated facts about Throy and continued with a third page. There you stopped.

"You rolled Kedley's dead body to the floor. You lingered outsde the stairway door until persons
arived. You le them see you saize the second page, that they might note the ring which you were
wearing. A cameo which you had found in Thadwaller's stock, smilar to one which Throy had bought.”

A sudden light had come to Throy, beyond the desk. Among Dunlon's papers, he saw the edge of what



appeared to be an old sales dip. Suddenly inspired, Throy pulled it free. It was a sheet from records that
had belonged to old Thadwaler. Marked with the notation "one cameo ring" and the name of Craydon
Throy.

Dunlop had brought this with him as another exhibit; one that would be as good as Shyvan's testimony.
He had not chosen to mention it; for that had seemed to him unnecessary. But The Shadow had divined
that such a dip exigted; that it was from such a paper that Dunlon had learned of Throy's cameo. The
Shadow, however, was continuing with another statement—one that concerned Kedley's editorid.

"The proof that some other person did the typing lies in those pages in the didrict attorney's safe”
asserted The Shadow. "The semicolons and the commeas are but hdf spaced on page one. On page
three, they are fully spaced; completdly isolated. No man like Kedley would have changed his style"

FLEED was close enough to the desk to see the paper by Dunlon's elbow. He could see the change in
gpacing, near the bottom of the page - the spot where Kedley had ended and Dunlon had taken up the
work of the man whom he had murdered. As for Dunlon, he was hdf dumped at the desk. The
Shadow's recognition of this due had |eft the crook speechless.

"I saw the flaws" hissed The Shadow. "I needed to know the murderer's identity. | linked the cameo ring
with the jewdry store. | had Shyvan guarded while | came here on the night of your firgt vigt, Dunlon. |
heard four men speak that night. One lied unnecessarily. Y ou, Dunlon, were the man.

"You dlamed that you had not heard Shyvan tak with Throy, while you were in the office of your store.
I, mysdf, had beenin your store and had heard your voice through the thin partition of the office. | knew
that you must have heard Throy and Shyvan when they talked together.

"Throy covered the fact that he had owned a cameo ring. An innocent man would have taken such a
step, as wel as a guilty one. You were the plotter, Dunlop. | knew it when | went again to your store,
where my watchers were protecting Shyvan. | learned how these rogues of yours had intimidated your
cerk.”

Agan, Dunlop gaped.

"Of four men close to crime” resumed The Shadow, "I rgected three. Each with a sufficent reason.
Stephen Fleed could not be the murderer. Had he used his position to cover ways of crime, he would
have shown a more stable course in his investigations. He was one whom | immediatdy diminated from
suspicion.

"Purvis Arnledge was no crimind. His one motive would have been to ruin Throy as soon as possble.

With murder pinned on Throy, Arnledge could have profited by becoming the grestest man in Ontranta.
Therefore Arnledge—had the game been his—would have seen to it that Shyvan talked.

"Though he might have sent thugs to intimidate Shyvan, he would have done so only to drengthen
Shyvan's testimony. He, himsdlf, would have worked to have Shyvan speak immediaidy afterward.

"As for Craydon Throy"—The Shadow looked draight toward the magnate— "his action showed him
innocent. Had he been the murderer of three men, he would have ruthlesdy disposed of any other who
might have caused him trouble. He would not have ordered Shyvan's intimidation. He would have
decreed death, to slence Shyvan forever.”

In his cold andyds, The Shadow had completely cleared three men, dl of whom had a one time
suspected others of their group. The Shadow had made it evident that he had uncovered the red
murderer days ago. His next words dedlt directly with the supercrook.



"Since Craydon Throy was innocent,” hissed The Shadow, "it was plain that he had been the murderer's
target. Throy profited by your crimes, Dunlon." The Shadow paused to direct his gaze upon the crook.
"Throy profited alone. To the limit of dl that he could possibly gain by others. Y ou, the murderer, sought
gan; yet you had made no step to increase your own wedlth. To use your own words, you had fatened
Throy. Shyvan was safe; because you needed him with the documentary evidence tha you had both
golen and faked.

"I, too, had Shyvan covered. To-night, | saw you gain opportunity to dedl with Craydon Throy. Thet is
why | went to Stonybrook. To gain Shyvan from your tails; to bring him here that he might witness my
find settlement with you. Chance brought Fleed and Arnledge into the game. They were the ones who
brought Shyvan here. | dtered my plans to suit the new conditions.”

SLOWLY, The Shadow was moving toward the front door of the room. He had ignored Rudley; and
with reason. The servant had cut no figure. He had cowered besde Shyvan and the old clerk was
watching him. Shyvan's scrawny fingers were itching for a grip on Rudley's throat.

Dunlon—Sinke—Riff—those were the three whom The Shadow kept totaly at bay. They wondered
why The Shadow was retiring. The explanation came. Scraping sounds could be heard on the porch past
the closed double door.

