PARTNERS OF PERI L
by Maxwel | G ant

As originally published in "The Shadow Magazi ne," Novenber 1, 1936.

Partners of Peril play a dangerous gane. But it is The Shadow who nakes
the final nmove that blasts to bits the plans of the unknown power of evil!

CHAPTER |
BREATH OF DOOM

THE tall gray-haired man who entered the Cobalt C ub was badly
fri ght ened.

He wal ked through the ornate foyer with al nost cringing haste. But when he
reached the doorway of the | ounge room he stopped and forced hinmself to act
nmore calmy. He glanced hopefully around, as though searching for sone
reassuring face that would ease the fear that was fl ooding his rather spare
wel | - dressed body.

He was | ooking for Police Comm ssioner Weston. At headquarters, they said
that Weston had left a few mnutes earlier and had probably gone to the Cobalt
d ub.

The gray-haired man had to see Weston. He was afraid to open his nouth to
any one el se. To-night he knew he was marked for nmurder! Death before
m dni ght !

The man wal ked quickly toward the Cobalt O ub's desk and spoke in a | ow,
guarded voice to the attendant. He hid his fear. He even managed a cool smle
as he asked for Ral ph Weston

The attendant told himthat the police conm ssioner was not there.

"Perhaps if you tried his home, M. Harrington -"

He turned toward a row of discreetly closed phone booths. There was a
strained smle on his pale face as he nodded to nmenbers of the club who sat
idly about in confortable chairs. He congratul ated hinself on his control of
hi s nerves. Nobody suspected anything was amiss with the tall M. Harrington

He was wong. Sonebody did suspect. The nman who suspected was uttering a
barel y audi bl e chuckl e behind the spread pages of a newspaper. Apparently, he
was not even | ooking at Harrington. But his eyes had noted Harrington's panic
the nonent the fell ow had cone in fromthe foyer.

THE cl ubrman with the newspaper was Lanmont Cranston. Tall, well -bred,
qui et, his outer appearance gave no hint of his keenness and strength. To
Harrington, he had al ways seened a wealthy and not very sociable clubman. His
hawk nose and burning eyes were screened at the nonent by the spread
newspaper .

Harrington, in his extrenity of fear, would have thought it a waste of
time to have asked Lanont Cranston's hel p against a nysterious murder threat.
Yet Lanmont Cranston, whom he was passing with a faint nod, was the only man on
earth who coul d have hel ped him

Lanmont Cranston was The Shadow

For a week, he had been aware that Reed Harrington's life was in peri
from some unknown source. He knew fromthe reports of his agents that
Harri ngton had changed his residence three times in the course of the | ast
fortnight.

The Shadow had not yet acted on the information he had gathered, because
there was no definite clue upon which to base a nove. The Shadow never acted
wi t hout | ogi cal reason.

Harrington was already closed in a tel ephone booth. He was talking in a



| ow voice. He called the home of Comm ssioner Weston and swore fretfully when
he was told that Weston was still away. He was unaware that Lamont Cranston
had
left his chair and was quietly listening in the adjoining booth.

"Tell himthat M. Reed Harrington tel ephoned about a matter of the
ut nost

i mportance, " he whispered, shakily. "I - | prefer not to mention nmy present
address. I'Il call the conmmi ssioner back, later. Please ask himto wait at
horre

until he hears fromne."

Cranston's sharp ears heard the whispered words with crystal clarity. His
face was turned toward the inner side of the booth, so that his ear rested
lightly against the frail connecting panel. Had Harrington noticed himat all,
he woul d have seen nerely the dark, inconspicuous back of a fellow club
nmenber .

He woul d have seen the receiver pressed lightly to Cranston's right car, as
t hough he were waiting patiently for a | azy operator

But Harrington was not even aware that a man was closeted in the booth
al ongside his. Fear for his own physical safety drove all other considerations
fromhis tortured mnd

Deat h! M dni ght was the deadline! In Heaven's nane, he thought shakily,
who was behind this nightmare threat - and why? \Wat coul d he possibly have
done, whom coul d he have possibly harned?

He left the Cobalt Club with a quick, anxious stride. The usual row of
taxis was in front under the ornate canopy. Harrington hurried to the head of
the Iine and junped in the cab with funbling haste.

THE cab had barely left the curb when Lanont Cranston appeared. He
qui ckened his leisurely step as he saw the first cab draw away. Sonething |ike
a rueful snile passed across his lips, as he hurried to the second cab

"WAs that M. Harrington who just |eft?"

"Yeah. "

"Dash it! | wanted to talk to him That fool attendant told ne he was
down
inthe grillroom"

He stepped into the taxi and cl osed the door with a mldly exasperated
gesture. "Follow him please. I'll have to talk to himat his home, |
suppose. "

"O K, M. Cranston."

The cab got under way. Harrington's taxi was a dark blur down the avenue
and Cranston | eaned forward.

"Ch, by the way, you'd better keep that cab of his in sight. 1've
forgotten where Harrington lives, he's noved to sonme new address. Just nake
sure you don't lose track of him eh?"

He chuckl ed good-hunoredly. "A rather amusing situation. Makes nme fee
alnost |ike a detective."

The driver |aughed at the thought of the tall, immuacul ately dressed and
rat her peaceful M. Cranston as a detective.

"I don't think crook-chasing woul d appeal to a gentlenen like you, sir.

"No," Cranston sniled. "I suppose not."

He | eaned back, apparently bored at the whol e business. But his profile
was bent forward so that he could survey the dark avenue ahead and observe the
course of the cab he was followi ng. Traffic weaved in and out between pursuer
and pursued. But the thought of a generous tip fromhis swanky fare kept
Cranston's chauffeur on the alert.

Suddenly Cranston saw something that stiffened himon his seat and
br ought
a quick tension into his narrowed eyes. Sone one el se was interested in the
nmoverments of the furtive M. Harrington to-night! A snmall blue sedan seened to



be keeping rather close to the rear of the speeding cab ahead.

As the cab and the bl ue sedan passed under a street |anp, Cranston saw
that there were two nen in the sedan, but it was inpossible to distinguish
t hem
clearly.

Fromthe fact that Harrington's cab nmade no effort to increase its pace,
Cranston was certain that the fleeing man was unaware of any surveill ance.
Taxi
and sedan passed a green traffic light - which i mediately, to the annoyance
of
Cranston's chauffeur, changed to red.

"Nerts!" the hacker growl ed. "W're gonna |lose M. Harrington, sir."

But his fare smiled softly. "It's all right. You' ve earned your tip. |
notice that the cab has stopped at that tall apartment mdway through the next
bl ock. You've done excellently."

As Cranston spoke, he was |eaning forward, his eyes on the blue sedan. It
had sl owed up as Harrington's taxi slid to a halt at the curb. Now it
i ncreased
its pace and continued down the dark avenue. It turned a corner and vani shed.

"I"1l get out here," Cranston said, suddenly.

He paid off his driver and added a pleasant tip, a sumexpected from him
as the wealthy and generous Lanont Cranston. A nonent |ater, he had crossed
t he
street on foot and was approaching the entrance of the tall apartnent house
into
whi ch Reed Harrington had hurried with a quick step

CRANSTON S eyes renmai ned on the corner beyond, rather than the entrance
of
the building itself. He rather expected some one to appear around that corner
on
foot, nor was he disappointed. It was the man who had ridden beside the driver
of the nysterious blue sedan. Cranston had only a vague picture of the blur of
the fellow s face, but he had nenorized the bul k of the sloped, heavy
shoul der s
encased in a gray-checked suit, and he was quietly certain that this was the
same man.

The sedan had evidently pulled up around the corner and let this nman out
to resume his nysterious surveillance in front of the house in which
Harri ngt on
l'ived.

They passed alnost in front of the canopied entrance. Cranston observed
the fleshy face, the thick, brutish hands. "Thug!" his m nd whispered
instantly. "Qun-bulge on his hip, too!"

The fellow s face was utterly unknown to him Perhaps a snmall fry in the
world of crime, or else a gunman inported into New York fromthe outside. Had
he been otherw se, the sharp eyes of The Shadow, possessed of vast and
accurate
i nformati on concerning the vicious personalities that dom nated Manhattan's
underworl d, would have inmediately identified this shrewd trailer of a
fri ght ened man.

Cranston lounged quietly into the | obby of the apartment house. The
swi tchboard was enpty; evidently the man on duty had taken Reed Harrington
upstairs in the elevator. In an instant, the sharp eyes of The Shadow were
scanning swiftly the open pigeon-holes that contained mail for the tenants. He
noted Harrington's nane neatly typed on a slip of paper bel ow one of the
conpartnents on the bottomrow. The suite nunber, not the name, was what
i mpressed him

He coul d hear the faint whine of the descending el evator and he hurried



noi sel essly across the deserted foyer and dashed up the shady stairs. He was
perfectly satisfied with the way things were going. He knew exactly where
Harrington was - and his own presence in the building was unguessed. He
ascended the shadowy stairs to the eleventh floor

Harrington's door was two renoved fromthe end of the hall. The end
itself
was cl osed off by the fire door through which Cranston had just appeared. He
returned noiselessly to the staircase and opened a w ndow.

Qutside in the darkness was a high-walled stone terrace formed by the
set back arrangenment of the buil ding. The Shadow | aughed quietly. Bent |ow |like
a flitting waith, he crossed under one w ndow wi t hout sound, and approached
t he second.

WTH his eye carefully lifted to the | ower corner of the w ndow, The
Shadow was able to see inside a | arge, high-ceilinged room Reed Harrington
was
in that room seated at a | ow desk. He didn't notice the cal mgaze that took
in
at a single glance every detail of hinmself and the roomin which he sat.
Harrington was slunped in abject fear. He groaned and held his head in his
hands.

Finally he rose to his feet and wal ked with jerky haste to a tel ephone in
the far corner of the room As he turned his back, the alert hand of The
Shadow
rai sed the sash of the unlocked wi ndow so that it noved a half inch or so
upward. The Shadow s sharp ear listened to the trenbling voice of Reed
Harrington. The nman was again calling the home of Ral ph Weston, comm ssioner
of
pol i ce.

The Shadow knew that nunber as well as his own. As Lanmpont Cranston, he
had
of ten been an honored guest at Weston's hone. The two were excellent friends,
al t hough never for a nmonent had Weston ever suspected that this tall,
wel | - groomed clubman with the pleasant smile and rather piercing eyes was, in
fact, the grimavenger of crime that police and crooks alike knew only by the
gri m pseudonym of The Shadow.

Cranston's | ean body tensed, as he heard the frightened hiss of
Harrington's words on the tel ephone.

"Comm ssi oner Weston?... Thank God! |'ve got to see you right away...
Murder! Some one has threatened to kill ne before midnight to-night. It's
ten-thirty now and | have a queer feeling that people are following ne... No,
I
don't know why. |'ve got to have police protection... Visit you right away?
Good. . .."

As Harrington turned fromthe phone he stood stock-still for an instant,
his face suddenly pale. Hi s eyes had noted the open crack at the bottom of the
wi ndow.

The wi ndow had been cl osed when he entered the room Harrington was
certain of it. Hs hand jerked fromhis pocket with a snmall automatic pistol
He tiptoed to the window, lifted it, stared at the shadowy expanse of the
narrow terrace outside. There was no one there.

Harrington sighed, and replaced the gun in his pocket with a shaking
hand.

He was letting his nerves get the better of him he thought. He had no idea at
all that The Shadow had |istened, had heard all he wanted to know - and was
now

gone, hurrying like a dark spectre through the bl ackness of Manhattan toward

t he

hone of Ral ph Weston, conm ssioner of police.



CHAPTER |
TWO M NUTES TO M DNI GHT

RALPH WESTON sniled at the tall, handsonme gentl enan whom a servant had
just conducted into his study.

"How are you, Cranston? Nice of you to drop in."

Lanont Cranston sniled, shook hands with the conmm ssioner and the short,
stocky man with whom Weston had been tal king. "Hello, Cardona."

Joe Cardona was an ace detective in the police department. Wston
depended
upon and trusted Joe nore than any other man under his command. Both were good
friends of this tall clubman who took a sort of amateur interest in police
af fairs and had occasionally hel ped Weston with a suggestion or two in past
cases into which, seem ngly, he had been accidentally drawn. That this affable
gentl eman with the keen eyes coul d be The Shadow woul d have seened utterly
ridiculous to the two men with whom now he was idly conversing.

"Anything new in the way of crinme?" Cranston chuckl ed.

Weston stared, and Cardona said gruffly: "Wy do you ask that?"
"Perfectly sinple,"” Cranston murmured. "1 find Weston | ooking worried,
glancing at his watch as though he expects another visitor. | find Joe Cardona

here -"

"Joe's presence is purely accidental ," Wston replied, slowy.
"Neverthel ess, there is sonething queer in the wind. Do you know a man naned
Reed Harrington, a nenber of the Cobalt C ub?"

"Slightly. Just say hello occasionally and that sort of thing. Wy?"

"He's coming here to see ne. Called ne on the phone a little while ago

and

seened frightened to death. Says sone one has threatened to kill himto-night.
So | asked Cardona to wait here until Harrington arrives, and see if we can't
di scover just what all this nonsense is -"

THE conmi ssi oner broke off short. The front doorbell was ringing. It was
a
short, nervous peal, repeated instantly as though the man whose finger was on
the button could hardly wait for the arrival of the servant.

"That will be Harrington, | expect," Weston remarked, quietly.

Lanont Cranston lighted a cigarette; his whol e appearance was that of a
man very mldly interested in all this talk of fear and death.

Harrington cane abruptly into the roomand the servant bowed and
wi t hdr ew.

"Thank Heaven |'ve finally | ocated you, conm ssioner!" Harrington burst
out. "I -" He noticed the two other men and stopped talking.

"This is Joe Cardona,"” Weston said, his eyes studying the countenance of
the frightened man. "Cardona is one of ny best detectives. | believe you know
M. Lanont Cranston? A fellow nenber of yours at the Cobalt Cub."

"Ch - yes. Sorry to have come in so abruptly, gentlenmen, but the fact is
I"'mterribly worried! My Iife has been threatened and I - | -"

"Perhaps you'd rather talk privately with the comm ssioner and Cardona?"
Cranston suggested, politely.

"No. You may be able to help nme. Have you ever noticed anybody shadow ng
me lately to and fromthe Cobalt C ub?"

"Can't say that | have," Cranston replied. "But then |I'mnot very
observant, | fear." He | aughed ruefully.

Harrington accepted nervously the cigar that Wston handed him Under the
expert questioning of the conm ssioner, he began to talk in short jerky
sentences. Cardona listened, his face intent. So did Cranston. But the



latter's
eyes were veiled, al nost closed.

Harrington's story was confused and vague. A harsh and utterly unknown
voi ce had warned himthree times over the tel ephone in the past week that he
was doored to die. No reason, no explanation - nothing except a viciously
grow ed warni ng and a broken connection. To-night the voice had added a single
sentence to the veiled threat. "You will die this evening," it said with ugly
clarity over the wire. "Before mdnight!"

Instinctively, all three listeners glanced at the ornate clock in
Weston' s
study. The hands pointed to a quarter of eleven.

West on and Cardona began to ask eager questions, designed to pick out
from
the fog with which the whole affair seemed to be shrouded, the nane of sone
personal eneny or enenies of Reed Harrington. But the frightened man shook his
head. He knew no man who had cause to wi sh himdead, and he was positive that
he had done nothing to set a crininal gang of killers on his trail

He could think of only three or four people who m ght have even a renote
interest in his activities. One of themwas his business partner, a man naned
Arnold Kling. Another was a chemical manufacturer named Sinon Todd. Still
others were Thomas Porter and his son Ray. Al of themwere nerely business
associ ates, forner partners - things |like that.

Harrington explained that his interest lay in joint companies, business
nmergers and the like. The Porters and Kling and Todd had formerly been
associated with himin a chem cal manufacturing plant in MIlcote, New Jersey.

"I mention the Porters," he said, grimy, "because | have never quite
liked or trusted either the father or the son. However, | still can't see why
they or any one else, for that matter, should want ne killed."

VWESTON produced paper and pencil and wote down the nanes that Harrington
had disclosed. He didn't seemparticularly excited, nor did Cardona. Both of
them had run into frightened nmen before; sonetines the fear was justified
nor e
often not.

But Lamont Cranston carefully menorized those nanes behind the veil of
hi s
| azy cigarette snoke. Sinon Todd of MIIlcote, New Jersey, forner partner and
now
conpl ete owner of the MIIlcote Chenical Corporation. Ray and Thomas Porter
Arnold Kling - who, like Harrington, had sold out his interest in the MIllcote
firm The information seened prosaic, not worth mentioning. But to the ears of
The Shadow, nothing was too trivial to be recorded and | ater investigated.

He rose now, yawning a little. "I"mafraid this problemis too rmuch for
me, gentlenen. If you'll excuse ne, |I'll be nmoving al ong."

He bowed, shook hands and withdrew. Qutside, he saw a figure who m ght or
m ght not be watchi ng Conmi ssioner Weston's house, but the tall, inperturbable

Cranston did not stop to investigate. He had other things to do - urgent and
i nportant matters that concerned the bodily safety of the unfortunate M.
Harri ngt on

Fifteen mnutes |later, Lanont Cranston had vani shed fromthe streets of
Manhattan as if he had stepped into another world. It was a world of silence,
of bl ackness that was deep and inpenetrable. It was a retreat withdrawn from
the distant clanmor of the city. A room whose existence no one knew except The
Shadow.

A faint peal of |aughter was the only evidence that a human bei ng was
within that room The [ augh was proof that The Shadow had returned to his
sanct um

Under the faint bluish glow of a single |anp, a black-clad arm reached
forward across a polished desk top. A spot of illumnation glowed and the



probi ng hand returned noiselessly, a pair of headphones in its grasp. The
phones were placed quickly over the shrouded head.

For an instant, a private wire hummed with faint murmuring. Then - curt,
brief, respectful - a voice sounded: "Burbank speaking."

Bur bank was The Shadow s trusted contact man. All orders passed through
himand were relayed and transmitted to the clever agents who served The
Shadow
and obeyed his wi shes.

"Report," The Shadow whi sper ed.

"Harry Vincent at Hotel Metrolite. Cyde Burke at newspaper office. Both
notified to stand by."

"Good," The Shadow said, quietly. "No further orders for Vincent. Burke

to
go to police headquarters and await possible call from honme of Reed
Harrington. "

"Orders received and understood," the dry voice on the wire replied.

"Repeat Harrington's address.”

Bur bank repeated it.

"That is all."

The tiny light went out. The headphones were replaced. In the vel vet
bl ackness of the rooma faint |augh echoed. The Shadow had no idea, as yet,
what the mysterious force was that threatened the life of Reed Harrington, but
the wheels to stop crine were already turning. Cardona would be able to watch
over Harrington until the deadline of m dnight had passed. C yde Burke, an
experi enced newspaperman, woul d be on the nove to represent The Shadow.

Meantime, there were docunments to be studied, nanes to be investigated in
order to find out nore definitely where the threat against Harrington had
ori ginated. The bl ack-gl oved hand of The Shadow drew paper toward him On the
paper he wote in quick succession the names of four nen:

Si non Todd
Thomas Porter
Ray Porter
Arnol d Kling

The nanes were visible in the glow of the blue Ianp for only an instant.
They faded one by one, beginning with the first name inscribed. Presently they
were all gone, faded out into invisibility as the peculiar ink that The Shadow
used dried on the paper

But in the brain of The Shadow those nanes remai ned fresh and unfaded.

JOE CARDONA sat in an easy-chair, watching Reed Harrington. He felt
grimy
annoyed by this assignment. To Joe's matter-of-fact mnd, the whol e business
of
the threat and Harrington's terror was so much bunk. He knew that Comm ssioner
Weston felt the sane way.

But Weston had sent Cardona and two detectives to guard Harrington for
t he
remai nder of the night, in case there mght be sonmething nore to this strange
story than the phobia and worry of a tired and overwor ked busi nessnan.

Wal sh and Garrity, the men whom Cardona had brought with him were
stationed outside in the hall. They commanded a view of the apartnent door
t he
el evator shaft, as well as the fire stairs that connected with the | obby
downstairs.

Cardona's gl ance alternated between the haggard face of Harrington and
t he
wi ndow. He had al ready | ocked the wi ndow. He made sure while he did so that



there was no possible killer lurking outside on the terrace framed by the
setback of the tall building wall.

Joe glanced at the clock and saw that it was now five mnutes to
m dni ght .

He yawned, lighted a cigar and offered Harrington one with gruff good nature.
"Have a snoke on nme. You'll feel a lot better in five mnutes."”

Harrington smiled wanly. "Thanks, |I'Il snoke one of my own. They're
mlder." He lighted up and sat alertly watching the tel ephone on his desk. "I
have an uneasy feeling I'lIl get one |ast nmessage,"” he said, shakily, "before -
before -"

"Rats!" Cardona snapped. "Don't let this thing get you down. If you ask
me, the whole thing is a practical joke. | knew a guy once -"

The abrupt ringing of the tel ephone cut short Cardona's reassuring
mur nmur .

In an instant, the stocky detective was on his feet, noving toward the
instrument. But fast as he was, Harrington was faster. His pale face was
ghastly.

"Il take it. If it's the - sane voice, maybe you can skip outside and
trace the call on another phone."

He left his cigar at the ash tray beside his chair and picked up the
recei ver. Cardona, standing closely beside him could hear the metallic sound
of the voice on the wre.

"Hello. Is this M. Reed Harrington?"

He gl anced toward Cardona. The detective was watching the wi ndow |like a
hawk, his gun in his big hand. Suddenly, Harrington clutched at the
detective's
sl eeve. Hi s hand was clawl i ke. Cardona whirled, puzzled by the queer | ook of
t he
man beside him

Harrington's |l eft hand had dropped the receiver. He was turning slowy on
his heel, staggering slightly. He tried to whisper sonething, but the words
stuck in his throat with a horrible gurgling. Suddenly, he pitched forward and
slipped through Cardona's grasp to the floor

Hi s eyes were bulging, glassy. He twitched feebly and stiffened. Then
there was no further nmovement.

CARDONA' S ear pressed against the stilled heart for an instant, then he
was up like an arrow and reaching for the dangling receiver. But the |line was
enpty. The unknown caller had hung up at the other end.

Qui ckly, Joe called the operator, shot her his name with brisk clarity,
asked for a tracer on the nunber.

The thing was done with well oiled police efficiency. The call was traced
to a public booth in a drug store not ten bl ocks away from Harrington's
apartment. A policeman rushed fromhis alarmbox to the spot - and found
not hi ng. The nan was gone. The clerk in the store hadn't noticed any one, had
no i dea who mi ght have nmade the call.

Al this took place while Cardona and the two di cks, Walsh and Garrity,
were conferring in grimhaste over the body of the dead Harrington
Apparently,
not hi ng had happened except the nysterious phone-call. But how could a nere
tel ephone call kill a man?

Wal sh and Garrity had seen nothing suspicious in the hall outside.

Car dona

was positive that the nysterious death that had felled Harrington had not
reached himby way of the bal cony wi ndow. Yet Harrington was stone dead, as he
had dreaded and expect ed.

In spite of hinself, Cardona shivered a little as he glanced at the clock
on Harrington's desk. The killing had occurred before the deadline of mni dnight
had been crossed. The hands of the clock seenmed to glisten nockingly as they



pointed to two mnutes of m dnight!

CHAPTER 1 |
DEEP WATER

THE face of Reed Harrington had undergone a swift and horrible
transformation. His skin was winkled and faintly blue Iike the |eathery
features of an enbal med mummy. Hi s body was tw sted and shrunken |ike a
hunchback' s.

The stolid Garrity, who had rushed inside at Cardona's sunmons, uttered
an
awed excl amati on and pointed at the corpse with a tremul ous forefinger

"CGolly, Joe - look at him"

But Cardona was again on the phone, this tinme calling police headquarters
in an even voice. Wen he hung up, he exami ned the body with swift energy.
Undoubt edl y poi son. But what sw ft-dealing agency? And how admi ni stered?

He sniffed the still |ips and detected a peculiar odor - the queerly
cl ean
snel |l of ozone. Joe was familiar with that odor; he had snmelled it in the air
after thunderstorms. He knew it cane from nol ecul es of oxygen, broken up by
t he
passage of a powerful electric current. But where had the current been in the
roon? There had been nothing |ike that at the nmonent of the phone call. And if
not electricity, what had killed Reed Harrington with such startling
suddenness?

Joe wal ked about the roomw th quick, catlike steps. The burned cigar
t hat
Harrington had left in the ash tray interested him but he could see no
connection with murder. Joe hinself had been snoking a cigar at the fata
nonent .

There was a small safe in the corner. Joe fiddled with gl oves hands at
t he
dials, but was unable to open it. He decided to call in a police expert
wi t hout
del ay. Perhaps the safe contained a clue to this nysterious crine.

He went back to the body and again sniffed at the man's lips. This tine,
the result was unexpectedly horrible. Putrefaction had already set in. The
odor
of decay was over powering. Watever had happened to the unfortunate Harrington
had al ready begun to rot his internal organs.

To the matter-of-fact Cardona, the electricity hypothesis seened
farfetched. Poison! But what and how? He was back to the sanme ol d hel pl ess
guesti ons.

To add to Joe's confusion, there was a canary chirping away in an
uncovered cage in the corner. Wiy had not the bird died and Joe hinsel f? Both
had been in the roomat the time of the attack. How could a sinister gas death
single out one particular victimand fell himw thout harmto other |iving
bei ngs?

Joe was still frowning when the headquarters nmen arrived. Wth them cane
t he nedi cal exam ner and a man whom Cardona recogni zed with a quick snile
Thi s
new arrival was a newspaper reporter, one of the best in the city. He was
d yde
Bur ke.

The Shadow s curt sunmons had brought Cyde hurrying to police
headquarters, and he was there when the call fromHarrington's apartnment had
cone through. Cardona liked and respected C yde because he was a
squar e- shoot er



and a good reporter. But never for a nmonent did Cardona suspect the real truth

that Cyde was a trusted agent of The Shadow.

THE nedi cal exam ner rose from beside the body. He | ooked unhappy and
baf f | ed.

"Wl |l ?" Joe snapped. "Wiat was it? Poison?"

"Yes. Look at him Twi sted all together as though he had swal | owed sone
powerful corrosive acid! H's insides are already in an advanced state of
putrefaction. We'll have to hurry himdowntown for the autopsy, or we'll be
t oo
|ate for an analysis of his vital organs.™

He stared at the cigar butt in the ash tray and at the dead one in Joe's
broad fingers.

"Did you both snoke fromthe same box?"

"No. | smoked one of my own. | thought of that possibility. But | stil
can't see how a vaporizing cigar could kill a man like that."

"That's a job for ne," the medical examiner said. "I'Il take the butt and
the rest of the box."

"I don't think it will do nuch good," Cyde Burke said, quietly. "If he
was actually poisoned by that cigar, it's nmy hunch the rest in the box wll
turn out perfectly harmess.”

He pointed to the square wooden contai ner

"Harrington snmoked the last one in the top row. Looks |like a new box. M
guess is that the nurderer arranged things beforehand, so that Harrington
woul d
snoke that and no other."

Cardona's face | ooked pale for an instant. "He offered ne one and
refused. If | had taken it -"

"You, and not Harrington, would be twisted on the floor right now " Cyde
said, slowy. "Maybe I'mwong, but that's nmy guess."

Two nen advanced fromthe doorway with a w cker basket. The corpse was
t aken away. The medi cal examiner followed with a brisk tread. He had been at a
t housand such scenes. Harrington was to himjust another case to be unravel ed
in the police | aboratory.

Cardona gl anced at the finger-print man inquiringly.

"No prints,"” the man said. "I've taken a | ot of photos, but nost of them
are clever snudges. | don't think the killer left a single trace."

"See if you can open the safe, Garrity."

But the safe remai ned i nmpregnable. Cardona growl ed softly in his throat
and wi shed the department safe expert would hurry up. He was itching to get
hi s
hands i nside and find out what docunments or papers the safe contained.

Suddenly, Joe's head lifted sharply. Fromthe hall outside the apartment
cane a shrill sound. The frightened screamof a woman! Instantly, Cardona
sprang toward the partly opened door of the suite. But quick as he was, he was
behi nd O yde Burke. The reporter was out in the hall before Joe reached the
door.

A man was advancing grimy down the dimy lighted hallway fromthe
direction of the fire door at the end of the corridor. Wiggling helplessly in
his grasp was a very pretty girl. The man was Wl sh, whom Cardona had ordered
to search outside for possible clues.

"I found this dame hidin' on the fire stairs,"” Wal sh panted. "She tried
to
scram when | sneaked up on her."

"Good work. Bring her inside," Cardona said.

Hi s eyes glistened with satisfaction. This was the first definite break
since the whole nysterious affair had started.



CLYDE BURKE eyed the girl keenly. She didn't |ook like a crook or a
crimnal. Tall, slim blonde, she was utterly lovely in spite of her obvious
fright. She suggested bridle paths, notor boats, fast cars, rather than a grim
room where a dead man had lain a few nonments before.

"What's your nane?" Cardona snhapped.

"Ml ly Harrington."

"HmMmm Any relation to the dead man?"

"Dead?" Her |ovely face had been pale, but nowit grew whiter than paper
She swayed and C yde supported her for a nonment until she regai ned her
sel f - possessi on.

"Thank you," she said, gaspingly.

Clyde | ooked at Cardona and the |l atter nodded inperceptibly. The
newspaper
reporter took up the questioning. Cyde had a synpathetic manner wth
suspects,
that sometinmes brought better results than the brusque queries of Cardona.

Mol 'y Harrington shuddered and began to tal k. Her explanation of her
presence was sinple. A niece of the dead man, she had suspected that there was
somet hing wong with her uncle. He had been frightened and worried. She knew
he
had received threats, because she had had a phone call fromhimtelling her
so.

She had decided to call on himand beg himto retain a private detective to
guard him

"When | arrived to-night," she said, sobbing, "it was to find a crowd in
front of the | obby and police cars at the curb. | was terrified to think that
somet hi ng awful m ght have happened to Uncle Reed. | sneaked up the fire

stairs. | didn't want to be drawn into the case. And | thought that possibly I
m ght - mght -"

"Find some hint or clue by yourself," Cyde asked gently, "that m ght
expl ai n what had happened to-night to your uncle?"

"Yes. That's the truth! | ask you to believe it."

"You say your uncle phoned you about this peril to his |life?" Cardona
muttered. Unlike Cyde, his voice was hard and suspicious. It seenmed to him
that the girl's story was far too thin to be convincing.

"My uncle not only phoned ne," Mlly Harrington said, faintly - "he sent
me a rather disturbing note."

"You have it with you?"

"Yes. In ny hand bag."

She opened the bag and passed a crunpl ed sheet of paper to the
serious-faced detective. Cyde Burke read it over Cardona's shoul der

"Harrington wote that," he stated, positively. "I've examnm ned speci nmens
of his handwiting on the desk and this matches his witing exactly. | think
M ss Harrington is telling the truth."

"Maybe, " Cardona grunted. "Sorry to have to detain you m ss. Your story
may be O K ; this note may be on the level, but 1've got to do sonme checking
on
you and your presence out in that fire hall. If you're innocent, you've got
nothing to worry about."

The note taken from Mol ly's hand bag read as foll ows:

DEAR MOLLY:

| feel so horribly alone, hemred in, helpless. Arnold Kling says he has
been threatened, too, but |I haven't been able to get in touch with him If |
can't trust Kling, who in God's nane can |? Wn't you conme over please and
tal k
to ne? 1've been trying to avoid every one - but | can't go on like this. 1"l
go mad if 1 do. UNCLE REED



CLYDE BURKE, who had al ready been notified, through Burbank, of the
prelimnary list of suspects gathered by The Shadow, turned four nanes over in
his mnd while Cardona stared at him Arnold Kl ing was one. The others were
Si ron Todd, and a father and son named Thonmas and Ray Porter.

"You know anyt hing definite about this Arnold Kling nmentioned in the
note?" Cyde asked the trenbling girl

"Not very nmuch. He and ny uncle were formerly associated in the MIllcote
Chemical Corporation, a huge industrial plant in |ower New Jersey. They sold
out to a man naned Todd and went into the rubber business."

"When?"

"A few nont hs ago."

"Why did they sell out to Todd? Didn't they like hin®"

"Ch, yes. It wasn't Todd. It was the other two nen in the conbine. Thomas
Porter and his son. My uncle disliked the Porters so much that he sold out to
get away fromthem He never told ne what it was all about. But he did say
t hat
the Porters had started anot her chem cal business of their own and were now
conpeting with Todd."

"I see," dyde nurnured. "Do you happen to know where these Porters
[ive?"

"They have an estate in New Jersey."

"And Arnold Kling?"

"He lives up in Westchester. In Tuckahoe, | think."

"Thank you. You've been very hel pful," dyde said. He turned to Cardona.
"Looks like it would be a good bet to get a line on these Porters and this
fellow Kling w thout delay."

"Yeah," Joe replied, curtly. "Especially Kling. He ought to know plenty
about this whole mx-up."

There was a sudden ring at the apartnent doorbell. There seened to be a
slight scuffle at the door

Garrity's voice was lifted angrily in argunent with some one

"Hey - you can't push in here, mster! Wo are you and what do you want ?"

"I want to see Reed Harrington," a shrill, excited voice demanded. "I
t el ephoned hi mto-ni ght because he told me he was in terrible danger! Before
could say a dozen words, the connection was broken! |Is he -"

Cardona's face was staring grimy toward the [ong hallway. "Bring that
man
in here, Garrity!" he roared.

The visitor was a smallish man, scared-I|ooking, yet sonehow defiant under
t he gaze of Cardona and C yde Burke.

"Did you say you tel ephoned Harrington Reed, about a half hour ago?"

Car dona demanded

Yes. "
"What's your nane?"
"Arnold Kling," the little man whi spered, unsteadily. "I'm M.

Harrington's friend and partner."

CHAPTER | V
BEHI ND THE CURTAI N

FOR an instant, there was utter silence in the room
Cardona said, very softly, "Kling, eh? You're just the man | want to
see. "
Kling didn't pay nmuch attention to the detective. He was watching the
girl
t hr ough narrowed eyes.
"Harrington's niece! Wat's she doing here? Was she here when Harrington



was killed?"

"How do you know he was killed?" Mlly Harrington queried, hotly.

He | ooked at her and his frightened face turned definitely nasty. "Are
you
accusi ng me of having sonmething to do with his rurder?"

Bef ore she girl could answer, C yde Burke interposed a dry remark. "You
must have had sone good reason for appearing here to-night, M. Kling. Did you
have an appointrment with Mol ly's uncle?"

Again the little man's eyes narrowed. "Not exactly. You see, | called up
to-ni ght on the tel ephone. Harrington cut off so abruptly that | figured
somet hi ng was wong and hurried over."

Cardona said, grimy, "Wait a mnute, Cyde. There's sonething fishy
about
all this. Let me do the tal king."

He pushed the suspect toward a chair under a bright light. Kling |icked
his lips. He had lost his nomentary conposure. Hi s hands trenbl ed badly.

"Sit down where | can have a good | ook at you," Cardona grow ed

The drapes in the outer roomseenmed to sway slightly, but no one noticed.
Al eyes were concentrated on the countenance of Kling, who tightened his
trenbling lips and stared back at the square-cut face of Cardona.

The swaying curtain in the doorway was now notionless. It was made of
heavy velvet and hung in straight vertical folds. Behind those folds was a
listening figure. A hawk-nosed figure that was dressed fromhead to foot in
conceal i ng bl ack

The Shadow was taking a hand in this unsolved tragedy. He had entered the
apartment alnost on the heels of Arnold Kling. Detective Garrity, upset by the
sudden visit of the partner of the dead man, had hustled himinto the
apartment, forgetting in his excitement to close the outer door

Through that narrow opening a dark figure had glided. Hi s notions were
rapi d, yet noiseless. The Shadow had turned sharply into a di m bedroom
crossed
the rug in three rapid strides and reached the concealing drapes that
separ at ed
t he bedroom fromthe study.

The whol e thing was acconplished in the short time it took Garrity to
hustl e his prisoner to the study and to return through the hallway to the
out er
door.

THE SHADOW S ears and eyes m ssed nothing of the scene to which he had
made hinmself an uninvited onl ooker. Hi s black slouch hat was drawn | ow over
hi s
forehead, so that only the fierce glow of his deepset eyes showed. A bl ack
cl oak
covered his tall formfromhead to foot. The hands, too, were gl oved,

i nvi si bl e
where they rested lightly against the inner fold of the curtain.

The Shadow listened intently. He heard wi thout expression the crisp voice
of Joe Cardona:

"You called M. Harrington fromyour home, M. Kling?"

"No. | live in Tuckahoe. | cane to New York to-night to try and see
Harrington. I'mregistered at the Greene Hotel ."

"And you called himfromthere?" Cardona asked.

"No. Froma public booth in a drug store. You see, | was afraid of tapped
wires, sol left my hotel to make the call. My life, too, has been

threatened. "

"Queer ny uncle never nentioned that," MIlly Harrington said.

"No queerer,” Kling rejoined, shrilly, "than the fact that you seemto
have had advance information of his nurder!”



"That's a lie!" the girl flashed. Her eyes were w de wi th anger

"Wait a minute," Cardona said. "We'll get back to the alleged threats
against you in a mnute, M. Kling. What drug store did you tel ephone fron®"

"A place near Times Square,"” the little man replied faintly, w thout
hesitation, and then gave its exact |ocation

Clyde Burke and Cardona | ooked fleetingly at each other. The statenent
was
true. This was the place where a panting patrol man had rushed to trace the
cal
only to find the booth enpty.

Clyde | eaned eagerly forward with a question.

"I'f you made the call fromthere, M. K ing, what took you so long to
reach here? The drug store is only a few bl ocks away from here."

"I didn't cone straight here," Kling admtted. "I - | waited a few
m nutes, dropped into a bar and bought a drink."

"Why t he del ay?"

"I - 1 didn't quite know what to expect when | got here. | thought that
perhaps the - the killer -"

"What Kkiller?" Cardona barked.

"I don't know. Stop shouting at ne, will you!"

"You suspect any one at all?"

Kling's eyes darted toward Molly Harrington and then noved away again. He
wet his lips.

"Maybe the girl mght know sonething about it."

"Any reason for that accusation?" Cardona asked.

He threw up sudden hysterical hands. "How do |I know? Let me al one! You're
torturing nme! Let me out of this place!"

A firm hand pushed himback into the chair. Cardona waited for the
frightened man to subside.

BEHI ND t he conceal i ng drape of the bedroom the keen eyes of The Shadow
wat ched and marked accurately every move on the white face of Arnold Kling. He
was sounding the man to his very soul, reading the enotion and the excitenent
in the w de eyes.

He was able to do this without stirring a hairbreadth fromhis
conceal nent
because the position of the chair and the bright |ight overhead etched the
face
of Kling with sharp, revealing brilliance.

The Shadow s conceal ed scrutiny noved fromKling to the girl. Was Ml ly
Harrington as innocent as her blue eyes and fresh, clear skin proclaimed her
to
be? Was Kling's panic real, or nerely a clever blind?

To The Shadow, certain facts were beginning to shape thensel ves out of
t he
conceal ing murk of a planned nurder. Already he had forned shrewd, accurate
opi nions about this girl and man - opinions that would be tested later in
swi ft, purposeful action on his part. But for the present, he was content to
lurk behind the curtain and let his sharp ears add testinony to his sight.

Joe Cardona was reading two notes aloud. Kling had reached into his
wal | et
and handed these to Joe as proof of his previous utterances. The first note,
i f
it were real and not bogus, was an absolute confirmation of Kling' s claimthat
his own life was in deadly danger. It read as foll ows:

Harrington first. Then you. There is no possible way for you to avoid
deat h to-night.



"I found this in ny hotel roomto-night," Kl ing gasped. "It was shoved
under my door. It's the third warning |I've received. The first two were
dr opped
in the mail box at my honme in Tuckahoe. | canme here to-night to try and join
forces with Harrington. He asked ne to cone. If you don't believe nme, read the
second note. |Is that Harrington's handwiting, or isn't it?"

Mol Iy Harrington | eaned forward eagerly, glanced at it.

"I't's uncle's true witing," she admtted, tonelessly. "M. Kling is not
| ying about this note, at |east."

Behi nd the drapes, The Shadow |istened to Cardona's gruff voice as he
read
t he nessage to d yde:

DEAR ARNCOLD

It's inperative you cone to see ne. Cone secretly to-night. W' ve got to
defend oursel ves against this horrible nenace to our lives. Do you think "P"
is
the man behind all this? R H

"'P'" stands for Porter, | suppose?" Joe Cardona said, grimy

"That's right. Do you know about hi n®"

"Harrington visited Comm ssi oner Weston before he was killed. He
nmenti oned
you and a man naned Todd - Sinon Todd. And two nmen he called the Porters.
Fat her
and son. Thomas and Ray Porter."

Kl i ng nodded. "They used to be business associ ates of Harrington and
nmysel f," He admitted in a | ow voice. "They were -

CLYDE BURKE, who had nmoved backward, suddenly becane rigid with
ast oni shment. He had heard no sound, felt no notion, but suddenly his cupped
hand, that had been resting idly behind himnear the folds of a dark vel vet
curtain, felt something drop lightly into his open palm

Turning slowy, he beheld a quick, jewellike flash that was shi el ded from
the view of the others in the study by Cyde's own body. He recognized a ring
and a jewel on a long, bony finger that was exposed for a brief instant. It
was
a girasol, the priceless fire opal that was the hall mark of The Shadow. On the
other side of the room Arnold Kling was still babbling incoherently of his
fear of death. No one was watching the reporter. Cyde opened his pal mand
stared at the tiny scrap of paper that had been placed there. He read,
"Description wanted of Todd. Al so Thomas and Ray Porter."

Cl yde obeyed that silent command. Not by a changi ng nuscle of his voice
did he betray his new know edge that The Shadow had chosen to come personally
to the place where Reed Harrington had died. He nerely tapped Cardona on the
shoul der and said very casual ly:

"It mght be a good idea to have M. Kling give us an accurate
description
of the Porters, and this man Sinon Todd of the MIIcote Chemical Corporation
in
New Jer sey."

"Cood idea," Cardona said.

The Shadow | i stened, conmpared Kling's words with the information he had
al ready received, and filled out with new accuracy the vague portraits of
t hese
three nysterious figures in the case.

He heard Cardona say abruptly: "Garrity, | want you to take M. Kling
back
to his hone in Tuckahoe. Stay in the house with him Guard himuntil you hear



fromme. If any one tries to attack him- shoot to kill. If Kling tries any
tricks - handcuff him Understand?"

"Yes, sir," Garrity runbl ed.

“I"1l nmove along, too," Clyde Burke said. "CGot to get back to the office
and file nmy story of the murder."

He followed Garrity and the cringing Kling down the hallway and the front
door closed with a bang. A noment later, it opened and cl osed again - this
tinme
wi t hout sound.

A tall, black-robed figure glided to the fire door and vani shed. The
Shadow ascended two flights to the black roof and under the tw nkling stars of
Manhattan a quick transformati on took place.

The robe and the bl ack slouch hat were di scarded. From behind a chi mey,
a
smal | | eat her bag appeared. Into the bag went the disguise of The Shadow. In
pl ace of a shadowy being whose identity was utterly unknown to police and
underworl d, there appeared a newer and nattier figure. M. Lanont Cranston,
cl ubman, wealthy idler, man of the world, stood al one on the roof.

CRANSTON descended the same way he had conme. Five floors bel ow the |evel
of the roof, he again entered the corridor of the building and rang for an
elevator. He rode the rest of the way to the street and strode quietly out to
the sidewalk with the air of a man who had just spent a pl easant evening
pl ayi ng bridge.

The hands of his expensive watch showed a quarter of one. But the work of
The Shadow was not yet finished. He was going to follow Garrity and Arnold
Kling to Tuckahoe. The Shadow was certain that Kling had told the truth in the
apartment upstairs. He was convinced of the man's innocence of the death of
hi s
partner, Harrington. Mre than that, The Shadow was convinced that Kling
hi nmsel f
was i n desperate danger of death before norning.

Yet the very trimlooking M. Lanont Cranston took the necessary tine,

before he started his trip, to make a quiet-voiced tel ephone call. In the
all -ni ght cafeteria booth where he made his call, a voice rustled crisply on
the wire:

" Bur bank speaking."

The Shadow i ssued curt orders concerning the nmovenents of his agents,
Clyde Burke and Harry Vincent. He wanted the apartnent of Harrington to be
wel |
covered. Cardona and Harrington's niece were still there, and so was a certain
safe that had not yet been opened. The Shadow s new orders were due to the
fact
that he expected an unknown visitor to cone creeping back to have a | ook at
t hat
still closed and | ocked safel

The Shadow wanted that visitor trapped!

CHAPTER V
THE MAN ON THE STEEPLE

ARNOLD KLI NG paced nervously up and down in the confortable warnmth of his
second-floor study in Tuckahoe. It was cool outside in the darkness, but the
ruddy coals in the grate of the fireplace nade the room pl easant and cozy.
Nevert hel ess, Arnold Kling shivered. He had told Detective Garrity that he was
going to bed, but he was fully dressed.

He wal ked to the unshaded wi ndow and peered out. The street bel ow was



moonlit and quiet. Garrity, the detective who had conme to protect him was
downst airs, exam ning the wi ndows of the living room Kling' s trustworthy
servant was in the kitchen, guarding the back door

Across the street the spire of a deserted church was a reassuring blur in
t he darkness. Arnold Kling drew a deep breath and cursed hinmself for a nervous
ol d woman. He turned and approached the fireplace to stir up the coals.

As his back turned, unseen eyes were watching himfromthe chilly
dar kness. Unknown to Kling, a furtive figure was clinging hal fway between
heaven and earth, watching every novenent of the man in the lighted room The
shade in the roomwas up because the man outside had deliberately damaged it
SO
that it could not be drawn down. He had to be sure that Arnold Kling and no
one
el se was at the fireplace when the death trap was sprung

No one could see the cunning killer in his aerial vantage point. He was
crouched on a small platformon the outside of the steeple of the deserted
church across the street. Above his head was a |ine of high-tension electric
wires fromthe power house at the other end of town.

A new wire carried the pulsing current toward the house across the
street.

The wire descended the chi mey of Kl ing' s hone, was attached by a hooked
connection to the rear bar of the grate in Kling's fireplace. Al that had to
be done was to throw a lineman's portable switch and transfer the current to
the murder wire.

The killer's right hand was ready; his left grasped a pair of powerful
bi nocul ars through which he observed the novenents of his victimin the room

Unaware of his peril, Kling approached the grate. Hi s hand reaches out to
sei ze the poker.

Col d eyes watched himhungrily fromthe tiny platformoutside the cupol a
of the church steeple. The killer's right hand cl osed on the switch he had so
carefully arranged with the skill of an electrician

For a second, nothing happened. Kling poked the fire, and chuckl ed
faintly
as the stirred coal s gave out fresh beat.

Suddenl y, the poker clicked on the forward bar of the grate. There was a
single vivid flash of purple light. The poker flew out of Kling s hand and
fel
hal fway across the room

For a second, Kling's body seemed to grow inches taller. Rigidly he
st ood,
his eyes wide with the bl ankness of death. Then he crashed backward and | ay
wi t hout notion. The whol e episode, fromthe instant his poker had touched the
grate, had occupied barely a second or two.

THE room was deathly quiet. The poker lay where it had fallen. Alive
coa
t hat had been jerked out of the grate by the convul sive notion of the dead
man' s
hand, rested on the bare floor in front of the fireplace. It made the wood
snol der with a dark snmudge and filled the air with the scorched snell of
conmbusti on.

Five m nutes went by and the red coal on the floor slowy cooled to gray.

Then a faint click fromthe grate bars in the fireplace. The wire that
had
hung unnoticed in the back of the chimmey began to agitate itself. It swng
clear of the grate bar to which it had been hooked. Wthout further sound, it
rose slowy up the soot-covered chi ey and di sappear ed.

It had barely vani shed when there canme a timd knock on the closed door
of



the study. The voice of Kling' s servant called out faintly.

"M. Kling! Wuld you care for something to drink before you retire, sir?
| took the liberty of preparing sonething, in case you wish it."

No answer. The eyes of the man on the floor remained in a calm sightless
glare on the ceiling.

"M. King!"

Agai n no answer. The knob turned hesitantly. The door slowy opened. The
worried face of the servant peered doubtfully into the silent room

Hi s jaw hung open in terror, as he saw the lifeless body of his naster. A
scream of horror stirred in his throat. But the screamwas never uttered

From the hallway behind the servant a figure appeared. A long, black arm
suddenly shot out, snakelike, over the shoulder of the trenmbling servant. A
gl oved hand held a sponge to the nouth and nostrils of the man. The sweeti sh
odor of chloroformdrifted into the room

The two figures remni ned gl ued together as though carved in wax. Then the
servant's eyes closed. He was unconsci ous. The bl ack-gl oved hand rel axed and
al l owed the senseless victimto slide noiselessly to the floor

Into the roomcane a tall figure in a black cloak and a bl ack slouch hat.
The brim of the hat was drawn so | ow that only a hawkli ke nose and the eyes of
the intruder were visible. The eyes seenmed to glow with a deep penetration

The Shadow had arrived! But too late to save Arnold Kling's life. A long
delay at a railroad crossing had snatched from The Shadow t he preci ous m nutes
that m ght have averted a col d- bl ooded nurder.

But was it too late to discover and capture the killer? Had The Shadow s
clever feat of passing unobserved through the upper bal cony w ndow of a
guar ded
house been in vain?

SWFTLY, The Shadow bent over the lifeless body of Arnold Kling. He saw
that Kling had been shocked to death by an enormpous current of electricity. He
observed the peculiar burn on the nman's open right palm

The coal that had fallen fromthe grate was picked up by The Shadow and
pl aced against the burn on Kling's palm It matched, but not quite exactly.

Nor
was there any reason why it should. It was inconceivable to The Shadow that a
coal froma grate could electrocute a man.

The Shadow s | aughter was sibilant as he picked up the poker and observed
t he oval -shaped handl e. The handl e matched the ugly burn on Kling' s palm

Instantly, The Shadow knew what had occurred. The only electrica
connection the poker could possibly have made, was with the grates of the
i nnocent -1 ooking fireplace. He studied the soot-lined wall of the chimey and
saw a tiny mark like the tracery that m ght have been left by a craw ing worm

The Shadow knew a wire had nade that mark!

A wire had been drawn very recently up that chi mey by sone one on the
roof. Sonme one hidden aloft in the darkness had crouched over the chi mey
opening for the purpose of removing the last trace of a planned crine.

An instant |ater, The Shadow s gl oved hand pi cked up a note that had been
hastily shoved under the edge of a desk blotter. Only the tiniest corner of
t he
paper protruded. Just enough to be barely seen

The Shadow drew it out from conceal ment and read it with grimattention
It was a threat to get even with Arnold Kling, froma nman who decl ared t hat
Kling had wonged and cheated him The note was signed by Thormas Porter

The Shadow had no way of determ ning how clever the forgery was. He had a
strong suspicion, however, it was a forgery. The note had been placed there
for
t he purpose of being discovered. He carried it to the burning grate and
wat ched
it curl into ash and di sappear in the heart of the flane.



The Shadow had renoved a fal se clue fromthe eyes of the police. He had
interfered with a nurderer's cunning plan. Could he still catch that sly
killer? He was certain that the fellow rmust still be lurking on the roof,

di sposing of his long length of betraying wire. The body of Kling was stil
quite warm The Shadow deci ded that not nmore than five m nutes had passed
si nce

Kl ing had toppl ed over dead.

THE SHADOW S robed figure glided swiftly past the unconscious figure of
t he drugged servant. He had chloroformed the man with no anger in his heart.
The Shadow had to keep his presence a secret. He had di sposed of the servant;
now he had to be very careful not to alarmthe detective, Garrity, who was
downstairs in the living room

O was he? The house seemed queerly quiet. Perhaps Garrity had heard
somet hi ng, was creeping upstairs.

The Shadow nelted slowy down a dark hall and entered another room A
rear
wi ndow on the top floor of the silent house opened. The driveway bel ow was
wr apped in deep darkness. So was the red roof of a small barn in the rear of
an
enornous oak tree. The Shadow studied the position of both tree and barn

A bl ackness energed fromthe open rear wi ndow. Up the beanmed outer wall
of
the English tinbered house crept a tall batlike figure that clung and cli nbed
like a huge bird etched against a cliff. A black slouch hat energed cautiously
above the edge of the roof. Burning eyes peered at the slope that rose toward
the peak and the dark outline of a chimey.

A masked man was crouched on the roof, as The Shadow had suspected. A
tall, furtive figure, bent lowto avoid being outlined agai nst the sky. The
man
was busily untwi ning something that lay in a tangle at his feet.

It was a circular nest of electric wire. Most of the wire was al ready
wound around the man's wai st. As The Shadow wat ched, the w nding was conpl et ed
and the figure crept toward the rear edge of the roof.

He held what | ooked like a small ladder in his hand. He | eaned over space
and his body jerked. Wth the man's jerk, the tiny |adder spread out and
becane
a long route that reached to the ground below. It was really a nest of
col | apsi bl e | adders, each drawn up inside the other. Made of tubular al um num
it was light, frail - but safe to hold the weight of a man.

The killer's face was masked by a handkerchi ef. As he approached the
| adder, he recoiled. He had seen a dark, eerie shape rise out of nothingness.
The Shadow s hands reached grimy for the killer's throat.

As the trapped nmurderer recoiled, another figure emerged with a grimecry
froma roof scuttle behind the chimey. It was Garrity, the detective, who had
been sent by Cardona to guard the unfortunate Kling.

Garrity had eyes only for The Shadow. He was convi nced now t hat The
Shadow
was the nmaster murderer who had killed Harrington and had just murdered Kling.

He sprang down the slope of the roof at the robed figure Iike an avenging
t hunder bol t .

Instantly, the real killer |eaped over the edge to the spidery |ength of
the I ong alum num | adder. The fugitive slid down |ike a vani shing ghost.

But before he fled, he threw a wench at the forehead of The Shadow. It
sent The Shadow stunbling back a step, as Garrity struck at him

There was a quick, deadly struggle. Garrity was strong, lithe, and poised
for what he had determined to do. H s arms caught The Shadow in a tight grip.
H s body shifted and whirled toward the edge of the roof. The Shadow was
lifted



cl ear of support for a split-second. Then Garrity's body heaved.

The Shadow al |l owed hinself to be hurled outward. He could have overcone
Garrity, but that did not suit his purpose. H's purpose was to trap the
nmur derer who had slid down the | adder. Once nore, The Shadow was tenpting
deat h
to follow out a carefully thought plan

Hi s sibilant |aughter hissed, as he plunged headl ong i nto space.

CHAPTER VI
SPECTRE OF JUSTI CE

THE SHADOW fell toward destruction; his mnd and his body were already at
work. His mind grasped the significance of that thin, spidery |adder that
still
rested against the side of the house. H s trained body acted instantly to take
advant age of that know edge.

The very second that he began to fall, inpelled by the outward thrust of
Detective Garrity's vigorous arns, the body of The Shadow twi sted |ike an
acrobat in mid-air.

Hi s arms shot out at right angles fromhis body, his gloved fingers
clutched at a rung of the ladder. His grip held. For a second, The Shadow
dangl ed grotesquely over space, while the frail |adder shivered in all its
| engt h under the sudden pressure expended by the breaking of his fall

The | adder toppled outward, away fromthe house, as The Shadow had known
it would. No |adder in the world woul d have remai ned upright under such
ci rcunst ances.

But as it whizzed away fromthe house with terrific speed, carrying with
it the dangling body of The Shadow, there renained a second or two for a calm
man to prepare hinself to withstand the inevitable crash.

Agai n t he bl ack-cl oaked shape of The Shadow tw sted. H s hands crossed
each other on the rung to which he clung, and the new grip turned himlike a
gymmast, so that his back was toward the falling | adder, not his face.

Hi s burning eyes peered straight ahead at the shaggy outline of the tal
oak tree he had noticed fromthe roof. He saw the stout thickness of a
hori zontal branch and gauged the distance. Hi s head was whizzing directly
toward the branch. The inevitable inpact between his skull and that solid
branch woul d drop himhelplessly to the ground bel ow, with a broken neck

A fraction of a second before the crash took place, the head of The
Shadow
ducked. H's hands left the |adder. There was a crashing inpact as the |adder
struck and rebounded. It toppled crazily to the ground. But it did not bear
with it the broken body of The Shadow.

The Shadow s mnuscul ar hands had caught and retained a grip on the Iinb of
the oak tree, and he was hanging at arms I ength fromhis new vantage point.

He was utterly invisible frombelow He hung coolly where he had | anded,
easing the terrific strain on his nuscles by flexing his arns slightly to take
away the drag of his body.

CRIES fromthe darkness below told The Shadow that a grimaftermath to
t he
struggle on the roof of Kling' s house was now taking place. There was an
aut onobi | e parked on the gravel road behind the house. The car had no lights.
A
man had | eaped fromthe car and was engaged in a desperate battle with the
masked figure who had slid down the | adder and was now attenpting to escape.
The Shadow recogni zed the gray mane of hair on the man who had sprung
from



the car. Fromthe description he had nmenorized, he knew it was Thomas Porter
Porter staggered back as the masked murderer fired. The shot m ssed, but
Porter

had fallen heavily to the ground. The killer raised his gun to finish the
hel pl ess nan.

The shot was never fired. Fromthe darkness of the oak tree canme a sudden
spurt of flame, and The Shadow s bullet dug with a vicious thud into the
gravel
surface of the path.

The masked man whirled with a cry and fled. Wth long strides he reached
a
fence and swarned over it |ike a nonkey. Fromthe street outside canme the
sudden
zoom of an idling notor.

The Shadow, swi nging fromhis |ofty branch, was powerless to stop the
fleeing killer. The sound of his shot and the spurt of flame that had spat
from
the obscurity of dark oak | eaves, had drawn attention to the presence of The
Shadow.

There were two nmen down bel ow, now. Garrity had suddenly appeared from a
rear door of the house. Thomas Porter started his own car into flight. As it
roared away, he snapped on a powerful spotlight at the side of the driver's
seat .

The light cast a white, vivid cone that threw every object in its path
into dazzling silhouette. Porter twisted the light with a quick gesture. The
beam | eaped clear of the ground and lifted toward the dense | eaves of the oak
tree. It illum nated the dangling figure of The Shadow.

A pistol gleanmed in Garrity's hand, as he saw the cloaked formin the
tree. He fired upward.

From t he darkness of the street in front of the Kling hone cane the
sudden
sound of shouts. Farther along in the distance, the bleat of a police whistle
rose with shuddering clearness on the night air. A patrol man down the street
had heard the shooting. In a nonment, bluecoats would be rushing to the aid of
Garrity with drawn guns.

AS Porter's car fled, a uniforned cop was al ready rushing around the
driveway that surrounded the house. H's pistol belched fire at the vani shing
car. But no shot came in reply fromthe fleeing intruder

Porter did a clever thing, as his car rounded the drive toward the
street.

H s hand turned the brilliant beam of the spotlight, so that it rose backward
and again bathed the Iinb of the oak, to which The Shadow still clung in
dazzling outline.

The policeman gazed al oft and uttered a hoarse cry of triunmph. He saw the
outline of The Shadow s dangling body. He saw the gl eamof a gun in
bl ack- gl oved hands. He fired at the exact instant that the beamleft the tree
under the inpetus of the vanishing car.

The darkness that resulted was doubly dark by reason of the sudden change
frombright brilliance. The cop's bullet slashed harm essly through the |eaves
that brushed the head of The Shadow.

There were other policenen arriving on the scene. Garrity shouted
hoarsely; identified himself with a quick display of his badge. A flashlight
jerked out of a blue-clad pocket and its beamwas directed at the spot where
The Shadow had been hangi ng.

Bul l ets ripped through the cloak, piercing it in a dozen places. But no
cry of pain came fromthe figure dangling in the tree. The hat fell, followed
an instant |ater by the cloak.

The cops gasped. The cl oak, propped over a |linb, had been enpty. The man



who had so cleverly hung it in plain sight nust be still hiding somewhere up
the tree.

VWile two policenen waited below with drawn guns, Garrity clinbed the
oak.
The beam of |ight noved steadily upward above his head, so as not to nmake a
hel pl ess target of the clinbing detective. But the maneuver was fruitless. The
tree was enpty. There was no one hidden fromthe base of the trunk to its
feathery top.

Where had The Shadow gone?