"I have spoken at length,” intoned The Shadow, "because | had need to linger here. While | have been
recounting facts, other work has been accomplished. Those who represent the law have arrived to take
charge of culprits”

The Shadow's eyes had flashed toward Fleed. The D.A. understood. This amezing avenger had left
nothing undone. Somehow, he had sent word to the police, taking upon himsdf a task that Fleed had
unwisdly falled to perform. Fleed had been chiding himsdf because he had started off to Stonybrook with
Arnledge, and had then brought Shyvan to Throy's without informing Jerry Winson where he intended to
be.

Through Harry Vincent, The Shadow had passed word to Clyde Burke, who in turn had roused up
members of the locd police. Clyde would be able to cover it later, under the head of a myserious
telephone cdl from some unknown person. For the present, the important point was that the work had
been done.

Fleed saw The Shadow, pausng in the front doorway of the room. It was the didrict attorney's turn to
act. He knew that the scrgping sound upon the porch meant men a hand, waiting to enter should they
recaeive a cal. Fleed shouted at top pitch.

"All right, Jerry!™ he bellowed. "Weve got them! Rilein with your squad -"

The door burst inward as Fleed shouted. The D.A. ended his cry aoruptly. Men were in the doorway;
but they were nather uniformed police or badged detectives. An unexpected crew of ruffians had
responded to the cdl. Dunlon spied them and roared.

The Shadow had guessed wrong. In his campaign againg crime in Ontranta, he had underestimated one
of Dunlon's tricks. The Shadow knew that the murderer had backed his game by employing loca
hoodlums to work with Sinker and Riff. Dunlon had left the hiring of such minions to his lieutenants,
who—to cover up the chain—had passed the job to Louie Stargan.

The Shadow had broken up the locd crew. Stargan was dead; his pas wereinjal. A few, however, had
evidently escaped both The Shadow and the law. Sinker and Riff had used those remnants as a nucleus
for anew outfit of desperadoes. Three hard-faced rogues were barging through the door; behind them, a



half a dozen others. They had been posted beyond the house. Another of Josah Dunlon's orders.

ABOUT to dride from Throy's study, The Shadow had waited just long enough to witness the entry of
the men from the porch. Though posgtive that these would be officers of the law, The Shadow had not
taken it for granted. He knew the caprices of chance; and the consequent value of being dways ready.

Ovewhdming odds had suddenly arrived. A rabid crew to rescue crooks. Dunlon and his aids suddenly
released for action. In this emergency, The Shadow acted with amazing promptitude. Invading rogues
hed spied him as he whedled to meet them. Glimmering guns were swinging toward The Shadow as he
rased a defiant laugh.

That ped of fierce mirth served every purpose. It saved the lives of hepless men; for the invading horde
forgot dl others when they amed to down The Shadow. That laugh postponed the indant of commencing
gunfire for ams were changed and trigger fingers stayed. Moreover, The Shadow's mockery told men of
evil that they faced a clever foe, whose might could conquer numbers.

Split-seconds were red intervds to The Shadow. This was a time to use them. His automatics amed
draght for the double door, jogged to postion by short movements of his wrists. Smultaneoudy the two
guns roared. Bullets spat from pumping guns, in arapid, wilting fire,

Onethug sprawled forward, his revolver unused. Another staggered back, loang his gun as he flung his
ams upward. The third man dropped away, firing wildly with hiswavering hand. A bullet clipped his gun
am. He howled, and floundered to the porch. His shots had traveled wide and high. The Shadow had
not budged an inch.

Autométics kept on with their barrage. The Shadow had cleared a path to the crew beyond the trio with
whom he had firs dedlt. Thugs broke and dived for shdlter. They shouted wildy as they spread. They
were seeking new avenues of entry, to attack The Shadow, from every angle.

IN blagting away the invading crew, The Shadow had left action open for the men insde the room.
Dunlop, Sinker and Riff were more dangerous than those irregulars whom The Shadow had so quickly
scattered. But the supercrook and his two lieutenants had no wegpons in ther fists. The Shadow had
counted well upon that fact.

As Snker and Riff dived to snatch their revolvers from the floor, two desperate attackers flung
themsalves upon them: FHeed drove for Sinker; Arnledge pounced on Riff. The Shadow had counted
upon such assistance. Fleed and Arnledge had proven their competence when they had grabbed Shyvan
and bowled down Harry Vincent.

They reached Sinker and Riff before ether lieutenant could gain a gun. Brawling furioudy, the four
fighters locked in a wild meee that began as the find shots were sounding from The Shadow's
autométics. Shyvan had fdlen upon Rudley. One menace done remained.