He had gone to a spot the startled policeman had overl ooked - the red
r oof
of the barn beyond the tree. At the noment the spotlight of the vanishing car
had | eft hi munobserved in the pitch darkness, he had squirmed out of his
cl oak
and hung it where the flashlight of the cop would reveal it in sharp
si | houette.

The next instant, The Shadow | aunched hinself to the roof of the barn.
The
thud of his inpact was covered by the sound of the shooting and the excited
yell s of the policenen.

Had they thrown their flash beamtoward the barn, The Shadow woul d
i nevitably have been di scovered and trapped. But the seconds of indecision
gave
himtime to act. H s nuscul ar hands haul ed hi m noi selessly to the peak of the
roof and over to the opposite slant. He had already slid downward and was
crouched close to the dark earth, when the puzzled Garrity began his fruitless
search of an enpty tree

There was a tiny pond back of a snmall hedge and The Shadow pi cked up a
heavy stone and sent it splashing into the water. As he had surm sed, the
police rushed to the spot, their flashlights quivering everywhere. But they
saw
no trace of The Shadow. Screened by a thick hedge, he had noisel essly made his
way back to the foot of the tree and recovered his cloak and hat. He was gone
like a fleeting shadow in the night.

He made a quick detour of the block, aided by the noise and confusion
Sone of the police were still beating the bushes. Qthers were inside Kling's
house. The murder had been di scovered. The whol e nei ghborhood was in an
upr oar .

ACRCSS the street went the swift figure of The Shadow. He nade straight
for the tenantless old church across fromKling' s residence. He had noticed
t he
maze of high-tension wires that ran so closely to the cupola near the top of
t he
church's steeple. He divined exactly what had happened, and where the death
volts that killed Arnold Kling had origi nated.

No |iving hurman bei ng saw The Shadow pass noi sel essly through the tiny
cenetery of the church. No one saw the rear window lift in the basenment of the
church.

Through the church's basenent The Shadow crept, the tiny beam of his
electric torch nmasked by the tightly shuttered wi ndows of the old structure.
The pl ace had been abandoned a year ago. The Shadow had seen the "For Sale"
sign outside. He knew he had nothing to fear from watchnman or caretaker

Except for the faint squeak of mice in the basement and the npani ng noise
of the wind in an exposed knot hol e above the floor of the dark vestry room
there was no sound whatever. The Shadow noved w t hout noi se.

Up the crazy | adders that |led through the steeple toward the top, he
clinmbed. Had the escaped killer seen the hawklike profile and the indomitable
fire in the eyes of the ascending investigator, he would have known guilty



fear. For The Shadow s eyes never m ssed a clue. Were clues were |acking, The
Shadow s keen brain supplied the onission and told himlogically where to seek
to find such clues.

That there would be a clue, he didn't doubt for an instant. H s know edge
of the underworld told himthat no crinminal, however smart, could avoid
trapping hinself. @iilt always made nen hurried and careless. Little things on
whi ch no man coul d reckon before hand al ways conspired to confound nurderers,
however perfect they thought their crinmes had been arranged.

In the past, The Shadow had al ways found this to be true. He expected to
find confirmation of his belief in the belfry overhead.

He was correct. Hanging to the exposed and rotted platformthat forned a
sort of wooden lip to the cupola near the top of the steeple, The Shadow
consi dered. Over his head wheel ed the dark shapes of bats disturbed fromtheir
upsi de- down sl eep.

The Shadow knew that this was the second tinme that night the bats had
been
so di sturbed. He had, as yet, no idea of the identity of the man who had
utilized the presence of high-tension wires passing near the steeple to plan
and carry out a crine.

He coul d see across the street the window of Kling's study. The body was
plainly visible through the unshaded pane; so was the flitting figure of
Garrity. This, then, was how the nurderer had spotted his victinm s novenents,
so as to kill Arnold Kling and no other. For, if by nistake, Kl ing' s servant
had been killed, the whole trick of the fal se clue would have been spoil ed,
woul d have betrayed a conspiracy to frame Thomas Porter, instead of hiding it
as the nurderer intended.

THE SHADOW pl aced hinself mentally inside the body of that nmurderer. He
saw burned matches strewing the outside of the rotted platform A man, |urking
here on such an inportant job, would be cold and nervous in the sweep of the
wi nd that how ed thinly around the tip of the spire. He would al so have to
wai t
for the proper nmonent to spring his trap. He would snoke cigarettes to keep
hi nsel f keyed up

And a nurderer would not choose to let the glow of his cigarettes be seen
fromthe street bel ow, The Shadow reasoned. He'd watch through binocul ars,
with
one hand; the other would be held inside the cupola's doorway, to hide the
telltale ruddy tip of the cigarette.

I nsi de the cupola, The Shadow found the cigarette stubs he had deduced -
at least a dozen of them Mre than that! He saw where a deliberate attenpt
had
been nade to start a fire. The soft, spongy wood of the cupola floor was
bl ackened and charr ed.

The Shadow knew instantly that this was by cunning design, not accident.
The killer had meant the church to burst into flame a few mnutes after he had
left. There was a thin trail of orange powder |eading toward a rotted hole in
one of the boards. The fire had gone out because the |ine of powder, hastily
spilled, had left a gap too great for the tiny flame to | eap

The Shadow knew, before he inserted his long, tapering white fingers in
that rotted hole in the board, that he would find what he was seeking.

Qut of the hole cane The Shadow s sure hand. He was holding a flat paper
packet containing an orange-col ored powder. The Shadow snelled it. An
i ncendi ary chemical! The unm stakabl e odors of sul phur and phosphorus! Whoever
had killed Kling was not only an expert electrician, but a chenist.

The Shadow s burning eyes studi ed the packet, marked the type of paper
To
his shrewd brain the color, size and shape of the chem cal packet told a clear
story. It verified certain facts that The Shadow al ready knew. He didn't need



"M C. C" printed on the envelope to tell himthat the drama was sifting with
sinister speed to the plant of the MIlcote Chenical Corporation in New
Jersey.

Over the dark outline of The Shadow s body, bats wheel ed and squeaked in
the I onely steeple. The wi nd made strange crooni ng noi ses. But neither the
wi nd
nor the bats could drown the whi spered sound of The Shadow s grimmrth.

In a moment the echo of The Shadow s |augh was all that remained in the
deserted steeple of the old church. The Shadow hi nmsel f had gone.

It was now al nost norning. The gray pallor of dawn was beginning to tint
the sky. Behind the twin beans of powerful headlights, The Shadow started on a
gri mchase. That chase would end at the country hone of Thomas Porter, in New
Jersey.

The Shadow had ordered his agent, Harry Vincent, to get on Porter's trai
and follow his every nmovenent. The fact that Porter had cone al one to Tuckahoe
was proof positive that Harry had fail ed.

There was only one answer to that. Harry had been captured! At this very
i nstant, he was probably a hel pl ess prisoner in the power of Porter's son
Ray!

CHAPTER VI |
THE SAFE OPENS

INthe dimMy lighted apartnment where Reed Harrington had died so
nmysteriously, there was tension upon the faces of the detective and the girl
who stared so intently at each other.

Joe Cardona had abandoned, for the present, his questioning of Mlly
Harrington, the nurdered man's pretty niece. She had replied to everything he
asked her with an outward show of candor. Neverthel ess, Joe was not satisfied.

He did not share O yde Burke's assurance of the blue-eyed girl's conplete
i nnocence in this affair. He was convinced she had not told himall she knew
He sensed a will power in this slimgirl that he knew would be difficult to
break down. There had been no talk of arresting her, yet Joe Cardona had
al ready decided to bring her down to police headquarters as a materi al
Wi t ness.

Meanwhil e, he waited with increasing inpatience for the arrival of the
police expert who would open the | ocked safe in the corner of the dead man's
study. Fromthe nmoment of her arrival in the apartnment, Mlly had not once
al l owed her glance to nove toward that safe. To Cardona, this was a
signi ficant
fact.

Wal sh, who had remained with Cardona after the departure of Garrity and
Kling, was inside the bedroom giving the place a nore thorough search. MIlly's
gl ance remai ned denurely | owered, but her heart was thuddi ng nervously as she
heard the scuffling footsteps of Detective Wal sh. She was waiting tensely for
Wal sh to cry out, to sunmon Cardona

Mol Iy had good reason for expecting a sudden di scovery. She had arranged
for it with consunmate skill. A few nonents after Kling had | eft the apartnent
with the stolid Garrity, the girl had nade an excuse and gone to the bathroom

To reach it, she had to go through the darkened bedroom In her hand was
an object she had pal mred without the know edge of Cardona. It was a snall
silver paper knife. She wanted it merely for a lure, a false clue.

Mol Iy Harrington clicked on the light in the bathroom and cl osed the door
noisily. But she did not go inside. She remained in the bedroom In a second,
she had tiptoed across to the bed, lifted back the coverlet and shoved the
silver paper knife underneath. She replaced the cover with intentiona
awkwar dness, runpling it. She waited a noment or two and then reopened the
bat hr oom door, as though she was just energing.



Tim dly, she suggested that it might be a good idea to search the
apartment nore thoroughly, while they waited for the arrival of the safe
expert.

WALSH S sudden cry fromthe bedroom brought her stiffly upward in her
chair, her eyes wide with pretended fear

"Hey, Joe!" Wl sh shouted, excitedly. "I've found something in the guy's
bed! Cone here!"

"Sit down," Cardona snapped to the half-rising girl. "Stay right where
you
are."

He di sappeared and Molly could hear himexclaimgrinmy, "A paper knife,
eh? Rip the rest of those covers off the bed!"

Mol ly was already on silent tiptoe, hurrying to the safe in the corner of
the enpty study. She knelt before it, and her fingers were like flying blurs
as
she twirled the dial.

In a twinkling, the safe door opened under her sure touch. She knew the
conbi nati on. She had been repeating the nunbers over and over to herself,
whi | e
she sat so dermurely, waiting for the opportunity that she herself had created.

Her hand thrust itself inside the unlocked conpartment on the bottom She
wi thdrew a white envelope and hid it quickly inside the bosom of her dress.

The safe door was noisel essly closed and she was retreating swiftly
t oward
the chair she had quitted, when she stopped suddenly with a | ook of confusion
on
her pal e face.

Joe Cardona was in the doorway of the bedroom staring at her
suspi ciously. Turning casually to a table, she picked up a match box and
lighted the cigarette she had placed between her lips as an alibi in case she
was i nterrupted.

"CGot up for a match, eh?" Cardona said, dryly.

"Yes. Is it - all right to snoke?"

"Sure. You weren't, by any chance, taking a | ook at your uncle's safe,
were you?"

"Of course not."

"You have no idea what the conbination is?"

"No." She denied it sweetly, alnost snmilingly. Conscious that the
envel ope
she had come here to obtain was now safely hidden in the bosom of her dress,
she
was rapidly regai ni ng her conposure.

Suddenl y, however, her smling eyes widened with sudden fear. She
screamed. Cardona, suspecting a trick, remained where he was, staring steadily
at the girl, his broad back toward the passage |eading to the foyer.

The sight of Walsh in the bedroom doorway brought Cardona to a quick
realization of peril. Walsh was glaring, reaching for his gun. Before his
cl awi ng hand could reach his hip, he toppled forward, blood spurting fromhis
neck. There was a faint, barely audible, plop behind Cardona.

Joe whirled - and stiffened. Two nen were standing cl ose together. The
cruel tension of the professional gunman was el oquent in both their strained
faces. The man on the |left had shot down Walsh with a silenced pistol that
jutted om nously in his gloved hand. The second had a simlar weapon, and it
was poi nted at Cardona and Ml |y Harrington

WALSH S feebl e nopan was the only sound in a sinister silence. Then the
nmoani ng stopped. Wl sh was unconsci ous.



The thug who seened to be the | eader grinned coldly. "N ce shooting,
Andy," he told his pal. "Grab that wounded dick's rod and slide in behind
Cardona. "

Andy conplied with the order like an agile snake. In a nmonent Joe, too,
was di sarnmed, his hands rai sed obedi ently above his head.

Qut of the corner of his mouth, he whispered furiously to the girl. "You
knew this was coning, didn't you? All set for it, eh?"

Molly didn't reply. She was staring at the two intruders, her face
chal k-white. It was inpossible to tell whether she knew them or not. Had The
Shadow been in the room he would have recogni zed the | eader. He was the sane
man who had trailed the nurdered Reed Harrington earlier that evening in a
bl ue
sedan.

"CGot his gun?" the man snapped curtly to Andy.

"Yeah. O K, Blink."

Cardona, who had been staring intently at the thug's fleshy face,
br eat hed
a sudden oath of conprehension. The features clicked in his mind with the
nenory
of a rogues' gallery photo in headquarters.

"Bl ink, eh? Blink Dorgan! Since when did you |eave St. Louis?"

Dorgan chuckled calmMy. "You' re a good guesser, Cardona - but it ain't
gonna do you no good. Take him Andy!"

The rasp of his snarl was followed by a grinding pain at the back of
Joe's
skulI. The thug behind himhad struck himviciously with the butt of his
captured gun. Cardona slid to his knees and pitched forward, badly dazed.

He coul d hear vaguely the crisp snarl of "Blink" Dorgan. "Keep your rod
on
the girl, Andy. W got about two mnutes to prod this safe open and scram™

Dorgan ran to the safe with a meaty pound of his heavy feet. Through
di zzy
circles of pain, Cardona watched him So did Mdlly Harrington, hel pless under
Andy' s gri m weapon.

She | ooked as surprised as Cardona when she saw Dorgan drop to one knee
and begin to mani pul ate the conbination dial of the safe with a sure, eager
conpet ence. He knew the conbi nati on

The door opened as easily as it had a few m nutes before under Molly's

own

touch. Dorgan, like Molly, reached into the | ower conpartnent. But his hand
cane

away enmpty. He whirled on his knees, a harsh oath on his lips. Then he got to
his feet with the slow, Iithe nmovenent of a stalking tiger. He wal ked toward

Mol ly until only a couple of feet separated them

"Pretty smart, aren't you, baby?"

"I - 1 don't know what you nean," Mlly faltered.

Cardona, whose head was rapidly clearing, except for a terrific throb of
pain, saw that the girl's face was blank with utter terror. He started weakly
to rise, but a kick from Andy crashed against his ribs and dropped hi m agai n.

"Tie that lug up," Blink Dorgan said, huskily. "He don't count no nore.
It's this foxy dane |"'minterested in."

A LENGTH of light, but strong, tw ne appeared from Andy's pocket. In a
trice, Cardona was trussed hand and foot. A dirty handkerchi ef was stuffed
into
his gaping jaws and seal ed with adhesive tape.

VWile this was going on, Molly Harrington never nmoved. She stood stiffly
where she was, staring at the grinning Dorgan |ike a bird hel pl ess before the
lidl ess gaze of a snake.



Dorgan broke the silence. "O K., sweetheart. Let's have it!"

"I - 1 haven't anything."

"I want the envel ope you swi ped out of that safe."

"I couldn't open the safe if | wanted to," the girl faltered. "I don't
know t he conbi nation."

Dorgan's chuckle was like the tinkle of ice. "Do you hand it over, baby -
or dol rip your clothes off and find it mysel f?"

Hs left hand noved toward her, the fingers outstretched.

"Don't!" the girl sobbed. "I - I -" \Weping, she reached inside the neck
of her dress and produced the envel ope she had gone to such desperate neasures
to steal.

Dorgan took it with a brief guffaw of triunmph. "Smart kid. But |'m
wor ki n'
for a guy that's twice as smart. Al set, Andy?"

"Al set."”

"Let's go." Hi s eyes were pin points of nmurder, as he glared at the
weeping girl. "If you nake a nmove to leave this roomin the next ten mnutes,
it'll be just too bad! Andy and ne don't like to get caught. We're funny that

way. "

He backed out into the outside hall. Andy had already reached the
el evat or
shaft and had pressed the bell button. The arrow of the ascendi ng car spun
swiftly around. The nonent the door slid open, guns were jamed into the
stomach of the terrified operator

"Down!" Dorgan snapped. "Mdke it snappy, stupid, or we'll drop you down a
lot farther - into a nice grave!"

The door slid shut. The el evator descended.

The nonent it dropped below the floor |level, the door of Harrington's
apartment opened furtively. Into the hallway, like a frightened ghost, flitted
Mol Iy Harrington. She nade no effort to follow the fleeing thugs who had
stol en
t he envel ope from her uncle's safe. She had nade no effort to rel ease Cardona
or
to go to the aid of the wounded Wl sh

Strai ght down the silent hall she ran and turned a corner that led to the
service elevator shaft. She did not ring for the service el evator, but hurried
noi sel essly down the stairs that boxed in the shaft.

AT the street level, Dorgan and his pal Andy stepped out of the el evator
with grimhaste. The operator was crunpled inside the car, toppled with a
pi stol butt the nonent he had brought the elevator to a halt. Dorgan and Andy
ran toward the street entrance.

As they passed the dark al cove where the sw tchboard was | ocated, a
stranger sprang out to intercept them He was a young nan, tall, curly-haired,
grimfaced. A gun in his hand jerked | evel

Dorgan and Andy, startled by this unlooked-for threat against their
escape, fired wildly as they sprang aside. Their silenced guns nade no sound,
but the roar of the young nman's pistol filled the | obby w th thunderous
echoes.

Cursing, Andy struck at their tall opponent and sent him staggering back
on his heels. Both gunmen fl ed.

Qut of the ruin of the sw tchboard where he had fall en headl ong, the
young
man pulled hinself groggily to his feet. In a nonent, his long |l egs were
carrying himswiftly out to the street. He hesitated for barely an instant on
t he sidewal k. The gunnmen had | eaped into a blue sedan. Already, they were
streaking toward the west.

A police whistle blew. Men were shouting, pointing after the fleeing
sedan.



The young man turned and ran to a smaller car at the curb. It was his own
- parked there before he had entered the apartnment house. He stepped on the
gas
and fled - east! In the opposite direction fromthat taken by the thugs!

Hi s sudden decision filled with dismay a man who had been sitting m dway
down the block in still another parked car. This man was Harry Vi ncent,
trusted
agent of The Shadow, who had been detailed to trail the mysterious father and
son known as the Porters. The young nan who had tried to intercept Dorgan and
his pal, Andy, was Ray Porter

Harry Vincent had strict orders from The Shadow to foll ow him He obeyed
those orders now. In an instant, his own inconspi cuous car was headi ng east,
oblivious to the trail of the two thugs who, with drawn guns, had burst into
sight fromthe apartnent house. Vincent's car careened wildly around a corner
and took up the pursuit of Ray Porter

He sl owed down when he was sure he had | ocated the car ahead. He |et
traffic weave in and out between himand his quarry. He didn't want Porter to
know t hat he was being tail ed.

Strai ght southward the chase continued, to the entrance of the Holl and
Tunnel. Porter, it was evident, was returning to the guarded estate of his
father in New Jersey; the sane spot fromwhich Vincent had originally trailed
hi m

The dark hi ghroads of New Jersey swal |l owed pursuer and pursued.

CHAPTER VI I'|
TREACHERY TRAI L

TWD nen were conferring in quiet whispers in the front parlor of a
stately
old mansion in New Jersey. Qutside the house the streak of pale dawn in the
sky
was definitely giving way to daylight. Nevertheless, it was still quite dark
i nside the gl oony mansion. The faces of the two nen were pale, vaguely
defi ned.

Nei t her of them however, made any nove to turn on the light.

There was a strong resenbl ance between these two furtive nen. They both
had the sane strong nose, tight Iips, an indonitable expression about the eyes
that stanmped them as resolute fighters. The younger nan was the curly-haired
Ray Porter, whom Harry Vincent had followed with grim persistence to this
guarded country retreat. The ol der man was Ray's fat her

Thomas Porter had arrived barely a few nminutes earlier. He had gained the
house unseen by using a nethod of entrance unknown to any one but the Porters
and their trusted servants.

Thomas Porter's winkled eyes were heavy with fatigue. He had driven hard
and fast fromthe hone of Arnold Kling in Tuckahoe. The murder of Kling was
t he
subj ect that engrossed both father and son

Ray was scowl ing with obvious di sappointnent at the things his father
told
hi m

"You didn't discover anything?"

"Nothing. As a matter of fact, | was alnost caught. | had to race away in
a hail of gunfire."

He ran a tremul ous hand through his thick gray hair and an oath of
weari ness escaped his lips.

"You, too, failed at Harrington's apartnent, Ray?"

Ray nodded. "There were two thugs there ahead of me. The whol e thing went
wong fromstart to finish. I'mnot sure, but | have an uneasy feeling that |



was trailed here.”

Thomas Porter growl ed harshly. "You nean by the thugs?"

"No. That's what puzzles me. They fled before | did. If I was followed,
it
was by some one entirely newin this business. Could he be a detective, do you
t hi nk?"

"We' || soon find out," Thomas Porter said, decisively. The weariness
seened to slip like a cloak fromhis broad shoul ders. He | eaned toward his son
and whi spered briefly.

Ray Porter nodded and chuckled. It was a clipped, unpleasant sound. Both
men rose and wal ked outside to the broad, pillared veranda of the mansion
wher e
Ray's car was still parked.

RAY descended the steps, got into his car and started the nmotor. Hi s
father remai ned where he was, watching the travel ed driveway where it curved
out of the entrance of the grounds. Suddenly, the old man uttered a guarded
excl amati on.

"I saw him" he whispered. "He was hiding behind a bush just inside the

wal | . He slipped out to the road the nonment he heard you start your notor."
Hs

| ow whi sper hardened. "Do exactly what | told you, Ray. 1'll take care of the
rest."”

He turned and reentered the house. Ray Porter started his car and rolled
quietly down the driveway and out into the road. The road was enpty, but he
was
not deceived. He knew there was a |lane a few rods farther on, where a |ight
car
could be easily concealed. He made a leisurely turn and drove off in the
opposite direction

A few nminutes later, he snmled as his eyes lifted to his rear-vision
mrror. There was a car follow ng him

Vincent, too, was snmiling grimy as again he took up the trail of this
el usive Ray Porter. He kept well back in the road, content to keep his man in
sight. He didn't want his own presence too obvious. He was unaware that he had
al ready been spotted by the keen glance of a gray-haired man on a shadowy
ver anda.

The first intimation that Harry Vincent had that anything was wong was
when his quarry nade a sudden, unexpected turn and |eft the main highway. The
new road was narrow, dirt-paved, and badly in need of repair. But there was no
sign of Ray Porter when Vincent swerved round the curve. Evidently Ray had
crammed on speed the nonent he had left the main highway.

Vi ncent dared not go too fast hinself. The road wound in and out anong
wooded hills, with deep gullies here and there where a sideslip neant death.
Rai ns had gnawed at the edge of the road and crunbled a |l ot of the earth away.

Vi ncent wondered where such a forlorn road m ght [ ead. He was unaware
t hat
he was making a long circle through the hills, returning toward the stone
mansi on where the chase had started.

A sudden grinding crash somewhere ahead caused Vincent to brake his car
hurriedly and listen. He could hear the roar of |oosened earth, the sound of
stones bouncing and falling into a chasm somewhere ahead. Through the sudden
silence that followed he heard the thin echo of a man's cry.

Hi s foot pressed the gas pedal. Carefully he rounded a hairpin turn
another - and still another. As he energed around the short curve, Harry
Vi ncent gasped. His quarry had skidded on the wet earth and gone crashing to
death down the steep side of a rocky ravine!



TVWENTY feet below, Harry could see Ray Porter's stark figure lying in a
twi sted huddl e a dozen feet fromthe wecked car. The car was upside down, its
wheel s snapped off, its whole chassis crushed out of shape |ike an accordion

In a moment, Harry was out of his own car and descendi ng cautiously. Ray
Porter was lying on his face, one armextended linply, the other bent under
hi s
spraw ed body. As Harry turned himover, the man's bent arm strai ghtened
suddenly and there was a gun in it.

"Stick "emup!"”

Ray Porter's narrowed eyes were grim He |aughed softly as he got to his
feet. He was unhurt. Vincent realized, too |late, what had happened. The wly
Ray had deliberately sent an enpty car crashing into the ravine, had cl anbered
down beside it alnost before the echoes of the crash had died, and now held
hi s
pur suer hel pl ess.

Harry's arm shot out suddenly and he cl osed desperately with his captor
It was a forlorn chance. Porter was taller, heavier than Harry. He took a
lithe
step backward, half turning as he did so. The barrel of the gun struck Vincent
back of the ear.

Harry toppled fromthe vicious blow, his nmuscles paralyzed. H s nind
realized that he was being picked up |like a sack of meal, but his nuscles
refused to obey. Hi s body hung linply. He was carried up the steep slant of
t he
ravine to the edge of the road.

A harsh voice said triunphantly: "So you trapped the rascal! Good! D d he
tal k?"

"No. Worse than a clam”

"He'll talk," the voice chuckled. "Throw himinto the runble.”

Harry's brain cleared. He recognized the gray mane of Thomas Porter from
t he description that had been furnished himby The Shadow.

A converti bl e coupe had been backed out of the bushes that l|ined the
opposite side of the road. Harry instantly divined that the narrow road was a
back trail leading circuitously through the hills to the Porter hone. The son
had sprung the trap, the sly father had been waiting wi th another car

Bef ore Vincent could nake a nove, he was caught up suddenly in the
muscul ar enbrace of young Ray Porter. He was thrust, headfirst, into the enpty
runbl e and the cover snapped cl osed over his head. He heard the sound of a
padl ock cli cki ng.

He felt horribly weak fromthe blow that had been dealt himand his
tenpl e
was wet with fresh blood. But there was a faint smle on the lips of Harry
Vincent as he lay crunpled in the darkness inside the runble.

He had not forgotten the dianmond ring on his left hand. H s hand had
noved
qui ckly as Ray Porter shoved himinto his prison. Ray, panting with haste and
exertion, hadn't noticed Harry's gesture. The gesture brought the stone of
Harry's ring into contact with the | acquered surface of the car. He nmade a
qui ck, ragged "V," like the wavering wings of a gull in flight.

The mark was not noticed by either of the Porters, as Harry was finally
haul ed out of the runble and jerked roughly to his feet.

He saw that he had been brought to the Porter estate by a back entrance.
He was being led to the doorway of a substantial-Iooking garage surrounded by
trees and shrubbery. He could see the mansion itself, a hundred yards or so
away. Only the roof and chimey were visible. The garage itself could not be
seen from the house.

IN a moment, Harry's wonder over why he was being taken to a garage was
di ssi pated. He was being taken bel ow t he garage! A trapdoor lifted and he was



hurried down stone steps by the stalwart arm of Ray Porter

Harry gasped, as he realized the nature of the hide-out into which he was
bei ng so secretly conduct ed.

The place was a perfectly equi pped chemi cal |aboratory. It was easily
thirty feet square, built in the solid earth under the private garage. d ass
retorts and test tubes filled shelves along one side of the room Metal druns
of chemicals rested in ordered neatness along another wall, that was built of
smooth stone |ike the floor

In a far corner, under the feeble ray of a red lanp that | ooked like a
pilot light, was a curious contrivance that seemed to Harry's dazed eyes to be
hal f machine, half table. He could see plates i mersed in acid al ongsi de the
tabl e and he guessed that it was sonme sort of electrochemni cal device.

Harry was to know nore about that queer contraption before many ninutes
had passed. It was fully capabl e of doing sonething that no power on earth had
yet been able to acconplish. It was capable of forcing a confession from
Harry's unwilling Iips.

But Vincent forgot the strange machine, as he was quickly tied up and
dragged across the floor. Hs eyes bulged with horror. He was bei ng dragged
past the very edge of a sinister tank set flush with the Ilip of the floor

The tank was filled with a liquid that was col orl ess and crystal -cl ear
But the liquid in the tank was not water. The surface of it seemed to withe
with a queer inner light, as though sunlight was playing upward fromthe
dept hs
bel ow. Gray haze drifted across the surface.

Harry's horrified brain told himinstantly what this hellish pool was.
The
tank was filled with corrosive acid!

Ray Porter |aughed harshly, as he saw the direction of Vincent's gaze.

"Don't worry, mister! W' ve got sonething here that's far nore efficient
than an acid vat for making spies talk."

He threw Vincent headlong into a netal chair.

"Do you want to question this man, or shall [1?" he asked his father

“I"l1l do the questioning," Thomas Porter said, grimy.

CHAPTER | X
THE TRUTH MACHI NE

"WHAT' S your nane?" Thomas Porter growl ed. H s eyes under bushy-gray
br ows
bored into the face of his hel pl ess captive.

Harry murrmured the first nane that came into his nind

"Ri chard Rankin," he replied, slowy.

"Who is your enployer? W sent you here to spy on us?"

"I"'mafraid I don't know what you nean,"” Harry said in his nost innocent
Voi ce.

"Why did you turn into the dirt road that |eads back to this house?"

"l becane confused and | ost my way."

"He's lying!" Ray Porter snapped. "He's in cahoots with that thug who
tried to kill me to-night."

"Do you know a crook naned Blink Dorgan?" the ol der man snarl ed.

"I never heard of him" Harry replied.

More questions were shot at him Harry |locked his lips. Thomas Porter
| aughed suddenly and the sound of it was curt and unpl easant.

"My friend," he said, grimy, "you're going to talk and you're going to
talk truthfully. You're going to tell us every secret that's |ocked in that
brain of yours. You're not up against fools. You re facing nen who are
justified in taking whatever neasure is necessary to protect thenselves
agai nst



attack and nurder!"

Hi s gray mane of hair whirled angrily toward his waiting son.

"Put himon the table, Ray! We'll pry out of himevery thought in his
brain - including his own name and the nane of the man he works for."

INatrice, Vincent was lifted out of the netal chair and carried across
the roomin the grasp of Ray. He was brought straight to the peculiar table he
had noticed before. It |ooked |like an electrical device of sone sort. Its |egs
were netal. There was an el ectrode at either end.

At one side was an uncovered tank that seened to be filled with a
br owni sh-1 ooki ng chemical. Plates were subnerged in the acid. They were
attached to the table by wires, and there was a small dial above the tank with
a feathery-1ooking pointer that rested at zero.

Ray Porter turned a switch and the chem cal in the tank began to bubble
bet ween the two subnerged plates of metal. The pilot |ight above the nachine
gl owed a deep crinson. The needle of the pointer crept steadily fromzero to
one hundr ed.

"Once nore and for the last time," Thomas Porter grow ed. "Are you going
to talk of your own free will? O nust we drag it out of you?"

"I"ve told you the truth,” Harry insisted. "My name is Richard Rankin.
lost ny way on a trip from Trenton to New York. | don't know any man naned
Dor gan. "

Porter |aughed gratingly. He gl anced toward his son who had been busily
wor ki ng while his father tal ked.

"Al'l ready, Ray?"

"Al'l ready."

A switch clicked. A faint humfilled the underground | aboratory. To
Harry's amazenent, nothi ng whatever seenmed to happen. His only sensation was a
gueer drowsi ness, that was not at all unpleasant.

"What is your name?" Thomas Porter asked, quietly.

"Harry Vincent."

To Harry's horror, the words issued al nost unthinkably fromhis lips. He
was aware of what he had said, filled with a terrorized realization that he
had
spoken against his own will. But he was powerless to reply with anything but
t he
truth.

Ray Porter was witing the nane down in a small notebook. Harry knew what
t he next question would be - and knew that the Iie he had framed woul d not be
uttered. The drowsiness that held himcaptive seened to have increased. He was
t horoughl y consci ous, aware of his predi cament, but sonething uncanny had
happened to his will power.

He | ocked his lips and ground his teeth together by a suprene effort of
his drugged will.

"Who is your master?" Thomas Porter asked in a silken murnmur.

"The Shadow," Harry replied, in a barely intelligible voice. The words
canme through his clenched teeth. He was unable to hold them back

"Ah!" Porter grow ed. He turned toward his son. Ray was staring in
bewi | dernent at the captive.

"The Shadow " Ray whi spered. "You were right. The man on Kling' s roof was
The Shadow! 1've heard of him 1 always thought he was a nyth."

THOVAS PORTER S eyes gl eaned.

"Tell me," he said, softly. "Who is this man who calls hinself The
Shadow?"

"I don't know," Harry replied with a groan. There was sweat on his pale
face. Again, he had told the absolute truth. No one knew who The Shadow was,
not even his nost trusted agents.



"Wher e does The Shadow |ive?"

"I don't know. "

"How do you communicate with hin?" the inplacable voice of Thomas Porter
persi st ed.

"Through a contact man," Harry gasped. H s body stiffened against the
| eat her bands that held himtaut against the table. He was fighting to
wi t hhol d
t he nane that bubbl ed behind his clenched I|ips.

"And what is the nanme of this contact man?" Porter hissed.

"Hs nane is - is - Bur -"

The rest of the word was pronounced, but it was never heard. It was
drowned by a curt peal of |aughter

Porter and his son whirled |ike cats. They stared at the dark patch of
bl ackness in the stone corner of the underground chamber. There was not hi ng
vi si bl e agai nst the darkness of the recess whence the | augh had issued.

Wth a quick simultaneous gesture, the hands of Ray Porter and his father
darted toward their hip pockets.

The weapons they clutched for were never drawn. They froze into
frightened
i Mmobility under the | eveled guns In the bl ack-gloved hands. A tall, silent
figure was gliding out of obscurity to confront them

"The Shadow " Porter gasped.

Harry Vincent's heart surged with relief. In a flash, he realized what

had

happened. The Shadow had foll owed the el der Porter from Tuckahoe. He had
noti ced

t he parked car outside the garage, had seen the hastily scratched "V' on the
outside of the runble - and had silently descended to save Vincent's life.

THOVAS PORTER S gray hair bristled with rage. He seened on the point of
clutching for his gun. But the son restrained his father with a low cry. He
knew that any attenpt to attack this powerful crimnal, as he inmagi ned The
Shadow to be, would be net by jets of flame fromthe twin automatics that
jutted fromthe gl oved hands.

Besi des, Ray Porter had a nore cunning defense in the back of his mnd
Hel p was still possible. He intended to sumopn such hel p i medi ately.

He backed against a |l ow shelf on the wall and his raised | eft hand
br ushed
a small switch. The switch operated an alarmbell in the mansion that rose
fortress-like two hundred yards away, apparently unconnected with this strange
| aborat ory under the garage.

But there was a connection between house and garage. Harry Vincent was
not
aware of it. Neither was The Shadow. Beyond the smooth wall of the underground
chanmber was a tunnel that ran slantingly through the earth to the cellar of
t he
mansi on.

In the mansion, a bell was already ringing its curt sunmons. Trusted
retainers of the Porters had snatched up weapons and were racing silently
t hrough the tunnel to the aid of their trapped enpl oyers.

The Shadow was bendi ng over the table on which Harry Vincent was still a
prisoner. A knife in the bl ack-gl oved hand sl ashed t hrough the | eather straps.
Harry was free. He rose weakly fromthe table and seized the weapon that The
Shadow t hrust at him

He was watching both Porters, satisfied that they were hel pl ess.

The Shadow, however, had turned his burning eyes toward the blank wall of
the room H s sharp ears had caught the sound of racing feet. He divined what
had happened, deduced instantly the existence of an unknown tunnel

He saw the wall suddenly open. Four armed servants appeared. For a



second,
t he henchnen of the Porters gazed stupidly, unable to see any intruders in the
chanber. The Shadow had backed into the sanme dark corner from which he had
first appeared - his black robe, thrown like a concealing cloud over Vincent.

Ray Porter started to yell a warning. H's voice was cut short by the
t hunderous flane of guns fromthe stairway that led aloft to the garage.

One of Porter's henchmen reeled and fell, a bullet through his heart. His
conpani ons, startled, whirled to face these new eneni es.

Ugl y-faced nmen were massed on the stairway, just bel ow the open trapdoor
In the very forefront was the evil visage of Blink Dorgan, the killer who had
made such a daring raid on the safe of the nurdered Reed Harrington

Dorgan coul dn't see Vincent or The Shadow in the dark corner, but he did
see the armed nen pouring out of the secret tunnel. It was his gun which had
pierced the heart of the first man who had appeared through the opening in the
wal | .

In a second, the underground chanmber was an inferno of flying | ead. Both
gangs were punpi ng bull ets.

Caught between two perils, The Shadow remmi ned notionl ess and unseen, his
cl oaked body shi el ding his agent.

CHAPTER X

DEATH UNDERGRCUND

A YELL of rage fromBlink Dorgan rose like a shrill scream above the roar
of the expl odi ng guns.
"Kill themall! Don't let one of them escape!"

His gun jerked with the recoil of his shot. At the nouth of the tunnel
anot her of Porter's nen pitched forward. But they were returning the fire,
refusing to retreat before the scarlet thunder of the intruder's guns. A
bul | et
whacked the hat from Dorgan's head. Another struck the man in front of himand
tunmbl ed hi m headl ong fromthe stairs.

The Shadow took no hand in the struggle between Porter's nen and the
nmobsters. He was waiting for the turn he knew woul d cone.

Ray Porter dropped to the floor, dragging his father with him In the
excitement of the battle, his action was not noticed. Screened by the surface
of an overturned table, he was crawling by a circuitous route to the yawni ng
bl ack square in the wall

Thomas Porter followed his son. Under cover of the tumult, both of them
hoped to reach the tunnel unobserved.

But The Shadow saw their stratagem and divined what was in their mnds.
He
knocked Vincent's gun aside as Harry tried for a shot at the retreating
Porters.

The Shadow had no intention of killing either Porter or his son. He
want ed
to question them not to kill them At his whispered order, Harry Vincent slid
downwar d behind the shielding black cloak of his master and began to worm
al ong
the floor in the sane direction the Porters had taken

He was aided by the terrific havoc that the battle had al ready caused.
Furni ture had been overturned; glass retorts had smashed on the stone fl oor
filling the air with noxious fumes fromspilled chem cals. Over the shouts of
t he conbatants cane the spiteful roar of exploding weapons. Dorgan's gang had
advanced to the bottomof the stairs fromthe garage above and were pouring a
hail of lead into the huddl ed remant of Porter's retainers.

Only two of the latter were still standing. They had been driven back
al nost to the entrance of the tunnel



Suddenl y, Thomas Porter and his son rose fromconceal nent. The fire
agai nst the nobsters redoubled, as the Porters enptied their guns into Dorgan
and his men. A thug pitched over the | ow banister of the staircase and fel
headl ong with a crash. His yell of terror was quenched in a horrible gurgling.

BLI NK DORGAN S bul |l voice rallied his nen. Porter and his son were
slipping quietly into the tunnel. Dorgan saw them vani sh and screaned a
war ni ng. The crack of expl odi ng guns seal ed the doom of the two henchmen who
were trying to cover their enployers' retreat to safety.

One of the two defendants went backward with a bullet in his heart. His
conpanion tried to shield hinself behind the dead nman's body. But his novenent
was too late. A bullet from Dorgan ripped through his neck and severed the
jugul ar vein. Blood poured fromthe wound.

Instantly, Dorgan and his killers pressed forward with triunphant yells.
They saw the figure of Harry Vincent dashing into the tunnel opening.

"Get himl" Dorgan screaned

For a second, it |looked as if Harry was caught. H's duty was to foll ow
t he
Porters into the tunnel. He raced for the square black opening - and saw it
vani shing before his startled eyes.

The wall was curling down in front of him Already, the sw ft descent of
t he open door had half closed the barrier. It was pliable metal painted to
resenbl e gray stone. It operated on a roller device that was hidden on the
i nner side of the wall itself. And it was dropping with the speed of
['i ght ni ng.

Harry flung hinmself at the stone floor. He rolled desperately forward. As
the netal clanged toward its slot in the floor, he managed to squirmlike a
snake through the narrow opening. He vani shed a scant second before the
barrier
fell.

There was a loud click and a sound like the exhaust of conpressed air.
Vi ncent was gone. In his place were only the sprawl ed bodi es of the nen who
had
di ed. Behind the bodies was the bl eak grayness of a wall, with no indication
that a tunnel had ever existed.

DORGAN and his thugs flung thensel ves desperately at the spot where the
openi ng had been a nonments before. They forgot all caution in the blindness of
their rage. They were unaware that The Shadow had nmoved out of a dark corner
al cove and was gliding toward themw th guns that never m ssed when his gl oved
fingers pressed the triggers.

The Shadow s twin guns did not point at Dorgan. The cl oaked visitor had a
gri mpurpose in sparing the gunman's life. He was anxious to take himalive
and
learn fromhis lips the nane of the man who had ordered himto make this bold
attack. The Shadow had neans of meking gunnen talk, even a vicious killer Iike
Dor gan.

Hi s guns nmade scarlet streaks in the fume-filled air. H's shots were
accurately aimed to wound, not to kill. The two crooks on either side of
Dor gan
pitched forward to the stone paving.

Dorgan whirled to see the onminous figure in black that confronted him He
knew that figure. The Shadow O her crooks, their faces pale, had nuttered
tales to Dorgan of the prowess of this man who fought crooks too cunning for
t he police.

Dorgan's gun whi pped level in a flash. The Shadow s guns were no | onger
pointed at him but were slanting aloft toward the beanmed ceiling of the
| aboratory.



The Shadow s guns fired first. They nade thunderous echoes, as he sent
bullets at the vivid cluster of lights over his head. Not a single bulb
escaped
the accurate flick of The Shadow s wi sts.

The room becane instantly dark, except for the tiny pilot Iight that
still
glowed like a pale red speck above the ruin of the "truth nachine" in the
corner.

Dorgan's mnurderous shot was fired in entire darkness. Hs bullet passed
harm essly through the crown of The Shadow sl ouch hat.

But The Shadow was trapped! Between himand safety were the unseen
figures
of Dorgan's gang. He was driven back slowy, step by step. Behind himwas the
huge open vat of corrosive acid below the rear wall

He heard the whi spered voi ce of Dorgan. The nobl eader had suddenly
renmenbered the vat whose slippery edge was | evel with the stone fl oor

"We've got himcornered! Close in on him W'IIl drive himinto the acid
tank!"

SI LENCE descended in the black room Not a sound was heard except the
faint shuffle of feet noving forward toward the spot where The Shadow had
been.

Sl ow y groping hands di scovered not hi ng. The Shadow had noved.

Ten feet away lay the invisible edge of the acid tank. The circle of
t hugs
was cl osing i nward. There was no way for The Shadow to escape, except backward
to the death that funed in the open vat.

Dorgan and his men had dropped prudently to the floor. They fired from
prone positions and agai n began their renorsel ess advance. A foot, two feet,
three feet -

Suddenly, they heard the scrape of a shoe, followed by a heavy splash. It
cane fromthe very centre of the tank

"He slipped!" Dorgan chortled. "W drove himinto the vat!"

In the split-second of silence that foll owed Dorgan's ejacul ations, an
eerie sound filled the room It was a deep, bubbling groan. It was the
unm st akabl e voi ce of The Shadow. It canme bubbling up fromthe depths of the
deadl y tank where the splash had occurred.

Dorgan sprang to his feet in the darkness. Warily, he struck a match. It
sputtered in his trenbling hand and cast weird shadows.

The surface of the pool was absolutely placid. There was no sign of any
living thing in the sonbre depths.

"The stuff has eaten himconpletely away," Dorgan gasped, awe in his
voi ce. "Flesh, bones, clothing - everything!"

He backed away fromthe edge. H s nen nmoved back with him In the utter
silence, they were unaware of any movenent in the chamber. Yet there was
nmoverent directly over their heads.

Unseen, unguessed at, The Shadow at that very instant was passi ng al nost
directly over their heads, creeping noiselessly on the wi de | edge of the
foundati on upon which the garage was built.

A di scarded gun had made that sudden splash. The groan that Dorgan and
hi s
men had heard was a ventriloquial effect fromthe throat of a man who, at that
instant, was clinbing the black surface of the wall with the uncanny speed of
a
bat .

He crept rapidly along overhead until he was beyond the grouped killers.
Then he dropped.

Hs feet made a faint thud in the darkness. Dorgan and his nen whirl ed.
The sibilant |laugh of The Shadow nade the hair on their scalps crawl wth



superstitious awe. Pistol fire raked the gloom But again the bullets were
wi de
of the mark.

The Shadow was not standing in the corner where the echo of his |augh had
sounded. Dorgan's men were now between The Shadow and the slippery edge of the
acid vat. The tables were turned.

THE flame of their spitting guns |ocated the gunmen in the darkness. As
The Shadow fired, two groans testified to the accuracy of his aim He knew
there were only three nen left, with the exception of Dorgan hinself.

He crept forward, braving the bullets that blazed at him Straight toward
the Iips of the tank before which his enem es were crouched!

Dorgan fired. Hs bullet mssed The Shadow and struck one of his own nen.
There was a scream and a splash fromthe surface of the pool. A nobster had
fallen into the depths of the vat, dissolved alive in the trap prepared for
The
Shadow.

As The Shadow |istened, he heard a faint scrape of |eather

He whirled in tinme to catch a descending arm A knife slashed down the
flesh of his forearm but the bl ade was al ready dropping fromdead fingers.
The
Shadow had fired in defense of his life. The thug's face nelted away.

A rush of feet on the steps leading to the garage showed what had
happened
to the sly Dorgan. His body was illunmnated for an instant in the light of the
open trapdoor as he fled.

But The Shadow did not shoot. Hi s quick ear had caught a sound outside
t he
roomitself. It seemed to vibrate straight through the walls. He heard a
feebl e
groan in a voice that he recognized. The far-away voice was Harry Vincent's.

As The Shadow sprang toward the wall, he knew t hat Dorgan had reached the
garage above and was fleeing desperately for safety. The Shadow di d not
fol | ow.

Vincent was in peril and nust be saved.

From under The Shadow s | ong, black robe canme a tiny electric torch. Its
beam nade a yellow streak in the darkness and its oval nmoved swiftly over the
deceptive wall where the door of the tunnel had been. The Shadow s fingers
wer e
swifter than the beamof light itself. He had seen the exact spot where the
fl eeing Thomas Porter had pressed against the wall, to rel ease the hidden
nmechani sm

There was a click, a hiss of conpressed air and the flexible steel door
of
the tunnel rolled upward. Down a |ong corridor stal ked the gaunt figure of The
Shadow. There were turns and twists in the tunnel, but The Shadow hurried
wi t hout pause. Hi s hawklike face jutted over the beamof light in his gloved
hand. H s eyes burned w th purpose.

He found Harry Vincent lying alone alnost at the very end of the passage.
The circular walls of the tunnel had acted like a sounding board and
transmtted Harry's feeble groan to the sharp ears of The Shadow.

IN a moment, Harry was lifted to his feet. A stern voice in his dazed ear
recalled himto reality.

Toget her, they rushed through a snall arched opening into the cellar of
the Porter mansion. The cellar was enpty. So was the house itself. The Shadow
searched every roomlike a flitting shape of darkness. There was no trace
what ever of either Thomas Porter or his tall, curly-haired son.



Vincent started to talk excitedly of a quick pursuit, but he was checked
by the uprai sed hand of The Shadow. A calm even voice told Harry what to do
The power in that voice brooked no disobedience. And the logic of it was
unanswer abl e.

The Porters had been driven fromtheir hone by a double attack: Blink
Dorgan's mob and The Shadow. It was clear that they had felt thensel ves
secure,
had not anticipated trouble of any kind. Panic had put themto flight. Reason
woul d bring them stealthily back to this out-of-the-way stronghold of theirs.

The Shadow s curt orders were for Vincent to hide his car in the
nei ghborhood and to remain as a hi dden observer hinmself. Not in the house, but
in the grounds. If the Porters sneaked back | ater, under cover of darkness -
and The Shadow was certain they would - Vincent's job was to save themfrom a
renewed attack by Dorgan, or to trail themto their new destination if they
escaped unhar ned.

The Shadow had reason to believe the Porters would try to reach the
near-by railroad that made a direct connection with MIlcote. In the MIllcote
Chemical Corporation was the key to this riddle of murder and terror

The Shadow | aughed briefly. Hi s noving body nade no sound. An instant
later, Harry Vincent was al one.

CHAPTER Xl
CARDONA TAKES A TIP

A DUSTY taxicab clinbed the I ong, gentle grade that curved upward from
t he
MIllcote railroad station and turned into a paved boul evard. Joe Cardona, who
had arrived a few mnutes earlier by train from New York, sat quietly rel axed
in the cab's rear seat, his eyes closed

But Joe was far fromasleep. Ginly, he was trying to figure sonme | ogica
reason for a strange telegramthat had brought himhurrying fromNew York, to
this small industrial town in New Jersey. He knew that he was tangled in one
of
the nost baffling cases of his entire career. The murder of Reed Harrington
followed so swiftly by the death of Arnold Kling, had filled the New York
papers with screamn ng headlines.

Cardona had i ssued a statenent declaring the double murder to be the work
of Blink Dorgan, a noted gunman who had di sappeared fromthe underworld of St
Louis a nonth earlier. He declared he had clues that would lead to the arrest
of Dorgan within forty-eight hours. But in his heart, Joe knew this was only a
device to satisfy newspaper editors and give himtime for the rea
i nvestigation before him

The autopsy of Harrington's body had di scl osed not hi ng except the obvious
fact that he had been poi soned by sone unusual and deadly gas. C yde Burke's
suspi cion that the cigar Harrington had picked fromthe box on his desk woul d
prove no help as a clue, was justified.

Apparently, only the tip of the cigar had been inpregnated. The test in
the police laboratory was entirely negative. Every other cigar in the box was
perfectly normal.

Kling's death, too, was shrouded in the same kind of nystery. The
statement of the nedical exam ner disclosed that Kling had been el ectrocuted,;
but how, and why, were still to be answered.

Cardona had deliberately kept the two cases separate in the mnds of the
public. He didn't want to warn the killer - and he was certain that Dorgan was
only a tool, not the real brain behind the case.

As the taxicab chugged al ong, Cardona nentally ticketed four nanes. Three
men and a worman. Thormas Porter and his son, Ray, were the nost obvious
suspects. Detective Garrity's story placed the elder Porter at the scene of



Kling's nurder in Tuckahoe. |nvestigation by Cardona hinmself established the
fact that young Ray Porter had fled fromHarrington's apartment house on the
heel s of the crooks who had rifled the dead man's safe.

Then there was Sinon Todd to be investigated. The nane of this quiet
owner
of the MIIcote Chemical Corporation had not yet entered the case, except by
t he
fact that Harrington had nentioned himas a possible suspect to the police
conmi ssi oner on the night he had rushed, trenbling with fear, to ask for
protection from some unknown eneny.

The fourth name in Cardona's mnd was Ml ly Harrington, niece of the
victimhinmself. Mlly had known the conbi nati on of her uncle's safe, but had
lied and pretended she didn't. She had stol en an envel ope, and only the grim
arrival of Blink Dorgan and his pal, Andy, had prevented her from getting away
with it.

Qovi ously, Dorgan was not working in cahoots with the girl. Wo then?
Vére
there two sets of crooks entangled in this nightmare of mystery?

The telegramwas the final bit of puzzlenment. If it was on the level, it
meant that Cardona must chal k Molly Harrington off his list of suspects. For
Mol Iy, hiding froma police dragnet, had deliberately w red Cardona under an
alias, begging himto come secretly to MIIcote for the purpose of uncovering
the truth and pronising to give hima lead to the murderer of her uncle.

THE taxi drew up before the brick facade of a small hotel. Cardona
al i ghted, wal ked through a small, deserted | obby and approached t he desk.

"Have you a guest here by the name of Ellen Jackson?" he asked the clerk

"Yes, sir. Are you her cousin from New York? | believe she expected you,
to-day."

Cardona nodded, engaged a room In the dog' s-eared register he wote with
a quick, careless scram "Peter Jackson, New York."

“I'"'mher cousin," he said, quietly. "Is she in now?"

The clerk picked up the tel ephone, spoke for a nonent or two and then
nodded. "She says she'd like to see you right away. Her roomis 294, sane
fl oor
as yours."

He picked up Cardona's bag and the two ascended in a wheezy el evator
Apparently, the clerk was bell boy and nanager conbi ned, for Cardona coul d see
no sign of any other enployee. He waited until the man had departed, before he
wal ked down the hall to Room 294.

Hi s faint knock on the door was i medi ately answered. Mol ly Harrington
opened the door, stared at him motioned himquietly in. Cardona watched her
| ock the door.

"I"'mgiving you a break, sister,” growed in a low voice. "I could have
had you arrested by the local police and tossed into a cell to await
extradition for conplicity in a murder. Instead, | obeyed your telegram and

cane down here without publicity to find out exactly what your gane is - and
what your connection is with Sinmon Todd."

He wat ched her to see the effect of his words, but all that happened was
a
nervous smile on the girl's Iips.

"You don't trust me, do you?" she said.

"Why should I? You lied to nme and tried to banboozle me fromthe very
first. Talk up, or back you go with ne to New York, in handcuffs, on the first
train that pulls out of this town."

Hi s words held nore assurance than his | ook. There was sonet hi ng about
this girl's steady gaze that made suspicion of her seem a nistake. Her
whi spered words held the ring of truth for Cardona, an experienced judge of
peopl e.



She admitted she had stol en an envel ope fromher uncle's safe, for the
pur pose of keeping it out of the hands of the police. Harrington hinself had
gi ven her the conbination, had begged her to get hold of the paper and read
it,

i n case anything happened to him He said it contained a clue that m ght
expl ain
hi s nurder.

"Did he say what the clue was?" Cardona asked.

"No. | haven't the faintest idea what was inside that envel ope. Perhaps
it's something that threatened nmy uncle with blackmail." Her voice becane
suddenly hard and eager. "Or, perhaps, it's a clue that connects those two
murders directly with the M1l cote Chem cal Corporation.”

CARDONA stared silently at her as she el aborated. Reed Harrington and
Arnold Kling had formerly been associated with Sinon Todd in the ownership of
the chem cal works. So had the mysterious Thomas Porter and his son, Ray. This
was the one thread, the only thread, that seemed to |ink the whol e case
t oget her.

"You suspect Sinon Todd?" Cardona said, curtly.

"Not Todd so much as - Merriweather."

"Merriweather? Who the devil is he?"
"He's the plant superintendent. | don't like his |looks or his actions.
Twice, |I've tried to get inside the grounds of the chem cal plant and tw ce

Merriweat her has refused to let nme see Todd. Said he was too busy to be
di st urbed.

"I don't believe it, M. Cardona. He has some guilty reason for trying to
keep ne away from Sinon Todd. Todd was al ways very fond of ne. |If he knew
were here, I'msure he'd see ne and talk with ne."

Mol ly's blue eyes filled suddenly with tears. "I tel egraphed you because
I
- | thought you, as a detective, mght be able to get past this man
Mer ri weat her
and find out what M. Todd knows about this horrible case. I - | have a
feeling
that Todd may be in danger hinself, without realizing it."

Cardona nodded. "We'Ill soon find out. Let's go."

Wth the girl's armtinmdly on his, Joe descended to the street and
wal ked
a block east to the trolley line. The trolley took themout to the edge of
t own,
where the M1l cote Chenical Corporation occupied a dozen sprawl i ng acres
i nsi de
hi gh, apparently well-guarded walls.

Cardona asked a watchman at the grilled steel gate for Superintendent
Merriweather. He was admitted, although the watchman gave the girl with
Car dona
a troubled glance. It was evident he had been ordered by some one to keep her
away. He stepped into a small frame shack and tel ephoned.

After a few mnutes a tall, lank and very col d-eyed man approached.

“I'm M. Merriweather. What do you want ?"

"I want to see M. Sinobn Todd," Cardona said, quietly.

"You can't. He's busy. State your business to ne."

Cardona dropped his quiet nmanner inmediately. Wth a brusque gesture, he
showed his police badge. H's voice crackled grinly.

"I"'mdoing the ordering around here, ny friend. Take ne to Todd's office
and do it right now"

Merriweat her hesitated, forced a smle. "A police officer, eh? In that
case, | suppose I'll have to obey you."



"You're right!" Cardona grunted.

THEY wal ked across the wide yard area of the chemical plant, and the
detective's eyes scanned everything with interest. A dozen huge factory
buil dings. A naze of glittering railroad racks where tank cars stood in |ong
lines | oaded with chemnicals.

In the centre of the walled grounds was the very heart of this busy
enpire
of industry. A two-story metal structure, painted a vivid warning red, rose
from
inside the protection of a circular noat. The nmpat was filled with water. A
smal | bridge gave access to this spot, but the bridge was lifted to pernit no
one to pass.

There was reason for this precaution. The scarlet building inside the
noat
was crammed to the roof with high explosives. Froma light netal tower on the
roof ran a shining cable, on which an overhead bucket moved frombuilding to
building with its deadly cargo for the mxing vats. The bucket was sheat hed
with rubber. It would not do for a chance spark to be | oosed here.

Merriweat her smiled faintly, as he explained to Cardona the neani ng of
t he
overhead wire and the building itself. He also pointed out, with the sane
curious smle, atall steel tower on which was nounted sonething that |ooked
i ke an enornous circul ar searchlight.

"Why the big Iight?" Cardona asked, curtly.

"Had a little trouble here recently,” the plant superintendent nuttered.
He gave Cardona a hard, sidelong |ook. "M. Todd doesn't |ike strangers here."

He said no nore, but |ed Cardona and Molly toward a small brick office
buil ding that adjoined the taller shape of a huge m xing plant.

CHAPTER Xl
THE THI RD VI CTI M

JUST before they reached the door of the office structure, Cardona's eyes
veered and he frowned suddenly. An old worknman in faded overalls had noved
aside fromthe detective's path. He was sweeping refuse up with a stunpy
broom
There was sonet hing about this old man that gave the detective a nonentary
sense
of puzzlenent. He had a queer feeling that he had seen that old man somewhere
bef ore.

Merriweat her kept striding ahead and Cardona didn't stop, but he wondered
silently about that workman. The nan was big and gaunt, al nost decrepit. Wite
hair, a scraggly white nustache, bony hands that trenbled as he noved his
broom
slowy across the paved path. Cardona shrugged and put himout of his mnd

Had he known the truth about that old workman, he would not have passed
hi mso casually. The ol d worknman was The Shadow. The thing that had nmade
Cardona puzzle nonentarily about himwas not his dress or his appearance, but
his eyes. They were steady, deep-socketed, filled with a serene inner fire.
That was the thing that Cardona had noticed subconsciously.

The Shadow was not on the pay roll of the chem cal plant, but he had
gai ned his inconspicuous entry wi thout too nmuch trouble. In a plant where
t housands of men were enpl oyed under dozens of foreman, the presence of an old
sweeper was hardly to be noticed

If a foreman stopped to question him The Shadow replied vaguely,
mentioni ng sone other foreman. He came and went wi thout trouble, protected by



his feebl e appearance and his harmess old smle. He was careful to keep his
lids |owered over his piercing eyes. The unl ooked-for appearance of Cardona
and
Mol Iy Harrington had betrayed himinto a quick, eager glance at the pair, but
he
was confident that Cardona had not pierced his disguise.

The Shadow was correct. Joe Cardona entered Sinon Todd' s office wthout
any suspicion of the identity of the old workman outside.

TODD was a chunky mi ddl e-aged man with iron-gray hair and a rather
pl easant, smling nouth. He was surprised, and obviously delighted, to see
Mol |y Harrington. He took her hand and held it warmy.

"I"'msorry to hear about the death of your uncle,
can help you in any way, |I'Il be glad to do so."

"I tried to get in here three times," MIlly said, evenly. "M.
Merriweather told me you were too busy to be bothered.”

"What ?" He swung toward his plant superintendent and Merriweat her cleared
his throat and | ooked suddenly unconfortable.

"I - er - thought you wouldn't want to be - er - disturbed, so | took the
liberty of -"

Todd glared angrily at him "You' ve exceeded your authority,
Mer ri weat her.
Pl ease don't do that again. | prefer to do the deciding nyself about whomI
shall see and whom | shan't. Is that clear?"

"Yes, sir," Merriweather muttered. He nmade a brief, cringing bow and
st epped back, but Cardona noticed he made no effort to | eave the room He kept
wat ching the detective furtively out of the corner of his |owered eyes.

Agai n, Cardona had that sharp feeling of mistrust. This Merriweat her
wasn't half so obedient or cringing as he | ooked.

Todd turned to Cardona, a questioning snmle on his lips. "You say you're

he said, slowy. "If |

a
detective, sir? In that case, | presune that you've come as a result of the
attack nade upon ne | ast week?"

"Attack?" Cardona | ooked surprised. "Wat attack?"

Merriweat her spoke up quickly. "It didn't get into the newspapers.
persuaded M. Todd that it was better to avoid publicity. You see -"
Cardona interrupted brusquely. "lI'd like to hear about it, M. Todd

Suppose we excuse Merriweat her."