That was Josah Dunlon. Amid the gunfire, the supercrook had dived for the end of the desk. He had
snapped his hand to his coat pocket. His eyes were bulging with mad fury as he whipped forth his
revolver. He had twigted from the paths of Fleed and Arnledge. Dunlon was starting his am for The
Shadow, just as the cloaked fighter ceased his barrage toward those on the porch.

The Shadow had expected trouble from Dunlon. He whirled about to locate the master rogue. The
Shadow was fading as he amed; but he lacked space in his doorway. He was quicker, however, than
Dunlon had anticipated. Just as the crook was set to tug revolver trigger, The Shadow's right hand
automatic loomed squarely for his eyes.



It was a dud that threatened double death. From that ingant, Dunlon could never have beaten The
Shadow to the shot; but there was a chance that he might fire amultaneoudy. The Shadow had faced
such a studion before; the fact that he lived was proof that he had aways won in the pinch. Another
moment would have told the answer on this occasion; but fate decreed tha the dud would never be
completed.

A gun roared. It was neither The Shadow's automatic nor Josiah Dunlon's revolver. The shot came from
an antique pistal gripped in the determined hand of Craydon Throy. The gray-haired magnate had shown
action of hisown. From his chair, he had snatched the weapon that lay in his haf-opened desk drawer.
He had leveled the gun a Dunlon, who was less than four feet away.

THROY'S shot stabbed Dunlon's left Sde, close to the villain's heart. The crook seemed to crumple with
the flash of the gun. His right hand wavered usdedy. His revolver wabbled as he sprawled, shoulder
fird, upon the floor, dead. The Shadow's trigger finger had stopped short. It halted because its work was
not needed. With perfect control, The Shadow had saved a shot.

Remaining bullets would be needed. Windows were ripping from other rooms, as Dunlon's outsde
henchmen sought entry to the house. The Shadow hurled the little Sde door shut and pressed the bolt.
The barrier would stop aflank attack. He sprang back to the front door of the room.

Agan, The Shadow's laugh rang fiercdly. His guns had gone benegth his cloak. He was whipping forth
fresh weapons to ded with hdf a score of foemen. A quick glance past his shoulder showed him that
Throy had sprung to aid Arnledge, who was logng ground with Riff. The Shadow saw Throy ddiver a
gun-hand wallop to Riff's skulll.

Fleed had downed Sinker; but Rudley had thrown off Shyvan and had tugged a gun from his pocket.
Rudey was taking savage am for Fleed, who stood above the mationless form of Sinker. The Shadow
jabbed his right arm within the study door. His automatic barked. Rudley howled and dropped his gun.
The Shadow had clipped the traitor's wrigt.

Then The Shadow had turned again, facing out through the big living room that fronted Throy's study. His
guns boomed as he amed for skulkers who were risng to enter the windows. Snarling foemen fired
wildy and dropped back for shelter. The Shadow's laugh rang out its chdlenge amid the echoes of his
automatics.

Asif in answer came a new barrage. Shots from off beyond the house. Sharp commands, that brought
wild ydlsfrom closer by. The Shadow stood aone, with asmoking .45 in ether fis. Belated arrivas had
come. Jerry Winson, with detectives and police, had at last reached this bel eaguered house.

The Shadow's automatics went beneath his cloak. With swift stride, he crossed the living room, swept
through the hall and opened the front door. A blackened shape, he stepped out into the night. From dl
about were spurts of gunfire, the crackle of revolvers. Cornered hoodlums were begging for mercy.
Outnumbered by the forces of the law, they were throwing away revolvers as they raised ther handsin
surrender.

The path to the front was open, for the quick outsde battle had not reached the house front. Striding
awiftly, The Shadow neared a coupe that had parked beyond a hedge, headed away from the direction
of thefind skirmish. The Shadow stepped aboard the car. He spoke to the driver, Harry Vincent. "Burke
gave the tip-off,” informed the agent. "He iswith Winson. | kept in the background. Ready for duty.”

THE SHADOW gave a whispered order. The coupe moved forward under easy urge. It gained the
corner without attracting notice. Then Harry turned the whed and opened speed. Men on the lavn heard
the spurting motor. They turned to stare, just as Craydon Throy arrived on the front porch, accompanied



by Purvis Arnledge and Stephen Fleed.

Then, amid a momentary hush, came the digant burst of a departing laugh. It was mirth that spoke of
victory; aweird crescendo of mockery that faded with a shudder upon the thickness of the murky night.
It was a token of one who was traveing far from the city of Ontranta, his work againg crime a finished
task.

Slent men stood motionless as they heard that find paean. Throy— Arnledge—Feed—not one of the
trio could speak. They recognized the power of the master who had battled to rescue them and lay bare
the machinations of a supercrook.

Josiah Dunlon had gone to a deserved doom, his schemes unraveled by The Shadow. The three who had
escaped the villain's tails could find no words to utter. The Shadow's laugh of triumph had told all.

THE END