Todd smiled. "That won't be necessary. He knows all the facts. He's a
| oyal and trusted enpl oyee of nine."

"O K. ," Cardona said, but, privately, he wasn't so sure of the snug
superintendent. The fell ow had a nean nouth and his eyes were altogether too
cl ose together to suit the practical Cardona.

Joe listened gravely to Sinmon Todd's story. It was brief. Two weeks
earlier, working late in his office, Todd had heard a noi se and had di scovered
two prow ers on the prem ses. They had entered the inner office through an
unl ocked wi ndow and were crouched in front of the safe attenpting to open it.

As Todd rushed in they had fired at himand fled. Luckily, they had
m ssed
their hasty aimand succeeded in wounding himonly slightly in the arm They
sl ugged the watchman at the gate and escaped. No trace of them was found.

CARDONA grunted, produced a photograph of Blink Dorgan from his pocket.
"Was this one of the robbers?"

Todd shook his head. "I couldn't say. You see, both the thugs were
masked.
| took Merriweather's advice and hushed up the whole affair. | don't want any

publicity, because -" His voice lowered for an instant. "It's not generally



known, but MIIlcote Chenical is under contract to the United States
gover nment ,
produci ng a new and rather inmportant gas for the chem cal warfare service.

"Merriweather and | both think the crooks cane here under the inpression
that the formula for the gas was in ny office safe. Wich is, of course
ridiculous. The formula is closely guarded in a vault in Washington. Here we
nmerely produce the gas in stated quantities, under the supervision of the war
departrent in Washi ngton."

"You think," Cardona asked, quietly, "that the attack on you had not hi ng
at all to do with the deaths of your former associates, Reed Harrington and
Arnol d Kling?"

"I've tried to think of sone connection, but, frankly, |I can't," Todd
replies.

"It's the formula that brought the thieves here," Merriweather
interrupted, positively, "Any other explanation is silly, it seens to ne."

"Thank you," Cardona said, ironically. He studied Sinon Todd. "M ss
Harri ngton and nysel f thought that perhaps you m ght be able to cast sone
['i ght
on the notive for the strange deaths of your forner partners.

"I'mafraid | can't."

"In each case, the dead man's safe was rifled," Cardona suggested. "Yours
was attacked, too."

"Coi nci dence, " Merriweather nmurnured fromthe background.

"What is your opinion of Thomas Porter and his son Ray?"

Todd was silent for a nonment. He | ooked definitely enbarrassed. "I'd
rather not answer that. It brings up personal prejudice.”

"You don't trust the Porters?"

"Frankly, no. That was the chief reason why | took over the whole
ownership of the plant nyself, after Kling and Harrington said they wanted to
get out."

"You think the Porters m ght have | earned of this governnent contract you
obtained after they left, and have hired sonme one to try to steal it to
di spose
of it to a foreign power?"

Todd shook his head. "I don't think the attack on ne had a thing to do
with the deaths of Kling and Harrington," he said. "Wether the Porters were
responsi ble for those two nurders, 1'd rather not say. | know they hated both
Kling and Harrington. As for nyself, | accuse no one without proof."

He sighed, and his face became grave.

"I hope that first attack on nme was the last. But |I'mtaking no chances.
As you may have noticed, |1've installed a searchlight on a tall tower, to
['i ght
the grounds here at night. |'ve doubled the nunber of ny private guards. After
sundown, the wall that surrounds this area is electrified with a high voltage
of current. That's why |'ve nade no conplaint to the police. | think |I've nade
nysel f perfectly safe, now"

FOR no reason at all, Cardona suddenly thought of the old workman with
t he
broom Perhaps Todd wasn't as safe as he imagi ned. And what about this sly and
smling Merriweather? Cardona didn't trust himfor an instant. Wthout seemn ng
to do so, Merriweather was apparently directing things at the plant with a
hi gh
hand, using the guise of hunble |oyalty as an excuse for actions."
"I"'d l'ike to | ook around the plant, if you don't mnd," Cardona said.
"It's rather dirty and not very pleasant," Merriweather objected.
But Todd smiled. "I guess we can manage to keep our guests clean. |'l]
have M. Strunk show them around. Wuld you like to see the m xi ng chanber
where we conpound the chemicals that produce the new governnent gas?"



“"I'd like to very nuch," Cardona said.

“I"1l show them mysel f," Merriweather offered. He was all smles now
Al nost eager.

Mol Iy Harrington | ooked at Cardona hurriedly and opened her nouth as
t hough she was about to object, but the detective forestalled her

"We'd be delighted to have M. Merriweather as a guide," he said,
snoot hl y.

Toget her they passed out the doorway, Mlly's hand on Cardona's arm

"This way," Merriweather murmured. "Down this corridor. Mnd your step
please. It's a little dark."

Left alone in his office, Todd shrugged, as if suddenly renmenbering the
press of his interrupted business. He picked up a paper, read it carefully and
signed it. He picked up another, his broad body hunched forward over his desk.

He was conpl etely unaware that he was under surveillance. But his every
nmove was bei ng watched. The angle of the wall outside his office formed a deep
L with the adjoining building. The angle was filled with deep shadow. There
was
no sign of any one lurking in that dimmess, but an eye suddenly appeared at
t he
corner of the w ndow.

It was a deep-socketed, burning eye that peered into the roomw th keen
observation of the man at the desk, the door through which Cardona and the
girl
had di sappeared - and anot her door that the observer knew opened into a small
washr oom beyond.

The man outside the wi ndow was The Shadow. Gone was his broom the
pal si ed
shake of his hands, the faded blue overalls. The overalls were covered with a
| ong, black cloak. Black gloves were on his hands. Tilted | ow over his
f or ehead
was a bl ack slouch hat that al nbst touched the bridge of his hawklike nose.

The Shadow had been lurking near Todd's office because he expected
anot her
attack on the chemical naster. He was not wong in his suspicions.

AS he watched fromhis veiled hiding place, The Shadow saw that the door
of the washroom was stealthily opening. A hand appeared, then a face. It was
Bl i nk Dorgan, the nysterious gunman who had stolen a seal ed envel ope that had
cone fromthe safe of Reed Harrington and had made such a nurderous attack on
the Porters in their garage |aboratory.

There was a knife in Dorgan's hand. H s eyes gl eaned with excitenment, as
they wavered toward the back of Sinmon Todd and across fromhimto the squat
safe in the corner.

The Shadow s gun appeared silently in his gloved grasp. Its nuzzle
approached the | ower corner of the w ndow outside of which he was crouched.

At that instant, Sinon Todd shivered as though he were suddenly conscious
of the nurderous presence behind him He turned and froze like a statue in his
chair, his nmouth hangi ng hapl essly open

Blink Dorgan's hand rose swiftly upward and back with a peculiar gesture.
In his hand was the knife, palned snugly, its hilt toward the frozen victim

The Shadow recogni zed the gesture. Dorgan was bending forward on his toes
to throw the knife.

The nurderous qui ckness of events gave The Shadow no tine for accurate
aim H's gun thundered. The bullet made a round hole in the pane and whistl ed
past the forward-thrust neck of the killer.

Dorgan dropped the knife and dived at the floor to regain it. Sinon Todd,
petrified with fear, cowered in his chair behind the desk

But the snarling Dorgan had no chance to leap forward and kill his
hel pl ess victim As he clutched at the dropped knife, the window with the



round

bull et hole crashed into a thousand jangling fragments and The Shadow was
i nsi de

the roomlike an avengi ng t hunderbolt.

He clutched at the plunging Dorgan's wist, diverted the steel point of
the knife fromhis throat. He swng the butt of his gun toward the skull of
t he
nmobster, but Dorgan's desperately ducking head avoi ded the bl ow and hi s hands
cl anped over the clubbed weapon. The two nen fought silently for perhaps ten
seconds, then The Shadow tore hinself |oose.

He had heard cries of men, the sound of approaching feet. The roar of his
shot had startled every workman within earshot of Todd's office. The Shadow
knew t hat another thirty seconds woul d enabl e hi mto subdue and capture
Dor gan,
but it would al so reveal the unknown presence of The Shadow hi nmsel f and unmask
himto the eyes of Joe Cardona.

He took the only choice fate offered him He all owed Dorgan to flee
t hr ough the washroom

TODD, who had regai ned his feet and sone neasure of his |ost nerve,
attenpted to grapple with the tall, black-robed intruder, but The Shadow threw
himoff easily and retreated headl ong through the w ndow.

As he junped, he caught a glinpse of Merriweather rushing into the room
The pl ant superintendent |ooked ugly, frightened, suspicious. Distinctly, The
Shadow saw hi m gl ance swiftly toward the door of the washroom

Then The Shadow s body struck the ground outside and he was forced to
cope
with a new, and i medi ate, emergency. A workman was rushing straight toward
hi m
a heavy wench in his grinmy hand. Gher nmen were closing in fromall sides.

The Shadow didn't want to hurt the man in his path, but he struck him
down
with a glancing blow and ran |like a dark streak toward the shining |ine of
st eel
that marked a railroad siding.

It was his only hope for escape. Al other avenues were closed by the nob
of worknen, who ran forward yelling excitedly at the spectacle of a
bl ack-robed
fugitive, rushing, gun in hand, through the pale sunlight of afternoon

CHAPTER XI I |
MAD RI DE

THERE was a sharp spiteful report and a bullet whistled over The Shadow s
sl ouch hat. The shot came from Merriweat her. He had | eaped through the broken
wi ndow of Todd's office and was pursui ng The Shadow with | ong purposeful
strides.

A grimlaugh issued fromthe lips of the robed fugitive. Merriweather's
first glance had been toward the door of the washroom through whi ch Dorgan had
escaped in the confusion. Yet he had chosen not to chase the killer. He was
trying to trap the man who had just saved Sinon Todd's life! To The Shadow,
that fact was as sinister as it was obvious.

Li ke a flying spectre, The Shadow raced pell-nell down the track of the
railway spur. In his ears was the shrill scream ng wail of a huge steam
whi stl e
on the roof of the cavernous mxing plant. Its sound brought men running from
all parts of the grounds. It was one man agai nst hundreds!



The Shadow saw at once that his hope of reaching the distant | oading
pl atform where he had arranged to di sappear and resune his character of a
harm ess ol d wor kman, was now gone.

But not nore than fifty yards in the opposite direction was a notionl ess
switch engine and a single tank car. This, The Shadow realized instantly, was
his sol e hope of escape.

A man was swi nging down fromthe tiny cab of the | oconotive, as The
Shadow
raced forward. He was the engi neer and he was pale with resolution, swinging a
bi g steel spanner in his greasy hand.

The Shadow ducked the hasty swing and put the man out of action with a
merci ful blow of his fist. As the fellow sprawl ed and rolled out of the path
of
t he cowcat cher, The Shadow was already clinbing into the cab of the
| oconotive
hi s bl ack-gl oved hand reaching for the throttle.

THE switch engi ne began to nove. It gained speed rapidly.

As it roared past the group of worknen ahead, pistols appeared but no
shots were fired. The Shadow s head tw sted briefly behind, and he knew why.
The tank car coupl ed behind the stolen | oconotive was painted a vivid, warning
crimson. Ared flag, fluttered fromits peak. Explosive chemn cal

The sound of furious puffing drew The Shadow s attention to the track
beyond. Another switch engine was racing forward, trying to creep up al ongside
the fleeing fugitive. There was a wildly excited engi neer behind the throttle.

On the cowcatcher in front, a man was hanging grimy to a steel support
by
his left hand. In his right was the gleaning barrel of a revolver. The man was
Mer ri weat her.

The plant superintendent fired and his bullet whistled over the sleek top
of the tank car. The bullet was fired so high that The Shadow didn't even have
to duck his head. But a glint canme into his burning eyes.

He realized the cargo of liquid death he was carrying behind himon this
wild ride. He knew that Merriweather's succeeding shots would drop | ower and
lower. If a single bullet should pierce the thin steel shell of that tank car
behind him the resulting explosion would send car and | oconotive and The
Shadow hinsel f into whirling fragments, high in the air.

The engi neer of the pursuing train feared that, too. He yelled hoarsely
to
the man on the cowcatcher, and the pursuing train slackened speed.

The Shadow, on the contrary, increased his. The dark expanse of a wooden
| oadi ng platformwas drawi ng nearer and nearer with every revolution of the
flying wheel s.

The Shadow noved to the side of the cab nearest to that approaching
platform He had to take a chance on the zipping bullets fromhis pursuer

Merriweat her, wildly excited, was recklessly lowering his aiman inch or
so with every shot. His last bullet had barely skimed the circular top of the
tank car and whistled an inch above the slouch hat of The Shadow. The only
thing in The Shadow s favor was the very sensible terror of the pursuing
| oconoti ve engi neer, who continued to drop back slightly in the dangerous
race.

The engi neer knew the potentialities of the liquid contents of that
crinmson-painted tank. He had a wife and three children. H s face was deathly
white, and he shook it stubbornly as Merriweather screamed at himto go
faster.

THE roof of the |oading depot projected over the track |ike an enornous
canopy. It threw a sharp bl ackness across the waning sunlight. As the switch



engi ne shot through the murky patch with ever-increasing speed, The Shadow was
al ready squirmng through the narrow wi ndow of the cab

H s nmovenent was invisible to Merriweather and the pursuing engineer. A
black formslid batlike to a narrow | edge above the flashing thunder of the
driving rod. It hung there for barely a second, then, as the | oconotive neared
the end of the platform The Shadow projected hinsel f headl ong toward the
flying ground.

The cab he had just abandoned shiel ded himfrom observation. He struck
like a swimrer, on his chest and stomach. The inmpact was frightful, al nost
driving every ounce of breath from his bruised body. But even as his inpetus
carried himforward in a swift slide on his face, The Shadow was acting wth
cool efficiency.

A rapid spurt of bullets fromthe opposite track testified to the nmad
anxi ety of the superintendent on the roaring cowcatcher. Shots screaned
recklessly at the train The Shadow had just quitted. Merriweather had gone nad
with the zeal to kill The Shadow. He was aimng straight at the oval steel of
the tank that encl osed the expl osive chemni cal

The man at the throttle behind himwas throwi ng on his brakes in a mghty
roar of hissing steam The escaping train shot ahead with an enpty cab
Merriweat her was convinced that he had shot down The Shadow. He i magi ned t hat
t he vani shed, bl ack-robed fugitive was withing on the floor of the cab with a
bul l et deep in his body.

But The Shadow, aching in every nuscle of his bruised body, had al ready
gai ned his objective. He had whirled over and over under the projecting lip of
t he wooden platform On hands and knees, he noved like a flitting black shape
toward the rear of the broad structure. There was a battered tin |unch pai
there, hidden by himfor just such an energency as this.

He reached for the pail and yanked off the Iid.

As he did so, the ground itself seened to rise and |ift him He heard the
enor nous thunder of an explosion. For an instant, a sheet of yellow flane from
the track two hundred yards down the line illum nated everything with dazzling
brilliance. The loading platform the dark earth beneath it, were bright and
starkly clear.

But no one could see the hidden figure of The Shadow w enching the lid
of f
his battered | unch pail

Agai n darkness swathed him Over his head, he could hear the crash of
falling tinmbers fromthe shaken freight depot. Yells of terrified worknen
added
an eerie note to the tunmult. Fromall parts of the sprawling grounds of the
M1l cote Chem cal Corporation cane racing figures. They were running toward an
enor nous snoke- bl ackened crater a few hundred yards fromthe saggi ng end of
t he
frei ght depot.

MERRI VEATHER had been hurled aside |ike a peanut shell by the w nd-bl ast
fromthat explosion on the track ahead. He had | ost his gun, and his face was
bl eeding from a blast of gravel that had come at himlike pellets out of a
machi ne gun

It took the trenbling superintendent a dozen dazed seconds to realize
t hat
The Shadow nust be dead. He wiped the trickle of blood fromhis lips and a
grim
light cane into his eye, as he ran forward to the very lip of the crater
wher e,
an instant before, a |oconotive and a tank car had stood.

The earth was pitted deeply, as though scooped out by the claw of an
enornous cl anshell digger. There was no trace whatever of the tank car. Chunks
of the |oconotive were strewn in a wide circle. And fromthe centre of this



awf ul hol ocaust, greasy black snoke rose in a sullen plume like the updrift
fromthe crater of a vol cano

In the midst of the uproar, Joe Cardona suddenly appeared. He pushed
t hrough the crowd of worknen, trying to fight his way closer to Merriweather

Joe was late in arriving at the scene of the explosion. He had a grim
suspi ci on concerning the reason for his delay. He had raced at the first sound
of the shooting in Todd's office to a | ocked passage in the m xing room
Merriweat her had pointed the way with an easy finger. Cardona suspected he had
done so deliberately to delay him

The detective pushed angrily through the crowd to question Merriweather
but when he got to the lip of the crater, there was no sign of the crafty
superintendent. He was gone, and no one could tell where.

CARDONA fl ashed his police shield and restored some neasure of quiet in
the tunmult. From excited worknmen he heard a strange tale of a black-robed
figure blowm to atonms by the explosion of a runaway tank car

Cardona frowned. A voice inside his brain whispered insistently: "The
Shadow! "

Joe knew, from past police experience, that The Shadow was not a crook
but a powerful unknown hel per of the |aw. Many tinmes on previous cases, when
Joe had been utterly stunped, he had been given help and support by this
flitting dark enmbodi ment of justice whose identity had never been pierced by
the best brains of either the police or the underworld.

An expl anation of Merriweather's queer behavi or nade the detective's face
darken. He had del ayed Cardona, not to betray Todd, but to trap and kill The
Shadow

Cardona was unabl e to understand why The Shadow shoul d have made an
attack
on Todd. He was still unaware of the fact that there had been two nen in
Todd' s
office at the time of the attack. However, the excited shouts of a dozen
wor kmen told himthat The Shadow was dead, and he knew by that very fact that
crime was | oose in the grounds of the MIIlcote Chem cal Corporation, was
striking ruthlessly under Cardona's very nose.

Joe whirled and ran back toward the office of Sinon Todd. As he turned,
he
al nost fell over a tall young workman who was standing directly behind him
The
wor kman' s face was greasy and dirty. A cap was pulled | ow over his eyes. A
lithe, powerful fellow, dressed in overalls, he attracted little notice from
the hurrying Cardona. He apologized in a thick nutter for his clunsiness and
noved out of the detective's way.

Had Cardona stopped a nmonent and raised the visor of the man's cap, he
woul d have been amazed to see the same piercing eyes he had observed on his
entrance to the plant. They were the eyes of the palsied, white-haired workman
who had been so timdly sweeping a stone path with his broom

The Shadow, a master of disguise, was not taking any chances wth
Cardona's nenory. He made his way across shining railroad tracks toward the
gate of the plant. In his griny hand dangled a netal l[unch pail. The pai
contai ned the black cloak and hat of The Shadow.

The guard at the gate saw the tall young workman pick a time-card out of
the rack and push it into the slot of the clock. He placed it back in the
rack,
smled at the guard and wal ked quietly through the entrance.

The guard, who had no reason to suspect that this workman had nmerely
pi cked a card at random nodded and all owed himto go.

THE SHADOW was | eaving the plant, his useful ness ended for the nonent.



Mol ly Harrington was still within the ground, but so was Cardona. Cardona
coul d

be depended upon to make sure that no harm overcane the ni ece of the dead Reed
Harri ngt on

Meanti me, The Shadow had other work to do, communications to establish,
reports to digest in the privacy of the shabby furni shed room he had hired.
There was a phone in that roomand at the other end of the wire - any time The
Shadow chose to lift his hand - was the anonynous voi ce of the shrewd and
faithful Burbank

It was Burbank's duty to report instantly any news fromthe vani shed
Porters. Harry Vincent was still on guard within the grounds of their deserted
country house, to trail themif again they showed up. The Shadow was convi nced
that they would soon return to that sinister house of theirs. He expected them
both - father and son - to cone directly fromthere to MIlcote.

In MIlcote, all the twisted strands of this anazing case were rapidly
twi ni ng together into some senbl ance of a pattern. That pattern, The Shadow
di vined, woul d expl ain many things and many persons.

Todd and Merriweather, for instance. And Kling and Harrington, the two
dead men. And Blink Dorgan, gunman of nystery, who had now, for the third
tine,
appeared with murderous sw ftness.

Qut of all this haze one fact was clear and shining to the shrewd and
| ogi cal brain of The Shadow. Unli ke Cardona, he had pierced through fal sehoods
and lies and was close to the truth. He was nerely awaiting calmy the arrival
of Thomas Porter and his son to make his final grimnmove agai nst the naster
m nd behind this carnival of death.

CHAPTER XI 'V
WHERE |'S MOLLY?

JOE CARDONA strode into the office of Sinon Todd with a hurried step
Except for the trenbling chem cal master, the roomwas enpty. Todd was sl unped
in his chair, |ooking pale and dishevel ed. Joe's keen eyes took in the signs
of
struggle with a quick glance. He noted the snashed wi ndow, the bullet hole in
the wall, the open door to the washroom

"Where's Mol ly Harrington?" he snapped.

"She left here just a minute or two ago,"” Todd said. "Some one said there
was an expl osion, that a man was badly hurt. MIlly hurried out to see if she

could help."
"Where's Merriweat her?"
Todd | ooked puzzled. "I thought you were with him"

Cardona turned on his heel, started for the door, then checked hinself
and
cane back. Hi s eyes were grimy questioning.

"Who attacked you?"

"I - 1 hardly know," Todd whi spered. His face was still |um nous with the
fear of death. "It all happened so quickly. You see, there were two nen - and
one tried to throw a knife at me - then they started fighting -"

"Two nmen?" Cardona grow ed

Hi s eyes gleaned. This was the first intimation he had had of the
presence
of some one other than The Shadow in the queer attack on the chenical master
Two nen! One of them The Shadow! And they had fought together, after one had
tried to throw a knife at Todd.

That nmade sense to Cardona's eager mind. It explained The Shadow s
presence, but it didn't explain Merriweather's desperate pursuit of The Shadow
or the consequent explosion of a fleeing tank car



"Tell me exactly what happened,” Cardona said, curtly.

TODD lighted a cigarette with a trenbling hand. He explained in a | ow,
frightened voi ce how he had heard a faint creak behind him had turned from
hi s
desk - and had seen a man energing fromthe washroomwith a glittering knife.
In
qui ck, nervous phrases he described how a bull et had crashed through the
wi ndow,
foll owed by the plunging figure of a being dressed in black fromhead to foot.

Crouched behind his desk, Todd had wi tnessed a swift struggle between the
two intruders; then the sound of Merriweather's approaching feet had caused
both assailants to flee -

Todd gul ped and his voi ce broke off.

"Did both these nmen escape together?" Cardona asked.

"No. The cl oaked man dashed straight at me. | - | grappled with him but
he threw me off and - and went headfirst out the broken w ndow. "

"Why did you grapple with hin? Didn't you say that his bullet and his
quick jump into the room saved your |ife?"

"Yes. That's true. But ny desk is near the wi ndow, and | thought he was
comng after me. | was so excited, terrified, that I -"

"Where did the other man run?" Cardona snapped.

"Back into the washroom There's a snall w ndow in there. He nust have
escaped the sanme way he got in. There was a terrible commtion outside, nen
running and yelling -"

Cardona's hand plunged into his pocket, drew sonething out.

"You say you saw both these nen clearly?" He held out a police photograph
of Blink Dorgan. "Was this the nan who sneaked fromthe washroomw th the
kni f e?"

Si non Todd | ooked at it and shuddered. Hi s head nodded slowy. "That's
t he
man! What does it all nean?"

"This," Cardona said evenly, "is the sane photo | showed you this
aft ernoon when you told nme about an earlier attack on you in these grounds.
The
man in this picture is Blink Dorgan, a notorious underworld gunman from St.
Louis."

"He was trying to get at ny safe,” Todd gasped.

"Exactly! Just what could be in that safe, M. Todd, to attract a
ruthl ess
gangster |ike Dorgan?"

"I"ve already told you ny theory," Todd said, in a shaking voice. "Dorgan
must have heard about the fact that this conpany is manufacturing the
i ngredients for a new and deadly poison gas for the United States governnent.
The formula would bring mllions froma foreign power. He thought the fornula
was in the safe.”

"You're sure that it isn't?"

"Of course. The master fornula is locked in a vault in Washington."

CARDONA consi dered for a nmoment. Hi s square-cut face was heavy with
puzzl ement and doubt .

"There's a couple of funny things about all this," he nuttered.

"How do you nean?"

"Your safe," Cardona said, slowy, "is the third safe that Dorgan has
been
interested in. He opened Reed Harrington's safe and stole an envel ope. W
f ound,
too, that sone one had opened Arnold Kling' s safe in Tuckahoe, when we



exam ned
his study after the nmurder. There's no proof that Dorgan was at Kling' s house,
but who el se would be interested in his safe?"

"l don't know," Todd said. He | ooked baffl ed.

Joe Cardona took another tack in his questioning. He was satisfied that
Todd was gi ving himstrai ght and honest answers. It was the nysterious figure
of Superintendent Merriweat her that nade his eyes cloud with suspicion

"Just what happened after Merriweather entered the roon?" he asked.

"He junped out the wi ndow after the man in the black cloak."

"Didn't he try to stop Dorgan, who had fled back into the washroon®"

"No. I - | guess he -"

"Didn't you yell to himthat he was chasing the wong man, the nan who
saved your |ife?"

"OfF course | yelled, pointed toward the washroom but he paid no
attention.”

"Do you trust this man Merriweather? Are you sure that be is thoroughly
honest ?"

Todd | aughed. "You're crazy, M. Cardona, if you suspect ny
superintendent. The nman has been with nme for years. He may have acted
t houghtl essly, but he's certainly not a crook."

"Thank you, M. Todd," an ironic voice said fromthe doorway.

CARDONA whirl ed. Merriweather was smiling faintly, his eyes a mld
chall enge to the detective from New York.

"Am| to be arrested because | pursued and killed an escapi ng nurderer?"
Sarcasmtinged the superintendent's voice.

"You seemed in a trenendous hurry to kill The Shadow, " Cardona said
quietly, his eyes watchful

"The Shadow?" said Merriweather, gasping. H's astoni shment seened a bit
too shrill to be real

But Todd's surprise sounded nore genui ne. "You nean -

"I mean," Cardona said, sternly, "that this man whom Merriweat her pursued
and killed was not a crook, but a fighter on the side of the I aw. Wen he
bur st
into your office, M. Todd, it was to avert a crinme. The fact that The Shadow
was bl own up, while the real crimnal escaped, makes me think that there is
somet hing very peculiar going on in this chem cal plant."

Merriweat her scow ed. "All that sounds very nice, but the facts tell a
different story. When | burst into this office I found M. Todd spraw ed on
t he
floor and The Shadow escaping fromthe window with a drawmn gun. | was not the
only one who tried to stop him He struck down at |east two men who got in his
pat h.

"He stole a tank car | oaded with expl osive and nade a desperate attenpt
to
get away. Naturally, | went after him tried to capture him I|f The Shadow
wasn't an escaping nurderer, he certainly acted |like one."

The superintendent's jaw hardened.

"I admt it was a bullet fromny gun that blew the tank car to pieces
j ust
beyond the frei ght depot, but |I'mnot apologizing for it. And if you think
t hat
arresting nme is going to solve this case, you're badly m staken!"

"I have no intention of arresting you," Cardona said. Unlike the angry
superintendent, he was thoroughly calm "Suppose you | eave the conduct of the
case to me. Al I'masking fromyou is straight answers to a couple of sinple
guestions."

"I don't mind your questions. It's your tone | don't like."

Si non Todd nurrured a peaceful remark, but neither of the two nmen paid



any
attention to him

"Why did you delay nme by sending me racing into a blind alley down in the
m xi ng plant, M. Merriweather?"

"I didn't," he rejoined. "That was your own fault. | pointed to the
entrance corridor. Is it nmy error if you took a wong turn and del ayed
your sel f?"

Cardona smiled, let the answer pass. "Wiere is MlIly Harrington?
haven' t
seen her since the nonment the shot sounded."

Merriweat her's snile was unpl easant. "You suspect |'ve done her sone
har m
per haps?"

"I merely asked you where she is now "

"She happens to be in the powder shack," the superintendent said.

Si non Todd uttered a quick exclamation of dismay. "Wat's that? You
brought her there? The nost dangerous -

Merriweather lifted his hand for silence. He seened to be able to overawe
his enployer at will, Cardona noted.

"The powder shack happens to be the nearest spot where there is an
adequate supply of first-aid materials and bandages. Two or three nen were
injured in that tank car explosion. Wien M ss Harrington appeared, she asked
i f
she could be of help and | sent her to the powder shack with the wounded nen.
She's there now, busily engaged in hel ping people” - his purring voice
deepened

"instead of wasting time in a lot aimess talk."

"l suppose you have the key to the shack?" Cardona nurmnured.

"Who el se woul d have it?"

"Real ly," Todd interrupted in a tired voice. "I don't like the way you
keep bul lying nmy superintendent, M. Cardona. He's thoroughly reliable, and
resent any such -"

"Perhaps the best thing to do," Merriweather snapped, "would be for
Cardona to take personal charge of the girl and satisfy his mnd!"

MERRI VEATHER bowed wi th nock politeness to the detective and wal ked out
t he door, followed by the thoughtful Cardona. Straight across the spraw ing
acreage of the MIIcote Chemi cal Corporation the two nen strode, and neither
of
themuttered a word

The powder mill was in a central, yet isolated, spot, surrounded by the
doubl e protection of a npat filled with water and a rai sed wooden drawbri dge
that could be | owered only by unl ocking the nechani sm

Merriweat her used his key and the bridge bent forward slowy until it
spanned the width of the npat. The door of the crinmson, two-story powder shack
was | ocked al so.

"Regul ations," Merriweather explained with a patient smle. "I assure you
that Mss Harrington is quite safe.™

As he spoke, he opened the door and gestured politely. But Cardona shook
hi s head.

"You go in first," he said.

The superintendent shrugged, and led the way inside. It was a large dim
room filled with boxes and barrels that were piled in tiers al ongside the
f our
wal I s extending upward to the ceiling. The doors and ceiling seened to be
covered with sone rubber conbination that took foot falls w thout sound.
Stairs
covered with the sanme material |led aloft to an upper floor

"W use rubber here exclusively,” Merriweather nurnured - "for a very



good
reason. It would not do for a chance spark to be | oosed here froma nail in a
wor kman' s shoe. You can see -"

"Where's the girl? | thought you said she was here."

"Upstairs. If you'll follow ne -"

Hi s hand rested lightly on Cardona's armfor a fleeting instant. Cardona
was staring at a square rug that seemed to lie in the centre of the floor for
no particul ar reason

Suddenly, he felt hinself shoved swiftly forward. Merriweather had darted
behi nd hi m and t hrown hi m headl ong of f bal ance. The startled Cardona tried to
swerve, to leap wildly over the rug to which he had been inpelled by his
treacherous guide. His | eap was inches short.

As he struck the surface of the rug, there was a faint cracking sound
from
frail crisscross supports underneath. Rug and man di sappeared into a square
yawni ng hol e.

There was a dull thud bel ow, the sound of a faint nmpan - then utter
si | ence.

MERRI VEATHER peered into the bl ackness, his face suddenly vicious with
tri unph.

"I told you I'd bring you to Mss Harrington," he whispered, "and |'ve
kept ny word! There is no possibility for either you or the girl to escape -
even if you were conscious!"

Not a sound issued fromthe dark opening bel ow whi ch Cardona and Ml ly
Harri ngton were entonbed. The faint, hissing murnur of Merriweather's nmirth
was
the only echo to his sardoni c words.

"Al'l 1 need now to nmake things perfect,” the wily superintendent of the
M1l cote Chem cal Corporation whispered to hinmself, "is to get my fingers on
M. Thomas Porter and his smart son, Ray. That woul d make the perfect w ndup!
And this tinme, The Shadow is dead and unable to interfere!"

The Shadow, however, was far fromdead. In a quiet apartrment in the town
of MIlcote, he was adding up facts he had | earned, bal anci ng know edge wth
t heory. He was now al nost ready to nove.

Li ke the crafty Merriweat her, The Shadow, too, was interested in the
l'ives
of Thomas and Ray Porter. Fifty mles to the north of his quiet sanctumin
MIllcote, the plans of The Shadow were being faithfully obeyed by a trusted
agent .

CHAPTER XV
M XED MOTI VES

RAI' N was pouring down with gusty violence on the night-shrouded grounds
t hat surrounded the country hone of Thomas Porter. The house itself was dark
and silent anong the encircling trees and shrubbery. Not a light showed in a
single window to the eyes of a dripping observer who was crouched beneath a
| ow
bush outside, only partly screened fromthe slanting fury of the rain.

The solitary man who wat ched the house so carefully was Harry Vincent. To
him the soaking disconfort of the rain neant nothing. The wi shes and orders
of
The Shadow were put above everyt hi ng.

Vincent's eyes exam ned the enpty house for the thousandth time. He was
certain it was enpty, for he had made a careful survey fromall sides. H's
roadster was hidden in a clunmp of shrubbery hal fway up the [ ong driveway that



wound fromthe distant road.

Suddenly, Harry stiffened into eager immuobility. H's sharp ears had
detected a faint sound. The sound cane, not fromthe house, but fromthe
entrance to the black, rain-swept grounds of the estate.

Harry's face turned. Under the dripping brimof his hat, his eyes were
alert and cautious. He had recogni zed the sound of a carefully throttled
aut onobi | e not or.

An instant later, Vincent sawthe car itself. It was turning in fromthe
road like a furtive shape in the darkness. Only the shadowy bul k of the car
was
di scernible. Its notor was drowned by the roar of the gale and the ceasel ess
drum of the black rain.

The car halted a few yards in fromthe entrance of the drive and a man
energed. The man stared toward the house through binocul ars. Then he got back
into the car and, a nmonment later, it backed stealthily out of sight anong the
dense bushes that |ined the road.

Vi ncent shrank farther back in the spot where he had so carefully hidden
hi nsel f. He was confident that the invisible intruder was al ready sneaking
grimy along the path toward the house.

HARRY was correct. In a nonent or two, The Shadow s agent saw a dri ppi ng
figure pass him alnost invisible against the w nd-tossed bushes on the
opposite side of the path. The figure paused, as a flick of |ightning
illuminated earth and sky for an instant. A crashing roll of thunder
resounded,
and again the figure began its sl ow approach toward the dark nansi on ahead.

Vi ncent had seen the man's tense face in that sharply defined instant of
light. He recognized himinstantly. It was the grim Andy, the thug who had
fled
from Reed Harrington's apartnent at the heels of Blink Dorgan

Vi ncent watched fromhis hiding place for a sign of Dorgan hinmsel f, but
apparently Andy was al one. Vincent wondered about that. Unaware of the swft
turn of events, he did not know that Dorgan was already in MIIlcote and had,
in
fact, a few hours before, nmade a vicious attack on Sinon Todd.

The t hug, Andy, began a stealthy approach toward the house. In the
rai n-swept darkness, it was inpossible for himto see Vincent. He cursed the
t hunderstorm that had so suddenly drenched the night with gusty fury.

Suddenly, his eyes gleaned. A light had appeared in one of the front
wi ndows on the ground floor. Behind a drawn shade was the sil houette of the
bul ky shoul ders and head of old Thomas Porter. It was unmi stakable. The stiff
mane of gray hair threw a revealing shadow agai nst the yellowed brilliance of
the drawn wi ndow shade

An instant later, Andy had flattened hinself prudently in the nuddy grass
that bordered the path. A car was driving around the corner of the mansion
from
the rear. Ray Porter was driving the autonobile.

The thug in the driveway crept forward, as the door of the mansion opened
and Thomas Porter appeared.

Ray Porter alighted fromthe car and conferred with his father. For an
instant, the son's broad-shoul dered figure was a perfect target for the
nmur derous pistol of Andy. His gun lifted and pointed steadily at the centre of
Ray' s soaked back

The bullet that was ainmed so grimy to snuff out Ray's life was fired,
but
it slanted crookedly upward toward the black canopy of the stormy sky.

At the very instant that Andy's finger pressed the trigger, a plunging
figure crashed into the skul king crook from behind. A smashing fist struck
Andy



on the back of the skull, sent himreeling forward to fall on his face.

He was on his knees in a second, whirling about on the slippery nud. H's
gun was still in his clenched hand. The gun roared as Vincent dove at him The
bul l et singed Vincent's shoul der and thudded harm essly into the wet trunk of
a
tree.

Again flame belched, but, this time, Harry had closed with his foe and
was
desperately wenching the weapon from Andy's hand.

THE whol e attack had taken place with appalling suddenness. Ray Porter
and
his father were stunned by the sudden flame of bullets. They crouched back
uncertai n of what was happening, as the two figures battled fiercely in front
of themin the driving storm

It was over al nost before either Porter could draw a gun and take a hand
in the conflict. The swi ft expl osion of Vincent's pistol saved him from death
by a split-second. H's bullet thudded into Andy's body. The crook crunpled and
fell in a linp huddle on the puddl ed earth.

Vincent whirled breathlessly to rush toward the Porters. H's orders had
been to protect them and he had done so at the inmnent risk of his life. Now
he shouted, as he rushed toward them fearful that he might be cut down by
flying | ead before he could explain that he was there by The Shadow s orders -
to help them not to hinder them

Hi s eager cry was matched by a sterner yell fromold Thonmas Porter. To
t he
el der Porter, both these nysterious gunnen were enemni es. He recogni zed Vi ncent
as the man he had vainly tried to question in the truth machine. He fired
promptly at the onrushing figure of The Shadow s agent.

But Harry had expected just such a nove as this. He had seen the om nous
gesture and the bright flash fromthe barrel of the gun. He flung hinsel f
headl ong to earth as the weapon expl oded.

Again and again, Porter fired at the rolling and wiggling figure of
Vincent. Bullets thudded into the earth, whipped the wet | eaves of bushes with
spurting fury. But Vincent was saved by the envel opi ng darkness and the
over eager excitement of the old man.

Ray Porter was already in the car. He shouted a warning to his father
and
the old man turned and | eaped inside the autonobil e beside his son

The car started. It nissed the stark body of Andy, but its curving wheels
roared straight for the hel pl ess head of Vincent. Chance and the soaked earth
was all that saved Harry's head from being ground to a bl oody pul p under
flying
wheel s of the escaping car. The rubber tires skidded and ground past, a scant
inch fromHarry's white face.

Down the wi nding drive roared the fleeing car. It swing into the distant
road with a speed that alnost made it turn over in the rain. The sound of its
notor accelerated instantly. The Porters had something desperate in mind. They
were racing to keep an unknown rendezvous whi ch had been interrupted by the
struggl e between Vi ncent and Andy.

VI NCENT had al ready staggered to his feet. He was running down the dark
driveway toward where he had hidden his own car. His orders from The Shadow
had
been strict. He had been told to watch the Porters, to help themif they were
attacked, and to find out, if they fled, where their destination was.

Above all, if they took the train for MIIlcote, Vincent was under orders
to report that fact i mediately to Burbank, fromthe nearest tel ephone.



In a moment or two, Vincent's fast little roadster was backing out from
t he conceal i ng bushes where he had left it. He sent it racing swiftly down the
drive and whirled into the road on two desperate wheels.

He drove in the sane direction that Porter and his son had di sappeared.
He
was certain that they were naking for the railroad station. He knew that a
train
was due to stop there briefly in the next seven mnutes. He had studied the
schedul e carefully for just such an emergency as this.

The next seven mnutes were |like a grimkal ei doscope of speed for Harry.
He drove without regard for his own life. He knew that the Porters were doing
the sane. There was no sign of their tail-lights in the sheets of falling
rain.

And they had a two-mnute start!

The tense-faced agent of The Shadow reached the deserted little railway
station a full mnute before the train was due. He had nade that amazing race
al ong slippery roads in six mnutes flat.

He saw a dark car drawn up outside the tiny waiting room The Porters had
already arrived. Harry had one precious mnute to find themand to warn them
of
i mpendi ng deat h.

Far down the steel rails of the track, a dazzling white headlight was
al ready boring through the sheets of rain. The train was thundering through
t he
darkness to nmake its brief stop at the tiny platform

Vi ncent ran around the corner of the |ocked and enpty waiting room and
dashed down the I ength of the | ow wooden pl atform

Ray Porter was waiting for himin the gloom Before Harry could open his
mouth to shout the message he had been told to deliver, a heavy fist crashed
into his jaw, sending hi mspinning backward.

DI ZZI LY, Harry tried to regain his feet. Ray had turned and was wat chi ng
the swift rush of the train into the station. The Iighted wi ndows slowed with
a
jerk, as the brakes drew the long train to a stop

Thomas Porter ran toward the vestibule of the last platform He swung
upward to the steps, calling hoarsely to his son, to follow.

Ray was watching the onrushing figure of Vincent. The | atter had managed
to regain his feet, his head still dizzy fromthe powerful blow that Ray
Porter
had delivered. He tried to shout, to warn these headstrong fools who were
blindly rushing away to their own deaths.

H s shout went unanswered. There was a quick, grimstruggle and again the
powerful Ray smashed his fist into the face of the man he was convinced was a
thug and a killer. The train was already noving. Thonmas Porter was yelling
hoarsely fromthe step, holding out a hand to his son

Ray Porter caught the extended hand and swung hi nsel f aboard. The train
roared down the wet track

After it ran the desperate figure of Harry Vincent. He was weak and
exhausted fromthe battle he had had with Andy. Ray's pile-driver bl ow had
al nost snapped his head off his shoul ders.

Nevert hel ess, he ran at top speed toward the flying rear platformof the
train, desperately intent on sw nging aboard.

He m ssed the handhold as his feet slipped on the wet boards of the
station platform He fell heavily, rolling straight outward toward the
grindi ng
wheel s.

The speed of the train itself was all that saved Harry. The forward rush
of the blurred wheels was faster than his sidelong slip. His body hit the wet



ties directly behind the roaring rear platformof the train. He lay there,
sem consci ous, and knew that he had failed in his wild attenpt.

THE sl ash of the cold rain on his face roused Harry. He got shakily to
hi s
feet. There were still orders to carry out.

He got into his parked car and drove sw ftly backward al ong the darkness
of the deserted road. There was an all-night diner not far fromwhere the
Porters lived. It was necessary to get in tel ephone touch inmrediately wth
Bur bank to report that the Porters were on their way to MIllcote, to the plant
of the enornous chemi cal corporation that dom nated the industry of the little
t own.

Vi ncent made his tel ephone call froma closed booth in the little
all-night diner. He pitched his voice so |low that the beady-eyed man behi nd
t he
counter couldn't hear a word of what he said. To the nmessage about the
Porters,
he added an accurate description of the dead Andy. The nessage was received
and
acknow edged by the crisp voice of Burbank

Harry went back to his car. He stopped at a filling station and had his
tank filled with gas. Burbank's voice had repeated an order of The Shadow.
That
order was for Vincent to proceed inmmediately to MIlcote and to register at
t he
Grandvi ew Hotel . The nmonent he arrived, he was to report his presence there to
Bur bank. Further orders would be given at that tine.

The rain was slackening now. Fifty mles separated Vincent fromMIlcote

and his swift car nade them nelt away.

CHAPTER XVI
THE COTTAGE CLUE

M DNI GHT had passed and gone. The hands of the timepiece on the nantel
showed al nbst one o' clock. The roomwas utterly dark, except for a single
electric light that burned |like a pale, frosted candle.

The Shadow s |ong tapering fingers reached without haste for a tel ephone
that rested on a |low table. Qutside the shaded wi ndow, the streets of MIlcote
were bl ack as ebony under the rays of a wet moon. It had rained hard an hour
or
so earlier, but the rain had now finished.

Presently, a distant voice whispered over the wire into the listening
ears
of The Shadow.

" Bur bank speaking."

"Report."

"Vincent arrived Grandview Hotel as directed. Reported presence. Your
| ast
nmessage to himnot delivered."

"\ 2"

"Vi ncent does not answer."

In the darkness, the eyes of The Shadow gl eamed suddenly like jewels. H's
| ow voi ce carried a whiplash of authority.

"Nunber of Vincent's roonP"

"Five four nine."

"Stand by."



The Shadow rose fromthe desk. In the darkness, the notion was scarcely
vi sible. A deeper blackness |oomed for an instant, noved toward the door. The
door opened and cl osed wi t hout audible sound. The single frosted bulb in the
ceiling still burned, but The Shadow had gone.

TEN minutes later, an outside wi ndow of the Grandvi ew Hotel opened very
softly. The wi ndow was on the fifth floor and opened directly onto the rusted
fire escape platformthat abutted on the rear of the hotel building.

I nside the wi ndow was the dark length of a public hall. The Shadow gli ded
down that hall, turned a sharp corner and proceeded toward the curving wall of
a dimstaircase, his eyes watching the nunbers on the doors of the roons.

He halted in front of the door marked "549." H's sensitive ear, pressed
against the frail panel, could detect no sound within. The only sounds cane
from adj oi ning roons - the heavy snore of a sleeping man and the faintly
qguerul ous wailing of a child.

A bunch of skel eton keys appeared from beneath the bl ack robe of The
Shadow. The door opened on the fourth try. It closed on an enpty corridor and
The Shadow, his pupils dilated, was inside Vincent's darkened room exanining
it with a catlike scrutiny.

He was conpletely satisfied that he was al one, before a nuscle of his
body
nmoved. Then came a faint click and the lights in the room gl owed. The Shadow
unscrewed all bul bs except one. One was all he needed to bring into play his
keen powers of observation

Vincent, of course, was not there.

The Shadow s burning eyes noted the signs of a terrific struggle. To an
ordinary investigator, the appearance of the roomwould have i mediately
suggested that the mssing Harry Vincent had been captured and ki dnapped after
a desperate encounter. But, to The Shadow, the torn-up roomtold a clear story
that was precisely the opposite.

For two reasons. First, any such struggle would inevitably have caused a
terrific commtion. People, hearing the sound of tables overturned, pictures
ripped fromthe walls, ink splashed hideously on the rug, would have
i medi ately tel ephoned in terror to the desk downstairs.

Yet there was no house detective in the room The guests in the adjoining
suites were asleep. No one had been in the hall outside. The struggle, The
Shadow knew instantly, was a fake, a deliberate plant. Harry had been captured
wi t hout war ni ng.

The second reason for the skepticismof The Shadow lay in one of the
shattered pictures that sprawed on the floor. The mark in the wall where it
had been ripped |oose fromits nail was too high for a normal-size nan to
reach. Some one had nmounted a chair and yanked the picture down in an effort
to
add to the realismof a desperate battle.

THE SHADOW wal ked past the pool of ink on the rug. He noved toward the
spot where sly kidnappers had intended himto nove. Between the bureau and the
corner of the wall was a space of about six inches. There were finger prints
on
the rug, where Harry had, presumably, fallen under a sudden attack. A pattern
of
blurred i nk marks had been left by a spraw ed hand.

The hand had lifted and slid into the space between the wall and the side
of the bureau. Kneeling, The Shadow saw further marks on the hidden side of
t he
bureau. A wavering forefinger had witten a hasty nessage in smudged ink on
t he
snoot h wal nut .



A message from Harry Vincent; that was obviously what The Shadow was
i ntended to deduce. But, again, he cane to a conclusion directly opposite, to
t he evidence of his senses. Vincent had not scraw ed that nessage, as he |ay
for an instant unwatched by the gangsters who had struck himdown. One of the
gangsters had witten it. It was a trap to lure The Shadow into follow ng the
route taken by the sly ki dnappers.

The sneared letters read as foll ows:

PONDER PLANT

The Shadow s | ow | augh nmade a barely audi ble sound in the room There was
only one powder plant in MIlcote. That was the crinson-painted building that
stood om nously within a npat of water inside the grounds of the MIlcote
Chemi cal Corporation. Wiy should the ki dnappers want The Shadow to believe
t hat
Harry had been taken there?

Qoviously, to lure The Shadow into a trap and blow himto pieces, as they
had failed to do that same afternoon

The Shadow had been certain that he had fooled Merriweather into
bel i evi ng
he was dead. The fake clue sneared on the hidden side of the hotel bureau
woul d
seemto indicate the opposite. Sone one inside the chem cal plant knew that
The
Shadow was still alive and was using Harry Vincent as a cat's-paw in a clever
trick to bring about the death of both Harry and his master

The Shadow sniled in the dimMy-lit room He knew al ready the answer - and
to-night's events would prove the accuracy of his information

Meanwhi | e, The Shadow was searching for a second clue. Having seen
t hr ough
the inplications of the fal se one, he was now seeking a real and thoroughly
truthful lead. Vincent, he knew, was no fool. A clever, courageous and
t horoughly | oyal agent, he nust, undoubtedly, have made a grimeffort to
conmuni cate the kidnaper's real plans to his chief.

The Shadow s confidence in Harry was justified. On the dusty baseboard,
just beyond the woodwork of the wi ndow, The Shadow bent over something that
gleaned faintly in the small space left by the edge of the rug. It was a snall
di anond set in a snooth platinumring.

Harry's ring! The same one with which he had scratched that wavering "V’
like the wings of a seagull on the runble of Ray Porter's car

THE SHADOW got down on hands and knees and exam ned the surface of the
baseboard. The wavering marks on the dusty wood were barely visible, but to
t he
griminvestigator who had expected to find such marks, they told an urgent and
coherent story.

It |ooked like the picture a child mght scratch with a pin. An outline
drawi ng of a tiny house, with something under it that |ooked |ike a capita
letter M The burning eyes of The Shadow studied it, and read the intent of
t he
nmessage wi thout hesitation

To The Shadow, the drawi ng and the synmbol underneath meant only one
t hi ng:
Merriweather's cottage. Only one cottage existed inside the guarded walls of
t he
chemi cal plant. That was the one occupied by the plant superintendent, who
l'ived
wi thin the grounds.

Si non Todd' s expensive mansion was in the hills on the other side of



t own.

The workmen lived in the nei ghboring communities, and, after dark, there was
nothing inside the walls but the gaunt chem cal buildings, the stealthy forns
of hired guards and Merriweather's cottage.

The ki dnappers were taking Vincent there; not to the isolated powder mll
inside the moat filled with water. That was the nessage Vincent had so
cleverly
conveyed to his chief.

He had evidently done it with his hands bound behi nd his back, judging
fromthe erratic outline of the scrawl. The ki dnappers, convinced they had
fool ed The Shadow, must have grimy congratul ated thenmsel ves and chuckl ed over
the real destination to which they were planning to take Harry.

And Vi ncent, propped against the dusty baseboard, presenting to be
unconsci ous perhaps, had scrawl ed his honest clue and dropped the ring in the
gap at the edge of the rug as a further identification for The Shadow.

The snores in the adjoining roomstill echoed rhythm cally, as The Shadow
passed in ghostly silence down the Iong corridor to the wi ndow that opened on
the rear fire escape. He reached the alley in the rear and got into a snall
coupe that stood there without |ights. He was neither noticed nor disturbed.
In
MIlcote, people worked hard and retired early, and it was now | ong past
m dni ght .

THE SHADOW drove wi t hout haste along the dark gl eamof trolley tracks
t hat
| ed outward through the sleeping town toward the circling walls of the
cheni cal
pl ant. He drove al ongside the curb, a block or two fromthe main gate, |ocked
his ignition and left the car.

There was a pl easant coolness in the air, but the sky overhead was stil
heavily clouded and there was a threat of nore rain.

The steel gate of the plant was cl osed and | ocked for the night. The
wor kers had | ong since gone. The only human beings visible were the dimy seen
figures of paid guards, who lounged in the doorway of a small sentry shack
j ust
i nside the gate.

The Shadow, who al ready had spent considerable tinme in disguise inside
those wal |l s, had never seen any of these guards by daylight. They were al
strangers to him Their faces were stanped with the hard ruthl essness of the
paid gunman. It was a picture oddly at variance with the peaceful aspect of
t he
plant as it existed under the warmrays of sunlight.

The Shadow s purpose in exam ning the main gate was not to pass through
it. He knew such a task woul d be hopel ess. The gate itself and the encircling
wal s were charged with electricity to repel intruders. Todd had taken this
precaution after the first attack on himby Blink Dorgan. To touch a bar of
that gate, or to attenpt to scale the wall, neant instant el ectrocution

But The Shadow, knowing this, intended to get over that long circling
wal
wi t hout touching it.

A quarter of a mle away, he found the spot he had nentally marked on a
previous tour of inspection. There was a tall elmtree growi ng across the
street fromthe dark mass of the wall, its ancient branches naking a |eafy
tunnel under which the deserted suburban street passed.

The Shadow clinbed the tree and slid his body inch by inch along a
gnarl ed
bough. He had found the only spot that offered the slightest chance for a
forced
entry to the grounds. But it was a spot that woul d have caused the heart of a



| esser man to quail.

The Shadow eyed the distant netal spikes that topped the long wall. H's
plan was to launch hinself outward fromthe sagging linmb of the elm across
t he
cruel points of those electrified spikes. He hesitated, muscles tense, eyes
calculating to the fraction of an inch the extent of the |leap he nust make to
escape deat h.

He nmade the | eap, coolly.

Like a swimrer |eaving a teetering springboard, he | aunched hinself
outward into space in a flat dive. The supple branch acted |ike a powerful
lever. It flung himslightly upward; he plunged headl ong fromhis frai
anchor age.

He went over the wall sidewise, with the final extra wiggle of the pole
vaul ter who dares not touch the horizontal bar or miss his try. But there was
no sporting laurels to be lost if The Shadow m ssed. To m ss neant death.

Hi s thighs grazed the tips of the electrified spikes - grazed them but
did not touch. He fell inside the wall to a patch of weeds al ongside a rusted
rail road siding.

The track ended in a steel bunper, a vague blur in the darkness.

THE SHADOW | eaped alertly to his feet and crouched behi nd the bumnper,
listening for a distant shout, the rush of hasty feet. But under the dull sky,
no sound arose. Evidently the thud of The Shadow s falling body had gone
unnoticed at the sentry shack farther along the inner surface of the wall.

He took advantage of the dark line of a string of notionless freight cars
and broke into a quick run. He was far enough now fromthe gate to be |ess
careful of his novenents.

But there was an added danger, and The Shadow t hrew hi nsel f suddenly to
t he ground.

An enornous circul ar beam of |ight was approaching with silent speed. It
passed over the notionless body of The Shadow. In a second he was up again,
headi ng silently toward the powder shack in the very centre of the grounds.

He watched carefully for the returning sweep of the revealing
searchl i ght.

It was nmounted on a tall tower like a Iighthouse. Again and again, The Shadow
dropped prudently, as the blinding oval swept across his notionless body.

He passed the small island inside the noat that contained the two-storied
structure of the powder shack. His mind was not on the shack but on
Merriweather's cottage. He was unaware that Joe Cardona and Mol ly Harrington
were hel pl ess prisoners inside that shack, waiting, trussed and gagged, for
t he
nmonent when a cunning crimnal would send them spouting in flamng atons in
t he
roar of a vast expl osion.

But The Shadow cast one quick | ook at the building before he nelted
onwar d
toward the goal he had set for hinself. He saw on the roof a rubber-sheathed
nmooring mast, the spidery lines of cables supporting the overhead buckets that
transported expl osive material to and fromthe silent shack

The buckets, too, were faced with rubber. Any other material would have
made it too dangerous to handl e the expl osive cargoes of |iquid death that
daily nmoved through the air fromthe powder mll to the various mxing
bui I di ngs.

Di agonal |y opposite was the main mxing plant, and alongside it the
of fices of Simon Todd. In Todd's private office a Iight gl owed behind a drawn
shade. The Shadow was prepared to find that. It verified his information. He
knew t hat Todd often drove fromhis home at night to find peace and quiet in
his office to tackle problemthat had eluded his mnd in his busy and
constantly interrupted hours by day.



But not a light glowed in Merriweather's cottage, farther along. The
buil di ng was as dark and silent as a grave. The Shadow approached it with a
full know edge of its outside structure, gained on his innocent ranbles with a
broom when he had been di sgui sed as a pal sied old worknan.

He melted behind the black outline of the house and his gl oved hands
reached upward toward the edge of a tinbered support.

He began to clinb.

CHAPTER XVI |
MEN UNDER GLASS

AT the very instant that The Shadow was clinbi ng noi sel essly,
Mer ri weat her
was | aughing deep in his throat. He was in a tiny, w ndow ess room built
under
the very eaves of his cottage roof.

At his feet, inert and hel pless, lay three nen, one of them drugged and
unconsci ous. The drugged man was Harry Vincent. The other two were Thomas
Porter and his son, Ray.

The Porters had done just what The Shadow had feared they woul d do.

El udi ng Vi ncent, they had gone straight to MIllcote, to Sinon Todd' s hone.
From

Todd's servant they |l earned that Todd had returned to the plant to study
contracts that needed quiet, careful attention. The Porters, who now suspected
Todd was the man behind the nmurder of Harrington and of Kling, denanded
entrance at the gate. They were met, not by Todd, but by Merriweat her

Before they could utter a word, thugs sprang at them and sl ugged them
down. They were taken through the darkness directly to Merriweather's cottage
and thrown in the attic roomwhere, later, the drugged Vincent |ay. The guards
went silently back to their post at the gate, |eaving Merriweather alone with
t hree hel pl ess prisoners.

"This private |laboratory," Merriweather whispered, smlingly, to the

el der

Porter, "is a part of the MIIlcote Chenical Corporation quite unknown to the
general public. I'"'msure you'll like it, when you understand what it's used
for

- or do | have to explain about the white nmice to intelligent chem sts |ike
you

and your son?"

The air was filled with a queer, tiny squeaking. The sound canme from
dozens of white mice confined in wooden cages on shel ves al ong one of the
wal I s. There were gui nea pigs, too, munching disconsolately on bits of tried
carrot.

Thomas Porter knew, the noment he saw the cages, the reason for the
exi stence of these unfortunate little beasts. Somewhere near by was the
mechani sm of the deadly gas that had been used to snuff out the life of Reed
Harri ngton. These guinea pigs and mice were the living proof that ugly
experimentati on had been going on for a long tine in the attic of this
si ni ster
cottage of the plant superintendent.

There was a door at the far end of the chanmber and Merriweat her opened
it.

H s face was twitching. He dragged his trussed prisoners, one by one, inside
t he

second chanber and cl osed the door. But he failed to lock it. Thomas Porter
felt

a tw nge of desperate hope. He knew now that the unconscious Vincent was not
an



enemny, but a friend. Once before, peril to Vincent had brought The Shadow.
Wwuld it bring himagain?

RAY PORTER bl i nked as he saw the peculiar contrivance in the centre of
t he
room It was an enornous circular bow built entirely of glass. It |ooked
exactly like the glass lids used to cover cheese on a delicatessen counter
except that it was at least six feet in dianeter

The top of this strange contrivance was solid glass. The bottom seened to
be six inches or so below the level of the floor. It fornmed an air-tight glass
bow that was joined to the ceiling by what appeared to be pipe rising from
t he
centre. There seened to be no visible nmethod of getting inside the thing.

But there was. A second later, Ray Porter was gasping at the cl everness
of
t he gas chanber. Merriweat her had nmoved to a corner of the room where there
was
a double trigger device. One was geared to a huge steel cylinder in a far
corner, which Porter imediately guessed contained |ethal gas under pressure.
The other trigger was geared to a small wheel which operated a narrow steel
shaft.

Merriweat her's hand caressed the gas |lever for a nonment. He |aughed, his
hand noved away and jerked the adjoi ning mechanismthat controlled the gl ass
cage.

Instantly, there was a faint whirring and the entire gl ass conpart nent
rose slowy upward fromthe floor along the stout pipe that joined its top
with
the ceiling. As it ascended a foot or so; Ray Porter saw the nethod of
entrance
to the trap. An open slot was visible in the | ower edge of the cage. It was
exposed when the contrivance rose fromits circular bed on the floor

Harry Vincent was still unconscious. He was shoved inside first, then the
Porters, who, gagged and bound, could offer no resistance. The cage descended.

Through the circular wall of tough transparent glass, Thonas Porter and
his son saw Merriweather |leap toward the spot where the open slot had been. He
had a tube of plastic paste in his eager hand. Carefully, he spread the paste
al ong the upper edge of the slot where it now joined the concrete floor. The
white, puttylike substance nade the glass jar utterly air-tight.

MERRI VEATHER st epped back. Surprisingly, every word he uttered was
distinct to the two trussed nen inside the glass prison. A cleverly conceal ed
anplifier of great volune carried his voice to the doonmed nen.

"There are four gas vents scattered over the ceiling in this death room

To-night, only one will be used - the aperture in the hollow pipe that |eads
into your prison. Wien | release the second trigger, poison gas will flow
steadily into your anmusing little cheese jar - and you'll know exactly how
your

friend Reed Harrington died!"

He ski pped ninbly backward |ike a nonkey. Hi s hand rested on the death
trigger. Neither Thomas Porter nor his son could nove an inch in their taut
bonds. They stared hopelessly at the orifice of the hollow pipe that opened
i nside the snmooth glass top of the circul ar cage.

Vincent was slowy com ng out of his drugged sl eep. He groaned, his eyes
vacant .

Merriweat her pretended to jerk the | ever and then stopped.

"Perhaps," he jeered, "I should informyou just what is in store for you.
The gas which you are about to inhale is the nost deadly war vapor yet devised
by the brain of a chemist. It will be visible to you as it spurts fromthe



pi pe

over your heads. Its color is a pale-brown, alnost like dried blood. In
consistency it is barely heavier than air; you'll see it spread out |ike blood
oozing in water."

Hi s |l aughter echoed in the cl osed room

"You'll notice the clean sharp smell of ozone when the vapor energes into
your prison. That's because the gas is so powerful it breaks up the nol ecul es
of the air and liberates free oxygen for a few seconds. You'll have to watch
closely and smell quickly, because your deaths will occur al nost simultaneous
with the rel ease of the poison gas."

Merriweat her's face was haggard, muddy-| ooki ng.

"You won't see the final dispersion of the poison, because all three of
you will be dead. But this is what will actually happen. The gas will solidify
in thirty seconds or so into brownish flakes in the air. It will descend
slowy, like dust settling in a room The dust will powder your dead bodies
faintly, will lie on the floor of the chanber in tiny brown crystals. Then it
wi || evaporate.

"The air will clear. There will be no trace of gas or the resultant dust.
It will be perfectly safe to raise the cage and enter to renove your bodies.
The cage will be enpty of clues as to how you died or what killed you. And
your

internal organs will deconpose so rapidly fromthe death you' ve inhal ed that
an
i nquest will disclose nothing - the sanme as in the case of the very

unf or t unat e
Reed Harrington."

MERRI VEATHER S back was toward the door of the adjoining roomwhere the
experimental white mice were kept in their wooden cages. In his eagerness to
play with the lives of nen, the superintendent had forgotten sonething. The
door behind him which he had failed to | ock, was sl owy opening.

Not by a nuscle of their faces did the bound and gagged nen in the gl ass
prison betray the fact that some one was slyly entering the room

Thomas Porter thought desperately: "The Shadow "

But it wasn't The Shadow. It was a shorter man, w th thickset shoul ders
and a white, strained face. Blink Dorgan was peering through the slowy
wi deni ng crack.

There was a gun in Dorgan's hand. He raised it so that its rmuzzle pointed
toward the centre of Merriweather's inattentive back. The latter, apparently
unconsci ous of peril, was staring at the | ever mechanismthat controlled the
i nfl ow of gas.

Actual ly, his body was screening a sly novenent his |left hand was maki ng.
H s hand was lifting sonething out of the pocket of his vest. He hadn't heard
a
sound fromthe opening door; yet Dorgan had already betrayed his presence. The
squeaking of the nmice in the adjoining roomwas the tiny note of warning that
had sent Merriweather's hidden hand groping in his pocket. The fact that his
ears had caught that faint squeaking murmur that shoul d have been i naudi bl e,
war ned himthat some one was quietly opening the door

He becane very quiet as he heard the sudden snarl of a triunphant voice
"Stick 'emup, Merriweather!"

H s hands went up above his head. He turned slowy about, his eyes w de
with simulated fright and surprise. But it was just play-acting on the part of
a man whose ruthless mnd was taut with the lust to kill. The backs of his
uprai sed hands, not the palns, were toward his eneny.

"Dorgan!" he whispered. "Blink Dorgan!"

"Yeah. One nove outta you and I'Il let you have a .38 slug right in the
m ddl e of the belly!"

The face of the gunman twisted in a greedy grin.



"I came for that new war gas formula, pal. Let's have it."

“I - 1 don't know what you nean."

"Ch, yes, you do! Pretty smart, ain't you? Sent me chasing after
Harrington and Kling and these two dopey Porters - and you had it all the
time!"

"You're m staken. What fornula are you talking about ?"

"The formula for that governnent war gas. You know all about it. | heard
that little spiel you gave these guys you've got in the glass cage. | don't
gi ve a damm about themor the gas. Al | want is the paper that tells how the

stuff is nade. You got ten seconds, pal, to tell ne where the paper is hidden

or get gunned by an expert!"

THERE was a brief silence. Merriweather's face was |ike chal k. Dorgan
began to count softly.

"One - two - three -

"Al'l right," the superintendent gasped. "You win! Don't shoot!"

"Where's the fornul a?"

“I'n ny vest pocket. I'Il - I'll give it to you!"

"Keep them hands up!" Dorgan snapped.

He advanced with a slow, catlike notion toward the hapl ess
superi nt endent,
who stood with upraised hands. Dorgan failed to note that the backs of the
hands
were toward him that the left hand was partly closed and the thunb bent
i nwar d
out of sight. Wth his own gun |level, he reached into Merriweather's vest
pocket .

As he did so, the tense superintendent acted with the speed of |ightning.
Bot h uprai sed hands darted downward. The right clanmped on Dorgan's shoul der
and
sent him spinning partly around. At the same instant, Merriweather's left hand
pressed the nmuzzle of a tiny derringer into Dorgan's back between the shoul der
bl ades and fired.

As Dorgan staggered, his own pistol exploded with a loud roar in the
encl osed chanber. But Merriweather had whirled ninbly aside and the heavy sl ug
roared under his arnpit. The bullet fromthe tiny derringer he had pal ned
pi erced Dorgan's lungs. Wth a whistling gasp, the thug sank to the floor, his
gun falling fromhis grasp

Merriweat her dived for it, swung it toward the fallen gunman. Again the
chanmber echoed hollowy with its explosion. The bullet tore into Dorgan's
chest. Bl oody froth appeared on the thug's twitching lips. He rolled on his
back, claw ng feebly.

Merriweat her kicked himuntil he stopped noving. He swung for an instant
toward the hel pl ess nen inside the glass cage, and there was mercil ess nurder
in his distended eyes. He | aughed as he saw that Harry Vincent had recovered
from his drugged swoon and was staring through the glass with a face as
terrified as the Porters.

To Merriweather, Vincent typified the power of The Shadow. He coul dn't
resist one last jeering challenge to the trapped agent.

"Gve ny conplinents to The Shadow, when you neet himin hell! Tell him
I"'msending himsix little playmates to-night! Do you get that - six! Four
here, including M. Blink Dorgan. Two nore in the powder mll."

The hi dden anplifier brought the snarling words clearly to the dulled

ears
of Harry Vincent. Wthout a gag on his lips like the Porters, he was able to
gasp, unbelievingly, "You' re bluffing! That's a lie!"

"Is it? Joe Cardona doesn't think so. Nor does the lovely little Mlly
Harrington. They're both in the powder mill, waiting for the big expl osion



You

won't hear it because you'll be dead. But you can take my word for it, that
there's a photoelectric cell inbedded in the casing above the door of the
powder shack. All it needs to send Cardona and the girl skyward is a beam of

light to play on it for a fraction of a second.

"The light is in the tower circling the ground right now. And as soon as
you're dead - and | can get across the grounds and clinb to the top of that
tower -"

MERRI VEATHER S | aughter seemed to rip viciously through his lips. He
| eaped across Dorgan's moani ng formand his hand reached for the wooden
trigger
of the gas mechanism Inch by inch, the handle of the trigger approached the
hook at the end.

A muffled roar sounded fromthe corner of the dimy lighted room where
t he huge gas tank stood in sem darkness. A spurt of flame appeared from behi nd
the outline of the nmetal drumthat contained the inprisoned poi son gas. The
gun
flash and a portion of a black-robed armwas all that was visible.

For an instant, Merriweather stood rooted with surprise and terror. A
bull et had shattered the wooden handl e of the rel ease mechanism The trigger
rebounded in its groove to where it had been before Merriweather noved it
forward. No gas issued fromthe hollow pipe in the top of the circular glass
cage.

From behind the dark gas tank in the corner rose a strange figure in
bl ack. Twin guns jutted from bl ack-gl oved hands. A sibilant |augh echoed.

"I't's The Shadow! " Merriweat her screaned, hoarsely.

CHAPTER XVI | |
TEST OF COURAGE

| NSTANTLY, Merriweather sprang past the circul ar glass cage that
cont ai ned
Vincent and the Porters. Terror nmoved himw th gal vani c speed. The curved
gl ass
was between himand the al nost instant flare of The Shadow s gun.

The Shadow s bull et rebounded fromthe glass wall of the cage. Before he
could take a | eaping step forward, Merriweather had pulled up a trapdoor in
t he
floor and was | eaping to unseen steps bel ow

As he vani shed, a second bullet creased his scalp with scarlet. But the
trapdoor fell with a bang. A bolt clicked underneath. The Shadow s outt hrust
fingers clutched at the barely visible crack in the floor a fraction of a
second too | ate.

Desperately, The Shadow tried to force the trap open. It was inpossible.
He abandoned his efforts imredi ately.

He knew exactly the fate in store for him He renenbered Merriweather's
tal k about the extra gas orifices that fed directly into the chanber itself,
as
well as the glass prison in the centre of the room He remenbered anot her
trigger device in the outer roomthat contained the white mce. He sprang
toward the door.

Just before he reached it, he heard the click of the | ock. The door was
i movabl e. Either Merriweather, or sone one el se, had seal ed the | ast
r emai ni ng
exit to the trap. In a few seconds, gas would be pouring fromevery vent in
t he



room

A bloodless smle twisted the thin |ips of The Shadow. He had al ready
deci ded upon a strange nethod - the only possible nethod - to escape the
creepi ng death of the poison gas. He was going to escape death by exposing
hinself to its fullest fury!

Al ready his hand was clutching the nechanismthat raised and | owered the
enornous glass bell jar in the centre of the room As the transparent circular
wal I s of the cage rose fromthe floor the slotted opening through which the
Porters and Vincent had been shoved was agai n exposed.

The Shadow snatched up the tube of plastic paste which Merriweat her had
dropped in his hurried flight. He reversed the nechani smof the glass cage. It
began to return toward the fl oor

The Shadow reached the di mi ni shing opening with a Iithe bound. He flung
hi nsel f headl ong forward. He was barely in tine. The descending top of the
sl ot
al nost pinned his cloak as he wiggled through

On the fl oor outside, the haggard face of the wounded Blink Dorgan gl ared
t hrough the glass with glazed incredul ous eyes. The Shadow was in the death
chanmber! He had deliberately, by his own free choice, entonbed hinself with
Vi ncent and the Porters!

BUT there was nmethod in The Shadow s seening nadness. In an instant, he
had whirled on his knees and was applying a thick coat of the sliny cement to
t he upper crack of the entrance lot that rested flush with the fl oor

The gl ass cage was now air-tight, insulated conpletely fromthe rest of
the room except for the hollow pipe in the top through which the deadly gas
woul d presently issue.

The Shadow | eaped like a silent hurricane at Harry Vincent. Quickly the
sharp bl ade of a knife slashed through the cords that held his agent hel pl ess.
A monent |ater Thomas Porter and his son were al so freed.

Vi ncent groaned and swayed weakly to his knees. The strong hand of The
Shadow assisted himto his feet.

Into the ears of Harry a voice whispered a comand |ike a whipl ash.
Harry's drugged stupor vani shed. The schenme of The Shadow had the sinplicity
of
geni us.

Vincent's feet were planted apart bracing his trenbling body to bear an
added burden. Ray Porter steadied him The Shadow cl anbered to his agents
shoul ders. He knew that any instant would mark the deadly inflow of gas from
t he pi pe.

H s handkerchief was stuffed into the orifice of the hollow pipe. He
balled it and jammed it so that it fitted as tightly as possible. Around the
edges and over the handkerchi ef plug he snmeared reckl ess handful s of the
sticky
cenent until he was satisfied that not the tiniest pinhole renained.

He had barely finished when Vincent's weakened nuscl es col | apsed. The
Shadow was thrown heavily to the floor. But he |anded catlike on his feet. He
turned to watch the room beyond the circular walls of what was now not a death
trap but a carefully insulated escape from deat h.

A CRY from Vincent told that he was watching the orifices in the room
itself. They were four in number. Through the vents in the ceiling cane a
queer
faint haze that began to spread downward in long |azy weaths |like the curl of
brown cigarette snoke.

Bl i nk Dorgan was staring upward with a hi deous expression of terror on
hi s
ratli ke face. H s jaw hung open. He realized in that dreadful instant that the



gas death was upon him In his extremty of terror, the wounded nobster
managed
to drag hinmself to his knees.

The gesture was only nonmentary. He coll apsed suddenly, as though he had
been struck by a club. Hi s body withed, seenmed to shrivel hideously and then
lay starkly still.

Porter and his son watched the ghastly appearance of the gunman with
horror. His face was bluish and shriveled like a mumy's. H s body was bent as
t hough he had suddenly become a hunchback. The sane horrible transformation
that had cone to Reed Harrington, had now happened to Blink

But The Shadow s eyes paid no attention to the dead thug. He kept his
gaze
riveted on the gas vents in the ceiling and in the glass top of the chanmber in
whi ch he was inprisoned.

Hi s nose sniffed for the telltale odor of ozone. He could snell nothing.
The air within the glass cage was still pure. No violent reaction of poison
gas
with the air had rel eased nascent oxygen by breaking up the nol ecul es of the
i mpri soned at nosphere.

The plug in the overhead pipe was hol di ng!

But in the chanmber outside, it was a different story. The brown gas in
t he
air already had changed to an inpal pable dust that was settling slowy to the
floor. Specks appeared everywhere; they coated the dead body of Dorgan like a
faint filmof brown snow. Now they began to evaporate into nothi ngness.

Merriweat her's boast had been correct. There was no clue left, no sign
that woul d indicate how t he dead gunman had been so swi ftly asphyxiated. In an
instant, all traces of the gas and the resultant dust were gone.

The Shadow j erked the concealing black gl oves fromhis |ong, tapering
fingers. On his left hand gl eaned the crinson flane of the girasol, the
pricel ess gemthat was the hall mark of The Shadow.

As he approached the inner side of the glass tonb that still enclosed him
and his conpanions, the girasol's eerie glow changed fromcrinmson to mauve and
again to a deep flashing yell ow

He made a large circular mark on the glass with the sharp cutting edge of
t he girasol

It becanme apparent to Thomas Porter what this strange personage was
preparing to do. The old man's voice rose in a shrill cry of alarm

"Be careful! Don't break the glass! The roommay still be filled with
t hat
filthy poison!"

Ray Porter said nothing. He found to his amazenment that he trusted this
bl ack-robed personage with a deep and sincere |loyalty. Once he had thought
this
man to be a crimnal. Now he knew ot herw se.

"Be quiet," he told his gray-haired father gently. "This man is good -
not
evil. Qhey him™"

THE chuckl e that canme fromthe |ips of The Shadow was reassuring. As he
| aughed, he pressed lightly with the white fingers of his right hand agai nst
the large circle he had cut in the glass with his girasol. Under his evenly
applied pressure, the circle of glass fell outward and smashed on the fl oor

Thr ough the opening glided the cloaked figure of The Shadow, followed by
hi s conpani ons.

It was utterly silent in the room yet The Shadow |l aid a warning finger
athwart his lips. He had heard sonething that was not audible to the Iess
sensitive ears of either Thomas Porter or his son. He wanted no betrayi ng
noi se



to warn men outside the roomthat living victins still breathed unhurt in that
chanber of horror.

An instant |later, Ray Porter heard the sound that had already been
regi stered in the keener ears of The Shadow. The shuffle of feet beneath the
trapdoor in the floor grew | ouder. Breathing of men became audi ble. A bolt
clicked and the trap slowy lifted.

An ugly face appeared: one of the thugs who had been on guard at the
electrified gate of the chemical plant. He stared incredul ously at the enpty
cage and his nmouth opened in a cry of wonder.

The cry was never uttered. The Shadow s gunfire sent the thug tunbling
out
of sight.

Instantly The Shadow was crouched above the square openi ng sending a hai
of lead into the startled nen bel ow He heard yells groans and the echo of
racing feet. Step by step The Shadow descended firing |ike a nervel ess
automaton. Bullets whistled past him pierced his |oose cloak in a dozen
pl aces. He felt a sharp pain in his shoul der

He had flung hinmsel f behind the spraw ed bodi es of two wounded gunmnen.
Wth a thud Vincent was beside himfiring swiftly fromBlink Dorgan's gun. The
two renmai ning assailants in the doorway whirled and fled. The four who
remai ned
were either dead or too badly wounded to lift a weapon.

There was no sign of the crafty Merriweather. He had apparently fled the
i nstant he realized The Shadow was free.

Down two flights of stairs The Shadow raced, followed by Vincent and the
Porters. The front door of the cottage was w de open.

It was pitch dark outside and for an instant nothing was visible. Then
there was a shout and a man appeared - an unarnmed man who ran sobbi ng toward
the little group in front of Merriweather's house.

CHAPTER XI X
THE TOAER OF LI GHAT

THE man who shouted was Simon Todd, owner of the chemical plant. But it
was a Todd who woul d have been difficult to recognize as the same man.

Hi s nose was bl eeding, his face white with excitement and terror. He cane
pl ungi ng forward eagerly and stopped short as he saw the grimfaces of Harry
Vi ncent and of Thomas Porter and his son.

The Shadow was no | onger visible. He had retreated quickly backward into
t he darkness, his tall figure shrouded by the dark edge of Merriweather's
cot t age.

Todd's jaw dropped with surprise as he recogni zed the pale faces of his
two forner partners.

"What - what are you doi ng here?" he gasped.

"The sane to you," Ray Porter snapped. H s gun nenaced the di shevel ed
figure of the staring chem cal naster

But Vincent shoul dered young Ray Porter aside. The Shadow had whi spered
certain commands in Harry's ear. He took over the questioning.

"Where's Merriweather? Did you see hinP"

Todd didn't answer the question directly. Dazed by the brusque query of
this man whom he had never seen before, he swung accusingly toward the
Porters.

"What have you two devils done to Merriweather? What has happened to
hi n®"

Vincent clutched grimy at Sinmon Todd's arm swung hi m around.

"What do you know about all this?"

Todd gul ped, regained a little of his self-possession. But his voice
trenbled with fright as he tal ked.



"I was working in ny office. | heard shots in the direction of

Merriweat her's house. | rushed out and ran across the grounds as fast as |
could, thinking it was another attack by Dorgan. And - and then | - | saw
Merriweather. | ran squarely into him"

"\Where?" Vincent rapped out.

"Hal fway across the grounds. Between the powder mill and the searchlight
tower. | shouted to him caught at his armto find out what was wong - and he

attacked ne.

"In Heaven's nane, what has happened here to-night? My own superintendent
behaved |i ke a madman, an escaping crimnal. He struck at ne, threw ne to the
ground and fled before I could utter another word."

"Where did he go?" Thomas Porter snarl ed.

The sound of his voice, the sight of his suspicious old eyes seened to
infuriate Todd.

"He ran toward the searchlight tower, but what's that to you? Wiy are you
and your son hiding like thieves on ny private property? Dam you, you've
killed Harrington and Kling - and now you're bringing your paid spies here to
do the sanme thing to Merriweather and nme, eh? Throw up your hands - all of
you!"

A GUN appeared suddenly from beneath Sinon Todd's coat. He stood there
glaring, the weapon trenbling in his grasp. Vincent took a slow step forward,
but the elder Porter restrained himwith a slight touch on his arm

"Wait a minute, Sinon," the old man said. H s anger was gone, he sounded
earnest, alnost friendly. "You ve got the wong i dea about everything. Ray and
| didn't sneak in here to attack any one. W were captured at the gate and
brought here to be nurdered."

"You lie! Stand back! 1'Il shoot if you nmake a nove!"

"I"'mnot lying, Sinon," Porter said, slowmy. "Merriweather is the nman
back
of all this killing; he tried to escape fromyou because he knew we had the
goods on him Have you ever been up in the secret attic of his cottage?"

Si non Todd's gun renmai ned nenaci ng, but there was trouble in his voice as
he replied shakily, "No, | haven't. Wat are you tal king about?"

"I"mtal ki ng about murder, Sinmon. | don't know what Merriweather's gane
is, but he killed Kling and Harrington. | didn't know it before to-night, but
now | ' msure. He boasted about it. He tried to nurder us with poison gas in
that secret attic of his. R ght now, he has Cardona and Mbdlly Harrington
prisoners in the powder mll.

"Are you sure?" Todd gasped.

"How many keys are there to that place inside the npat?" Vincent asked,
quietly.

"Two," Todd admitted in a |low voice. "Mne and Merriweather's.'

"Quick!" Vincent cried to Ray Porter. "W've got to get to that tower
before Merriweather clinmbs it and tanpers with the searchlight!”

Todd said grimy: "WAit! You' re not noving a step until | find out the
truth. If you're telling the truth, why haven't you tel ephoned for the police,
Stand still, all of you, or I'll shoot!"

NO sound canme fromthe place where The Shadow had silently retreated.
Vincent waited for a sharp command, the glint of a gun; but nothing happened.
He and the Porters were backed toward the open door of Merriweather's cottage
under the nenace of the chenical master's gun

Harry's brain whirled with a fierce inportance. The Shadow had al r eady
vani shed, after a hasty whisper in the ear of his agent. That whi sper was a
stern command to get to the tower and capture the searchlight.

Vi ncent divined that The Shadow was hurrying to enter that sinister shack
i nside the dark noat of water. On his speed and Vincent's obedi ence to orders,



rested the lives of Cardona and the girl. And at this very nonent, Vincent and
the Porters were being forced into Merriweather's house, so that a m sgui ded
Todd coul d tel ephone the police while the precious mnutes passed and three
lives hung in the bal ance.

Vincent stiffened hinmself. Wthout warning, he sprang sidew se. A bullet
fromthe watchful Todd's gun made a sharp report. Harry threw hinmself in a
desperate dive at the manufacturer's knees and sent him spraw ing. The gun
flew
from Todd' s hand.

The dark figure of Ray Porter joined the attack. So did his father. For
an
instant, there was a whirling mass of arns and | egs on the dark earth. When
Vi ncent staggered to his feet, he found he was clutching the throat of the
over eager Ray.

The frightened Todd was gone. He had taken advantage of the darkness to
slip away. A torn fragnent of his coat in Ray's clenched fingers was all that
remai ned of the fugitive.

Vincent stilled the babble of the excited Porters. They were stil
unawar e
of the extent of the peril to which the vani shed Shadow was now del i berately
exposi ng hinmsel f. Vincent explained in a terse sentence or two what the
situation was.

"Forget Todd!" he gasped. "Merriweather is the nman we want. W' ve got to
cut himoff before he reaches the searchlight and expl odes the shack inside
t he
nmoat ! "

He turned and ran through the darkness, followed by his two panting
conpani ons. Todd's hysterical gun attack had del ayed Vincent five precious
m nutes. As he ran, he watched the slow sweep of the |ight that kept so
nmonot onously circling the area of the grounds. While that light noved in its
regul ar orbit, there was no danger to The Shadow or the victins he was racing
to save. But the nonment it stopped -

It stopped when Vincent was not nore than twenty feet fromthe foot of
t he
steel |adder that led aloft to the top of the tower. It noved erratically
acr oss
the grounds in a straight line toward the water of the distant nopat.

Harry covered the last few feet to the bottomof the | adder like a
panti ng
madman. He flung hinmself to the steel rungs and began to clinb. He had barely
ascended half a dozen nmetal rungs when be heard a faint yell of rage above
hi m

A leaning figure at the top of the tower fired downward at the clinbing
agent of The Shadow. The bullet pierced Harry's extended arm and dropped him
in
a huddl e to the ground.

Ray Porter caught the fallen nman and dragged hi m under the shadow of the
tower, where no shots could reach. Vincent tried weakly to rise, to throw off
his wel |l -neant savior.

"Cinb!" he gasped. "You've got to stop hinml Don't give Merriweather a
chance to nove that light. Even if he kills all of us, we've got to keep him
firing at us!"

Ray nodded. He saw the point instantly. He sprang into the open and
started upward. His father lifted a gun nmuzzle in an effort to cover Ray's
desperate ascent.

Again the top of the tower roared with sound. Ray clung to the | adder
where he was, made no effort to clinb higher. He didn't want to commit suicide
by exposing hinmself to the aimof the man on the top. He was working grimy to
keep the attention of the nan above occupied, so that he couldn't touch the
swi vel mechani sm of the searchlight whose beam now rested al nbst at the edge



of
the noat |like a notionless white circle of death.

Thomas Porter's weapon roared upward for the sane desperate reason. He
knew he had no chance to hit the vague shape hi gh up under the stars, but he
had to protect his son

A cry fromthe old nan showed that he was hit. The gun dropped fromhis
hands. But Vincent, crawling out fromunder the tower, seized it and fired
anot her slug upward. From his precarious hold on the slippery iron rungs of
t he
| adder, Ray, too, sent scarlet flashes spitting toward the tower top

Suddenly, his gun clicked. It was enpty.

He heard a hoarse | augh high over his head. Vincent turned with a groan
H s heart froze, as he saw the oval of the searchlight nmove swiftly across the
noat, approach the door above which was a sensitive electric nechanism
desi gned
to react with the quick perception of a hunan eye.

Suddenly, there was a terrific concussion that rocked the ground like an
eart hquake. Fromthe centre of the distant noat a vast plune of scarlet rose
to
the sky. The roar was deaf ening.

Harry shouted fiercely at his conpanions, and pointed. H s shout went
unheard in the tumult, but the Porters saw his gesture and hobbl ed after him
Ray supported his wounded fat her

Vincent took the | ead. Unmindful of the blood that dripped fromhis
shattered wist, he ran toward the flane-filled crater ahead, hopel ess fear
for
The Shadow clutching at his heart.

CHAPTER XX
EYE OF DOOM

VWHEN The Shadow vani shed like a waith fromthe sight of Harry Vincent
and
the Porters, he had noved with infinite caution. Things not obvious to Vincent
were clearly known to The Shadow. He knew he faced a doubl e danger
Nevert hel ess, he advanced carefully through the darkness to the
scarl et - pai nt ed
powder mll.

The Shadow approached the nmoat fromthe side opposite the stee
searchlight tower. He had to get inside that explosive-filled trap w thout
betraying his presence to a killer atop the tower. The beamwould |leap to the
door at the first sign of a man attenpting to enter

The Shadow | owered his bl ack-cl ad body into the cold waters of the noat.
He nade no sound whatever. The shack itself shielded his progress fromthe
t ower.

Yet, even had there been no conceal nent, The Shadow s careful sw mi ng
woul d have gone unnoticed. A few swirling bubbles, a faint frothing on the
dar k
surface of the mpat - and The Shadow had reached the shore of the tiny
man- made
i sl and.

He lifted hinself fromthe water and glided like a dripping black patch
of
darkness to the protection of the wall of the shack. The shadowy wall seened
to
reach out and take himinto its enbrace. Around the corner he crept, and
straight to the door.

H s gl oved hands noved toward the | ock of the door. There was a shining



steel inmplenment in his grasp, a pick, a device that had opened the | ocks of
barriers far stronger than the one that now confronted him It was nerely a
test of his skill and patience. In less than sixty seconds, the |ock tunblers
fell into place

The bl ack robe of The Shadow filled the narrow space of the door jamb for
a swift heart-thudding instant. Now he was inside, water dripping fromhis
soaked i nbs.

A tiny beamof light froma pocket torch, no thicker than a | ead pencil
cut the darkness of the wi ndowl ess powder shack. It played for a second on a
light switch and instantly vani shed. A click sounded as the switch was
pressed.

The Shadow, aware that no light within could be detected fromthe
out si de,
had turned on the electric bulb in the ceiling in order to facilitate his
sear ch
for Joe Cardona and Ml ly.

A FLAT rug in the centre of the floor attracted The Shadow s keen gaze.
He
knew t here was sonet hi ng queer about that rug, before his cautious fingers
examined it. It did not lie exactly as flat as it should, were it resting
i nnocently on the floor. It sagged slightly. Mreover, there were faint, but
definitely marked, ridges in the material

The Shadow saw why, when he bent and lifted the rug. Under it was a
square, yawning hole bridged over with a crisscross of light sticks of wood.
The crisscross was to support the rug and give it a fake appearance of
solidity. Had The Shadow stepped with his full weight on that deceptive
covering, the frail sticks would have snapped and sent him hurtling headl ong
bel ow t hr ough t he openi ng.

Lying flat on the floor, he sent the beam of his torch flicking downward
into the silent darkness. He satisfied hinself instantly that Joe Cardona and
the girl had been down there fairly recently, but were now gone.

On the dusty floor beyond the trap opening were the unmi stakabl e marks
where two bodi es had been dragged across the cellar pavenent. A |adder, |ying
on its side, showed how the man who had trapped the pair had renoved the
bodi es.

But directly under his gaze, like an ugly relic froma medieval torture
chanmber, was the thing that made The Shadow s thin lips tighten. He saw, now,
why the agile Cardona had put up no fight when he had plunged headl ong down
with the treacherous rug that had crunpled under his feet.

A steel box of grilled nmetal, |arge enough to hold a man, was directly
under the taut eyes of The Shadow. He could see the cruel spiked circlet of
metal that must have gripped Cardona's body like a rat in a trap the instant
the inmpact of his falling body rel eased the nechani sm

If the headlong fall hadn't stunned the startled detective, the
bone-crushi ng enbrace of that spiked collar of steel would have stifled any
cry
he m ght have uttered before | osing consciousness.

There was a dull, reddish stain on the netal. The Shadow knew it was not
rust, but dried blood. Wth a quick notion, he regained his feet, staring
about
the room above that ugly cellar. He suspected that none of the honest worknen
who had occasion to enter this powder shack under the watchful eyes of
Merriweat her, had any know edge that there was a cellar bel ow

The opened trapdoor and the cunningly spread rug were for investigating
intruders |ike Cardona and the girl - and The Shadow.

LI KE Cardona before him The Shadow observed with narrowed eyes the tiers



of piled boxes and barrels that extended upward along the four walls to the
ceiling. Those barrels contained gelatins, powders, sensitive chemnica
conpounds, which, if ignited by a chance spark, would convert the spot on
whi ch

he stood into a spouting volcano of roaring flane.

Delivered in mnute quantities by the overhead cable to the various
m xi ng
roonms, they were harml ess when combined with other reagents in the m xing
vat s;
but here, they were like the hushed breath of destruction

The burni ng eyes of The Shadow observed with quick accuracy a
pecul i ar-1ooking tarpaulin that covered a barrel in a corner of the room The
barrel had been noved recently. The mark in the dust where it had been shoved
forward was plainly visible. And there was a slight hunp underneath the
surface
of the spread tarpaulin, that |ooked very nuch like the pressure exerted by
t he
head of a human being stuffed upright into the barrel

A clutch of The Shadow s hand sent the tarpaulin flying. He saw the
hel pl ess body of Ml ly Harrington, stuffed |ike a waxen dumry in the barrel
Her eyes were closed. There was a deathly pallor on her cheeks. Blood was
caked
on a cheek bone, where some one had struck her a vicious bl ow.

But she was not dead. The Shadow |istened to the even beat of her heart
and realized that the girl was nerely unconscious.

He lifted her slimformgently fromconceal nent and |laid her on the dusty
floor. He knew he had no tine to lose. Nor for an instant had he forgotten the
desperate nature of the place into which he had so cal My penetrated. But he
continued his search to find where Cardona was hi dden

Even at the risk of sacrificing the girl's life along with his, The
Shadow
had no intention of abandoni ng Joe Cardona to imm nent destruction

Cool deductive reasoning made his search for the New York detective a
swift and sinple affair. The tarpaulin that had covered Mlly Harrington's
body
was the only one visible in the shack. The rest of the boxes, casks and netal
drunms were seal ed and stanped with the names of the manufacturers. None of
t hem
wer e opened.

Therefore, the tarpaulin had been brought in fromthe outside for the
di rect purpose of conceal nent. There must be another enpty barrel sonewhere,
covered, like the one in which The Shadow had found Ml |y, wth another
t ar paul i n.

He found it, after a quick search. It was shoved under the slant of the
rubber-covered staircase. The upright face of Joe Cardona stared at The Shadow
out of gl azed, bloodshot eyes.

JOE was conscious and in pain, but he hadn't groaned because his jaws
wer e
pl ugged with a gag.

The effects of his torture in the cellar below had |eft hi m al nost
paral yzed. The gag in his throat and the tight cocoon of cords that had been
wr apped so tightly about his |linbs nade himl ook Iike a bl oodstained mumy.

He fell heavily, as The Shadow lifted himfromthe barrel. Even when the
gag was w thdrawn and the cords sl ashed away, Joe Cardona was barely able to
talk or to nove. He tried to gasp out a word or twd. The Shadow shook his head
and laid a warning hand on Joe's bl eeding lips.

He knew why both victinms had been brought upstairs. The killer had
reasoned correctly that the full force of the explosion wuld be upward and



outward, not down. Wth grimefficiency, he had |l eft Cardona and the girl in a
spot where they would be blown to atoms, |eaving no trace whatever to explain
their strange di sappearance.

A barely audi bl e sound nmade itself apparent to the sharp ears of The
Shadow. He had heard the sound of a splash fromthe npat outside.

Instantly, he carried Joe Cardona to the foot of the stairs that |ed
al of t
to the second story. He laid himal ongside MIlly Harrington. H s gl oved hand
put
out the light in the ceiling. The door of the powder shack opened a bare crack
under the cautious pressure of The Shadow s hand.

He was just intinme to see a head crossing the surface of the noat. The
pal e face that glared fromthe frothing water was the face of Merriweat her

The Shadow cl osed the door and locked it. He had barely acconplished his
pur pose and wedged the back of a chair under the knob on the inside, when the
tripping figure of the plant superintendent came racing toward the door

Merriweat her heard the noi se nade by the back of the chair as it was
forced into position on the inside. He m stook the significance of the sound.
Uterly unaware that The Shadow was inside the building, he assuned that the
noi se had been made by Joe Cardona trying to escape fromhis prison

He flung hinmself at the |ock. Fromthe distant searchlight tower cane the
sudden echo of pistol fire. For a second, Merriweather hesitated, his ugly
eyes
narrowed. He didn't understand the shooting, but he knew that it screened his
activity and gave himthe chance he wanted to get inside unobserved.

The | ock opened easily enough under the turn of his key. It was the
chair,
wedged under the inside knob, that was hol ding himinpotently back

He heaved and shoved with all his strength. Bit by bit, the chair was
forced away. The sound of running feet inside gave added rigor to his efforts
to break in.

Wth a crunch of rending wood, the chair gave way. Merriweather's fist
sent the door crashing open. As he sprang inside, the blinding white oval of
the searchlight crossed the npat and lifted in a quick jerk to the casing of
t he powder shack's doorway.

It flashed directly into the sensitive mechani smof the tiny
phot oel ectric
eye.

CHAPTER XXI
M RACLE IN M D- AIR

THE SHADOW had foreseen what woul d happen. He realized the frightful
consequences that hinged upon the entrance of Merriweather into the powder
shack.

Courage and speed were the twin hopes on which The Shadow s |ife now
depended.

Particul arly speed! The Shadow s pl anned novenents were faster than the
instinct of an ordinary man. He had barely recogni zed the pal e, bobbing face
of
Merriweat her cleaving the bubbly surface of the dark noat, before he had
noi sel essly closed the door of the shack and |ocked it. Wth al nost the sane
noti on, he swung the chair under the knob on the inner side and wedged it, so
that the door would resist for a mnute or so the frenzied efforts of the
superintendent to burst it inward.

The sound of racing footsteps that Merriweather heard dimy as he turned
his key in the |ock, was not Cardona but the flying footsteps of The Shadow.

Cardona was swayi ng upright at the foot of the stairs, dazed, but able to



take care of himself. Wakly, he tried to |lift the unconsci ous body of Molly,
but the girl's slight weight was too nuch for his weakened nuscl es.

Wth a sweep of his strong hands, The Shadow scooped MIlly into his arns
and breathed a qui ck command

"Upstairs - for your life!"

He | eaped up the rubber-cased treads of the staircase on the heels of
Joe.

The top floor was as dark as the maw of an underground cave. No w ndows
of
any kind cut the walls of the building. The | ack of wi ndows was no hi ndrance
to
The Shadow. He was dependi ng, not on w ndows, but on the roof of the dooned
structure.

His pencil-like torch cut a narrow swath of brilliance in the gloom The
ray that darted fromhis tiny | ens focused upward along the rear wall of the
chanmber toward the ceiling. Instantly, the beam went out, plunging the room
again into bl ackness.

But The Shadow had seen the spindly outline of a vertical |adder and he
was approaching it with surefooted speed. Up the cushioned rungs he ran
supporting the dead weight of Molly Harrington with his left arm and shoul der
Cardona followed as fast as he could clinb, and the strong arm of The Shadow
reached downward and hel ped himto the roof.

From bel ow cane a fierce banging on the door. Merriweather, having turned
his key in the |l ock, had now di scovered that the door was wedged on the inside
and was i movable. A sturdy chair was all that kept him out.

THE SHADOW however had now gained the flat roof. The girl lay crunpled
where he had gently laid her. Cardona, crouched | ow, was al nbst invisible
under
the bl ack sky. So was The Shadow, whose gaunt formwas | eaping w th purposeful
silence toward the stubby mast that controlled the passage of the
transportation buckets along the dark thread of overhead cabl e.

The bucket in which The Shadow hoped to escape the full brunt of the
i mm nent expl osion, was at the other end of the cable on the roof of the
m xi ng
chanber.

The Shadow j erked a | ever and brought that bucket wi nging swftly back
through the air. Its notion was unobserved. The searchlight, no | onger
circling
rhythm cally around the spraw ing area of the grounds, did not bathe the
whi zzi ng bucket in revealing brilliance, as it slid soundlessly to the roof of
t he powder shack.

A faint click of the braking mechani smwas the only betrayi ng sound. The
sound went unheard by Merriweather, who was straining fiercely belowin his
mad
efforts to force inward the refractory door

But the door was al ready creaking and wenching. In a nmonent or nore, it
woul d burst inward.

Into the rubber-sheathed bucket that was used to transport dangerous
chemical gelatin by air, |eaped the figure of Joe Cardona. The |inp body of
Mol |y was passed to himby The Shadow. So fast did The Shadow nove that he was
like a form ess blur.

Hi s hand rel eased the cabl e mechani sm The bucket began to spring away
fromthe nooring mast, increasing its speed as it went. The hard rubber wheels
on the overhead cabl e made no sound except a faint whirring.

As it skimred away, suspended between the dark earth and the darker sky,
The Shadow s | egs appeared over the rear edge of the flying bucket. He was
sitting precariously on the overbal anced edge, the body of MIlly Lying slack
in



his flexed arns. Cardona hung his weight over the opposite edge, his feet
dangl i ng.

The Shadow s eyes were |like burning stars. They were fixed grimy behind
hi m on the door of the powder shack and the bright oval of the searchlight
t hat
bat hed t he outsi de edge of the noat.

He saw the door of the shack burst open under the furious attack of
Merriweat her. The superintendent vani shed inside. For an instant the
searchlight quivered, then it noved swiftly forward and its brilliance jerked
upward to the photoelectric eye in the casing of the doorway.

BUT The Shadow had not waited for that final novement of the death ray.
He
hi ssed warningly to Cardona, and the two nmen flung thensel ves outward fromthe
speedi ng bucket .

The Shadow s | egs straightened as he fell. MIly was still hanging linmply
in his arnms, but The Shadow, by a suprenme effort of nuscles that were as hard
as tempered steel, stiffened his body into a vertical fall

He struck the ground feet-first. The inmpact wenched his ankles with
st abbing pain and threw himsidewi se on his face. Molly was catapulted from
hi s
grasp. The Shadow di ved toward her like a dark arrow. Cardona, too, had flung
hi nsel f fl at.

As he fell headforenost, the earth seened to withe and | eap up to neet
him A roar like the crack of doomthundered to the sky. There was a hot sheet
of flame fromthe spot where the powder shack had stood. Burning gas fromthe
expl osion spread out in |long blazing streaners, like the tail of an enornous
conet. The ground boonmed in the eardruns of The Shadow with a force that
al nost
destroyed his hearing.

But he was flat on the ground, his body lying athwart the unconsci ous

form
of Molly Harrington. The debris fromthe hellish blast that had so suddenly
filled the night with ruddy brilliance, spewed over his flattened head. Chunks

of blasted nmetal screamed with the harsh buzz of shrapnel. They were shrapne
ugly, irregular chunks of steel that could rip a man into bloody tatters.

A falling chunk of debris pitted the earth near The Shadow s head with a
deep, ugly crater. Something smaller struck his extended body and he felt the
warm fl ow of his blood. But he had saved Mol ly and Cardona, too.

The Shadow sprang to his feet, reeling fromthe pain of his |acerated
ri bs. He shook his gaunt, hawk-nosed face to clear his aching brain. H s ears
still buzzed with the echo of that stupendous expl osion

Suddenl y, he heard a sharper sound that pierced through the pul sating
r oar
in his ears. He recogni zed that sound with a grimtightening of his lips. The
thin shouting of nen! It came fromthe direction of the steel searchlight
t ower!

CARDONA, swayi ng weakly on his feet, heard a harsh laugh fromhis
conpanion like the thin call of a trunmpet. A pistol was thrust into his hand.
The two waited, with the body of the girl on the ground behind them

Mol Iy was coming out of her swoon. She was noaning faintly.

The earth was like the pitted craters of a battlefield. Past the yawni ng
hol es cane the figure of a man, running with erratic, zigzag terror. He was
stunbling, falling, rushing toward Cardona and The Shadow, uttering shrill,
babbl i ng sounds.

Cardona's gun lifted, but The Shadow s gl oved hand shoved the barre



asi de
with a brusque, wordl ess gesture.

As the onrushing stranger saw the notionless figure blocking his path, he
hal ted dazedly, his w de eyes peering.

Cardona uttered a quick exclamation of surprise and horror. "Good
Heavens,
it's Sinon Todd - and he's gone stark nmad!"

Todd's face was masklike with fear. Uncouth sounds bubbled fromhis I|ips.
Suddenly, a | ook of awed wonder drove the fixed vacancy fromhis eyes and he
ran straight toward the New York detective with a gasp of shrill, unbelieving
j oy.

"Cardona!" he gasped. "Thank God, you've cone! | tried to tel ephone the
police. The phone wires in nmy office have been cut. Save nme! Don't let them-"

For the first tinme, Todd seemed to realize that there were other figures
staring at himbesides Cardona. He shrank back from The Shadow, fromthe pale
count enance of Ml Iy Harrington, who was now swayi ng on trenbling feet,
supported by the left arm of The Shadow.

"I - 1 thought you were dead," Todd whi spered.

The Shadow s lips curved in a mirthless smle. He said nothing.

"Merriweather tried twice to kill him" Cardona grow ed. "But he didn't
succeed. Maybe you'll believe now, what kind of a devil that superintendent of
yours was!"

"WAs?" Todd gasped. "Is he - dead?"

"Il say!" Cardona snapped. "He was bl own -

THE rush of feet through the darkness cut short the detective's curt
words. The shapes of three nen were racing forward through the gl oom Forenost
of the trio was Harry Vincent. Behind him clinging weakly to each other, were
Ray Porter and his wounded fat her

Vincent tried to shout, but his voice nade only a hoarse croaking in his
panting throat. He stared unbelievingly at The Shadow, as though he had seen
hi m m racul ously spewed upward from a grave.

"You're not - killed?"

Vincent's left wist was dripping blood froma bullet wound that had
shattered the bone. There was bl ood, too, on the drooping shoul der of Thonas
Porter. He | eaned heavily against his son Ray, breathing in thin gasps. The
swift tides of events had dazed the old nan.

But Ray Porter was still grimy alert. "Merriweather?" he snarled at The
Shadow.

"Dead. "

"He went sky-high in the expl osion of the powder mll,"'
dryly. "Tried to kill us and killed hinmself."

"But -"

Todd's terrified whisper interrupted Ray. He nmade a trenbling, subm ssive
gesture toward the black-clad figure of The Shadow and Car dona.

"You were right and I was wong," he admtted, brokenly. "I trusted
Merriweat her. Cardona warned ne, but | - | couldn't believe that Merriweather
was anything but a loyal -"

Ray Porter, who had been staring wordl essly as though westling with a
puzzling idea, again found his harsh voice.

"You say Merriweat her was bl own up inside the powder shack?" he asked
Car dona.

"Correct."

"But - but who was up on that searchlight tower?"

"What do you nean?"

"We foll owed Merriweather to the tower. It was he who kept us from
climbi ng, by wounding Vincent and ny father. It was he who nmoved the light to
t he photoel ectric eye in the door of the powder mlIl."

The Shadow shook his head. "No," he said.

Car dona sai d,



"I don't understand,"” Todd whi spered. "I thought Merriweather was the
cunning killer behind all this - horror."

Agai n, the voice of The Shadow interrupted with calmclarity.
"Merriweather died by his owmn folly. But he didn't blow hinself up. He was
nmur dered. "

"Murdered?" Todd asked. "You nmean he was innocent?"

"Quilty, not innocent. The foolish tool of a clever crimnal."

"But who -"

"You!" The Shadow s voice said crisply. "Sinmon Todd!"

THE chem cal master shrank back. Suddenly, the dull | ook wi ped fromhis
face like magic as The Shadow closed in on him cutting off his escape. Into
his eyes came a bright flane of fury. H s hand whi pped to his pocket. A gun
flashed into view Squalling an oath of rage, Todd tried to whip the barre
upward and fire at The Shadow.

But The Shadow had caught that moving hand. G oved fingers forced hand
and
forearm behind the chem cal nmaster's back. The gun expl oded harnl essly toward
the dark sky. An instant later, it had been wenched | oose and tossed to the
ground.

Ray Porter pinioned the other thrashing arm and Cardona | eaned i nward
with
a deft, practiced gesture. A pair of steel handcuffs snapped tightly around
t he
wists of Sinon Todd.

The chem cal master fought like a madman, trying to smash out the brains
of his captors with his fettered fists. But he was subdued after a brief,
desperate struggle. Hi s breath came in harsh gasps.

"You' ve got no proof!" he screaned, fiercely. "You'll pay for this! You
can't saddle me with Merriweather's guilt! Call the police! | demand that you
call the police!"

The | augh of The Shadow froze the words in Todd's throat. There was
assurance in that l[augh, a sound of absolute satisfaction

His finger lifted and pointed toward the direction of the unseen gate of
the electrified wall

"Cone!" he ordered

Far off in the darkness could be heard the shrill wail of a police siren
The roar of the explosion had been heard in MIllcote. In a few m nutes, police
cars would be racing to the scene. The sound seenmed to add wings to the swift
striding feet of The Shadow.

He reached the sentry shack inside the gate and di sappeared for an
instant. His gloved hand pulled the switch that fed the pulsing electric
current to the grimwalls. The gate swung open under his quick jerk. Behind
hi m
cane the girl and Thomas Porter. Ray and Cardona hustled the fettered Todd
al ong.

The Shadow s small coupe was still at the dark curb where he had left it
parked. The hood that covered the notor was unusually long for so small a car
But Harry Vincent knew that under that hood was a racing engine that could
out di stance any ordi nary pursuer.

The hand of The Shadow reached inside the car and w thdrew a bul ky
briefcase froma side pocket of the autonobile. He handed it to Cardona.

"Conpl ete proof for conviction," his clipped voice said.

He sprang behind the wheel of the car. A nod brought Harry Vincent to the
seat beside him Down the dark street canme the white boring brilliance of
pol i ce headlights.

BUT The Shadow and Vi ncent were gone. Like a dark blot, the car without



lights had jerked away fromthe curb and had sped off into concealing
dar kness.

The Shadow had acconplished his purpose. He had handed over to the law a
master crimnal and the proof to convict him He had suspected that Todd, not
Merriweat her, was the real brains behind the nurder plot, alnmost fromthe
nmonent he had first entered the plant. He had all owed the bl oody conspiracy to
work itself out under his watchful eyes. Now, his work finished, he roared off
t hrough the night to protect his anonynmous identity.

He was not foll owed. Cardona, bathed in the headlights of a police car
sprang forward and halted the pursuit. He held his detective shield high in
hi s
open palm In his eyes shone a grimexultation

But Sinmon Todd, fettered and hel pl ess, had closed his eyes. He knew his
cunni ng masquer ade was finished. Al the power and arrogance had drai ned out
of
hi m Behind cl osed eyelids he saw clearly the grimspectre of the electric
chair.

He whi nper ed.

CHAPTER XXI |
MR. CRANSTON SM LES

"TH S," said Joe Cardona, in a vibrant voice, "is the docunent that
expl ains the heart of the nystery. Wthout this, Reed Harrington would stil
be
alive. So would Arnold Kling. There woul d have been no nurderous assault on
t he
Porters. Nor would Molly Harrington have been so innocently drawn into the
case."

A strong white light threw Cardona's tired face into vivid brilliance. He
was seated at a desk in the MIIlcote police station. Beside himwas the chief
of police. Thomas Porter and his son, Ray, sat on a couch al ongside the wall,
listening intently. The younger Porter's arm supported MIlly, nor did she seem
to find the touch di sagreeabl e.

"You say there were two sets of crimnals involved in this case?" the
chief of police asked Cardona, quietly.

"Yes. But, first, | want you to | ook at this agreenent that was taken
from
the safe of Sinon Todd. Not fromthe safe in his office which was vainly
attacked by Blink Dorgan. This docunment cane from Todd's strong box in his
mansion out in the hills. It was found by - by the man who sol ved this case."

He ignored the chief's eager question. Fromthe desk in front of him
piled high with papers strewn al ongsi de an opened briefcase, he selected a
typewitten sheet of |legal cap and handed it to the police official

The latter read it with absorbed interest. It was a cleverly worded
agreenment drawn up by Sinmon Todd, and signed by hinself and his fornmer
partners
in the chem cal corporation. It read as foll ows:

1. At the request of ny three associates in the ownership of the MIlcote
Chemi cal Corporation, who wi sh to withdraw from sai d ownershi p because of
executive differences in policy, the follow ng agreenent is signed, wtnessed
and execut ed.

2. 1, Sinmon Todd, agree to buy sole ownership of the business; and Reed
Harrington, Thormas Porter, and Arnold Kling agree to sell such ownership for
the stipulated price of three million dollars.

3. I, Simon Todd, agree to pay annually to each of my former associates

the sum of $100,000 for a termof ten years. At the end of ten years the



ownership of the MIlcote Chem cal Corporation is to be mne and m ne al one.
4. The heirs of Harrington, Porter and Kling are specifically barred from
this agreement. In case of the death of one of the above nentioned associ ates,

his share will be divided equally anmbng the other two survivors. In no event
shall less than three mllion dollars be paid by ne.
5. This will constitute acceptance of this contract and a receipt for the

first annual payment of $300, 000 divided equally anbng the associ ates above
nmenti oned.

The docurent was signed by four names: Reed Harrington, Arnold Kling,
Thomas Porter and Sinon Todd. Bel ow was the nanme of the witness, C aude
Mer ri weat her.

The chief of police uttered a quick exclamation. "In other words, Todd
had
obligated hinself to the extent of three mllion dollars and would not have
conpl ete control of the conpany for at |least ten years."

"That is correct," Cardona assented.

JOE expl ained further. Todd had no intention of discharging his debt. His
aimwas to seize control of the valuable corporation by killing his
associ at es.

That was why he had excluded their heirs fromthe contract of sale, and had
worded it in such a way that, apparently, he had nothing to gain froma sudden
deat h anong the dooned nen.

If Todd still had to pay the identical sumto the survivors, there was no
nmotive to connect himwith the nmurder. On the contrary. It would i mediately
seem evident to the police that one of the beneficiaries to the agreenment had
resorted to nurder to increase his own share.

Todd counted on this to help his plans and he had been correct. Wen
Harrington had died froma poi soned cigar, the Porters, know ng the term of
t he
agreement, imrediately suspected Kling. Kling, on the other hand, was certain
that the Porters had killed Harrington to gain his share of the noney. In
reality, the two killings were engi neered by Merriweather, under the orders of
t he cunni ng Todd.

None of the remmining partners dared to show his agreenment with Todd to
the police, for fear of inplicating thenmselves as suspects. So they suppressed
the fact that there was such an agreenment - which was exactly that the wly
Todd want ed.

"The next step," Cardona expl ained, "was for Todd to get hold of those
contracts hinself. Merriweather managed to steal Kling's copy and he al so got
hold of Porter's - but he failed to get Harrington's. H s schene was
frustrated, because | happened to be in Harrington's apartnment when he fel
dead. Which brings me to the other set of crinmnals in this case, and explains
the activity of Blink Dorgan and his pal, Andy."

There was a sigh of excitement fromthe nmen in the tiny police station
Cardona t ook another docunment fromthe papers in front of him

"This is the lure that brought Blink Dorgan into the case. It's the
nast er
formula for the new war gas that was bei ng manufactured under governnent
contract at the MIlcote plant. The nation that owns this secret will be
i npregnable in the next war. That country happens to be the United States. But
a certain foreign nation discovered the existence of this secret and its
agents
hired Dorgan and Andy to steal the fornula for them™

CARDONA' S voi ce continued evenly. Dorgan had searched the safe in the
chemi cal plant and was convinced that the fornula was not there, but in the



possessi on of one of the former partners. That was why he nmade his raid at
Harrington's apartment and stole the envel ope from Mdl Iy, who had al ready
managed to get it fromthe safe herself.

"Did you know what was in that envel ope you stole, MIlIly?" Cardona asked
the white-faced girl, gently.

"No. My uncle didn't tell ne what he was hiding. He said that it was
terribly inmportant, told ne to get hold of it if anything happened to him |
know, now, that he nmeant me to turn it over to the police; but, at the time, |
t hought uncle was mixed up in some scandal and | wanted to protect his good
nane. | intended to read it, destroy it if necessary. If not, to showit to
t he
police."

"It was merely your uncle's copy of Todd's clever agreenent," Cardona
said. "You thought it was blackmail. Dorgan thought it was the gas formla.
Only Todd knew the truth.™"

Joe's quiet voice ripped away the veil that had covered the grimevents
of
the I ast few days and nights. Merriweather had killed Harrington by poisoning
one of his cigars. He also killed Kling by electrocuting himfromthe steeple
of the church opposite the doomed nan's hone in Tuckahoe.

Todd remai ned al ways in the background, directing the evil activity of
hi s
lieutenant. It was easy for Todd to mani pul ate Merriweather, for the
superintendent had been prom sed a half share in the chem cal corporation as
his reward. He was a nan i nsane for power and wealth, and Todd used himas a
willing tool.

In the end, Todd planned to murder Merriweather and renove the | ast clue
to his own duplicity. The fact that he succeeded was proof how narrowly Todd
had m ssed conpl ete success. H s whol e schene was rui ned because of the
presence of an opponent stronger than he, infinitely shrewd in judging
crimnals and their notives.

"You' ve mentioned this nysterious hel per of the | aw before,” the chief of
police said, curtly. "Who is he? Wiere is he now?"

"Those are questions | can't answer," Cardona replied. "H s real name and
his identity are unknown to me. Perhaps you heard of him He calls hinself The
Shadow. "

There was a quick stir of interest anong the policemen who thronged the
back of the tiny room Joe Cardona halted further questions by resunming his
expl anati on of how Todd had been trapped.

"AFTER Merriweat her had failed to kill the Porters in his gas chanmber,"
Cardona said, "he rushed fromhis cottage and di sappeared. It was at this
nmonent that Sinmon Todd appeared. He had net Merriweat her rushing away and he
knew now how badly things had gone wong. He decided on a bold stroke to foo
The Shadow and to seal the doom of his superintendent. He rushed up with his
nose bl eeding and a lying tale about the flight of Merriweather."

Ray Porter's eyes widened. His father nodded grimy as he listened. Todd
had not been assaulted by Merriweather. Instead, he had heard fromthe |ips of
his confederate that The Shadow was again on the scene and the Porters free.
He
knew t hat Cardona and Mdlly were still prisoners in the powder shack, where
t hey
had been lured by the superintendent, under Todd's own orders. Here was a
chance
to get rid of them- and Merriweather, too! For, in that instant of terror
Todd
realized that his own safety depended on the death of his bungling hel per

He told Merriweather that the gas fornula was hidden in the powder shack
gave himlying directions howto find it. Then he struck hinmself savagely



unti |

his face was stream ng bl ood, and rushed to where The Shadow and his
conpani ons

wai ted just outside the cottage of Merriweather

He lied and said Merriweather had rushed of f toward the searchlight
t ower.

He del ayed the pursuit of Merriweather by drawing a gun and pretending to
doubt

the honesty of the Porters. In the resultant scuffle he vani shed again,
apparently terrified out of his wts.

But Todd was not frightened. He was cool with the cunning of despair. He
hinself ran with the speed of an antelope to the searchlight tower. He was at
the top when the Porters arrived at the foot of the steel ladder. It was
Todd' s
bull ets that wounded them

Were it not for The Shadow, the trick would never have been di scovered.
The expl osion that sent the powder mill flaming aloft |like a volcano woul d
have
destroyed t he bodi es of Cardona, of Mlly and Merriweat her

Todd nmeant to descend unseen fromthe tower, join the dazed Porters and
phone for the police. The whol e bl ame woul d have been placed on Merriweat her
and the police would have scoured the surroundi ng countryside for a man who
had
been bl own to atons.

But The Shadow had raced to the powder mill and saved Mol ly and Cardona.
He, al one, knew that Merriweather was not on the searchlight tower, but in the
death trap. Only one possible man coul d have operated the light. That man was
Todd. And in the briefcase in The Shadow s car was documentary proof, taken by
The Shadow from Todd's own nansi on

Cardona's voice faltered. Again he seened very tired. Sonme one handed him
a glass of water and he gulped it greedily.

In the tiny police station, men sighed noisily. This was the biggest
mur der case that had ever conme to MIlcote. The chief seemed dazed by the
magni tude of it. And the culprit and the solution had been handed to himby a
famous guardian of the law - a super being who lived like a waith in the
dar kness of the night, without identity or nane.

The chief drew a deep breath. "I wish I could neet this man who calls
hi nsel f The Shadow," he said, huskily. "I'd like to shake his hand and t hank
himin the nane of the |aw "

"That," said Cardona, smling wanly, "is something easier said than done.
I'"ve had his help on dozens of cases. |'ve never been able to find out his
identity. He remains anonynous, by his own w shes. But whoever he is, | say

he's the cleverest and nost daring detective in Amrerical"”

IN the Cobalt Club, M. Lanmont Cranston sat idly in a deep | eather chair,
staring at the quiet com ngs and goi ngs of the wealthy nenbers. Anong these
prom nent nen, Cranston was counted as one of the wealthiest.

He smiled, as a nan stopped by his chair with a nod of greeting.

"How are you, Cranston? Haven't seen you for the |last week or so. Been
away?"

Cranst on nodded.

The nmenber pointed to the newspaper on the armof Cranston's confortable

chair. "Been readi ng about the Todd case, | see. Amazing, isn't it, how that
man Cardona trailed the nurderer of Harrington and Kling all the way to south
Jersey and nailed himw th the evidence! | swear, it makes nme wi sh sonetines |

were a detective. These chaps get all the excitement, while you and | -
Cranston sniled. "Just gentlenen of |eisure,” he murnured.
He picked up his paper and yawned. But behind the spread pages his eyes
| ost their dreany good hunor. They becane keen, grim wth little flecks of



flame in their depths.

The nane of The Shadow did not appear anobng the news stories of the
reporters who had rushed by train and airplane to MIIlcote. The Shadow had
acconpl i shed his purpose and vani shed unseen, unheral ded. Not until some new
crime occurred to puzzle and baffle the police would the dread bl ack-cl ad
figure of The Shadow appear.

And that new crine was soon to come. An epidem c of strange, purple death
was to hit the city. Detectives picked up clues - and then they disappeared.
One after another of the city detectives went that way before the comm ssioner
assigned Joe Cardona to the case - and then Cardona di sappeared, even while
The
Shadow wat ched! It is anmazing, this "Strange D sappearance of Joe Cardona,"
for
the master crook calls The Shadow s nove at every turn, and holds him
stalemated with the Iife of Joe Cardona as the prizel

The Shadow chuckl ed gently behind the spread newspaper - the sane
newspaper that would, shortly, screamforth new crinme to enbroil The Shadow.

THE END



